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and you
keep this
typewriter

DIRECT

to you
from our
Factory

Big Saving
In Price

Yes, we 'will ship you this
Genuine Underwood

Rebuilt in our own factory just like new for

ONLY $3 down—NoOT ONE CENT MORE

Until you have tried the machine 10 full days at our expense

Write Right Now

and learn how it is possible for
us to ship you this Underwood
Typewriter upon our free trial
plan and our direct-to-you
money saving methods. Get the
full details now—just sign the coupon

and mail today. Get all the facts—
then decide.

Our Factory

VERY MACHINE is fully guar-
anteed. New parts wherever
needed. New enamel,new nickel,new
lettering, new platen,new key rings—a
complete, %erfecttypewriter. Impossible to tell
it from a brand new Underweod either in ap-
pearance, durability or quality of finished work.
An up-to-date machine with two-color rib-
bon, back spacer, stencil device, automatic
ribbon reverse tabulator, etc. In addition
we furnish FREE waterproof cover and
special Touch Typewriter Instruction Book.

—to buy. You don’t have to
order. Justsign the coupon,
send it to us and we will
mail you our big cata-
log absolutely free.
You will be amazed
at the liberality of
our offer, the
beauty and
all-around
excellence

You can learn to operate this Under- oupon L f our
A ar
wood in one day. Today type-

Big Book FREE

Our big handsomely illustrated
catalog will be sent free on re-
quest. It tells you all about the
advantaﬁes of owning a STANDARD
SIZE UNDERWOOD; how and why this
machine will last for years, saving many
dollars not only in the purchase price
but in its operation.

Send in the coupon and let us send you
this beautifully illustrated book FREE

Free Trial

You have ten full days in
which to try the typewriter
before deciding whether you
want to keep it. Give it every
test—see for yourself make
the Underwood prove its
worth to you. Don’ttakeour
word for it—put the Under-
wood before you and see if
you don’t think it the great-

pon.

You

typewriter. offer ex-
cept to sign and
send in the cou-
There is
no obligation.

/’TRIAL Offer.

This is the genuine Underwood
Typewriter. We offer you the
same three models of the Under-
wood Typewriter being made
and sold by the manufacturers
today. Standard 4-row single
shift keyboard. Absolutelyvisible
writing—the full line of type-
writing is visible at all times. All
the improvements and attach-
ments that any high-grade type-
writer ought to have.

Big Saving to You

Our plan of selling to you direct makes
possible enormous savings, which are all
for your benefit. Send in the coupon
and we will send you prepaid our big
catalog, including ““A Trip Through Our
Factory.” This shows how the Shipman-
Ward Rebuilt Underwood is the best that
can be produced at our Special Price.

don’t have to do a thing to get
our big Free catalog and com-
plete details of our amazing

“FREE TRIAL
- COUPON

¢ SHIPMAN-WARD MFG. CO.

/ 2637 Shipman Bldg., Chicago

“/ Please send me FREE, all charges

»° fully prepaid, your BIG NEW catalog
of UNDERWOOD TYPEWRITERS
and _complete details of your FREE

est typewrlter bargain ever
without any obligation whatever.

Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co.

“Typewnter Emporium” 2637 Shlpman Bldg.
Montrose and Ravenswood Aves., Chicago

It is understood that I am under no obligation
whatever and that this is to be sent without one cent
# of cost to me.

/ Name
# STREET
,/ City

STATE
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Luscious and Enticing

To bring enchantment to the breakfast table

CRISP and flaky grains of se-
lected wheat, puffed to 8 times
their normal size, light as the air,
and with the rich flavor of nut meats.

You serve with sugar and cream.
Or in bowls of milk. And as a spe-
cial allurement, with fresh or cooked
fruit. No breakfast before has ever
compared.

To children Quaker Puffed
Wheat brings the nourishment of
whole grains with the richness of a
rare confection; to adults an almost

Quaker
Puffed Wheat

perfect food. Quickly digested and
assimilated; kernels steam exploded,
with every food cell broken.

An energy food of fairy delight
—yet with vitamines, bran and min-
erals in balanced combination.

Quaker Puffed Rice, Also

Whole rice kernels, steam ex-
ploded to 8 times normal size, like
the Puffed Wheat. Dainty morsels
so lightand inviting you would never
dream they could be so nutritious.

Quaker
Puffed Rice

Each Grain an Adventure
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Mind-health, first

DO you know about the new phase of

warfare against disease called Mental

Hygiene? It is teaching people to guard
their mental health—just as they have been
taught to guard their physical health.

Physical health depends to a great extent upon
mental health. Excessive anger, hatred, envy,
jealousy, fear, revolt, malice—a hundred and one
mental conflicts if persisted in—often cause seri-
ous mental and physical trouble. With continu-
ing wrong thoughts and emotions we can 't be
well. That is one of the first things that Mental
Hygiene teaches. Its underlying idea is as old as
Time. The only new thingabout it is that it has
now been developed into a science that can be
used to prevent mind-sickness and to solve in-
dividual mental problems.

Frequently people who are ill take remedy after
remedy, travel north, south, east or west—all to
noavail. Why? Because the source of the trouble
—wrong thinking, false beliefs, distorted imagi-
nation, misdirected emotion—never has been
touched. Such illnesses are not physical diseases
although they may be accompanied by physical
pain and may be manifested by sleeplessness,
nervousness, indigestion and many other physical
symptoms,

If you were physically ill—if anyone in your
family were threatened with diphtheria or scarlet
fever—you would do something about it. Mental
sickness is quite as real and likewise should have
promptattention.

There are men and women—graduate physicians
—trained especially to treat troubles of the mind
and to teach Mental Hygiene. Their work is
known as psychiatry and all over the country

wise and successful physicians are practicing it.

Dr. William ]J. Mayo, of the Mayo Clinic,
Rochester, Minn., says that mental ailments are
the cause of more misery than tuberculosis or
cancer.

If you are feeling ill and find no physical reason
for your discomfort, your doctor may discover
that the real trouble is with your mind. This may
be true, also, of those who have difficulty in
maintaining a happy personal relationship with
family, friends or business associates. Chronic
worriers and pessimists show evidence of un-
healthy mental operations.

Frequently it is possible to straighten out your
own mental difficulties. Sometimes talking them
over with some wise man or woman who is by
nature a mental hygienist will help to solve the
problem. If you have a serious trouble do not
keep it bottled up. Repression often is harmful,

Associate with happy, normal people. Exercise
and have all the fun you can. Don’t devote every
minute to work. Take time for :

recreation — re-creation.

For centuries religion, philosophy
and inspirational writings have
helped men and women to gain
Eoise and mental control —to
now themselves. Healthy-
minded people who have learned
how to plan and direct their lives
harmoniously are consciously or
unconsciously employing mental
hygiene.
Mental Hygiene is needed to
help millions of people to think
right, act right and feel right.

The time has come when Mental Hygiene—
the science of mental health —should take its
glace with other major activities in the great
eld of preventive medicine. As the work of
prevention progresses, much of the mental
suffering, mental deficiency, criminality and
insanity in the world will be reduced.

The cost of caring for the patients in mental
hospitals alone is nearly $75,000,000 a year.
The economic loss, because of their disability,
is more than $200,000,000 annually. In several
states, one out of twenty of all people who die
in adult life dies in a hospital Fe the insane.

The number of beds in public hospitals for the
insane in this country equals those occupied
by all other sick persons combined.

In 26 states in the Union, in Canada and in
many European countries Mental Hygiene So-
cieties have been formed to help those who are
mentally troubled. It will be worth your while
to get in touch with them. The Metropolitan
Life Insurance Company will gladly tell you
where they are located and will mail you a list
of books relating to Mental 1iygiene if you will

ask for it.
HALEY FISKE, President.

Published by

METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY —NEWYéRK

Biggest in the World, More Assets, More Policyholders, More Insurance in force, More new Insurance each year

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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* A ND there was talk and song of work and wages

A And tales that had been echoed down the ages
I'rom Homer and from Rabelais, and speech

Of port and city. from a South Sea beach

To Bering Straits i

“TALES OF THE HOT DOG TAVERN” are told in verse by Berton Braley in the
next issue.

HEY were both left behind when their outfits sailed for IFrance: Sergeant Eadie was in the
hospital. and Jake. the hairy and freckled. was in jail.  Submarines and guard-houses
notwithstanding, their one thought was to get to the other side. to fadic’s outfit, the best in
the Army.  “THE CASUAL’S RETURN,” a complete novel of the World War, by Leonard
H. Nason, in the next issue.

. NE-TWO” MAC was ina jam. Because he insisted upon putting Breen. the dope smug-
’ gler. ashore he had to make a lightless landfall on a dark night—and his chronometers
were out of kilter. “EIGHT SECONDS,” a complete novelette of the sea, by John Webb
in the next issue.

Other stories in the next issue are forecast on the lust page of this one.

Adventure is out on the 10th, 20th and 30th of each month
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Backing

FLASHLIGHTS
& BATTERIES
~they last looger

use youy flas/zlig/zt.’

PiTcH-BLACK night . . .
narrow, high-crowned
road. To back around,
use your flashlight!
Avoid ditches and dark
embankments.

Use your Eveready to
examine the carburetor.
Play safe. Use it to
see how much gas is in
the tank. (You could
safely poke a lighted
Eveready into a barrel
of gasoline!) Use it
to change a tire, to find
the jack or pliers, to
put the curtains on.

Thelong-range Evereadys
aregreatformotoring. Shoot

a beam 200. 300 or 500
feet, depending on which
focusing type you select.

Read road-signs with them
without leaving the car.
The aluminum Evereadys
at 65c and 75c, complete
with battery, are small and
practical.  Handy to have
in the car or carry in your
coat-pocket. A good type
to use around the house too.
Reload your flashlights
and keep them on the job

with fresh. strong Ever

eady Unit Cells. And if

you haven't a flashlight,
No. 2671— Evercady - avent a &
2-cell Focusing Spot- see the nearest Eveready

light with
range.

dealer at once.

The improved Eveready
line has many new features.
new designs. Standard Ever-
eady features are retained.
65c to $4.50. complete with
battery—anywhere in the
U. S. A.

Buy from electrical, hard-
ware and marine supply
dealers. drug. sporting goods
and general stores. garages
and auto accessory shops.

200-foot

“ ™

Eveready Unit Cells
fit and improve all
makes of flashlights.
They insure brighter
light and longer bat-
tery life.

Manufactured and guarantecd
by
NATIONAIL. CARBON
COMPANY, I~c.
New York San Francisco

Canadian National Carbon
Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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= % Would You

< e

like to earn $5 to $50 a month
im your SPARE time doing a
pleasant neighborhood woTk

Special representatives for (Idventure

/,,&,,,% PEED in. every line— are needed in every community. You
/ L"WeR:du = strength in every curve— can earn money from the moment you
%, Posi .,.,"8”,,/,, 3 low-hung for safety and receive full particulars. A post-card

il = easy control - better-sprung or letter mailed to Box 1122, Butterick

d bigger-tired for | i g .
?Smfolt%:g—t‘;:h::’s Hgf’lel;fsl;\?iléf Building, New YVork City, N.Y., may

son’s latest and greatest motor- mean independence for you— the same as
cycle, the *“Stream-Line”! for hundreds of others. Write us- now'

Never a mount like this be-
fore—so powerful, so speedy,
so perfectly balanced, so
roadworthy. From every
standpoint of performance,
good-looks, and economy, the
“Stream-Line” sets a new
standard. And yet the price is

reduced! }
_ L withAjr Friction Carburetor
W9 guarantee all other ears mearly double present

Sce this wonderful new pmileage, power and flexibility. Models for any car,

5 truck, tractor, marine or stationary engine. Makes old
Harley-Davidson at your deal- cars hetter than new. See our mileage guarantecs.

er's. He will give you a free 38 mi | Chieviolet .- 300000k
Demonstration Ride and show Mileago-increase guarantve on any ouler car sent on request.

Py . You 1 any
you its 27 improvements. _Ask SENT ON 30 DAY’S TRIAL 2. naviet cat.
him about his Pay-as-You- fie without shifting gears.  Starts off on high in any weather without,

A g priming or heating—No Jorkink or chokink.  Agents Want.
H ©.. Ride Plan. Mail us the AIR-FRICTION CARBURETOR CO.
',,’ e, A 1252 Raymond Building Dayton, Ohio, U.S. A
Ce e coupon (below)
st .

Money-making sales oppor-
tunitics in open territory.
Write for puarticulars.

HARLEY-DAVIDSON

ARN
EA H'Z')?«”EY

MOTOR CO OU can earn $l to $2 ?‘In hour in your spare time
writing show cards. o0 canvassing or soliciting,
Dept. V. MILWAUKEE, WIS. We instruct you by our new simple Directograph

System, supply you with work and pay you cash each
week. Write teday for full particulars and free booklet.
WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE LIMITED
Authorized Capital $1.250,000.00

204 Colborne Building, Toronto, Can.

IIARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO.
Dept. V, Milwaukee, Wis.

Plcase send me literature showing new ‘‘Stream:-Line”’
Harley-Davidsons in actual colors.

21 Jewels

Hothing leas than 21 Ruhr and Sapphire jc-'.l. is
good enough for the Burlington masterp

Quality and Style

Adjustad to the second —temperature—{sochron.
Ism—positions. 26 year Gold Strata Cane, in 100
quiaite designs. Only $1 down

monthly payments. Send lor free book.

STREET OK
P. O. BOX __

Watch
Burlington comi,
Dept. 14.67 Chicage, lilinois

S S

1
i
I NAME
!

Kindlv mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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“What would I do if I lost my job?”

HAT would you do?

wife and children do?

What would your

Suppose your employer notified you to-
morrow that he didn’t need you any longer?
Have you any idea where you could get an-
other position ?

You wouldn’t have to worry if you were
a trained man. You wouldn’t have to spend
your mornings reading the “Want Ads” and
then trudging from place to place, meeting
rebuffs and discouragements, piling up bills,
finally willing “to do anything” if only vou
could get on somebody’s payroll.

Don’t have this spectre of unemplovment
hanging over your head forever. Train your-
self to do some one thing so well that yvour
services will be in demand. Employers don’t
discharge such men.” They promote them!

Decide to-day that you are going to get the spe-
cialized training you must have if you are ever
going to get a real job and a real salary. It is easy
if you really try.

Right at home, in the odds and ends of spare time
that now go to waste, you can prepare for the
position yvou want in the work vou like best. For
the International! Correspondence Echools will train

you just as they are training thousands of other
men—no matter where you live—no matter what

your circumstances.

At least find out how, by marking and mailing

the coupon printed below.

There’s no cost or

obligation, and it takes only a moment of your time,
but it may be the means of changing your whole life.

M ail the Coupon To-day!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2047-D, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation.

please tell me how I can qualif, for

the pesition or in the subject Lefore which 1 have marked an
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management
Industrial Management
[ Yersonnel Organization
Of'rafic Manakement
O Business Law
O izunking and Banking Law
Accountaney (including C.P.A.)
Nicholson Cost Accounting
Rookkeeping
Private Secretary
Ospunish 0O French

TECHNICAL AND

O Electrical Engincering

Electric Lighting

Mechanical [Engineer

Mechanical Draftsman

Machine Shop Practice

Ratlroad Positions

Gaus Engine Onerating

Civll Eneincer

Surveying and Mapping

Metallurgy
Steam Engineering

OSulesmanship

JAdvertising

[ Better Letters
Show Card Lettering
Stenography and Typing
Business English

D¢ isil Rervice

O Railway Mafl Clerk

Ocqgmmon School Subjects
Hixh School Subjects

Dulustrating O Cartooning

INDUSTRIAL COURSES

[0 Architect
O Architects’ Blue Prints
O contractor amd Buiider
O Archiitectural Draftsman
D Conerete Builder
[Ostruetural Engincer
O¢hemistry [ PPharmacy
O Automobile Work
Alrplane Engines

avlgation
Agriculture and Poultry

Radlo Mathewatics
Name.
ke e
City ... State
Occupation.

coupon to the Interna-

Persone rtndma in Cmmda ahould send this

tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Pertect Health - why not?

This simple food has

HESE remarkable reports are typical

of thousands of similar tributes to
Fleischmann’s Yeast. There is nothing
mysterious about its action. It is not a
“cure-all,” not a medicine in any sense.
But when the body is choked with the
poisons of constipation—or when its vital-
ity is low so that skin, stomach and general
health are affected—this simple, natural

given it to thousands

food achieves literally amazing results.

Concentrated in every cake of Fleisch-
mann’s Yeast are millions of tiny yeast-
plants, alive and active. At once they go
to work—invigorating the whole system,
clearing the skin, aiding digestion, strength-
ening the intestinal muscles and making
them healthy and active.

“After several yeuars’ strenuous work of

studying I faced a new position with low-

ered resistance and depleted nerve force,
and a splotchy, yellow complexion. Frank-

ly, I scoffed at the idea of yeast helping,

but the first benefit I noticed was—a long-
standing chronic constipation relieved.
Next, a clear complexion that was a sur-
prise to my friends. In two months I faced
life cheerfully, buoyantly and ~onfidently.””

(Miss Alice D. Nelson, I¥ilmington, Del.)

“I believe that I am a pioneer in the Yeast-for-
Health habit. I was one of those unfortunate
youngsters who are neither sick nor well. I had
a very poor appetite, and my mother humored
me when she discovered that I liked yeast. (This
was years ago.) It was not very long before the

yeast started to take effect. . . .

I had a desire

to play. My body seemed to grow stronger, and
my mother said that I was like a new child. I
have been using Fleischmann’s Yeast ever since,
whenever 1 felt the need of a regulator — a matter

of thirteen years.”

(Miss Lnum>Bankn, Albany, N. Y.)

“For two years 1 was never free
from boils. While touring with
the Irene Company one broke
out on my chin which caused my
whole neck to swell and turn
purple. The hotel doctor said
that if I would take fresh yeast
and would keep taking it he
would guarantee I would never
have another boil. I started right
in taking Fleischmann’s Yeast
and in two days the boil was
drying up. That doctor told the
truth: I have never had a boil
since.”
(Mr. M. JI'. Robertshaw,
New York City)

R

— before breakfast and at bed-
time. Fleischmann’s Yeast,
when taken this way, is espe-
cially effective in overcoming
or preventing constipation.

Or eat 2 or 3 cakes a day—
spread on bread or crackers—
dissolved in fruit juices or
milk—or eat it plain.

Fleischmann’s Yeast comes
only in the tinfoil package —it
cannot be purchased in tablet
form.

Dissolve one cake in a glass of water
(just hot enough to drink)

All grocers have it. Start
eating it today! You can order
several cakes at a time, for
yeast will keep fresh in a cool,
dry place for two or three days.
Write us for further infor-
mation or let us send you a
free copy of our latest book-
let on Yeast for Health. Ad-
dress: Health Research
Dept. Z-9, The Fleischmann
Company, 701 Washington
Street, New York City.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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2 ComPlete Novel BEDFORD'JONES

Atkor of “The Star Goes North,” ‘‘The Star of Dreams,” elc.

BOUND SOUTH
I

ICHARD HAMPTON, until an
R hour ago first mate of the brig
Acadian, stared across Boston
Harbor, and under his fingers
the broad gold pieces in his pocket gave off a
dull clink. He was aware of a man coming
down the wharf, but he did not look around

until the stranger addressed him affably:

“A brisk day, sir, a brisk January day!
You are a seaman, I take it?”

Hampton turned and coolly surveyed the
speaker. A swift flash of interest glim-
mered in his gray eyes; he had not thought
to see such a man in all Boston, and par-
ticularly on Lewis’ Wharf, this cold after-
noon of January twenty-third. It was not
the affluent external aspect of the man that
interested him; he passed over the silk hat
and rich broadcloth, the velvet collar, the
heavy gold fob, the handsome ebony stick.
It was the face of the man that held his
gaze—a bronzed and high-boned face, full
of weather-wrinkles like his own, whose
dark eyes gave him loek for look and in

**Sowuth, West and North,” copyright, 1924, by H. Bedford-
Jones.

their arrogance held a peculiar glassy ap-
pearance. The face was assertive, self-
confident, insolent in its expression of su-
periority and its air of experience. These
two men were much alike, not in any facial
resemblance but in a certain mutual self-
reliance, a cool aloofness from all around.
Each was stamped as a man of positive,
downright action, able to take care of him-
self under any conditions.

“Why take me for a seaman, sir?” de-
manded Hampton, with no softening of his
bleak gaze.

“Because of your interest in the Capitol
yonder,” and the other swung his stick
toward the ship moored at the wharf, just
beyond them. ‘“You regard her with a
seaman’s eye. And you have rubbed off
the corners in a way that sets you apart
from these poor greenhoms. An officer,
beyond doubt. My name, sir, is James
Day.”

“Mine is Richard Hampton, and you are
right. I am a ship’s mate, and would have
had - command next voyage had not the
Acadian, across the harbor, been sold to a
California company.”

The two shook hands. Hampton en-
countered a strong, energetic grip, and a

Copyright, 1924, by The Ridgwoy Company in the United Siates and Gread Britasn. All rights reserved. 1



2 Adventure

much hornier palm than to be looked for in
so well-dressed a man. Day chuckled, and
pointed again at the ship close by, and now
ready to cast off.

“From your air, you seem to know
her, sir.”

“Aye, and heaven help the poor fools!”
said Hampton, with cynical eye. ‘“Her
skipper is a hard one; old Proctor is the
worst manhandler afloat, and a stubborn,
ppinionated man to boot.”

A burst of yells and quick voices aboard
the ship interrupted them, and suddenly
her decks were alive with men. All were
staring up toward the town, such as were
not at work; Hampton and his companion
likewdse turned, as to them drifted the
lively strains of a fife-and-drum corps, and
gazed up the street.

“Gold and Bibles!” said Hampton, with
a curt laugh. “It's a little gold the poor
fools will ever see! They’ve been up at the
Tabernacle Church listening to a sermon.
They might better have been down at the
docks listening to the truth about what’s
ahead of 'em.”

Day gave him a shrewd, sidelong glance,
but kept silence. This was the gold year,
the year of 49, and few men in all New
England would have agreed with the voiced
sentiments of Richard Hampton. Cer-
tainly those sentiments were shared by none
of the approaching mob, whose shrill clamor
of voices was sweeping down to the wharf
and echoing out across the water. The
Capitol was the finest ship yet to leave for
California, and the Naumkeag Company of
Salem, now embarking, was the largest and
best-equipped organization that had so far
left Boston for the gold-diggings.

“There goes ‘Susannah!””” and Day
chuckled. “By the time they’ve rounded
the Horn they’ll be singing a different sort
of tune, eh?”’

A roar of voices swelled out, after the fife
and drums, in one of the countless varia-
tions of the great song which was sweeping
the country from Maine to Mexico. The
fifes skirled high, the drums rolled, as down
to the wharf came the head of the proces-
sion—the Naumkeag Company, two hun-
dred-odd strong, armed to the teeth with
rifles, pistols, bowies, each man carrying a
large Bible, gay banners flying in the cold
wind. Behind and around trooped a great
mob of friends and relatives, curious
townsfolk, envious neighbors. Salem men

and Boston crowd all joined in the roaring
chorus that went lifting across the bay:

“I came from Salem City
With my shovel on my knee,

I’m bound for California
The nuggets for to see!

*Twas bitter cold the day I left,
Ahead ’tis warm and dry,

And gold-dust for the picking-up—
Oh, brothers, don’t you cry!

“‘Oh, California,
That’s the land for me!

I’m bound for Sacramento
With my shovel on my knee!

129

Out on the wharf poured the wild throng,
women weeping, boys yelling, men shouting
wild farewells and wilder prophecies of a
wealthy return. Salem folk poured down
to see the company off, just as folk were
pouring down to many another New En-
gland wharf to see such companies depart—
just as, in those first frantic golden days,
other companies were being seen off from
many a wharf in France and England and
Germany, and even in distant Australia.

Richard Hampton and his companion
drew well over to one side, out of the rush of
folk. All the Salem men knew Dick Hamp-
ton, however, and he was promptly recog-
nized. As the company trooped past, a
storm of excited shouts and greetings was
hurled at him, eager flashing faces were
turned to him, for he had been three months
away from home this voyage.

“Join up, Dick, join up! Good ship,
good seaman—come along!”

“There’s Dick Hampton, home from sea!
See you in Sacramento, lad!”

“Gold ahead of us, Dick—pitch in and
get your share before it’s all picked up!
Eli’s gone to the diggings, Dick! We'’re
out to beat the Salem Mechanics’ Company
—cap’n’s promised to pass ’em this side
Callao—"

Hampton waved his hand as the com-
pany stamped past, and his cool exterior
showed no sign of the sudden heart-leap
within him at Eli’s name. Eli gone!
What did that mean? Then, as he listened
to the excited cries, the wild promises of
gold, the farewells, he drew out a hand from
his pocket and began to juggle a number of
broad pieces.

“Gold!” he muttered. ‘‘Better look at it
now, for it’s all the gold you’ll see!”

“Right,” acclaimed a voice at his side.
Half-startled, he turned to meet the dark
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and glassy eyes of James Day. ‘‘You’re no
fool—saw that at once, Mr. Hampton.
Know the game, eh?”

“I know the sea,” said Hampton, “and
I know what these poor are up against
at the end of the voyage. Yes, I know the
game.”

“Right. Come along, if youre free. I
want a quiet word with you.”

Day took his arm, and they worked along
the edge of the wharf, out of the tide of
crowding humanity. The business of the
harbor was in full blast, for on every side
other ships were fitting out in mad haste—
the brig Almena was sailing in a day or two
with the Bay State Mining and Trading
Company, and others were getting ready
in a frenzy to reach California before all the
gold was gone. Reaching the head of the
wharf, beyond the throng, Day halted and
gave Hampton a friendly smile.

“These New England farmers and whal-
ers and army men don’t know the game,
but you do; show that in your phiz, you do!
At the same time, go slow in your notions,
sir. I'm vice-president of the Beverly
Panama Gold Company. You know how
much better the Panama route could be, if
there was any one along to show the way
and to pull ropes. I know all those coun-
tries down there. We’ve organized a com-

any, keeping our plans dark; we’ve got a

rig chartered for Chagres and have ar-
ranged for passage from Panama to ’Frisco.
It’s no poor man’s party, either. Shares
cost five hundred, the Panama passage
north is extra. You’re a good man, and
I’d like to have you with us. I’ll offer you
fourth mate’s berth to Chagres, your wages
to be remitted as passage money, and the
company will pay your way over the
Isthmus. We want one or two men who
know how to handle themselves and others.
Think it over, sir.”

With this rapid speech, Day produced a
cheroot, strode a few paces away, and began
to watch the departing ship.

Hampton jingled the gold in his pocket,
then thoughtfully got out his pipe and
lighted it. He was quite aware of the high
compliment that had been paid him, and
found it puzzling. Any company could
open its books, and have every berth, every
bit of stock, subscribed in a day’s time.
There was no trouble about men wanting to
go—the difficulty lay in getting passage.
If, as men did, a man were to lay the keel

of a schooner or brig on the ocean-side of his
farm land, he could have an entire com-
pany formed and paid up before the ship’s
timbers were in place. Military companies
were forming and drilling—companies of
wealthy men, of mechanics, of college men,
were all in a mad rush of preparation, com-
peting for ships. The fever had gripped
deep and promised to drain New England
of its best blood. If Day had really secured
a brig for Chagres, his company was in
luck.

But—why this offer? Hampton was
forced to take the explanation at face value.
He knew that few of these companies, ex-
cept possibly one or two from Nantucket
way composed exclusively of whaling skip-
pers, contained men who were leaders or
who knew what they would face in Calif-
ornia; while the Panama route was a
chronicle of horror for all who had taken it,
although as yet none of those at home would
believe the fact. Men like Dick Hampton
or this Day, older or steadier men who had
keen ability and the strength of character to
meet peril by sea or land, were not easily
picked out. Greenhorns were many, ex-
perienced hands were few. Thus reflecting,
Hampton walked up beside Day, who
turned to meet him.

“I haven’t the California fever, Mr,
Day bR

“Precisely why I want you, sir.”

“Well, what about you?” demanded
Hampton. “You're not a New Englander.
You’re not a Beverly man, or I'd know of
you. I’d like to know with whom I’m
working.” .

“Right,” Day nodded quiet acceptance of
the demand. “TI’ll tell you frankly, Hamp-
ton, that I’m in this game to make money.
A chap in Panama put me on to it, and I
came up from Mexico for that purpose.
Companies are pouring across the isthmus—
and what happens? Even if they get across
the isthmus, which most of them don’t, they
reach Panama and stick there. They can’t
get passage north to 'Frisco for love or
money. The coasters are filled up with
South Americans bound for the diggings,
and the other ships can’t hold a tenth of the
greenhorns; even when passage is arranged
in advance, the contracts are broken.”

“True enough,” said Hampton. “I've
heard all about it.”

“Right. Here’s the lay, now! I've got
two schooners at work, carrying passengers
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north from Panama. I come up here, or-
ganize a company, guarantee ’em first-
class passage through, and no delay; and
keep my word. Why, some of those poor
—— have been in Panama for months, and
die like flies from fever and plague! My
company has none o’ that. They get
across the isthmus in my care, step into one
or both o’ my schooners, and off they go—
slick! Also, they pay for the privilege, and
pay high. They ought to. They’ll be
picking up nuggets in Sacramento before
these folks here today will round the Horn!
They’re willing to pay extra, and I want
only those who can afiord to pay well for
value received. I make money, and it’s
fair and square.”

Hampton nodded. “Fair and square,
sir. Well, I'm free of the gold fever, and
I'm called home to Salem on an errand I
can’t postpone. At the same time, I'd like
to think over your offer, if I may.”

“Right. What’s your experiencer”

“I'm just home from first mate aboard
the brig Acadiun---she’s across the harbor
now, bought and fitting for 'Frisco with the
Hampshire & Holyoke Company. I've not
been around the Horn, but I’ve been every-
where else; across the isthmus and up the
west coast, too.”

“You’ll do,” said James Day decisively.
“T’ll keep open the berth for three days—
until an hour of sailing time. By the way,
we have a family going from your town—
Jedediah Barnes and his daughter. Do you
know them?”

Hampton slowly turned and looked at the
speaker. He was an inch shorter than Day,
yet tall enough, and wider through the
shoulders. His face was thin and almost
too harshly curved; one guessed that he
could be a hard master, and so he was,
though seamen liked him since he knew his
business thoroughly. What spoke most
from him was the poise of his head, the quiet
tensity of his eyes, the deep firmness of his
facial lines. Now, as he looked at Day, his
gray eyes were level and hard, showing no
emotion, but for an instant his teeth
clenched on his pipe-stem. His chief
business at home had been with Nelly
Bames.

“Jed Barnes? Yes, I know him. But he
has—why, it’s impossible! Nelly can’t be
going.”

“She is, though.” Day chuckled. His
eyes were on the crowd, not on the man

beside him. “Both going out.
the only Salem folks with us.”
“Why? Barnes has plenty of money.”
“Like every one else, he wants more.
He’s sold out everything and is going to
California to stay. Nice girl, Nelly! We've
several married women in the company, and
she’ll be taken care of, you can be sure.”
Hampton did not answer. He dimly
realized that speeches were being made
down the wharf as the lines of the Capitol
were cast off, but the voice of Day rung in
his brain. Nelly Barnes going to California!
It seemed preposterous. He had not been
home for three months, and much might
have occurred in that time—his own

They’re

brother, apparently, had gone. Yet Nelly
Barnes, of all people!
“Three days, eh?” he said slowly.

“Thanks, Mr. Day. Il let you know.”

“Right.” Day nodded. ‘“And keep your
mouth shut, sir. It’s known that we’re
going, of course, but we want no talking
about our plans and so forth. We’ve made
up our company quietly, picked the best
men we could find, and are getting off for
work, without any flourish of trumpets.
Banners and Bibles are barred. So are
pistols.”

Day chuckled, .but Hampton did not
respond. With a curt farewell he turned
and strode away. He had some accounts
to settle, had to arrange about his chest and
belongings; he could not get off for home
before the early morning.

As he reached the head of the wharf, a
sudden whirl of fifes and a lifting roar of
voices from the crowd behind him burst
into song. Hampton found himself keep-
ing pace to the air, and then cursed it with
sudden bitterness as the words impacted
upon his brain.

Oh, California,
That's the land for me!
I'm off for Sacramento
With my shovel on my knee!

II

7@ DICK HAMPTON, swinging along

4% the frozen snowy road, came to the
| crossing of the little-used hill road
from Lvnn, and paused. He was four miles
from home. One way lay South Salem and
Marblehead, while on ahead lay Salem and
Beverly. At this last fork, Hampton stood
still and gazed a long while, and at last
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decided heavily that he must turn to the left
for his father’s farm and Peabody; and
there was no joy in him at the decision.

So he turned—then he paused and stood
motionless again, with dark premonitions
stirring bitterly in his heart as he stared.
For, coming from South Salem way, a
loaded wagon was hard upon him, with two
figures perched atop of the barrelsand boxes;
and Hampton recognized those figures at
once. One of them had been heavily in his
mind, the other joyously, this long while,
and he did not know whether to bless or
curse the fortune of thismeeting. He knew
the fine Havana shawl which was about
the shoulders of Nelly Barnes as the gift he
had brought her, his last voyage from the
south. And, seeing that these twain were
on their way to Beverly, he knew that James
Day had spoken truth.

Jed Barnes was a hard, ruthless, utterly
honest attorney who had never prospered at
his profession. Fortunately he had farms
outside Salem which paid him good money.
Between him and Dick Hampton was no
lost love. Barnes regarded all seamen as
roaring runagates certain of eternal damna-
tion, and Hampton in particular as a bucko
mate, a killer of men; for this jaundiced
regard there was a reason, though it lay not
in Hampton’s keeping. Years ago Jed
Barnes had lost his only son at sea, mur-
dered by the brutality of one yet unknown to
fame—one “Bully’’ Martin who was to be
infamous enough in later years. This loss
made Jed Barnes curse all seamen im-
partially.

“Back, are ye? Back again, eh?”

Bames had perceived Hampton, and
pulled up his team as the wagon reached the
crossroads. His stooped figure, his thin
and lined features, loomed up above his
daughter. Nelly gave Hampton a smile
that was half-frightened, tremulous, wholly
sad. Something terrible and unuttered lay
in that smile, comprehending both greeting
and farewell.

“Aye, back,” said Hampton. ‘I stopped
in Boston to see some of those poor
starting for California. Well, Nelly, how
are you? Where bound?”

Before the girl could reply, her father
broke in sharply.

“What d’ye mean by that?”’ he demand-
ed nasally. ‘“Poor ——, huh?”

“Just that,” said Hampton, meeting his
bleak gaze. ‘‘Oh, it’s pitiful enough!

They’re going out to face conditions they
know nothing about——"

“How d’ye know so much about them,
huh?”

“I’ve heard direct. They all dream of
gold, and it’s little they’ll ever see. And if
I knew any one going by the Panama route,
I’'d beg them on my knees to stay home.”

“Why?” snapped old Jed angrily.

Hampton hesitated. Well he knew that
his words were all hopeless, yet the sight of
Nelly’s eyes drew an ache into his heart.
He had to say what he could to stop this
folly, even though it were futile.

“Why? Because of lies told ’em, and
what they don’t know. The rotten food,
the awful trip over the isthmus, the rob-
bery and extortion, the impossibility of get-
ting beyond Panama even if they getthat
far—they don’t know these things! The

“fever that runs like fire through second-

growth, the scores and hundreds living in
tents, camped about the blue bay, waiting
for ships that don’t come—or, if they come,
are full already——"

“Yah!’ Jed Barnes drawled out the word
nasally, scornfully. ‘“Well, were goin’,
and we got no time to waste yammering
neither. Ye'd better git on home, Dick.
Eli’s gone, and I hear a letter has come from
him. Might int’rest ye some. Gidap,
there—gid’ap!”’

He shook the lines, and the horses heaved
at the traces.

“Goodby, Nelly,” said Hampton, and
the words stuck in his throat. For a long
moment he met the eyes of the girl as he
looked up at her—met her brave, clear, fine-
hearted eyes which were fastened upon him
so wistfully and longingly, sending him a
tacit message which made the heart leap
in him for sheer astounded wonder.

“Goodby, Dick,” she said simply, and her
voice drooped.

Then the horses were dragging the load
forward, and the wagon creaked on. Dick
Hampton stood gazing after it, but Nelly
did not turn again.

His hammering pulses ached. A younger
man would have leaped after that wagon,
would have uttered madly impulsive things;
but Hampton stood silent, chilling his inner
eagerness, cruelly master of himself and his
emotions. After all, there was nothing
between them! He read love in her eyes
now, this minute, as he had wakened to love
in his own heart, but it had not been uttered.
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Presently he turned and trudged along
toward home; not that he wanted to go
there in the least. His will drove him on-
ward, while his emotions flayed him without
mercy. The adventurer and lover in him
was crying out for Beverly, thirsting for that
brig bound south to Chagres, and now more
than ever in this terrible moment when he
knew definitely that Nelly Barnes would be
aboard her. Hampton knew only too well
to what a hell the Beverly Panama Gold
Company was departing, and in James Day
he had singularly little faith—for some very
obscure reason. It meant nothing to
Hampton that the stooped man on the
wagon hated him; he felt curiously above
Jed Barnes. It was of Nelly that he
thought. He might be of service on that
voyage, he would surely be of service on the
journey across the isthmus and beyond!

Nonetheless, there burned in his brain
the words of Jed Barnes, forcing him to his
duty. He must get news of Eli—that was
imperative. A certain duty had come up.
It drove him on, and would not be denied.
Twice he had heard of Eli, and his heart
was heavy. Nor had he missed the acerbi-
ty in Jed Barnes’ tone at mention of that
letter. And what now awaited him, with
Fli gone, at the place he called home?
His mother dead, his father a hard, bitter
hard man, stern and cold as granite, narrow
of vision and biting of tongue. Only too
well did Dick Hampton feel that his own
destiny lay well away; conflict with the cruel
green meadows of the sea was sweeter to
him than contlict with the implacable stony
meadows of this land. He looked around
at the snow-clad fields, the bleak stone
fences, and cursed—yet he went on and on.
Beverly must wait. Nelly must wait.
First of all came duty, hard though it
might be.

As he strode on along the road, a sudden
laugh twisted his lips mirthlessly. What
would Jed Barnes say, did he know of the
invitation from James Day? Enough and
to spare, no doubt. Barnes was like all the
other greenhomns, taking a wagon filled with
flour-barrels and other truck to ship to El-
dorado. Flour! Why, there was a street
in ’Frisco town paved with that useless
stuff—spoiled and laid to fill the sand.
Hampton had met a man in Havana, just
back from Chagres and the other side, who
had cursed the golden land most horribly,
telling bare tales of its realities. Here,

however, no man would believe these things,
at least until another year or two; until
letters came back and the broken tide of
men began to straggle home once more to
the New England hills—broken seamen and
gentlemen, farmers and merchants, lure of
gold gone glimmering from their hearts.

As he strode along, thus thinking, Hamp-
ton came suddenly to a halt; he stood
listening, head cocked to one side, nostrils
snifing the cold air. No house was near
at hand, yet he caught the sweet odor of
wood-smoke, and with it the scent of meat
at broil. Then he made out a thin thread of
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gray smoke, ascending from the heart of a
bare and leafless thicket which stood close
to the road; and, next moment, the voice of
a singing man came from that same thicket,
causing Hampton’s eyes to widen in as-
tounded recognition. It was a song that he
knew, and a song he had heard many a time
under grayer and sunnier skies, in long
watches of the night or when men were
clawing aloft and fighting the wind to reef
the struggling canvas. He had never hear |
it except on the lips of one man—and now it
came cheerily, like a ghost-song to numb
his astonished senses:

““A little black bull came down from the mountuin,
Ri tura lingtum, ri tura lay!

A little black bull came down from the mountain,
Ri turalingtum, diddle diddle aye!”

Hampton wakened to life and action.
He went crashing forward through the
thicket, until he came upon an opening and
stood there staring. Over the tiny fire was
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set a plucked fowl on a spit, and above
the fire, gaping amazed at the intruder, was
Job Warlock. Broad and squat and dark
was Job Warlock, a man with Ojibway
Indian blood in his veins, @ man who had
sailed the seven seas and bore the marks of
them all; his face flat and heavy, his light
blue eyes all alive and glowing like jewels,
his reefer jacket and trousers of fine cloth,
with flat gold hoops dangling from his ear-
lobes.

“You!” cried Hampton.

“You!” echoed Job Warlock in equal
astonishment, then leaped forward, yelled
joyously, and struck hands.

Dick Hampton was taken back by this
meeting, back across a year’s time to that
terrible winter’s voyage from Bristol to Rio
—an ice-sheeted ship, hammering through
gales on gales with storm jib and to’gallant
close-reefed barely keeping her dut from
under the roaring seas, and green water
rolling waist-high across the decks. There
men suffered or died, worked, sang, kept
the ship going, saved each other, laughed or
whimpered. Those tremendous arms of
Job Warlock had saved Dick Hampton
more than once, and more than once had
Hampton’s wide shoulders and lightning
agility repaid the debt. Somehow the two
men had grown close in those days, talking
often of home and what lay behind them;
the powerful half-Indian from Michigan
forests, the keenly eflicient New Englander
from his rocky hillsides, found between
them singular bonds of liking and friendship.
Bosun and mate, they were both far above
the forecastle level, holding glimpses of
higher things than grog and women; they
comprehended each other’s barely hinted
dreams and found strange, queer tales in
the stars by night.

‘“You, by the crooked tree!” exclaimed
Job Warlock, though only a Michigan
’Jibway could have told what that expres-
sion meant. “You, Dick!”

“You here, of all places!’’ cried Hampton,
astounded. ‘“What does it mean, Job? I
thought you’d gone into the Melbourne
packets 2

Warlock grinned widely. He had a
wide, toothful grin, not reserved for mirth
alone.

“Sit ye down, Dick—the world’s a good
place, so hurray! Bird’s done and I'm
hungry. Why, it means that I came to get
news of ye, what else? I've waited for the

day I could come to the home ye told me of,
lad, and ask word of ye.”

“But—here in this thicket?”” Hampton
sat down on some spread evergreens, and
glanced around. “Why in these trees, Job
Warlock? The farm’s not far away: &

“Not far is far enough, as the Injun said
when he rubbed his belly.”” Warlock, stoop-
ing over the fire, 1ooked up and chuckled.
“Your daddy, bless his soul, wanted no
heathen foreign man wi’ hoops in ears to be
hanging about his door, and said so. Bless
him, what a tongue! Well, I went away
and sneaked back again, stole one of his
hens, and here I be. And luck brought ye
to me, lad—the world’s a good place, so
hurray! All’s well and lights burning.”

Dick Hampton compressed his lips. Yes,
he might have known what reception his
father would give this man-—a dour and
bitter one! Astonishment at their meeting
died out, giving place to harsh anger. He
could imagine what long travail it had cost
Job Warlock to reach this spot on friend-
ship’s errand—only to get a sanctimonious
curse and a godly reprimand!

But now Warlock took the fowl from the
fire, slipped out his knife and placed half
the bird in Hampton’s lap.

“Injun does it!” said he cheerfully.
‘“Have a bite of your own meat, lad! Injun
does it, and a bit o’ salt might help, but
here’s rum to wash it down. Come now,
come now, ain’t the world a good place?
Hurray!”

From beside the fire he took a half-filled
bottle of warm rum. Hampton bit into the
meat, warmed himself with liquor, began
to enjoy life. Here was a friend, here was
a man never at a loss in any emergency—
Injun blood indeed, true blood, true man!

Job Warlock ate ravenously, tearing at
the meat, gulping it, washing it down with
swigs of rum, until his share was gone and
Hampton not half-finished. Then he leaned
back and stuffed a pipe.

“Little black bull came down from the mountain,”

chanted he, and grinned. “Ho, lad!
Jumped ship at New York—came over in
her to get here, and a wonder ship she was,
with Bully Forbes drivin’ her! One o’
them new Bluenose ships, and a holy b
I can tell you. Bless me, how we did go!
Never seen such a ship before. All stays
and backstays of eleven-inch Russian
hemp, tawps’ls roped from clew to earing,
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Bluenose ship and Glascow gear—and lokee,
lad! Dry as a bone, yet running fifteen
knots on a bowline with yards braced sharp!
Ye hear that! And sail—bless me, but ye
should ha’ seen Bully Forbes crack on!
Going into the Melbourne trade, he is,
next v’yage. Running west’ard, we’d sight
’em with double-reefed tawps’ls, and we’d
be doin’ our fourteen close-hauled, wi’ three
royals and main-skysail booming! I came
to bring ye the news o’ them new ships, lad.
You and me, we'll work back to England
and ship wi’ the Blackwall frigates, eh?”

Hampton lighted his pipe, smiling at
Warlock’s wild enthusiasm over these new
ships and even sharing it in a measure.

“What about California?’’ he asked.

“Hey?” The other gaped at him for a
moment, open-mouthed, then made a
grimace. “Arrh! D’ye mean to say ye’ve
bit that bait? Should h’ known better,
Dick Hampton! I was there three year
back—d’ye mind me telling you about it?
Aye, gold there may be, but it’s a bleak,
drear land, and heaven help the poor
rogues ashore there!”

Hampton shook his head. ‘“No gold bait
on the hook, matey. All ye say is true,
and more; by what I hear, there’s many a
man there wishing himself back home again.
Ye remember I told ye of my younger
brother, Eli?”

“Eli, eh?” Warlock nodded, his queer
light-gray eyes glittering. I seen nothing
of him about the farm, Dick.”

“He’s gone to California, I hear, and
word has come back from him. I'm going
home to see what’s to be done. Somehow,
there’s a feeling on me that I must go there,
and ’t’s pulling cursed hard at me. Not
that I want to go, mind! If I had my own
way about it, I’d go on past the farm with
never a word, on past Salem, and over to
Beverly. There’s a brig waiting, bound
for Chagres.”

Warlock groaned. ‘‘Chagres and hell is
the same place—but ye know that, matey.
I’spose you’ve been offered command of
her, eh? What’s the likes of you doin’ as
cap’n aboard a dirty little Chagres brig,
when ye might be walkin’ the deck of a
fine packet wi’ skysails and studdin’s’ls
blowing her over, a hundred days to Mel-
bourne? Arrh! I'd sooner be a Blackwall
packet-rat than skipper o’ the best Chagres
brig afloat! And so you would, too.”

“I’'m not offered any command—it’s

fourth mate’s berth.” Hampton pulled at
his pipe. ‘“There’s more things in life than
fine ships, Job.”

“Hm!” Job Warlock studied him re-
flectively, then his swart features puckered
up in shrewd surmise. ‘“Ye've gone the
way of all men, then; that’s clear. There’s
a girl in it somewhere. the women!
Aye, there’s a lass in it. Ye’ve too much
sense to ship for Chagres, otherwise, for ye
know that hell-hole well enough. Still,
the west coast’s not so bad. I was drogin’
hides up there in the Californias, as I’ve
told ye before, under the San Juan cliffs
and beyond, and I know it. Down below
there it’s a queer land, that west coast—
Baja California they call it—all desert and
Injuns and lost old missions and the bones
o’ white men. So it’s a woman, eh? Well,
the world’s a good place—"

Hampton puffed at his pipe, sat silent for
a little space, tempted sorely. A mile or so
distant was the place he called home, with
a jeer in his heart at the word. He had
no affection for it, or for the man who
lived there; none received, none given. If
he went on, he anticipated biting words,
harsh words, a tlame of anger rising in him
against the dour and godly man who lived
by the letter of the Scriptures and knew
not the spirit which lay behind them.

Of his own will, Hampton would have
avoided all this. He would have gone on
to Beverly, where he knew that, welcome
or not, certain work awaited him. Yet
duty impelled him home. He had money,
and his father might have need of it; then
Eli was gone, and this hurt him sorely.
He must find out about it all. If he did so,
he might never get to Beverly—this same
duty to his younger brother might well
turn his steps into a far different path.
The thought brought sore hurt into his
soul, yet he could not deny what must be
done.

“Woman? More than that,” he re-
sponded at length. “You were on the
west coast three years ago, eh? Did ye ever
hear of a man named James Day out that
way, Job?”

“Day?”’” Warlock bit at his pipe-stem,
shaggy brows down-drawn, and finally his
ear-hoops shook in slow negation. ‘“No.
And yet, somehow, I mind the name W

“He has two schooners running north
from Panama, or says that he has.”

