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ADVENTURE for DECEMBER

DVENTURE is a pretty big word — blg in "its allu.rements and bl
in the things you have a right to expect when ¥ou come to 5
our new magazine,

It's:an elastic word, too, and a comprehcnsnve one. -Jt does not mean
merely shoohng blg game in the:jungle, or getting shipwrecked, or eeekmg
treasure in the troplc seas, Just as certainly there are adventures in love, in
politics, in war, in finance, in dlplomacy, ,adventures on land and sea, adven-
tures far from home and adventures in the next street. Storiés of remance,
defective stories, stories of plof and mystery — fact and fiction, all such fall
within our scheme.

So in every number you will find instalments of two-fine serials, both
adventure but widely different in type; one- oomplete adventure novelette;
and some twenty short stories and articles all of true-ringing adventure.

Next month the complete novel will be The Border, by E. B. Mitchell, a
hummmg story of an American girl, an American man of affairs, and the
tangle into which they got while mixing up with fronher complications
along the Austro-ltalian boundary.

The two big serials will continue. Gouverneur Morrie carries Yellow
Men and Gold into complications that are truly enthrallmg. and Winifred
Graham's kingly hero of Can @ Man Be True? gains further hold on the
readera interest.

Albert Kinress, in The Disappearance of Signor Caroli, tells another
of the whimsical adventures of the young hero who figures thls month in
“The Mystery of the Twenty Sacks of Coal.” Vengeance is Mine, by
G. W. Ogden, is an adventure story of the Western plains. A Poisoned
Blockade, by J. W. Muller, is a new sort of nhutical adventure. mtroducmg_.
a writer who will do much work for our pages.

Home Through Hades, by C. Langton Clarke, is an ndventure of the
Northern'snows. The White Rook,'by James Bar, is a striking story of
tragic adventure in the etemal conflict for hberty in Russia. The Tragedy
of Widky Wanky Woo, by Minnie Milne, is not a tragedy, but a comedy
adventure of an actress, a ‘journey and a romantic. ending. Out from
Barbados, by Robert A. Morton, is a wireless adventure.

Among the dozen others age an enticing variety of stories, fact and hic-
tion mingled, all done with vitality, for live people who like live reading;
These stories, decorated with the clever headings drawn by Mr. Falls, and
bound in a brilliant cover in the true adventure spirit by Mr. Sommer; make
a magazine of which we are proud and which you willjbe glad to heve.



ADVENTURE

Pab/zsﬁers zlmzozmcemem

keener.

all ages.

and won

HAVE you ever noticed how the recital of an
adventure always finds ready audience?

adventure always gets the floor. Men will stop the
most lmportant g

forget to rock the cradle, boys and girls will neglect
any sport;or game.

TRY it some time and see how it grips all kinds,

by tales (of hermsm “The man whose heart
for joy at sight of a heroic deed is the man who
will act ;he ero when his turn comes.

NoO th love of adventure will never be lost out
of life. ' It is a fundamental of human nature, just
as sentlment is a fundamental and it is almost
as moving. .

SO we Iirea\.soncd that a magazifle edited for this

universa] hunger-¢f hyman nature for adventure
B T ) N

THE witness of an accident never wants for| Swries
listeners, ‘and if peculiar and mysterious circum-
stances surround the accident, the interest is all the

“The man with a story of some stirring

iscussion to listen, women will

AND: the reason is that none of ug ever really| St/ Young
grows up. We are always boys andtgirls, a little
older in years, but the same nature—alert to the

new, questioning, 1nvest1gat1n owin lwm
stired by martal music; ﬁedgT

fire-horses dashing madly down the street; lured
by tales of subtle 1ntr1g'ue and ‘splendid darmg |

IT will,

ts1gto the

a sad day for this old world if men! Heroisn

en ever losel this capa¢1t to be grlfped
eaps

Human
Nature




Good Stuff

.|ought to have a wide apﬁ)reciation and appeal

and we decided to publis
call it ADVENTURE.

IT is published in the hope and belief' that
hundreds of thousands of men and women will be

glad to have a magazine wherein they can satisfy
their natural and desirable hunger for adventure.

A MAGAZINE wherein they can find: adventure

sach a magazine and

Stirving

T

Fact-Stortes
"~ Too

without being obliged to read through reams of
stuff the& care little about for the sake:of getting
a little they care a lot about. ‘

A MAGAZINE published by the.publishers of
Everybody's Magazine and edited with the same
care and concern as is Everybody's Magazine, but
frankly made for the hours.when the reader can-
not work, or does not wish to, or is too weary
to work. Frankly made for the reader's recrea-
tive rather than his creative hours.

IF you care for stirring stories ‘(and who does
not?)—if you wish to get away for a brief time
from the hard grind of the .daily mill so that you
can come back to it again with new zest, so that
you can walk through the knotty problems and
nagging limitations with fenewed courage—get a

|copy of ADVENTURE.

YOU can get away for such a trlp every month

{for 15.cents or you can %et a season -ticket enti-

tling you to twelve trips for $1.50.

NO other kind bf story in the.- magazine;
just Addenture Stories. Fact-stories as well as fic-
.tion-stories. If you don't like that kind, don’t
buy; but if you do like that kind, 4 DVENTURE
is sure to delight you.

THE RIDGWAY COMPANY.
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EDITOR'S NOTE: Among all the stories o f adventure ever writlen Lhere are a f ew that stand
out in every reader’s memory—'‘ Robinson. Crusoe,” " The Three Musketeers,” * The Prisoncy
of Zenda,” for instance, in their vespeclive fields. We all think first of *' T'reasure Island”.

as the greatest story of plundér and piracy and tropic adventure on land and sea.

Then

afler @ time came ‘' Moran of the Lady Leity,” Frank Norris's fine lale of the Pacific, named
by many as the best adventure storj;‘{cime “Treasure Island.” And now, ten years later,

we in the office of ADVENTURE

ke salisfaction in the belief that “Yellow Men and

Gold” is the best since “ Mordn.. You will find in it the seme * sit-up-at-night-tili-yar-
Jinish-it” quality that kas made its brilliant predecessors famous.

CHAPTER 1

HOW SUCCESS RUINED MT

, S A SCHOONER among the
" South Islands, heeling to ‘the
- honest Trade, skims unaffectedly

2 (o port lo port, asking but
small rooni of the sea and intent ooly upon
her narrow destiny and littleinterests; so, I
know well, ought a narrative of adven-
ture, treasure-seeking and violent meet-

ings of men, to start, to proceed and; to-
Cobyright. 1910, by The Ridgway Company.

end. Yet from the very veraciousness of
those events about to be related, it scems
necessary to begin cumbersomely; as il the
vessel to maneuver were a three-decker,
the wind baffling and the channcl, between
harbor and open sea, tortuous and involved.
And there will not be any plain sailing wntl
well after the murder in the gully and the
xamination of the crew-man’s wallct.
| I had .determined while still in thosc
gawky teens, [rom which so far as concerns
Jocomotion I shall never emerge, to be an
author. And I wrote from that period

Al rights rescrved.
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until my thirtieth year with assiduous pa-
tience and distinguihed unsuccess. I saw
the closest friends of my youth crawling—
but always upward—upon the muddy
slopes of banking and brokerage; coming
into dazzling legacies, marrying wealthily,
and steadily thickening about the waist.
But for me those fifteen years had been
devilish lean, and hard to bear: hardest to
bear were the successes of others who wrote
even worse than I; and I have thought (oh,
in bitterness if you like, and in envy) that
to be a successful author it is necessary only
to be heavy, involved, filled to the brim
with misinformation, pompous and prud-
ishly afraid of naked words.

I had private means (the meanest kind)-

until T was twenty-seven; then, luckily,
pigs of mine that went to market were
bought by the butcher, slaughtered, gutted,
debristleg, adorned with greens and offered
as honest pork to the very hungry. As the
difficulties of raising pigs grew, so did the
market for them, and the butchers paid
generously enough. And I skimped from
the first of one month to, the first of the
next. But to have labored with courage
and devotion for fifteen years, to have re-
mained in love during that whole period
with all of life and with one girl, and at the
end of it to be still skimping, must furnish
"the. stoutest stomach with the [ood of dis-
couragement. z

During my thirtieth year, and not many
months after a first rcal success with the
public, I allowed hope to die out in my
breast for a littfe interval; and love, which
is the same thing. I said good-by to my
first memory of her, and to my last; to
that mischievous rolling ball of femininity
in a blue and white blanket coat, burbling
and prattling, that I had toted, closely
hugged, in my thin boy arms; to that
later picture of her, wonderfully slender, in
frosty white, with a great black hat, and
innumerable little terriers that dogged her
steps across a lawn set with dandelions (as
the heavens with'stars) and looked up into
her face. She had in one hand a pair of
pruning-shears, .for we had said good-by,
and it was in her mind to comfort me with
a rose.

As my train crawled and halted and
halted and crawled through the snow=heds
into California, the magazine . containing
my two page “Tale of a Lady’s Hat "' was
put on sale, and 4 had not been a month in

i

San Francisco without learning that on the
whole the world was the meirier for the
trifle, and that, in the telling American,
I had “made a hit.”
Believing ypon this earnest thaf:I could
henceforth and [orever face a gréter' em-
barrassment of bills, I went to house-
keeping in the little village of San Mateo.
There was for house a 'ohe-story bungalow
that seemed to have been built, walls, roof
and chimney, of cloth“of-gold roses and
that stood in a seven-eighths” acreiof alm-
onds and English walnuts’ planted in alter-
'nation. The tliny estate was'bounded on
the north, or roadside, by scarlet ion
vines and sweet-peas,:on_the east (toward
the village) by a hedge of heliotrope eight
feet high, on the west; by honeysuckle that
concealed all but the white-roses roof of Mr.
Carrol's house, and ontheisouth by an
abrupt, dry and stonily lined gully that had
once been the San Mateéo :River, now
dammed many miles above to be a reser-
voir. To the farther side of the gully came
a great screen of bay trees, live oak, buck-
cyes and underwood—a boundary of the
great Bird ranch, and containing in its
immediate midst the hallowed and peri-
winkled ground where, as the monument
solemnly testifies, rested from .

1852——1867
The Body of the First Bird
(under which the species had been desig-
nated by the pencil of -some Iconoclast as
the “Dodo”), and where continues to rest,
during the heat of the day, a vast flock of
tame quajl. ! .

‘My cook, housemaid, butler, chamber-
maid, gardener and.occasional adversary at
aquiet game of cardswas a Chinaman named
Fong, who washed himself all over with
soap foutr times a -day, owned seventeen
Ltooth-brushes and - smoked opium every
alternoon f[rom fve-thirty to six-filteen.

1He was a practical, saving man, and with
my own eyes I have seen‘quail, of the Bird's
tame flock, cross the gully, intent. upon
a trail of wheat, hop solemnly up the steps
into our very kitchen, and emerge no more.

My life, for some months wonderfully
happy and hopeful, consisted of hard work
from nine till one, leisutely walks back intp
the hills, and an occasional julep with my
,neighbor Mr. Carrol. But when I had be-
‘gun once more to send, work to the maga-
zines, sure now, after a little success, of 8
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ready mar;et, life began once more to ‘be:

complicated. For, far from finding a ready

market, I found that such a market a5 I’

had had was gone—struck from the map.
One and all the mapu cripts’ came back,
and one aﬂd all the editors wrote to the
effect that| the stories were: very well—
capital, indeed—but that havinp set a cer-
tain standard by the ‘“Tale of a Lady’s
Hat” I must live up to it. “Readers all
over the country,” wrote one editor, “are
infatuated by that blissful little story, our-
selv s have laughed over it Lill we cried,
and cried t{ll we laughed. They want more
—just like; that, and you can give them
more—if you only will.”

At first such letters made me furious; for
I npeither could write another tale like that
of the "*Lady’s Hat,” nor wished to.. But
when I reallzed ﬁ.nafly that my wares were
become absolut.ely unsalable, though of
better qual.lty, I think, than- many which
I had mandged to sell bel’ore, helpless fury
yielded by inche .to an empty feeling of
despair. Here was I, no longer a beginner,
but a man of letters, who had at le st had
his success, and who instead of being assem-
bled and set up thereby, had been broken
and cast aside.

A time came, and with swilt strides, when
I was unable to pAy my bills. And there is,
I think, no menta! torture so cruel as that—
even to the hall-pay honest. Nor could I
think (and I had,!I thank God, the courage
to try) of any other business upon which
I could embark and make a living. 1 was
ovet six feet high{ but without an ounce of
strength, thin as a rail and grotesquely
awkward; prodigiously wanting in mathe-
matics and_éa.ll the iother branches of -com-
mon sense..! I hid worked, a.z‘d failed; I had
loved, and lost; and still I had thc vain
wish to hold up my‘head in #he world, while
I should: retnain in.it, and §o pay my bills.
It was cvident that I must fac€ my creditors
oneat a time, and humble myself with ex-
plariations 'and prbmlses and upon that
thought I lay awake! for whole nights and
wnb'hed It was alSo!evident that common
hongsty demanded ithat I turn such 'talents
as']y d pl'ostltute, and write tales as
nearly likeiithat of the “Lady’s H‘at” 5
despair anﬂr necessity could manage. Onice

s@rp su er for the propnehes, I have

never, since|those hard days, sat injthought- -

less| judgment upon women who walk the
streets.

1nd Gold 3

{Yet T was ‘in ;worse plight than I knew,
for having décided and taken comfort from
the deGision that if my. talent must play the
light woman it should be cheerfully, .I vis-
ited an oculist in; the city to be refitted with

- working glasses, and learned, out of an

absolutely clear sky in that dmecl::on, that
if I did not leave books, writing and indoor
eonfinement very. stnctly alone for a year or
more, I might go blind. )
I stagge ed out of that devil’s office with
hope dead in me, and love; and alive only.
a kind of wild hatred of God and man, and
the most unmanly and childish self-pity
and despair. I think I was the most seli-
centered wreck (hat ever went from San
Frandsco to San Mateo (and (here must
have been many after the great earthquake).

‘I think I could have trampled upon a sick

child if one had thwarted me. But I hopenot.

I did not at once ente;/( the bungalow,
fearing to face the light, or to see myself in
a mirror, but shambled aimlessly among the
walout and almond trees, until finally I
stood upon the edge of the gully, with half
a thought to cast myself head-first upon the
stones at the bottom. Had the height been
'sixty feet and sure death, I would have done
so. But it was a scant t irty—tempting
but uncertain. ‘And I fancied myself bali-
dead pnly, among ‘the stones, a moaning
failufe in siicide as in life. It i is not sure il
I moaned aloud or not; but it is sure that
something did moan at’ the bottom of the
gully; and I started back in a terror the
more unreasonable if you consider -that
I was in the very midst of hobnobbing with
self-slaughter.

CHAPTER 11
T1IE MURDER IN THE GULLY

HE silhouette of Fong upon the drawn
shade of the kitchen’window (in the
very act of brushing his -teeth) was like a rc-
enforcement. I shoutedloudly for him;then
sat down on the edge of the gully, - slung my
legs over and slipped and scrambled to the
bottom. It was too dark down there for
definite perceptions; and as the moaning
had ceased, I stood still, and at a loss.. Nor
w%s it until the - hght of Fong's lantern
sh ne suddenly into the place that I found
very next step must.have been upon the

b y of 2 man, :
The heart in the body was beating; but
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when Fong had descended and brought the
lantern close, dreadlul stabs were disclosed
in its stomach and chest, and the stones
among which it lay were amuck with blood.
I was not experienced in these realities,
but I perceived the approach of death as
distinctly as that of an embodied person.

“Fong,” I said exdtedly, “go back home
qmck-step and telephone doctor and police-
man!"

Fong touched, with a finger like the stem
of a much smoked clay pipe, a pocket that
had been turned inside out.

“Dam much rob!” he said and, turning,
made_the precipitous ascent with aston,
ishing alacnty.

Even while attempting to plug with my
handkerchief what seemed the deepest and
bloodiest stab, I saw that every one of the
man’s pockets had been tumed inside out,
and the tail of my eye caught the face of a
gold repeater lying between the stones, and,
nearer the body, that of Washington from
the midst of a greenback. Even in those
confused seconds it struck me as odd that
these things should have been lelt behind,
if the crim¢, as™the inside-out pockets sug-
gested, had robbery for its motive. I had
packed the half of my handkerchief into the
wound, with my [orefinger, as you pack
tobacoo Yhto a pipe, when suddenly the
man'’s eyes came open and he said in a wild
voice:

““Take it easy, boys—they ve cracked!”’

And he struggled to raise himself.

It will show the state of mind that I was
in to record that I asked him if hewas hurt.
But the idiotic query seemed to steady him,

-and slowly and painfully he brought his
eyes to.a focus, until they rested on my face.

“Don’t know you,” he said quietly:

. “Thanks” . . .

I bent close to him and said as clearly as

1 could:

- “Who did it?”’
“Oh; hell!” he said; but in the merest
“hxsper “Cut it out. They got me . . . *

it’s up the gully under a spotted stone . . .
it's yours, my friend, don’t know your name.
.. Don’t let them get it. .-Burn all
papers in the wallet-except 1t—" With
that the reason went clean out of his eyes,
and he rose, easily and:lightly, to a sitting
position, and turning his head as if he saw
some one, spoke in the most -arcastic,
wearied drawl:
“Harvey,” he said, “you aren’t supposed

i

to be helpmg yoursell to icecream . . .
you are supposed to-be rowing number three
in the Yale boat” . . . and then, but in far
crisper tones, a note of deep régret in them:
“ Just as,you say, Mr. Cook——" His eyes
closed and his head rolled over'n his breast,

but to be raised ofjce more with a kind ol’
splendid bold alertness.

“Give wayl” he cried in a great voice,
and toppling gently over on his side, his soul
slipped from him and was soon, perhaps, in.
old Chdron’s boat pulling out from the
Stygian' shore.

While I waited with the dead man, my
neighbor, Mr. Carrol, attracted doubtless
by that great shout of * give way,” came to
the edge of the gully: .

“That you, Parrish?” he said.

“Come down," I sa.nd “There’s been
a murder.”

Carrol, 2 thlck-set fatUsh great man, de-
scended with d:tﬁcult and sharp breathing.

“That’s hell, isn't 1t?” he-said.

“For some person or persons—yes,”
I said.

“Was he dead when you got to him?"”

“Not quite,” I said. “He lived, per-
haps, four minutes after I found him.” -

“Stuck him in ‘the stomach, didn’t
they?” said Carrol. “My!"

He knelt by the corpse and felt of the
upper arms, thighs and calves.

“Lusty brute, wasn’t he?”

‘““He wasn’t a brute,” I said; “he was a
gentleman and he rowed in the Yale boat
—when Bob Cook was coach _He said as

much—"

“Said?” exdzumed Carrol, his eyes
round with astonishment." “Did he say
who did it?”” Me snapped the question at
me like a whip. ;| But fmtelpreted his tone
as that natura! to a good utwen upon an
occasion: of crime.

“'No,” I said. "

Carrol passed \the back ol his hand across
his forehead.

“Too bad!" he said mddl

“Yes,” I said, “too. damned bad!”

“Did he talk sense?” asked my neighbor
suddenly. ‘“Or raveX”

“Why,” said ‘I, “some of it sounded like
sense, but it wasn’t about sensible things.”

‘‘No. dying messages, I.suppose?” 'Just
what did he say?”" .

‘“Nothing unportant I fancy,” said I.
“Something about thanking me for tl;ymg
to help him.”
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“Dying men," said Carrol, “sometimes
say very mtei‘ést.mg thmgs—especinlly those
that have livell rough—m this poor cuss has
—seems, to halve,” he!corrected himseif.

And I thought to myself that what the
dying crew-man had 'said about the wallet
under the spotted stone was ;extremely
interesting, and much too interesting to be
divulged to the first questioner. Indeed the
secret, if it was a secret, or anything but
raving, had been; given to me for my very
own, as Gocl.c uld witness, and if it was
worth giving it was possibly worth keeping.
So much I perceived logically in my un-
strung and nervous state of mind.

“At first glanc ,” Catrol broke in.upon
my reflections, “it looks like ordinary rob-
bery—see that watch and that greenback.
It looks as if something particular had been
wanled—doesn’t’{t?”

“Just what I think,” said I.

“I wonder what?” Carrol mused.

I thought’ {hat I could have given Carrol
information :on the point. But I was mis-
taken. For at that very moment Carrol
knew more about the contents of the crew-
man’s wallet'than I did. But what he did
know, much as thatwas, was not suffident
for. his purposas He sighed, and looked for
a long time into the dead man’s face.

‘“How un.neceshry, he said presently,
“hog damned unnecessary!”

By some" ‘unacountable freak of rigor
morlis the crew- s eyes suddenly opened
as if worked by springs, and Carrol jerked
himgelf bat;kwar as il he had been
struck at.

Talking seemed more comfortable than
silence in the presence of the staring eyes,
and I said, trymg to pitch my voice in its

patural key‘,
“Lucky this isn't thebaluddle hAges,
Carrol. You know they believed that a

corpse bled in the presence &f jts murderer,

and opened lits eyes, and went t.hroﬁgh all

sorts of dujnb-crambo accusations.” i

“I neverilheard of the eye part, & said
Carrol, and; he drew a deep breath.

« Yos," Iisaid. "But just before the ¢ eyes
opened a 16t of blood welled sirddenly out
of one of those cuts.| It nearly gave me a fit
—I ‘thought, for o second it was something
ative. It lpoked: llkc a mouse comxhg out

_of its hole.”; i

“Don’t say that sort of th.\ngl" sa.ld
Carrol. “I!m feeling pretty snck as it is.
I want to stream and run away.” A great

spasin went through him from head to foot.
And |he tore his hat from his head and cov-
ered|the dead man’s face.

CHAPTER 1II

THE early morning saw me, so recently a

candidate for suicide, striking up the
dry bed of the San Mateo River from the
spot where the murder had been done; my
eyes peeled, as the saying ‘is, for spotted
stones; and hope once more alive 1o’ my
breast. Indeed,Ihbad withdrawn sofar from
absolute despair as to be in a whirlwind
of school-boy spirits. My imagination had
been wildly at work during the night upon
the wallet and its contents.

“Burn all the papers but 7¢,” the crew-
man had said.

“It,” then, if actual money, might be a
bill ‘of large denomination; but with that
the imagination would not rest. A valuable
patent had suggested itself, or a valuable
prindple to be patented; the location of a
rich gold mine, or a coal mine. Something,
anyhow, that was worth doing murder fot.
On the other hand, for a dampener, the
reason that suffices one murderer is notsuf-
ficient 4o the next. Some men will kill for
a fewydirty dollars; some only for many
bright thousands; and some again if merely
to put the final quietus upon the tongue of
a nag ing wife. I tried to hold my desires
in check, and kept reiterating, “A couple
of thousand will help—just a couple of
thousand.” But they would not be so
snubbed and, together with that ray of hope
that had been rekindled in my breast, were
ever dancing like mad among the millions.

The ancient river-bed was thickly laid
with stones and contained more ‘than one
that was spotted. Indeed, had every
spg tted stone that I turned over concealed
a dollar bill, I must sooh have lost interest
in the crew-man’s wallet. I had, I think,
pictured the particular stone wanted as
greéenish black, very thickly and regularly
ovérlaid with white polka-dots, and flatish;
yet it might be a white stone, spotted with
black; or it might be shaped like a bougder,_
ora pyra,rq{m Whatever -its shape, size or:
appearance, howevFr, I was determined to
find it, Iollowmg the river-bed, if necessary,
all|the stumbly miles fo the reservoir and
batk. But it was aching, hard work,and I

THE SPOTTED STONE
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was very sharp with Providence for having
supphe? me with so weak and awkward a
frame'and with so cowardly a pair of lungs.
The more so that there was nothmg wrong
with them but a chronic aversion to doin
their work cheerfully in the world. I coul§
not dog-trot it for a city block without
their losing all ambition and flying into
a passion of protest. Indeed, coming sud-
denly upon a hundredweight stone, yellow-
ish and darkly spotted like the hide of a
leopard, I was obliged to put off the moment
of tarning it; and, instead, sat upon it, for
it looked a soft comfortable stone, ‘add
rested.