“Bless me, here we are—aye, there it is!
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The world’s a good place, so hurray! Day’s
the name—a privateer out o’ the Argentine,
they said, but more like a pirate, and had a
fast schooner, heavy-armed. He looted
here and there along the southern coasts.
I heard talk of him, but that was back
during the war. It was him helped our
troops conquer Baja California, and the
politicians gave it back to Mezxico
afterward. Aye, some said a scoundrel,
some said a proper seaman and a good chap.
I mind the talk now. Long time ago, as
the Injun said when he rubbed his belly.”
Hampton frowned. This might be the
same man, and certainly fitted the per-
sonality of his recent acquaintance. It
was no disgrace; in those waters odd things
were done, and if Day were now in honest
business, so much the better. Perhaps the
man could keep his promises to the Beverly
Panama Gold Company—it was a good way
to make money, since he could charge high
and give good value.
Hampton rose.
“Let’s go home.
have to do——"
“Nay, nay!” Job Warlock came to his
feet. ‘I see breakers ahead for ye wi’ that
man, and I'll not stand by and hear the row.
No pleasure in it. Set a meeting place and
I'll be there, when and where ye will.”
Hampton nodded.
“Beverly is a town north o’ Salem. You
can find Foster & Levett’s wharf easy

Then I’'ll know what I

enough. Meet me on that wharf tomorrow -

night—say, eight o’clock.”

“Right, matey.”

“You have money?”’

‘“Plenty. The world’s a good place, so
hurray! See you later.”

Hampton turned toward the road. Even
if his worst fears were true, even if duty led
him by the hard path, even if one had gone
out of his life for ever—here another had
come back into it with warmth of friendship.
He was not minded to lose Job Warlock, as
he had probably lost Nelly Barnes.

III

EPHRAIM HAMPTON was chop-
ping up old poles between house and
barn, when he saw his son coming
in from the road. He went on chopping,
methodically, that big splay-bladed ax of
his driving down into the white wood,
snapping and crashing, splitting with fear-

ful force into chunks set on end, shivering
the poles, white chips flying all about in
the trampled snow.

A terrible man, this, not for his great
stooped body, but for the stark thing which
was frozen in his gaunt face—the cold,
chilled life which looked out of his eyes.
No human affection lay- there to see. All
was naked granite, like the bleak hills
rising dark upon the snowy horizon. When
the time was come, this man drove his
blade into the chopping-block, turned away
toward the house, and before the doorway
met his son. He gave no word of greeting,
and ignored the half-questioning, half-
wistful look of the younger man.

“Come inside,” said he, and led the way
into the cold house.

That was enough for Dick Hampton,
who followed and looked with narrowed
eyes of hatred at the clean and chilly
parlor, at the fearful mockery of the
mottoes and pictures on the wall, at the
big Bible resting on the center table. If
only a picture of his mother had hung here,
all might have been different, but there was
none.

“Sit you down,” said his father, stiffly
lowering himself into a chair at the table.

The cold voice and the colder heart be-
hind it drove an icy knife through Hamp-
ton’s spirit. He was afraid of this man, he
had always been afraid of him as his mother
had been afraid. Not at all a physical fear;
only a desperate and frantic shrinking of
the warm soul from this abnormal thing in
the guise of a man.

In sudden panic, Hampton longed to be
out of here and away. Home! The word
was mockery. He had found a better
home than this in the squeaky forecastle of
ships, with rats astir in the dark, with
brine working in past strained bowsprit
and leaking over the peak bunks, with the
reek of sweat and steaming clothes closed in
a week on end; more home, more human
aHection, in that place with its wild oaths
and lewd talk than in this horrible abode of
cleanliness and sanctity. No wonder Job
Warlock refused to return here! Stout old
Job had foreseen hell in prospect for the
friend he loved. No wonder poor Eli had
fled from this to the lure of golden Cali-
fornia, as Dick himself had fled from it
years before.

Hampton looked at his father, met those
icy eyes, a colder gray than his own, and
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wondered. No pity lay in him for this
man deserted in old age by both sons, for
the man needed none. No emotions ap-
peared to lie within that heart of granite—
only stern duty. Ephraim Hampton was
fiercely sufficient unto himself; he had
grimly fought off the world until now it lay
clear outside him, ignored, and he hewed
only to the line of cold duty as he saw it.
Dick stiffened a little, began to throw off
his awe and fear, in a bitter rush of re-
membrances and memories; the man was
no longer the child. Five words thus far,
and not a word of greeting—while Job
Warlock, who loved him, was tramping
alone over the snow ruts toward Salem!

Still, the mere coming here had required
an effort of will, and the effort must be
maintained. Perhaps some spark of kind-
ness might yet be struck from that flinty
heart—perhaps it was the older man who
was awaiting some sign of affection, of
warmth. Dick put hand to pocket and
drew out some of the loose gold there, and
smiled.

“Well, father, I've not done so badly
this trip. We turned a good trade at
Havana, and I had a share in it, so here’s a
roll of the yellow boys that’ll put new
paint on the house and keep you in com-
fort w

“T’ll have none of your ill-got gold,” said
Ephraim Hampton coldly. “Put it away,
for ye’ll have need of it if ye do your duty,
and more beside.”

Dick reddened under his bronze, and
anger leaped in his unrestrained.

“Ah, this is more like it!” he said, coolly
unsheathing the one weapon which never
failed to drive home and infuriate his
father. ‘“You've sent out to all the
neighbors?”’

“And why?” demanded the other, de-
ceived by that casual tone.

“To bid them to the feast, o’ course. I
suppose you’ve killed the fatted calf, and
have decided to get out a jorum of rum for
dinner P

“Ye sacrilegious ruffian!” snapped his
father, then checked the outburst and sat
with big gnarled hands clenching and un-
clenching. The weapon had failed this
time.

“Not a bit of it,” said Dick lightly.
“Sorry I didn’t bring Micky with me.
He’s an Irish chap, came up from the
Havana with us. He says that the Irish

believe hell to be a cold place, not a
hot one—he’d have been confirmed in the
belief if he’d come home with me. Yes,
this is a grand reception and I appreciate
it. Let’s have Eli’s letter, eh? Trot it
out, and then I'll be running along on
my way.”

The older man had a weapon, and a
more terrible one, which he did not disdain
to use.

“While you’re in this house,” he said in
a cold voice, biting off his words, “ye’ll not
fail in the duty ye owe the man who begat
ye, Richard. Aye, that’s your mother’s
impudence in ye, showing up! A wild heart
she had and >

This weapon did not fail. Dick Hamp-
ton flushed, then a livid pallor crept into
his face, and his lips parted in a snarl.

“You lving dog,” he said, leaning for-
ward in his chair, “put your tongue
to my mother again and I'll drive your
teeth in! Duty to you? Bah! I've had
enough o’ you!”

Ephraim Hampton put out a hand to
the great Bible lying before him, and the
knotted fingers were trembling; but his
granite face did not change expression.
Only a subtle tone of his voice showed his
gratification at having pierced his son’s
armor.

“There’s a verse I have to read ye,” he
said. “It has to do with Eli’s letter, and
the duty that’s upon ye.”

There was a moment’s silence. Dick
Hampton drew a deep breath and relaxed,
while his father donned spectaclesand turned
pages, mouth set in a harsh and unyielding
line of thin red. Dick strove for calm,
knowing that he had let himself be trapped
into an outburst which he now regretted.
Home! He cursed the place bitterly. If he
had ever had a home to come back to, as
other men had, a home to linger in and
leave with loathing, a home to welcome him,
all would have been different. Then he
would have seen more of Nelly Barnes.
Then he would not have stood at the cross-
roads today and been forced to see her
going away, with only one look from her
eyes to leave an ache in his heart and an
emptiness in his very soul.

It did not occur to him that in all this
there might be the writing of destiny’s
finger. He looked upon it as one mischance
after another—his loss of a berth, due to the
sale of the Acadian to a gold company; his
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meeting with James Day, and the bitter
news that man so idly gave him; his meet-
ing with Nelly at the cross-roads, and now
this scene of hideous cruelty, this travesty
upon a home-coming. He could not see
the thin red thread of connection running
through it all. As he thus sat waiting, a
woodpecker began to tap somewhere about
the roof; and in a flash he was out at sea
again, the cold wind pouring down from
an icy sky, and somewhere overhead the
tap—tap—tap of frozen reef-points smack-
ing the hard, full-bellied canvas. Although
the vision was gone instantly, that slight
recurrent sound had called up all the man-
hood in him, so that then and afterward
he was full master of himself, with never
another burst of the red fury. Indeed, this
scene in the farmhouse put a final seal, a
finishing touch, to his character which it
badly needed, since the spiritual body can
grow only through suffering of the spirit—a
prime argument, this, against a solitary
hell of fire and brimstone.

Ephraim Hampton looked up and spoke,
finger heavy on the Bible page before him.

“Here we are. Listen, now, and ye
needn’t get out that smelly, vile pipe.
Take heed! ‘And this commandment have
we from Him, that he who loveth God love
his brother also.” Let those words sink
into your dark heart, Richard, while I find
your brother’s letter.”

With this, the man began to search
through the pages, in which he had evi-
dently laid away that missive. Dick
Hampton sat watching, pressing back an
ironic smile at the twist of those words in
his father’s mind; here before him was one
who could read only the letter of the law,
denying in his whole life its spirit—and now
preaching that same letter to the son for
whom he bore no love.

“Aye, here ’tis”” Ephraim Hampton
picked up a folded sheet of paper and began
to uncrease it—a dirty, torn, stained sheet.
“Read! See for yourself the mercies vouch-
safed the runagate prodigal. Then hear
what I have to say to ye.”

Hampton leaned forward, took the paper,
spread it out on his knee. Two words of
that wretched scrawled writing met his
eye, brought a thin smile to his lips. -Even
poor Eli, then, omitted any least word of
affection in writing this man!  Then he
read on, and the smile vanished from his
face, and storm gathered in his eyes.

My FATHER:

If this reaches you, I charge you give it into the
hands of Dick when he comes again. I have been
through fever and suffering and horrible sights. A
week ago I won ten thousand pesos in the lottery.
Today I lie in the Panama jail in rags. Tomorrow
I set forth upon my bondage, a two years’ slavery
somewhere up the west coast. Yet my lot is better
than others. Some Vermont men have been here
six months and exist only on charity. Two com-
panies arrived from New York last month and arc
now three-fourths dead from plague and fever.

My fate is due to a man named Dias or Diaz,
who sometimes uses the name of Winslow and tells
his victims he belongs to a New York company.
He is not a Mexican, but a renegade Englishman or
American. A platmble scoundrel. He wheedled
me out of my money, then had me flung in jail here
until I would consent to go into two years of
slavery. He robs men bound for California.

This man has given me to his wife as a slave; the
sefiora aids him in his dastardly work. She is very
beautiful, but a hundred times worse than he.
This sounds incredible; it is the ghastly truth,
Other poor men go with me, several Frenchmen.
Outside my barred window 1s my only friend, a
poor Indian named “El Hambre,” who will send thia
letter. He hates Winslow or Dias. They would
kill him if they knew, for no letters are allowed.
Dick, my love to you if you get lhls and goodby.

Eir HampTON,

The letter was not dated.

What struck swiftest to the heart of
Dick Hampton was that his brother made
no direct appeal. There was the situation—
take it or leave. No help was expected.
Probably the boy thought none could be
given, deeming himself beyond help. And
by this time, he very possibly was beyond
help.

As to the renegade Winslow or Dias, the
tiger preying on the gold-seekers, Hampton
gave him little thought. The man was
one of many. Those who started for Cali-
fornia met with no pity or mercy; they
were fair game for all human tigers, and
were robbed, plundered and murdered
right and left.

“Poor Eli is better off than most of
them,” said Hampton aloud. ‘“As a rule,
few manage to write home. A man in
Havana told me that he had seen the
Panama beach covered with corpses every
morning—new bodies each day. And this
was only a few weeks ago.”

His father’s stony silence and stonier
eyes made no answer; and as he re-read
the letter, his heart sank. What could he
do, even if he should find this man Dias—
kill him? That would not help Eli. Ran-
som the boy? No such luck. Men forced
into slavery would not be let free at any
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price. The sending of this letter itself was
a miracle. The name of that Indian—El
Hambre, or “Hunger’''—looked verysingular.
The whole thing left Dick Hampton feeling
helpless. Then, as he thought back to
what must have happened in the beginning,
he lifted bitter eyes to his father.

“Your fault,” he said, with intent to
make his words bite. ‘“You always loved
Eli a little bit—and kept him here in your
private hell. If you’d given him a chance,
he’d have waited and asked me about
going. I suppose you had words, drove
him to it—eh? And you preach brotherly
love! You ought to take that text of yours
out West to the Sioux and Blackfeet, along
with a keg of rum; they might understand
it! So poor Eli is rotting somewhere in
Mexico now—and all by your fault.”

The hard words hurt, and Ephraim
Hampton winced, and his high chin sagged
a little. At this, Dick stared curiously; it
was the first time he could remember
seeing that man of granite betray any sign
of emotion. Yes, there must have been
some bitter storm when Eli fled forth.
Perhaps the father had let his tongue slip
on the dead woman—only this would ex-
plain the two cruel words opening that
letter.

“Ready to listen to me?”’ asked Ephraim
Hampton in a dead voice.

“Fire away,” said the son, and leaned
back. He got out his pipe and stuffed it.
“If you don’t like my smoking, be to
you. I’m not in slavery, at least.”

This brought another wince; but Dick,
thinking of his mother who had died be-
fore her time, and of his brother, only
laughed cruelly.

“It’s this,” said the older man. “Your
duty is to go and look for Eli. It’s your
bounden duty, Richard; I say it. I, who

begat you, lay that duty upon your con-
science.”

Dick laughed again, and now spoke words
that he did not entirely mean, as men do
when the white heat of anger is in their
brain.

“Who are you to lay a duty upon me?”
he said, meeting those icy eyes squarely
with his own gaze, and speaking quite
coolly. “Did I ever have a friendly word
from you in my whole life? Not one.
Many a dutiful word, but never one of
affection or love. You hate all the world,
including yourself, and always did. You're

a narrow-minded old man, and I thank
heaven daily that I've mighty little of your
mean disposition in me. What I am, I owe
to mother—and the same with Eli. You
needn’t lay any duty on me, because I
don’t give a hang for your laving; I sec
things with my own eyes, not with yours.
If you'd given me one gentle word when I
came in this house today, I'd have met it
half-way—but it’s not in you. You've
made your bed and for all of me you can
lie in it. What good could I do poor Eli?
He’s gone.”

His words met with no anger, only withan
intensified coldness. Ephraim regarded
his son grimly for a moment, then made
response.

“True enough, Richard, all very true;
but let me finish. You are, and always
have been, a headstrong and unregenerate
limb of the devil. Love? No. You've
given me hate for hate, and yet I cannot
say that I hate you at all. You've given
me grief and pain with your ungodly ways,
and yet I never put you from my roof.
If you were in Eli’s place today, I'd do for
you what I shall for him.”

This gave Dick pause.

“Duty,” he commented, and uttered a
scornful laugh. Yet he began to see that
while he and his father were poles apart,
every question was bound to have two
sides.

“Aye, duty,” said the older man. “I
think more of Eli than I do of you, yes.
Why not? He stayed here with me while
you ran away to sea, to wallow in the in-
iquities of godless men &

“Aye,” and Dick broke into a laugh,
then began to chant the words:

“As T was a-walkin’ up Paradise Street,
Way, hay, blow the man down!

A pretty young gal I chanced for to meet,
Give me a hand to blow the man —”’

“Silence!” snapped his father. “Will
ye listen to me out or no?”

“If ye have anything better than ser-
mons to deliver. As for going after Elj,
why not go yourself? It was you sent him
out, not I—and I can imagine the words on
your godly lips that drove him to take
flight.”

Then Dick Hampton was astounded; for
his father, sitting there so grimly, lifted a
hand as if to ward off a blow.

“Don’t. Don’t! That's" true enough.”
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He held the gnarled hand over his eyes for
a moment, and then the thin lips were
compressed. Then he relaxed, sat back,
looked at his son. “T’ve sold the east forty,
Richard, and the money’s here in the desk.
It’s been waiting for you. Take it and go,
find Eli, and tell him that—that I’ve re-
pented the bitter words I said.”

This came hard enough, and fairly smote
Dick in the face. He could not believe his
own senses. None the less, he kept up the
game he was playing, for now he found it
leading him into astonishing ways. He
had meant first to torment and taunt the
man, yet now he meant quite otherwise, for
it seemed that he had at last found a means
to pierce that cold armor.

“Not I,”” he said. ‘“I’ve money of my
own, and enough. Take your own money
and go, if ye want, for I'll have none of it.
Blood money, that’s what it is! I'll not
touch your thirty pieces of silver P

Ephraim Hampton leaned forward, his
great fingers twisting together.

“Richard, I’ll not last long,”’ he said
quietly, earnestly. “I'm to die any day,
they tell me. I want you to do this thing.
Oh, my lad, is all your soul a hardened
thing? Is there no love in you for your
brother? Granted I’ve not been what I
should—there’s yet your own duty. I’ll
not last long, Richard. Will ye go and take
my blessing, or will ye have my curse on
you?”

“Little enough your curse would worry
me, and that’s flat,” said Dick. Then, as
he met his father’s eyes, he checked him-
self. He felt himself staring into those
eyes, felt all his world rocking to chaos
around him—for in those bitter and intoler-
ant eyes there was a glistening that he had
never seen there, even when his mother
died—the glisten of tears.

Dick put his thumb on his pipe-bowl,
pressed down the gray ash, shoved the pipe
into his pocket. Then he thrust himself
erect. He made his decision swiftly, on
the instant, as it must be made when the
wind shifts about if the ship is not to be
stripped bare.

“Your money,” he said slowly, deliber-
ately, “I don’t want and sha’n’t touch.
Lay a duty on me? TI'll cheat you even
in that—aye, cheat you even in that!
It’s little you know of the man who’s
awaiting me at Beverly, or the girl who's
there, or the friend I have on the road—
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little you know or would care if you knew.
But never mind all that. Father, I'm
going to Panama, going a dozen errands
in one—and one of the dozen is Eli’s.
Tell me this. You love him?”

The stooped figure stood before him,
staring at him mistily.

“Aye, Richard. And if ye’d not give me
hate for hate—I don’t know w

Dick Marsh took a step forward and
caught the other man by the shoulders.
Then all that was repressed leaped into his
face, and he looked at his father as he had
looked at Nelly Barnes that morning, with
things in his eyes too deep and great for
words.

“Father,”’” he said in a low voice, “I’'m
going, and I'm going now. I don’t give a
hang for your curse—but, father, I—I'd give
you a kiss on the lips for your blessing——"’

The -woodpecker tapped along the eaves,
like the sap—iap—tap of frozen reef-points
slapping a bellying sail, but Dick Hampton
did not hear the sound.

v

towns up and down the Atlantic sea-

board; like seaport towns in Europe,
from Vigo Bay to North Cape; like towns
in Australia and China, Peru and Russia,
in this marvelous winter and spring of
1849. All seaports were alike, those days,
busily pouring men down to ships, and
speeding ships forth for Eldorado; not for
another year or more would the sickening
realities be brought back to them by those
few who struggled home.

Here in Beverly as elsewhere, the ebb tide
of ships and men was now well under way,
shipyards ringing, vessels building in the
bare woods, on the naked rocky shores,
wherever men could swing adze and plane
to cut softwood timbers. At night the
harbor was still and cold, star-blink glit-
tering over snowy streets, houses agleam
with lights where men packed and made
ready. Tales of gold were carried from
hearth to hearth, gaining fresh accretions
with every telling, and the cold winter’s night
was all athrill with subtle vibrations from
an excited populace, raw red gold lending a
warm glow that softened the frosty air and
brought a flame across the horizon as men
looked westward over the bleak hills and
visualized California.

@ BEVERLY was like other seaport
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Dick Hampton had timed his coming well
and carefully, since he had particular reason
for not wanting to be recognized at the
present moment. He did not want Jed
Barnes to know of his presence until Baker’s
Island was left behind and the pilot dropped;
otherwise, he could scent trouble brewing.
If he could find where Day’s brig lay and
get aboard her, he would be safe enough.
The lading would be a thick job at the last
and the other mates would be glad men to
let him stick below and handle stowage.

It was just eight of the night when he
came striding down Cabot Street, past the
white cottages and the shuttered shops
where men sat reckoning their books by
tallow dips and sperm lamps, past the ware-
houses and silent marts of trade, to the long
reach of Foster & Lovett’s wharf, black
against the blacker water and the riding
lights of ships. He saw that some ship
hung there against the wharf, lined fast, a
glow coming from her fo’csle hood and a
glow from her cabin skylight, and aloft
a yellow star that lacked the cold glitter
of the white stars of heaven. Then he heard
the hum of a voice, keeping time to the
frosty crackle of his own steps on the cold
boards:

“A little black bull came over the mountain,
Ri tura lingtum, ri tura lay!
Oh, a little black bull came over——"

“Bless me, it’s you!” Job Warlock lounged
forward from the shadows of a high freight
pile. “And here’s a swig o’ rum to warm
your bones, matey. The world’s a good
place, so hurray!”

Hampton took the proffered bottle grate-
fully, and a gulp of Jamaica drove the chill
from him. Job Warlock chuckled.

“Well, what luck wi’ the old man, lad?
Ye still look alive and well.”

Hampton expelled a long and frosty
breath.

“It won’t bear talking of, Job. What
news?”’

“None.” Warlock grunted. “All the
folk hereabouts are crazy for California.
It’s as much as your life’s worth to tell ’em
the truth o’ that passage. News from your
brother?”

“Ill news enough.” Hampton got his
pipe alight. “He’s in trouble—robbed and
bound over to practical slavery. A man
down there named Winslow or Diaz makes
«. husiness of robhing greenhorns and bind-

ing them over to work for him as peons. No
Glasgow packet for me, Job; our ways part
here, I'm afraid. T’ll have to take a berth
in this Chagres brig, wherever she is, and
see if I can find Eli.”

“Huh! Then you'll go across the damned
isthmus to die o’ fever.”

“That’s as it may be. On to Acapulco if
I can’t get news of Winslow or Diaz at
Panama. Ever hear of such a man down
there? He has a Mexican wife.”

“Diaz? That’s like askin’ for a man
named Jones in a Welsh port. Diaz! Mil-
lions of ’em. But hold on—there it is, aye!
I mind such a name in Acapulco. Chap
called—no, it wasn’t Diaz neither, but a
name like it. Spanish chap showed me the
difference; one has a lisp, the other hasn’t.
Aye, here’s the name! Dias.”

“That it. Eli said the name was Diaz or
Dias.”” Hampton drew a quick breath.
“Ha! What d’ye know of him? He was in
Acapulco, ye say?”

“No—heard of him there.” Warlock
spoke thoughtfully. “What was it, now?
Nothin’ good—huh! Just a bit of it comes
back. It was a wild story we heard, that’s
all. He had a place on the California coast,
over near Loreto; pearl fisher, he was, who
had looted some churches in Mexico. No-
body knew exactly; all sorts o’ stories went
around. Somebody wanted us to jump ship
and go over there and shoot him up. That’s
all T remember. Just a story, it was.”

“Story enough, by gad!” exclaimed
Hampton. ‘“Now I've got something to go
on, at least.”

“Hold up there! Me too, as the Injun
said when he rubbed his belly.”

“You? I thought you wouldn’t go to
Chagres?”

“Who said so? Not me. I'm with you
to Chagres or ——, matey! Injun does it.

Now, then, what’s the name o’ this blessed
Chagres bark?”

“I’'m glad, Job—you don’t know how glad
I am!” said Hampton, and his voice showed
the quick leap of friendship in him. “Her
name? I don’t know. She’s a chartered
bark and sailsin a day or two. Easy enough
to ind her——"

Job Warlock grinned, and pointed with
his finger to the ship lying at the wharf, her
spars outlining a slim dark tracery against
the star-studded carpet of the sky.

“There she is, then. The Hannal. Off
tomorrow afternoon, with luck.”
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The Salem man stared at the dark shape
of the vessel, half-concealed behind the
waiting piles of freight. He was thinking
less of her than of his friend, however. He
had not doubted that Job Warlock, despite
protestations, would stick with him; yet it
was a stern test of friendship, since Job
knew well enough what awaited them in the
south, and shrank from it. For the rest,
one place was as good as another to the dark
man, and no doubt the quest after the miss-
ing Eli fired his Indian blood. )

“I’ve had my eye on her,” went on War-
lock, “and there’s going to be doin’'s——"

“Go slow,” said Hampton. “Talk
Spanish.”

They both saw a figure crossing from ship
to wharf—a large, dark figure, with the
red glow-point of a cigar burning and dying;
one of the officers going up to town, no
doubt. Warlock continued in Spanish,
which he spoke with Mexican purity, for
m Mexico has survived the old gracious
Castilian that has been lost among the lisp-
ing dialects of Spain.

“Doin’s aboard her, I can tell ye! Terri-
ble long royal yards and stiff wi’ new canvas;
an old softwood ship and hell to pump, and
Yankee mates. Whew! But that’s not the
worst. All these here,” and Job swept his
arm out to indicate the freight piles, “are
stores goin’ aboard, some for the voyage,
some taken by the company. New York
stores, and you know what that means.”

“The gulf sharks will eat full, eh?” said
Hampton. The tall dark figure was coming
past them, cigar point glowing, booted heels
crackling on the frosty planks.

“Aye.” Warlock laughed harshly. “Old
condemned army rations, old salvaged
tinned stuff, full o’ poison. Bless me, you’ll
hear the popping begin before we’re off
Hatteras! Still, she has good lines and a
Yankee crew, and they’ll drive her. I ex-
pect she’ll see Chagres River in well under
twenty days, barring bad luck.”

“May the saints grant it, sefior!”’ said a
voice in Spanish.

The dark figure halted, and now came
around a pile of boxes toward them. Hamp-
ton, instantly recognizing that voice, turned.

“That you, Mr. Day?”

“Aye. Who's this, then?”

“Hampton and a friend. You recall our
meeting in Boston?”’

“Oh! Hampton from Salem—well met,
sir, well met! I wondered who on earth

could be speaking Spanish here; not a man
aboard knows a word of it.”

Day put out his hand, a warmth of quick
cordiality in voice and grip. Hampton won-
dered whether Day had caught the dis-
paraging comments about the ship and
stores, but did not ask.

“You’ve come to ship with us?”’ said Day.

“T’d like to talk it over. I've rum into
an old friend, Job Warlock, bosun out of
the Blackwall Line and a sound seaman.
What are the chances for him to ship, too,
as far as the isthmus? He doesn’t care for
California, but we’re old friends and would
like to ship south together if possible.”

Day laughed at that. “D’ye know we
could ship ten men for every berth for’ard?
But come aboard with me—I was only oft
for a stroll. Come aboard and have a drink
and a smoke in warm comfort. So you both
speak the Spanish, eh? That’s good. We'll
talk things over.”

“Right,” said Hampton. “Come along,
Job.”

The three walked up the wharf and came
to the ship, going aboard by a gangway of
planks laid to aid the freight stowage. Even
in the starlight Hampton could note the
prim neatness of her decks, lines coiled and
flaked, everything shipshape; her officers
knew their business. Aft at the companion-
way, Day chuckled.

“Good thing you came along—this is my
last bit of comfort. Tomorrow we turn over
most of these cabins to the ladies, and the
officers will berth in the for’ard house abaft
the foremast. Cap’n and passengers take
the cabins. Well, here we are!”

They dercended into the cabin, where a
gimbal-slung lamp dispensed light and
warmth, and made themselves comfortable.
Day appraised Job Warlock with one keen
glance, and nodded without hesitation.

“You’ll do; we’ll make room for you,
bosun. Some of our thrifty company mem-
bers are working to Chagres as crew, and
we’ll need a good hehmsman. Well, Mr.
Hampton, you’ve decided to come?”

“I think so,” returned Hampton, puffing
at his pipe and accepting the mug of grog
that Day poured for him. “However, I
don’t understand what my position is to
be—after Chagres. Do we go up the river
by boat?”

“Aye, across by boat and trail to
Panama.”

Day stretched out his long legs and doffed
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his hat. Bare-headed, he showed thin of
hair, his skull knobby and with the ears set
high; so high, indeed, that they gave him a
singularly wolfish appearance. Hampton
had ere this met men with high ears, and
had found little good in them, so that this
troubled him.

‘“Here’s the lay. I've made all arrange-
ments for boats and mules; and, as I told ye,
for a schooner at Panama. If I could be
there in person to fulfil my obligations by
taking the company across in person, all well
and good; hut I've business interests, and
at Chagres may be called aside. Then
what? You to take charge. Those rascally
natives will need the strong hand of au-
thority. This man Warlock can speak
Spanish, so let him come along. Both of
you on wages to Panama, and there, Mr.
Hampton, take your choice! Go your way
if you like, or I’ll make you captain of one
of my schooners.”

“Hm! Then you’re taking me along
merely to run things in case you’re called
away?”’

“Right—and because I like you.”

“Fair enough. It’s agreed.” Hampton
knocked out his pipe. “Now Ill tell you
why I want to go. Did you ever happen
to hear of a renegade Englishman or Ameri-
can down there, who uses the names of
Winslow or Dias?”’ ]

The effect of this question was astound-
ing. Day started, and his glassy eyes
gripped on Hampton, while a queer pallor
stole across his face; then, suddenly, there
came a little click/ and a cocked derringer
showed in his hand.

“Explain those words!” he snapped
harshly. ‘“What do you know of that man?”

“I mean to find him,” said Hampton,
astonished. ‘‘He is a rascal—"

‘““He’s my bitterest enemy on this earth,”
said Day, then drew a deep breath and re-
laxed. He thrust away his pistol, took out
a fresh cigar, lighted it. ‘“Your pardon,
your pardon—the very mention of that
man’s name was a whiplash! He has in-
jured me sorely. Why seek you him?”’

“Then you know where I can find him?”
demanded Hampton.

There was a momentary conflict of will,
here in the cabin, while Job Warlock sat
back and sucked his pipe, shaggy brows
pulled down over steely eyes that looked
from one man to the other. Day had asked
a question, so had Hampton; for a moment

it seemed that neither would yield to other
in stubborn determination to be answered.
In Day’s powerful features those glassy eyes
were glittering and flaming, betraying a
savage exertion of the will, but Hampton
met and answered the look with eyes cold
as gray ice. He was, in fact, wondering
why Day was so desperately intent upon
being answered first, and a flashing, mo-
mentary warning was implanted in his mind
by the glimmering dark gaze. Then Day
shot up his brows and yielded.

“That is something no one knows,”” he an-
swered slowly. ‘“The man is no hetter than
a pirate. It is said that he is established
somewhere in Baja California, on the gulf
called the Vermilion Sea or Sea of Cortez;
still, nothing is very certain down there.
I have old scores against him, but lack the
strength to cope with him openly. If this
expedition goes through successfully, I shall
have money enough to work against him.
Then I shall hire men and go after the
rascal.”

“Good,” said Hampton. “I got home
yesterday to find a letter from my brother
Eli, who went to California and got no
farther than Panama. This man Winslow,
or Dias, bound him into slavery. You and
I might pursue our mutual end together, if
it pleases you.”

Day started slightly.

“Oh!” said he. “So that’s it, eh? Yes,
Mr. Hampton, your proposal appeals to me.
Hm! Well, we shall discuss the question
later on. I am glad that you have decided
to go with us. Our company numbers
forty-three in all, and most of them come
aboard in the morning, since we sail to-
morrow afternoon. The officers and many
of the crew are ashore, so I had better go
and look up your quarters, if you’ll ex-
cuse me.”

Then Day rose and left the cabin.

For a little, Hampton and Job Warlock
sat together in silence, until at last Warlock
cleared his throat and then grunted.

““A penny for your thoughts, matey,” he
said in an odd voice.

Hampton looked up.

“Eh? I was thinking that Mr. Day will
make money by this trip,” he said reflec-
tively. “He’ll charge them a flat five hun-
dred dollars a head to Panama, and will
clear a tidy sum by that alone; while the
passage to 'Frisco will be as much more, on
his own ships.”
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“Hm!”’ Warlock grunted again. “Mighty
queer that he’d need us, Dick. Aye, it has
a queer look, and so has the man himself!
He was mighty anxious to know why you
wanted to find Dias. So the two are
enemies, huh? Well, we’ll see what we’ll
see. It’s in my mind that our friend here
will be a hard man in action, aye, a stiff *un
and no mistake!”

In a few minutes Day returned, calling
Warlock, and motioned Hampton to re-
main. Job Warlock, who had left his duffle
ashore, went to see his quarters and go after
his things. Hampton sat over his pipe
until Day returned to the cabin and care-
fully shut the door. He quite understood
that the man wanted a private word with
him, and looked up to meet the piercing gaze
of those glassy eyes, and spoke first.

“One thing, Mr. Day! "Arrange, if you
can, that I take over the cargo stowage to-
morrow. I'd like to keep out of sight until
we'’re at sea; one of your company has no
love for me.”

“So? And who is that?” asked Day, his
brows lifting.

“Jed Barnes.”

Day’s eyes narrowed for an instant, and
then it was Hampton glimpsed for the
second time a swift vision of dark things
in the man. When Day laughed, it was
gone quickly.

“Oh! The little lass, eh? Right, right;
I'll see toit. Now, a word with you! What
aim in life have ye, Hampton?”

“Eh?” Hampton was puzzled by the
sharp, direct question. ‘‘How mean you?”

“Aim, end, objective!” Day waved his
hand. ‘“D’ye want toget on, make money?”’

“Aye. All men do.”

“I told ye I had interests down below. I
know a number of men there—not good or
godly men, mark you! If you and I go to-
gether and seek this man Winslow or Dias,
if we combine against him, it’s fight fire
with fire. Are ye willing to join with these
other friends o’ mine, let me give you letters
to them? There’slittlelaw down in Mexico,
you understand. In a year you can make
your fortune, gain your revenge, and all’s
clear.”

Hampton, astonished as he was, did not
miss the dark hint. He understood perfectly
that Day was allied with filibusters, priva-
teers, pirates, smugglers; that thcse were
the other interests of which the man had
sp?f)ken. Here was a chance being offered
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him—a chance which would not come easily
a second time. He hardly hesitated in his
reply.

“No, Mr. Day. With all thanks to you,
I say no. I comprehend your meaning, I
think, but I can’t fall in with it. Not that
I love the law, but I don’t care to go about
things in just that way.”

Day regarded him steadily, his bronzed
features quite expressionless; somehow,
Hampton distinctly gained the impression
that behind the man’s words there had been
many and deep things unuttered—that this
proposal had been a feeler, as it were. There
was no disgrace in being connected with
privateers or filibusters or smugglers; to
contravene the law, especially in Central
American waters, was quite fashionable.
Gringo and greaser were bitter enemies,
both open and covert.

Hampton’s refusal sprang, rather, from
a growing distrust of James Day. Some-
thing in this man had begun to grate on him,
though he could not account for the feeling.
In that steady and inscrutable gaze he
fancied that he could discern a singular
impatience of control, a lack of all scruple,
a stirring of dangerous things. Further, Job
Warlock’s swift judgment of the man
lingered in his mind.

“You're quite sure?”’ asked Day slowly,
and Hampton realized that in some sense
the question was an ultimatum.

“Quite,” he responded cheerfully.

Day again waved his hand, and showed
his teeth in a quick smile.

“Right! Every man must choose his own
road. For your own sake, I’'m sorry. Now,
if you'll come with me I’ll show you our
quarters. Have you a chest?”

“No, I brought ncthing,” and Hampton
rose, with a feeling of relief. “I’ll draw on
the slop-chest for oilskins, or buy them.”

“Right,” approved Day, and they left

the cabin together.
*& every tide counted in the race for
California and gold, so that with the
last of the cargo stowed, the brig Hannak
stood out on the afternoon ebb while the
hatches were still being battened down.
Hampton, hard at work below, saw noth-
ing of the ceremonial departure. The brig's
crew was a miserable lot, since most of the

\%
DESPITE threatening weather,
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good seamen had already gone to the golden
land; they were a bad mixture of city boys,
Liverpool packet rats, and farmers, with not
four good men in the lot. As Hampton
labored to get the last of the provisions
stowed, he was dimly aware of cheers and
speeches and songs from the wharf above,
heard the familiar chorus of “Susannah”
ringing out to improvised words, and came
scrambling up to the deck to find the ship
standing out, the canvas shaking out, and
all hands aloft except his own gang at the
hatches. Now the last of the cheers from
poop and wharf gave place to the hoisting
chanty that Job Warlock started, and on
which the packet rats and others fell in with
a will:

“Oh, fare you well, I wish you well,
Good-by, fare you welll Good-by, fare you welll
I'are you well, my pretty young gal,
Hurray, my boys, we're owtward bound!

“Our anchor’s weighed and our sails are set
Good-by, fare you well! Good-by, fare you welll
The girls are leaving, we leave with regret,
Hurray, my boys, we're outward bound!”

Hampton saw nothing of the Barneses, for
he had to jump from the hatches to his sta-
tion at the mainmast, relieving the chief
mate of this job and giving his attention
to the canvas. The afternoon was dark,
with snow in the air and gray scud in the
sky. All the Beverly Panama Gold Com-
pany were crowded aft, still waving last
farewells to the despair of the second officer,
who tried in vain to make himself heard
at his station above the din. At length
Hampton started the haul-away, and all
hands joined in roaring out the words as the
vards were braced home:

“Once I had an Irish gal, and she was fat and lazy,

Away, haul away, Ok haul away together!

But now I got a nigger one, she nearly drives me

crazy,
Away, haul away, Oh haul away jo!”

No sooner was everything belayed than
the captain, a peppery old Beverly salt,
emerged from the cheering, waving crowd
of gold-seekers and came forward, driving
all hands with him.

“All hands, all hands!” pierced his sten-

torian voice. “Pick watches, mister—hey
there, mister! Wake up for’ard! Weather
coming along fast, mister!”

The mate hastily abandoned the fore-
castle to Hampton and joined the skipper
and the men. Caustic comments on the

appearance of the hands were exchanged
as the watches were picked, then the cap-
tain sent his starboard watch to get the gold
company and their baggage stowed, and
left the deck to the mate. Hampton had a
glimpse of Nelly Barnes, standing with the
other three women passengers, before they
went below, as soon as the bar was crossed
and the roll called.

Within half an hour only six of the com-
pany remained on deck, and these lined the
rail together with most of the crew, for the
Hannah was pitching and rolling in a choppy
head sea and the wind was shrieking out of
the northwest. By the time the pilot was
dropped and Baker’s Island left behind,
snow was in the air and the wind was
howling and shifting. All hands were called,
rail was taken in to lower topsails and fore
staysail, and when the wind settled in the
north the reefed foresail was set and she
began to scud madly in the gale. The only
one of all the gold company who remained
on deck was James Day, and he did not
approach Hampton.

During the next two days, in fact, Hamp-
ton saw very little of the passengers, for the
gale drove down unceasing and the few sea-
men aboard had their hands full. Job War-
lock had gone into the starboard watch and
the two friends had scant opportunity to
glimpse each other. It was a wild time,
huge seas battering the old brig, and the
officers attempting nothing beyond getting
some scotchmen rigged to keep the rigging
from chafing. Then, on the third day out,
when the blow had modecrated to a brisk
gale and things were a bit settled down,
came that which Dick Hampton had both
hoped and feared. He had just turned over
the deck to the second mate and started
forward, when at the after companion he
came face to face with Nelly Barnes as she
emerged from the ladder-way. She was
coming on deck, alone.

Her hand flew to her throat and she stared
blankly at him, all amazed, and the flush
that leaped into her face died away in pallor.

“It*s not you—it can’t be!” she ex-
claimed softly.

Hampton doffed his tarpaulin hat and
stood smiling at her.

“But it is, Nelly, it is!"" he cried, and as
her hand came out to meet his, all restraint
suddenly burst within him, and eager words
rushed to his lips. “Did you think I could
leave you so easily, Nelly? Dear girl—dear
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heart—I had to be with you, to watch over
you »

He stammered and fell silent as he held
her hand. Under his eyes and words, her
pale face crimsoned again in its frame of
brown hair, and in her wide hazel eyes he
read only too surely the answer to his
impulsive utterance.

“I’'m glad, Dick, I'm glad!” she said sim-
ply, in that low, rich voice whigh so reached
into his heart and soul. “Oh, Dick, I've
cried to think of that moming at the cross-
roads—I never thought to see you again!
And now to see you here seems like a
miracle—but my father, my father! What
will he say?” Sudden fright leaped into her
face. “Dick, he mustn’t see you—it will
be terrible! You know how he feels——”

Hampton laughed and closed his fingers
more tightly over hers.

“We’re at sea, Nelly, and what can he do?
Make the best of it. He won’t let you see
much of me, but don’t worry. Tl be close
at hand, dear heart; I’'m to leave the brig
at Chagres and go along with the company.
You don’t know or dream what’s ahead,
but I know i

Just then two officers of the gold company
appeared behind Nelly Barnes; old Eliphalat
Nickerson, the president, and with him
spruce Adam Johnson, the secretary. Both
of them knew Hampton and greeted him
with surprize and satisfaction, and after the
handshaking he exchanged one look with
Nelly and then went his way forward.
Recollection of his own impulsive words
left him tingling, for now he knew that his
secret was no longer a secret, and that
Nelly Barnes had welcomed him with all
her heart.

That very morning the bosun tumbled
down the ladder into the forepeak and broke
his leg, and Job Warlock was put in his
place. Since the bosun stood no regular
watch but all watches, snatching time off
when he could, this threw the two friends
together at times. That afternoon when
Hampton had the deck, Job Warlock came
up to him and touched forelock with a grin.

“Bless me, what’s come over ye, Dick?
There I be, forgetting all proper respect!
Beg pardon, sir. What an unholy old packet
she is, and a crew o’ greenhorns! What
makes ye look so wondrous joyful, eh?”

“Reason enough, Job!” Hampton laughed
cheerfully.

‘“Aye, the lass i’ the brown hair, eh?’’ said

Job shrewdly. “I noted her, and a fine lass
she is. Well, journey’s end makes lovers’
meetings, they say, but we’re not at Chagres
yet, mark it welll Tomorrow will be a fine
day, and then ye’ll hear things go popping
down below——"

“Belay and stand by,” said Hampton
suddenly, looking down the deck. ‘Here’s
the to pay now, Job. Stand by.”

He saw Eliphalat Nickerson approaching,
and beside him, still rather sickly in looks
but grim and harsh as ever, Jed Barnes.
Among the many gold seekers who were now
on deck, Hampton saw nothing of Nelly,
and was glad. Jed Barnes came on with
determination in his manner, while old
Nickerson pulled at his whiskers and looked
confoundedly ill at ease. Straight up to
Hampton they came, and Jed Barnes fast-
ened upon him a narrow-eyed regard of
suspicious hatred.

“So you’re here, are ye?”’ he spat out.
“Mighty slick galoot, ain’t ye? Iknow why
you’re trailin’ after me, Dick Hampton, and
I warn ye here and now that I’ll have none
of it. Any of your antics around me or
Nelly, and T’ll give ye a larruping! Under-
stand? Not a word to her, ye graceless
whelp, ye runagate, ye no-account rascal,
or I'll lay a stick over your shoulders! You
leave our company at Chagres, under-
stand?”’

Hampton looked at him and laughed.

“Jed, you’re an old fool. I could break
you with one hand—and will do it yet, if
you don’t watch your eye. D’you think I
care a tinker’s dam for you or your threats?
Not a bit. I'll marry Nelly, and if you don’t
like it you canlump it. For the rest, you're
talking to a ship’s officer before members of
the crew. One more word out of you and
you go in irons. One word!”

Jed Barnes gasped with fury, and would
have spoken not one but many words—save
that old Nickerson dragged him away by
main force. Warlock, looking after them,
rolled his quid from cheek to cheek and then
grinned.

“There go two prime fools, and another
two-score like ’em aboard! D’ye know that
they’ve got all their hard cash with ’em?
Aye, every cent. Some keep it in their
pockets, but more ha’ pooled it in a strong-
box, and that box is in the keeping of our
friend Day. At Chagres he’ll jump ship
with it. Heap good work, as the Injun said
when he rubbed his belly.”
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Hampton frowned over this item of news.

“So? I doubt your prophecy, friend Job.
True, Day may not accompany us all across
to Panama, but he’ll be there with the
strongbox. Though I don’t like him, I
don’t figure him as any petty rascally thief.
Still, we’ll see.”

“And bless me if I take a notion to your
godly New Englanders, any of ’em! What’s
this ugly old stone-face got against you?”

“He doesn’t like seamen,” said Hampton,
and smiled.

“But his daughter does, eh? A fine lass.
Bless me if I can’t read the end of this trail!
Howsomever, I’ll go with ’ee to the parson’s
door, Dick, and then to Glasgow packets.”

The news of what had passed between
Hampton and Jed Barnes speedily ran
through the ship, gaining much in the tell-
ing, so that by evening both the crew and
the staggering but slowly recuperating gold
seekers were half-convinced that the two
men had fought that moming. Though he
saw her down the deck once or twice, Hamp-
ton had no further speech with Nelly Barnes
all day; at the same time, he began to
realize that the gossip must be hard for her
to bear, since it filled all the ship and was
swift to create dissension. His brother
officers and many of the Beverly men who
knew him, were warm to back his love-
match; but the older men among the gold
seekers, all of them hard-headed New En-
glanders of some position and means, were
as swift to back up harsh Jed Barnes.

Thus stood matters when, next morning,
Hampton found the warm sunlight, a steady
wind, and a running sea aiding the Hannah
on her passage. Allhands were about, high
good spirits were i evidence, and the morn-
ing opened briskly to popping of ritles as the
younger men opened fire on porpoises or shot
at marks. After breakfast, however, the
skylarking was halted and the company
othcers assembled the gold-seekers on the
maindeck for prayers and divine service.
Then, after calling the roll, a meeting of the
officers within ten minutes was announced,
to be held in the main cabin, and the decks
were once more ilooded with laughing, eager
men who indulged in sports and feats of
strength amid the new banging of rifles and
drift of powder reck down the wind.

Hampton, off duty and enjoying a pipe
near the scuttle butt, was lcoking on when
he heard his name and turned. Approach-
ing him was the trim and dandified secretary

Adventure

of the company, Adam Johnson, with Nelly
Barnes on his arm.

“Er—ahem, sirl Morning to you,” said
Johnson affably. “I was asked to tell you,
Mr. Hampton, that Mr. Barnes would like
the pleasure of your company for a few
moments. He is in his cabin below—Num-
ber Three of the after cabins, sir. A fine
day, eh?”

“Very,” said Hampton, and found Nelly’s
hand in his for a moment. Then he realized
what had just been said, and looked at John-
son with a slight hardening of his eyes.
“What’s that? Jed Barnes wants to see me?
Then let him come——"

The pleading look of the girl checked his
words, and Adam Johnson chuckled.

“Upon my word, sir, I think you’d do well
to obey the summons! We must all be
friends aboard;it won’t do toreach the gold-
fields with dissension in our midst. United
we stand, divided we fall—an exccllent
axiom for our company, sirl I may drop
the word in your ear that I’ve had a talk
with Mr. Barnes, and I think you'd find it
to your interest to see him.”

Nelly smiled.

“Indeed, Dick, Mr. Johnson is a very
good friend! If you'll only bea little patient
with father——"

Hampton laughed, and clapped the spruce
Johnson on the shoulder.

“My compliments to you, sir, and thanks!
Indeed, I'll go to the slaughter as patience
personified, I assure you! Quite right,
Nelly; I'd do more than this for one smile

from you, and you may depend on it I'll

meet your father half-way in the effort to
get along peaceably.”

With her smile to reward him, Dick
Hampton started aft. He was both aston-
ished and highly gratified by this occur-
rence; Adam Johnson he knew for an honest,
forthright man and a good friend. How
Jed Barnes had been prevailed upon was a
mystery, but no doubt several of the gold
company had argued him into some appear-
ance of decency.

“For Nelly’s sake I’ll do more than my
part,” resolved Hampton, as he came to
the ladder and started below. ‘Perhaps
the old curmudgcon has been made to see
reason after all, though I doubt it. He’ll
probably make certain terms with me—no
doubt has been forced into it for the sake
of general harmony aboard.”

Glancing into the main cabin, where old
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Eliphalat Nickerson and one or two other
officers were stuffing their pipes in readiness
for the meeting, he turned into the passage
and paused at the door of number three
cabin, ordinarily occupied by the third mate.
He knocked, but had no response. He
knocked again, more loudly, since all the

stern timbers were creaking and groaning, .

and feet were pounding the deck overhead,
but still there was no answer. With that,
he tried the door, found it unlocked, and
stepped into the little cabin.

For a moment he was absolutely para-
lyzed with horror at the sight which greeted
him.

Jed Barnes, clothing in wild disarray, lay
on the floor beside the bunk, feebly gripping
the blankets and trying to pull himself up.
From his torn shirt erupted a slowly welling
stream of blood, and the haft of a knife stood
out from his breast. He had been stabbed,
not once but several times, and the agony
of death was in his wrinkled face. A sobbing
cry burst from him.

“Help! Help, ye rascal

Hampton sprang forward, leaned to help
him—and Barnes died in his arms, mur-
dered.

VI

DICK HAMPTON tasted one of

those queer, only half-realized in-

stants which come like a flash from
the blue to many men. Whether to be
explained by supematural causes as some
hold, or as others deem by a working of the
sixth sense or the subconscious mind, they
do come. They are seldom understood
until later, so that men rarely act upon the
message, but interpreted by events they are
remembered as fearful and wonderful flashes
from the great soul of the universe. And
now, as Hampton stooped over and held the
dead body of Jed Barnes in his hands, he
experienced one of those singular and
dreadful instants.

He could hear the tramp of feet as men
came running from the main cabin, drawn
by that one dying cry, yet time seemed sus-
pended. A voice yammered at his inward
ear—a spiritist would have claimed it the
voice of the escaping soul, but Hampton
was too stunned and spellbound, too para-
lyzed, to explain it or even to comprehend
its meaning. None the less, he seemed sud-
denly to hear it distinctly, to catch it tug-
ging at his soul’s elbow, startling and terri-
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fying him with its cry, accompanied by a
flash of binding light.

“He did it! He did it! Now you are
lost and damned beyond recall—caught in a
net too widespread for escape. No time to
move, to act, to think; there is the secret of
it under your very hand—and he did it!
Had you come a moment sooner, you’d
have caught him at work; too late, too late!
Now your life is only beginning, your task
lies all ahead—and he did it!”’

Thus the flash of comprehension came and
passed, and Hampton failed to catch it as
most men fail until too late. He stood up,
feeling warm blood on his hands, and
stared blankly at the gaping, horrified men
crowded about the doorway—Eliphalat
Nickerson and the others. A shrill shout
leaped to the deck above—

“Hampton’s murdered Jed Barnes!”

That wakened him — roused him to
startled alarm. He saw the thought echoed
in the faces around him, and passionately
disclaimed the fact—

“A lie! T came
dying &

The words fell away. Into the throng
and through it burst the old skipper, taking
in everything at a glance, facing Hampton
in cold, sorrowful accusation.

“What’s this, sir? What is it, I say?
You did this?”

“A lie! I did not,” declared Hampton
vehemently. ‘“Adam Johnson said the
man wanted to see me, sent me down to
him—I found him dying. I saw no one
leave this cabin—before God, that is all I
know of it! Would I have murdered the
father of the woman I love? And look at
the knife. It’'s not mine. I have none
with me. Mine is in my own cabin, hang-
ing on the peg.”

It was nonsense to suppose that the crime
could be fastened upon him, yet none the
less Hampton had to face the possibility.
The passage and companion were jammed
with men; loud voices threatened the mur-
derer; the confusion was uproarious. The
skipper turned to Nickerson and the other
company officers.

“Exert your authority, gentlemen. Every
man aboard to be mustered in the waist of
the ship. At once! All hands on deck!”

Then, stooping, the old skipper grasped
the knife still buried in the ribs of Jed
Bames, and with an effort removed it.

“A devilish blade!” he muttered.

in and found him

((No
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honest sea-knife. And the man that used
it was disturbed at his work—had no time
to pluck it free. Mr. Hampton, by my side.
Leave this poor clay to be mourned by his
daughter.”

Gradually the flood of men receded, and
the passage was emptied. As Hampton
followed the captain on deck, Nelly Bames
and one of the other women came down the
ladder, rushed past them, and disappeared
in the red-smcared cabin.

When Hampton emerged on deck, one
shout of anger went up from the waist, then
was quelled. The gold company was
mustered there on the starboard side, the
ship’s company to port. Hampton stood
as in a dream, waiting, listening, watching.
He perceived that in all eyes he was the
murderer, and cold anger settled on him.
Still, the affair was far from finished, and
the owner of that knife must be discovered.
He met with one cheerful grin from Job
Warlock, but no other face offered him any
hope.

The captain stood knife in hand at the
wheel, summoned the gold company ofhcers
and his own mates, then addressed the as-
sembled men solemnly:

“Friends, some one among us has mur-
dered Mr. Barnes. Whether the murderer
is one among you, or my third officer, re-
mains to be seen. First of all this knife
must be recognized. Let every one come
aft, one at a time, and inspect the weapon.”

Gravely, Adam Johnson called the roll
of the company, who filed aft, followed by
the crew. One by one the men came and
viewed the reddened weapon, a most singu-
lar and unusual sort of knife, and denied
ever having seen it before. Hampton
caught the eye of James Day, who stood at
the side of old Nickerson, and Day made an
almost imperceptible gesture of assurance.

When it came the turn of the crew, and
man after man swore that the knife was un-
known to him, dismay came upon Hampton.
It seemed impossible, for once ceen that
knife could not easily be forgotten. Vainly
he searched among crew and passengers for
any man who might betray signs of guilt or
fear; vainly he tried to fasten on any man
who might have been an enemy to Jed
Barnes. Job Warlock came and stood be-
side him stoutly enough.

“A bad business, matey!’ he said, and
Hampton nodded slightly. “Bad and no
mistake.”

The ship’s Bible was brought up, and the
skipper, hearing a low mutter from the ranks
in the waist, turned to them grimly.

“None o’ that, my men! Therell be
justice done, but it’ll be mine. I'm in
charge here, and Mr. Hampton is my
officer—so mind that. Now, who among
ye had any quarrel wi’ the dead man?
Come, speak up on it! Step up and swear
to what ye know, and watch your words.
Somebody Lere is a liar already, on the
knife.”

None moved for a moment, then old
Eliphalat Nickerson came forward, pawing
his whiskers, and laid his hand on the Book.

“I’llhave tosay what I heard yesterday,”
he stated solemnly, and went on to detail
what had passed between Jed Barnes and
Hampton. Before he finished, Nelly Barnes
appeared on deck again, tears on her face,
the cther women comforting her. The cap-
tain turned to Hampton.

“Do you deny this testimony,
Hampton?”

“It’s quite true, sir,” said Hampton stead-
ily. “There is nothing to deny so far.”

“Then, sir, kindly state just what hap-
pened below. On your oath, sir!”

Gravely assenting, Hampton related his
entry into the cabin and what had trans-
pired there.

“You saw no one about before you
entered?”’

“I saw no one leave that cabin. A good
many persons were about, but I observed no
one man in particular. Most of the com-
pany officers were gathered in the main
cabin.”

“Then who can throw light on the last
person to see Mr. Barnes alive?”” demanded
the skipper, and repeated the query. None
answered, until at last Adam Johnson stood
up. He told how he and Barnes had bLzen
talking, and how Barnes had agreed to
dismiss his vindictive hatred ¢f Hampton;
how Nelly had joined them, how he and
Nelly had then gone on deck in search of
Hampton and had found the latter.

“At the outside,” he concluded, ‘not
more than ten minutes could have elapsed
since we left Mr. Barnes, to the time Mr.
Hampton found him.”

“Do you confirm this, Miss Nelly?”
asked the skipper. Nelly Barnes lifted her
tear-wet face, threw Hampton one look,
and nodded.

“Yes. And I want to say here that I

Mr.
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know Dick Hampton never murdered my
father!”

“Then,” said the captain, ‘‘can you sug-
gest any one else as the guilty person?”

Pallor swept into the girl’s face.

“No,” she said, and abruptly fainted.

“Poor girl! Take her below to my cabin,”
said the skipper, and the other women
obeyed the order.

When the stir was over, and Nelly gone
from the deck, Hampton felt quick relief.
Her brave stand-up for him, her belief in
him, had effected nothing at all. In the
eyes around him he perceived that he was
doomed. Day was speaking earnestly to
Nickerson and Adam Johnson, and he won-
dered what this bronzed and vigorous man
was arguing.

“Now, friends,” said the captain, “canany
of ye throw any light on this affair? Canye
throw any suspicion on another man—if it
be my own self? Speak up!”’

There was no response. Men whispered
together, stared aft, moved uneasily. James
Day went on talking with Nickerson, as if
urging some course of action. Hampton
looked about from face to face, that cold
anger settled upon him, wakening all his
false pride, stirring a fierce resentment that
these men should deem him guilty on such
evidence. :

Suddenly one or two men amidships,
who had earlier in the morning been shoot-
ing at marks, whipped up their rifles. In-
stantly the captain leaped in front of
Hampton, and his voice cracked:

“You, there! Down with them guns.
Mister, hey, mister! Disarmevery mother’s
son aboard and chuck the guns down be-
low. Leap alive—go with him, bosun!”

There was a growl, a sullen bandying of
words, but the mate obeyed and came aft
with the rifles. Then men stirred, and
voices leaped up tumultuously.

‘“Because he’s a sailor, ye’ll do naught to
him! Yeé’'ll shield him! Are we to be mur-
dered by your seamen and nothin’ done?”’

“Belay! Silence!” roared the skipper
furiously. “I’ll do no such thing. Mr.
Hampton, will ye stand trial here and
now?”’

Hampton started. *

“Triall  Yes, I will; but no such trial
can be legal. What do ye propose to do if
I'm found guilty—hang me?”

The captain turned to him and spoke in a
low voice.

“It’s touch and go—if they rush me,
they’ll murder you!” Then, raising his
voice, “You four Nantucket men in the
sta’board watch, lay aft here! Mister, you
and the second mate join ’em. Now, Mr.
Nickerson, pick six of your own men to
make up a jury., Make a record o’ this,
Mr. Johnson.”

Nickerson began to pick his men, with
some protest as to the legality of the affair,
and Day crossed the deck to where Hamp-
ton and Job Warlock stood.

“Sorry, lad,” he said quickly. “They’re
ripe to mob [you, and we must hold ’em off.
I’ve put a ﬂga. in Nickerson’s ear. Accept
the judgment of the court, savvy? It’s the
best I could do for ye.
ye go into irons and back wi’ the brig to
Beverly to stand trial, and some of the
company with ye. Remember, now.”

Day turned away, and Hampton per-
ceived the singular nature of the dilemma
which faced all hands. The logical thing,
indeed, was to throw him in irons if ad-
judged guilty and this meant that he would
lie a prisoner until the brig returned north;
it also meant that some of the gold com-
pany must return, to give evidence. The
prospect suited him no better than it did
them, yet he could not tamely accept any
verdict rendered in the forming sea-court.
Or could he? Day had been at work.
Day urged him to accept what was given—
had no doubt suggested something.

“I’d do it, matey,’ said Job Warlock
soberly. “It’s a of a pinch, but that
chap has his brains at work for us. Cheer
up! The world’s a fine place, so hurray!”

The jury now picked, and ranged on the
quarterdeck, the captain took charge again.

“Gentlemen, you’re here to render a
verdict in this matter. You’'ve heard the
evidence, you know what’s happened.
Somebody aboard here has lied about that
knife. Now, Mr. Hampton, if you can
bring up any evidence in your own favor,
the deck is yours.”

Hampton smile darkly.

“Who accuses me?”’

“T do,” said old Nickerson, but without
heat. “The dead man cried, by your own
statement and ours who heard it: ‘Help,
ye rascal!’ Expiain that away if ye can.”

“There’s nothing to explain.”” Hampton
regarded the jury steadily. ‘“I’ve told what
took place; my own knife is hanging in my
cabin; I brought no baggage aboard, and

Otherwise it means ,
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bave never seen this knife until today. I
was not below with Jed Barnes long enough
to struggle with him, much less inflict sev-
eral wounds. That’s all I have to say.”

“But T've a word, if ye please,” spoke
out Job Warlock stoutly, and stepped
forward. The captain nodded to him.
“T’ve sailed wi’ Dick Hampton afore this,
and know him. He’s no man to use knife.
Why, ye lubbers, he can sail a ship better
than all of ye put together! I've seen him
lay out stu’nsails when every other ship in
sight was under lower topsails—"

“That’s enough,” snapped the captain.
“If ye’ve no better evidence to offer than
friendship, my man, keep quiet. Any-
thing more, Mr. Hampton?”’

“Go on with the farce,” said Hampton,
and began to fill his pipe.

An angry murmur greeted this, then
Nickerson spoke out:

“Cast your vote, jury. No prejudice
for or against. Vote on the evidence
alone.”

Adam Johnson provided scraps of paper
and a pencil, which went from hand to
hand. Watching it as he puffed, amid a
dead silence, Hampton had no need to ask
what was written down; the swift and
nervous gestures, the one word scrawled on
each bit of paper, told their own story.
When the first mate, acting as foreman, had
collected the papers, he looked them over
and turned.

“Guilty,” he said in a low voice.

There was a stir. The crowd in the waist
surged forward. Nickerson checked them
with hand uplifted, then speke to the cap-
tain, by whose elbow James Day was now
standing.

“This is no legal court, sir.
no action on this verdict i

“But ye can, if Mr. Hampton will abide
by it,” said the skipper quickly. An
ominous growl from the crowd of men em-
phasized his words. “What say ve,
mister?”’

There was another silence, and in it
Hampton caught a mutter from Job War-
lock:

“Bless me, if it ain’t all cut and dried!”

Cut and dried indeed! Hampton smiled,
and his anger broke out coldly.

“If you expect me to accept hanging from
such a court, you’re mistaken,” he said.
“Anything short of that will serve well
enough, until I can make appeal to the law.”

We can take

Adventure

“Goed enough, then,” exclaimed the cap-
tain hurriedly, and exchanged a word with
Day. “Mr. Nickerson, I call upon you to
give sentence.”

Cut and dried! Hampton felt curiously
detached as he listened, and watched old
Nickerson pawing his whiskers nervously.
What was it that Day had arranged?
Whither was this whole farcical business
tending? Then he heard Nickerson’s voice,
and in shocked silence realized what words
were being spoken.

“— that the murderer’s weapon be slung
about his neck, and he be placed adrift in
an open boat to await the judgment of
heaven.”

Upon the silence that ensued, burst @
torrent of oaths from Job Warlock.

“It’s murder, I tell ye!” roared the bo’sun
profanely. “Before it’s done, I'll knife any
man that tries—why, ye villainous rascals!
Mutiny or no, I'll—"

“Be silent!” cried Hampton, waking to
the situation. “This can not be done, men!
I refuse to accept such a sentence!”

Day was swiftly at his side with anxious
words:

“Quiet, quiet! D’ye not see there’s no
danger in it? A day or so afloat, and thc
glass well up, and in the ship lane too——"

Hampton brushed him aside impatiently.

“I refuse!” he cried, above the rising
storm of voices. “It shall not be done—"

True, he was thinking more of Nelly
Barnes than of any possible danger, but had
small time to reflect on anything. With
a rush and a storm of shouts, the crowd in
the waist broke over the after deck. Cap-
tain and mates were swept aside, and the
maddened torrent poured down upon
Hampton. The first who leaped at him
fell under the fist of Job Warlock, who
whipped out his knife and began to drive it
home, but to no avail; the mob hemmed in
the two men at the rail, and tore at them.

Hampton’s fists lashed, and Job drove
with knife and boot until some one fetched
him a crack over the head and knocked him
senseless. Then Hampton, alone, went
down under main force of numbers—was
dragged to the deck, felt himself smitten,
kicked, finally bound hand and foot.

Through all this a voice pierced to him;
it was a new and vibrant voice, the echoing
brazen notes of a seaman, but one he had
not heard previously.

“All hands to stations!” he heard it ring
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forth. “By the braces, there, stand by!
Down stu’nsails—down, I say! Now, then,
helin—hard down, hard down! Lean to it

—down! Up with your braces—brace up,
brace up! That’s the way of it—shiver her,
now! Hold her so——"

The yards backed, the ship came up into
the wind. Over the whole deck prevailed
fearful confusion, the seamen not knowing
whence came that strange voice, yet obey-
ing its commands, the captain and mates
hemmed in at the rail and fighting to control
the crowd, others rushing forward to where
the boats were slung. These carried with
them Hampton and the senseless bosun.
Once more that strange but authoritative
voice pierced above the din.

“Ready? Lower away—away!”

There was a squeaking of turning sheaves
—Hampton ‘felt himself flung into a boat,
felt -something slung about his neck; he
could see nothing for the blood that ran into
his eyes and blinded him, and realized that
his senses were slipping away, for he had
endured much. The boat truck the water.
From above still came a confused din of
voices, shouts, execrations, wild threats and
wilder orders from the helpless ofticers; and
through them all one piercing scream in a
woman’s voice. Then the shrill tones of
Eliphalat Nickerson quavered high.

“We'll not pay for the boat!” the old man
was crying. “Ye need not charge that to
the company, I say—boats come high, and
we’ll not e

“Cast off, cast off!”” rang out that strange
new voice, and the falls were cast off.

Hampton, with a quick movement, re-
covered himself for an instant and shaking
his head dashed the blood from his eyes.
For one moment he had clear vision, and
looked upward. There he saw the face of
James Day thrust over the rail, looking
down at him—and a wild, cruel laugh was
on that face. Then Hampton realized whose
voice had been giving those orders.

“Cut and dried!”” he muttered. “Aye,
cut and .dried ” and so muttering
fell unconscious.

VII

” AFTERNOON, and the empty,
@4 open boat rocking to the long swing-
=== ing swell of the seas; empty, save

for the two men who sat in her, alive once
more in the warm sunlight. No mast or
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sail or oar was in.the boat, no water or faod,
not even a tiller.

Battered and bruised, the two men had
used teeth and fingers to get free of their
bonds, and after bandaging each other sat
smoking thirstily, silent for a long while,
their eyes roving about the empty horizon.
Job Warlock had a swollen jaw.and a black
eye, Dick Hampton had a slashed scalp and
a dozen minor contusions, and about his
neck still dangled the knife by its lanyard.
Gradually their thoughts were gaining co-
herence, gradually Hampton was remember-
ing everything of that wild and fearful scene
aboard the vanished Hannak. He broke
the silence at length, with slow words!

“Cut and dried, you said, Job. Did ye
catch that voice giving orders?”

Warleck shook his head in perplexity.

“Aye, but I was a bit hurt and dazed.
*Twas no voice I had heard before, Dick.
Could swear to that. A proper seaman’s
voice.”

Hampton’s puffed lips curved slightly ina
smile.

“Day’s voice.
at the rail above, as we were cast off.
cut and dried.”

Job Warlock stared, and presently uttered
a slow, thoughtful whistle.

“Whew! Queer enough, matey, queer
enough. It’s all a riddle, and where’s the
key?”

“It’s to find,” said Hampton grimly.
“If you’d seen Day’s grin, you’d under-
stand; it was malignant, bitter, venomous.
There was hidden .poison in the man, but
why? TI’'ve never done him harm.”

The brown, squat face of Job Warlock
wrinkled up, and he puffed hard at his pipe.
Dick Hampton was searching for some rea-
son behind everything, but could find none.
The whole thing seemed outrageous, with-
out explanation. He was still slow to
realize that from the moment of Jed Barnes’
murder, his fatethad been decided—there
had been a slow culmination of events, yet
everything had been cut and dried, planned
out to the last detail. Who and why? If
by Day, then for what reason? With a
shiver, Hampton loosed the knife from
about his neck and flung it into the stern
of the boat.

Warlock straightened up suddenly on his
thwart.

“By the crooked tree—let’s trace the
riddle, and seek the key afterward! So it

I caught a glimpse of him
All
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was Day as done it, eh? It was him
directing things?”

“Aye,” said Hampton. “He suggested
the sentence to old Nickerson, and it
seemed all fair enough. Otherwise, d’ye
see, I'd ha’ been put in irons for trial on
return to Beverly, which would have suited
me poorly indeed, for I have work to do.
But let’s work back slowly. It was not in
Nickerson’s mind, of course, or the skip-
per’s either, to set us adrift without food or
sail; with them, we’d not be badly off. As
it is now i

“It’s nothin’ short of murder,” said Job
Warlock, ‘“and it’s Day’s doin’, too. It was
him caught the crowd all aback, drove
orders at ’em, cast us adrift; so that’s
settled. Aye, wc did wrong to trust the
rogue! Was it him murdered the old man?”

Hampton shook his head.

“Wait; come to that later. Why should
Day have gone out of his way to take us
aboard ship, only to work this game on us?
It looks queer, Job. He’d have murdered
me instead of setting me adrift, had he
dared do it. Why, then, would he want me
killed, after taking me along and promising
me command of a schooner?”

“Hm! Where was he when the murder
was done?”

“I don’t know—ah!” Hampton checked
himself, recollecting. “He was in the after
cabin with the other company officers—I re-
member seeing him there as I glanced in.”

“Could he have done the job, then
slipped into the after cabin?”

Hampton shrugged, frowned, puffed for a
moment at his emptied pipe.

“Hard to say; it’s possible, of course.
Yet, why would he have killed Jed Barnes?”

“Well, work it out and we’ll find a key.”
Warlock slipped off the thwart, settled him-
self in the bottom of the boat, bracing him-
self to the swing and the fall. “Where’d ye
see him first, and how?”

“By chance. Pure chance.”

Hampton recounted in detail his first
meeting with James Day. For both of
them, this effort to pierce the mystery not
only had its own end to be attained, but
served to relieve their thoughts. They
were already suffering from thirst, because
of their hurts and because of the lack of
water itself affecting their imagination; both
men realized clearly the peril of letting their
minds dwell upon their almost hopeless
circumstance.

“First meetin’, then, all pure chance,”
commented Job Warlock. “Fair enough;
he had need of you, like he said, so set that
down to his side of the ledger. He took me
on for the same reason, and that'’s all square.
Now, then, what was it come up to change
him o

“Ah!” Hampton’s gray eyes lighted with
a sudden flash of recollection. ‘“That night,
after he took you to your quarters, he came
back and offered me introductions to friends
of his in the Panama country—ifilibusters or
pirates, no matter which. Said I could
make my fortune in a year, throw in with
him! When I refused, there were no hard
words, but there was a look in his eye——"

“Too fast, too fast, matey! Take in a
reef,” cried out Warlock in swift animation.
“D’ye remember how he jerked out the little
pistol on us? How it was that story of
your brother—oh, I see it now, the trail’s
all clear! The world’s a fine place, so
hurray!”

The half-breed’s swarthy features were
agleam with exultation, with wolfish eager-
ness. He was scenting out this mental
trail as he would follow any forest track, and
seemingly he had now found the hidden clue.
He leaned forward, dark eyes blazing.

“Listen, matey! Oh, it’s clear as day
now, aye, Day!”” His lips drew back from
his teeth in a snarling grin, and he checked
himself to find the right words. ‘That
letter from your brother—why, news of
that hit him between wind and water!
Caught him flat aback. What a shift o’
wind it was for him! Stripped him to bare
poles, and out came the pistol!”

Hampton caught the implication.

“Go on,” he said grimly. “You've hit
it. Next?”

“Little black bull came down from the
mountain,” sang Warlock, and laughed.
“Oh, aye, clear as Day himself now! That
mention of the letter, of your errand, of the
man who had caught your brother atrip—
Winslow!”

“His bitterest enemy,”’ said Hampton,
and frowned. ‘“Yet how that could have
changed him toward me, made him hate me,
Idon’t quite sce! The man Winslow——"

“Not Winslow, not Winslow!” cried out
the other eagerly. “It was a false trail,
aﬁd it threw us all offf Not Winslow at
a !)7

“What are ye driving at, man?”

“Dias! What’s that but Spanish for
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Day? Why, there’s the man himself ye
were seeking! No wonder he demanded
why ye sought Winslow or Dias, was afraid
to speak out—"

A groan of mingled fury and bitterness
broke from Dick Hampton, as across his
mind burst realization of the truth. Dias
—James Day in person! No wonder Day
had said that Dias was his bitterest enemy;,
true enough in all conscience!

Hampton waved his friend to silence,
lowered his face into his hands, sat gripped
in furious and futile quest of memory.
Ore thing after another flooded in upon him,
now that he understcod the truth. This
adventurer must have operated under a
dozen names; no wonder that Job War-
lock had heard of the filibuster Day, and
again of the supposed Mezican Dias.
Hampton saw that from the moment he
had told James Day of his errand, he had
been marked for death. At first eager to
enlist a licutenant and assistant, Day had
then become more desperately eager to get
rid of a man who might surprize his secret
at any time.

And with this, abruptly, the whole affair
began to broaden out in the light of that
letter from Eli Hampton.

“If we’d only learned all this a day
sooner!” and Hampton lifted his head, with
another groan. ‘“Now we’re helpless.”

‘“Better late than never,” said Job War-
lock cheerfully. ‘We’ve done well to find
this much of a key, matey; it don’t take
many words to understand the game friend
Dias is playing now, eh? No wonder he
wanted to be rid of us. No matter what
happens now, he’s won his game.”

This was horribly true. It stood out
clearly that Day, or more truly Dias, was
one of those vultures who were now preying
upon the flood of gold-seekers pouring across
the isthmus or working up the west coast—
not Americans only, but men of all nations.
Owing to the expense of the journey, the
average gold-seeker carried enough money
to get him to his destination, and this was
no small sum.

Dias, then, was not only a vulture, whose
activities were clearly exposed in the letter
from Eli, but was carrying on his activities
on a large scale; Hampton stood aghast at
the man’s incredible audacity. Coming to
New England, Dias had swiftly organized
his company, with very plausible secrecy,
from picked men of means. Perhaps the
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wealthiest in that company had been Jed
Barnes, and none of them were poor men.
Lured by the prospect of an assured and
swift California passage under £xperienced
auspices, they had trusted themselves to
Dias—and what would be the end of this
affair?

“Damnation, damnation!”’ cried Hamp-
ton, as the prospect bumed into him, tor-
turing him with the anguish of his own
futility. “Those whom he can’t rob and
strip along the isthmus, he’ll pack into his
schooners at Panama and rob on the way
north—they’ll never see California at all!
He’'l land them somewhere in Mexico,
penniless and broken—he’s not a man but
a devil! If we were at Chagres——"

“Take it calm, matey, for it can’t be
helped,” said Job Warlock coolly. “If we
were at Chagres this blessed minute, wait-
ing for him, what could we do? Nothing.
You're a convicted murderer, I ain’t nothin’
but a common A. B., more or less. De-
pend on it, he’s greased them dago officials
to the limit. And who’ll listen to us aboard
ship? Nary a one, be sure of that. He’s
got them poor fools eating out of his hand,
matey. Now listen here! Has the rascal
got his eye on the lass, think ye?”

Hampton started, then shook his head.
He had with his seaman’s papers that letter
from his brother Eli, and got out the oil-
skin packet. He showed Warlock the let-
ter, which sufficiently removed any such
conjecture as the bosun bhad put forth.

“Well, then, you and me better go to
Chagres and look up this here Injun, El
Hambre,” said Warlock. “Bet you a
plugged two-cent piece we can work fine
with him. Injun does it, every time. But
if Dias ain’t stuck on the girl, you can be
sure it was him knifed the old man; sure as
shootin’, matey!”

Hampton nodded thoughtfully.

“Yes, but it can’t be proved. And he’s
probably scheming for all the money Jed
Barnes had. What will become of Nelly,
then? That devil won’t spare her——"

The blood rushed to his face. Warlock
laid one powerful hand on his arm,
Testrainingly.

“Steady, matey! Brace up theyardsand
sheet home; she ain’t goin’ to suffer in a
hurry. She’s safe enough far’s Chagres,
and likely them other women will look after
her to Panama. It’s there that Dias will
work his deviltry—there and after, up the
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west coast. Now come back to the job
which we ain’t finished. Where’s that
knifer”

Hampton retrieved the weapon from its
position in the stern and they examined it
for the first time, with quick interest.

The blade was not extraordinary, being of
that universal and deadly fashion known to
the whole frontier, ncrth and south, as a
Bowie. The handle, however, was most
peculiar; Hampton recalled the skipper’s
comment that the murderer would never
have left such a knife had he been given time
to withdraw and remove it. The haft, with
its short cross-guard, was of solid and heavy
silver, intricately fashicned in the shape of
an angel whose wings formed the guard, a
hole between the feet carrying a stout ring
through which the lanyard ran.

“Spanish or Mex work,” observed Job
Warlock, ‘“‘and durned pretty work, too.
What’s them figures on the back, matey?
Mean anythin’ to you?”

Hampton shook his head. On the back
of the angel were graven, or chiseled, two
characters, running deeply into the metal,
one above the other. To Hampton they
meant nothing:

“All Greek to me,” he responded.
they Mexican Indian?”

“Don’t look like it, only I’m no judge,”
said Warlock. “Well, the knife don’t tell
us much—but hang on to it. Better lay
off smokin’ that ’bacca and chew it. Good
for what ails us both right now. Hard
times ahead, as the Injun said when he
rubbed his belly.”

Hampton occupied himself with cleaning
the knife, and presently slung it about his
neck once more, beneath his shirt.

The afternoon was nearly gone, and the
sun went westering with never a fleck of
sail to break the rim of the horizon. The
boat rose and fell monotonously to the lift
of the long seas, and as the slow darkness
drew down the two men who sat in her
were fully aware of what future they faced.
The crafty guile of Dias, who had so cun-
ningly twisted to his own advantage all the
little happenings aboard ship and so master-
fully dominated the sequence of events, had
doomed them. They realized that without
food or water they had practically no hope,
for the chance that any ship would pick
them up within a week was negligible in the
extreme.

Yet, as they sat and rocked to the motion
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of the boat, they talked of Chagres and
Panama, and of the future.

BOUND WEST
I

WHEN the Veronique of Bordeaux
cast anchor in the shallow har-
bor of Chagres, there was no
ship in port except one steamer of the At-
lantic Steamship Company; the Hannah of
Beverly had come and gone again. The
company of gold-seekers aboard the French
ship, who called themsclves the Compagnic
de I'Ouest d’Or, now experienced the same
adventures which met all companies, of
whatever nation, landing at Chagres.

The inimitable “Doc ”’ White, an enter-
prizing Yankee, was first aboard the ship,
and with praiseworthy energy contracted
for delivery of all freight and luggage across
the isthmus—half the payment in advance.
He then rushed ashore to get his lighters
out to the ship, and that was the last seen
of the gentleman. Meantime, the harbor
sharks were enjoying huge feasts, and con-
stant explosions were taking place in the
bowels of the Veromique as rotten tinned
meats and provisions let fly; a stream of
tins were going overboard. No one got
ashore from the French ship that evening,
except two castaways who had been picked
up at sea—two dark, bearded, silent sur-
vivors of a foundered American fishing
smack. These two, who spoke Spanish
fluently, and who were well provided with
money, greased the palm of the port officer
and went ashore with him.

Eagerly enough, the Frenchmen piled
ashore next morning, delighted with the
golden oranges and bananas, the green
jungle, the gaily colored birds and the chat-
tering monkeys; sight of the crumbling and
dismantled fortifications wakened their
romance, which did not wane at closer
view of the thirty miserable huts which
made up the village, and the two wretched
hotels. Romance presently gave way to
more prosaic feelings, however, when they
left their luggage piled along the beach and
set out to obtain passage to Panama.
Voluble Frenchmen engaged in high talk
with silent, shrugging peons, obtained in-
terpreters, arranged for boats and mules,
paid over money on account, and then
returned to the beach to find most of their
luggage stolen. Lusty Gallic voices arose
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on the moming air, there was shrugging
and shouting and swearing on all sides;
brown men gazed placidly at the excite-
ment; the Frenchmen, each of whom had
brought huge quantities of baggage, rushed
madly to the town again to find their car-
riers, only to discover these missing; then
back to the beach, to see that a good half
of the remaining goods had mysteriously dis-
appeared. Grinning Indians and mestizos
regarded the confusion with appreciation.

The two castaways stood on the hillside
above the river, surveying the boats and
the wild turmoil along the beach. One of
them, whose cool gray eyes gleamed like
ice above his half-grown fair beard, turned
to his swart companion.

“Let ’em work out their own salvation,
Job. They’d never be able to get all their
stuff to the isthmus, anyway; the less they
have to carry, the better. Had we better
look up our boatman and get offr Wish
I could shave these whiskers.”

Job Warlock tucked a big quid of tobacco
away and grinned.

“Never mind your hankerings, matey—
stick to business! Our job is to get to
Panama and pick up news of the company.
If that Dias is what we think him, you may
be sure he has posted men here to watch
for us, and our only chance is to slip along
unknown. Yes, we'd better find that
Indian and get moving.”

“There’s the fellow,” said Hampton
suddenly, and pointed. ‘‘Bargaining with
those three Frenchmen. TI’ll go and attend
to him—you grab his boat, that hig canoe
with the second man in it. We'll take
along that French chap who was white to
us, eh?”’

“Right,” said Warlock, and swung off
down the slope.

Dick Hampton approached the group of
three gesticulating men who bargained
with the swarthy half-Indian boatman.
The latter had on the previous evening
agreed to take the two friends up to Gor-
gona for eight dollars per head, and had
been paid half the sum in advance; he now
totally ignored Hampton and attempted
to wave him away.

“So that’s your game, eh?”’ said Hampton
in Spanish, and reached out.

A howl broke from the boatman. Hamp-
ton gripped him by his long, greasy hair,
bent him around, and kicked him vigorously,
then, using the hair as a bridle, guided him
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toward the boats, amid fervent wailings and
protestations. Job Warlock, meantime,
had taken possession of the big canoe in
even more vigorous fashion, and the as-
tonished crowd of Frenchmen beheld the
“savages’’ subside into meek and frightened
obedience. Hampton summoned a bearded
son of Bordeaux who had given them many
kindnesses aboard the Veronigue, got him
stowed in the canoe with his luggage, and
in five minutes the long craft swung off up-
stream. Catching the idea of how to handle
the natives, the French Company at once
went to work, and Hampton looked back to
see carriers at work and boats being laden.
He laughed grimly, serene in the knowledge
that their kindly guest knew no English.

“They’ve lost their awe of the bare-footed
soldiers in the ruined fort—well, we've a
good start on the crowd, Job! We’d better
rush our friend here right across to Panama,
and pass for Frenchmen.”

“And meantime,” added Job sagely,
“do our durndest to get in touch with El
Hambre.”

Very cautious inquiries, the previous
night, had elicited the information that the
Hannaeh was a week ahead of them; and,
apparently, Dias had made good his prom-
ises as to transport, for the company had
gone forward without delay. Delays at
Chagres were not desirable, as Hampton had
already discovered, for the two wretched
hotels were filled with non-paying guests,
while native huts or tents were rendered
terrible by clouds of mosquitoes, together
with scorpions, snakes and millepeds. The
old town abounded in all manner of insect
life, and there were no sanitary conditions
whatever.

All this, however, now mattered nothing
to Hampton, as the canoe slid up the river
at good speed, and the jungled walls on
either hand opened up new vistas with
every -moment. Like Chagres itself, the
river was at first glance beautiful, with its
vivi® green walls, its numberless monkeys,
darting toucans and parrots, splashes cf
gay flower growths. It soon palled, how-
ever, for mosquiloes swarmed in clouds,
there was no breath of wind, and a mias-
matic vapor clung to the edges of the
stream.

The Frenchman was supplied with rifle
and shotgun and several small arms of
various makes, including two revolvers;
and late in the afternoon he succeeded in
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bringing down two wild turkeys. Hampton
forced the boatmen to keep at work, in-
stead of landing immediately, and not until
the sun was nearly down did he let them
seek a camping place, for he was deter-
mined to make Gorgona by the following
night. With the turkeys cooked as only
Job Warlock could manage, the discomforts
of the night camp were forgotten—but
Hampton slept in the canoe, to make cer-
tain that the boatmen did not decamp.

With a bonus promised for making
Gorgona, the two mestizos worked more
cheerfully the next day, and managed to
accomplish the usual three-day trip before
the second night set in. The sun was not
yet vanished when the canoe drew in to the
bank and the wvoyageurs stepped ashore at
Gorgona—a large place containing nearly
a thousand souls, nestling under a hill.
Here began the trail to Panama, twenty
five miles away.

By the time the three paid off their men,
hired a hut fcr the night and cleaned it,
and got something to eat, darkness had
fallen. They were sitting about their fire,
smoking furiously to daunt the mosquitoes,
when an American voice lifted out of the
night:

“Hullo thar, pards! Heard a boat had
come in, and come along to pay a visit.”

Into the firelight emerged a thin scarcrow,
shaking with fever, a ragged serape flung
over his shoulders. He shook hands de-
lightedly, with a storm of questions.

“Where ye from? What company? An-
other ship come in? My gosh, now thar’ll
be another rush acrost to Llue water
and more tents on the Panama beach!
Me, I'm just back. Goin’ home, you bet.
Been over thar three months and nary a
berth to be had. Got enough o’ pelicans
and bugs and niggers. Where ye from,
anyhow? Tom Smith, Hartford, is my
handle.”

Hampton explained in Spanish that a
French company had arrived, and &mith
was properly disgusted at finding no English
speech among the three. He understood
and spoke a little Spanish, however, and
informed them that Panama was crowded
with gold-seekers, and the only chance of
getting to California lay in shipping south
to Callao and catching a north-bound ship
there. Every such ship was crowded by
the time it touched at Panama.

“The last company acrost had a tough
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time,” went on Smith, in a mixture of
Spanish and English. “Beverly men, and
most of ’em are stuck in Panama now. I
hear somebody ran off with' their money,
left ’em stranded here at Gorgona or in the
jungle beyond. Some got through and went
along in a schooner that was waiting for
,em—),

“Were there any women in the party?”’
demanded Hampton, catching a swift look
from Job Warlock. Smith nodded.

“S1i, sefior, some few. One sefiorita,
muy hermosa, you bet! About thirty of
them poor are stuck in Panama now.
The others got off all right. Say, could
you sefiores lend me enough dinero to get
me to Chagres?”

Warlock produced a gold coin, Hampton
another, and Smith was overjoyed. He
gave them advice on securing mules hcre,
and on behalf of the Frenchmen who were
following, Warlock undertook to arrange
for these. Their French companion was
only too glad to stay in Gorgona and keep
the muleteers under constraint until his
friends arrived. So Job went out with
Smith, and in half an hour was back with
a number of peons. Matters were arranged
promptly, and after shaking their blankets
for stray scorpions, the three rolled up for
the night.

“You and me,” said Job softly, in Hamp-
ton’s ear, “can light out in the mornin’
afoot, since we ain’t got no luggage. Smith
give me a tip. All these greenhorns are
bound and determined to ride, on account
of snakes; but it’s a heap better and quicker

to go afoot. Them mules are razor-ba ked,
savvy? Mostly half-dead, too. All the
carrying is done by peons. We can pack

our blankets and make Panama tomorrow
night with luck. Ain’t that news about
our Beverly company, though?”

“Bad news,” said Hampton. “Just as
we thought. Dias robbed and left most of
them, and took the others along. I'm
beginning to think that if he’d brought me
?.nd placed me in charge, I’d hdve suffered

orift

“Sure—he’d have left you to swaller the
blame, and most likely the police at Panama
would have jailed you, while that skunk
slid off with the loot. But say!” and War-
lock’s voice became suddenly tense and
eager, “I got a line on that Hambre Injun!
He’s comin’ in from Panama tomorrow,
and we'll meet him sure. Heard a couple
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o’ dagoes talkin’ about him. Dias didn’t
know it was him sent that letter from your
brother?”

“Nd.)’

“That's why he’s alive. Get to sleep.
now, and be up early.”

Sleep was slow in coming to Hampton,
for his thoughts were all with Nelly Barnes
and the men from Beverly, and he was
confronted by a new perplexity. It was
easy to see just how Dias had played his
bold stroke; he had gone on to Panama
with the officers and those chosen few whom
he had not cajoled into parting with their
money, and had loaded them aboard his
schooner—simply abandoning those who
had entrusted their funds to him. It had
been done plausibly, of course, and the
dozen who had embarked with Nelly were
still probably unaware of their leader’s
perfidy. Since that schooner was certainly
not bound for California, whither was it
taking them?

“Perhaps up the coast, perhaps to that
hidden place Dias has built,” thought
Hampton. ‘“But—we can’t be seen in
Panama! Some of those Beverly men
would be sure to recognize me, despite this
beard. Well, wait and see. They might
have me jailed as a murderer, and they
might not. First thing is to meet El
Hambre.”

With daybreak, the two were up and pre-
paring their packs of blankets and food.
Upon parting, the Frenchman insisted
volubly that each should take a derringer
and a revolver from his ample store—in-
deed, he opened a trunk to disclose a small
arsenal, which now he sadly realized was
destined to be of no particular use to him.
So, thus armed, Hampton and Warlock
bade him farewell, and got out of the town
quietly enough.

No guide was necessary; before them
opened up the narrow, rocky trail that
wound over the mountain flanks to the
jungle beyond, and they struck off briskly.
Once well on their way, which promised
to be deserted until noon at least, Hampton
voiced a thought that had been troubling
him.

“Job, are you sure youdidn’t misunder-
stand what you heard last night, about El
Hambre?”

Warlock showed a flash of teeth through
his whiskers. '

“You bet, but I didn’t want todo too

much talkin’ in the hut. Somethin’ mighty
queer about that hombre, by the way those
peons were talking. I couldn’t get it all,
but gatherdd he was a bandit or somethin’
like that. Anyhow, we’re sure to meet him
-—one good thing about this trail, a body
can’t get lost on it. Like goin’ to the main
royal yard; there’s only one way to do it.
How are you and me goin’ to show up in
Panama City, though? Some o’ them
Beverly men are sure to spot us, beard or
no beard.”

“I was thinking the same thing, Job.
We’d better lie low when we get there—go
out only at night. Luckily, we had our
money with us when Dias set us adrift; so
we can buy ourselves Spanish outfits.
Might be a good notion to call ourselves
Basques, too, since we talk Spanish.”

Presently the sun was up, and they
paused for a bite of breakfast, then on again,
The road was no more than a trail over
rough rocks, half-cleared and by no means
easy to negotiate even without loads; how
porters carrying two hundred-weight could
manage it, Hampton failed to see. Re-

eatedly it led through deep sunless chasms
in the side of the mountain, barely four feet
wide and with precipitous walls on either
hand, where seepage and travel had created
patches of apparently bottomless adobe
mud; and remembering the emaciated, stag-
gering mules they had seen at Gorgona,
Hampton quite approved Tom Smith’s tip
that they go forward afoot.

The sun was high overhead when they
left the first portion of the trail behind and
entered into the jungle. Here the trail
wound with many meanderings through
high walls of green, whose interlaced vines
and branches overhead completely shut out
the sun and formed a hot and steamy ob-
scurity below. Here and there, beside the
trail, was set up a crude native shrine to
commemorate some deed of blood in times
past. On and on they pushed, and by
midday they had encountered half a dozen
bloated or half-stripped carcasses of mules,
over which hung clouds of loathsome vul-
tures and other carrion birds.

It was quite high twelve, and a little after,
when they came to a sun-bathed opening,
where a trickle of water and a wide mud flat
marked the course of a rivulet across the
trail. On the near bank was set up a shrine,
tattered and despoiled by weather, and Job
Warlock proposed that they halt for a rest
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and a bite to eat. Hampton assented
gladly—both men were dripping with per-
spiration and exhausted by the intense
humidity of the jungle trail, which was far
more tiring than any acutal exertion.
When Hampton would have flung himself
down carelessly, however, the crafty War-
lock intervened.

“Hold on! The less we show ourselves
the better, matey;lay up to one side, off the
trail. We'’re liable to meet carriers comin’
from the west 'most any time now.”

Hampton nodded, and followed his com-
panion in behind the screen of brush.
Here they hacked out a small cleared space
with their knives and settled down to eat
and smoke and drink of the clear cold water
furnished by the rivulet. Hot as was the
jungle, this one spot was washed clear of
humidity by the intense and burning sun-
light, and afforded vast relief. When they
lighted their pipes, it was almost in comfort.

“This is a right smart spot to lay up for
anybody comin’ from Panama,”’ said War-
lock in a low voice, pointing to the opening in
the sunlight. “They got to cross the crick
and that there patch o’ mud, which is
sticky as glue, then they got to come right
up the trail to here, opposite us. If we
step out, then what? They sure can’t go
back in any hurry.”

Hampton gave him a eurious glance.

“Eh? What’s in your mind?”

“I dunno, for a fact,” said Warlock,
“but I got a feelin’ that somethin’s on the
way to us—you needn’t laugh, neither.
Remember that time aboard the Water-
sprite, when I felt like that, and we got a
durned quick shift o’ wind that stripped us
off bare and sent ‘Nigger Joe’ to glory?
I got the same feelin’ now.
shows up, douse that pipe.”

Hampton nodded and waited frowningly,
his eyes peering through the leafy screen
and watching the opposite side of the
opening, across the mud flat, where the
western end of the trail debouched on the
creek. He had none too much faith in
Job Warlock’s premonition, yet he knew
that the man had somctimes an uncanny
ability to sense trouble or peril.

Then, abruptly, there came a breath of
motion among the bushes on the farther
bank, and a moving object appeared.

Hampton laid down his pipe suddenly,
pressed the tobacco into the bowl, and lay
motionless. Warlock followed suit, squint-
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ing. A mule, heavily loaded, was descend-
ing the creek bank, and now began to pick
his way gingerly across the rivulet and the
mud flat beyond. The mud clogged him,
holding him to a slow and sucking pace.
He struggled forward to firm ground and
stood there waiting. Behind him, a man,
appearcd descending the bank, then a sec-
ond man.

Hampton's eyes widened. The first man
was a Chinaman, heavy-set and burly of
aspect, with black silk coat and trousers
but wearing a belted horse-pistol. The
second man was an Indian, very swarthy,
very tall and lank; a plaited grass sombrero
hid his features and a scarlet serape was
swung across his shoulders. The two men
were talking as they came into sight, and
stopped for a moment to watch the mule,
while the Indian lighted a cigarito. Then
the Chinaman came on across the rivulet,
showing high boots beneath flapping trou-
ser-ends, and began to pick his way across
the mud.

The Indian followed more leisurely, yet
with a certain cat-like grace of movement.
He caught up with his companion when
the latter was nearly through the sticky
adobe mud, and made some remark, to
which the yellow man returned a grunting
response.

Then the Indian flung away his cigarito
with a wide sweep of his arm. His hand
darted beneath his serape, plucked forth a
flashing blade of steel, and drove it forward
into the back of the Chinaman. The act
was dcliberate, deadly and swift as the
lashing stroke of a fer-de-lance, and as
murderous. The vellow man emitted one
agonized gulp, and pitched forward dead.
The mule reached up his head to tug at some
leaves, and his bell tinkled on the hot silence.
The Indian stood motionless for a moment,
thrust away his knife, and calmly began to
roll another cigarito of tobacco and thin
paper.

Hampton, paralyzed by the swiftness of it
all, turned blazing eyes to Warlock, who
gripped his wrist. The same thought was
in the minds of both men.

“We got him,” murmured
“Ready? Up and out 2

They burst out together, then Warlock
leaped into the trail, Hampton waiting on
onc knee, revolver steadied. The murderer
was caught indeed, and recalized it; he stood
staring at them, his smoke half-rolled, the

Warlock.
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menace of their weapons holding him im-
- mobile.

“Los manos arrtba!” snapped Hampton,
and the Indian lifted his hands.

“We got him,” said Warlock, “and got
him red-handed! He was guiding this
chink, savvy? Planned to murder and rob
him.”

The Indian stood like a graven image;
under the wide brim of his hat, his flashing
eyes drove from one to the other of the two
men. Hampton rose and stepped forward.
He could not understand the stolid immobil-
ity of the murderer, whose attitude held
no cringing fear, and who gave expression
to none of the usual plaints and wails of a
frightened mestizo. He seemed, indeed, to
stand there in proud scorn of the two men
who had surprized him, nor did he move
when Job Warlock stepped around to
his other side, quite cutting off any re-
treat.

“So you thought you could murder that
man and rob him in a lonely spot, eh?’ said
Hampton in Spanish. ‘“Well, now you can
turn around and go back to Panama with
us 2

“Hold on, Hampton!” exclaimed War-
lock. “It ain’t our job, and you know it’s
plain — to get tangled up with them
dagoes——”’

The Indian started suddenly. His-eyes
fastened on Hampton with a peculiar look;
his lean and cavernous features seemed
suddenly amazed, astounded.

“Ham-ton!” he exclaimed. “No es pos-
sible—no, no! Sefior Don Ricardo Ham-
ton—"

“What’s that?* - exclaimed Hampton.
“You know my ‘-name—"

‘“Are you that man, sefior?”” Excitement
blazed suddenly in the brown face. “Are you
the brother of my friend—he who wrote a
letter 2

“My gosh!” broke from Job Warlock.
“It’s El Hambre, Dick}!”’

“St—El Hambre!” cried the Indian.
“Sefiores, I kiss your hands and feet—we
are friends! I have been looking for you a
long time, Don Ricardo.”

Dick Hampton lowered his revolver,
stared amazedly into the suddenly friendly,
laughing face of the Indian, and wondered
if he were dreaming. What a fashion in
which to find E]l Hambre, the man whom he
had come so far to seek!

a:I‘hen his eyes fell to the dead Chinaman.
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THE Indian laughed.
This lean, almost cadaverous man
1 whose appearance sufficiently ex-
plained his name of “Hunger,” uttered a
low, harsh and dissonant cackle of sheer
mirth. He perfectly comprehended the con-
sternation of the two white men who had
apprehended him red-handed in murder—
a feeling which Job Warlock expressed
disgustedly.

“Durn me if he ain’t took us flat aback,
matey! And now what?”

Hampton hesitated, then slowly shook
his head and put away his weapon. Mur-
derer or no, this Indian was the man he had
come so far to seek—and now it was not
the fate of his brother alone which hung
upon the event, but also that of Nelly
Barnes. Reading the message of his gray
eyes, El Hambre made a swift gesture, indi-
cating the corpse.