The banks of the gully were at this point
of 2 negligible height and clothed with
a'dense bul not tall vegetation of scrubby
buckeyes, nightshade and riotous wild-
grape vines; and a little above where I sat,
and a little below the gully itsell turned off
sharply; so that I occupied, as it were, the
center of a stony open space in the midst of
a [orest.

Now_this same weakness of imb and lung
which so handicapped my quest was to
prove instrumental in its safe accomplish-
ment; for had I turmed over the stone upon
which I sat when I wished to, instead of
waiting till I could, I must have been dis-
covered in the very. act by my neighbar,
Mr. Carrol, who came now suddenly into
view around the upper bend, at a very slow
pace, his small bright eyes ranging pene-
tratlingly among Lhe stones.

‘'Hallo!" said I, when he had drawn near.

He started violently, as indeed the most
innotcent person might have done under the
circumstances, and made the familfar ges-
ture of passing his hand across his forehead
without actually touching it. But he pulled
himself together almost at once, and seating
himself near me, “Hot, isn't it?”’ he said,
and flung off his hat ‘and ran his fmgfrs
thr ough his hair.

““Scientific people,” said he, “believe that
somewhere on Lhis peninsula there is a vein
of ¢oal. I sometimes take a day off and go
botanizing after it.”

“It’s like me,” said I; “I have been geol-
ogizing for wild ﬁowers And I'm quite
blown, thank you.”

“By the way,” he said, “I’n- expecting
some odd characters to lunch, would you
carc to leok them over, with your: constant
view to fiction?”.

“I'd like to look in after lunch,” I sand

“‘What are they—anarchists like last time?”".

Carrol grinned. o

“I do have the damndest. Iriends, don’t
I?” said he. “No, these are three young
bummers, and one of them—Lunch—has
got hold of a schooner, for a bad debt; the.
other ¢wo have chipped in a little money,
and they've made up their minds to cruise,
the Gulf of California for ambergris and
pearls.’ He shot a2 quick glance at me.
“Fancy,” he said, “they’ve got a diving-|
suit!”

“Have they?” said I innocently. He
had taken a shot at mg, I learned later, but.
had missed, the mark, eisy though it was.

““The funniest part,” he went on, “is this.
T’m going with them.”

“You don’t mean. ltl” I exclaimed, for
I had regarded: Carrol a$ a sensible matter-
of-fact man, above any childish impulse.

"“ Why,” said he, with a frankness that
was attractive in him, “I’m so dead broke
I can’t see straight;. and I'm so fat I can’t
walk straight, and I’m so down on my luck
that I can’t think straight.”

“I have always pictured you,” sald I,
“on the very ver, tself of prosperity.”

“I am,” he sal “always eall that and
never anything ‘fmore. Of dourse I don’t be-
lieve in the pearl and ambergris part of the
trip, any more than I believe that a beau-
tiful woman,” he smiled ruelully, “could
learn to love me for my shape alone; but I
do believe that sea food and sea air and
expecially sea work would.make a new man
of me—a slim godlike man.”

“‘Like me,” said I, “with chuckle knees
and a backache and a pair of bellows that

‘can just puta ‘candle out at the fifth blow.”

‘“Besides,” said Carrol, “I owe a lot of
dirty little bills, and they ﬂdget me. You'l
look in after lunch then ?*

I nodded, and he rosc..

“Are you going any (arther?” he asked.

“I think yes,” said I.- “Why?"

“Why,” said he, ‘I seem to have lost my
wallet. It's toomuch bother,and I haven't
time, to go back and look for it, on the
chance. Still I want it, for old sake's sake.”

‘“What sort of a wallet is it?"’ I asked.

“My dear man,” said Carrol, “ youspeak
asif you expected to find'fifty wallets. But
mine is to be recognized by the fact that it
contains absolutely no money—and a few
letters that you may read if you wish, but
which will make you think the worse o[
me. They are from a beautiful woman,”
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he expla.me'd ‘who lovesrr}le,
money.’

Then mth a cheerful "“So long!" he waved
a pud and and was soon out of sight
around the|lower bend.

I was nov rested, and rose to.the work of
turning over the stone upon which I had
been sitting. By good fortune, for my
strength wds not up to the task, it was not
deeply bed¢led and had a convepient ledge
for the bhands to grip; and at the very first
tug it came half over—and I let go, with a
startled gasp,and it dropped ba¢k intoplace.

The ﬁndmg of a snake so close to my hand
would havq produced an effect upon me véry

when‘I have

similar to that caused by an actual sight of

that whicll I sought. And for some mo-
ments I cduld not make the further effort
necessary 1o gain possession of the crew-
man’s wallét, but stood aloof from the stone,
wholly out o[ breath, and with a wildly beat-
ing heart. .

Then oticc more I bent to it, and this
time turnédd it over—and saw the ivallet,
released from pressure, expand like a five
thing that draws a deep breath.

I noted 6n1y that it was of pigskin, darkly
slaiped by'age and sweat; and then, you will
guess, I ldst no mmc in going. Lhrough its
contents! -

But L you  have guessed wrong; for with the
issbe in my very: hands, I had not at that
moment the heaft to face it. My highest
hopes seerned to; crowd about and implore
me to wait. Thus when at Chrismas-time
a boy receives an envelopé directed in the
writing of hig\ich uncle, he does'not at once
open it, bt exulta a while with the hope that
the check'it contains will bé«double that of
the year before. So nstead of going through
with the business then andthere, I slipped
the wallet: into my inside pbgket and but-
toned my! jacket over that, which, in mo-
ments of supreme excitement, I am pleased
to call my chest.

CHAPTER 1V
THE CREW-MAN'S WALLET

I TOOK out the wallet in-my bedroom,

having bolted the door, and shook the
contents' 6f its various pockets upon ‘the
bed. Tl;lmventory follows‘

J

p of an envelope, unaddressed .and
sclhwled over with telepbone numbers;

Ie A whole envelope, blank, but not very clean;
3 An elostic ba

4. A-much soded équm of chewing-gum, make
and flavor unknown;

5. A fish-hook, with the point broken off;

6. A copy of amatory Spanish verses i a swift
iemhle hand;
g A French two- franc piece;
A slip of paper, with a design in pe.nul. neatly
executed for an elaborate, but uandeci phenble
monogram;

0. An old joke cul out of a newspuper. and

ro, and last, the half of a dime, cut clean off as
by a pair of shears.

You will imagine that I made sure to have
overlooked nothing before I Aung the wallet
disgustedly on the floor and gave way to a
fit of contemptuous laughter. I had, in-
deed, builded my hopes very high, and to
have their fanciful structure fall so gro-
tesquely flat was nothing less than sicken-
ing. Yet, unwilling to accept defeat, I once
more went thro the :wallet, turning its
pockets literally inside out and g my
long fingers into the crevices and along the
seams. So violent and angry was the search
that I tore the rotten leather in places, and
it was from ‘between the edges of such a
tear that I perceived suddenly a portion of
paper surface criss-crossed with the mi-
nutest.of writing in the blackest of ink. Nor

I doubt that I had uncovered, by
an eleventh-hour ‘accident, that mystenous
“It” which had cost the crew-man his life.

The paper, on being ext icated proved 2
rectangular slip of &°thin and shiny manu-
facture, six inches long by five inches wide.
It had been folded lengthwise once; the
double leather between two of ‘the compart-
ments of the wallet had been ripped along
the seam to receive it and resewed with per-
fect fidelity to the original thread and to the
needle-holes. As for the writing, with which
lioth sides of the paper were closely crossed,
it was miraculously even, and so fine as to
require for decipherment a reading-glass;
dnd one far stronger thao I possessed would

“tiave made the task far easier.

One whole side of the sheet, and all but
a few lines of the other, was covered by an
inventory list ‘of articles of value; with the
[ollowing note at the begmmng

Translation of o] glm.l mvcntory, now in the
Royal Library, Mad‘nd of articles of gold, silver,
etc., consigned by Plzan'o, from Pery, in the gallcon-
Esﬂrllu Santo, to the King of Spain.

The invenlory as a; whole read like some
wild fiction, but I have not here the space
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1o set it all down. Here are a [ew items,
chosen at random:

3. Small box of emeralds, carved in imitation ol
roses;

7. A palace wainscoling of gold, laid upon wood;

8. A mortar and lla of gold;

18. A little tree of gold, hung with jeweled iruits;

23, A gold door, cunningly carved with beslial
scenes; .

29. Two Peruvian princesses, fifteen years of age;
. JOI. Sin great chests, containing their raiment an
jewels;

33- An Inca’s head in 2 cask of spirits;

37. Eight thousand pounds of gold, cast into
ingots;

38. Eight thousand pounds of silver, cast into\
.ingots;

50. One great chest, containing divers golden
vessels, cwers and services.

And al the very end of ‘the long inven-
tory was the [ollowing priceless information:

The Espiritu Santo was lost in shoal water off a
valcanic rock or islet that lies in latitude — long-
itude —. Fragmeals of the vessel may be dis-
ceraed by the use of a marine-glass, in the midst of
the cove at the Northwest corner of the islet, and
much of the. treasure might be recovered by the
use of & diviog-suit and a litle
this —— day of — —— in the prison of Sing
Sing for my only friend in this world, Roy Cunning-
ham. 1f my memory has played tricks with me,
Roy, it is only to the entent of an item or two in the
iovenlory. The lalitude and longitude is O. K.
Pray for my horned soul, and God bless you! This
time to-morrow I shall be<where? And you, pcr-
haps, on your way to the Straits of Magellan.

I think a man's imagination must be a
spiritless nag not to be set galloping by such
a spur. Mine, I know, went a-flying to the

. closing scenes ol the great Inca’s life (and
very white they looked against their black
and amber background ol Spauish lies and
treachery). I saw as in a stage drop the
bearded Spanish men staggering up the
galleon's gangways nder the chests of
ingots and gems; the cask with the Inca's
head, lightly handled, like a sample of the
new country’s pickles for the Sovereign.
The golden dpor with its bestial carvings;
that exquisite little tree of gold with its
jéweled fruits; and those jeweled fruits the
little brown princesses, ripe [or the plucking,
with their round eyes full of wonder; dnd 1
sailed with the laboring g lleon in the heel
of the trades, with the unkn‘zvnzgas upon
the one hand and the:unkngwn #ountains
upon the other; and sailed {rom ander the
bright skies into a moaning, gray; dripping
region; and saw the waves broken and sub-

lience. Wrillen"

dued among t e monstrous seaweeds of
Magellan; and the ravines filled with dark
and somber forests; ‘and for-'a moment,:

“cleared of mist’ and fog, the eternal snows

low 1xon"the mountains; and:gaw' the gull
and the albatsoss 'loafing into the storm.
blast;. and heard the thunder of breakers;
and felt in my. very ‘soul that earthquake
sickening shock when the galleon struck;:
and felt her sink beneath my feet, and go,
down, with her colossal treasure,and the
princesses, Jocked, perhaps; in each other's
arms, poor kids, and with'the whole of her
hell-bound crew. -

No, not the whole of jt; for there must
have been one at the least to escape with
the bearings of where the tall galleon lay.
And I followed him more vagudyﬁ,:?d pic-
tured him suddenly_ strutk dea®or his
secret, as the crew-man had been struck in
the,gully. And I camc swiltly down the
hindreds of years with the secret, and the
intriguidgs for it, and the bloody murders
and the wild passions-that it must have
loosed. Came down, indeed, to the reality
of the little bedroom in- which I was pacing
like a wild animal; and there my imagina-
Uon stuck fa t. ForI coild no more think
out a logical way to lift the treasure from
that far away floor of the sea than I could
fly. Who would capitalize the weak-bodied,
spiritless author or trust him to raise from
the deep that treasure which had defied the
men of action these many hundred years?

I soon saw that I was in no condition at
that time to [gcus upon rational issues; so
I slipped the crew:man's legacy beneath
the carpet; burned as directed such papers
as the wallet cagtained; aud the wallet itse}fy
bathed my flushed face again and again wit
cold water; had a snack of lunch (it was now
half-past two o’clock) and:started over to
Mr. Carrol’s hause, -to bear the. talk and
make the acquaintance~qp-his adventurous
friends. o

CHAPTER V
THE OWNERS OF THE CALLIOPE

S I TURNED the corner of his house
1.met Carrol stepping off the bowery
porch, his arms filled with bottles of beer,
and his face flushed. ,
“Parrish,” said he, * we're out under Lhe
big buckeye celebrating. Take somie of
these, Lhere’s a dear manl . . . Since I saw



you—-=—" elleved him of a ‘portion of
lhe bottls and .we proceeded toward the:
great buckeyelfmm e other side of which -
came the souréi of gleeful chuckles. . “Since’
I saw you,” Garrol repeated, “I have sold:
the old homestead; a man and :his wife,.
lungers, I'fan dropped in out of the golden
East—Noo Yok— they said, I [ancy it is in
Persia-—~and tgok one good look at Fat Car-
rol's house and lot and bought them out of
hand. | Hence the celebration. It’s the
smoo'.h monkeys that are to be paid over in-
the moming tbat have made Fat Carrol so
happy and frep {from care. ‘Gentiemen—"
as we rounded the sweeping branches of the
buckeye and came upon & group composed
of three live divilians and some twenty or
thirty dead sojdiers, as the saying is—*let
me present M¢. Patrish—not Max, the pic-
tator—but Jdmes, the merry-compamon
author|of the 9Tale of a Lady’s Hat.”> Mr.
Parrish, Mr.{ Joseph Lynch, commonly
known| as ‘Nine;Points of the Law’—or
“Ten Pins’ for short. Mr. Paul Granger
Craven, the well-known amateur pugilist,
and Mr. W:Ihzg Todd, the pet of the nata-
torium: and the Columbus of the Poodle
Dog and the Ba.rbary Coast.”

The gentlemen i w¢re all in the thirties,
I guessed, wifh_ t§ exception of Carrol,
who hid the look: of' a youthful fifty; and -
I havg never sat {own to beer with a
more cheerful and:debonair quartet. They.
were vulgarians, if )tu like, the type that
shaves!the back of the neck and selects in
conversat on, when €here are many names
for a spade, that whith is the least agreeable -
to the ear, though often the most conno-
tative to the mind. They had a kind of .
clannish humor, as if they had ¢ pent much -
of their lives in various unities,of interest;
and I could not but admire, | fand 1ndeed
envy, the elation of spirits into fvhich the
approaching %{ ject of their “adventure
threw them. Yet I detected, too, beneath
their habit of turning the issue, whatever
its nature, into a ]0$ 2 kind of underlying
vein of stubbern determmahon, a kind of
ready-at:need quality that led me to think .
them the very types of man best suited to
a catch-as-cat.ch—can -enterprise.. And I
thought them: honest as men go, with adis-
tinct preference for giving the odds %mdl
seeing fair play. And this in spite of ithe | !
fact that for the more exquisite relations in !
nature ‘they had no more regard or|rspoct .
than so many dogs. They had planned,; for |
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mstance, ‘casually and as a matter of course,
to take a couple of women upon-the cruise;
and, llstemug to the argument upon wlijch
the plan was abandoned I heard many
shrewd phrases of expedlency, but not so
l'lil:cﬁ as one word against the merals of the
thin h

“We'll just have Lo grin and bear the
times when they wouldn't have been in the
way,” exclaimed Mr. Willing Todd, and he
tilted the tag-ends of a beer bottle into h.lS
mouth.

“And when we get back,” Craven molh-
fied himself for the disappointment which
the dedsion had cost him, “with;pearls and
ambergris and shark- fins, you].l hear the
breakers roar along the Barbary icoast!”

They made so light of the serious sides of
the adventure, and so sure of its nebulous

_sides, that from the first I saw myself sailing

with them in spitit; and, in spite of that
allocative document hidden beneath the
carpet in my bedroom, the approximateness
of their quest—the schooner provnsmned in
the harbor, and:manned; Carrol’s bills
about to be paid; indeed, the fact of the
thing, made me lose sight for the time bein
of the more alluring, if remote, aspects o%
my own _undigested adventure. Indeed,
I was wn into such an envy and rest-
lessnéssby their tale that twice I was on
the point of saying, “Come, gentlemen,
make me a partner with you, and we shall
sail—not for the Gulf of California—but for
the Straits of Magellan, and I shall tell you
whyp)

And I fancied excusing myself, and reap-
pearing with the memorandum of treasure,
and ﬂmgmg it like a bomb-shell into their
midst. It must be thgt my face had upon
it an envious and excited expression; for
Carrol, who, I noticed, attended with the
most vﬂattenng attention whenever I spoke,
suddenly clapped his hand heartily upon
my knee And,

“Phrrish,” said he, “chuck your troubles
and come along"’

Hig voice had in it a kind and [riendly
ring

“0 I couldn’t ? I said quickly, and a
little ervously “T couldn’t very well run
away] owing moneyLnght and left.”

“N look here,”! he said, “ w'e need an-
other|man.’

“Bht not me,” said I. “I can’t con-
tribute anything; and ’'mab jectly useless.”

“I[ I said, then,” said Carrol, “that
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during our little talks across the fence and
pur little visits and all, I had grown fond
of you, Parrish, you wouldn’t believe me?”

4 can not deny that I was flattered and
moved. '

“Look here,” he said,
a walk.”

We rose, and he thrust his arm through
mine .and led me away. The others, it
seemed to me, had exchanged glances; bul
I laid it to their wish 10 express that Carrol
had drunk too much b er.

“Now, Jim,"” said Carrol, “let me say
first that your face is an.open book and that
I can read what’s passing in your mind—
when it isn't above my level. If you can
deny that you're in deep trouble and at your
wit's end, you're a damned liar——" He
pressed my arm affectionately.

“Well, then I am,” I blurted out. “I
can’t sell my stuff, I owe mowd the
doctor says I must live in the opeir#if away
from books or take my chances of going
blind.”

We walked a little [arther without saying
a word;’ yet Carrol kept talking to me by
that firm pressure on the arm.

“Well,” he said, afteg a while, ‘““what’s
the matter with I.he cruise o[ the Calliope
for open air?”

“Even if I could pay my bills and go,”
said I, “'1'd be a burden.”

“Not you, Jim,” said Carrol. And after
another pause, “What do you owe?” he
asked. AndlI told him. He swore profanely.

“Good God!" he said, “you’ve .'Jokcd the
liabilities of a Trust Co., while you’ve only
incurred those of an apple woman. My
dear boy, say you'll come, and out of the
money I'm to be paid to-morrow I'll fix
you up.”

“You will?” T said:

' Sure,” said he. {

“Carral,” I said, greatly moved, “it's
wonderful W find such kindness among
strangers, in a far place. But the kindness
sha’n’t be all on one side. - Your cruise is
the chanciest kind of a thing—isn’t it?
What if I canlay a better course for you all;
what if I can tell you wherea Spa.msh treas-
ure ship lies in shoal water——"

I ought then and there to have realized
my [olly, {or Carrol drew such’a breath as
a man draws on reaching the sutface of the
water after being haﬁ buried in;the depths.
But he had himself so quickly mghand again
that I suspected.nothing, 2

““take a bit of

Adventure

“You haven’t drunk (oo’ much, have
you?” he said humorously

“‘You remember,” I said, “you asked me
what the murdered man smd before he
died? Well, I didn’t tell you. Can you.
guess why he was murdered?”

“Who—I?" Carrol .seemed startled and
I lauglied.

“He'was murdered for the secret of the
treasure ship; but he had hidden it. And|
I found it.”

“Now calm down,” said Carrol, “and
switch to simple langqage E - :

“Come into my. house,” I said, “and
we'll let the facts do the talkmg i

While Carrol was gomg over the crew-
man’s legacy through :/my reading-glass
he got redder #nd Tedder in the face. He
logked giddy, and again .and again passed
a hand across his forehead. Yet his only
comment from start to finish was a kind of
shocked reiteration. of the phrase *Just
X-cuse me— Just x-cuse mel”

But, having finished, he rose, and banged
his fist upon the table.

“My God!” he said, “my God!”

“Do you think,” I ventuyed ‘“that maybe
there’s nothing in it?”

“Think, Lucky Penny, old boy—think—
ne—I don’t—I can’tl But I'll tell you
one thing. Whoever did one murder for
that, would do another quick as winking!”

“Good God!” I said, “I hadn’t thought
of thatl But no one knows I bave it but
you, Carrol.” ) :

‘“How do you know—nobody knows?

_Don’t you suppaose ‘they know you were the

first . man to be on. the scene? The papers
had’ it—don’t’ you suppese you've been
watched and marked ever:éince? My God,
Jim, you've got a nérve!”

He picked l‘tp a savage-looking kris that
I used [or opening letters; and fcll to testing
the point with his thumb; but his thought
seemed far [fpm the busmess

*There’s nothing to prevent one of them
walking into this bungelow to-night and
sticking that .into you, my boy!” And he

" flung the ugly thing sharply back amang the

litter on the table. I noticed that be was.
very white; and I thought the pallor flat-
tering, as showing the sharpness with which
my possible dan raﬂected him.

“Now,” said he, "you put togethel what
things you can chrry in a couple of suit-
cases, and you go straight up to Trisco,
take Fong to help you, and you go 'to the
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Palace, and’ you keep in the palm-room
where there is always a crowd; until I comel
Don’t bave anything to do with any one
you don’t know.”

“And how about my affaité in this
town?” 1 said.

“Get your bills together," said he, ¢
leave them with me.’

Being orderly by habit, I had them ready
in a neat packet, which Carrol thrust, with
2 nod, into his pocket.

“But do you really think I'm i in dangeér?”
I asked.

“Jim,” he said carnestly, “you bet/
When a man’s got the wealth of Ormus
and of Ind in his clothes he’s in danger,'and
you may take pen and ink and write it
down.”

I glanced involuntarily into the corners
and out of the windows of the peaceful and
familiar room.

‘‘Was that poor cuss in the gully ever in
danger, Jim?" said Carrol. “I ask you?
Now do as I say!” 4

“Indeed I will,” said I, with a kmd of
coward eagerness. “‘But Tm glad you're in
the know, Carr |, because I’'m an innocent,
and it never would have entered my head
that any one but the butcher or the baker
had it in for me.” A’

“Jim,” isaid Cartol, “we’ll come for you
about sevén-thirty, Im the palm-room, mind;
and we'll ‘make 3 -guard until we get
you sale gboard the Calliope.” He turned
to go, but: retumedl upon a thought.

“Look,” said ‘he, “will I iell the boys
now, or later, when we're all ghoard? It's
for you to say.”

-“Oh,” said I, “later when, we're under
wag'd—donﬂ: you thmk—and rise them,
go

and

“You bet,” saxdfCarrol and he smiled
broadly. “But what a child you'are.”