“Seinores, you do not know why I have
done this? Here, I will show you.”

He turned and stooped over the body of
the oriental. Ripping asunder the black
silk garments, he examined them, searching
carefully with deft fingers. A grunt broke
from his lips, he brought out his knife, and
from the lining of the coat he extracted a
letter, well sealed. This he shoved into
the hand of Hampton, then darted to the
mule, slashed at the thongs binding the
load, and showed that this consisted of two
stout Mexican trunks, gaily adorned. These
he hurled into the jungle, then slapped the
mule and sent it off up the trail.

Warleck came to Hampton’s side and
stared at the letter.

“It’s addressed to a New York bank,”
said Hampton, frowning.

Then, as he turned over the letter, he
started slightly. The seal impressed in
the red wax was composed of two strange
characters—the same two characters graven
in the silver haft of the knife that had smit-
ten Jed Barnes so murderously! Hampton
looked up, encountered the eyes of El
Hambre.

“What’s this—a letter from Diasp”

The Indian gave him a slow, astonished
look, then nodded.

“Yes, sefior. This yellow man was
taking it to New York with him; he is a
trusted servant of that devil Dias! How
did you know?”
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Without hesitation, Hampton tore at the
letter, forced it open, and found it to contain
a number of bank drafts, each payable in
New York or San Francisco and endorsed
over to James Day. One glanceat the names
was enough.

“Some of his loot from the Beverly com-
pany,” said Hampton grimly. “No doubt
these men are the ones now in Panama.
This money must go back to them—it’ll
mean everything. What a crafty —
Dias is! El Hambre, is he in Panama now?
Can we have him arrested?”’

The Indian only laughed at that—the
laugh was sufficient answer. He shook his
head and began to roll himself another
smoke.

Hampton understood clearly enough.
Dias was quite immune from any local law,
and his victims could not reach him. He
had made a rich haul, had undoubtedly
gone away in his schooner to his secret hold,
and by the time he returned to Panama
the city would be flooded with crowds of
fresh victims. It was a safe and sure game.

Suddenly, when he had lighted his cigaret,
Fl Hambre came to Hampton and touched
his arm.

“You are looking for your brother, Don
Ricardo, yes? You want to find this man
Dias?”

“I came from the north in the same ship
with him, and didn’t know it until too late,”
said Hampton bleakly. “Yes. Now I
mean to find him, and my brother too.”

“Bueno!” The Indian made an impera-~
tive gesture. ‘““Then come with me. Iam
alone, and it is nct safe; the men of Dias
would kill me if they knew that I was an
enemy. We shall hunt that man together,
we three. But come quickly, for.cthers
are on the trail. We cannot talk here.”

He leaned over the bhody of the yellow
man, lifted it without apparent effort, and
sent it after the boxes, hidden by the close-
crowding jungle. Hampton and Job War-
lock got their packs, and the cadaverous
Indian beckoned them to the rivulet,
which had a good sand bottom. Stepping
up the stream, he shoved acide the tangle
of vines and creepers, and the others fol-
lowed him closely for a hundred feet,
crouching close to the water and avoiding
the heavy mass of foliage overhead. Then,
unexpectedly, they cmerged into another
clearing, and a trail appeared going into the
jungle. Job Warlock laughed:
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“Injun does it, matey! Now we're goin’
to get somewhere, soon’s we can swap
yarns with this chap. Looks like he’s out
to stick a knife in Dias, eh? Durned good
thing we didn’t put a bullet into him for
knifing that chink! The world’s a fine
place, so hurray!”

Hampton made no response, devoting
himself to keeping up with El Hambre, who
advanced rapidly along the narrow trail
that penetrated the jungle. When they
had gone half a mile the trail began to
mount and the trees thinned out, until at
length the three men emerged upon a hill-
side, close to a trickling waterfall and a
thatched hut. El Hambre gave a call, and
from the hut emerged a wrinkled Indian
woman. :

“M1i madre,”’ he said to the white men in
explanation. ‘“Sefiores, my house is yours.
Here we can talk in peace, for there is much
to say.”

The old woman produced food, which
neither Hampton nor Warlock desired.
After a long drink from the pool under the
fall, they lighted their pipes and joined
El Hambre in the shade; for Job Warlock,
having given up trying to masticate-the .
local tobacco, was compelled to stick to his
pipe. After having finished their brief
repast, the Indian rolled a smoke and ad-
dressed Hampton:

“Don Ricardo, your brother was my very
good friend; he was kind tome. I am sorry
that T could not help him, yet I am one man
and Dias has many men. Three years ago
Dias took my wife, because one of his men
desired her; since then I have killed his
men, and he does not know how they have
disappeared. More, T could not do. I am
alone, poor, unable to do much. Twice
I have tried to kill him—the last time, only
a few days ago in Panama. I failed.”

“Where is my brother now?” demanded
Hampton.

‘““Across the sea.”

“What?”

““St, sefior—across the Vermilion Sea,
the Gulf of California—there is a place
south of Loreto, in Baja California, where
Dias has settled. He takes his slaves there.”

“Oh!’ said Hampton. ‘“Then you know
the place?”

“I went there three years ago, sefior,”
said the Indian simply, “but my wife was
dead. T could not stay, lest they discover
me and kill me, for I wanted to kil many
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of them first. SoI came back. It wasa
long way.”

“This man, Sefior Job, is my friend,”
and Hampton indicated Warlock. ‘“He
comes with me to find my brother—and
another. Did you see Dias and the people
with him, in Panama?”’

“S1, his schooner was there.”

“Did you see a seforita with brown hair,
who was alone?”

Warlock caught the eye of the Indian
and winked significantly, and the brows of
El Hambre went up.

“Ah, yes! Yes, sefior. She went on his
schooner, with others. Some of them he
will put ashore at Mazatlan, others he will
take home as slaves.”

Hampton produced the envelope which
had contained the drafts, and pointed to
the two mysterious characters on the wax
seals.

“What does this writing, if it is writing,
mean?”’

The Indians shrugged.

“No sé, sefior! It is a mark, a brand,
used by Dias; all his men know it and re-
spect it.”

“Perhaps this is the game thing,” said
Hampton grimly, and produced from be-
neath his shirt the silver-hilted knife.
He} indicated the characters graven in the
haft.

A gaspbroke from the Indian. He leaned
forward, took the knife, examined it with
awed and incredulous eyes. Then he gazed
wolfishly from Hampton to Job Warlock.

“It is the knife of Dias himself,” he said.

“Hurray! That settles who is the mur-
derer!” cried Job Warlock, and grinned.
‘“‘Little black bull come over the moun-
tain'—Hurray! Now we can go ahead, get
the consul to have Dias stowed away in the
calabozo, and go investigate his joint up
the coast!”

“Not so fast—explain the matter first.”

Between them they sketched for El Ham-
bre what had taken place aboard the Han-
nah, and how they had been providentially
picked up by the French ship. The lean
Indian listened, his eyes flashing, a keen
intelligence evident in his features. He
was by no means handsome, since his face
was scarred and pitted by smallpox, but
both men warmed to him.

“Now,” concluded Hampton, ‘“here is
what must be done. We must go to Pana-
ma and return the money that Dias stole

”»

from those men, and vou must tell them
whose knife this is—"

El Hambre intervencd.

“A moment, sefior! It is impossible to
go to Panama.”

“Why impossible?”” demanded Hampton,
reading much behind the words.

The Indian laughed in his harsh, chuck-
ling way.

“I was there last night, bargaining with
that yellow man to bring him to Chagres,
that I might kill him; unluckily, there was
another yellow man 2

“Another?” struck in Hampton. ‘“An-
other Chinaman?”
“Dias is served by many of them,” ex-

plained the Indian. “Most of the yellow
men are his friends; why, I do not know.
Yes, there was another. I wanted to make
sure of him also, and last night I followed
him to the place, where he lived, in the
street of the shoemakers. There was a
baile in that street, and just as I was killing
the yellow man, a fight arose between
Americanos and police; so it happened that,
as I was leaving the house, police seized
me as a thief. They let me go when they
recognized me, for it is known that I am no
thief; but when they find the dead yellow
man this morning, they will search fer me.
They may be searching now—quién sabe?
If I go to Panama, they will take me.”
Hampton marveled at the cool and im-
perturbable manner in which this man
spoke of his killings. It was unreal and
ghastly, almost inhuman; nothing could
have so bitterly emphasized the Indian’s
ferocious and deadly hatred of Dias as his
matter-of-fact recital. Under the circum-
stances, it was of course impossible for El
Hambre to venture into the city by day.
On the other hand, Hampton was resolved
to get the murder of Jed Barmes cleared
up and thus procure his own absolution
from the crime. The opportunity which
was now his might never come again, and he
was savagely determined not to lose the
providential chance. Yet, for a moment,
he could find no way out of the impasse.
Upon the silence rose the voice of Job
Warlock, humming his interminable ditty:
“A little black bull came down from the mountain,
Ri tura lingtum, ri tura lay!

A little black bull came down from the mountain,
Ri tura lingtum, diddle diddle aye!

““Oh, the little black bull hc was feeling frisky,
R1 tura lingtum, ri—"
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Hampton cut short the chant.

“What sort of place is the stronghold of
Dias?”

“Puerto Escondido? As the name says,
seiior don, it is a little hidden haven, inside
a barren and rocky island. All around the
haven is ancient desert. There is a long,
deep valley with a rivulet, and a tiny harbor.
Dias has ships which prey on the pearl
fisheries or come down to these coasts and
do other things."”

‘““A pirate haven?”’

“By no means, sefor; his two schooners
hold the direct commission of Santa Ana.”

“How can we get there from Panama?
Are you willing to go with us?”

El Hambre grinned.

“Si, st, seior! I go gladly. But to go
is another matter—it is not a trip to make
in a fishing boat. There is a schooner in
port now, a Mexican schooner bound
north to Acapulco and Mazatlan. Her
captain hates all gringos and will take no
passengers; but if he thinks you are wealthy
Basques or Cubans who can pay, and me
'your servant, he will agree. He is to sail
tomorrow night or the next day. Still,
it is not a boat with a good reputation,
sefor.”

Job Warlock chuckled, reading what was
in Hampton’s thought.

“Looks like the beards stay, matey!
The world’s a good place, so hurray!”

Hampton ignored him. “Very well, we
go by that boat, El Hambre, if it can be
managed. Frem Mazatlan we can get
across the gulf easily enough. Now, have
you any idea where we can find the Ameri-
canos from whom Dias stole this money?”

The Indian, who was now aglow with
eagerness, shrugged.

“Dios sabe, seiior! They are camped
along the bay by the hundreds; already the
hotels are crowded to the doors. One must
search.”

“Well, then, we shall search. Can we
reach Panama without going by the main
road?”

“Yes; by trail to the plantation Mendoza
y Mueges, then by road to the city.”

“Then I suggest this,” said Hampton de-
cisively. ‘“You lead us there first thing in
the morning, and leave us. We've both
been in Panama before, and know our way
around. Then, after dark tomorrow night,
you come along and join us. When my
business is settled, we can see that Mexican
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skipper. Are you afraid to enter the city
after dark?”

El Hambre shrugged.

“I will risk it, sefiores; besides, I can en- _
ter even if the gates are shut. I will do it,
because we are amigos—but,” and here he
looked at Hampton in a singular manner,
““there is something you do not yet know.”

“There’s a geod deal I don’t know, but L
mean to find out,” and Hampton laughed.
“Well?”

El Hambre began to fabricate a smoke,
with meticulous care. He did not reply
until he had scratched a sulphur-match
and was puffing gently. A strange expres-
sion lay in the regard that he fastened upon
the two white men.

“Yesterday,” he said, ‘“a schooner ar-
rived in Panama, landed a passenger, and
went on to the south. It was one of the
schooners belonging to Dias—he has two.
Evidently that passenger came to meet
Dias and did not know he had already
arrived and gone north by his other schooner.
That passenger is still in Panama City.”

“Well, what of it?”’ asked Hampton,
“Who’s the passenger?”’

“A very beautiful woman,” said El
Hambre, and smiled thinly. “A most
beautiful and cruel woman, sefiores, with
the heart of a tigre. It ic said that her
father was a wealthy merchant of Manila,
and her mother a yellow woman—no one
knows. It is through her that Dias is
served by the yellow men—that is, they
serve her, and hence serve him. That
woman is more dangerous than many men.”

“And she is H

“Sefiora Dias.” The Indian spat in the
sand. “Or, as men call her, Dofia Her-
mana.”

“Dofia Hermana?” Job Warlock scowled
puzzled. “That is no woman’s name. It
means sister.”

“Sz,” and El Hambre showed his white
teeth in a flashing smile. “Dofia Hermana
del Diablo—Sister of the Devil.”

{Oh!” said Hampton thoughtfully, and
fell silent. He remembered what his broth-
er had written about this woman, and won-
dered if poor Eli were now slaving away to
build a palace in Baja California for the
wife of Dias.

“Well,” he added presently, “we have
nothing to do with her.”

“But,” said El Hambre, ‘“she is in Pana-
ma, and she is a terrible woman. I am
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afraid of her, Sefior Ricardo, and that is one
very good reason why we should not go
there.”

Hampton lcoked at the man, met the
glittering eyes, and his lips set ominously.
Then, after a moment, he spoke——

“We are going.”

“Bueno.” The Indian shrugged and
smiled. “Yo también.” _

“And I also,” repeated Job Warlock,
grinning. “All three together, and —
the odds! Eh, matey! But I think that,
instead of finishing our job, we have only
begun it!”

El Hambre, who was still fingering that
knife with the silver haft, ran his thumb
along the razor-keen blade.

“I would give much for a knife such as
this,” he murmured.

“Keep it,” said Hampton indifferently,
“but be sure to bring it to the city with
you tomorrow night!”’

The Indian uttered his harsh laugh.
“Good! Good!” he exclaimed. “There
will be men with the Dofia Hermana.
Yellow men!”

Job Warlock grinned understandingly, but
Hampton was slow to catch the implication.

III

oy HAVING made a start withdawn,
(\-\w three hours of hard travel by ]ungle
2= and hill trails saw the three com-
panions within five miles of Panama City.
Passing the Mendoza y Mueges hacienda,
they emerged upon a very fair carriage
road which, as El Hambre informed the
other two, joined the Chagres-Panama high-
way two miles from the latter city, and
which would be practically deserted. The
hour was too late for peons to be going
to town with produce, and too early for the
average city dweller to be outward bound.

“Here I leave you, sefiores,” said the
Indian gravely. “Where do we meet
tonight?”’

“That is for you to say,” returned Hamp-
ton.

“Very well. Go to the inn of the Golden
Pomegranates, in the Calle de los Her-
manos, and ask for the owner, Juan d’Aqui-
la. He is my father’s brother; say that
you come from me. Tll meet you there
at nine tonight.”

‘“Agreed,” said Hampton.
nochel”

“Hasta la
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“Until tonight,” repeated El Hambre,
and was gone among the green foliage.

Hampton and Warlock struck out to-
gether along the road, which wound appar-
ently through open jungle, though at times
patches of cleared and cultivated land ap-
peared beyond the bordering trees and
vines, and twice they passed imposing
haciendas. They had evidently been
brought into one of the fertile vales which
supplied the ancient richness of Panama.

“Looks to me,” observed Warlock, ‘‘as
if we’d better raise an army before we go
after Dias! Either that or a navy. What’s
your idea, anyhow?”’

“You and I and El Hambre can do more
than any army,” responded Hampton.
“All three of us together and —— the odds!
Hello—squally weather ahead——"

From a bend in the road just ahead,
masked by trees, rose a shrill yell, followed
by the roar of a gun. Then, almost upon
them, dashed into sight a carriage drawn
by two plunging horses. Another shot
smashed out, and one of the horses pitched
forward, bringing down the second and
flinging a groom to the road, where he lay
senseless. In the halted carriage appeared
a woman, whose bright gown and gay
parasol made a brilliant splotch of color.

As the two men stood staring, a group
of figures broke into sight, running at the
carriage; there was a flash of knives, and
a yell shrilled up.

“Hold-up,” exclaimed Job Warlock,
snatching at his revolver.

Hampton’s weapon was already out, and
he fired twice. The carriage was not twen-
ty feet distant; the bandits, half a dozen
ragged peons, were checked by the sight
of two strangers, and one of them fell to
Hampton’s shots. An escopeta roared, and
the slugs whistled overhead, as Warlock’s
weapon cracked—but instead of breaking,
the bandits yelled and leaped forward,
thinking that they had to deal with pistols
now discharged and empty.

When Hampton dropped the leader,
and Warlock winged another, cries of dis-
may burst from the remaining men, and
next instant they scattered and were gone
into the jungle, leaving a wounded comrade
to drag himself after them, and two bodies
sprawled grotesquely in the sunlit road.
Warlock sprang to the reins of the unhurt
horse, which was on his feet plunging in mad
fright, while Hampton, removing his wide
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hat, turned to the occupant of the carriage.

Somewhat to his astonishment, he per-
ceived that not only was she quite composed,
but was smiling at him in entire absence
of fright or alarm. Also, he noted that
she was a rarely beautiful woman, with
darkly vivid Spanish coloring and a peculiar
golden glow to her skin which might have
come from the sunlight splashing through
the interstices of her dropping Leghorn hat.
Jewels flashed on her fingers.

“Muchas gracias, seiores!”’ she exclaimed,
not in the long Mexican drawl but in the
more precise and lisping accents of Castile.
“I owe you more than thanks; I am in your
debt. Those bandits shot one groom and
the other went down when my horse was
killed—you are not hurt? Praise to the
saints!”’

Hampton bowed, not forgetting that he
must play a part.

“Senora, the opportunity of serving you is
its own reward. With your leave, I will
help my friend revive your groom——"

He rushed to the aid of Warlock, who had
quieted the horse, and between them they
got the stunned groom revived and on his
feet. The latter, his fears appeased, looked
at the dead bandit leader, and crossed
himself.

“It is he, El Tigre, the dreaded outlaw.
But who will pay for my horse—"

“I will pay, fool,” came the woman’s
voice, with an authoritative ring in it.
“Go and see whether your companion is
alive—thcugh I think he was shot in the
head and done for. Then return and hitch
up the remaining horse. Sefiores, to whom
do I give my thanks? Are you travelers,
as your appearance would indicate, cr pala-
din knights sent by the saints to aid me?”

Job Warlock, bowing, grinned widely and
made answer.

“Neither and both, sefiora. Being
Basque, we are noble, since every Basque
gentleman is a noble by ancient rights; and
having tired of plantations in Cuba, which
we have sold, we are now traveling to the
land of Eldorado, to seek California gold.
I am Hernan d’Etchevain, and my friend
here is Antonio Estramure. Sefiora, we
kiss your hands and feet.”

To all this stately Spanish speech the
woman paid little heed, save to one word,
for her eyes were devouring the two men.
Hampton found those dark and liquid eyes
unaccountably piercing, and behind their

beauty was a poiseand quiet control unusual
in such a woman.

“Basque!” she repeated. ‘“That explains
the accent, and also the swift action. Se-
fores, since you are bound for California,
it happens that I may be of aid to you.
Come to my house at five this afternoon—

. the House of Yellow Tiles, in the Calle de

los Hermanos.”

Hampton bowed assent, and at this in-
stant the groom returned, with word that
his fellow was dead. Hampton and War-
lock helped him get the remaining horse
patched up with the harness, and in another
five minutes the carraige moved away
toward town, with a last farewell from the
unknown lady. When the equipage had
disappeared, Warlock dug his friend in the
ribs.

“Ha! ‘Little black bull came over the
mountain’—did ye note the hit ye made,
Dick? " She has an eye for wide shoulders,
eh? T’ll bet she’d like to see ye show up
without me! And no name mentioned,
neither—she’s some fine lady. Look out
ye don’t get a knife from her husband to-
night. A knife’s a poor dinner, as the
Injun said when he rubbed his belly—""

“Shut up,” said Hampton, but frowned
as he spoke. ‘“There’s something about
her what I don’t fancy.”

“Then I'll keep the appointment, and
glad to leave ye behind!” Warlock chuckled.
“Let’s be moving, for we have work to do.
Aye, her house is in the same street with the
inn—you stop behind, and I’ll go meet the
lady, right enough!”

“We’ve other things on hand than playing
fast and loose in Panama City.”

“Aye, but she can help usget north!
That’s a shot in your locker, matey.”

Hampton returned no answer, but struck
into a rapid stride. He was not so pleased
with the adventure as might have been;
beautiful as the woman was, something in
her face chilled and startled him; he could
not forget the singular poise of those dark
eves.

However, he made no comment as they
continued their brisk pace, and Job did not
again break in upon his silence, Suddenly
the road which they were following made
an abrupt turn, and then emerged without
warning upon the highway, two miles from
the city—a wide road here paved with cob-
bles, chain gangs of convicts at work in-
stalling the stones farther on. The towers
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of the cathedral glistened in the sunlight,
and to right and left were handrome
suburban residences and gardens, the morn-
ing air sweet with the scent of flowers and
oranges.

Another mile, and they came to the huge
arching span of the stone bridge, and went
on past the tower to where the road nar-
rowed between walls to the moat and gate,
where barefoot soldiers, clad in dirty white,
uniform caps of blue and red, sustained the
dignity of the sovereign republic of New
Granada. The gates were open and the
soldiers more interested in dice than in en-
trants, however, and no question was asked
as the two friends passed through to the
narrow streets of the city.

Here the tremendous influx of foreign ele-
ments was at once evident. There seemed
to be only a sprinkling of little brown men,
most of them barefoot, and native women
cloaked in rebosos; everywhere were foreign-
ers, with Americans predominating. The
majority of these were swaggering about,
enjoying themselves and spending money
in great style; but from comments he caught
in passing, and a few emaciated skeletons
whom he observed, Hampton concluded
that the camp on the beach would tell a
different story. Neither he nor Warlock
saw any one whom they knew, and having
first to find the Inn of the Golden Pome-
granates, directed their inquiries to this
end.

The Street of the Brothers proved 1o be a
tortuous and narrow lane behind the plaza,
and not far from the ramparts where the
brazen Spanish cannon glittered in the sun-
light. Passing down this lane, the two men
came presently to their objective—a small
and unpromising fonda which was obviously
given over to the peon trade, with numbers
of Indians and mestizos sprawling about.
Finding himself confronted by a wrinkled
little old man, Hampton asked for Juan
d’Aquila.

“I am he, sefiores,” said the other, with
a scrape, and a half-scowl.

“We are from El Hambre.”

Instantly the demeanor of their host
passed from suspicion into hurried affabili-
ty. He conducted them to a door, which
led into a passage, and so into a very clean
room with pink-painted ceiling and enor-
mous netted bed. Relieving them of their
packs, d’Aquila set out chairs and bowed.

“Sefiores, my house is yours, and all in it.
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Shall I bring food and wine before talking?”

It was by this time noon, and Hampton
assented gladly. D’Aquila left, speedily to
return with cakes, fruit and wine. Then,
while they ate, he rolled cigaritos for them
and talked. He was a little, gentle old
Indian, full of wisdom.

“You are from that nephew of mine, an
therefore it is a matter for discretion,” he
said smilingly. “I suppose he knows that
the police are seeking him?”

Hampton nodded. “Yes, but he is to
meet us here at nine tonight. Can you sup-
ply us with a room that will be private?”

“This is my own room; it is yours.”

“Good. We shall return here, and to-
night two or three men may come asking
for us, at nine o’clock. They will ask for
me, Don Ricardo; admit them, for they are
friends. That is all.”

“Except,” said Warlock, “to tell us where
there is a house in this street called the
House of Yellow Tiles. Who lives there?”

D’Aquila shrugged:

“It is an old house at the farther end of
the street, sefiores, and once belonged to
the family of Guzman; now it is rented to
no one knows whom—a family from down
the coast, some say. They are rarely seen,
and are not here often, though I heard
today that the house was open.”

Disappointed in this, Hampton rose, for
he meant to waste no time getting in touch
with some of the Beverly company men; <o,
bidding d’Aquila adios, he returned to the
street with Job Warlock, and they began
to make inquiries from the obvious Ameri-
cans sauntering past.

They discovered that their search must
depend upon luck alone. The various
companies reaching Panama tried to keep
together, but it was impossible. The hotels
were crowded, rooms of all sorts were at a
high premium, and hundreds of men were
camped out along the beach, while those
who could afford to do so had gone over to
Tobago Island to get out of the Panama
fever-zone. The two friends consulted, and
decided to separate.

“We’ve no time to lose, and one of us will
be sure to get results,” said Job Warlock.
“Whichever one of us finds the crowd, tell
’em to be at the inn at nine—that right?
Then, where will you and me meet up?”’

“At the inn, or failing that, at the se-
fiora’s house at five.”

Warlock grinned.
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“Ain’t going to give me a show alone, eh?
All right. So long.”

‘So they parted, at the plaza, each going
in a different direction along the crowder!
streets.

Hampton, bound in the general direction
of the beach, could not miss the uproarious
spirit of those around him; for here about
the plaza centered the cockpits and gam-
bling halls, where monte was the chief diver-
sion, and the pulguerias where every kind
of drink from Peruvian pisco to Irish
whisky could be obtained. For the gold-
seekers there was no siesta hour, yet Hamp-
ton observed that the Americans in general,
and above all the New Englanders, were
under far greater restraint than the Euro-
peans., Everywhere whanged out ‘‘Susan-
nah,” from voice, accordion, violin or ban-
jo; the swinging lilt of that air, which could
be plaintive or roaring according to the
tempo, filled everything.

“If it’s like this at noon, what is it at
night?” said Hampton to a Yankee stand-
ing in the street industriously chewing
tobacco.

“Plain —— at night, pardner,” was the
response, “with them niggers keepin’ knives
sharp.”

“I suppose you don’t happen to know
where I could find a Beverly company I'm
looking for?”

“Them Beverly men? Sure—the poor
are camped down to the beach, just
the other side them fishing shacks. Half
of them down with plague or fever, I hear
tell.”

Hampton turned away and started for
the bay, keeping time to ‘“‘Susannah” as a
party of bearded Hamburg men roared it
out to German words of their own. That
was practically the only tune heard in Pana-
ma, even when the military band played in
the plaza; there was something in its lilt,
in its sharply accented rhythm, which cap-
tivated the fancy of men.

When he was nearing the beach, along
a hot and deserted little street with over-
hanging balconies and closed shutters,
Hampton descricd a figure approaching
him with staggering step. This gaunt,
emaciated creature, with ragged beard and
tatterdemalion garments, he knew at once
for an American, and eyed the man with
pity. Then, upon drawing closer, dim re-
cognition of those discase-smitten features
leaped within him, and he halted staring;
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abruptly, with a gasp, he realized that this
reeling scarecrow was the erstwhile dapper
Adam Johnson, secretary of the Beverly
company! Johnson came closer, fastened
haggard eyes on Hampton, and came to a
halt.

“You!’ he croaked. “No, it can’t be
you, Dick Hampton—it can’t be you—"

Hampton sprang forward and caught
the man as he reeled.

“Dick Hampton it is, old fellow—here,
brace up! You're sick!”

“Sick and starved.” A hollow groan
burst from Adam Johnson. “Nickerson
died yesterday—he stayed with us. The
other officers went with that scoundrel
James Day. We're flat broke. No money,
nothing except what we can beg—dysentery,
fever u

“Thank God, man, I found you!” ex-
claimed Hampton fervently. “Coming
across from Chagres I intercepted a mes-
sage from Day. It contained a lot of your
money—he was sending it to be cashed in
New York. Here, look at these——"

He produced the drafts, and Adam
Johnson looked at them with distended
eyes, then put his face in his hands and
cried like a child. Hampton drew him into
the shade of a doorway.

“You can’t know what this means to us,
all,”” gasped Johnson at length. “Thirty
of us were here; ten are dead. Three more
won’t last until tomorrow. But now we
can get food, everything! A lot of the other
men have helped us, but most of them don’t
care. Now we can get back home—man,
this is too good to be true! Thank the good
Lord for you, Dick Hampton.”

Hampton took Johnson’s arm and turned
back toward the plaza.

“Here, I have ready money,” he said
quietly. ‘“While you're getting one of
those drafts cashed, if you can do so, Ull
be buying up some stuff and engaging a
carrier. We'd better take a load down to
camp. And tonight I'll be able to give you
proof, Johnson, that I was innocent of the
murder of Jed Barnes. Dias was the guilty
man— James Day.”

“I don’t doubt it now,”’ said the other
bitterly. ‘‘After the way he robbed us all,
we’ll believe anything of the scoundrel.
And, Hampton! Nelly Barnes must have
gone on the schooner with him and our
officers. Ezra Howe and his wife were to
look after her -—”’
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“Never mind; I know,” said Hampton.
“Come along, now. We've work to do.”

There was no difficulty in getting some of
the drafts cashed, as many a man had more
ready cash than he needed and was glad to
convert some of it into less dangerous
paper; moreover, Adam Johnson was a
man well known to others from Boston or
near-by parts. So, in half an hour’s time,
the two approached the terrible waterfront,
with two staggering peon carriers behind
them, and others on the way.

The scene along the beach, where each
morning a dozen or two bodies were washed
out to the sharks, beggared description;
the Beverly men were no worse off than
other parties. With food, drink, medicines,
Dick Hampton and others who were sound
fell to work among the sick, injected some
atoms of order and decency into the miser-
able shelters of blankets and old garments,
and finally moved the entire company to a
spot farther down the beach where the
sand was at least a trifle cleaner. The
gratitude of the destitute men to Hampton
was pitiful, for scarce one of them but had
obtained a portion of his money back.

This work of mercy took time, however—
most of the afternoon, in fact, and there
was no sign of Job Warlock on the scene,
so that Hampton had the chief burden on
his own shoulders. One or two men from
other companies pitched in and gave a
hand, but the majority only marveled.
The shouts of joy from the Beverly men,
their devout prayers of thanksgiving, had
attracted attention, and the news of their
retrieved fortunes had been swift to spread
abroad through the multitude.

Hampton was far from suspecting any
danger from this fact; he had no time to
think of anything until the camp was in
shape. Then, in a drip of perspiration and
feeling nearly exhausted, he joined Adam
Johnson over a pipe and a bottle of wine.
It was nearly four o’clock, and he had little
enough time to get clean clothes, return to
the inn and bathe, and keep his appoint-
ment with the unknown sedora. Still, it
was necessary to confide in Johnson to a
certain extent, and he did so, but found that
Johnson could give him no further infor-
mation.

“Say the word,” said Johnson, ‘and
we’ll all join you in following that rascal
Day!”

* “No, thanks,” returned Hampton blunt-
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ly. He could not explain that these retired
farmers and New England merchants were
not the type of men to go on such a quest.
“What you can do is to have three or four
men with you at the Inn of the Golden
Pomegranates at nine sharp tonight. I
want you to be able to take word home that
I'm innocent of murdering Jed Barnes”

“We'll do it, and gladly,” affirmed John-
son. “We'll send off letters tomorrow, to
make certain, and will carry the word our-
selves. We're all going back home, I
think, as fast as we’re able to travel.”

Hampton looked across the sand, at-
tracted by a sudden motion. A peon had
been talking with a group of the Beverly
men, and now rose and departed. Moved
by a sudden impulse, Hampton hailed the
men.

“What was that fellow after, boys?
Look out for thieves, now!”

“You bet,” came the response. “He’d
heard about your finding our money, and
was just asking who you were.”

Hampton sprang to his feet, but the peon
had disappeared.

“Anything wrong?” demanded Adams
Johnson.

‘No,” said Hampton slowly. “No. I'll
have to be moving, though. See you to-
night, sure!”

“Nine sharp.”

Hampten returned to the plaza thought-
fully. It seemed hardly likely that Dias
should have left men to look out for him
and Job Warlock—that they should ever
reach Panama must have appeared im-
probable; yet ever since their rescue they
had been anticipating some such possibility.
Dias had too much at stake to take chances.
If that peon had been a spy of Dias, then
the fat might be in the fire—or it might
not.

Returning to the inn with a bundle of
clean clothes, he went to the room d’Aquila
had put at his disposal. Job Warlock had
not returned. Hampton trimmed his half-
grown beard, washed and dressed, and
slightly before five o’clock started down
the street toward the House of Yellow
Tiles. All in all, he felt highly satisfied
with his afternoon’s work.

The house in question, one of the many
half-ruined structures which filled the old
city, was pointed out to him, and as he ap-
proached, he sighted the figure of Warlock
coming toward him.
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“Where’ve you been all afternoon?’’ de-
manded Hampton.

Warlock grinned, and opened his hand to
display a mass of gold coins.

“Playing monte—and winning. Like-
wise, I been playing with that Mex skipper
the Injun told us about. Filled him full
o’ lies, and we can have passage if we want.
His schooner leaves in the morning. Have
any luck? All spruced up for the lady,
ain’t you?”’

“Found Adam Johnson; everything’s set-
tled. Here’s our house.”

They paused before an archway, which
gave access to an old carven black-oak door.
Job Warlock pulled the hand bell, and
Hampton let the heavy knocker fall—then
he found the hand of Warlock gripping his
arm.

“Look there¥’ exclaimed Job, pointing,
a sudden glitter in his eyes, and Hampton
turned to look at the stone beside the door-
way, on the inside of the arch. There,
painted in blue on the stone, were the two
characters which had appeared on the knife
and seal of Dias.

“Good gosh, matey!” breathed Job War-
lock softly. “Know what this is? Now
we're up against it and no mistake—that
there sefiora was Dofia Hermana herself—
the wife o’ Dias!”

The door before them opened, and Hamp-
ton swung about to face a Chinaman.

v

o1 “YOU are expected, sefiores,” said
}g l the yellow man in bad Spanish.
v o8\  “Say quick!” snapped Job War-

lock in English. “In or out, matey?”

“In,” said Hampton, stepping forward.
There suddenly came to him the realization
that if this woman really were Doifa
Hermana, she could of course assist them
on their way—not to Upper California, but
to Lower California. If she could be
wheedled into assisting them, so much the
better.

Then, while he stood beside Warlock in
the hall for a moment, as the Chinaman
took their hats before leading them on into
the patio, Hampton could have groaned
aloud. The woman took them for Basques;
but if his suspicions were correct, Dias’
spies already knew their true names—-or
that of Hampton, at least. Perhaps, after
all, Dias had taken for granted that they

would never reach Panama; yet he was not a
man to take things for granted. Hampton
gripped Job Warlock’s shoulder, as they
crossed the threshold.

“I’'ve mixed things horribly, Job,” he
said quietly. ‘Careful, now!”

“Injun does it,” said Warlock cheerfully,
not understanding yet accepting the words.
Then they were following the yellow man
into a hidden but magnificent patio, sweet
with the spray of a large fountain, the air
heavy with flower scents, orange trees and
blooming beds all around.

The Chinaman led to an awning spread
near the fountain, where Dofia Hermana
awaited them. Now she was clad in a
shimmering brocade of dark-blue shot with
silver, which richly accentuated her star-
tling beauty, and enhanced the slight
oriental effect of her features. Yet for all
her beauty, for all the smiling warmth of
her greeting, Hampton could not feel that
he was dealing with a woman, as he knew
women; in her seemed no depth of emotion,
and the liquid tendemess of her eyes rang
false, though her welcome appeared sincere
enough.

“So my paladins could leave the delights
of Panama to come and see a poor woman!”
she exclaimed, holding out her hands to
them. ‘Sefiores, I am honored; this house
is yours.”

“Sefiora, my friend here has been moving
all day in a dream,” put in Warlock slyly.
“He has talked only of you—by the saints,
each hour has been a century for him! I
do not know whether he more desires to
proceed to California, or to stay in
Panamal”

At this audacious speech, Hampton flung
his friend one angry glance, but the sefiora
laughed merrily and directed the full
battery of her eves on Hampton.

“Well, sefior, has your desire for Cali-
fornia in truth grown so weak?”

“Not at all,” responded Hampton, re-
signing himself. “But what is there in
California except gold?”’

“That was a much nicer compliment,
senor,” she returned, and for a moment
Hampton read singular and disquicting
things in her eyes. ‘I like you both, my
bold Basques! Here, sit by me and I shall
roll you something to smoke, and you shall
taste my sherbets while we talk.”

They seated themselves, and two native
women appeared, placing sherbet and cakes
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on the table and supplying the sefior with
smoking materials. When she had deftly
rolled cigaritos from tobacco and the fine
thin paper that the ricos used, she struck a
sulphur match, lighted her own first, in the
courteous Mexican fashion, and then when
the sulphur had burned off held out the
match to Hampton.

“Now tell me of your affairs,” she said,
watching the two, although her eyes rested
more upon Hampton than on Warlock.
“How did you happen to be on the road
this morning?”’

“We were lost, coming across from
Chagres, and followed jungle trails,” said
Hampton.

“You have money? You have arranged
for a passage north, perhaps?”’

“Money, yes, but money will not buy a
passage north,” returned Hampton. “A
ship from Callao is expected next week,
every berth is sold, and a bonus of five
hundred dollars is being offered without a
taker. We have no hope of getting a pas-
sage for some months.”

The sefiora smiled. __

“Then I can in some slight measure repay
your service, sefiores! My husband’s
schooner is now down among the islands,
and will return here in a week, to carry me
north to Mazatlan. May I offer you a
passage to that port? There I can help
you arrange for a passage to San I'rancisco,
or my husband can do so. Would this suit
you?”’ iy

Her gaze dwelt upon Hampton’s face,
and he endeavored to assume a joy that he
was far from feeling. It was ridiculous to
think that -this woman was deliberately
flirting with him, yet he read curious things
in those dark and liquid eyes.

“Sefiora, the thought of that voyage in
vour company overpowers me with hap-
piness!”’ he made answer, and thanked her
with the stately Spanish phrases that could
mean so much or so little. He was un-
comfortably conscious of Job Warlock’s
grin.

“Bueno. Then it is arranged,” and the
lady waved her cigarito grandly. “Come,
tell me about yourselves and your adven-
tures in Cuba! Every one knows that
Basques are adventurers and men of great
deeds——"

“But, sefiora,” protested Hampton, ‘“we
do not yet know whose hospitality we are
so happily enjoying!”
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The sefiora opened her dark eyes.

“What! Have I not told you that my
husband is the merchant Juan Avilar y
Sortes of Mazatlan, and that I am Inez de
Sortes? You must pardon my omission,
then, sefiores! Come, what of yourselves?”

Hampton made haste to forestall his
companion in replying. Now that he defi-
nitely knew the lady for a liar—he was
convinced that she was the wife of Dias—
he did not hesitate to deliver a bold stroke.
In any case, she would know soon enough
that he was not what he represented him-
self, but an American; and if Dias had left
any word of Hampton, she would quickly
know him for whom he was. Perhaps be-
fore the night was out.

“There is little to tell, sefora,” he re-
plied swiftly, building on the lady’s evident
failure to meet her husband here. “We
obtained passage to Chagres from the
Havana with a most charming gentleman,
a North American, whom we expected to
meet here, but so far we have not found
him. He came ahead of us from Chagres,
you understand.”

“His name?”’ she murmured. ‘“PerhapsI
could help you in the search.”

“His name,” said Hampton, while War-
lock gave him an oblique glance, ‘“was
Senior Day—James or Diego Day. You
have heard of him, yes?”

By the brief narrowing of her lids he
knew the shot had driven home. She only
picked up a fan, however, and began to
move it lazily.

“I regret not to have heard of him,
sefior,” she said. “I shall have inquiries
made.”

“That will be most kind,” said Hampton
earnestly. “This Sefior Day must cer-
tainly be in the city; had we not become
lost in the mountains for several days, we
should have met him, though by now he
may have gone to Tobago Island. He was
much enamored of a lady aboard the ship,
and has perhaps taken her to the island to
await a north-bound vessel.”

Now was reward, certain and prompt,
for the eyes of the lady flashed with a
sudden and fierce glint, as the eyes of an
angered tigress, and her long fingers checked
the fan for an instant. Then it passed,
but Hampton knew that he had scored a
hit. Job Warlock by his silence betrayed
his perplexity, so Hampton swiftly ordered
him to tell the sefiora of their adventures,
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and Job wakened into action. He had a
seaman’s gift for using his imagination, and
now he used it to a remarkable extent.

The lady listened to the recital with only
perfunctory attention, however, lazily using
her fan and watching Hampton rather than
Warlock. The brain behind those dark
eyes was busy, and Hampton, realizing the
fact, was only too glad to seize the first
opportunity of rising and taking leave.

“We promised to be at the Astor House
by dark, and it is nearly sunset now,” he
said. “We have arranged to get a room
there, or clse at a small tavern in this same
street; so we must be on hand to secure it.
Also, we must look for news of Seiior Day.”

The sefiora did not protest, and rose to
say farewell first to Job Warlock, smiling
into his eyes as she did so. Then she
struck a gong on the table, and the Chinese
servant who had admitted them made his
appearance.

“Sefior,” she said to Job, ‘“you expressed
your admiration of my tobacco—I shall
have this servant give you a packet of it,
with my compliments. I trust that I shall
see you very shortly; perhaps at the com-
andante’s grand baile on Sunday night, for

which I shall secure you invitations.
Hasta la visty”
Warlock, finding himself dismissed,

winked over the lady’s shoulder and moved
toward the patio entrance. The sefiora
turned swiftly to Hampton, as the latter
bowed over her hand, and clutched his

fingers. He felt something shoved into his
palm.
“Here, sefior! Take this, and in time of

trouble it may be of use to you. Preserve
it carefully; you will find that I am not
ungrateful to my gallant Basque adven-
turer! You will return—when? Tomorrow
evening when the moon rises?”’

“Senor, if I am in this city tomorrow
evening,” responded Hampton, forcing a
smile to meet those disquieting eyes, ‘“the
power of Sefior Diablo himself shall not
keep me from looking into your eyes!
H:sta la vista.”

“Hasta la noche,”’ corrected the sefiora,
and smiled after him as he departed.

Five minutes afterward, the carven doors
closed behind the two friends, and they
were in the almost empty street, the
heavens above and the ancient stone walls
and houses tinctured with the red glare of
sunset. Hampton wiped sweat from his brow.
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“I said it,” observed Job Warlock
whimsically. “These Spanish girls all look
twice at a fair-haired senor whose gray
eves K

Hampton’s fingers closed on his arm.

“Stop it! Job, you have plenty of money?
Then get off in a hurry and find that Mex
skipper of yours; tell him we're in danger
of our lives from Americans—any story you
like. The point is, we must get out of
here at the earliest possible moment. Bribe
him to sail at dawn, if you can.”

“But—" began the staring Warlock.
Hampton checked him energetically.

“No time to talk now; explain later.
Arrange for ourselves and our Indian
servant, and do it at any cost, savvy? If
we'’re here tomorrow, we’ll catch it hot and
heavy. Get along with you, now, and

back to the inn on the jump. TIll have
dinner waiting for you.”
Comprehending that some urgency

threatened, Warlock paused not for more
argument, but departed at a run. Hamp-
ton, drawing a deep breath, started more

calmly for the inn. ’

“That was a stiff job, and a mighty
mean one!” he reflected uncomfortably.
“But she asked for it, and she got it. How
far she meant well, heaven only knows, and
I'm sure no judge—she lied like a good one,
though, and if I can get her started on the
trail of her precious spouse, so much the
better. All’'s fair in war. Just the same,
I want to be out of town when she wakes
up to the truth.”

Feeling the lady’s parting gift in his
sweating palm, he looked at the object.
This proved to be a small flat tablet of
ivory or bone, in which a gold ring was
inserted for suspension by a cord. Upon
the tablet were incised those same two
characters which Dias used as a seal or
brand, and the incisions were filled with
blue paint.

Hampton was swift to comprehend that
this was a token which would be recognized
by any of Dias’ men; the sefiora had not
spoken falsely in describing its potential
value. He thrust it into a pocket and
turned in at the tavern entrance. D’Aquila,
wrinkled and gentle, met and led him
through a crowd of peons to the passage,
and in a few words Hampton arranged to
have dinner served in their private room in
an hour’s time.

Alone, he stretched out, lighted his pipc,
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and rather gloomily reviewed the events
of the afternoon. He was beginning to
feel afraid of Dofia Hermana; he felt more
afraid of her in kindness than in anger.
This, in fact, was one reason for his words
to her. He felt very certain that within a
few hours she would know much of all of
the truth about him, and he desired to
leave her in no doubt of his own position.

His pipe was not yet finished when Job
came into the room, shut the door, and
then dropped into a chair.

“Done it! Found him still at monte and
in a run of bad luck,” Warlock announced
without preamble. ‘“He’s agreed to sail at
dawn, and.will have a boat waiting for us
then; we’re to flash a light twice on the
beach. Passage to Mazatlan will cost us
two hundred each. I paid him half down,
and it cleaned me out. Lord help us if he
discovers that we’re Americans and not
Basques! He hates gringos like poison.
Well, matey, what’s the good word?"”

Hampton knocked out his pipe, and re-
counted his experiences of the afternoon.
When he told about the inquiring peon,
Warlock let out a whistle.

“‘Little black bull came over the moun-
tain’—oh, I savvy plenty, Dick! Old Dias
left word to look out for us if we ever did
show up, and you can gamble on it. But
why tell the sefiora all that stuff?”’

“If the peon was a spy, won’t he report
to her—probably this evening?’’ countered
Hampton. “Job, there’s only one word to
apply to the lady; she’s plumb bad! She'll
find soon enough that we’ve skipped town
—then what?”’

4 to pay, I reckon.”

“Sure; but we'll be heading north and
she’ll be laid up here until her schooner
comes back ina week. Meantime, she’ll be
boiling about her precious husband. Also,
the chances are she’ll know that we've
started north, and she’ll drop in an Acapulco
and Mazatlan to look us up. All in all,
she’ll waste a lot of time before she gets
home, and we’ll have a chance to work at
Dias. I don’t mind saying that I'd like to
leave her out of the scrap; at the same
time, I'd sooner have her enmity than her
friendship.”

Warlock grinned at this.

“Injun does it, matey! You played her,
all right—and I don’t know as I blame you
for being scared of her. She has her eye on
you, right enough. Still, that tobacco was
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pretty good stuff. What was it she slipped
into your hand during that affectionate
adios you exchanged?”’

Hampton grunted disgustedly, and pro-
duced the bone tablet. Warlock examined
it, and frowned over the characters.

“I’d like to know what this writing
means! Well, take care of the thing; we
may need it yet. Now, see here—what
about guns? We can’t get any more am-
munition for these durned French re-
volvers; but if we look sharp, we can rustle
up some real American style pistols and
rifles tonight. The town’s full of would-be
Injun hunters, and there’s plenty of men
will be glad to cash in on the guns they can’t
use. Guns ain’t grub, as the Injun said
when he rubbed his belly.”

“Good idea,” approved Hampton, and
got out his money-belt. “Suppose you at-
tend to it right after dinner, will you?
Here’s enough money to see you through;
we'll reach Mazatlan with a slim purse, but
I"think we’ll scrape along all right. Here’s
dinner now.”’

Their host entered, himself bearing the
meal Hampton had ordered, and the two
friends discussed a simple but excellent
dinner. When he had finished, Job War-
lock girded up his loins and departed on his
errand. Hampton, finding himself with
half an hour to spare, donned his hat and
went out in search of a razor, for he was de-
termined to be rid of his beard before the
next sun.

He sauntered up toward the plaza, and
found the gay night life of Panama in full
blast—the streets thronged with natives
and gold-hunters, music-halls and drink-
shops riotous with loud voices, palaces of
chance crowded to the doors with seekers
after sudden wealth at dice or cards.
Guitars thrummed and voices thundered
‘“‘Susannah” with every known variation,
for here were the men with money to
spend, the still eager and hopeful ones—
that horrible camp near the beach was far
from this bright scene. Hampton saw
nothing of his French friends, who had
probably not yet arrived from Gorgona.

He wandered on, and behind the cathe-
dral found a shop where he purchased a
razor and other toilet articles. Then, re-
tracing his steps toward the plaza, he came
to the squalid little tavern known as the
Astor House, and was passing it when he
caught a sudden shrill shout from close at
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hand. He halted, and the next moment
found a dozen little brown soldiers all
around him, rifles up and an officer pushing
to the front.

And, beside the officer, pointing him out
eagerly, was the peon whom he had noticed
in the camp that afternoon—the spy of Dias.

Vv

[ 23] TOO slow to waken to his danger,
=y < Hampton perceived that he was sur-
“~ rounded beyond hope of escape.
There was no local ill-feeling against
Americans, for Panama was too far from
Mezxico to share in the hatred engendered
by the late war; but the brown soldiers took
no chances in dealing with their brawny
transients, and the steadiness of the rifles
around him apprized Hampton that he
could not attempt to break clear.

“It is he, senor capitan!” cried the peon
to the officer, pointing to Hampton.
“That is the gringo, the very one! It was
he who robbed and murdered my brother,
coming from Chagres! Warn your men to
be careful, for he is a very in strength
and alertness § L

The officer, planting himself before Hamp-
ton, lifted his sword.