Again he turned to go, and once more
came back. :

“We've got to keep pretty well tqgethet
he said, “but I'm afraid the boys are for
making amght of it—liquor and ladies, and
all that—you seeut’s their las. night nshore,
and ou see—"!

don't ]udge for others,” I said. “But
that’s reason enobgh for not telling them—
dill later.” : i

“Right,” said Carrol “and you and T'll
eschew the hottle and keep the bunéh
hand #f we can.” i

‘He leit me, and T went at my work of

selecﬂon and packing |w1th an ardor no,t
dirninished by the tholglit that those who
had pot stopped at one murder would not
balkat another. “But it heartened me some
to Hear, now idgain, .through the open
window the bursts of laughter from the jolly

nions under the buckeye tree. In-
dee one burst of it, not long after Carrol
musthave reJomed Lhem, wasso heartfelt and

contagious that in the midst of folding a
blue flannel shirt I burst out laughing my-
self. -

But if I had'known what the joke was, at

‘which I laughed with so much enjoyment,

the hour of seven-thnty would not have seen
me impatiently waiting in the palm-room
of the Palace Hotel for the appearance of
Carrol and the joint-owners of the Calliope:

CHAPTER VI
1!D0” THE TOWN

ALL cities are cities of dreadful night.
Yet if palms were awarded for being
dreadful, I think the first would be flung at
the)feet ‘of San Francisco. I had often de-
lighted %o deal firmly in fiction with what I
fanded: to be the dar.kcr sides of life. And 1
had hung a little upon the outskirts of vice,
dined in its least notorious restaurants or
drunk my cocktail across its outer bars.
But of wickedness, of which I had thought
myself not the least piercing observer, I
knew, until the later hours of that night,
nothing. And, oh, thefaces and the jargon
and the dark placa and the thirsts and the
lechiery that I saw that night as in a hideous
revelation—a crowd of half living, half putrid
maggots feeding like mad things upon the
very. guts of the city! Vice I saw without
the’ glldmg, and learned the abyss between
what is not respectable:and what is lost. .
Nor was I happy 'in thinking that - my

- companions for the voyage should have

thought that the scenes, through which they
passed me would—oh, imot please me, per-
haps, but appeal strongly to my sense of the
picturesque. ‘“‘Let’s have a look at Sky's,”
one wouldsay. “Parrish ought tosee that.”
Or ‘| Let's’ show him the Sink,” or the like.
To my shame be it said that i had not the
face to say that I was. displeased and un-
heppy. And, sick at heart, I suffered my-
self to be led from’ one, ‘abomination to the
next, You will hear 1t said that such an
expehence has its value. But I think nbt,
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I should like to see at once very much less
reticence in the world—and very much
more,

As we “did"” the town—ripe for damna-
tion—my three younger showmen became
gradually drunk. And I myself, to keep up
heart, had taken more than I was accus-
tomcd to or could well “carry,” as the say-
ing is. Indeed, I recollect being pulled
away from a haggish young woman whom
I had suddenly accosted at the corner of a
street and was exhorting to lead a better
life. And I was very sharp with Carrol {or
interfering with my efforts to do a little
good in the world, and would have broken
{rom him and gone back to renew the ser-
mon had I not heard the woman calling
upon Carrol to “hide that —— —— long-
legged spider or she’dk cut its heart out.”

““Come along, Jim,” said Carrol, ‘“you’re
drunk.” :

“T’'m not,” said I, “not in the least. I
was never more rational in my life. You
can start any argument you like and see
il I'm not, to prove it.”

“I don’t give a whoop il you are or not,”
said Carrol.

I tried to answer him, but gave it up
owing to a sudden and wearisome thickening
among my vocal cords. And I [ell to count-
Jng just how many drinks I had had, and
then was startled to. thinkithat so very few
should have had so grave an eflect upon ne;
for, in addition to the thickenihg sensation
among the vocal cords, my feet had become

terribly heavy, and my limbs as. if made of
“uids. ‘“Surely,” I thought, *six or more
drinks of whiskey couldn’t do it!” And I
wanted to ask Carrol’s opinion, and could

not. I had-come toa dead halt, with Lynch -

laughing and holding me by one arm, and
Carrol, with a kind of expectant expression,
holding me by the other. . Craven and Todd
faced me, flushed and wild-eyed.

“Well,” said Carrol gently, “Iels‘r,put
him abord.”

I tried .to say that I thought the last
drink must have ‘been drugged, was con-
scious of a frightful wild beating of«ay heart,
as of a caged bird struggling to escape; I
felt a hand slide into the breastof my jacket,
and knew no more.

I must have been senseless:as a bale of
goods for a long time; and must have slept
naturally for many hours aftér the effects
of the soporific drug -had passed off; for I
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woke, rather than came to, feeling less
wretched than may be supposed, and clear
in mind. Yet not so clear as'I thought; for
I imagined inysell to be lying in the open
air upon a sidewalk; and for 4 long time
neither the oomplete darkness nor the ac-
casional strong lifting under me and falling
aways of Lhe. pavement seemed unaccount-
able. Nor did I realize for a long time that
the hot, close air could not by any magic be
rclated to the inspiring draft of a San l"ran-
cisco street at night.’

But-at last it became evident to a )adcd
and illogical undersundmg that I was shut
up somewhere, in gn-unventilated place
that rose and fell quietly, as the breast rises
and falls in deep breathing; and upon that
realization came rapidly other evidences—
stmells of bnlge-water,ol calking “and marine
stores—that I'was'upon a ship at sea.

r The adventure,. then, had begun. The
Calh'ape was. southing; I had been put
aboard in a senseless, .drunken condition,
and now Carrol and the others would be
laughing at me to my face. I had wakened
with the suspicion that Carrol himself had
done the drugging, and that it was his hand
that had slipped ‘inside my jacket and re-
lieved me of the crew-man’s Jegacy. But I
thought now 'that the drugging must. be
attributed to my own weak head, and the
picking of my poclet to Carrol’s natural
wish to see the document in more respon-
sible keeping. Yet my [riends, too drunk
themselves, perhaps, had not stowed mecom-
fortably; or il they had daid me in a bunk,
I had tumbled out of it. While I lay thus,
desultorily ruminating, ‘there opened sud-
denly, half a dozen feet above my head, a
hatchway, add T saw bent over the bnghtly
illimined square a yellow-Chinaman, naked
to the waist. I lay blinking at him.

For two seconds; perHaps, the Chinamen
did not mové a muscle.. Then suddenly he
whipped out a bright long knife from some-
where, caught it hotizontally between his
teeth and, before I could move hand ‘or
foot in sell-defense, had dropped through
the hatch and was kneeling heavily upon
me. Yet murderously as hehadcomeat me,
he did not offer to strike. He seemed, in-
deed, .relieved to find so- unresisting an
object to his prowess, and presently, hl'nng
his face skyward, commenced to shouti in a
kind of shrill, high singsonging. Other yellow

Jaces appeared soon in the hatchway; and the
light was practically shut off by the massing.
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There was a great interchinge of swift
jabbery; and then the Chinamen that knelt
upon me rose and motioned me to rise also.
Seeing me to be scarce able to stand alone,
yellow hands reached’downward and helped
me Lhrough the hatch. And I féund myself
in a kind of ship’s [orecastle, the center of a
group of a dozen Chinamen, half naked and
barefoot. I say a kind. of forecastle, for
though the place occupied the usual wedge-
shaped space in the vessel's bows and was
lined with tiers of bunks, it had about it a
garish and Oriental look; "for the curtains to
the bunks were of showy, if coarse, em-
broidery; a big, brass, squatting god glowed
between the butts in the bow, and the deck-
beams and planking were one struggling
mass of dragons; an inimitable composition,
in Chms&blue, scarlet and orange. Also
there was an effect about the place of fluttes-
ing papers; and I learned afterward that
these were prayers, mudlaged wherever
piety could find a place for them. And for
the rest, that forecastle smelt as no whitc
man’s forecastle smells; here was no odor
of mildew and sour sweat, but a clean pun-
gent odor, a hint of incense, or_josscsticks,
verhaps, a hint of cm:nphor and pepper.

TFrom the fo tle I was helped to the
ship’s deck; and there, what with the bright-
ness of the sun, the overpowering freshness
of the sea air and the emptiness of my stom-
ach, for all the world like a young lady
whose stays are drawn too tight, I fainted
dead away.

CHAPTER VI
* BESSIE

I CAME to, lying upon a doubled quilt, in
the shadow cast by the m iland faced
so that I could see far off tHe purple hills of
Califérnia sliding astern. The same China-
man that had drawn the knife was sitting
on his heels beside the quilt and oﬁenng me,
in a blue and white bowl, a fluid mixture of
water and soft boiled rice. How good it
tasted! Or rather felt, for my insides burned
like the pipes in a boiler.. Nor could I take
my ps Irom the bowl to ask where Carrol

t.|l I' had gulped the half of its
con

“da.llol "lsud the Chinaman, w:th an
amy and ‘tolerant smile, ““no sabe Callol
B§e come spon—him very'fine falk

wom: '

I3

“Bessie?” I said idiotically. ‘“What
Bessie?”

““Him come now,” seid the Chinemian.
He scrambled to lns feet, and withe sudden
nodding smile and open-ha.nd gesture,. in-
dicated me to soine one and, turning, went
softly forward.

“‘Well of all the skinnies|" said a woman’s
voice, and I tried to rise. But was pushed
down again by the shoulder.

“Take it easy,” she said, and.came around
where I could see her and seated herself in a
matter-of-fact way on the quilts at my [eet.

She was no beauty (though young) and
inclined to be overweight. But there was a
certain comeliness about her, of coloring and
of fine black eyes that twinkled amazingly.
Her hair hung in two very thick but not
very long braids, and was coarse but of a
lovely brown color, with lighter streaks due
to sunburmm, and very shiny; her face was
broadish, the features inclined to be thick;
but she had an expression or well-being and
joviality that were mighty pledsant to the
eye. For costume she had a blue serge skirt
spotted by sea-water, a kind of dressing-
jacket of Chinese cut and material; and
little else I fancy; certainly neither shoes
nor stockings.

% f Bessie,” she said, “that’s all. Who
are yout "

“My name is Parrish;” I said, “and I'm
part owner of the Celliope.”

“What'’s that?”” said Bessie.

“Why,” said I, “isn’t this the Callwpe?”

“Th:s?" she exclaimed. “This schooner?
Not on your life. This jolly boat 1s the
Slmmmg And your hall-marks say ‘stow-
awdy’ plain as day. And the Shantung
company would like to know how you came
to Be in the forward storeroom?’!

“As to that,” I said, though very much
bewildered, “I was put. Are there no white
mex on Lhis shipr*’

“Not a one but you, " said she.

#Then,” said I, “I was drugged and
robbed and shunted off where I could do no
harm and tell no tales.” Indignation rose
and I found the strength to sit up; and I
plugged into.my bad-luck story at a speed
that produced upon Bessie a look of com-
plete bewilderment.,

She interrupted good-naturedly.

“I’ll tell you,” she said, “just where you
are; And you can dope out how you got
heré. The Shanlung belongs to those who
work her—just thirteen of 'em, and she
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sailed yesterday morning in hardware for
Peru to trade in miscellanies. Now what's
that to you?”

“Yeaterday moming!” I cried. “Have
I been jn that hole all that time? No won-
der I'm done: up.”

“It's wonderful it didn’t kill you,” said.

she.

“As,” said I, “it was probably mecant to.”
And again I began my story, but with more
clarity and less speed. And,- though in-
tending Lo reserve the parts that concerned
the lost galleon, I had soon told Bessie the
whole of it.

““But,” she said, when I had done, »'if
there was all that treasure, and you told
them where it was, why wouldn'’t they take
you elong and let you share?"’

“That’s what I don’t get,” said I. “There
seems Lo be millions of treasure, and there
were onty five of us; and it was I that found
out where the stufl was.”

“Well,” said Bessie, “some men are so
mean you can't understand it at all.”

“] wouldn’t wonder,” I said, “if it wasn't
so much meanness as just plain thinking I'd
all the time be in the way. And I daresa
that’s right. You see I'm not up to muc
hard work, and I'm not very practical.”