“Sefior, it is my duty to arrest you,” he
exclaimed dramatically. “Do not force my
brave soldiers to use their weapons g

Hampton caught at a desperate chance.
It was still possible that this spy had been
too busy seeking for him to communicate
with Dona Hermana—if this were so, then
he had a chance to get clear.

“Senor capitan,” he said gravely, with a
bow, “I fear there is some mistake,since I am
no gringo but a Basque gentleman, and have
done nothing which might cause my arrest.”

The officer bowed in return.

“Senior Basque, I am desolated, but
duty is the master of all men. This worthy
senor, well known to me, accuses you of
having slain and robbed his brother.
There is no doubt of your innocence, of
course, but at the same time the accusation
must be brought before the Jefe——"

“If you will withdraw your brave
soldiers, sefor capitan,” said Hampton,
‘“and allow me a momen’t private conver-
station with this sefior, who 1s evidently a
gentleman of the gente fina, I will speedily
convince him that he has mistaken me for
another man.”
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The officer turned to the scowling peon,
who, hand on knife, was obviously puzzled
by Hampton’s calm acceptance of the situ-
ation. A word passed, then the officer
assented.

“Very well, senor Basque, but I implore
you not to draw upon yourself the deadly
fire of my men.”

The white-clad, barefoot soldiers with-
drew in a wide semi-circle. The peon took
a step forward, his eyes probing Hampton
with a sneer.

“Well, gringo?”’ he demanded. ‘“You
think I can be mistaken,eh? Youneed not
attempt to bribe me—you know whom I
serve.”

“Fool!” said Hampton quietly. ““Bobo
that you are! Why have you not reported
this affair to Dofia Hermana? Now look
at this token, and beware what you do!”

He handed the peon the little bone slab
bearing the two characters. The peon held
it to the light streaming from the hotel
windows, and uttered a sudden gasp. His
manner completely altered.

“Serior!” he exclaimed, passing it back
to Hampton. “Sefior — how was I to
know? You answered the description, and
those gringos told me your name—eay di
mi! We have searched the hotel here for
you—they said you were lodged here.
Pardon this error, sefor; I kiss your hands
and feet

Stammering incoherent apologies, the
peon turned to the officer and with many
appeals to the saints deplored the error
that he had committed. He then appeased
the officer’s disgust with a few coins, and
in two minutes the soldiers were marching
away.

“Serior,” said the peon humbly, “I did
not know that senor Dias had sent——"

Hampton was not slow to take a chance,
if he might thus get rid of the man.

“Has anything been discovered of that
Indian?” he demanded.

“You mean, seior, the hombre called El
Hambre? No, but I have hopes

“Then you will find him at Gorgona.
Get out of the city, and reach Gorgona
before dawn if possible—he will be there,
unsuspecting. When vou return, report
this matter to Dona Hermana at once.
You are not to arrest El Hambre, but have
him put out of the way.”

“St, si, those are the orders, sefor,” ex-
claimed the other eagerly. “I can get out of
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the city and procure a good mule—si, it
shall be done! Have you no other com-
mands?”’

“None,” said Hampton, ‘“except to make
haste.”

“This moment.
amol”

“Hasta luego,” returned Hampton in-
differently, and passed into the hotel.

That last farewell, couched in the phrase
used only by men of Indian blood, told
him that the peon regarded him as a
superior; still, since the spy supposed him
to be stopping in the hotel, it was as well
to carry on the game. Hampton stood
talking for a few minutes with a group of
New York men, then, convinced that the
spv had departed, he left the place, crossed
the plaza, and made all haste toward the
Inn of the Golden Pomegranates.

As he entered, old d’Aquila beckoned
him into a corner.

“Sefior, your friend has returned, and
three other men are now in the room with
him. My brother’s son is here, but in
hiding.”

“Send him to the room at once, then,”

said Hampton. “Itis quite safe.”

He went on to the room, where he found
Job Warlock, with Adam Johnson and two
other men of the Beverly company. These
three were vastly different from the emaci-
ated skeletons of the afternoon; fed and
clothed, shaved and cleaned, they were
more like themselves, and they wrung
Hampton’s hand with fervent expressions
of gratitude.

“And, Dick, here’s a little present from
all of us,” said Adam Johnson, holding up a
rifle. “It’s one of the best we could find
in town—we want you to know how we
feel about everything; we’re all mighty
sorry fqr the past, Dick, and we’d like you
to have this rifle as a sort of testimonial
from the whole company, or what’s left of
it. We didn’t have time to get it engraved
but it’s said to be a fine weapon —’

Hampton examined the silver-mounted
rifle, a fine specimen of English workman-
ship, and accepted it without demur, more
than grateful for the feelings which in-
spired the gift. At this moment the door

.opened, and El Hambre stepped into the
room with a grave salutation.

When Hampton had introduced the
Indian, he proceeded straight to business.
El Hambre produced the knife with the

Va usted con Dios, seiior
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silver hilt, which Adam Johnson and the
other. two men at once recognized, and re-
lated how on two occasions he had seen it
in the possession of Dias. He also told
something of what he knew about Dias.

“Now, gentlemen,” said Hampton, it
might be easy to think that I had inspired
this testimony; but taking it along with
what you already know of Day

“Nonsense, Mr. Hampton!” one of the
other men broke in warmly. “We've
I'arned enough about that skunk Day,
you’d better believe—lord knows what he’s
done to the rest of the company! So it
was him killed poor Jed Barnes, eh?”’

“It was,” said Hampton. “Because he
was afraid of me—he had learned that I
was after him—he had me set adrift. I
didn’t know he was my man, you see. Had
a letter from my brother Eli about a chap
named Winslow or Dias, and like a fool I
blurted it out to James Day, who was the
very man. Well, there you are! It’s
evident enough to me that he slipped into
Jed Barnes’ cabin o

“Say no more, sir,” exclaimed Adam
Johnson, who knew enough Spanish to
have followed the testimony of El Hambre.
“We shall take upon ourselves to clear
your name at home, be sure of that. Some
of us are going home, a few of us are going
to California. If you suspect that Miss
Bames and the officers of the company will
meet foul play at the hands of Day, we
shall be glad to follow you

“You can’t do it, Johnson,” said Hamp-
ton. “Thanks for the offer, but it’s im-
possible. Three of us can get through where
more would fail. I expect to be out of
Panama by daybreak, but don’t breathe it
to a soul. Day has men here, and I only
avoided arrest tonight by a bit of luck—
they’re after me. If you’ll clear up this
murder charge at home, I’ll feel amply
repaid for the little I’ve done.”

“Depend on us for that,” said Johnson,
and presently got his two companions
away.

Left alone, the three men regarded one
another, then Job Warlock grinned.

“What’s this about arrest, matey?”’

Hampton produced the bone tablet and
handed it to El Hambre. The Indian
started, and his dark eyes swept up in tacit
questioning.

“The lady saved us after all, Job,” said
Hampton, and proceeded to tell E1 Hambre
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of their meeting with Dofia Hermana and
its aftermath. The eyes of the Indian
glittered savagely.

“If I had known this!”” he murmured, and
fingered the silver haft of the knife.

“None of that,” commanded Hampton
curtly. “We have all we can do to get out
of here alive,” and he went on to describe
his experiences with the spy. “If that
peon goes to Gorgona and does not return
until tomorrow night, at earliest,” he
concluded, “we’ll get away safely. Now,
Job, what about the guns?”’

“Got ’em,” said Warlock laconically,
and pointed to a heap of impedimenta on the
bed. “Two good guns — one’s just the
kind I like. A mess o' cartridges, extra
bullets, two extra horns of powder, plenty
o’ caps. But we’d better have a pow-wow
with the Injun first of all—he ain’t informed
about our plans yet.”

He fell into consultation with E1 Hambre,
while Hampton examined the weapons,
and listened to what was said. When he
was fully informed as to the situation, the
lean and cadaverous Indian squatted on
the floor and began to smoke calmly; then,
after deliberation, delivered his opinion:

‘““Se"ores, if you were not here, if another
and better errand did not lie ahead of us,
then I should remain here and try to get
my knife into Dofta Hermana. I am sorry
that you saved her from those bandits;
they did not know who she was, evidently.”

Thestark thirst of the man for vengeance,
the deadly hatred of Dias which filled his
entire being, impressed itself anew upon
Hampton. Despite the Indian’s intelli-
gence and courtly Spanish-veneer, his blood
ran far back; close to the surface, there was
in his veins a barbaric and terrible strain of
ferocity, the more frightful because of the
man’s grimly cool poise. As when he had
calmly driven his knife into that Chinaman,
he seemed to lack all emotion save the
driving impulse for blood. Perhaps, in-
deed, all other emotion had been washed
out of him by tears.

“Your plans are good, sefiores,” he went
on, and now with an assertion of somber
pride. “I shall go as your servant, be-
cause in the eyes of those Mexicans I am
an Indio. Still, T do not desire to go as
your guest, seiiores. I have many friends
in the mountains, and if I need gold they
bring it to me. I know that passage on
this ship costs gold, so here is my share.”

With this, he produced a pouch of raw-
hide, which he tossed out on the floor.
Warlock picked it up, slit the binding
thongs and with an oath of astonishment
exposed to view a mass of yellow dust and
small nuggets. Hampton attempted to
expostulate, but was reduced to silence by
the grave manner of El Hambre; he was
brought to the realization that they had
gained for their quest an ally, not a mere
obeyer of orders, and he accepted the
situation.

“This is as it should be,”” he said quietly,
motioning Warlock to put away the gold.
“You saw these men give me a rifle, El
Hambre,” and he touched the silver-
mounted weapon. ‘“Now, I am not a
hunter, but a sailor; to me, one gun is as
good as another. With you it is different.
Therefore I’ll turn over to you this rifle and
its accoutrements. They’re yours.”

That reached the Indian blood. The
dark eyes of El Hambre glittered and
flamed, and a guttural word broke from
him as he took the rifle and examined it.

“Don Ricardo, I kiss your hands,” he
said simply.

At this moment there came a knock at
the door, and it opened to disclose the
wrinkled, anxious features of old d’Aquila
He came in and spoke rapidly. softly.

“‘Senores! There is a man here who de-
sires speech with you—he spoke of you as
two Basque sefiores, ricos hombres—and he
is one of those accursed Mexicans. He

says that his name is Manuelo Garcia
b2

“My schooner cap’n!” exclaimed Job
Warlock.

“And,” went on the old mestizo, ‘he
seems to be in great trouble and a tre-
mendous rage, for he is between tears and
oaths. He is alone.”

“Send him in, sefor,” said Hampton.
“Guns under the bed, Job!”

In a trice the martial array was thrust
out of sight, and when the host returned
with the visitor, E] Hambre was standing
respectfully in one corner. Job Warlock
grected the skipper with great ceremony,
and presented him to Hampton; he was a
swart, vigorous, scowling Mexican of mid-
dle age. When he was seated and smoking,
he burst into a flood of speech. One of his
seamen had just reached him, at the monte
table, bearing bad news. Half a dozen
soldiers had gone aboard his schooner,
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searching her for two men supposed to be
escaping from justice, and had remained
aboard to postpone his sailing indefinitely.

“With them, sefiores,” he concluded
dramatically, “there was a man, apparently
but a humble peon, who directed the search;
and now my beautiful ship will be con-
fiscated or detained, just when I had
arranged to smuggle a fine cargo! Que
lastima, that I should ever have come to
this accursed Panama! I hastened to you,
sefiores. There is no doubt that your
enemies, those pigs of North America, have
suspected your departure &

Hampton met a glance from Job War-
lock which was eloquent, and stood for a
moment stupefied by this astounding in-
telligence. There was no need for speech;
to both of them, the event was only too
clear. Instead of clearing out from Gor-
gona at once, the spy of Dias had hurried
first to Dofia Hermana—and now the lady
was at work.

“What have I suffered from these ——
gringos!” went on Captain Garcia, with a
sigh and an oath. “In Mexico, they ruined
me during the war, and my brother was
killed at Buena Vista; even now, I cannot
escape from them. Give me your advice,
noble sefiores, for they are your enemies no
less than mine.”

Warlock was quick to assume his part.

“Beyond a doubt, sefior,” he made
answer, ‘‘the Americanos suspect that we
may Jeave aboard your ship. Perhaps we
have been betrayed to them—who knows?
None of them came aboard?”

“None but that peon, who must have
been a spy. He has remained aboard with
an officer and four soldiers.”

El Hambre stirred slightly. His ca-
daverous and scarred visage, thrust forward,
showed a malignant and wolfish expression.
Garcia, glancing at him, crossed himself
hurriedly

‘“Sefiores,” said the Indian, ‘“let me go
aboard with the sefior capitan.”

Warlock and Hampton exchanged a
look.

“Wait!” said Hampton. ‘“You are going
aboard now, sefior capitan?”

Garcia shrugged. “But yes, sefior don;
it may be that they await to arrest or
question me—quién sabe?”’

“And how many men aboard?”

Garcia shrugged.

;‘Dios sabe! I had six, but three were
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ashore for the evening. Three men, then,
if they have not run away. They are good
men, brave caballeros of Sofiora.”

“And when could you sail, if free to go?”

The skipper looked again at this tall, fair-
bearded man who had so swiftly taken the
situation in hand. .

“‘Sefior don, in half an hour the tide is on
the turn. Ah, you brave Basque adven-
turers! I see what is in your mind. How-
ever, it is quite useless. The moon is rising
already, and the batteries would stop us if
we fled.”

Hampton laughed.

“The batteries? Bah! If such a man as
you were in command of them, yes! But
you know what these soldiers of New
Granada are, my noble captain; before they
could waken to the emergency, we'd be
gone—and could they hit us, in any event?
Not except by grace of the saints.”

“Verdederamente,”’ said the Mexican re-
flectively, and threw out his chest. “It is
true, sefior don, that they are not soldiers
such as we have in Mexico.”

“But, on the other hand, if you slipped
away, how could you return here? Perhaps
it is better for you not to embroil yourself
with the authorities on our behalf, noble
capitan. No, we could not allow so brave
a caballero to suffer for us. No, retum our
money and call off the bargain.”

Job Warlock struggled to conceal a grin
at this, and the Mexican rubbed his swarthy
chin with a very dirty hand.

“Sefior,” he returned, with an em-
barrassed air, “I could not accept your
noble offer. Never shall it be said that
Manuelo Garcia fled from these dogs of
New Granada! Never shall it be said that
Manuelo Garcia abandoned two ricos gran-
des to the wrath of the accursed Yankees!
Senores, we are brothers. Give me your
instructions, and I will obey. Besides,”
he added with some naiveté, “I have lost
most of my money at monte. Nor do I
expect to return to Panama.”

Hampton chuckled.

“Good. We shallshave off our beards, in
order not to be recognized. Then we shall
come aboard—say, in three-quarters of an
hour. When we come alongside, be ready.
If possible, we shall get away without caus-
ing any alarm. What about a boat?”

El Hambre spoke up from his corner.

“I can arrange for a trustworthy boat-
man, sefior. If it is your pleasure that I
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accompany the sefior capitan, I can see the
man and send him here to guide you.”

“So you want to go aboard the schooner
with the captain, eh?”

Si,”’ responded the Indian, and uttered
his harsh mirthless laugh.

Hampton looked at Job Warlock, and
the latter shrugged slightly, leaving the de-
cision to Hampton. The latter frowned in
distaste, yet knew that there was nothing
to be said. This was beyond question a
matter of life and death. Dofia Hermana
was by this time aroused, and the town
was probably being searched for the false
Basques. The fact that the Mexican
schooner was guarded, showed that the
sefiora was not overlooking any bets.
This schooner represented the sole means
of escape—and not of escape alone, but of
getting north upon a larger errand.

“Go, then,” said Hampton. “We’ll bring
the weapons.”

VI
(o “THIS,” observed Job Warlock as
«@3}) he hacked at his beard, “‘is what you
SN2

get for bein’ smart with the seiora;
I hope she lands you up in a corner and
gives you a piece of her mind! I bet she
can give a feller plain worse’n any
bucko mate. I wish El Hambre had
stayed with us, instead of galivanting around
with that silver knife. I like that Injun.”

“It may yet be due to his knife that we
get away at all,”’ said Hampton grimly.
“We have our backs against the wall, Job.
If we’re in the city tomorrow, we’ll be lo-
cated and clapped into jail, and we may
rot there.”

“Well, we won’t be here,”” and Warlock
chuckled. “The world’s a good place, so
hurray! We ought to get some action
tonight, matey.”

Hampton grunted something about hav-
ing had nothing but action all day, and
fell to work removing his beard.

They had barely finished dressing, when
d’Aquila brought in the boatman—a sullen,
silent Indian. Job Warlock got the weap-
ons put together, and then with unwonted
seriousness turned to Hampton, who was
rolling up the blankets.

‘“Matey, I reckon there’s no sense in it,
but I got that same feeling that we're
steering the wrong course. I didn’t want
to say anything about it before, thinking
maybe I'd et my dinner too fast—but it’s
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more’n that. I'm scared o’ that Dofa
Hermana, to tell the truth.”

“SoamI,” said Hampton. “That’s why
I want to get off in a hurry; if you think it’s
the wrong course, suppose you stay and
keep her company.”

“Not me.” Warlock grinned and swung
the bundled weapons over his shoulder.
“Ready?”

Hampton nodded and gestured to the
Indian. The latter led the way from the
room, d’Aquila met and conducted them by
a rear door to an alley, and presently they
reached the plaza. The streets were still
riotous, for gambling halls, cock-pits and a
fandango were in {ull swing, and groups of
convivial adventurers filled the narrow
ways. All this was soon left behind, how-
ever, and the three men approached the
silent beach and waterfront where less
wealthy and fortunate voyageurs to Eldo-
rado were camped under open skies.
Avoiding these tents and huts, the Indian
led the way along dark warehouses to the
shelter of a long wharf, where boats were
drawn up. He silently indicated one of
these, and the white men helped him get
it into the water.

Hampton’s spirits rose at once, for he
saw the success of their scheme assured. A
thin mist, a light and miasmatic vapor
which foretold new corpses to feed the bay
sharks, had settled down over shore and
water, hiding the stars from sight and
cloaking everything in gentle obscurity.
This altered everything, promising a short
fight aboard the schooner, and after that a
safe evasion; the craft could be towed out
to catch the breeze, if necessary. The
moonlight, filtering through the mist, made
all things more deceptive.

“Looks good,” observed Job Warlock
softly, as they got into the boat and pushed
out. “Looks good. Dick! Now we got
Nelly Barnes dead ahead.”

“I hope so,” returned Hampton. The
Indian made a gesture for silence, and laid
out his oars. When he had wrapped these
in cloths, he set to work rowing. The
shore faded away, and around them was the
opaline mist, while the water glistened
luminously to the stirrings of the silent
oars. Hampton’s nostrils twitched to the
tang of the salt air.

The Indian rowed stolidly, as if in perfect
assurance of the way, driving the boat
ahead steadily and with scarce a sound.
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Warlock sat in the bow, Hampton in the
stern. After an interminable time, the
Indian paused in his labor, leaned forward
and touched Hampton’s knee, and pointed.
Hampton dimly descried a blur in the
mist, a faint and ghostly shape, and knew
that they must be close aboard the schooner.

They now drew down upon her slowly,
drifting cautiously. No sound, no lift of
voices, came from her; but Hampton was
aware of a stirring in the mist, and knew
that a breeze was rustling upon them. So
much the better, he reflected happily, as
they had need of a breeze to get away. The
beat floated in under the dark bulk of the
schooner.

Hampton, rising, fended off with his
hands as the two craft touched, and pre-
vented a bump or jar. The Indian moved
her along slowly, and presently found what
he sought—a Jacob’s ladder left dangling
over the taffrail. Not so much as a stamp
of foot came from above. Hampton caught
the ladder; as he did so, the mist about
them cleared away suddenly, and the full
open moonlight struck down and illumined
everything.

It was no time to hesitate. Hampton
swung up the rounds swiftly, got a leg over
the rail, and dropped to the deck. At first
he thought it deserted; then, lying against
the rail at his very side, he discerned the
figure of a man. It was the peon, the spy
of Dias, with a pool of dark blood around
him and a great black gash across his serape.
Hampton turned to the rail to signal Job
Warlock——

Then, abruptly, all the decks reemed to
leap into rushing life, the dark figures of
men came sweeping in from every side. A
yell split the night, and another. Hampton
felt a noose encircle his body and jerk taut,
then he was dragged backward, and went
down under half a dozen men who piled
upon him. Fighting, kicking, struggling
vainly, he was dragged across the deck.
The knot cf bodies smashed into the farther
rail and came to a halt; there, while they
fell upon him and held him spread-eagled,
Hampton had a momentary vision of what
was happening at the opposite rail. The
sight held him astounded, paralyzed.

He saw El Hambre there, surrounded by
striking men, and Captain Garcia. Where
they had come from, he had not the least
idea then or afterward; but as he looked,
Garcia plunged reeling across the moon-

light with a knife-haft protruding from his
breast, and El Hambre went down under the
mob of men. The silver knife flashed once,
and twice, and the Indian broke free—then
went headlong over the rail. As the others
rushed to peer after him, Job Warlock came
into sight, only to vanish under a flash of
blue steel.

This was all that Hampton saw, for now
he was rolled into the scuppers with a line
knotted around and around him, and a gag
thrust cruelly between lips and teeth,
while over him was flung ancient and reek-
ing tarpaulin that closed him in foul dark-
ness. He was sickened by the frightful
completeness of the disaster; yet gradually,
as his mind came from chaos to realization,
he managed to piece together some details.

Garcia had not betrayed them, for the
Mexican had died there—and yet the
schooner had been as a trap, vomiting un-
suspected men. Whose guile had set this
trap? Not that of the crafty peon spy, for
he had died under the silver knife, obvi-
ously. As helay thus wondering, Hampton
suppressed a sudden groan; around him
were men stamping on the deck, voices
issuing orders, the click of capstan pawls
and the squeak of ungreased sheaves.
Movement thrilled all the deck. The
schooner was getting under way!

It seemed to Hampton, as he lay there,
that he heard Warlock calling him, then
came a shot and another. The schconer
heeled over a trifle—the fog must have been
dissipated by the coming breeze. Now
came a pounding of naked feet, a rush of
excited voices, the rattle of oars alongside;
men going down into a boat, Hampton
knew. Therefore, some of that crowd
abroad were going ashore. He strove des-
perately, frantically, for freedom, biting at
his gag, tearing at the rope which wound
about him, but all in vain. When the spasm
of furious despair wore itself out, he lay
weak and trembling. He was alone on this
schooner, a captive, and whither bound?

As if in response to this thought, came the
dull boom of a heavy gun from the castle,
but whether in salute or alarm remained
undetermined. The schooner lay over more
and more to the wind; the cant of deck, the
rushing foam past the lee rail where he lay,
the squeak and groan of straining timbers,
all informed Hampton that she was close-
hauled and with all sail set, doubtless
running for shelter from the guns of the
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castle. She was certainly a prey to pirates.

Presently there was a new burst of
shouts and trampling of feet. Whatever
her objective, the schooner had attained it,
for now she wore around; Hampton could
catch the orders, which were in Spanish, and
by these and the level deck dctected that
she was running wing-and-wing before the
breeze. Then, almost at once, the stifling
tarpaulin was jerked from above him and
he found himself in full moonlight, with a
group of men around. All were strangers.

They regarded him with an oath or two;
he was commented upon as a gringo and in
still less favorable terms—then the group
opened up and fell away. A single figure
advanced and stood looking down at him.
With this, Hampton comprehended every-
thing; the figure was that of Dona Her-
mana.

“So, my brave Basque!” said the woman,
clicking her fan at him, her voice filled with
soft mockery. “You decided to hurry
north, as I thought you would! Well, you
shall go north, and you shall interview that
friend of yours, that Americano named Day;,
whom you wanted to see!”

A guffaw from the men answered this.
Hampton now perceived the whole trap—
the woman had outwitted them, that was
all. He stifled a groan. A soft laugh broke
from the sefiora, as she leaned forward and
tapped Hampton’s face with her fan.

“You shall see him, my charming Basque
adventurer!” she taunted him, and some-
how the gentle nuances of her voice held
more menace than any threat. ‘“You shall
sce him, you and I together, my dear Sefior
Hampten! And perhaps you shall see your
brother also—no? Oh, I recall him very
well indeed! A pleasant journey, my ca-
ballero, a pleasant journey to you, and you
may reflect at leisure upon the ability with
which a poor woman can fight—and learn!
Hasta la maiana, my caballcro!”’

She curtsied mockingly and withdrew.
The circle of men fell away, then gathered
in again, sweeping vast bows in the moon-
light.

“Hasta la masiana, caballero!” they echoed
her words. “Until morning, brave seior,
enjoy our hospitality! Until we have suit-
able apartments prepared for so brave a
caballero, so great a man, a true rico hombre,
enjoy our food and wine! All that we have
is yours, sciior Basque, and our master will
give you welcome when he receives you.”

So, with a last volley of taunte, thev
separated and went away to their work.
Hampton lay in his bonds, eyes closed, in
the shadow of the mainsail; and against the
bellying canvas above him he heard the soft
flapping of the recf-points, like an echo of
the rat-tat-tat of {rozen points against
hard canvas off the Horn.

BOUND NORTH
I

| THE Valley of Mercy was not
A originally named with an eye to

irony. It consisted of a long, deep
and winding gash in the volcanic desert-
table of Lower California; a mile distant
was the Sea of Cortez, the Vermilion Sca,
now becoming the Gulf of California. All
around this narrow arroyo was empty sea
or emptier and more terrible desert. No
travelers came this way; none of the ancient
caminos of the padres, linking the Jesuit
missions, ran near this valley. The gold-
seckers who landed farther south, trying to
rcach California overland, died ere reaching
here.

In other days, Indians had stolen palm-
shoots from thc missions that the Borgia
gold had founded, so that now although the
Indians were gone, stately date-palms tow-
ered along the narrow caion bed. Here too
were vineyards and fruit-trees and garden
beds, strung out along the floor of the ar-
royo. Beneath the sharp, high side walls
of the lower valley stretched vellow-gray
adobe houses and barracks. Farther up
at a curve lay the new house of Doia
Hermana.

From this hidden valley, which ran down
and widened into nothing ncar the desolate
shore, a trail ran parallel to the coast until
it reached the little hidden haven which was
known as Puerto Escondido. Into this har-
bor came Dick Hamptcen, and, not know-
ing that the sad voyage was ended, eyed the
dreary coast in sullen despair.

Nothing was in sight save sun-smitten
rock, sand, pale and cheerless brush, thorny
scrub and cactus. The desert began at the
shore and ran back into low peaks of varic-
gated hues, fiery and unutterably barren
in the whitc afternoon sunlight.

Hampton was not the same man who had
come aboard this schooner in Panama Bay:
that long traverse up the coast had wrought
changes. [Ilad it not been for the memory
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of that last scene with his father, of the
promise there sealed with a kiss, he would
have lacked strength to endure; yet now he
did not lack. He was held by long chains
from his ankles to a ring-bolt in the fore-
deck. Sun, wind and sea had worked full
will upon him; he was black as any Indian,
foul and unkempt and tattered, bearded,
and through the rags of his shirt showed skin
that was seared and scarred by whips.
Only his eyes were the same—cool and un-
daunted eyes of gray agate that blazed from
his haggard face.

The woman to whom he owed his present
plight, she whom men called Dona Her-
mana del Diablo, stood by the rail looking
at him, a cruel smile hidden in her eyes.
This cruelty of hers, like her beauty, was a
singular and terrible thing, unlightened by
any womanly gentleness or tenderness. As
the wife of Potiphar must have gazed upon
Joseph in his cell, so Dofia Hermana stood
on the schooner’s deck, regarding Dick
Hampton with a malignant eye.

The anchor splashed down, and a boat
was lowered overside. The woman gave
an order, and two of her men unfastened
Hampton’s chains at the ring-bolt, and
jerked him toward the rail. He went, un-
resistant, and clambered down a rope ladder
into the bow. Four men followed, taking
the oars, and Dofia Hermana descended
into the stern. Another boat was lowered,
into which tumbled the rest of the crew, and
set out after the first boat for the shore.

The eager words of the four rowers ap-
prized Hampton of the truth, and he stared
wonderingly at this desolate coast, 4per-
plexed by the seeming absence of life.
Glancing back at the schooner, he saw that
a scrap of yellow bunting flew at her bow-
sprit—a signal to those ashore, no daubt.
Then he caught a sharp, knowing smile from
Doiia Hermana, realized that she was
watching him, and turned again to the
shore.

The boat drew in and scraped the sandy
verge. Hampton clambered out, the men
followed and ran up the boat, and the
sefiora set foot on land. She came straight
to Hampton and handed him a key.

“Take off your chains, for they are no
longer needed,” she said. ‘“You are free.
You may go where you will—but if you do
not follow us closely, you will suffer.”

These words were accompanied by an
enigmatic smile, and a burst of guffaws
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from the men around told Hampton of some
deep and bitter meaning. Without re-
sponse, he stooped and freed himself of
the irons, which one of the men then took
and carried. The second boat came in and
ran her nose on the sand.

A gun banged somewhere among the
rocks, and as the bullet whistled overhead,
the men laughed uproariously. Hampton
heard, like too-sharp echoes, the reports of
other guns that dwindled in the distance on
the hot afternoon—a signal was being
passed. Now a man mounted on a mule ap-
peared, riding down from the rocks to
the shore. He was a half-breed, dark with
Indian blood, wearing gold-laced sombrero
and much tarnished finery. He dismounted,
swept the dust with his wide hat to the
sefiora, and presented her with the mule.
He then greeted the other men, gave Hamp-
ton an incurious glance, and remained
leaning on his rifle.

Doiia Hermana, after mounting, put the
mule to a hardly visible trail that went back
from the shore, winding here and there
among the groups of cacti, and finally be-
coming a wider and better defined trail
that struck straight down the shore. The
men followed, carrying various burdens.
Hampton, ignored by them, trailed along.
He perfectly understood the bitter irony of
his freedom; sharks guarded the water,
hunger and thirst guarded the land. It
was better to slave for Sefior Dias and Dona
Hermana, then to perish in miserable tor-
ture. Also, Hampton had learned a fright-
ful lesson on that voyage north from Panama.
He had discovered that to these men around
him he was not a man, but a beast to be
tortured and tormented at the end of a
leash whenever he would tug—so he no
longer tugged at the leash. He accepted
what came in stoic silence, which made no
sport for them; and they, thinking his
spirit so broken that he would no longer
fight, presently ceased to find his suffering
of amusement.

Indeed, as he stared at the stony trail, the
cactus, the far peaks, the hot white sand,
Hampton had only one thought. Close at
hand, at the end of this path, was Nelly
Barnes. Knowing what he now did of the
brutes around him, he dreaded, rather than
hoped, to see his brother Eli again. Luck-
ily, he had no idea of how close upon him
was that meeting with Eli. All his thought
was of the girl.
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The trail wound on, keeping parallel to
the shore. Aside from the “Hidden Har-
bor” behind its little island, there was no
anchorage or shelter for vessels, which suffi-
ciently explained the distance between the
port and the settlement of Dias. Presently
the ground became appreciably higher, the
sea dropped from sight, and the trail
wound through a tremendous thicket of
spiny bush, such as overlies the Lower
California deserts in vhst and matted seg-
ments. Emerging from this, Hampton
found that the others had halted, Dona
Hermana speaking with another rifie-
armed man who had appeared; and he
stared in amazement at the scene which
lay before and below him.

The halt took place on an open shelf of
bare rock, which lay at the verge of a chasm
in the earth; this chasm was the Valley of
Mercy. All around was the desert, quiver-
ing in the hot afternoon sunlight. Below,
however, could be glimpsed the unwonted
sweetness of green things—tree-tops, fields
in bearing, the sparkle of water. Hampton
stared down at the sight, then at a sudden
chorus of voices swung around. Approach-
ing the shelf of bare rock by a winding and
narrow trail that mounted the cliff-side,
where a number of men mounted on mules—
and at their head was James Day.

Yet, after the first glance, Hampton
realized fully that he was no longer facing
James Day, but Sefior Dias. Gone was
every mark of dress or bearing that had
stamped the man as an American; now,
from huge sombrero to silver-studded
tapideros, the renegade was in every aspect
a Mexican. A new-grown dark mustache
graced his upper lip, emphasizing the arro-
gance of his features, and those peculiarly
glassy eyes held all the latent ferocity of
an Apache.

Slipping from his mount, Dias bowed low
to his sefiora, kissed her hand, and greeted
her with evident delight—but all in the
restrained fashion of the country. They
might have parted but yesterday, so far as
the warmth of meeting went. Dona Her-
mana, indeed, whose reboso was close-drawn,
had donned with it all the demure aloofness
of a Mexican woman.

“But how have you come?” demanded
Dias. “Surely, the schooner——"

“I took another schooner,” she returned
calmly. “Ours will follow. The story is
too long to be told now—see, I have brought
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you a gift! Look at it, then join me and
ride on home, for I wish to talk with you.”

Following her pointing finger, Dias looked
at Dick Hampton with puzzled eyes. Sud-
denly recognition leaped into his face, and
one astounded oath burst from him.

“—— take me, I thought you were dead
long ago!” he exclaimed in English, as he
stared.

He took a step forward, his predatory
gaze drinking in every detail of Hampton’s
figure. Then his teeth flashed out in a
wide laugh.

“What a meeting, what a meeting!” he
cried. “And how excellently this good wife
of mine seems to have entertained you——"

Dofia Hermana put out a hand and
touched his shoulder.

“Talk to me, not to him,” she said
quietly. “Come!”

“Certainly, mi querida,” responded Dias,
and waved his hand to Hampton. ‘“You are
free, my friend! Enjoy your freedom.
Go where you please. If you wish food and
water, come and talk with me below.”

He turned to his mule, mounted, and
started for the path, Doia Hermana at his
side. Hampton caught a jesting word from
one of the men that was illuminating.

“This little sister of the devil puts our
master in leading strings, eh? Now we shall
see some fun down below!”

They started down the trail, and Hamp-
ton followed, understanding perfectly why
Dias needed no fetters for his slave-gang.
The ghastly mockery of those few words
about food and water, explained many
tlamgs. The rifle-armed guards were not
posted to watch for any who might escape
from the cafon, but to give notice of any
who arrived. The very stones of this ter-
rible desert were impassable to any one
not wearing the native hide footgear of the
peninsula; even during this short march,
Hampton’s poor remnants of shoes had
been cut to ribbons and rags by the in-
credibly sharp {lints of the desert trail.

The down-path was not a long one, but
was narrow and meandering along the
cliff face, so that a few men might have held
it against an army. Down below, Hamp-
ton caught glimpses of a fair-sized little
creek, whose waters were conducted by
acequias into ficlds of cane and lucerne and
corn; date-palms nodded somnolently, fruit
trees were in bearing, and the low adobe
houses stood dead-gray here and there. Of
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the upper cafion at the bend of the creek,
where stood the great house of Doia
Hermana, he could see nothing.

Then, upon reaching the floor of the
lower cafion, Hampton found that those
ahead had halted and were awaiting him
expectantly. Toiling up the cafion toward
them, from where its lower reaches merged
with the coast, were two carts, drawn by
mules, and escorted by ragged figures.
Each two-wheeled carf bore a number of
stone blocks; the wheels were iron-bound
segments of solid wood, whose ungreased
axles filled the cafion with dismal shriekings.

Dias must have had an unpleasant chat
on the way down, for he faced his mule
about and regarded Hampton with a sud-
den burst of fury in his face.

“You are very clever, you dog!” he said,
yet in a well-controlled voice. “You played
a fine little game in Panama, eh? You
thought the sefiora would believe what-
ever you said, eh? Well, you have learned
something by this time, and you shall soon
learn more. Speak up, you dog! Do you
wish to earn your food and drink here, or
not?”’

“Yes,” said Hampton, meeting those
glassy eyes and knowing the horrible
futility of words.

“After this,”’ said Dias, “when you speak
to me you do not say only ‘S#/’ but ‘S%, sesior
amo!’ Here you are a dog, nothing more,
and it is I who am obeyed. You under-
stand?”

“St, sefior amo,” said Hampton. At
these words the men standing around broke
into wide grins; to hear upon the lipsgf a
gringo Yankee these words, used chiefly by
broken-spirited Indian peons, gratified their
cruelty and pride—for these rufhans had
pride of a sort.

“You have evidently been well trained
by the sefiora,” and Dias grinned. “So
you wish to work for me, eh? Very well.
I shall send for you in the morning. In the
meantime, we shall ask this man in charge
of the stone-cutting to take care of you
overnight.”

Dias turned his mule toward the ap-
proaching carts and began to roll a cigarito.
In his air was a cruel expectancy, in the
manner of the ruffians around was gleeful
watching. Hampton met the gaze of
Doiia Hermana, and read a horrible hidden
laughter in her dark eyes. He turned away
gladly enough toward the carts, yet sensed
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that something frightful was in store for
him.

Riding on one of the carts was an over-
seer armed with a long whip, but it was not
at him that Dias beckoned with imperative
hand. It was, rather, at the man in ad-
vance of the carts—a bent, sun-blackened,
bearded figure clad in ragged trousers and
serape, whose face was all in dark shadow
beneath the wide hat of plaited grass.

At the gesture from Dias, this creature
broke info a shambling, uneven run, and
advanced toward the party with hat flap-
ping and tattered hide footgear slapping the
dust. Coming straight to Dias, he seized
the latter’s hand and kissed it effusively,
with a babble of Spanish.

“St sefior amo!/ 1 am here at your com-
mand-—and here is the sefioral Beautiful
sefiora, I kiss your feet and welcome
you home. All that I have is yours,
sefiora——"’

Suiting action to words, the man bent
over the stirrup of Dofia Hermana and
kissed her toe, then laughed and babbled
vapid compliments. With a sudden shrink-
ing sensation, Hampton realized that this
creature was an idiot.

“To me, Bobo!” said Dias, and the man
answered with a cackling laugh to the name
of fool. Dias lighted his cigarito and ex-
haled a thin cloud of smoke. “I have
brought you a present, Bobo—a new and
strong man to help you with your work.
He is a gringo, and his name is Seior Hamp-
ton, Ricardo Hampton. You will treat him
like a brave caballero, extend all the hospi-
tality of your quarters to him, and bring
him before me at nine in the morning.
Look at him, Bobo, and welcome him among
us!”

Hampton was wondering what refinement
of cruelty lay behind all this—for he sensed
such a thing very distinctly, and knew that
all eyes were now turned upon him. The
idiot turned and came toward him, sham-
bling, hands hanging. Then Dias spoke
again. |

“Off with your hat, Bobo, and greet our
guest politely!”’

Obediently, Bobo doffed his wide hat and
bowed in mocking welcome.” A shiver
passed over Hampton, and his eyes widened
at sight of the hatless man. Despite the
beard, despite the long hair, the haggard
features, that face struck into him with
frightful recognition; he stood paralyzed,
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speechless, incredulous, in the grasp of a
stiffling horror that mounted and mounted
as the fool gibbered at him. Hampton put
a hand to his eyes as though to wipe away
the vision—looked again, was conscious of
the laughter of Dias and the men around,
but heeded it not. A spasm of unutterable
agony seized upon Hampton as he realized
the truth.

In this poor creature he had found his
brother.

“Eli!” he exclaimed, dry-lipped.
Is it you &

“Welcome, seior, welcome!’ cackled the
other. ‘“We shallgive you of our best——"

A wild cry burst from Hampton.

“You devil, you devil!” he gasped out, as
he turned and leaped straight for Dias. So
swift and unexpected was his action that it
succeeded; in blind and frantic agony of
rage he caught Dias by the throat and half
tugged him from the saddle.

Then the men around were upon him,
kicking and striking, cursing as they drove
in blows. Dias himself, freed of that grip,
regained his seat and looked on, but his
face was slightly pallid.

“Enough!” he said presently, and the
men fell back from the half-senseless
bloody figure of Hampton. “Take good
care of him, Bobo!"

“Evidently,” observed Dofia Hermana,
as she shook the reins of her mule, “the
man needs a hundred lashes or so.”

“All things in due time,” said Dias, and
furtively put brown fingers to his throat.
“Dios, the man has strength! Yes, he
must be broken still further—in due time.”

They rode away side by side, the men
following them afoot. And Hampton, as
he lifted himself dizzily from the dust, heard
the vapid laughter of Bobo at his side.

“Eli!

II

:\. EVENING drew down upon the
Valley of Mercy, and Dick Hamp-

488 ton, after bathing in the lower creek,
found himself entering into the life of the
damned under the guardianship of the
brother be had come so far to seek—EZ! Bobo,
the fool.

The first shock of anguish and horror
past, he steeled himself to accept the in-
evitable and to endure in silence, as he
followed his brother and the squeaking
carts from the creek along the rude cafion

trail toward the rows of adobe buildings.
It was growing dark now, here in the valley,
and work was over for the day. The over-
seer's whip cracked, one unfortunate wretch
howled aloud, and the others hastened to
unhitch the mules.

From different directions men came to-
ward the adobe bunk-houses—weary, rag-
ged, sodden men, with here and there the
crack of a whip to hasten some unfinished
labor. They came from the fields, from the
lower valley toward the sea, from the upper
cafion; here and there rifle-armed guards
were in evidence, though these had separate
quarters higher along the valley wall. The
slave-quarters were not all large. Some
were small adobe shacks, with women and
children in sight, and the smoke of cooking
fires went up into the late afternoon cool-
ness.

As he dragged himself along after the
shambling figure of his brother, Hampton
scrutinized these other figures coming in
from all sides. Here and there he dis-
cerned a bowed American, shaggy and rag-
ged like the others yet marked by a certain
surly defiance that still lingered in their
hopeless and scarred features; he knew none
of them. There were a few Chinamen,
sleek and mud-spattered figures from the
fields, who bunked apart by themselves, and
in the buzz of voices that arose Hampton
caught a few oaths in German or French,
and heard one little cockney whining over
a gashedarm. The great majority of these
slaves, however, were Mexicans of Spanish
strain. Very few of them showed any
Indjan blood, while on the contrary all the
guards and overseers were either pure
Indians or mestizos. 3

Hampton followed his brother to where a
pot was slung over a fire, and crowded in
among the mass of men. A stumpy little
Mecxican woman handed out bowls of stew,
with tortillas. As Hampton got his share
and turned away, he found at his elbow a
red-bearded American, stooped and broken,
who greeted him with weary recognition.

“Hello, another Yank, eh? You're a
new one, ain’t you? Didn’t know a ship
was in. Where you from, and who roped
you in?”’

“My name’s Hampton.
Panama.”

“To see the country, hey?”” The other
grinned and wolfed his tortilla. “I'm Pap
Hoskins, from Car-lina; started to dig gold,

I came up from
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and got hooked. If I wasn’t tougher’n
most, I'd be gone now. We done buried
the last o’ that Massachusetts crowd day
’fore yesterday. Softies.”

“What crowd?” asked Hampton, with a
flicker of interest.

“Bunch come up with Dias. Got hooked,
I reckon. Sho’, though, lots of ’em ain’t
hooked. Them chinks are here on contract
—work so long, then get 'sent to ’Frisco.
Well, better not talk. Lot o’ spies in this
gang of greasers. See ye later, Yank.
Anytime ye need a drink o’ cactus licker, go
down to the mill. All ye want free. Helps
recruit the greasers, too.”

The red-bearded man from Carolina
sauntered away, following a steady stream
of men that was headed for the creek, where
a small pulque mill was in full blast. Hamp-
ton was not slow to comprehend the diabolic
ingenuity of Dias in thus furnishing the
deadly juice of the big cactus leaves. It was
a potent factor in breaking down such men
as Pap Hoskins, who might otherwise be
dangerous, and it served to keep the Mexi-
cans in a more or less continual state of
drunken stupor.

Watching the men around him, Hampton
swiftly realized that his brother Eli occu-
pied a position far above the average; and
this favored lot was undoubtedly due to his
mental state. E/ Bobo replenished his own
bowl thrice, while those who begged a sec-
ond helping were repulsed angrily by the
women cooks; he could talk or jest among
the guards with impunity, a liberty denied
to the others. Yet withhis fellow-slaves
he was obviously popular enough, and he
could chatter Spanish like a native.

Hampton’s heart ached for the haggard,
witless creature, so terribly changed from
the sturdy young fellow whom he had left
at home. Not a spark of recognition had
awakened in that dull and vacuous counte-
nance, even the mention of Hampton’s
name had evoked no response. The savage
cruelty of Dias must have been satisfied
to the full in that moment of meeting.

When Eli now approached him, Hampton
took a desperate mental brace, faced the
unhappy man, took him in his arms.

“Eli, E1i!” he cried frantically, tears leap-
ing on his sun-blackened cheeks. ‘“Don’t
you know me, boy? Speak to me—one
word of English P

Men crowded in around them, staring
curiously at the new gringo, nudging one
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another and grinaning over his emotion.
El Bobo twisted clear of Hampton’s grip,
with a grimace.

“El sefior gringo uses strange words,” he
whimpered, and the crowd guffawed.

Hampton whirled upon them in a gust
of anger—then conquered himself and
turned away. He felt himeelf broken, hope-
less, at the end of everything. Without a
word he followed the beckoning Bobo into
an adobe bunk-house, was shown to a shelf
furnished with tattered blankets, and
slumped down on it. The witless one de-
parted into the gathering twilight.

There Hampton was at his lowest ebb,
and knew it. He sat for a long while mo-
tionless, head in hands, gripped by a mea-
sureless despair. Around him the night
gathered. Other men came drifting into
the place, sleeping two by two on their
shelves which ranged the walls in two tiers.
They stank of vile mescal, of tobacco, of
dirt. Tobacco smoke filled the unlighted
place. From the quarters of the Chinese,
adjoining, drifted a faint, sweetish reek of
opium.

What hope for escape from this hell?
None. Hampton saw himself caught in the
same net that had seared all thece other
men, that had brought his brother to idiocy;
the lash, hard labor under a bitter sun—
labor that alone would kill any white man—
and worse than the sharp tooth of slavery,
the poison-fang of depraved and vicious
surroundings.

“No way out,” thought Hampton, ‘‘ex-
cept one. I was a fool to jump at Dias to-
day; now they’ll know that I’m not broken
yet. The only possible thing I can do now
is to wait, endure everything silently, and
then get that when the chance offers.
They may kill me first, but if they try it I’ll
go down fighting. No—it won’t do to give
up hope. Besides, Nellie Barnes is here
somewhere! If I can find her, it would be
better to die a clean death out in the desert
than to perish miserably here in this vile
place. No wonder El Hambre came here
and went away again without doing
anything! Well, I mustn’t let them beat
me down—my game is to strike a blow, and
lie low until the time comes. For the old
man back home, and for the poor boy here—
and perhaps for Nellie Barnes. We’ll see.”

Through his thoughts there pierced a
sound that aroused everything in him, that
brought back before him that scene in
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the farmhouse with his father, while the
woodpecker ‘tap-tapped somewhere above.
Over the odorous air of the adobe shack,
sharp through the dark growl of sodden
voices, came the rasping clat—clat—clat of
palm-fronds overhead, like the flicker of
recf-points against a wind-bellied main
course. That sound drew a long breath
from Hampton, roused up the man in him;
he quietly stretched out, rolled over against
the wall, and lay motionless, fighting down
the torrential anguish of his soul. Like
that scene in the farmhouse with his father,
where a certain self-mastery had come to
him, this night marked another and a
greater fixation of his character.

“The world’s a good place—-so hurray!”
he quoted softly to himsclf, and managed
a wry smile at thought of Job Warlock.

As he lay, he heard voices at the door,
and the whining peon drawl brought him
sharper comprchension of the situation.
The guards were there and had checked off
each slave upon entering; none could now
lcave the place until morning came. Im-
pressed by this evidence of caution on the
part of Dias, Hampton rolled over against
the wall—and his elbow rapping the adobe
gave a distinctly hollow sound. Curious,
he leaned aside, reached out and raked away
the matted tatters of blankets there, and
his fingers groped into a long and ragged
hole scraped in the adobe. Then they fell
upon a long knife or machete esconced in
the hole.

He lay wondering, startled by his dis-
covery. Was there some instinct of escape
still dormant in the enfeebled brain of poor
Eli? Or was this the token left by some
formet occupant of the double bunk? It
was hard to say; nonc the less, Hampton’s
fingers thrilled to the touch of the blade.
It meant a weapon.

There came a new altercation at the door,
and the sound of his brother’s vapid laugh;
it went through him like a knife. Then the
shambling step across the trodden earth
floor, and presently a figure crept in beside
him and straightened out in the bunk.
His brother—here at his side in the dark-
ness, yet unknowing! The thought was
agony. The realization of that blinded
intellect

A hand reached out, touched his arm,
came down to his wrist; fingers caught at
his in a wild grip—a frantic and terrible
convulsion of the muscles.

“Dick! Dick!” The low-breathed word
reached his ear and stunned him with its
import. ‘“Are you awake, Dick!”

“In heaven’s name——"

That hand shifted rapidly, clamped
down over Hampton’s lips, cut short his
astounded ejaculation. The low whisper
vibrated again at his ear.

“Careful, careful! Spies all around. Oh,
Dick, it was so hard to do! But I had to do
it. We don’t know who the spies are-—ever
since I got a bad clip over the head I've
played the fool—it’s the only thing that has
saved me! Don’t spoil it now, Dick—don’t
spoil it! Oh, I'm so glad you’ve come-—and
SO Sorry 3

The words died out in a low, inchoate sob.
With that, Hampton gave way; the furious
back-swing of his emotion caught him up in
its rush, and gathering the tattered figure in
his arms he lay with sobs tearing at his
throat and tears blinding him.

Weariness was forgotten—torture and
mental horror, despair, wounds, all were
swept aside by this overwhelming discov-
ery. So tremendous was the revulsion that
Hampton lay for a long while unable to
spcak, unable to trust himself; until at
length he put lips to ear and broke silence
with shaken accents. So in the darkness
of the slave-pen came to be delivered the
message from father to son. Then, after
a little, Hampton mentioned that hole in
the wall.

“A night’s work will finish it,” said Elj,
little more than forming the words with his
lips. “But it’s no good, Dick. Can’t get
away. No hope on earth. Pap Hoskins is
in the game with me, and so is that big
Frenchman with the blue-black beard.
All we wanted was a chance to strike a blow
—hopeless to think of escape.”

“Nclly Barnes—have you seen her?”

“Yes,” uttered Eli, and in the word were
volumes. ‘“‘She’s all right—so far. No
chance to talk with her. Things are quiet-
ing down now—be carefull Wait until
morning. Act a part. Make them think
you’re broken-—or they’ll use the whips.
The others who came with Dias and Nellie
are gone. They couldn’t last long. Dias
sent them out into the desert gathering
wood for the fires; it killed them quickly.
Now wait until tomorrow.”

Hampton obeyed. Presently he fell
asleep, tears on his cheeks.

Daylight came, sharply cold.

Dick
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Hampton wakened to find his brother’s lips
at his ear, and felt something thrust into his
hand. It was a razor, or what remained
of one.

“Use it if you want, then hide it in the
hole. Come down to the creek.”

Hampton hesitated. Badly as he wanted
to be rid of his beard, which had regrown
on the voyage north, to do so would make
him a marked man; and now he had a game
to play. Besides, it was no light task to
secretly hack at a stiff beard, without soap

-or water—and he thrust the razor into the
hollowed-out adobe, then pulled the mat-
ted blankets over the opening and left
the bunk.

Slight attention was paid to him as he
made his way down to the creek and washed.
He saw nothing of his brother at first, but
presently El Bobo appeared, carrying tor-
tillas and a bowl of chocolate. They were
alone for the time being, as whips were
cracking and slave-gangs being formed up
by the overseers.

“Safe to talk,” said Eli, depositing his
burden and flinging himsclf down. “We
have to snatch the right time, Dick. I'm
a privileged character—they found I could
get out stone blocks and could carve them a
bit. Besides, you’re in my charge just now,
until we go and sce Dias. Here’s breakfast,
so pitch in. Did you hide the razor?”

Hampton nodded. ‘“Can we get away
at night, get a couple of mules, and hit
across the desert, Eli? Is that your plan?”

The other laughed hopelessly.

“Impossible, Dick; you might as well
dismiss the notion. They’d let you go in
the daytime, but they’'d see to it that you
went afoot and empty-handed. The only
way out is by that patch up the side, or else
by the lower end of the cafion to the sea.
Both ways are guarded, and those guards
are Yaqui Indians from Sonora. How did
you get here? I heard about the Beverly
company and all that from the poor
who got here with Dias—Ezra Howe was
with ’em. His wife died on the way up
from Panama. Dias shot him two days
after they got here.”

Hampton briefly recounted, while break-
ing his fast, an outline of his storv. He had
barely finished when Eli leaped to his feet
and was instantly transformed into E! Bobo,
and flung a swift word at his brother.

“Look out! Here’s Ramon, Dias’ chief
lieutenant, coming. Pure Yaquiand a—"

59

Approaching them was the tall, splendid
figure of an Indian, garbed in all the gold-
laced finery of a Mexican, about his shoul-
ders a handsome scarlet serapc. He came
close to them, his glittering eyes fastened
upon Hampton; his features were intelli-
gent, darkly proud, stamped with a bitter
ferocity. El Bobo capered up and de-
manded his cigaret, which Ramon accorded,
then the Yaqui began to roll himself
another.

“Well, gringo!’”’ he said curtly.
your scalp is mine. Come.”

El Bobo fluttered in with some question,
and Ramon whirled on him with imperative
gesture.

“Be offf The master has ordered me to
bring this man. Go to your work, fool.”

So poor Eli went shambling away, while
Hampton rose and followed the tall Yaqui,
in silence.

He was led up the valley, and knew that
he was going to face Dias. He did not fail
to observe that at sight of Ramon the other
guards became very ostensibly alert, and
the slaves at work shrank hastily aside;
even the Chinese, who shared but slightly
in the hardships of their companions,
avoided the tall Yaqui with extreme care.
Hampton needed no explanations to realize
that this chief lieutenant of Dias was a devil
rather than a man. So much was patent
in the very face of the redskin.

They passed the slave barracks and the
scattered houses of the guards, whose half-
breed families were in full evidence, and so
came to the bend of the creek. There,
masked by the fruit orchard and the huge
foliage of ancient fig trees, was revealed
the hub of this entire place—the new house
of Doiia Hermana.

It was a palace rather than a house, built
beside the tumbling waters of the little
creek; here the towering walls of the cafion
drew in on either side, dwarfing all things.
The building itself was of stone, not of
adobe—long and low, the roof furnished
with a parapet where Hampton caught the
gleam of several small brass cannon. Just
across the creek was a corral, with some
small adobe buildings used by the Chinese
servants of Dias.

Ramon strode straight to the entrance
of the house, a low doorway on either side
of which were prominently displayed the
same two Chinese characters which Hamp-
ton had seen on the silver knife and at the

“Today
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entrance of Dofia Hermana's residence in
Panama. The Yaqui struck a large bell,
and the door was opened by a silk-clad
Chinaman.

“IFollow,” said Ramon, and stalked in.

Hampton obeyed, keenly alert and not-
ing every detail. Since the previous day he
had become a new man—himself again, the
seaman, the man of action. Outwardly he
was the same sullen, silent person beaten
down by the whips of misfortune; inwardly,
the deathly despair was gone. He could
have laughed aloud as he entered the house
of Dias. True, there was no escape in
sight, but there was at least the prospect
of striking a blow and going down like a
man instead of as a beast.

Inside the house, he was astounded be-
yond words by what met his eye. Asin all
Mexican houses, the heavy ceiling and roof
werce formed of logs painted in bright hues,
covered over with tules or rushes, inter-
laced and plastered with adobe, and these
in turn with the upper surface of stone-
worked adobe. Aside from the logs, how-
ever, Hampton might have imagined
himself in any splendid mansion of a great
city, for the interior finish of the place was
admirable. Aside from this, its sheer
luxury was incredible. The rooms were
filled, crowded with all manner of objects
which spoke eloquently of loot and piracy—
carpets of Spain and Turkey, jeweled and
bedizened images of saints, oil paintings,
furniture of all descriptions.

This brief vision past, Hampton found
the patio opening out ahead, another China-
man holding the door ajar for the command-
ing Yaqui. Two of the rifle-armed guards
appeared; awnings were stretched, and
bubbling acequias conducted water from the
creek to irrigate the flower-beds whose
gaudy splotches of color softened the blind-
ing white morning sunshine. Across the
patio was working a slave-gang, building up
the far wall of the enclosure and working
on a small structure which was nearing
completion.

It was not at these things that Hampton
looked, however. After the first glance
around, his gaze came to rest on the little
group of people beneath the awning. There
was Dias, smoking and laughing heartily
at some jest of the guard at his elbow;
there was Dona Hermana, picking deli-
cately at a dish of fruit-—and, standing
beside the sefora, staring at Hampton
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with eyes wide and incredulous, was Nelly
Barnes.

“Here is the gringo dog, sefior,” said the
tall Yaqui, who deigned to call no man
master.

III
®i8 AFTER that first recognition,
:_ Hampton dared not look again at

the white face of the girl; she took
a step forward, then paused and glanced
at Dona Hermana. Deadly fear lay in her
eyes. She wore the same simple blue dress
in which Hampton had last seen her. This
vision of her, standing here in the patio,
brought a swift heart-stab to him. He
looked at Dias, and in those glassy, arrogant
eyes he read death. He felt suddenly afraid;
it came to him that there must be no delay,
no hesitation. That very night he and Eli
must act, must make their desperate at-
tempt—if he lived until tonight.

It was then, in this minute of silence, that
the whole thing flashed across Hampton’s
brain—the terribly simple outline of the
night’s work. As Eli had said, escape was
out of the question, for the mere idea of -
reaching the schooner and getting away in
her was too absurd to consider, while the
desert spelled death; this death, however,
was better than the Valley of Mercy. There
remained only to get Nelly Barnes out of
this hell, strike a last blow, and go. Pro-
vided, of course, that Hampton lived until
night; for in the eyes of Dias, in the slow
smile of Dona Hermana, he read terrible
things.

“Welcome, Seiior Hampton,” said Dias,
leaning back in his chair and puffing his
cigaret. “I believe that you came in search
of a man named Winslow or Dias. Well,
you have found him! You have also found
the lost brother, who is one of my most valued
friends. What, then,have you tosay to me?”

Hampton stood silent. A thin smile
curved the lipg of Dias.

“What! Have you no word even for this
fair sefiorita from your own country? Speak
to her, my dear senor! Assure her of my
benevolence, and congratulate her upon
having found as a friend and protector my
most charming senora! Indeed, Sefiora Dias
has even arranged a marriage for her with
a man of high position and much wealth,
so that her future is assured.”

Hampton caught a slight shrinking move-
ment on the part of Nelly Barnes, but he
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remained silent, his eyes watching Dias in
dulled apathy. Dias turned to the girl,
smiling.

“Come, sefiorita! Have you no word of
greeting for this caballero?” He repeated
the words in English. Dofia Hermana
leaned forward and spoke brokenly.

“Si! Look at zem, sefiorita—one is a
fool, and I haf peek you a fine sefior, no?”’

Less from the uttered words than from
the glances that were cast, Hampton com-
prehended with a thrill of horror that the
speakers were referring to the tall, dark
Yaqui, who stood to one side rolling a
cigarito. As he understood, Hampton felt
a hot wave of blood rise into his face—yet
he forced himself to remain silent. Sud-
denly Nelly Barnes plunged down on her
knees beside the chair of Dofia Hermana,
caught the hand of the sefiora, and poured
forth a passionate, agonized entreaty.

“You’re a woman—vou’ll know all it
means, you have a heart!” she cried desper-
ately. “You can’t be as bitterly cruel as
this monster—I know it’s not your doing!
Don’t let them do this, sefiora; he can have
my money, anything at all, and TI'll never
say a word——"

Dona Hermana drew her hand from the
girl’s frenzied grasp—a slow and deliberate
movement which spoke far more than her
coolly amused laugh or disdainful words.

“Peace, niia! Go to your man, but leaf
me alone.”

Nelly Barnes slowly drew back, then rose.
Before she could speak, Dias broke in:

“Tut, tut, young lady! There before you
is the man who murdered your father P

Hampton spoke for the first time, and his
voice leaped out with a cold and deadly
emphasis that seemed to startle Dias.

“Youlie! Nelly, that man is your father's
murderer. The fact has been proven beyond
all doubt. Adam Johnson and others know
of it and have cleared me absolutely.”

Dias leaped to his feet, with an expression
of such savage ferocity that even Doia
Hermana leaned aside, watching him with
wide eyes.

“So you’re not broken yet, gringo!”’ he
oried, then flung out his hand to the Yaqui.
“Take him, Ramon—his scalp is yours ”

Ramon lighted his cigaret, then slipped
hand to waist and steel glittered. Hampton
swiftly weighed his chances and found
none—the two rifle-armed guards were close
on either side. Then, suddenly, Nelly

Barnes leaped forward, flung her arm across
his chest protectingly, and gasped out swift
words:

“No, no! I will do anything you want—
I will agree to anything—let him go——"

Ramon grinned. Doiia Hermana uttered
a low, musical laugh. Dias stared at the
girl, then shrugged his shoulders and re-
sumed his seat.

“As you will, sefiorita,” he said in English.
Then, to Ramon, repeating his words in
Spanish that both the Yaqui and Nelly
Barnes might understand, he continued:
“Let this man go free. Give him food and
water and a mule. His life has been pur-
chased, and the woman is yours.”

Ramon put up his knife, a swift gleam
in his eye, and spoke a few words in a patois
that Hampton did not understand. But
Hampton, knowing well enough that this
action on the part of Dias was only a de-
lusion and a snare, had seized his chance for
a word. Nelly Barnes stood close against
him, her brown hair brushing his cheek—
and though he longed to touch her, to grasp
her hand if only for an instant, he refrained,
lest the motion draw attention to him. In-
stead, he breathed low words which could
reach her ear alone.

“Tonight, midnight. Be ready. Get out-
side if you can.”

A tremor of her arm as it lay across his
chest told him that she understood—then
Ramon turned to them, doffed his sombrero
ironically, and swept Hampton a bow.

“Come with me, sefior, and the order of
our master shall be obeyed. Until later,
sefiorita.”

Nelly Barnes stood aside, gave Hampton
one lightning glance ¢f perplexity, alarm,
startled wonder—then he turned and fol-
lowed the Yaqui. The two guards closed
in behind him, and he was escorted through
the house again, gaining a breath of its cool-
ness before stepping out into the blinding
white sunlight of the valley.

Then, as the door of the building was
closed, the two guards put down their rifles
and seized Hampton. Swiftly, efficiently,
his arms were twisted behind his back and
lashed tight; he was given no chance to
resist, even had he so desired. Ramon gave
the guards a guttural order, then strode
away toward the corrals, which were gained
by a small bridge over the creek.

“Walk to the barracks, gringo,” com-
manded one of the guards.
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Hampton strode along in grim silence,
careless what might await him if only he
were allowed to live until night. Thor-
oughly as he had plumbed the depths
of the deliberate and diabolic cruelty of
Dias, this last evidence of the man’s dev-
iltry had scored him sharply and left a
deep and ineradicable hatred which was
beyond expression, filling his whole spirit,
burning in his tortured brain like a white
flame.

Other guards assembled, and stolid half-
Indian women. Then, near his own sleeping-
quarters, Hampton was suddenly tripped
and flung to the ground, and four men sat
on him. Others drove stakes in the sun-
baked earth, and in ten minutes he was
being spreadeagled and lashed by wrist and
ankle to the four stakes. Ramon came up
with some thongs of green hide, which were
eagerly seized and applied to the work.
Then the tall Yaqui commanded that a fire
be built up, and at once a storm of questions
arose.

“No,” said Ramon. “The gringo is not
to be killed—yet. This is by the master’s
arder; it is only a little thing.”

So Hampton guessed, rightly enough,
that he was now to pay for that blindly
furious attack on Dias the previous after-
noon.

Pegged out in the hot sunlight, unable
to endure the brazen sky overhead, he closed
his eyes and lay silent, oblivious to the re-
marks and jests of those around. Time
passed; what was preparing, he did not
know or care. Between blistering sun above
and scorching ground below, he was in a
burning heat, but scarce felt it. The green
rawhide thongs that tied him down were
gradually evaporated in that flooding sun,
until they shrank tight and ever more
tightly cut into his skin, dragging out feet
and hands toward the stakes. He remem-
bered having heard of such Indian tor-
tures—given a few more thongs to each
extremity, his limbs might well be pulled
from their sockets.

A sudden burst of laughter and a storm
of jeering exclamations went up. Half open-
ing his eyes, Hampton saw, bending over
him, one of the silk-clad Chinese servants
from the house of Dias—a wrinkled, satur-
nine fellow, whose very grin bore anticipa-
tions of torture. In one hand he held a
brush, in the other a small pot of paint or
ink. He made some remark to the crowd
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in Spanish which drew another outburst of
mirth.

Ramon leaned over the pegged-out figure
and tore away the front of Hampton’s shirt.
In this act, the eyes of the two men met—
Hampton putting into one swift look all the
things he dared not utter. The Yaqui
started violently, half-whipped out his knife,
then rose and turned away with a shrug;
none the less, Hampton smiled a little,
knowing that his message of hatred had
been understood. Then he gave a sudden
grunt, and found the Chinaman calmly
seated upon him, brush in hand, drawing
a diagram on his naked chest. Hampton
had no need to ask what it was—those same
two characters were embroidered on the
silken blouse before his eyes. A cackle of
mirth broke from the celestial, and he
looked at the staring crowd who had
gathered close.

“Look!”” he exclaimed in very good Span-
ish. “Observe the beauty of this writing,
which you do not understand! But I will
show you what it means. Here above is the
character fanm, which shows the sun just
above the horizon; it means the moming,
or what you call dias—it is our word for the
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name of the master. Now below it you see
me writing the character named 7, which in
the ancient writing of my country shows
an arrow fixed in a target. It means that
something has been done or finished, and
the two characters together mean that aur
master has approved or done this thing—
it is a seal made for our master by the
eminent Yu Szu Lo of Canton.”

The yellow man concluded his writing
and his exposition at the same moment,
and then rose. Hampton was wvaguely
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astonished by this explanation of the mys-
terious insignia used by Dias; but he quite
comprehended that his astonishment would
not last long.

Nor did it. He had closed his eyes again,
when a keen breath of anticipation, a rustle
and low mutter of words, apprized him that
the next step in the program was at hand.
He peered up as a shadow barred the hot
sunlight from his face, and beheld the tall
shape of Ramon standing above him.

“Look and enjoy, sefior!” said the Yaqui,
grinning, and stooped. In his hand was a
white-hot iron from the fire, specked with
scintillating particles.

Hampton threw back his head; at the
touch of the iron he quivered, but made no
sound. For an instant he thought that iron
was about to be plunged into his throat—
then he felt the caress of a burning finger
touch his breast, and realized the truth.
He was being branded with the seal of
Dias.

“Deep, Ramon, deep!”” went up the fierce
cry from those crowding around, but the
Yaqui did not heed. He had certain specific
orders from Dias, which forbade him to
work any real injury or to put the prisoner
beyond ability to labor and endure the
deadly sun-torture in the surrounding desert;
so, that the gringo might be able to set forth
with a wood-gathering party in the morn-
ing, grubbing out mesquite and juniper from
the blazing desolation, Ramon touched
lightly with the iron, little more than sear-
ing the skin.

The agony was exquisite, as the hot iron
followed the painted lines, bringing out in
a whitish blister the shape of the Chinese
characters traced there. Even more ex-
quisite and frightful was the pain when at
last the Yaqui grunted and rose to his feet,
and the sunlight struck down to scorch the
seared skin. Yet those who watched so
eagerly saw nothing, beyond a slight con-
vulsive tremor of Hampton's body; then
that body relaxed and lay without further
movement. The captive had fainted.

When Hampton opened his eyes again,
blinded and dazzled by the sun, it was to
feel the keen anguish of a hand upon his
burned chest. Then he saw the ginger
whiskers of Pap Hoskins outstretched above
him, and heard the voice of the man from
Carolina in his ear.

“Everybody’s eatin’—reckon I can spread
this grease ’thout bein’ caught. Your
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brother’s fair wild and we’re keepin’ him
away—"

“Tell him—get loose tonight!” croaked
Hampton, and groaned. “Water, water!”

“I got some right handy, son. Lucky you
been layin’ out in the sun after all-—done
took out the fire. I’ll lay some more grease
in your bunk. Reckon they’ll cut you loose
right soon. Tonight, eh? All right. Here
come two o’ the devils now, so shet up.”

While he spoke, Hoskins was deftly
spreading some sort of grease across Hamp-
ton’s inflamed skin. Then he lifted an olla
and let some water drip into the open,
swollen mouth. Several of the guards and
other prisoners came up, but made no com-
ment, and after a moment Hampton found
himself alone again. He realized that it
was past noon, and that many of the slaves
had gathered around. By this time the
rawhide thongs were so tightly stretched
that he had lost all feeling in hands and feet,
which were swollen and purpled.

Presently whips cracked, orders were
shouted, and the labor of the day was taken
up afresh. When silence had settled down,
Hampton was dully aware that some one
was close beside him, and with the torture
of thirst again upon him, he spoke:

“Adgual Water!”

An ironic laugh made answer, and he
peered up to see Dias gazing down at him.

“Water, eh?” Dias chuckled. “He asks
water—get him some, querida mia!”

“Indeed! Get it yourself,” made answer
another voice, and Hampton knew that
Dona Hermana was behind his head. “You
are a fool to treat him so lightly; I tell you
the dog will make trouble yet if he is not
killed.”

“Why kill him quickly?” responded Dias.
“Three days in our charming desert, and
then the symbol burned into his back—and
in four days more Ramon will have a scalp
to wave before his hew woman. You hear,
Hampton? Tomorrow we celebrate the
marriage of my faithful Yaqui. You shall
be the guest of honor, and E! Bobo shall give
away the bride.”

Hampton did not open his eyes again or
make any response. Presently the two
moved away, and it was a little later that
he felt a sudden relaxation of his tortured
flesh. When he looked around, he found
that one of the guards was cutting him loose.

“Go to your kennel, gringo dog,” said the
guard, and sauntered away.
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For a long while Hampton lay helpless.
At last he managed to sit up, and despite
the burning anguish that enveloped him,
began to chafe his wrists and ankles, which
were cut and bleeding from the thongs.
With the restored circulation, his head was
whirling with the access of pain, when he
looked up to see two figures passing by.
They were Dias and Ramon; both men were
too occupied to notice him, and halted a
short distance away. To them came run-
ning a half-naked Indian. Dias flung a
question at him:

“You are from the harbor? What is it?”

Hampton comprehended that they had
been signaled the arrival of this messenger,
and had come forth to meet him. The pant-
ing Indian made answer.

“Si, mi senior amo! We have sighted the
schooner, that of Sefiora Dias, which was
left behind. The wind is very light, how-
ever, and she cannot get in before some-
time tonight.”

“Good,” exclaimed Dias heartily.
sign of the other schooner, my own?”’

“No sign, seror amo.”

Dias waved his hand. ‘“Buerno/ Return
and tell your comrades that they may come
in at sunset; there will be no need of keeping
watch at the harbor tonight.”

Dias and the tall Yaqui turned and strode
back up the caiion, but Hampton sat in
absolute dismay. Unconsciously, despite
its impossibility, he had cherished a faint
hope of escape by way of the sea, for he
knew that the schooner which had brought
him must be still lying in the hidden harbor.
Now this tenuous hope was completely
dashed. This second schooner, which had
taken the devilish sefiora south and which
she had left to follow her, had arrived in
time to block even the faintest chance of
escape.

After a little Hampton gained his feet
with some difficulty and staggered down
to the creek. There, standing in the cool
water, he laved his hurts and drank his fill,
unhindered; and gradually returning to a
sanely balanced mind, found himself not
vitally hurt—the strain of the torture itself
had worn him down more than the actual
suffering. He made his way back to the
barracks, now deserted. Finding his own
shelf-bunk, he discovered in it a bundle of
rags and an earthern bowl containing some
grease.

Mentally blessing Pap Hoskins, he daubed
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the grease on his wounds, wound the rags
about his body, and then crawled into his
bunk. He was asleep almost instantly—
his last conscious thought a memory of the
dark features of Ramon the Yaqui.

v

| WHEN Hampton wakened again,

it was to darkness. The reflection

of cooking fires outside cast a very

faint glow into the bunk-horse, where men

were talking and smoking; th= slaves of Dias

were not supplied with lights, but were

given a goodly allowance of tobacco. The

guards at the entrance were checking off
those who entered, as usual.

Hearing a soft sound of sobbing, Hamp-
ton put out his hand and found his brother
lying at his side. Eli gripped his fingers
quickly, with a low word.

“Dick! I’ve been half-wild today—to
think that it was to help me you came
here——"

“Shut up,” said Hampton curtly.

llI)m

not hurt. Did Hoskins tell you about to-
night?”
“Yes.” Eli controlled himself. “You’re

feeling able to walk?”

“Able to do more than walk, I hope,”
said Hampton grimly. “I don’t say that
I enjoyed myself, but I'm not much hurt.
Hoskins got me some grease that helped
a lot.”

“He was keeping that to use on himself—
Dias threatened to burn him, last week.
Well, Dick, you’ll have to let me over next
the wall; if I'm to finish cutting the hole,
it must be now before the noise quiets down.
I'll get out first.”

There was no room for Eli to crawl over
his brother, so when the bunk was clear,
Hampton sat up and swung his feet to the
floor, while Eli crept in past him. Much
to his own surprize, Hampton found him-
self in much better condition than he had
anticipated. Every movement cost its
share of pain, naturally, yet his freedom of
movement in general was not restricted;
and on that unhappy traverse up from
Panama, Hampton had learned anew the
admirable results of muscular pain coupled
with necessary exertion. All seamen were
compelled to learn that lesson at bitter
cost—yet Hampton had now learned it in
ways not of the sea.

“I’m fit enought,” he muttered to Elj, as
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he took the outside place. “Once let me
get a grip on that Yaqui, and I’ll give him
something to remember me by! Who else
goes with us?”

“Talk later,”
and shoulders inside the wall opening.
afoot of adobe yet to cut through.”

Hampton composed himself in patience,
thankful now for the noise as the half-
drunken men continued to come up from
the pulque mill. He could hear the machete
busily at work in the four-foot wall, whose
adobes crumbled rapidly before it; and pres-
ently, by the occasional whiff of fresh air
and the sound of falling fragments, knew
that Eli was through the wall. He lay
breathless, fearful lest some one hear the
sounds, but no alarm was raised, and after
a bit Elj, breathing hard, was back beside
him and stuffing blankets into the opening.

“Now we're fixed,” said Eli, in an in-
audible murmur, his'lips at Hampton’s ear.
“T got word to Frenchy—he and Hoskins
will be along, and maybea couple of greasers
I’'ve sounded out. Can’t trust many. At
midnight the guards are changed gnd they
come poking in here and there, so, quick’s
they’ve gone, we’ll get to work.”

Hampton, not trusting himself to re-
spond, lay quiet, and presently dozed off
again.

He wakened to a light before his eyes,
blinked into a lantern just above his face,
and heard the Yaqui guardsexchange a jest;
it was midnight, the inspection and change
of guard were under way. Beside him, E/
Bobo flung an oath and an incoherent babble
at the guards, who laughed and passed on.
Their lantern bobbed a moment at the door,
then passed outside.

A dull sound came from the wall, and a
breath of cold, clear night air. Then the
low voice of El.

“Come on. They’ll be along any minute.”

“They” referred to Hoskins and the
others, no doubt. Hampton rolled over and
shoved his legs at the ragged hole. Move-
ment cost him a good deal of pain, of course,
though not enough to hamper him in action;
he wriggled into the hole, felt his feet
gripped from the outside, and presently
scraped through into the open air. Eli
caught and supported him, helped him find
his feet.

“Wait here for the others,” said Eli, his
voice athrill with eagemess. “Keep ’'em
q%iet. I'm going to get the guards—they

grunted Eli, who was head
“Got
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belong to me—TI don’t calculate to let Pap
Hoskins cheat me neither—he’ll get his knife
in ’em first if he has the chance——"

The dark figure melted away.

Hampton found himself standing alone
at the rear of the adobe barracks. Brilliant
starlight showed him the cactus-dotted hill-
side and the black cafon wall behind; all
else was cut off by the long adobe building.
The night was cold, crystal-clear. Under
the blazing stars objects stood out distinctly.

A low scuffling sound—Hampton turned
to the hole in the adobe wall, caught a foot
as it protruded, and tugged. Came tum-
bling out a ragged figure with immense
black beard; this was the Gaul known as
Frenchy, and he emerged sputtering softly
and spitting out adobe dust.

“Name of a name, the hole is too small

for me! Who is here?”’
“Be quiet,” said Hampton. “The
others?”’

“Are coming. Brr! Freedom! Liberty!”
Frenchy slapped himself vigorously.

Presently a lithe, half-naked Mexican
came squirming through the hole, followed
by a second; Eli had some good reason for
trusting the pair, and Hampton helped
them clear. Almost at once, Pap Hoskins
came along head first, gripping the tattered
blankets which he tugged after him.

“Got to close that hole—gettin’ right cold
in there,” he grunted as he gained his feet.
“Don’t want to wake ’em up——"

He stuffed the rags into the gaping hole,
then turned and grunted as he surveyed the
others. A soft laugh broke from him, and
he gripped Hampton’s hand.

“All right? Where’s Eli?”

“Said to wait for him——"

An oath from Frenchy, a low alarmed
word from the Mexicans. Hampton turned,
to see the glow of a cigarito at the nearer
corner of the adobe building. The smoker
came toward them. In the bright starlight
there could be no mistaking the outline and
swagger of that figure, its immense som-
brero, its cloaking serape, its rifle.

“A Yaqui—a guard!” said Hoskins, and
caught his breath sharply. The others re-
mained silent, huddled against the wall in
consternation. Hampton, wondering that
the guard had not already seen them and
sent out a call, stepped sharply forward.

“We may talk in peace now,” said the
Yaqui, and broke into a low laugh. It was
the voice of Eli.
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In the plot as they were, the others stared
in amazement at this metamorphosis of the
shambling £/ Bobo. He came forward and
flung down another serape and sombrero,
with a ritle, at Hampton’s feet.

“There you are. Now, then, who’s in
command here?”’

“I am,” said Hampton.
agree.”

Frenchy uttered a laugh.

“What matter?” he said in Spanish. “You
as well as another. We die in any case.”

“Certainly,”” said Hampton. “Dias’ other
schooner got into the harbor tonight, or was
sighted. That ends our only chance of get-
ting away by water. Now it’s the desert,
and one blow at Dias before we go down.
Has any one a better project to offer?”

No one had, it appeared. The two Mexi-
cans laughed softly, Frenchy squatted and
with them rolled cigaritos from the supplies
Eli had captured, and Pap Hoskins pro-
fanely told Hampton to go ahead and give
orders.

“Can we count on any general rising of
these other men?’’ asked Hampton.

“None,” spoke up Frenchy in disgust.
“A few would help, yes, and all would break
out if restraint were totally removed—but
they have no heart to fight while a single
Yaqui is in sight.”

“Can we reach the desert above by any
other way than the one path?”

“No, unless we go down the valley sev-
eral miles to the sea and circle around.”

“What about getting horses or mules
away without discovery?”’

“Impossible,” said Eli. “Even if we had
them, they would be no good to us in the
desert. The Yaquis would run us down
in no time.”

“Very well.”> Hampton, who had flung
the serape over his shoulder, donned the
sombrero and picked up the rifle. “Eli, you
and I will go after Nelly Barnes. Pap
Hoskins, you take the others and make
for that trail. We must hold it. I’ll create
an alarm at Dias’ house that will draw most
of the guards, then we'll join you. As to
arms ’

“Don’t worry ’bout us,” said Hoskins
significantly. “We aims to catch a few o’
them Injuns on our way acrost the valley—
same’s Eli done. So you’re goin’ for the gal,
eh? All right. I don’t expect you'll get fur,
but go ahead. It don’t matter much how
we peter out, so long’s we go down hard.

“If you others
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We'll wait for your rumpus to start. So
long.” —

He turned to Frenchy and the other two.
Eli plucked Hampton’s serape, and the two
brothers stepped along the wall into the
darkness, leaving a murmur of voices be-
hind. Eli held out a-cigaret he had rolled,
with his own for light.

“Take it easy; we’re all right. We'll be
taken for guards if any one sees us. That’s
why I brought along the sombrero and
serape for you. If any one comes close—
the machete.”

Hampton puffed at his cigaret, swung
around the corner, and advanced with Eli
toward the upper valley. Here and there
lanterns burned, by the entrances of other
barracks; a faint whiff of opium lingered on
the cold air; nothing stirred in the starlight.
They left the adobe buildings behind, heard
two guards exchanging jests from some dark
corner, and so came to the dark masses of
the orchard, the heavy. figs and the scat-
tering of vines and fruit trees, at the elbow
of the cafion. No alarm had come from
behind them; all the lower valley was dark
and empty, and Pap Hoskins was evidently
keeping his companions in check.

“What about weapons for them?’’ asked
Hampton, as he tossed away his cigarito.

“That’s what Hoskins is after,” and Eli
laughed softly. ‘“Those guards have an
adobe shack down below, with all kinds'of
weapons and ammunition. Dias has racks
of new revolvers in that house of his, though.
We’ll see. Nelly Barnes is going with us?”

((Y‘es.),

“Too bad; we’ll not gofar, then,” said Eli

rimly.

“I told her to be ready at midnight, and
to come outside if possible. Where would
we find her?”

“Probably by the left side of the house,
toward the creek, where that big pepper-
trec stands,” said Eli. “There’s usually a
guard around there, and another by the
corral where the Chinos live. I want a
crack at Dias while we're there.”

“You won’t get it,” said Hampton.
“You’ll take Nelly in charge and lead her
across to that trail by the quickest way.
I'll stay to raise a fuss, then I’ll find my way
across. No arguments, lad. Your time
comes soon enough.”

Eli grunted, but forbore to protest, as
they were advancing toward the house.
From somewhere far beyond, in the desert
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out above the cafion wall, rose the sobbing
wail of a coyote to the stars. A voice in the
shadow of the giant pepper-tree mimicked
it perfectly, and flung out a laugh. A match
flamed, and the red glow of a cigarito became
visible.

“Quien es?”’ came the careless voice of the
guard. “You’ve been down to the pulque
mill, Pablo? I hope you brought——"

The words ended in a startled silence.
From somewhere far down the valley rose
a shrill astonished cry in words that echoed
high and far. ‘“Porque me tires? Why do
you strike me?”” One of the guards, per-
haps, caught by Hoskins. Silence followed
instantly, no further cry was heard, but
Hampton walked straight in upon the figure
beneath the pepper-tree. There could be
no hesitation now. The cigaret point guided
his fingers to the brown throat; the thought
of action after these weeks of helpless tor-
ture maddened him, caused a furious access
of savagery in his grip; like steel talons, his
fingers ripped the life out of that brown
throat before the cigaret had been extin-
guished in the dust. Without a sound,
without a movement, the guard was dead.
Elj, too late with his machete, stood aghast
and horrified.

“Get his rifle and caps,” said Hampton
quietly. He straightened up, and sent his
voice into the darkness*in a guarded call.
“Nelly! Nelly! Are you here?”

An instant of silence, the fluttering sound
of a breath sharply caught, then the girl’s
voice sounded softly.

“Here, Dick, at the window, but there
are bars.”

Hampton was already following the sound
of that voice. It conductéd him to a window
in the side wall of hewn stone—not a window
of glass, but in the ancient fashion of the
country framed solidly in wood and barred
by heavily carved wooden grille. Against
this, as he came close, Hampton made out
the figure of Nelly Barnes, one hand thrust
through the openings.

‘“‘Stand back,” he ordered, and thrust his
rifle-barrel into the grill-bars, and then
flung his weight on it. There was a sharp
crash of dried wood, and half the barrier
came away.

*“Out—quickly!”’

As the girl emerged, Hampton caught her,
heard a startled call ring out from some-
where, and then held Nelly to him for an
instant. Careless of the pain, he crushed

)
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her against his breast, touched his lips to
hers—then thrust her at his brother.

“Eli! Take her quickly. Go with him,
Nelly—I'm coming presently. Steal off,
now, both of you! Not aninstant to waste.”

Bewildered, daring no protest, the girl
was swept off into the darkness by Eli, and
Hampton turned to the window. A guard
was approaching from somewhere, drawn
by the crunch of shattered wood. Hampton
threw the fragments of the grill inside and
then followed them with a swift and silent
leap.

Once inside the place, he caught a faint
thread of light—a dim radiance that led
him to an open doorway. He found himself
looking out upon the patio, where, along the
cloistered wall, little night lamps of oil
flickered in niches. Hampton, smiling
grimly, stepped to the nearest, took the
lamp, and with it returned to the room he
had just quitted. He set it on the floor
and glanced around.

He was in one of the luxuriously furnished
rooms, crowded with fine furniture and pre-
cious loot of all kinds, and a doorway led
into an adjoining room which was racked
with rifles, revolvers and pistols of all de-
scriptions. Hampton seized half a dozen
Colt revolvers, strung them together by the
chin-thong of his sombrero, filled the som-
brero itself with caps and prepared car-
tridges from the neat piles. He clapped the
sombrero on his head again, hung the re-
volvers about his neck and behind him, then
loaded two more revolvers for himself. With
these, he returned to the former room.

No alarm seemed to have sounded—from
the window he could discern nothing, could
hear nothing; he realized that only a few
moments had passed since that guard had
perished beneath the pepper-tree. Now he
heard the voice of another guard calling
softly, knew that the second had approached
and was searching. Smiling, Hampton
turned back into the room, seized the brittle
fragments of the grating he had flung inside,
and went to the lamp. In two minutes a
heap of furniture was dimly illumined by the
creeping bluish flames of spilled oil. Once
those flames reached the plastered reeds and
timbers of the ceiling, they would not easily
be quenched.

“QJue es?”’ came the startled cry from out-
side. “What fire is that?”

The figure of a Yaqui came to the window
opening, peering into the room. Hampton
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raised his revolver and fired; then, strug-
gling under his load, he climbed from the
window, caught up the dead guard’s rifle,
and empticd it in the direction of the
corrals.

The alarm was given.

\'

HAMPTON remained beneath the

N pepper tree, adjusting his loads and

coolly awaiting the moment to
complete his work.

His view of the lower valley was cut off,
but the absence of any shots and the sharp
repetition of voices told that the guards
were centering all attention on himself.
From the buildings across the creek came
shriller voices and bobbing lights; from
inside the house of Dias arose ques-
tioning calls and shouted demands. The
flames in the room mounted higher and
gained foothold on the ceiling.

Now from the servants’ quarters came
lanterns and running men, Chinese by their
voices, pouring toward the house of the
master. In the other direction, the or-
chard resounded with trampling feet and
low cries as the Yaqui guards came hasten-
ing up from the barracks. Hampton, lost
to sight in the blackness beneath the wide
tree, saw the groups of men approach in the
clear starlight, questing what was wrong,
aiming at the ruddy light of the window.

They found what was amiss when Hamp-
ton’s revolvers began to speak. He fired
deliberately, coolly, emptying his weapons
with deadly effect, while the Chinese
shrieked in wild consternation and the
Yaqui guards cursed as the bullets struck
them down. Ritles began to make re-
sponse. Hampton left his position and
slipped across to the shadow of the fruit-
trees that ranged the creek, and started for
the lower valley.

Behind him was pandemonium. Flames
were spouting in air, men were shooting
blindly, and above the din of voices rose the
stentor-blast of Dias. Hampton, not paus-
ing to reload his heavy revolvers, made his
way along the creek, turned the cafion el-
bow, and after one last glance at the ruddy
glare behind, hastened on his way. From
all quarters of this lower valley the guards
were hurriedly converging upon the scene
of alarm, their shouts ringing near and far.

Hampton plunged into the creek, which

~ was only waist-high here, and crossed to the

far side, where there was a trail. IHe had
barely come into this, when he discerned a
tall hgure coming toward him, and a voice
leaped at him fiercely:

“Where are you going?
matter up yonder?”

Hampton recognized Ramon, and laughed
softly.

“Do you not know your friends at night,
Ramon?” he demanded.

“Who are you?” demanded the tall
Yaqui, coming up to him.

“I am the gringo, and pay my debt thus,”
rejoined Hampton, and struck out with the
heavy Colt.

The front sight lashed Ramon across the
eyes and face, cutting deep and sending the
blood spurting, drawing a cry of startled
anguish from the Yaqui, Instantly Hamp-
ton struck again, this time across the fore-
head, and again the weapon went dcep.
Dazed and staggered by those blows,
blinded by the blood, Ramon snarled like a
wolf and whipped out his knife—but a third
time the heavy iron smote him, and under
the blow the facial bones crunched and
gave. He took a step backward, then
whimpered and fell groping in the dust, and
writhed there, a crushed and blinded thing.

“Remember the gringo now, you dog,”
said Hampton, and’went on his way again.

He was not sure.where to find the trail
that ascended to the desert, but presently,
from the dark cafion wall, heard a shot and a
wild yell; then a burst of shouts went up,
and he caught Eli’s voice. Instantly he
lifted a ringing shout, which Eli answered,
and in five minutes Hampton had located
the trail and found himself greeted by Pap
Hoskins.

“That you, Hampton? Eli’s on above
with the gal. We got the trail—I'm stay-
in’ here to hold it a spell. We got rifles
and a heap o’ shootin’ supplies. What'’s
burnin’ yonder?”

“The house of Dias,”” said Hampton, and
Hoskins uttered a howl of joy.

Pushing on up the trail, Hampton
stumbled over a dead Yaqui and presently
caught up with Eli and Nelly, who grected
him with a cry of delight. The mounting
trail gave them plainer view of the growing
conflagration up the caiion, and Hampton
briefly related what he had done.

“We might have a chance to fight through
to the schooner, had it not been for the

What is the



South, West and North

other schooner arriving tonight,” he con-
cluded, but Eli dissented.

“No—listen! Shotsfromupabove. The
Injuns up there will spread out and hold
us. I know a first-rate place to make our
stand if you say so—unless you want to
run for it” N

“No use running,” said Hampton. “Go
ahead and secure the position. We’'ll wait
up above.”

He held Nelly against him in the dark-
ness, and her hand crept into his. Eli was
gone up the trail.

“We can’t escape, Dick,’ she said quietly.

“We’ll not try the impossible, dear,” he
responded. ‘‘All we can do is to go down
fighting.”

“Then I’ll do my share, and be thankful
when the evil dream is all over! Nothing
ahead can be any worse than what is be-
hind.”

A laugh broke out ahead of them, and the
bearded Frenchy came into sight, exul-
tantly waving a rifle.

“Hola, mes amis!” he cried jovially.
“They have us in check up above, but E!
Bobo and the two Mexicans have gone on to
take up a position. I came to meet you.
What is the bonfire down below, eh?”

Hampton told him, then got rid of his
revolvers and ammunition. Frenchy was
delighted, and cheerfully assumed the load.
Presently all three gained the open plat-
form at the head of the trail, and Frenchy
pointed out the situation. A hundred
yards, or less, along the brink of the cafion,
was a crown of loose boulders rising from the
cactus thickets; this was the position which
Eli had gone to seize, and a glance showed
Hampton its value, as it commanded the
head of the trail from below, that approach-
ing from the sea, and the surrounding
desert. Slight as was this eminence of a
few feet, it was a natural fort ready for
defense.

From the cactus, rifles spat fire, and
again, in a suddex burst of sound. Frenchy
slid softly away into the darkness, and
Hampton pulled the girl into shelter of a
boulder.

“Wait here and see what happens,” he
said. ‘“The fire’s dying down—Dias has
brought water from the creek. Hello!
Some one coming up the trail—"

Puffing breaths and hasty footsteps drew
his attention, and the newcomer proved to
be Pap Hoskins, who had come up to see

)
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what was going on. At the same moment
Eli came cautiously back from the edge of
the platform, two bullets burning after him.

“All right!” he exclaimed guardedly.
“Make a break for it with Nelly, Dick—
we'll bring the loads. Frenchy! Where
are you?”’

Frenchy cursed from the darkness, and
bullets began to whine all around from the
Yaquis who were flung out in the cactus.
Hampton, seizing Nelly’s hand, rushed her
across the open platform to the rocks be-
yond; stumbling among the boulders, torn
by the thorns on every side, they ap-
proached the crown of jutting fragments,
where the two Mexicans awaited them. A
cry broke from the girl as she stumbled over
the body of a Yaqui—then they were in
shelter of the high rocks, and one of the
Mexicans pressed a rifle on Hampton.

What came next was sharp and vicious—
Eli, Frenchy and Hoskins staggering under
heavy loads toward the crown of rocks,
while Yaqui yells arose piercingly and
rifles stabbed crimson in the darkness.
There were only three or four of the enemy
scattered around, and on them Hampton
and the two Mexicans fired; before the
rifles could be reloaded, Eli and his com-
panions came in, unhurt, and dropped their
loads of ammunition and food.

Now, divining the purpose of the white
men, the two Mexicans protested vividly
that they desired to take their chance in the
desert. Despite the curses of the others,
accordingly, Hampton told them to take
food and ammunition and go—water there
was none. They made up loads and slunk
away, having no stomach for what lay ahead
in this place. i

“Four of us,” observed Pap Hoskins,
“and we got extry guns, and revolvers all
around—I don’t guess we-all are beat yet!”

“Five of us,” added Nelly Barnes. “I’ll
attend to the reloading, and maybe I can
use a pistol if I have to! Dick, spread out
that big serape of yours and bring those
guns here, and show me how to load those
Colt revolvers W

Taking up a strategic position between
two of the central boulders, Nelly Barnes
was soon hard at work, the four men spread-

"ing out to answer the desultory fire from the

few Yaquis around. Since no alarm was
heard, it seemed that the two Mexicans had
managed to sneak through undiscovered;
none the less, their fate was certain.
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The conflagration had died out in the
cafion below, being succeeded by a confused
tumult, through which pierced occasional
yells to answer those emitted by the Yaquis
above. Leaving these last to his compan-
ions, Hampton settled himself with extra
rifles and revolvers to watch that platform
at the head of the trail, and it was not long
before his patience was rewarded. Under
the stars he sighted a dim mass moving up-
ward, heard the scrape of feet and mutter of
low voices. Laughing to himself, he waited
momentarily, then poured a hail of bullets
into the dark mass of men.
ceased firing, only dead or wounded men re-
mained on the trail; below, far below, the
seaman’s voice of Dias rang like a clarion.

After this there fell silence; while from the
cactus thickets.around the crown of rocks
came occasional voices that told of new
arrivals from the harbor. Now and again
a rifle was fired, though the four white men
made no response, and the Yaquis, sure of
their prey, were not anxious to hasten the
event; indeed, they could do little until
Dias and his men from the arroyo could gain
the upper level by a roundabout way. So
the five fugitives waited for the end, making
a full meal on the provisions they had
brought, and Frenchy found a canteen on a
dead Yaqui which provided a few swallows
of water all around.

“So this is the end of it all’”” said Nelly
Barnes, as she sat hand in hand with Dick
Hampton, watching the eastern sky slowly
lighten with the dawn. “This is the end—
and what a sordid thing it has been all
along, with the greed of that man Dias
behind everything! It is hard to realize
how everybody was deceived; oh, do you re-
member that day in Beverly, Dick, when
the company marched down to the wharf,
and the speeches and songs W

“And where is the company now?” broke
in Hampton, with a grim laugh. “It’s
dead, or fever-stricken, or heading back
home—and its money is in the pocket of
Dias. Did he get all of yours, Nelly?”

“Yes,” she said. ‘‘He kept promising to
take me on to San Francisco from here.
Well, no use looking backward now, Dick!
How long have we before—before the end?”

“Notlong,” and Hampton glanced at the
rapidly lightening sky. ‘“They’ll rush us
once or twice, then pour bullets into us and
get it over.”

“Then kiss me goodby now, Dick,” she

When he-
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said quietly. “I'm saving one of these re-
volvers for myself—and they shan’t cap-
ture me. We'll go together, Dick.”

“Right, Nelly,” he answered, and their
lips met.

“Come alive, Dick!’ sounded Eli’s voice.
“Looks like they’re on us!”

A last kiss, and Hampton sprang to his
place. The crown of rocks was surrounded
by rough and cactus-covered ground, but
had the advantage of dominating position;
from it, Hampton could see far over the
desert on all three sides. Bchind was the
gulf of the arroyo. Eli pointed to a dark
crowd of men, beyond rifle-shot, off to the
right.

“Now they’re splitting up,” he said.
“Working out around us, eh? And look
yonder, toward the sea—ain’t that another
garlg?"

Hampton looked down the trail toward
the harbor and thought that he made out
shadowy moving objects. He shrugged.

“The crew of the schooner coming up.
Well, get to your place, Eli—and goodby.”

“Goodby, Dick.”

A rifle-ball whistled between themas they
separated. Pap Hoskins answered it, ut-
tered a jubilant whoop, and the game was
on.

A stern enough game it was, as Hampton
discovered, and one at which he was a poor
player. From the surrounding brush, boul-
ders and cactus thickets, bullets were poured
in at the crown of rocks; so thick and fast
they came that to answer them was im-
possible, every least exposure drawing a
hail of lead. Under cover of this fire, the
Yaquis moved forward, gathered for a rush,
and finally burst from cover with a yell.

The yell changed to a wild scream, how-
ever, as the four white men emptied rifles
and revolvers into them, maintaining a
stream of bullets. Astounded and dis-
mayed, man after man plunging down,
the Yaquis broke and scattered, and then
spread out under cover to recommence
their dropping fire. Frenchy brayed ex-
ultantly, Pap Hoskins whooped, and Nelly
Barnes {litted from one to another, re-
loading the emptied weapons.

“They won’t try that again!” yelled Eli,
and his rifle banged. ‘‘Head down, Dick!”