“And I don’t see why they put you on
board the Shantung. It was a dead easy
thing to do, because we all were ashore at a
wedding in Chinatown, atd perhaps that’s
the reason. It would have been a cinch to
knock {ou on the head and stuff you into a
manhole, or to just drop you overboard and
whack you once with an oar.”

“They were all pretty drunk,” I said;
*'at least I think so, and maybe they didn’t

uite know what to do with me; and maybe
they thought they were petpetrating a
joke.” I smiled dismally, but Bessie shook
her head.

“They hoped you'd smother yourself in
the storercom,” she said. ‘‘Don’t see why
you didn’t; and they thoug t maybe Your
death would be fixed on us. And that’s one
for your fét Carrol. But say, what about
thistreasure? Thatallsoundslikegibberish.”

I hadto go pretty deeply into early Span-
ish explorations and the conquest of Peru
before she understood; and then she said:

“Well, if your address was, bona fide,
%ou’ve‘plq.yed:in dirty hudm to lose it.
ut I don’t see what you can ¢o about it.”
“Ob,” said .1, “the paper-#tself doesn’t

matter; Miss Bessie.”
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“Guess you'd better say Mrs. Bessie,”
said she. ' .

"“Beg pardon,” I said, “I will I've go
the paper pretty well by heart. Indeed, I
don’t: do anything well egcept remember
things." .

“You remember the bearings?”
asked, and I repeated them for her.

.‘(‘iAbout where is that on the map?" she
said.

“Why,” said I, “I didn’t look at it, but
it’s not far from the Straits of Magellaa:
maybe in the Straits themselves, but sou
of them, I think; off. Terra del Fuego, I
think » . .

“Do you believe in ‘it?” she asked. “In
the treasure, I mean?”

“Mrs. Bessie,” I said, ‘‘ the crew-man be-
lieved in it; his mutderers believed in it;
Carrol and his gang'believe in it; and, as I
feel like a played out dish-rag, there’s not
fruch to prevent me believing in it.”

She thought a while.

“Nor me,” she said finally, and looked
landward for some moments, frowning
thought[ully and pursing her lips. Present-
ly her brow smoothed and she turned once
more to me.

“If you,” said she, “were willing to go
shares, share 'and share’alike, I might get
the company to take the matter up, If we
make a good dicker in Peru, and are feeling
pretty flush, it might just appeal to the
company to take a chance, and again it
might not.” ’

“You mean the Shantung Co?” I asked.
““This ship, in other words?”

“%es,” she said, "and:-the kid, and me.”

“Do you belong to the company,” asked.

“Why, yed, I do,” she said.

“And the kid?” T asked.

“That's Lichee,” said she, and she smiled
at the thought of -him.: ‘He’s not awake
yet, the lazy?‘ttle_ beggar. But when he is
awake Mr.—Parrish, didn’t you say?—he’ll
be good company for- you.” She leaned
toward me confidentially. “He’s a: child,
too!” And then [or the first.time I heard
her laugh. It was not the ha-ba-ha of civil-
ization, but. the great haw-haw-haw chest
tones of the African savage—a laughat once
strong music and the epitome of humor. The
tears of laugbter rolled from her eyes; and
I caught a glimpse of more than: one
Chinaman looking suddenly up from his
work and smiling broadly toward the burst
of merriment.

she
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After 2 while she stopped laulhing and
rose to her feet.

“Now for business,” she said. ‘“Do I
lay the matter before the company—or
dor’t I? 1It's your secret. "

“No,” said I, “it became yours, too,
when you laughed like that.’; :

“Good!"” she said, and flushed up redly
under ker clear tan. “But you won't find
them coming to any decision right off.
There's no man in this world so quick to dey/
cide as a Chinaman if he’s only got a second
toimake up his mind; and there’s no man so

IS

slow, if he's got weeks and weeks. Anyhow,”
she went on, “you'll be parlor-boarder; and
I'm hanged if we don’t put a littlc flesh on
your bones. There isn’t a better trainer in
God’s world than I am. I had a husband,’
she said, with a sudden twitching of the eye-
lids, ¢ who wasa crank-on health— Sleep,"
shdsaid, ““is the most important thing; soroll
over, and when youwakeup I'll seethat you
do the next most important thing next.” |

And I rolled over as I had been command-
ed, and fell upon the instant into o cquiet
deep-sea sleep.

¥ TO BE CONTINUED

'|thc eceiver: and said, ‘' Well?”
. Thed, “Yes; this is Cra.wford
go! ahend; Oh;.it’s you— What? Not
repeat your name? All right; but there’s
nobody here, anyhow. Yes, I hear you
allright.”

Al’ teg that he hstened fozsla. couple of min-
utes) npdd.mg his head toward the receiver
and groping for d bit of-paper.

“ Much obllged old man,” ‘he said finally.
“It's a.big story:” R

He'hung up, tilted his swwel chair back
and sat staring iinto the pigeon-holes of his
desk, his eyes squinting. Then he arose,
weanly, and went over: to: ‘the corner win-
dow, where he stood for  shoit time, gazing
in a preoccupiediway at the office bujldings
which bounged the horizon. ;Crawford was
t3l and lean and mrddle-nged with -the
renmmll: of a shock :of ifon-gray; hair.
When'the panorame cedsed to interest him
he wheeled jerkily, glariced at the clock on
the wall andmurmured, * Satprday—hum!”
A boy answered Lhetouch of 2 push-button.

RAWFORD swung his chair as
ﬂ ithe {esk telephone rang, lifted

“"ﬁgsk Mr. Williams to come in,” he said.
As Williams, the ity editor, entered,
Crawlord was rolling in his hands a sct of
dog-eared blue-prints that had been spread
on:his desk.

“Still building the house, Crawford?"
asked Williams, with a faint smllg‘ Craw-
ford's house had been long building and the
office found amusernent in it.

“Building the house?” Tep
ford mechanically, looking int
papers where the plans had
““Yees, of course; still building it.”
turped a curious glance at Williams, then
nodded to a chair.

{ISit down, Billy; here's a story,” he said.
d man Perkins’ bank has been robbed.”
illiams nodded and waited. .

And we're the only people who know
it,! Crawlord went on. “It’s Saturday and
the banl’s closed now.  But yau'll have to
geq it somehow.”

‘Williams noddgd again and waited for his

{ to continue.

‘i‘Its big, Billy;” said meford slowly.
*'How bige”
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“Upward of a million and a half.”

The dty editor pursed his lips for a
whistle, but remained silent.

“It will bust the bank,” added Crawford.
“ Bust it wide open.” !

*“Sure,” assented Williams. “It would
smash almost any bank in town just now.

“Who did it?”

*'Perkins."”

“Owi” said the city editor. ‘“Some
things are beginning to be explained.”

“Yes. Now, listen, Billy,"” said Crawiord
carefully. “In order to land this without
giving it to anybody else you'll have\to
work very carefully. Not over three or
four directors know it yet—and only two
clerks.”

‘' Banking department nolified?’

o No.)l

“District Attorney?"”

“‘Not yet. That makes it harder to get,
ol course, but more likely to be a beat if you
do get it. You've got o confirm il, al-
though I know it’s true. But don't send
to anybody except those who already know
it. Send straight to Perkins, if he can be
found, and put it up to him—good and hard.
‘Then see these directors.” Crawford wrole
the names on a slip of paper. “I don't
know who the clerks are, so you’d better not
send to .any of the bank employees. Let
your men assume that this'is an established
fact and work on that basis.”

“How did Perkins work it?’’ asked Wil-
liams. “Did you get that?”

“The usual way. As prcsident he had
access to anything in the shop. He’s been
laking out securities and gambling with
them. Nothing original about it; in Jact,
the whole thing appears to have been very
stupid and crude. He was bound to be
nailed. You know somcthing about what
he’s been doing in the market. This is the
cause or the eflect, whichever you like.
Two clerks who wire checking over sbme
securities a couple of days ago got on to 1t
I understand. They didn’tsay anything to
the president aboyt it; I guess they under-
stood how. the landTay. One of them went
to a director—the man wha got him the job
in the bank. His name’s on that paper—
McLachlan. McLachlan told three other
directors. They put it up tofPerkins and
he owned up, first crack oyt of jhe box.”

““And haven’t they notified -

“Not yet, I'm told,” said Crawford.,

“That’s ft_xg_\gy.”

———

“It is queer,” confirmed Crawlord. “But
maybe we'll be able to guess why.”

“ Well, ‘it, comes ‘at a lucky ume," sa:d
Wﬂhams, rising. “I've got three or four
men waiting for assxgmne’ﬁts We've got
eight or ten hoprs to work it in. You're
dead, sure about the tip?"’

"Absolutely But I can't tell you whcre
I got it, Billy.”

"Rat.her not know,” answered Wl.l.l.lams,
as he reached the. door. “Will you bF
down to-night?"” . -

“Yes, I'lll be back,” answered Crawford.

He sat Jeaning Iorward against the edge
of his desk for several minutes after the cit}
cditor lelt, making: meaningless pencil-
marks on a pad Pretty soon he went to the
tclcphone again and agked for a number.

“Mrs. Crawiopd: .there, Jennie?” he
asked.
rA pause, and then: “?h hello, Nell.
Say; I've got to stay ‘down to-night.
There won't be time for me to get home for
dinner and back. -Can’t you come down to
the old place and join me? Then I can
send you off home and get back to the shop
Yes; I want you to come. Somethin,
tell you. A surprise? Yes; it's like
Nell. You'll - come, won't you? Fme
About six o’clock. Sure. By-bye, Nell.”

Crawford reached [or his pipe, tipped his
chair back and noted that he had two hours
to wait for dinner.

“It’s a big story, all nght " he said aloud.
“A corker. I only hope we can keep it
sewed up.” )

Williams poked his head into the office of
the managing editor several times during
the carly eveéning, but it was after. nine
o'clock when he found Crawford, his feet
outstretched on a .second chair, peacefully
smoking a bx; cigar.

“Began to ' think you weren't coming,”
said Williams,

“T am a little late. Mrs. Crawford had
dinner with me down-town, you know.
We got to talking and the first thingI knew
it was nearly nine. Ever go to Rudini’s
any more, Billy?"”

“Yes; sare,” said Williams hastnly
“Now, about—"

“We get there. once in a whde our-
selves,” mterrupt.ed Crawford. “Know
why I like it?_ It’s such a good place to
talk things over. Ever get that 'feeling
aboul a place? Whenever we want to have
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a general debate or make speech‘es to each
other we idrift down to Rudini’s:’ When-
ever I say Rudini’s to Mrs. Crawford she
knows I've got something on my‘mind that
wants words pug to it, and when she says
Rudini’s to me I know |t's the other way
about.”’

“So I suppose you talked house,” Wil-
liams broke in, anxious to close the topic.

“Sure thing, we tolked about that,” said

Crawford, . eyeing Williams placnd.ly “In
fact, we decided not 40 build just yet.”

Williams looked his su rise. “I thought
you beganl next month,” he said.

“You hever start’ unul you begin to dig
the cellar,” observed | Crawford. “You
never——"

He swung his [eet off the second chair
suddenly, leaned forward and slapped his
hand on the desk with a bang.

“Is y your wife a regular, all-around brick,
Willi " he demanded shortly.

Williams smiled and .nodded. He knew
his chief had peculiar moods.

“So’s mine, Billy!” said Crawford. “So‘s
mine. ; Now, how about that story?"
“Got it,” said Williams briskly. “Phil-

lips has just come in. He saw Perkins.”

h Let’s talk to Phillips,’’ said Crawiord,
ringing his bell.

Phlﬁ:gas entered 2 moment later.

"le‘. ‘down,” d Crawford. “I hear
you've seen Perkigs.”

“Yes,” nodded Phillips. “I found him.”

“Where?" b

“” HOme ”» e

“Not runiing, &h?”

“Not a bit. At least, he swears he won't.