Try it again they did not, but began to
pour a searching, deadly fire into the crown
of rocks. Hampton dared not show him-
self to shoot—the movement of a hand
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brought a dozen bullets. Hoskins, how-
ever, was more at home in this sort of work,
and his rifle was deadly; while Eli and
Frenchy manifested a reckless abandon
which dropped more than one Yaqui.

Meantime, the spears of dawn had
ripped asunder the gray veil of the eastern
sky, and the sun was up, a red ball of fire
mounting the brazen heavens. Hampton
looked toward the harbor trail, but could
see nothing more of the schooner’s crew—
they had taken warning and were advanc-
ing under cover, no doubt. Suddenly
Hampton, who was on the right of the
rocky crown, was startled by a yell from
Eli.

“Look out, Dick—feller creepin’ up on
you! By that ocotillo bush P

Hampton twisted about, peered forth at
the clump of long, slender cactus spires, and
presently caught a movement to one side of
it. He fired. A Yaqui leaped into the
air like a stricken deer, and fell motionless.
Bullets stormed in — one of them raked
across Hampton’s head, sending the blood
dripping into his eyes.

“Come on yere an’ take Frenchy’s place,
Hampton!” yelled Pap Hoskins. ‘“Move
smart!”

Hampton scrambled across the crown of
rocks, bullets spattering all around, to
where Frenchy lay sprawled out with two
bullets through his brain; the enemy were
close in on this side, so close that Hampton
could hear the rattle of displaced stones
as the men scrambled. He caught up a
revolver, leaped to his feet, and emptied
the weapon. Two Yaquis lay quiet, and
Hampton ducked to shelter unhurt as
bullets flailed the air above him.

““Good work!” shouted Eli, from the left.
“Hurray! I got one——"

The shout was cut short. Hampton,
glancing around, saw Eli’s figure leap up,
whirl, and crumple out of sight. A shrill
cry came from Nelly Barnes.

“Eli’s shot, Dick!”

Hampton made no response. Pap Hos-
kins uttered a fierce yell; his red whiskers
were blackened with powder and sweat, and
his eyes glared wildly.

“It’s all over!” he shouted, and then sent
a laugh roaring up. He leaped to his feet,
swinging a revolver in each hand, and dis-
daining all cover, began to fire at the brush
around. As he did so, his voice leaped out
in a shrill rendition of the golden song:

“Oh! California,
That’s the land for me!
I’'m gwine to Sacramento
With my wash bowl on my knee—"’

His knees gave way suddenly, he flung
out his arms, and with a last effort he fired
a shot even as he fell; then he lay across the
boulder in the hot sunlight, while bullets
still thudded into his poor body. Pap
Hoskins had found his golden land.

Hampton fired to right and left. The
others were all gone now—he was conscious
that Nelly Barnes was just behind him, re-
loading his revolvers. Then, from some-
where out ahead he heard the voice of Dias
lifting sharply. He could not get the
words, which were in the Yaqui patois, but
the firing ceased. The bullets no longer
came buzzing and whining, to spatter in
bursts of lead on the hot rocks. He wiped
the blood from his eyes and looked around.

“Hurt, Nelly?”

“No, Dick.” She looked up at him,
smiled bravely. “Eli isn’t dead —I couldn’t
do anything for him though 2

“No matter. It’ll be over in a minute
now,” said Hampton. ‘“The main thing is
not to let ’em get us alive. Goodby, dear
girl—"

Something flickered through the high air
like a falling snake; another followed, and
another. Hampton leaped to his feet,
lunging in every direction, crying frantic
oaths, firing in blind desperation at men he
could not see. The nooses had settled
about him, the thin, harsh ropes of
maguey fiber drew taut; beside him Nelly
Barnes writhed and twisted in another
noose.

Dark shapes appeared—Yaquis, laughing,
who flung themselves in upon the two.
Hampton emptied his revolver as he was
jerked back and forth, knew that one and
another of the Indians had fallen, heard
another shot beside him as Nelly Barnes
fired pointblank at an assailant. The ropes
dragged him down, brown men leaped on
him, held him helpless; he was bound hand
and foot and jerked out from among the
boulders, out from the mass of rocks crown-
ing the eminence, to where Dias stood in
the sunlight, on the wide platform above
the trail. Here in this empty space Hamp-
ton was propped upright to stand as best
he could on bound feet; here Nelly Barnes,
bound likewise, was dragged to stand beside
him; and here Eli, ragged shirt covered
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with blood but alive and conscious, was
dragged and flung down in the sand.

“The others are dead, mi sefior amo,”
said one of the guards.

Dias nodded, and rolled a cigarito, and
smiled slightly as he met Hampton’s eyes.
He did not speak, however, for a little space.
The Yaquis assembled, until Hampton
realized that two-score and more of them
were crowded around.

Dias lighted his cigarito. He was about
to speak, when a man came running up the
trail, panting, chattering out a shrill mes-
sage as he came. It was a Chinaman from
the cafion below.

There was no need to ask what message
the yellow man brought, however. From
the arroyo ascended a sudden outburst of
sound—the howling of men, a shot or two,
the long shriek of women in mortal fear,
stabbing Yaqui yells; an indescribably,
frightful tumult of voices, over which rose
and rose that bestial howling. Excited
cries burst from the Yaqui around. Every
man there knew instantly that the slaves
had broken out. Dias turned to the brown
men.

“Go and look after your families,” he
ordered. “Five of you remain here. Slay
those fools who have forgotten themselves.
Go! Guard the sefiora.”

Ere he had finished speaking, the im-
patient Yaquis were melting away down the
trail. More shots came from below. The
panting Chinaman babbled out something
about the slaves, and Dias hurled an oath at
him. He sought the shade of a big car-
done cactus at the edge of the clearing.

“So youre not dead, El Bobo?”’ Dias
looked down at Eli, and smiled. Then his
eyes lifted to Hampton’s unfaltering gaze.
“Well, the two of you fooled me neatly.
And you struck me a good blow last night.
Which of you left Ramon a blind wreck?”’

“I,” said Hampton, cheerfully enough.
“I’m sorry it was not you instead, you dog!”’

“You’ll be sorrier before long,” and Dias
chuckled. Then a word from one of the
Yaquis, a low word of astounded wonder,
caused him to turn. Toward the group,
from the edge of the platform, staggering
toward them with outstretched hands and
horrible face, was the Chinaman. Half-
way to the group, his mouth open and gap-
ing yet uttering no sound, he halted, beat
at the air with his yellow hands, and then
plunged forward. He lay on his face in the

dust, dead, and from his back protruded
something that glittered in the morning
sunlight.

Dias was the first man to move. An
astounded oath broke from him. He
stepped forward, went to the dead China-
man, and stooped. He came erect holding
that glittering object in his hand. His
gaze whipped to Hampton in blank amaze-
ment, then darted at the desert around.

The object that he held was the silver-
hafted knife.

“Oh! California,
We'll see you bye and bye,
And if we forget Beverly
Why bless you, don’t you cry!”

THAT was the strangest sound that
had ever echoed up from the Valley
of Mercy—that sound of men’s
voices roaring out the lilting air of “Susan-
nah” above the crack of rifle-shots and the
stabbing yells of Yaquis. The sound itself,
and what it portended, held Dias motion-
less for an instant—then from the edge of
the clearing leaped a long, naked brown
figure that came for him like a snake darting
for a rabbit.

It was El Hambre.

“Injun does it!”’ shrilled up the voice of
Job Warlock, as Indian and Dias went
down in the dust. The Yaquis swung
around, but too late—there was a ragged
crack of rifles, a burst of revolver-fire, and
the five brown men remained sprawled out
in the sunlight. Hampton, to whom all
this seemed a dream inchoate, visioned
half a dozen men, white men, springing
forward across the platform, while Job
Warlock darted upon him with a yell of
delight. Small wonder that Nelly Barnes
uttered one wild cry and pitched forward
senseless across the recumbent figure of Eli.

“You, Job—you!” stammered Hampton,
as Warlock grinned in his face and then
stooped to slit his lashings. Another white
man came leaping toward him. ‘“Adam

Johnson! It can’t be—this is some hallu-
cination—"

L a bit, Dick Hampton!”’ cried Adam
Johnson. “Give us your fist, lad —ah!

There’s a fiend unleashed in that brown
Injun! Look at him, now o
Everything else forgotten, all stared; even
Hampton, oblivious of his freedom or of the
fainting girl at his feet, looked at the scene
which was transpiring before his eyes.




South, West and North

Dias lay upon his back there in the hot
sand, and upon him the lean Indian half-
sat, half-knelt. Dias had driven that long
silver knife through and through El Ham-
bre, from breast to back, and clutched the
haft with both hands, powerless to draw it
forth again—for the brown fingers of the
Indian were in his throat. From El Ham-
bre’s lips burst his harsh, mirthless laugh;
then he slowly bowed forward, slowly sank
down, until his dying body covered the
figure of his victim, his scarlet serape more
vivid than blood in the sunlight. The
legs of Dias twitched slightly, then were
quiet.

“No use lookin’ at the Injun,” said Job
Warlock. “Durned if Dias didn’t split his
heart first crack! Well, that’s the end—
give’s your fist, Dick Hampton! Who’s
this in the dirt?”

The tension broken, the others were
around him now, Adam Johnson and other
men of the Beverly company; shaking his
hand, pounding his back, crying out glad
words. Some drew Nelly Barnes to one
side, others cut Eli’s bonds and shouted his
name aloud as they recognized him; the hot,
sun-smitten rock platform resounded to
laughing, exulting words and eager cries,
and the dead men who lay like blots in the
white sunlight were forgotten.

“But what does it mean?”” Hampton
stared around helplessly at Nelly Bamnes,
who was being revived, at Eli, who was sit-
ting up and grinning, at the men whom he
knew so well who stood before him. “It’s
incredible that you’re here, Job Warlock,
and these others o

“Not a bit,” said Adam Johnson, and
laughed happily. “Warlock and the Injun
got ashore and told ue what had happened.
So we took a vote on it, and twenty of the
company decided to come along to San
Francisco; then we joined about fifteen
New York men to our crowd.”

“But—how the —— did you get here?”’
demanded Hampton.

The men around grinned delightedly.
None of them paid any heed to the sounds
that were coming up from the arroyo—the
intermittent crack of rifles, the occasional
lusty shout from Yankee throat, the still
?ontinuous howling of the slaves who were
ree.

“Get here?” Adam Johnson chuckled.
“Warlock knew that Dias’ schooner, or
rather his wife’s schooner, was due from the
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south, so we all went oul in the boats of
some Injun fishermen and met her. That’s
all there was to it. We piled aboard,
chucked Dias’ men into the boats, and set
sail for the north. Piracy? Tut, tut!
Who's tolay a charge against us, eh? We
got in late last night, took the other schooner
lying in port, and El Hambre explored. He
came back this morning with word of the
shooting here, so a few of us came this way
to capture the trail-head, while the others
marched around and up into the arroyo.
And that’s all of it. From the sound of
things down below—ah! Miss Nelly, a glad
good morning to you!”

Johnson swept off his hat. Nelly Barnes,
staring around, came to Hampton’s side and
stood in blank wonder. Job Warlock
scraped and grinned delightedly, and shook
his gold ear-hoops. A sudden cry broke
from the girl.

“Oh, it’s true, it’s true!
after all—"

‘“Aye, Nelly,” and Hampton swept his
arm around her, drawing her close to him.
“Aye, it’s the mercy of God at work—ah,
Eli! Here’s my brother, Adam Johnson!
You remember him? Not hurt badly,
Eli?”

“Nothing but a scrape over the ribs.”
Eli laughed, and then was engulfed by the
eager men. Hampton was about to speak
when Job Warlock turned to him suddenly.

“Dick! Where’s that —— Dofia Her-
mana?”’

Hampton shook his head. Then he felt
the girl tremble against his side—her face
lifted, and a sudden frightened cry burst
from her.

“Look—look there! Quickly!”

The knot of men disintegrated, whirled.
Turning, Hampton saw a number of figures
leaping up the trail from below, queer
frightened figures, whose wild panting cries
reechoed from the rocky walls. Two or
three of the white men fired, and at this the
figures screamed and turned again. They
were Chinamen.

Now there swelled up a frightful and
horrible sound which held the white men
staring and spellbound. It was the mad
screaming of men, the bestial howling of
men mad with liquor, with hatred, with
blood-lust. It mounted up along the trail,
rising in a shrill crescendo of such unut-
terable fury that those on the platform stood
waiting for that unseen horror to appear,

Really you
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the very hearts frozen within them by the
awful outburst of shrieks. A shot burst
through that tumult, and another, but
the voices only swelled up louder.

“Back, everybody!” cried Hampton sud-
denly. “It’s the slaves—they’re loose. No
telling what may happen—back to cover,
men!”’

He tried to get Nelly Barnes back toward
the rocks, but a low cry broke from her,
and her arm swept up. Hampton followed
that pointing gesture, and then swung the
girl aside that she might see no more. A
low oath burst from him, was echoed from
those around.

Into sight on the narrow trail came two of
the Chinamen, and at their heels was a great
wave of half-naked men— the Mexican
slaves from below, now become wild and
ravening beasts. They dragged down the
two yellow men, poured over them, then
suddenly the wave split asunder at another
burst of shots. There in the midst of them
all stood Dofia Hermana, distinct in the
white sunlight; she was bare-headed, her
hair flying wildly, the clothes half-stripped
from her body, a revolver in her hand. It
spoke again—then the wave rolled upon
her.
hoarse and frightful yell; their bestial,
foaming faces closed in upon the woman,
their claws tore at her and tore again. She
stood an instant under that wave, her white
shoulders leaping into scarlet strcaks—then
she disappeared, and the crested billow of
men rolled above her, the stabbing shriek
of her voice piercing once or twice through
the horrible screaming exultancy of those
human wolves.

Mad oaths burst from the white men.
Rifles swept up, revolvers began to crack.
Bullets thudded into that writhing mass of
humanity and shredded it apart. The
blind screams of rage and fury became fran-
tic yells of fear — the peons fell away,
thinned out, turned and vanished down the
trail again, leaving a red heap behind them.
Job Warlock ran forward to look at that
heap, but presently he came back again in
ghastly pallor. He mutely shook his head,

From the peons swept up that-

wiped the sweat from his face and collapsed
on a boulder, staring at the ground.

“Well, well,” said Adam Johnson ner-
vously, “I don’t know what——"

“Don’t worry about it,” spoke up Eli.
“That was Dona Hermana—the wife of
Dias. I guess those peons sort of evened
things up. Now what, Adam? You fel-
lers goin’ down below?”

“I’ll have to,” said Adam Johnson with a
grimace. “All's clear at the harbor, Hamp-
ton: you might go that way with Miss
Nelly. Here, two o’ you boys come with
me, the rest of you go along to the harbor.
Make sure o’ those schooners. See you
later, Hampton.”

He strode away down the trail, two of the
Beverly men at his heels. Job Warlock
came to his feet and looked at Hampton.

“The world’s a good place, so hurray!”
he exclaimed, though soberly enough.
“Well, what are we waitin’ for? Looks like
all our friends are goin’ on to San Francisco,
Dick. What course are you and me goin’
to set?”

Hampton smiled. He met Eli’s beaming
face, then turned and nodded to the eager
gaze of the girl at his side.

“Which way, Nelly? Together?”

“Always together, Dick!” She smiled
as her fingers gripped his. ‘“Always to-
gether &

“Set the course for ’Frisco, Job!” said
Hampton.

Job Warlock touched his forelock.

“Aye, aye, sir! North it is, once out o’
this gulf—it’s a far ways to them Bluenose
ships, but Injun does it—aye, sir, north it is.
Come along, all hands!”

Hampton, tucking Nelly’s arm in his,
turned with the othars to the harbor trail.
Then, as though in presage of the future,
from the arroyo below rang up the slow-
lilting, sharply accented air of ‘‘Susannah,”
roared out by a score and more of exultant
New England voices:

*Oh, Sacramento,

That’s the place for me!
Our troubles all are over
And in ’Frisco soon we’ll be!”
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HE Old Man was obviously wor-
T ried, and that, to the nervous

and apprehensive crew, was the

ultimate sign of approaching
catastrophe. Skippers, of course, are usu-
ally worried about one thing or another,
but they never show it, not even to their
first mates. And, according to those whose
privilege it is to associate with the mighty,
the first mate and the Old Man vibrate in
almost the same plane. Hence, when even
the A.B. at the wheel was able to discern
the skipper’s anxiety, and later broadcast
the news, the entire crew got jumpy, and
didn’t care who knew it.

Every man off watch was on deck, simply
because he should have been below. If the
bosun had gone aft to turn out the crew to
do some work on deck in this heavy weather,
when evil black waves swept the whole ship
and meant a crushing, gasping death for
any one who was not quick enough to find
a handhold, there would have been a near
mutiny. But now, with the simple per-
verseness of men who go to sea, the crew
was gathered in rapt groups of three or
four wherever there was shelter, on the poop
that rose and fell like the end of a seesaw,
on the after well deck that was dangerously
swept with sea after sea, or balancing on
the edge of the mess table next to the
galley.

Even Sparks, the radio operator—a nice
boy who wrote home to tell his mother of
seafaring iniquities at every opportunity—
hung over the midships rail, and gazed at
the inscrutable sea, with its mask torn
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off, exposing hissing, tormented furrows of
gray water, mightier than steel, that rolled
scornfully by into infinity, He was pale
and desolate, and struggled with a numb-
ing, vague panic.

It was his first trip, a summer vacation
job, and he hated it. He ate in the officers’
mess and had expected uniformed gentle-
men who would talk of understandable
things, shaded, possibly, by a certain rather
coarse wit. Instead he found men, without
uniforms, who ate silently and efficiently;
who, when they did talk, spoke only of the
ship, their ship that they were driving from
port to port. They illustrated their ideas
by oaths that he did not at first understand,
and that sickened him later.

He had read about these men, but had
not believed in them. They rather took
away the romance of the sea, that he had
expected to find. For instance, he could
never fathom just why the first mate should
say, « i#, son, this is a good ship,” and
take away a sailor’s paint brush, and spot
a rivet himself. But then in justice to
Sparks, his lack of understanding really
was not his fault. Not everybody should
go to sea.

Meanwhile, while Sparks was learning to
hate the sea, the Old Man paced the flying
bridge. Lean bodied, tall and stooped,
leaner of face, he looked like an ideal cap-
tain, and he was nearly that. For sixteen
years he had been to sea, and had held his
master’s ticket two years. Only thirty-
four, he was senior captain in his company,
and next in line for a shore post at the end
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of this trip. That was something his wife
didn’t know as yet, but then he was the sort
of man who never tells a good thing in ad-
vance, not when he could ‘‘surprize the little
lady, Mr. Hawkins,” as he would tell the
third mate during the eight to twelve
watch. He loved her as he loved ships,
and men and oceans which was a great deal.

Now he suddenly stopped his pacing, and
standing behind the flapping canvas wind-
dodger, regarded the northwest seas that
thundered against the bow of the vessel,
dropping tons of sea water on the foc’sle
head, which ran off in a Niagara on to the
deck, and sloshed- heavily back to the for-
ward bulkhead amidships, burying the en-
tire bow.

Something always caught in the skipper’s
chest when he saw green water where the
anchor winch should have been. He had
to get her back!

Grunting at the lookout, he climbed
down the starboard ladder, and entered the
wheelhouse. He needed to talk to some
one. A peculiar trait in a lean-faced sailor,
but he addressed himself without preamble
to the first and third officers who were there
together.

“Ever been in a.hurricane, Mr. Hawkins?
I mean a real one, a hundred and forty
mile an hour one?”

Mr. Hawkins confessed that he had had
the good fortune, so far in his career, to
avoid them, but once let him say, he had
almost—

“Well' I have. Had a tanker in ’19,
when the big blow swept the Gulf out clean.
Thought I was never coming through.
Had her closed up tight, but my —,
she’d lift right up out of the water. H’m.
I'll never forget it. Heard the S.0.S. of
that Spiggoty mail ship that went down
in the Yucatan Straits with over five hun-
dred. I couldn’t do a thing. Why, they’d
keep finding those poor on the beach
for months after—till clear into "20. H’m.
1tellyou, Mr. Hawkins, as I stand here now,
if my own company told me to take this
ship through a hurricane tomorrow, why I'd
resign my job, I'd give up my ticket, and
I've got a family that lives on that ticket.
I'd give up that shore job I've got coming,
and starve on a farm. And now, by —
we're going to have one, and can’t help it.
Sec that long, narrow cloud, shaped like
the doctor’s bread knife, pointing north?
Well—you’ll have one hundred and twenty
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miles an hour this time tomorrow. It says
so. And that’'s —— on my last trip.”

And so the Old Man talked. When the
second came on at midnight, he was still
there, waiting—and he felt alone—to pit
himself against the utmost wrath of gods,
and bring his ship back again to the eyes
of men.

II

BY THIS time the sea was worse,
E the wind had increased, and prepara-

tions were made for the inevitable
hurricane. The radio had ceased to function
some hours before, so there was no possi-
bility of avoiding the blow by running ac-
cording to storm signals. It was due to
arrive in a matter of minutes.

The day crew had been battened down
aft, and were already praying, or swearing,
or sleeping. The entire black gang was be-
low in the engine room, suffering their un-
sung agony of awaiting unseen, inexorable
disaster.

In the wheelhouse the storm ports had
been put up on the windows, and on all,
save the windows in front of the wheel,
signal flags had been tacked to keep the
glass splinters from flying inward, should
an outside port be blown in. All the cargo
ventilators had been plugged with wood
and battened down with canvas tops. Six
A.B.’s were called up in the chart room ad-
joining, and held for relief.

Then the whole ship waited.
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| ALMOST exactly at eight bells in
L_--: the morning watch the hurricane
— struck the Old Man’s ship.

Within the space of a minute, the wind
had increased from gale force to one hun-
dred and twenty miles an hour. Its very
suddenness, like the peevish slap of an
angry sea-god, was numbing. The seas
were flattened momentarily, even the flying
tops of waves ceased scudding through the
air. As if a siren were turned on, whose
Banshee shriek filled the whole low, black
arch of the zenith, so there began a moaning
which rose to a screaming, senseless, mur-
derous thunder, which in turn gave way to
a continuous, paralyzing shriek, at times
almost too high for the ear to catch. Then,
once more, the seas piled up, black and gray
craggy mountains that rose higher and
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higher. Tons of water in a mass would
detach themselves from the top of a wave
and hurtle through the storm. When they
struck the ship, they did damage. The
boats went first, helped along by a half
dozen barrels of oil that had been lashed
to the engine-room grating.

Sort of a silly joke, Mr. Hawkins thought,
couldn’t use them now anyway!

Inside the wheelhouse, there was a curi-
ous quiet, and an extremely high atmos-
pheric pressure. The skipper’s ears rang;
he thought his nose would bleed; his mouth
was dry and tasted of salt; and he could
barely lift his feet as he held on to the rail.

Day was proclaimed by a grayness that
made the fury outside all the more appalling.
Finally the plunging foc’sle head, thirty
yards away, was visible, and as the skipper
made it out, he groaned — almost. He
turned to the A.B.’s who sat silent on the
deck, staring at nothing, stunned by the
aphasic wind. Their mouths were open
slightly, and they did not move till the
captain had finished speaking.

“Look alive, you, Berry, Petro, and you
Svenska, there. Come on, the three of
you. The cap’s off the for'd ventilator
for number one hold; knows how
long—and another’s got to be put on—or
we'll fill up for’d. The bosun put a couple
extra ones in the mess room. Fix it; and
I hope one of you can get there. Lively,
now!”

Not a great deal of sentiment about
sending a man out to die horribly in a
gray hell like that! But they got up; and
as languidly, as if told to suj: the mess room
on a warm, calm day. They were sailors.

Svenska dived down the 'way to the mess
room and came back with the round, wood-
en plug. Without .even the usual ‘“Yes,
sir,”” Berry, leading the other two, forced
open the port wheelhouse door enough to
slide through, and the door slammed sharply
on his scream, heard faintly, though he
was but a few feet away.

The skipper swayed to the side of the
house, and tore down the flag from the
nearest window. Pressing his face to the
thick glass, he peered through the outside
port into the dark of the storm. As he
did so, Berry’s white face, six inches away,
gasping, with deaii:r upon him, slowly
passed the captain’s range of vision. He
was spread-eagled, flat against the smooth
steel side of the house, and was being forced
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to the rear rail of the bridge deck by the
sheer force of the wind.

Slowly he moved, and desperately he
fought, grasping rivet heads and plate in-
tersections, but the hurricane won easily.
It seemed that he gave up the.struggle,
for he at onge tripped back a few paces,
as grotesquely dainty as if he were attempt-
ing a dance with the wind, hit the waist
high rail, and executed a very neat back
somersault, landing heavily on his feet on
the midships deck, a dozen feet below.

Dazed an1 shocked, he was pushed back
again for a few more ghastly, mocking,
mincing steps, till a gray wraith of flying
water lifted itself from the sea beside the
ship, and swept across the deck; and when
it had passed over, Berry was no longer
there. The whole thing was much the
same as an angry school teacher erasing
with one stroke from a blackboard the writ-
ten insolence of a child.

The ventilator still had to be capped, and
Svenska and Petro made a successful dash
for the top of the ladder, descended to the
deck, and thence to the well deck.

Came the struggle along the edge of the
port bulwark to the foc’sle head. Pounded
by tons of water, thrown cruelly against
steel, cut, and all but drowned, they ar-
rived, after a mercifully dim nightmare of
combat, at the ventilator. Somehow they
capped it; and, as if waiting, the bow took
a sudden dive, far down, and buried itself.

Green water rushed over Petro, swept
him back against the railing, and held him
there, forever it seemed. It rushed past
his ears, roaring, filled his mouth and nos-
trils, burning and choking him. He felt
his eyes bulge, until, after centuries, the
bow came up, and the stinging slap of the
cold wind brought him suddenly into com-
plete consciousness. He looked for Sven-
ska, and when he saw only Svenska’s
finger, caught somehow in a wing nut on
the ventilator, he didn’t care to bother to
fight his way back. Nor did he. As care-
lessly as if he were walking down a country
road, he sauntered crazily through the
clutching blackness of the hurricane, and
entered the wheelhouse, seeing nothing, and
unable to even realize that he had come
back from a passage with death. Without
a word he resumed his place on the deck,
staring, his mouth open slightly.

The man at the wheel, who was his
friend and bunkmate, had fainted from the
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strain of watching the struggle. Another
A.B. now tried to keep the ship’s nose
headed into the storm. That was all there
was to do.

v

TWENTY-FOUR hours later the
ﬂ skipper, pale and sick,.and horribly
¢ dizzy from the continuous shriek
of the wind and the tremendous pressure,
announced to the first officer that they
were on the edge of the storm center, and
that the end was coming. The wind kept
constantly shifting, and had just ripped off
the strongbacks from the two forward
hatches, so making the ship like a tin can
without a top, thrown into a turbulent
stream.

The seas were no longer steady, thunder-
ing mountains of water; they were cruel,
sudden upliftings of an ocean in agony,
that dealt unexpected blows from unex-
pected angles, and kept the ship pretty low
and rolling more heavily, awash without
cessation.

Sparks, who had also been in the wheel-
house, had reached the limit of his endur-
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ETTER—better—better—a man
B can’t be satisfied, can he? No
satisfaction to a man as long
as he is not going up-hill. It’s
no end of a hard job to be a man—what with
aches and pains and things of one sort and
another.

There is the eternal rub—
man—show ’em.”

And yet—with all of that there is also the
knowledge that no man who imagines him-
self to be better than the rest of the gang
Is quite a man.

1 detest those stuck-up birds,
you?

People who say—

“You are a

don’t
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ance and was sprawled on the deck, rolling
violently from side to side, endeavoring to
play with a pair of parallel rulers, and talk-
ing quite cheerfully with his mother.

The man at the wheel was intent upon
the compass, watching it sway in its bin-
nacle housing; it was affording him great
amusement. He had watched it thus for
twenty-four hours without moving, save
to smile foolishly when it dipped more than
usual.

The geyser-like waves grew higher, the
wind plucked more furiously at the shell of
a steamer, and the vessel itself shuddered
at every uncouth touch, and plunged de-
spairingly on into the screaming gray.

The skipper, still gripping the rail,
wondered with a mild curiosity just how
much longer he would be able to breathe,
if his throat continued to contract, and
just why his ear drums did not burst in-
ward. He thought of his wife, and his
promised position, but mainly he regretted,
to the very soul of him, that he would not
be able to bring his ship back to the com-
pany, his fetish. He was nearly an ideal
captain.

Gumps

“Look, here, this is the way togo about it.”

Ilike a guy who will stick his arm through
mine and say—

“Bill you’re a darned old fool but I'm
another—come on—Iet’s show ’em.”’

I like a lot of things—apple-pie, ginger-
bread, the first flower when Spring runs from
the hills and all across the meadows, a pretty
girl, ham and eggs, a comfortable seat by
a good fire, or a well-cooked gump in the
jungles—any old place where a man can lie
down and sleep is the place for me. Ain’t
that so?

Do youknow whata gumpis? Itis what
tramps—who are really the only truly cul-
tured people—call a chicken.
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2 ARLOAD of freight for you on

C the siding this morning, Uncle

Dudley,” Sam Tupper an-

nounced immediately after they

had greeted each other and joined the hur-

rying throng of six persons who formally
opened Santa Maria each morning.

The daily rush of morning traffic along
Main Street was produced by the cashier
and assistant cashier of the bank; the post-
mistress, the proprietor of the general store,
ditto of the hardware store, and the station
agent. These six in addition to Zachariah
Beadle, familiarly known as Uncle Dudley,
and his young assistant, Sam Tupper, con-
stituted the business element or as London
might say, the middle class of Santa Maria,
Texas.

Since Main Street was only three blocks
long, the sudden appearance of eight
persons all going in the same direction
was something of an event even if it did
occur daily. In a way—and quite prop-
erly—this event was associated with the
dawn, and the calendar.

At the mention of a carload of freight
Uncle Dudley’s face clouded, and Sam
wondered if his superior had possibly
embarked upon a speculation which was
not prospering. It was difficult to say just
what a carload of freight might imply,
because of the wide range of Uncle Dudley’s
business activities.

He was a ranchman, dealer in real estate,
ranches and farms, buyer and seller of
wool, hides and cotton, occasional im-

porter of pecans, limes and dried red pepper,
former county judge and at present politi~
cal boss, notary public and attorney. It
will therefore be more or less clear that Sam
Tupper didn’t know exactly what the box car
might contain. Working for Uncle Dudley
as his confidential lieutenant was not with-
out excitement and pleasant uncertainty.

On a Tuesday, for instance, one might be
loading bales of cotton on to a flat car;
on Wednesday acting as presiding officer in
an election booth; on Thursday as witness
in a trial, and on Friday as auctioneer of
cattle or horses obtained by foreclosure.
Sam was fortunately not fond of regularity
and routine. So he liked his job.

Observing that mention of the carload of
freight failed to bring joy to Uncle Dudley
he decided to change the subject, though
it was difficult for him to understand the
failure of that first remark. On a single-
track line of railroad the actual and visible
arrival of a carload of tangible freight is
always exciting. Sam had enjoyed a hearty
breakfast of two catfish fried with crisp
bacon, hot biscuits, molasses and three
cups of black coffee. He simply had to
share his good feeling with some one.

“I was down to the Rio Grande last
night, fishing,”” he said. “There was camp-
fires, millions of them, on the other side.
Something’s doing in Mexico, I think.”

Uncle Dudley seemed positively pained
by this harmless statement, so Sam gave
up and they walked the remaining block to
the office in silence.
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The office was a large one-room structure
of corrugated iron over a wooden frame-
work, with a door in front and a window in
the rear. A large pineboard table was its
principal furnishing.

Uncle Dudley unlocked the door and
entered, followed by Sam whose eyes opened
wide when he observed a Mexican in
military uniform asleep on the table. It
was a most remarkable uniform of dark
greenish-blue decorated with scarlet stripes
and gold braid. A black patent-leather
belt which was worn outside the coat had
attached to it two bulging pistol holsters
and a sword.

The Mexican was awakened by the noise
and rose hurriedly from his improvised bed.
A second later he had drawn himself to his
full height of five feet and four inches and
was busy examining his pointed mustaches
with his fingers. Sam judged that this wasa
very important feature of his morning toilet.

Uncle Dudley’s six feet of leanness
towered over the little man while Sam
Tupper, stout and heavy muscled, looked
in comparison very much like a blond bear.
Out of courtesy to the visitor the ensuing
conversation was in the Spanish language.

“Did you sleep well?”” Uncle Dudley asked.

The visitor said he did, but he was rub-
bing his back and screwing up his face as
he saidit. Also he examined Sam uneasily.

“Allow me to present Mr. Samuel
Tupper, my assistant,” said Uncle Dudley.
“Sam, this is General Juan Jesus Cassiano.”

Sam nodded and General Cassiano bowed.

“General Cassiano is commander-in-chief
of the military forces of the provisional
constitutional government of the Republic
of the United States of Mexico,” Uncle
Dudley continued.

The general seemed pleased to hear the
full title used. Sam judged—and cor-
rectly—that there was business afoot.

“And now, Sam, I would like for you to
step over to the O. K. Eating House and
get the general a beefsteak or something for
breakfast. Don’t forget a pot of coffee.
And while they are cooking it, get the papers
on that car of freight.”

E-8 FIFTEEN minutes later Sam re-
( J turned with a sandwich and a pot of

coffee. The sandwich was cleverly
constructed by slicing a loaf of bread down
the middle and wedging into it one round
steak, fried to a crisp.
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General Cassiano thanked the messenger
then thanked Uncle Dudley, then excused
himself to both for sitting down, and pro-
ceeded to breakfast.

“How is the car billed?”
asked.

“Rock salt,” Sam replied.

His employer smiled.

“Very good,” was his comment. “To-
night we will move that rock salt to the
camp across the river. I have ordered five
large trucks up from the ranch tonight.
They will arrive about eleven o’clock. We
will take everything in one trip.”

“What is it?” Sam asked.

“Mostly cartridges,” Uncle Dudley in-
formed him, “but there are also two ma-
chine guns.”

“Oh,” Sam grunted, displeased with
himself for being so stupid.

Whenever there were revolutions in
Mexico Uncle Dudley did a little gun-
running as a sideline. Sam was thoroughly
familiar with the technique and details of
these operations and now wondered what
was the matter with his wits; rock salt
nearly always meant a revolution in
Mexico.

The Rio Grande could be forded about
four miles from Santa Maria. This fact
was unimportant to international com-
merce, but whenever a revolution was in
progress the “outs” hastened to occupy a
hill in front of the ford. Later the “ins”
or federal troops would arrive and attempt
to dislodge them. If the two forces met
unexpectedly a battle generally ensued.
If one force was very much larger than the
other the weaker force generally joined the
larger force and all went fishing.

Catfish were plentiful thereabouts. The
place was very important to such civil war
as Mexico enjoyed. It was marked on all
military maps of the country as strategic.
And even Sam so regarded it, having also
caught some excellent fish there.

“Have you any one who can set up those
machine guns?”’ General Cassiano asked.

“No, I haven’t, General,” Uncle Dudley
replied.

“Why haven’t you?” Sam interrupted,
smiling. “Uncle Dudley, when I was in
France they taught us to assemble a
machine-gun blindfolded. You just show
me that machine gun and I'll make it call
me papa.”

“The general will be very glad to pay

Uncle Dudley
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you for your services,” Uncle Dudley an-
nounced with a bow in the direction of the
resplendent uniform.

At the same time Uncle Dudley did some
rapid finger gymnastics impossible to de-
scribe and intelligible only to Sam Tupper.
Suffice it to say that he was thus advised to
charge fifty dollars and promptly accepted
the advice.

Sam Tupper spent a malodorous day ex-
amining and counting hides in the little
warehouse adjoining the office of his chief.
He knocked off work an hour or so early and
adjourned to his home for food, but mainly
for untainted air and a little nap, to fortify
him for the night’s activities.

Promptly at eleven o’clock five large
automobile trucks surrounded the box car
described in the bill of lading as a container
of rock salt. The drivers, ably assisted
by Sam Tupper, transferred cases of car-
tridges and the larger boxes containing two
machine guns. Several persons saw the
work in progress but gave it not a second
thought. There was nothing unusual in
Santa Maria about the selection of a moon-
light night for such heavy labor. It was
cooler. Moreover the trucks might be ur-
gently needed during the day for some
other form of work on the ranch.

General Juan Jesus Cassiano, concealed
in the box car, checked the cases as they
were removed and Uncle Dudley checked
the general’s checking. They exuded polite-
ness with every syllable, but nothing was
overlooked by either. In short, that car of
rock salt was inspected grain by grain.

Diplomatic relations trembled on the
brink for a few seconds when Uncle Dudley
suggested that the cash be delivered into
his hands before the automobiles started
toward the river. Simply as a matter of
etiquette General Cassiano thought the
correct procedure was for the cash to be
delivered just as soon as the cartridges, or
rock salt, had been laid down on the
Mexican side.

It is difficult for an outsider to pass
judgment upon the niceties of this situation
or to judge the arguments of either party
so they may as well be omitted.

Uncle Dudley played his trump card
when he declined to give the order for the
triucks to proceed. General Cassiano there-
upon bowed gracefully to the inevitable and
produced the cash which was also checked
wisth meticulous care.

At this point Sam Tupper was guilty of
a social error. He suggested, quite casu-
ally, that this was a most appropriate time
to pay him fifty dollars for setting up the
machine guns.

However, the machine guns were not yet
assembled. Moreover General Cassiano
had brought exactly the required amount
of cash to pay for munitions and had none
remaining for the employment of experts.
It would be necessary, he explained, for
Sam to proceed to the camp in order to
assemble the guns and there the funds
necessary for his payment would be found.

This sounded reasonable to Sam so the
procession set out. Uncle Dudley was
the only member of the party remaining
behind. He returned to his office, locked
his funds in an ancient mound of cast iron
to which he referred as a safe, and repaired
to his home.

tooth powder acts very much like a

velvet cushion on a dirt road, so
the trucks, going down grade most of the
way, made scarcely any noise at all.
Under a cover of gray dust completely con-
cealing paint they looked more like the
ghosts of trucks as they moved silently
through the moonlight.

One hour later the gallant recruits who
gave allegiance to General Juan Jesus
Cassiano were busy unloading cases of
cartridges while the lordly American truck
drivers were the guests of the general and
partakers with him of the contents of a
bottle of tequila, a form of liquid fire
popular south of the Rio Grande.

Having discussed the prospects of this
revolution, along with the tequila, the five
drivers accepted General Cassiano’s in-
vitation to watch Sam Tupper assemble a
machine gun. Sam was for taking the
thing to a dark place where he could show
off, but the audience demanded that he re-
main near a camp-fire where they could see.

His company in France, like many others,
had been taught to handle their implements
of war by the touch system, so that they
could make adjustments or repairs in the
trenches without the need of a light. He
discovered that he was dealing with two
machines of precisely the type he was
accustomed to and did not waste time
wondering how Uncle Dudley came into
possession of them.

I SIX inches of dust ground as fine as
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Having given the audience a satisfactory
demonstration of skill in the dim light of a
camp-fire, he moved the second machine
into the dark and assembled it there in
about the same elapsed time required for
the first. General Juan Jesus Cassiano
was even more impressed than the five
cowboys who were serving this evening as
truck drivers.

Their complimentary remarks were cut
short by the necessity for early departure
but the general had other matters in mind.

“If you can operate an airplane,”’” Gen-
eral Cassiano whispered to Sam Tupper,
“I will pay you fifty thousand dollars to
remain.”

Now Sam was a machine gunner and by
no means a flying man, but fifty thousand
dollars is entirely too much money to be
treated with contempt. Just out of re-
spect for that sum he would like to negotiate
a few minutes even though he would later
have to say a reluctant “No.”

“Where’s the machine?”” he asked con-
fidently.

“It will be here in a few days,” was the
reply.

Almost anyone can be an aviator when
not confronted with a machine. It was a
fearful temptation to a person of the
sporting proclivities of Sam Tupper.

“Sure I can run it,”” Sam said. “Just
trot it out and I'll make it call me mama,”

“You will remain then?” General Cas-
siano asked.

“I sure will,” Sam assured the com-
mander.

His glance, however, wandered toward
the river and he estimated the distance to
its shore at not more than one hundred
vards. Under the circumstances, why not?
Sam had always wanted to be in the
flying corps and here was his opportunity.

If he had one lingering uncertainty it
would have disappeared a moment later.

“Come and I will provide your uniform,”
said General Cassiano.

Sam followed his commander to a large
tent where many wooden boxes were piled,
one on top of the other. General Cassiano
opened a box and produced the uniform.
The fascination of gold and scarlet braid
is too well known to require further com-
ment on the subject here.

In spite of the fact that Sam thought
General Cassiano looked like something
that pops out of a box when the spring is

released, he was delighted to be attired in
similar fashion, though less resplendent.
Having little sartorial experience, Sam
supposed the tight fit of his clothes was
simply the military style.

The coat would not button, but he was
glad of that because it made for comfort.
The trousers ceased operations abruptly
half an inch above his shoe tops but the
garment was so tight in other places that
he could not bend over to observe short-
comings in the vicinity of his ankles and
remained ignorant of them.

Well pleased with himself, Sam went to
bed on a saddle blanket, fully attired as
were all the other soldiers, and began
counting his wealth. If he could hold out
a week or ten days he estimated that the
pay ought to amount to not less than a
thousand dollars even if fifty thousand
were his annual salary. There was also
the chance that fifty thousand dollars was
his weekly salary—maybe it was daily!

Few men have gone to bed more bril-
liantly attired or facing brighter prospects.
It was the happiest night of Sam’s life.
Only one cloud hung over it, namely, the
possibility that Uncle Dudley might come
after him and disgrace the uniform by
dragging its wearer home by the ear.

However, he dismissed this possibility
on the ground that the rebels have a playful
habit of holding persons for ransom and
they would not be likely to overlook such a
juicy prospect as Uncle Dudley, who had so
recently come into possession of a good
round sum in American currency.

For five days Sam strutted, ate, drank,
lolled about the camp, fraternized with
generals, and slowly stretched his uniform
to a point which made breathing a trifle
less difficult. On the sixth day an auto-
mobile truck thundered into the camp
carrying gloom in the form of an airplane.

But it was in pieces.

= SAM sighed with relief. He was
=) not a mechanician; hadn’t pretended
to be. Some one else would have to
assemble this machine. But there was a
tall, slender, blue-eyed young man sitting
on the seat with the driver. He seemed
to be in charge of operations. General
Cassiano was summoned and greeted this
young man.
A moment later Captain Samuel Tupper
was introduced to Captain George Barnes.
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It seemed that Captain Barnes was also an
aviator. A light perspiration broke out on
Sam’s forehead during the introduction and
he was puzzled by the fact that he felt un-
comfortably cool at the same time. How-
ever, he volunteered to act as interpreter
for Captain Barnes who spoke no Spanish.

A squad of soldiers, attired in white
cotton pants, white cotton shirts, enormous
conical straw hats, and rawhide sandals
followed Captain Tupper’s directions in
removing the airplane from the truck.
Sam examined it with the air of an expert,
and said nothing.

“Can you assemble it?”’ he asked Barnes.

“I think so,” Barnes replied.

“You think so!” Sam exclaimed.

“Well, you can help me out a little, can’t
" you?” Barnes pleaded.

“I doubt it very much,” Sam snapped.
“I’m not a mechanician.”

“Well, you ain’t no aviator either,”
Barnes announced with some heat.

“How do you know?” Captain Tupper
retorted, feeling a sudden attack of weak-
ness which seemed to center in his stomach.

“I can tell by the looks of you,” was the
ungracious reply.

“If looks are what we’re going by,” Sam
snapped back, “I’d say you ain’t no ace
neither.”

Captain Barnes had been walking along
by the side of the truck but at this remark
stopped and appeared to be lost in thought.
Finally he peered cautiously at Sam’s face.
Uncertainty must have been written high
and wide on that open countenance for
Captain Barnes at once reached a decision.

“Neither one of us is aviators, Buddy,”
he declared not unkindly. “What we
better do is make a stab at getting this
junk together and then find something
wrong with it. What do you say?”

“Fair enough,” Sam agreed.

Work was at once resumed. In a few
minutes the various parts were all safely
on the ground and the truck which brought
them was kicking up a cloud of dust on
its way back to the river. All that day
Captain Barnes and Captain Tupper worked
under a broiling sun trying to fathom the
Chinese puzzle before them and making
doubtful progress very slowly.

This process continued during the second,
third and fourth days also. Both young
men, however, had a natural aptitude for
mechanics.
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In fact by the close of the fourth day they
began to feel oppressed by an uneasy sus-
picion that they really had assembled the
confounded engine of death and might soon
be called upon to take a ride in it. At least
they had used up all the parts available
and everything seemed to fit in the place
where it had been put.

On the fifth day Captain Samuel.Tupper
had breakfasted as usual with General
Cassiano and took this occasion to re-
mark that he needed a little pocket change.
He would like to have a thousand dollars.
Never having possessed any such sum in
his life, Sam’s easy reference to it might
fairly be called masterly.

“But the machine, is it ready?”’ Generul
Cassiano asked.

He seemed to be impatient for the first
time.

“Just about ready,” Sam replied.

And acting upon an evil inspiration he
added:

“We will test the engine this n{ternoon.”

“Excellent,” General Cassiano com-
mented. “Just as soon as the machine is
ready you must fly to general headquar-
ters and bring some money. I am out of
money and the soldiers are becoming im-
patient. In a venture of this sort plenty of
money is the first essential. Money, money
and more money. That is what it takes to
win a war. Do you not notice how sad are
the faces of our men? They want their
money.”

It had always been Sam’s observation
that a Mexican is bom with a sad face and
he had failed to notice any change for the
worse. But he took the general’s word for
it and accordingly felt depressed. In fact
he felt worse than that. If he or Barnes
had to fly to general headquarters for
money he might as well kiss dreams of
wealth farewell.

While all these developments had been
in progress Captain Bames sat beside Sam
eating fried rice, or trying to, and patiently
waiting for an interpretation. When the
Spanish conversation lulled, however, he
said:

“Tell you what let’s do, Buddy. Just
for the fun of it, let’s try to tune up that
engine after breakfast and see if it will run.”

“All right,” Sam agreed.

Accordingly the three men acted as escort
for a tank of gasoline immediately after
their meal, and surrounded what appeared
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to be an airplane, all three of them secret-
ly harboring uncertainties on that point,
however.

The tank was filled and Captain Barnes
stepped into the driver’s seat. Sam had a
sudden sensation of gooseflesh.

“Better look out,” he advised.

“I don’t think it will fly,” Captain Barnes
said reassuringly.

“But what if it does?”

“Then I'm in hard luck.”

Barnes began moving levers and controls,
and turning various little black buttons.
These efforts were eventually rewarded by
a sputtering sound somewhere inside the
hood.

“Now, whirl the propellers,” he shouted.

Sam, though terrified, obeyed like a man
in a dream. But there was nothing dreamy
about this action in getting away when the
engine responded.

The propellers whirled perhaps two sec-
onds and the machine was threatening to
move when both blades separated from
their moorings. One flew off over the
camp while the other shattered into
splinters on the ground. Captain Barnes
promptly stopped the engme
That was lucky,” he exclaimed,
moppmg his brow.

“Terrible,” groaned General Cassiano.

“You’ve got a charmed life,” was Sam’s
comment.

“If I had even dreamed that thing would
start—""

Captain Barnes was unable to conclude
the sentence because of the pressing
necessity for swallowing first his Adam’s
apple and then his heart. Eventually his
legs responded to orders and he was able
to step out and down to the ground.
Then the three men ranged themselves in a
line and looked dolefully at the derelict
airship.

“Where is general headquarters?”’ Cap-
tain Samuel Tupper asked General Cas-
siano.

The commander told him.

Sam estimated the distance at two
hundred and seventy miles. He knew
every mile of the road. In an automobile
it would be easy. Three words were
roaring through his mind incessantly:

“Fifty thousand dollars!”

“General, I'll go in an automobile,” he
said.

“You would be killed.”
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“I don’t think so.”

“What’s the trouble?” asked Captain
Barnes.

Sam explained.

“How much money do you need, gen-
eral?”’ Sam asked.

“Two million dollars.”

THAT settled it,so faras Sam was
concerned. His duties had covered
a considerable portion of the gamut
of human activities, but never had he been
custodian of two million dollars and he
thirsted for the experience—not to say the
thrill.

During the remainder of the day there
was much argument, pro and con, that
being the nature of the argument, but the
rising moon looked down upon a tiny black
speck which might easily have been mis-
taken for a frightened bug as it scuttled
over the smooth winding dirt road.

At the wheel sat Captain Samuel Tupper
and at his right shoulder sat Captain
George Barnes. Neither wore his uniform.
Moreover, their credentials were written on
a very small piece of paper. General
Cassiano had been in favor of something
elaborate with a gold seal and some pink
ribbons, neatly enclosed in sealing wax, but
Sam stubbornly fought for paper that
could be chewed and swallowed in an
emergency.