Although you didn't mstruct. me to, I took
Mcln‘tyre ‘along with me,” dﬂded Phillips,
lookm% at his dty editor) “He badn't
been @ble to find his director and I thought
if the-old man did say anythigg it was bet-
ter to have a wzt.nes, so there couldn’t be
any come-backi”
“That's nght " nodded Williams.

“Perkins edmitted the whole business,”
continued Phillips.
‘ ‘;Dldn’t even make a bluff?”’ asked Craw-
or

“No,, not i bluff. In fact, I might al-

most say he introduced the subject, asisoon

as he found aut who we were.’
Ctawford shook his head in ama.zement
“I wasn’t gurprised at that, ater I talked
with ;him awhile;” :said Phllhps “He 5
morally obtuse: I never saw anything
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quite like it. He knows hé’s broken. the
law and he knows hes liable to go to jail,
yet he doesp't seem to think there's any-
thing wrong about ]t He says he'll séttle
up all right. He says hell return all the
securifics and the bank won't lose a dollar.
Somehow or other he has made .himsel
believe that,although the law can. put him in

"jail, he’ll never go there.”

“Doesn’t he know he’s busted hisbank?"

demanded Crawford.
° “He says it will be embarrassed,” an-
swered Phillips. “That’s the way he puts
it—embarrassed. He thinks it'll stay shut
for awhile. The trouble with him, Mr.
Crawfotd, is that he’s 100 old to realize
what he's done.”

“] guess it’s something like that,” sail
Crawford “Perkins has bossed that bank
so long that he’s come to believe he owns
every dollar in it, Sometimes other peo-
ple’s money locks like your own, if you
bandle it too much. Did he say ‘what he
did with it?”

“‘Stocks,” said Phillips. ‘‘He told us all
about his investments, as il he was justily-
ing himsell. You'd have thought he was
making a statement to the banking depart-
mernt, the way he went into details. Mclo-
tyre just sat and wrote it down and the old
man yited for him now and then to be sure
he'd get it all. He told everything. It
knocked anything I ever heard—I mean
the way he spoutcd it.”

“Well, you've got'the story all right,
Wi.llia'ms,” observed Crawford. “I didn’t
think it would be so easy.”

“Have Jackson and Rand come in yet?”'
aske Williams, turning to Phillips.

ey hadn't 2 few minutes ago.”

“I |sent them out chasing directors,”
explained Williams. “Youstart your story,
anyhow, Phillips”

As'!Phijllips went out Williams tyrned to
his chxef

“I¢'s extraordmary, he exclaimed.
“Thdt was 5o easy I'm afraid it won’t stay
exclukive. |

"Irth.mk it will, " sai¢ Crawdord opti-
mistically, “unless :those directors get to
talkihg. ~ And, if the whole board doesn’t
knov it yet, there must be some reason. for
not | king.”

I was eleven o'clock when Williams ap—’
peared again in tl'je office of the managing
edifor. Crawford glanced up from a proof.
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“This Perkins stuff is the most extraor-
dinary interview I ever read,” he said.
“Obtusel Why, he talks as if be had done
the bank a favor.”

“Rand and Jackson are in.”

“Land anything?”

“Three bank directors at their heels,"
grinned the city editor.

“Oh, I expected visitors,” said Crawford,
\yawning.

“You're the man ‘they're after.”

“I suppose so. But Arst, what did Rnnd
and Jackson get?"’

“ Denials—the flattest kind. Each demal
just like the other. I'm glad we landed
Perkins."”

Crawford smiled as he rang for a boy.

““Show in the three gentlemen who are
waiting,” he said. “You stay, Williams.
You may as well do penance, t00. And,
boy—ask Mr. Rand and Mr. Jackson to
come in, also.”

Three grave-looking men filed into the
office of the managing cditor.

“Good evening, Mr. Huntington,” said
Crawford, rising.
lieve.”

Mr. Huntington remembered, and then
introduced Mr. Brett and" Mr. O’'Donnell.

“This is Mr. Williams, city editor,” said
Crawford. “I asked him' to remain be-
cause he has something to do with this
matter.” Then, as Rand and Jackson ap-
-peared, the former smiling grimly: “I have
also asked these gentlemen to come in.
They've seen you already, I believe.”

Mr. Huntington nodded shortly. The
directors took ‘chairs, and Mr. Brett and
Mr. O’'Donnell looked at Mr. Huntington.
He cleared his tliroat nervously.

‘'In some way your paper, Mr. Crawford,”
he began, “has got hold of a most extraor-
dinary yarn concemning the Henry 'ﬁreet
Bank, and we understand that you actdally
propose to publish it. Qf course, you don'’t
desire topublish’anything which is not true? "’

“We don't dare to,” emphasized Craw-
ford nodding his head emphatically. ‘“No

r could take such a..chancc, particu-
lar with a financial institution.”

“I felt surc of- it, sir,” continued the
:spokesinan of the directors. # “For that
‘rcason we bave called to assure your paper
“that there is not a grain of n'uth in the
story which has reached you.”

“Not 2 grein?” repeated Crawford, look-
.ing [rom one director to dnother.

“We met once, I be-

“Not a particle,” replied Mr. Hunting-
ton, slapping his knee. Mr. Brett and
Mr. O!Donnell nodded in affirmation.

““You"are quite sure youknow what the
story is?”’ asked Crawford mildly.

*“These gentleman told us,” said Hunting-
ton, noddmg at Ja kson and Rand, who
stood in the background. “It is abso-
lutely, false, from start to finish. It has
no basis. ‘I know of nothing that coulq
have suggested it. Such being the case;
‘of course it is needless for us to say
more.’

“Well, now, l:naybe :‘Mr, Rand and Mr.
Jackson didn’t gét it quite right,” said
Crawlord, with a glance at Williams. MTr.
Huntmgton looked puzzled.

“I'll tell yoy theiway-I got it,” continued
Crawford evenly. “We do not propose, of
cburse, to print anything libelous,and I'll ad-
mit that it does sound extraordinary. But
justtoshow youwhat quéer stories get started
sometimes about banks I'll give you an out-
line of this one. It begins on September
14 last, when Mr, Perluns, your president,
went into the vaul} 1u[ter banking hqurs—
about 4:30 in the" temoon, to be éxact—
and took t]:lerelrom securities to the' value
of $645,000. These| were bondsn-qf the
Western and Easte Railway, the Con-
necting Waterway /gnd Terminal and the
Little Divide Ele@ric. These bonds he
used as collateral‘on September 15, in pur-
sua ce of certain .market operations in
which he was then engaged On September
27 Mr. Perkins paid ancther visit to'the
vaults and on that occasion removed certain
other bonds, ‘Government Fours, valued at
about 3380,000 These, ‘he sold outright.
A short time latér, the’ condition of 'the
market not being. favorable to his enter-
prises, he revisited the vault. This was on
October 8. time—"

Mr. Hunlington held up his hand.

“I don't think it is necessary for you to
go any further with this story, Mr. Craw-
ford,” he said.

“Vou mean that it's true,” said the man-
aging editor quietly.

“You must understand,” said the dircc-
tor, flushing, “that our first statemént was
made wholly in the interests ol the Bank
and was, therefore, !usuﬁed We are here
to protect the bank.”

“Surely,” said Crawford. “That part of
it isallright. I understand allabout that.”

“May I ask where you got this infor-
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mation?” asked Huntington. “It—er—
seems to go into considerable detail.”

“As a rule, we do not disclose sources of
information,” answered Crawlord: “Yet,
as we shall in all probability print the
source of this particular information, I do
not :mind telling it to you now. It comes
from Mr. Perkins.”

Huntington exchanged doubting glances
with his fellow directors.

“Nobody elsc,” 'said Crawford shortly,
as He noted the exchange. ;

For a moment none spoke. Then it was
Mr: Huntington who said, deliberately:

“You undoubtedly beve a full statement
of it. We can not deny that. It would be
useless. But I shall nevertheless show you,
Mr. Crawlord, that the story can not be
published. The fact that it is true gives
weight to our position. I do not presume
that you wish to destroy a bank, do you?”

“God forbid!” said Crawford earnestly.

“You would not care to be in the posntlon
of bringing loss and, in many cases, ruin to
several thousand deposxtors? " Mal

Crawford glanced over Hun@agton’s
head and ca.uill: a glimpse of , who
was staringat n."cunously e

“Certainly not,}’ he replied so[

“As a public institution your né spaper
couldnotafford —{—" began Mr.Huntington.

“One mmute,E interrupted Crawford.
“The sum stolen is $1,675,000, is it not?”’
* “About correct,” nodded Hunungton

“And you canjt recover the securities;
at least, not soon?”

“We fear not.”

“Is the {Henry Street Bahk big enough
to pﬁcket that Ioss, then?” )

frankly, it isn’t.” 3 :

"Parucularly in' the pr it state of
things financially?"' pursuea he mdnagmg
editor. He was leaning forward now, em-
En ing his algument with taps 'of his

uckles on the desk

“T at is’ true,” @ssented Huntmgton

“You gentlemen, for instance,” contin-
, ued Crawford, “couldn’t raise that mount
" of cash to-morrow, or within a week, say?”

The directors shook their heads.

“ And Perkins is cleaned out!and couldn’t
. raisk a cent, elllier. could he?”!

{Hasn't: a damn cent left,”
Brett savagely. i

“That bLeing ;the case,” sa.ld Crawford

“it seems|to me that your bank is going

to sinash, b.nthw Y

mutteﬂed
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Mr Huntington, 'moistened his lips.

“The situation ' is like this,” he said
slowly “The matter having as yet taken
no ormal sh:

“Ig the bank rmned or not?” demanded
Crawfbrd impatiently. *

“IF will be when this matter becomes
public,” answered Huntington almost de-
fiantTy.

?‘:’Well it’s going to become public, isn't
it

Huntington paused for a moment. *Yes,
I believe it is bound to become public,” he
admitted. “But not necessarily to-mor-
row. Not necessarily next day, or even the
next.”

His eyes met those of the managing edi-
tor.

“If not immediately, when?"” asked
Crawiord.

“Well—perhaps not before Wednesday,"”
said Mr. Huntington tentatlvely

"And why not?'

B,muse, ,. Crawford, it is, save to

xﬁ, g f s, quite unknown as yet.
ur full b@.rd does not know it. The
%does nplknow. The criminal au-
oTtic now it. The banking de-
rfmeént hasn't been notified. And there
¥dood bankmg reasons, sir, why this
shotld not becné:e public just now—that is,
[or a [ew days.™

‘"Not that you can-save the bank?” sug-
gested Crawford.

“No; I won't say that.”

“Then what diflerence does it make
whether we print it to-morrow or print it
three or four days from now?”

"The thing i3 so irregular,” blurted Mr.

,e “Why, man, the bank exarminer
dopsn't know it!”

‘Have you sept for him?” inquired
Crawford, turniog 'his eyes in the, direction
of [the'new s eaker;

““No, we have¢n't,” broke in Huntington.

¥ Don’t you ptopose to?”

“ Of course; that will be necessary. But
ﬁu unders’qu it is largely a formality,

r. Crawiord, and we have. not yet had
opportunity to hold a directors’ mcet.mg
“And. when will that meeting be?”
asked Crawford curiously.

“Well, you see,! this is Saturday night.
Tlg‘morrow lsSunday We can not doany-

g effective on Sunday. There’s little
to call a meeting before Monday. And
ydu can understand how grosly irregular
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it would be, Mr. Crawf{ord, to have a matter
of TJ;?'ldnd in the newspapers belore even
the board of direclors knew of it."”

“We're not interested in the matter of
irregularity,” said Crawlord impatiently.
“The point is, will the bank smash any-
how? ~ You admit that it will. So why not
let it smash immediately?"

“Remember the deposilors,”"” observed

Mr. Huntington gravely.

Crawlord nodded. “They must, of
course, be considered. What do you plan
to do for them?”

“We shall endeavor to see that the bank
pays them every dollar,” declared the
spokesman. '

“When it liquidates?”

“Certainly—I meant that.”"