Even at a distance there was something
about the movement of that automobile
which gave evidence of frightened occu-
pants. The trail of dust behind it was half
a mile long.

Seven hours of steady travel brought
them to general headquarters. Either they
maintained an average speed of nearly
forty miles an hour or Sam had made an
error in his estimate of the distance.
Another theory, advanced by Captain
Barnes, was that they had skipped over
ten or twelve miles of valley.

They were asked on arrival if they had
been challenged along the way but neither
was sure. Three times they recalled having
heard some one yell at them but whether
these yells were challenges or well-merited
curses for reckless driving they could not
determine. At any rate they were there
without accident and with enough water
and oil in two large extra tanks, carried as
baggage, for the return trip.

General José Alejandre Nieto conducted

——d
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them to a large one-story adobe building
which was brilliantly lighted. They could
hear the roar and rattle of machinery in
operation within. A truck stood near the
door and workmen were loading it with
small paper cartons. Another truck stood
in line, evidently waiting its turn.

“What are they doing in there?” Sam
asked General Nieto.

“Making money,” was the astonishing
reply.

“Farewell, fifty thousand dollars,” Sam
groaned, not aloud, but nonetheless ear-
nestly.

He no longer stood in awe of the im-
posing figure, two millions. In fact he
wouldn’t even wait in line for it.

“General, we have come through the
enemy’s lines on a very dangerous and im-
portant mission,” he said. “It is neces-
sary for us to return at once. Will you be
so kind as to place us ahead of the others
who are waiting?”’

General Nieto examined again the note
they had presented and stepped inside. A
moment later he reappeared and sum-
moned them, explaining that there hap-
pened to be on hand two millions of dollars
in currency of large denomination—one
hundred dollar bills, to be exact.

If they would accept their two millions
all in bills of one hundred dollars they
could have it at once and proceed. Sam
did not need to ponder this proposition.
Having his own private opinion of the
value of the currency he would have ac-
cepted it in seven dollar bills or seven
thousand dollar bills. He found no reason
to object on that ground. Consequently
all was arranged within a very few minutes.

However, Sam and his companion wasted
half a minute watching the workmen who
were making this money. Sheets of it
were rolling out of what appeared to be a
newspaper press. Other bills were being
produced one at a time on little presses
originally designed for printing letter heads.

The workmen were stripped to the waist,
attired only in trousers and sandals, and
running about evidently in feverish haste.
Streaks and daubs of ink splashed their
brown shoulders and faces with somber
or gaudy colors. In fact this printing plant
seemed to be the very heart and center of
the revolution.

With the two-million-dollar cargo care-
lessly stowed between cans of water and
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gasoline Captains Barnes and Tupper ad-
journed to a restaurant operated for the
artillerymen of the printing presses and
drank black coffee. They were also sup-
plied with handfuls of dried beef, but an
experiment indicated that eating it woull
be a time-consuming operation so they cai-
ried it away with them.

Less than an hour after their arrival
they were again on the road. The return
trip would be made principally by daylight,
but Sam figured that this was far less
suspicious than traveling by night.

It was their plan of campaign to trust
entirely to speed. If closely pressed they
would shoot, otherwise not. If captured
they were to report that their goods and
an additional automobile had been taken
from them by the rebels who had paid
them with the currency in their possession.
This story was carefully rehearsed as they
sped toward the Rio Grande and they werc
sure of agreement on the details.

But they were not challenged. Sam's
guess about riding by day was correct.

Night found them again in the camp of
General Juan Jesus Cassiano, caked with
dust, and very much in need of sleep. The
gallant general called them heroes as he
took their hands in both of his. Imme-
diately word spread through the camp that
there was money in the treasury and Sam
observed a marked improvement in the
facial expression of his more humble com-
rades-in-arms.

However, he was too tired to participate
in the joys of his successful mission. He
and Captain Barnes retired to their saddle
blankets without checking the cucrency or
even asking a receipt for it.

ﬁ' slumber by no less a personage than
the commander himself.

“Look at this!” hissed General Cassiano
holding before his eyes one of the hundred
dollar bills.

It seemed all right to Sam. But when
the general turned it over it was not all
right. The reverse side read “Fifty pesos.”
No wonder the general was excited. More-
over, he explained that the entire cargo of
currency was printed like this. On one
side it was fifty pesos and on the other onc
hundred pesos.

“There will be mutiny,” General Cassiano
declared.

SAM was awakened from a troubled
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But even mutiny seemed to offer less
difficulty to Sam than remaining awake
another minute.

“Why don’t you call them one hundred
and fifty dollar bills?” Sam suggested.
“Thatll fix it.”

The smile of the fox brightened General
Cassiano’s usually stern features. This
was nothing short of genius. Not only
would the gallant captain’s suggestion
mend the difhculty, but it would provide
one million dollars extra.

As Sam dozed off to sleep again he heard
the general say:

‘“Here is your fifty thousand dollars, my
brave hero. Yes, and here is twenty
thousand more. You deserve it.”

Sam fought sleep long enough to brush
the money under his blanket and then
surrendered.

It was late in the afternoon when he
finally decided to rise from his blanket.
The army was scattered about the camp in
little groups engaged in gambling games of
various sorts. They were busy, contented
and evidently happy. Sam did not have
to ask if the experiment had succeeded.
Beyond question it had registered a bull’s
eye. In honor of the occasion he resumed
the tight-fitting aviator’s costume. To
place seventy thousand dollars in currency
in the pockets of this attire was out of the
question so he left it under the saddle
blanket.

It was now his purpose to do a little
scouting about the camp with a view to
crossing the river unobserved, or at least
unobserved until he was half way across.
After that he was willing to take a
chance.

The strange currency had soured his
enthusiasm for adventure and he yearned
for the bulky silver dollars Uncle Dudley
was accustomed to pay each first and
fifteenth of the month. The sum was not
large, but there was a most engaging eagle
on every coin.

He strolled down toward the river bank
and there met General Juan Jesus Cassiano
who was staring across at a Mexican on the
Texas side. Sam thought he recognized
the man as a cowboy on Uncle Dudley’s
ranch but decided he must be mistaken
when he observed that the man was signal-
ing to General Cassiano.

“What does he say?” Sam asked.

The commander was startled for a
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moment, but smiled cordially when he
recognized the hero of the camp.

“He signals that another carload of
rock salt has arrived and that the trucks
will be in town tonight,” the general re-
plied. “He also says that you are needed
in the office, but I can not spare you. He
tells me every day that you are needed in
the office Your employer is worried about
you, but I tell him every day that you are
safe. When I see him I will be happy to
inform him that you are a hero.”

‘‘Are you going over tonight?”’ Sam
asked.

“Perhaps. But I must wait until I can
get some American money to pay for the
rock salt. There is a messenger coming
from El Paso with American money. He
is due here today. If he arrives I will go
to Santa Maria tonight. The trucks are in
Santa Maria and will wait for me.”

Sam at once decided to wait a few more
days in the hope of exchanging his seventy
thousand pesos for something more ac-
ceptable in the retail establishments of
Santa Maria. He strolled back to camp
with the general. Having in mind the
prospective exchange of money he decided
to remove his seventy thousand pesos to
a safer place. But what place?

Hastily surveying the camp, he took
note of the carload of cartridge cases piled
in an uneven oblong. He recalled that
somewhere toward the middle of that
jumble there was a square space big
enough for a man to stand in. Therefore
he removed his currency from beneath the
blanket, climbed up on the cartridge cases
and dropped the bundle into this space,
which, doubtless, all but he had forgotten.
Then he wandered off to look for Captain
Barnes and conversation.

Suddenly there was a stir through the
camp. Two hundred heads which had
been bowed over cards, dice and other
games of chance were lifted. Every one
was listening. Sam also listened.

Shots were being fired, perhaps a mile or
more away. Twenty mounted men—the
cavalry of this army—dashed for their
carbines and horses. General Juan Jesus
Cassiano rushed from his tent coatless, but
waving his sword and shouted an order.
A Mexican squatting near Sam dropped a
handful of cards, seized his bugle, and blew
three blasts before rising.

The mounted men were ready for action
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in an incredibly short time. As their horses
trotted through the camp an infantryman
climbed on behind each cavalryman and
then the party set out at a gallop. It was
a clever plan thus to carry re-enforcements,
Sam thought. The extra men dropped off
the horses about two hundred yards from
the camp. They were evidently to furnish
a first line of defense.

This seemed a most propitious time for
strolling toward the river. Every one
was busy. Sam climbed up on the pile of
cartridge cases to get his seventy thousand
dollars, and from that vantage point saw a
sight which caused his silky blond hair to
stand straight up like so many bristles

There was a thin, irregular line of
soldiers in uniform approaching the camp
from the direction of the river. Drawn up
half way out of the water were six flat-
bottomed boats in which these soldiers had
floated silently down stream. The distant
firing was only a diversion and the main
attack was coming from the very direction
in which Sam wished to travel.

The uniformed soldiers advanced a few
paces before they were seen; then several
shots were fired at them from the camp.
They replied with a thundering volley.

Sam saw little splinters of wood fly
from cartridge cases. He lost no time in
dropping into the hole in which his money
was concealed.

The din and shouting were now terrific
and the smell of gunpowder was in the air.
Sam wondered if any one had ever occupied
a worse position for viewing a battle, but
when he contemplated the completeness of
his protection he was unwilling to com-
plain. Seconds became hours in such con-
finement, however. He could hear every-
thing and see nothing.

It was clear that fighting was in progress
at two widely separated points. The
advance guard which had rushed out of
camp was heavily engaged perhaps three
or four hundred yards away, but the main
battle was taking place in the immediate
vicinity of the heap of cartridge cases.
Little by little, however, it moved beyond
the camp, but away from the river.

That seemed to indicate that the regulars
or federals, or as Sam dubbed them, the
horse marines, were winning. As the
shouting became more distant he began to
wonder what, if anything, he would do in
the event that a brown face accompanied

by a bayonet appeared over his little patch
of sunlight. His only weapon was a pocket
knife gripped so tightly between the folds of
his hip pocket that he could not extract it.

SCARCELY had his hair resumed
its accustomed repose on his head
when curiosity began to plead for
one fleeting glimpse of the situation. He
was mentally toying with this temptation
when the sound: of shouting and firing
again began to approach the camp and
several horses galloped past the cartridge
cases.

Sam guessed that General Cassiano’s
skirmishers had also been routed and were
falling back toward their support only to
find it vanished. This flurry lasted per-
haps fifteen seconds; the cavalry battle was
plainly enough a running fight.

Again the camp seemed deserted and
Sam’s curiosity was once more urging him
to risk his head. He might have done so,
but a new alarm came like the thunder of
artillery fire and stiffened his caution. His
ears fairly prickled with the intensity of
listening. If this were artillery it was
evidently of a type that could move
rapidly and fire incessantly at the same
time, for it was approaching at an aston-
ishing rate of speed.

A few more minutes and the artillery
fire became the roar of automobile trucks
pounding the road with exhausts wide open.
They were unquestionably coming right
into the camp. Next the brakes began to
grind and the engines ceased their noise,
except for an occasional backfire.

“Here’s where one bum aviator breaks
the altitude record,” Sam thought.
“Heaven for me, if I'm in luck. Or ——
more likely. All for seventy thousand dol-
lars in wall paper.”

“Not so far, Bill,” Uncle Dudley’s voice
sang out. ‘“‘Draw around to the other side
so Tom can back in here. That’s right,
Tom. Now let’s get busy.”

Sam heaved a sigh and lifted his head
above the wooden cases. No one saw him.
They were busy reloading the same trucks
that had delivered this freight.

“Hello, Uncle Dudley!” Sam called out
cheerily.

Uncle Dudley looked straight up and saw
nothing. Then Sam lifted himself clear
of his hiding place and appeared on top of
the mound of boxes.
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Uncle Dudley blinked several times,
mistrustful of his eyes, and thunderstruck
by the uniform. While he was trying to
collect his wits Sam was staring at the
horizon, looking in vain for the embattled
armies. Next he looked about the camp,
expecting to see heaps of bodies. There
was not a one! Evidently the casualties
run true to form for battles of this sort.
The two machine guns he had so proudly
assembled were in a scrambled heap. Ap-
parently the soldiers had run over them,
getting away.

“This must have been the worst battle
they ever had ‘here, wasn’t it?”’ Sam
asked.

“No. Just about the same as usual,”
Uncle Dudley replied, still blinking at Sam’s
uniform. Then:

“Come out of that grind organ monkey
makeup, Sam,” he ordered sternly, ‘‘and
help load these trucks.”

“I don’t know where my other clothes
are,” Sam objected.

“Then work in your underwear.”

That is what Sam did, and never more
cheerfully in his life.

As the last case was loaded Tom Phillips,
journeyman cowboy and truck driver ex-
traordinary, kicked a bundle of papers, at
the same time saying—

“What’s thise”

“It’s mine,” said Sam.

Tom picked up the bundle and examined
several of the bills, smiling as he turned
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them over. and observed the inconsistent
statements printed thereon.

“I’ll give you a dollar for it,” was Tom’s
verdict.

“It’s yours,” said Sam.

“Hurry up there, you boys,
Dudley ordered.

“What’s going on?” Sam asked as he
climbed into a seat beside his chief.

“Well, I had word that the federals were
going to clean out this joint today,” Uncle
Dudley explained. ‘“I’'ve been trying to
get word to you to come on home. The
federals want a carload of cartridges de-
livered here tonight. I ordered a carload
and they ought to have come in today, but
they didn’t, so I came over here and got
these. They depend on me for cartridges
and I didn’t want to disappoint them!”

After a brief silence Uncle Dudley
resumed:

“Sam, I know that boys will be boys.
Fact is I used to be one myself, but you
ought to ask me about things like this
before joining any armies. I always know
what’s going on and which side has the
cash. You got on the wrong side. And
another, Sam, I was worried about you run-
ning around in an airplane. Them things
is dangerous. I read in the paper only the
other day about one of them tumbling down
and busting up a couple of fellows.”

To all of which Sam replied with a
repentant—

‘“Yes, sir.”

”  Uncle
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Author of “The Babes in the Woods,” ‘‘The Man in the Cage,” elc.

“‘ OW, my master,” said Messire

Thibaut, “has the nature of a
baby, which being in bed tries
to fall out or being by the fire
tries to fall in, is never content with what
it has and—to sum up—wants the world.
Such is my master.”

This is to explain why Silvain rode out
from the pleasant town of Novara. There
he had honor and revenues, there he was
loved, but it gave him nothing to do. For
a while the boy who reigned there and his
sister had been in peril, and Silvain was con-
tent to guard them. But in their weakness
their neighbors had not assailed them, and
soon alliance with the Duke of Savoy made
them safe against any enemy. The children
had no more need of him, Novara basked
in peace and Silvain rode away.

He made over the dank ricefields for
Milan in quest of deeds. Milan offered
good hope of war. Its master, Lodovico
Storza, whom men called the Moor, be-
cause his face was dark, had to meet danger
from the southward. Florence and Naples
were arming against him. He had the name
of a subtle and bold captain, he was likely
to be pressed hard. In his affairs Silvain
saw promise of noble ventures. And it was
common talk that Lodovico had won the
King of France to come to his help. Then
a knight who fought for Lodovico would
find himself fighting under the golden lilies
in the army of France. Silvain asked no
better fortune of God for life or death.

So he rode happily over that somber,
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misty plain, mighty handsome with his blue
and gold and his glittering breastplate and
his gallant black charger. Messire Thi-
baut had a good Lombardy mare, and the
steel on his narrow chest was engraved and
bright and the rest of him crimson velvet—
which made his gaunt face look the hun-
grier—and he led a horse which bore a great
pack of armor and fine clothes. With all
these riches they caught up a knight who
had none.

He was solid in the saddle, not a great
height but square. No squire rode with
him and he carried all his own armor and
arms—helmet on, shield hung from his neck,
lance upright in the stirrup—and all were
good honest stuff and well kept but plain.

Silvain saluted him—

“We go the same way, sir. Give me leave
to ride with you.”

“If you choose a poor man’s company
you are welcome,” the stranger answered
readily.

His vizor was up and Silvain saw a round
rosy face smiling. The man was younger
than his square bulk suggested; he looked
a simple lad.

“I have my fortune to win yet,” Silvain
smiled back.

“And I have all to win and only myself
to lose.”

“Sir, T think we are made to be friends.
I am Silvain de St. Lo, a knight of France,
and I ride through the world seeking honor.”

The stranger bowed to the great name.

“For my part I am riding to Milan,” he.
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said, “and my name is Louis Bonivard. I
have come out of Switzerland to take my
pleasure in Italy.”” He laughed shyly.
“You see; I am nobody, Sir Silvain. And
you—you are a knight of renown. It isa
great thing to me to ride by your side.”

‘“‘Are your ventures all to come, Louis?
Happy man!"”

“I can not tell. God send I shall not fail
in my hour,” said Louis humbly, and began
to make Silvain talk of his adventures. He
had an eager appetite for tales of fighting
and plied Silvain with questions of how each
deed was done, and his wonder and his
boyish praises were pleasant to hear.

But Messire Thibaut, jogging along be-
hind, made grimaces.

“What does this Switzer want of us?”
said he to himself. ‘“Oh, my master, tell
me what a great man you are, quoth my
wife as she felt for my purse.”

Louis Bonivard seemed to want nothing
but to hear how Silvain had broken into a
castle here or out of a castle there and every
device of rescue or flight, and they came
very happily to Milan. There the only
harm that he did was to confess he could
not afford so fine an inn as that which Mes-
sire. Thibaut thought fit for his master’s
greatness.

He was for going off alone to some hum-
bler place and when Silvain swore they
should lodge together he had many shy
excuses and apologies. And Thibaut,
though he made a sour face at the little
remote tavern to which they came, could
not much blame the lad who would plainly
have been well content to part from them.
And Louis, likeagood youth, fell to grooming
his horse and cleaning his armor while Sil-
vain went out to see the town.

None so busy, none so rich he had found
in all his travels. It bewildered him. He
lingered a while where, dimly seen through
a veil of workmen’s tackle, the white mag-
nificence of the cathedral rose for his wor-
ship. He went on to discover a town of
palaces and townsfolk with the state and
the airs of courtiers. He must needs wonder
how so many people could be wealthy and
who could buy all the show of silver ware
and silken stuffs in the shops. A town of
enchantment, a paradise of the works of
men.

He was ill at ease. Not in such a place
as this was there honor for a bright sword.
He came to the castle and saw a troop of
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hired men-at-arms march out. They were
trained men, well drilled and their equip-
ment gorgeous, but they had no spirit in
them. They moved like lackeys. They
made a square before the castle and a crowd
gathered and gapecl, and a herald came out
and made proclamation of a trial at arms
to which the Lord Lodovico bade all gentle-
men of noble blood.

(® | SILVAIN went back to his little
' I tavern singing to himself. Louis

}=nl Bonivard was in a corner with pen
and paper

“Do you write chronicles or ballads,
child?” Silvain laughed.

“If you please, I keep my accounts,” said
Louis Bonivard.

Silvain opened his eyes.
was new to him.

“Here is better work for you, Louis,” he
said gently. ‘“They hold a trial of arms in
Milan tomorrow.”

“QOh, sir, you will win rich honor,” said
Louis Bonivard.

“We will venture ourselves,” Silvain
smiled. “It is a noble chance for a young
knight. All Italy will hear of him who does
gallantly.”

“I?” said Bonivard. ‘“Alas, my lord, I
dare not. I have not proved myself.”

Silvain frowned. .

“By my faith that is a reason to dare, not
flinch, child.”

“I would not flinch in fight, I think,” said
Bonivard meekly. ‘“But I do not seek a
fight, sir. I have no mind to match myself
against proved champions. I shou\d go
down.”

This reasonable temper was disgusting to
Silvain. He set himself for the good of
Louis Bonivard’s soul to shame the lad into
riding in the joust. Bonivard was humble,
smooth, impenetrable. Silvain could not
make him feel that to stand out of a trial
for fear of failure was dishonor. Nothing
stirred him, not reproach nor appeal nor
mockery. Silvain could hardly believe he
was real. And at last in despair, “Fie, go
to your accounts. That is fit work for you,”
he cried and stalked away, and Louis Boni-
vard made a supper of bread and beans and
went off to sleep by his horse. In the morn-
ing he was gone.

Silvain and Thibaut in all their glory rode
out to the castle. The lists were set in the
tilt-vard, where under a canopy sat the Lord

Such a knight
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Lodovico and his lady, Beatrice, and their
court. At one end a triple tent was hung
with three shields, for the order of the fight
was that three of Lodovico’s captains defied
all who came against them. At the other
end gathered those ready to venture, and
heralds took their names and ranks. Each
man might chcose which shield his squire
should strike, which captain he would chal-
lenge and attack. When Silvain gave his
name he asked which of the three was
accounted the-best knight. The heralds
answered him that all were great champions.

“God be thanked,”” said he. “‘Go forward,
brother, and strike upon each shield and all.”

Then the marshals of the lists whispered
together and the other knights who had
come to the joust, flashing Italian soldiers of
fortune, stared at him and one cried out—

“Who are you, sir, that you should go
firste”

“Sir, I am a stranger and claim to go be-
fore no man. But I crave leave to answer
any man who hangs up his shield to fight.”

The end of that was that others began
the joust, and with ill fortune. For the three
captains, Ercole of Mantua and Gottfried
the Saxon and Basil of Rhodes, were nobly
mounted and equipped, and, though none
of them had the vigor of youth, they were
heavy men and strong in the saddle and
ready with all the devices of the tilt-yard.
Man after man went down before their
lances, and the only point they lost in a
dozen courses was by chance, when a youth
from Genoa on a wild horse broke his lance
on Basil, though Basil missed him as he
swerved.

The townspeople were cheering the three
champions of Milan, the great folks under
the canopy whispering and yawning, and
the Lord Lodovico was heard to swear that
there was no young blood in Italy, when
Thibaut rode down the lists and made a
lance-head chime on each of the three
shields. :

Lodovico bent a dark brow to stare at
him and sent to ask who his master might
be, and the ladies tittered and called Mes-
sire Thibaut a splendid scarecrow.

“Like master, like man,” quoth Lodovico.
“Here is some mad knight-errant.”

“Then he is very welcome, my lord,” said
the Lady Beatrice. ‘“God have mercy, we
need a madman in Milan. Here is nothing
but cold sanity,” and she made believe to
shiver.

Lodovico smiled at her.

“T am condemned. You live in romance,
Lady, and I in this dull world. It is my
misfortune.”

A herald came to Lodovico and said that
the challenger was a Frenchman, Silvain
de St. Lo.

“I was in the right, Beatrice,” Lodovico

laughed. ‘“A madman it is—the knight-
errant of Novara.”
“That man! Look to me well, my lord,

I lost my heart to him long ago. Oh, I pray
that he will go down!”

“What? Why should you want him
beaten if you love him?”

She laughed.

“Oh man, man! I would have him de-
feated that I might comfort him. And I
know he would be divine in defeat.”

But she was not to see Silvain beaten
that day.

WHEN he rodeagainst Ercole, who

was accounted the stronger of the
08 three champions, each man broke
his first lance fairly with no advantage and
at the second, Silvain, riding faster and com-
ing forward sharply in the saddle at the
shock, struck Ercole upon the helmet and
hurled him down. Then Gottfried came
out and tried to use Silvain’s own tactics
against him, but rode so fast that his aim
at Silvain’s head was wild and Silvain
swayed from it, and the point missed while
Gottfried crashed upon Silvain’s lance and
was brought up with shattered shield and
the lancehead in his arm.

Basil, the knight from Rhodes, was cun-
ning and in the first course swerved and
crossed Silvain and struck him on the body,
a foul stroke. The marshals spoke together,
conferred with Lodovico and proclaimed
that Basil was vanquished. Silvain de-
manded a second course. Basil was sullen
and yielded only when Lodovico sent to
bid him win back his honor. He rode out
like a beaten man. He was hurled from the
saddle, bent and whirling. And Silvain
turned his horse and came back to the
heralds and bade them proclaim that Sir
Silvain de St. Lo would ride a course against
any knight who sought to win honor that day.

Ercole, the vanquished Ercole, sent a
herald to ask that Silvain would ride an-
other course with him. It was against the
rule and the marshals came to confer with
Lodovico.
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“Ercole is down,” said he. ‘“Why should
the Frenchman let him up again? But if he
will he may.”

So they left it to Silvain to decide.

“Why, my lords,” he cried, ‘“how should
I refuse a knight who would prove himself
upon me? Let us ride it, I pray you.”

When Lodovico heard that, he shrugged
his shoulders and smiled.

“Here is a gambler!” quoth he. ‘“Having
won all the stakes, he will set them all on
another cast.”

“A dear mad fellow,” said the Lady
Beatrice. “I pray that he loses. That
would be perfect.”

But he did not lose. Ercole came on a
fresh horse and Silvain on the charger that
had carried him in all his courses. Ercole
rode at a great pace and aimed at Silvain’s
helm and struck it, indeed. But Silvain,
going soberly, bent forward to the shock
and the lancepoint glanced up and away,
and Ercole, having made ready for a heavy
blow which did not come, reeled in the sad-
dle as Silvain’s lance met his shield. He was
thrust from his horse easily like a bad rider
and heard men laugh as he fell. And once
more the heralds proclaimed him van-
quished.

“I pray you, sirs,” said Silvain, “ask if
any other knight will come against me that
I may help him to win honor.”

But Lodovico stood up and cried —

“Enough, enough! Sir Silvain de St. Lo,
we judge you victor. For you have con-
quered by skill in arms and by courtesy.
You have the honor of this trial.”

Then the marshals came to Silvain and
took off his helmet and led him between
them to the Lady Beatrice and he knelt at
her feet, and she put over his head a golden
chain, and there were trumpets for him and
shouting.

IN THIS manner Silvain came to

lodge in the castle of Milan. For

Lodovico, as the custom was, made
him the guest of honor at a banquet and
then would not let him go, swearing that
he could not afford to lose a knight of such
prowess. It seemed to Silvain that the trial
at arms had been planned to discover a
champion for Lodovico’s service, and he was
content. But the only task offered him was
to amuse the Lady Beatrice. She took pos-
session of him; she would not tire of making
him talk.

)

In her bower, a place of white marble and
ebony and silver, she lay on a couch, lithe
and beautiful in a gown that clung rosy
about her and left white shoulders and
bosom bare. She set her hands behind her
head, hidden in her golden hair and laughed
at him.

“What do you want of the world?”’ she
said. ‘“You have lived your life, winning
fortune for other folks, and your youth
goes by and you have no joy of it and——"

“Lady, I have never known man nor wo-
man who lived happier.”

“Then look at me!"” she cried.

“Indeed that would make any man
happy.”

*“By my faith, it has made some men
wretched, Silvain,” she smiled. ‘Look at
me, then. I have all things at my desire,
riches and honor and power. And you are
a lonely, poor knight, who has won nothing
by all his striving and must die naked as
he was born.”

“So must we all,” Silvain said.

“But I shall have lived my life. You will
have had nothing of yours.”

“By God’s grace, I have done some little
things,” Silvain said gently.

“And I have done nothing? Is that it?
Why, child, the world will talk of Beatrice
of Milan when you are dead and dust. I
have had power over men. But let me be
what you say. I have done nothing, I am
nothing! Then in God’s name why do you
come to serve me?”’

“I serve those who need, lady. For the
joy of the venture and the honor.”

She flung out her white arms and pointed
at him:

“He saves others! himself he will not
save!” And she laughed. ‘A saint you are,
not a knight nor a man.”

It was there or thereabouts that Lodovico
came in. He was with them before they
knew it, for he had a stealthy manner. He
looked from one to the other; there was no
sign of what he thought on his handsome
dark face, but he said with a clank of
mockery:

“You amuse my wife, sir. You are more
fortunate than I am.”

“Why he thinks he is,”” said Beatrice.
“I have never known a man so pleased with
himself. Show him all that you have, my
lord, and he will say, ‘I thank you; I had
rather be Silvain de St. Lo.” ”

“He is happy,” said Lodovico.
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“Oh, happy!”’ she cried. “But why does
he come to Milan? Did ever you meet a
man in your house who wanted nothing?”’

“There is no such man in the world,” said
Lodovico.

“At least I have never seen: him,” Silvain
smiled. “Sir, my lady jeers at me. I am
the greediest soul alive. I have sought
fortune and honor all my days.”

“And what have you won?” said the
lady. ‘“Not six feet of ground for your
grave.”

“I have had honor of men,” Silvain said
gently. “I have my fame‘that I could lay
at the feet of God if I die tonight. And my
life is not lived yet.”

Lodovico looked at his wife.
thin lips smiled.

“You are right.

Lodovico’s

He wants- nothing of
you. That is what a woman can not for-
give. What will you give him, Beatrice?
Death?” He turned to Silvain. “You
have made an enemy, sir”” His smile
faded; his dark face was expressionless.
“It is .unfortunate. I had something to
offer you, but my lady rules all.”

“You!” Beatrice laughed. “What could
you give him, Lodovico? If you gave him
all the kingdoms of the earth and the glory
of them he would not serve you.”

“You are bitter, madam,” said Lodovico.
“I pray you let us speak man to man. Sir,
I haveonly a venture to give you, a venture
of danger and honor. I ask your service
for a woman in need. You are free to
choose.”

“My lord, I shall thank you for any noble
venture,” said Silvain.

“It is this: Pavia was friendly to Milan
of old and I do not hide from you it is much
te me in the war which comes upon us that
the town should be friendly still. Its lord
died in the Spring and his only heir is the
Lady Clarissa. But he kept a company of
hireling soldiers, and their chief, Carlo the
Sicilian, has seized the town and the lady,
and he holds her prisoner and has made
himself lord of Pavia in her stead. If I
march against him and make a siege of the
town, before I break in he will surely kill
her. I find no hope for her in war or policy.
To take up her cause is to condemn her to
death. I dare not do it.

“So here is a venture desperate enough.
I am frank with you. If you can save her
it will serve me well for I can fight for her
right and drive Carlo to the —— and win
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the town. But it is for her I bid you go.
She must waste away in prison or die mur-
dered when her death will serve Carlo, unless
a man comes who can deliver her.”

Beatrice smiled.

“You bid the man go to his death, my
lord,” she said. ‘“For the joy of the venture
and the honor of it”” And she looked at
Silvain and laughed.

“I go, lady,” Silvain said.

PAVIA stands where rivers meet in

B the plain. It stood within great

walls then and men called it the city

of a hundred towers, so many there were on

the ramparts and within the town, gaunt
things of ancient brick.

Into Pavia as the evening mists were ris-
ing from the wet rice fields came two shabby
travelers. They were soldiers by trade,
they said, at the humble tavern to which
they went, they hired themselves out to
merchants who needed a guard for their
caravans of goods, they were looking for
another job, but times were bad and at the
best it was a dog’s life. Please St. Nicholas,
they might find business doing in Pavia.

Such was the tale Thibaut told the land-
lord over a flash of harsh red Lombardy
wine and he told it well. But at the end
he looked up into the simple young face of
Louis Bonivard. It was Messire Thibaut
who showed surprise. Louis Bonivard
saluted him with a stranger’s civility:

“A newcomer, sir? You have chosen a
good inn,” and turned away to speak to a
servant and went out.

In the street Silvain came up behind him.

“Sir, we must know each other better,”
Silvain said and linked arms with him.

“Sir, you flatter me. But when we parted
you did not want to know any more of me.
Well, I was content.”

“It is possible I have done you a wrong.
I did not expect to meet Louis Bonivard
in Pavia.”

Bonivard looked quickly round him.
There was no one near them.

“I ride through Italy for my pleasure,”
he said.

Silvain smiled.

“Pavia is no town of pleasure.”

“You are wrong, sir. I have had very
pleasant hours in Pavia.”

“Pray sir, show me how to enjoy the
place,” said Silvain.

Bonivard hesitated.



94

“What do you want of me?” he said
in a low voice. “Why do you follow me?”

“By my faith, I did not follow you. That
I should find you in Pavia, I never thought
when I came.”

“Then go your way and let me go mine.
You despise me, you told me so. What I
do is nothing to you and, I promise you,
what you may do is nothing to me.”

“Sir, you are very mysterious.”

“I?” Bonivard laughed. “I am a simple
Swiss gentleman riding to see the world.
But you—"' he shrugged—‘my faith, what
are you? If I go to the castle and tell my
Lord Carlo that Silvain de St. Lo is in the
town in disguise you will not long be free.”

“Who knows?” Silvain smiled. ‘“For you
will not go, my friend.”

“I owe you nothing and I do not fear
you.”

“Then go if you will and betray me. It
is true, I am here by stealth and in disguise.
I have come to Pavia to deliver the Lady
Clarissa from her prison. Here is news that
Carlo will pay a price for, my friend.”

“You are mad,” said Louis Bonivard,
and again he looked behind him. Then he
began to laugh. “Why do you tell me such
a tale?”

“Because it is true. See, I am in your
hand, Louis. Betray me; go your own way;
join with me—you have the choice.”

Bonivard did not answer. He turmed
sharp out of the narrow street into the
square before the castle and led Silvain into
the middle of it. There certainly no one
could overhear them.

“You are very careful, Louis.”
smiled.

“What is the Lady Clarissa to you?” said
Bonivard in a low voice.

“I never saw her. But she is a woman
in captivity. It is a knight’s work to de-
liver her.”

“What have you to gainbyit?”

“Oh Louis, Louis!?’ Silvain shook his
head. “You are still keeping accounts! I
seek nothing and nothing shall I take but
the honor of the venture.”

“But it is a mad thing,” said Bonivard
heavily. ‘She is here in prison and Carlo
has five hundred men-at-arms in his pay.
What can you do for her?”

“Have you found no way to her yet?”
said Silvain softly.

Bonivard stopped and stared at him and
said at last:

Silvain
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“Swear that you will be true to her, Sir
Silvain.”

“I have never been false to man or wo-
man. By my father’s soul I will be true
to you and your lady.”

Bonivard grasped his hand.

“I should thank God for you. This is a
hard venture. But tell me how did you
know I came for her? If any man suspects
me, there is no hope for me or her.”

Silvain laughed.

“I think no man knows you but me, Louis.
You are the wariest youth in the world.
But you puzzled me. You were so eager to
hear of knightly ventures, yet when one
came you would not take it. I thought
then it was for your own sake you were
careful. But still you puzzled me. When
I found you here in Pavia I saw light. You
were not your own man. You have saved
yourself for a nobler venture. I put you
to the test and you showed me yourself while
you tried to hide. Forgive me, Louis.”

“I might have trusted you,” Bonivard
said. “Sir, I loved the Lady Clarissa long
ago and while her father lived I had hope
of her. For she gave me her heart, though
he planned a better marriage. Then his
death came and this knave Carlo flung her
into prison. My father bade me forget her,
for our lands are far away by Geneva and
he would not venture his strength in Italy.
But I was bound to her and I am here.”

“It is well done,” said Silvain. ‘““And
now, what is to do? In which of the hun-
dred towers is your lady? Have you found
her yet?”

“I have found her,” Bonivard said
heavily.

[y THEY passed through the dark
l'U"L streets and climbed the rampart
LA¥®E, where it was low on the riverbank.
Close upon the water, bulging out from the
rampart like a buttress, rising high above it,
stood a tower.

Bonivard stopped.

“She is there. It is the red tower, where
the lords of Pavia kept the townsfolk who
troubled them. And if the town tried to
rescue them, thev were flung into the
river.”

“She is there,” Silvain repeated and
looked long. He could make out no guard
at the gate, but in the dark mass of the
tower a narrow window here and there made
a point of light. *“You are sure?”
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Bonivard whistled a scrap of a tune.
Silvain recognized an old folk song:

When at night I lie in bed
I bethink me of my love.

It was lost in the murmur of the river.
But one of the lights in the tower moved,
it was hidden, something white waved from
a window.

“‘She is there,” Bonivard said. She is

waiting. And I—I can not tell what
to do.”

“Go and sleep, Louis. I watch,” said
Silvain.

“Watch here? You must not be seen.
That would destroy us all.”

Silvain laughed.

“I was never yet seen unless I chose.
Go, child, go. Tell my brother Thibaut I
do not need him this night.”

IN THE morming he came reeling
into the tavern like a man who had
spent the night in a debauch and
while he slept Messire Thibaut complained
to the landlord that he was a sad fellow,
a weak fellow, a drunken dog. When he
waked, he had nothing to tell the anxious
Bonivard but that he would watch another
night.

When he came back on the second day,
weak in the leg again and confused in the
head, Messire Thibaut swore to the land-
lord that he had had enough of it and there
was no holding the fellow in a town and
they must take the road again. So, as
soon as Silvain could be waked, he was set
on his horse and led away. Out of Pavia
they went and beyond the town Louis
Bonivard caught them up.

“What device is this, sir?”’ he asked
eagerly. ‘“You do not trust me, though I
have trusted in you.”

“I shall trust you with my life tonight,
child,” Silvain said. “Be patient. If we
have not our horses safe beyond the town
there is no safety.”

Bonivard stared and saw that Thibaut
had a led-horse with a bundle on its
back. _

“Yes, lord, here is your lady’s horse and
here is her saddle,” said Thibaut. “That
I have found for you. Go find the lady;
that is your part.”

They left Messire Thibaut with all the
horses and came back to the town afoot and
stole in in the dusk by another gate and in
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another tavern Louis Bonivard wrote his
lady a letter thus:

Do not sleep but be ready.

When it was dark they walked on the
ramparts, and coming near the tower Silvain
took from under his cloak an orange and
tossed it up into the barred window from
which the lady had waved.

“Please God she is alone,” Bonivard mut-
tered.

“They keep her alone,” said Silvain
placidly. ‘‘She could never have come to
the window else. Do not begin to fear,
brother.”

Alone she was, for in a while she came
to the window again and waved her scarf.

“The letter is read,” said Silvain. “We
have no more to do here this long while.”

And he took Bonivard to supper at the
other end of the town.

When honest folk were abed, they came
to the riverside again and at the steps by
the bridge Silvain stayed a moment and
counted the boats tied there and stole down
and looked at their fastenings. Then he
climbed back to the ramparts and they
drew into the shadow of the battlements
and waited.

All the clocks of Pavia had struck twelve.
The officer of the night was going his
rounds. They saw him coming back from
the bridge gate on the farther bank, lighted
by a lantern that his sergeant carried. Ser-
geant and officer climbed to the ramparts.

As they came by Silvain rose and struck
at their heads. Both men went down before
they knew it and the only sound was the
thud of the falling bodies. Then Silvain
and Bonivard lashed them up together in
their own girdles and gagged them with
their own dagger hilts and took their cloaks
from them and their lantern and went on
Lo the tower.

Muffled in the officer’s cloak, Silvain
knocked and when he was challenged made
answer as he had heard answer given on
other nights, that he was the officer of the
rounds. The door was opened. A sleepy
sergeant of the guard grinned and asked
if the captain would drink a cup of wine.

Silvain strode into a dimly lighted entry.
Out of it a winding stair climbed up the
tower. A door stood open from it to a
guardroom beyond where three men
sprawled at their ease.

The sergeant turned away to fetch the
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wine. His keys were snatched from his
hand. He found himself lying on his face
in the guardroom and heard the door slam
behind him. Before he or his men had
collected their wits they were locked in.

Bonivard darted up the stair with the
keys in his hand. He cried, “Clarissa!
Clarissa!” heard her answer, and found the
door of the cell and had her in his arms.

“Swift, my children,” Silvain called.

The men in the guardroom had begun to
hammer at the door and shout, but the door
was strong and the windows were barred.

Bonivard and his Clarissa came tum-
bling downstairs, Silvain thrust them out
before him and shut the door of the tower
and locked it and tossed the keys into the
river. Bonivard and he took the girl be-
tween them and ran along the ramparts.
From the tower the clamor of the imprisoned
guard came dull on the night air.

“They will rouse the town,” Bonivard
panted.

“Time is all,”’ said Silvatn.
yet, brother.”

But the woman laughed.

“What is fear now?’’ she said.

They came to the steps by the bridge and
scrambled into a boat, and Silvain lashed
with his sword at the ropes that bound the
other boats and set all adrift on the swift
stream.

Downstrgam they sped, close under the
ramparts and as they went heard footsteps
above them and voices, saw lights moving
toward the clamor in the tower. But safe
and unchallenged they came beyond the
walls and rowed on through the thin mist,
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“Do not fear

AN OWL hooted over the bank.
Silvain looked round.

“Pull your left, brother,” he said,
and lay on his oars.

The boat turned out of the rush of the
stream into slack water, brushed against
reeds and shallows. The owl hooted again.
Silvain bent to his oars and the boat came
into the bank by firm ground.

There stood Messire Thibaut with his
horses, and his teeth chattered. Bonivard
swung his lady ashore and put her in the
saddle.

But Thibaut grunted—

“Now are we out of the trap, as the rats
said when they were let loose for the dogs.”

“Ride, brother, ride,” Silvain said. ‘“The
road to Milan.”

Adventure

“That is the road of all roads they will
look for us, lord.”

“It is the only road to safety, brother.
Forward, forward!”

Messire Thibaut led on through the night
mists. They had to cross the fields by a
narrow causeway on which they could make
no speed.

When they came at last to the high road
Silvain bade the others ride on and himself
halted to listen. Through the quiet mur-
murs of the night harsher sounds were
borne; he heard a trumpet call and another.

“So! They arc after us already,” he
smiled. “This Carlo is better served than
I thought.”

He galloped away.

When he was up with the others he bade
Thibaut lead and set such a pace as a com-
pany of men-at-arms could hold, keeping
together.

“So we shall spare our horses and they
will not gain on us.”

“But who told you they will keep to-
gether, lord?”’” Thibaut protested. ‘Surely
they will send on their best horses at their
best speed.”

“I shall be ready, brother,” said Silvain.
“You are the guide. Sir Louis rides with
his lady. I am the rear guard. Forward!”

And what happened was what he had
foreseen. The pursuers, not knowing how
strong the fugitives might be, held together
but sent light horsemen on ahead to find
them. The dark of the night fought for
Silvain, who, when he heard a horse gaining
on him, halted and waited and dashed at
the rider unawares and beat him down. So
he held off the scouts and the main body
coming upon one man and another over-
thrown were assured that they had a strong
force in front of them and followed the more
soberly, and the fugitives made mile after
mile toward Milan and kept their lead.

But Messire Thibaut looked to the east-
ward and groaned.

“The night is our friend,” said he. “Now
comes the day.”

A streak of the eastern sky gave a pale
light, clear between cloud banks. The mist
over the ricefields grew silvery. Silvain
drew up beside Bonivard.

“Forward, now, Louis,” he said. “No
more use to nurse the horses. Carry her off.
Ride, ride!”’

Bonivard looked at him.

“You have the honor,” he said hoarsely.
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‘“Come, Clarissa.” And they galloped on.

Silvain and Thibaut held their old steady
pace and Thibaut looked about him over
the open country, where was no cover near
or far, nor any turn in the straight road and
hunched his shoulders. ‘“Pity me,” he
grunted. “Ishalldiewithoutmy breakfast.”

They were seen. The squadron behind
them saw how few they were and broke
rank and came roaring on. Silvain checked
and turned, and drew his sword. But some
cne else had seen them too. Away down the
road to Milan a single horseman was halted
holding aloft a lance with a pennon and he
blew a trumpet call and cried a challenge to
Bonivard.

Silvain turned again.

“Milan!” he shouted. ‘Friends of Milan!
Milan to aid!” and Thibaut and he galloped
after Bonivard. “Silvain of France I am,”
he cried as he came. “I ride for the Lord
Lodovico.”

Other horsemen were coming up to the
man with the lance. They barred the road,
they brought Bonivard and the lady to a
stand.

“Let them pass, friends,” Silvain cried.
“I bring them to the Lord Lodovico. And
here is Carlo of Pavia hunting us and we
are spent. Hold off his knaves for me.”

The horsemen were now some half-score
and had an officer. He stared at Silvain,
raised his hand in salute.

“Open out, lads. Let them pass. Ride
to the captain, Beppo, and tell him Sir
Silvain has come with the girl and a pack
of wolves at his heels. How many, my
lord?”

“Call them fifty, sir. Good thanks.”

“I call them a hundred. No matter; we
will make play. And Ercole is behind.
Good thanks to you, my lord. Here is
sport. Ride on, ride on!”

He set his men going and dashed at the
leaders of the pursuit and Silvain, looking
over his shoulder, saw the first of a pretty
skirmish, but his horse was jaded and he
sighed and rode on after Bonivard.

Before them loomed up the walls of an
old castle and out of it came troops of men-
at-arms. Bonivard stopped and looked
back at Silvain.

“Where have you brought us, sir?”’ he
said in a low voice.

“Why, that is Binasco, a castle of Lodo-
vico’s. We are on his land now. By my
fa;th, it was time, Louis.” Silvain laughed
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and looked back at the skirmish. ‘He keeps
good watch on his frontier.”

“Is Lodovico your lord?” Bonivard
frowned. “He is none of mine. I do not
trust him.”

“He and his have saved you. And safe

you are, Louis. Trust me.”

A burly knight came cantering up at the
head of a squadron, Ercole, Silvain’s old
foe of the trial of arms.

“Well done, brother,” he laughed and
waved his hand. “I do the rest,” and he
clattered on to the fight and after him came
another squadron of horse and a great com-
pany of footmen.

Slowly along the side of the road Silvain
and his party came to the castle.

“What have you for me now?”’ Bonivard
said sullenly.

“A day’s sleep, child,” Silvain smiled.
“That is her need,” and he looked at
Clarissa who hung over her horse’s neck
and swayed.

“In Lodovico’s castle? Not L.
on. I will not trust him.”

“You are my guest, Sir Louis,” Silvain
said. “I pray you is there any reason
why you should not trust me?”’

“Oh Louis!” Clarissa cried and looked at
him piteously and began to weep.

“Hush, hush, for ’s sake,” Bonivard
cried.

“She has borne enough,” Silvain said
gently. “You are safe, lady; you and he.
Isayit, I, Silvain de St. Lo. Goin!”

=2 INTO the castle courtyard they
'1] rode and a sleek seneschal, bowing
4 low before Silvain declared that the
castle was at his orders, for the Lord Lodo-
vico had sent orders to give Sir Silvain de
St. Lo all honor if he came.

Silvain smiled. It seemed to him that
Lodovico felt a proper confidence in his
success. And honor they had at Binasco,
zealous service, rich fare and rooms of
luxury and quiet, and so slept out the day.

Silvain waked in the gloaming with a
servant beside him who said that the Lady
Beatrice had come to the castle and bade
him wait on her.

He was taken to the warden’s tower and
went up to the council chamber and found
her there alone. She started up and saluted
him like a man.

“Hail, conqueror!” she laughed. “I have
flown to your triumph. All haill And now

I ride
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you have won her, what will you do with
her? Give her away?”

“No, my lady.”

. Beatrice clasped her hands and made a
face of languishing ecstasy.

“Oh heaven! The all-conquering is con-
quered at last! He has found a creature
worthy of his excellence. He deigns to be
in love. But what honor for her. I 7

“No, mylady,” said Silvain. “I have not
given her to any one because she was not
mine to give. Ihave no right over the Lady
Clarissa.”

Beatrice made a parody of a royal gesture
of refusal.

“The take you, you will be noble,”
said she. “ ‘No, my princess’,” she mim-
icked Silvain’s voice, * ‘I have won you but
I will not wear you. I have no right. Do
notcry. Itis true you do not interest me.
But no one doesexcept myself. Iam a hero
and I never forget it.” ”

And for the third time Silvain said:

“No, my lady, I did not win the Lady
Clarissa. I did net deliver her. There was
a man before me, her own knight, Sir Louis
Bonivard. I had only to guide them here.”

That startled her. She stared at him
incredulous.

“Bonivard?”’ she repeated. ‘“One of the
Bonivards of Geneva? The girl had him
for her lover! And you brought them here?
Now why?”

Silvain smiled.

“Why, I trusted the Lord Lodovico to be
ready to guard his frontier. And ready
he was.”

Beatrice laughed.

“Yes, Lodovicoisready. That is his way:.
But I do not think he was ready for this.
What is she like, your Clarissa?”’

“‘She is a gracious lady and brave.”

“Is that all? Poor wench; what a por-
trait! If that were the best of her I could
understand. But I would not trust you to
know whether a woman is black or white.
Come, let us see the lass and her lad.”

She clapped her hands for a servant and
gave orders that Clarissa and Bonivard
should be brought to sup with her, and
glided out of the room.

When she came back she was mighty
fine in a low dress of crimson with sapphires
in her yellow hair, at her girdle and in a star
upon her bosom. She made Silvain give his
arm to her down the stairs, and so together
they came into the hall where Bonivard and

* you are in such haste to seek him?”

Clarissa waited, looking like two children,
and shabby children, before her studied
beauty and her splendors. For Clarissa was
slight and small and dark, a graceful, pretty
girl but outshone into insignificance by the
maturity and the glowing color of the older
woman, and Bonivard had the awkwardness
of youth and