“Then will the depositors be any better
off il the bank doesn’t close until Wednes-
day, rather than on Monday?"”

Mr. Huntington shook his head impa-
tiently.

““We do not want to start several thou-
sand people into a panic by a premature
announcement,” he ventured.

“But: for the life of me I can not see
what good this proposed delay will do your
depositors,” said Crawford. Honestly,
I can't. If they dou’t get their money out
before the bank shuts, what difference does
Monday or Wednesday make to them?"”

“You are not ‘a banker, Mr. Crawiord,”
spoke Huntington, “‘and we can not expect
you to understand all the banking reasons
which enter into a matter of this kind. Be-
lieve me when I tell you that we are acting
now solely in the interest of the depositors

1of our bank. The wreck of a financial in-
stitution is an awful thing. Fortunately,

in this case, we have a brief warning and’

a little time in which to prepare.”

“Prepare what?”’ said Crawliord sharply.
“You've admilted you can’t raise a cent to
stop this thing.”

Mr. Huntington went on without hegding
the -interruption: “As a public institution
we are entitled to the sympathy and sup-
port of other public institutions. Rather
than tear us down, they should seek to hold
up our hands. As'a public institution,
your newspaper——"’

“Wait a minute,” said Crawford. “Who
told you this newspaper was a public insti-
tulion?” o g

“Isn"t it?"* asked Huntingten.

“It-is not,” replied Crawlord. “And

Adventure i

I do not call to mind a{single newspaper in
this town, or in this State, that is a public
institution. It is a private institution. Sp
is your bank. Both of them depend upon
the public fer their support; both ol them
owe something to the public. .But they're
private institutions just the same. This
newspaper’s chief asset is its crculation.
That: circulation depends on the good will
of our rcaders. The good will of those
readers depends on whether we sell them the
right kind of goods. The gqods in our case
is news. We deal in it; we buy it and se|l
it. Thepaper that sells the best quality and
largest amount of mews gets readils, gets
advertising and makes money. It is our
business to keep faitli"with those readers.
Giving them the news—all the news we can
get—is our part of the contract.

“This aflair of your bank is news—big
news! It's true*'You confirm it. Your

resident confesses it. It can’t be hidden.

e’ve got no_ business to hide it. Our read-

ers are entitled to it. It’s a business propo-
sition, Mr. Huntington.

“You ask us to keep this slory out. You
ask us not to sell something which we have
in stock and which we have a perfect right
to sell. We haven't stolen it. We got it
in a legitimate way. It is ours to dispose
of. Now, I'll'admit this: If you could show
me that the Henry Street Bank might be
saved by killing ar suspsnding publication
of this story, I'd do it. But you bhaven't
given areason. You admit you can’t save it.
You admit that things must happen as they
are cast, but instead of wanting them to
happen to-morrow you ask us to wait for
a lew days. Why? Who does it help?
Shall we wait until every other newspaper
in town gets. this story? Will that do your
depositors ariy good?"” -

“But have you considered, Mr. Craw-
ford,” said HuntingtoR, as the managing
editor paused, “that you may be doing your
paper an injury by ‘thus precipitating a
bank failurel Think of those of your readers
—hundreds, perhaps, thousands of Lhem—
who may be depositors in the bank.”

“They'se got,to know it some time,”
answered Crawford quietly.

“Truc. But this crisis is too grave to be
handled to suit .the expediency of; a single
newspaper.” . i

Crawiord shook his head. * You haven’t
got any good reason [or stopping this story,
Mr. Huntington—nor have I. It goes.”
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““Once more, Mr. Crawford,” said Hunt-
ington earnestly, ‘‘we beg you te delay this
publication. We can assure you that it will
reach no other bewspaper in the meantime.
Will you hold it until Tuesday?"

Crawiord’s head shook again, slowly but
positively. There was half i’ minute’s
silence in the room. The directors of the
Henry Street Bank looked at one another
uncectainly. Williams was restless to get
the story in shape, knowing now that noth-
ing could stop it. Jackson began to edge
toward the door—he:bhad nearly a column
to write. Rany, standing back of Williams’
chair, was leaning forward, his lips parted,

egarding Crawlord with steady, unwinking
eyes. :

“Then, we are to understand,” Hunting-
ton broke the silence gratingly, “that this
article will‘'be printed in your paper to-
morrow ?”’

“It will be printed,” said the editor softly.

The three directors arose. As the trium-
virate moved toward the door, Crawford
stirred quickly in his chair.

“Oh, Mr. Huntington!” he called, and
wdited.

The spokesman of the directors paused,
his eye kindling with hope.

““You're the president of the Bonanza
Lumber Company, aren’t you?”

Huntington nodded and waited.

““Mr. Brett and Mr. O’'Donnell are two
of your directors; I think. Is that cor-
rect?”

“Yes. Why?”:

“I was only wondering if the Bonanza
Company bhad a depositin thé Henry Street
Bank,” said Crawford musingly.

Huntington stared at him'for a second,

his lip curling. Then he left the room, with.

Brett and O’Donnell in his wike,

A smile spread itsell slowly; over Williams'
face. ‘““So that was the reafon!”’ he ex-
claimed. “They wanted the bank open on
Monday, did they?"

“Run the story in the last edition only,
Billy,” said Crawlford briskly. ‘““No use in
giving it Lo theother papers. If there’s any
more of it in proof yet, ask the boy to rush
it in, please.” °

Crawlord was talking over the ’phone at
‘two-thirty o’clock in the morving as Wil-
liams rushed into his room w#ith a.couple of

ink-damp papers in his hand. He glaoced’

up, but went on evenly:

“Yes, I understand, Nell. I'll be start-
ing home in a few minutes now. The

aper’s just out. Oh, yes; “the story’sin it.

at? Of course I'm glad—il you are.
Yes, Nell; yes—yes. Good-by, and—
God bless you!”

“Here she is|”” cried Williams exultantly,
slapping down a paper. -

“Hold on.. You'll get these plans all
dirty,” rebuked Crawford, carefully lifting
the offending sheet. His blue-prints were
:ﬂread across, the desk. & Slowly he roiled

em up and slipped an elastic band around
eachend. ',

“I saw &ll the proofs, Billy,” he said.
‘“It’s a good story—well handled. That's
a bully head: You wrote it, I suppose?”

Williams laughed.

“You care more about your blue-print
house than- you do about the biggest
beat we've landed in five years, I actually
believel” he said gaily.

“No-o; I wouldn’'t admit that,” ob-
served Crawford judicially. “But I do care
a lot about the house, just the same.”

“Not a line of this story in any of the
other early editions,” continued ‘Williams,
bubbling with pride.  “Oh, it's a great
story, Crawfordl" Give us more of ’‘em.”
He rushed out again, whistling with great
cheerfiilness.

The managing editor was slipping into his
overcoat when a figure appeared again on
the threshold of his room. It was Wil-
liams. He stood hesitatingly for a few
seconds, staring wild-eyed at the loose-
jointed, gray-haired man in front of him.
Then he stepped forward quickly and placed
both hands on Crawford's shoulders.

“Old man,” he- said, his voice shaking.
“Rand has told me.”

“Did Rand know it?” asked Crawford

-simply.

‘'He knew it all the time—all during (hat
session in here. God! I never dreamed it.
Js—is all your money in that bank, Craw-
ford?” g

Smiling faintly, Crawford nodded.

‘“Mine—and hets,” he said.

Williams swallowed something and
looked into his chief's eyes. Then his
hands slipped down until they gripped
ihose oi'tge tired-looking man in [ront of

im,
‘“Crawiford,” he muttered in a qucerly

- uncertain voice, “you’rc the finest news-

paper man L ever knew!”
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AND THE BLACK HAND ILED

: Gy

P-C-Macfarlane

CCOMPANTELY by his two mosd
trusted patrotmen, Dugan and
Mecyer, Sergeant McCarty re-
sponded in the summons of Chief

. Brandt,

“It’s “that kidnapping case,” the Chief
said abruptly. “That Halian woman was
m here this morning again. Her cheéks arc
washed pasty-white with crying, an8 when
she’s not talking her lips are quivenag fil 10

break your heart, and hang it, McCartyv,
vou've goi to go on the case; that’s all
there is to it

It was a piea rather than un order, this o
the Chief’'s. He continued:

“Hodson’s been on it a week and he don't
get anywhere.”—Hodson was Capfain ol
DNetectives, and McCarty’s personal enemy.
—*She’s enly a Dago woman, but she
comes heve every morning, and this time she



Sergeant McCarty and

shows me a letter that came to-day, and a
lock of the boy’s hair.” '

Sergeant McCarty took them in his hand
—a letter with a few hasty fareign words
scrawled upon it in an outldhdish band,
and a long lock of dark brown bair. The
Sergeant lifted the lock tenderly and it curled
in ringlet fashion about his stout finger.

“Next time it'll be a piece of his ear
they’ll send, or a finger,” said the Chief.
“They got an idea her huspand’s rich.
They want ten thousand or they’ll kill the
boy. He told me with sobs he couldn’t
scrape up three.”

Sergeant McCarty stood thoughtfully,
fondling the curling brown ringlet.

A deep look had come into the eyes of
Officer Dugan, who loved McCarty well—
a troubled look of fear and awe.

“They're turrible, they say, them Black
Handers,” he half whispered. *Turrible!
If you get one of ’em the others’ll follow you
half round the world to get you. They’re
hideous cruel in their killin’, too.”

“They’re vindiclive, all right,” assented
the Chief in the low and solemn tone that
alone seemed fitting to the occasion. “It’s
a hard game, bt I couldn’t stand the
mother’s tears, ‘Tom Hodson won't never
gel ipto the danger zone, so I put it up to
a man—up to ydu, McCarty. Mind you,
I dont’t order you{ I just put it up to you—
as aifather yourself, and for the honor of
the Department.”

The Chief was looking straight into
McCarty’s eyes: So were Dugan and
Meyer. McCarty was looking
himgelf at the time, considering what it
meant to undertake a paign against
these black-featured, swart-douled butchers
of the night, whose secret sgl? were every-
where, whose vengeance would not go: un-
sated though a score of lives lay between
them and its object. They fought with
cunning, cruel weapons that .opened :the
veins of children and broke the hearts of
mothers and made the. blood of men Tun
cold: . The Black Hand reddens with the
blood of its victims. Six months before,
McCarty himself came upan Officer Wilton
[ace up in an alley on the North Beach.; A
"thin, black-handled' stilletto: was stickirng
straight through an eye into. the brain.
Wilton’s offense was that he had seen ‘too
much. So the dagger blinded the eye that
saw and passed on and darkened the mind
that held the memory-picture: -

straight into -

‘¢las
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“A man ain’t ggt a [air show for his lije,
goin’ against thém,” voluntcered Meyer
respectfully.

Sergeant McCarty, stronger than a bull,
keener than .a falcon, strode over to the
window and looked out. The street, the
busy, rattling, banging, clanging street, was
just in front of him, but he was not seeing
it. In his mind’s eye was the picture ol his
own home, with children and a wile in it.
He saw, too, images of other things—of a
tall, dark man with earrings, who enticed
a curly-bairted, dark-eyed child around
a corner and ‘made ofl with him; memory-
pictures came, too, of tight places he had
been in during his career; hand to hand
fights, when a blow, a shot, or the ripping
stroke of a knife might have ended his life;
times when he stood eye to eye with dcath;
when the trembling of a finger, the weak-
ening of a single nerve, or the swift compre-
hension of a single instant -had stood be-
tween him and destruction. Always before
he had come. through. He thought of the
Italian mother, heart-broken, the pale face,
the trembling lips and the great dark eyes,
luminous with grief and anxziety. And now
rose kiefore him a vision of thé midnight
traifthe slender threads and clues that led
through devious channels in the darkness to
close and dangerous quarters where every
shade was a murderous shape and each
uncertain turn, was pregnant with peril,

“IU's hard when children are not safe in
the streets. By God, it is!" commented

"Brandt.

Sergeant McCarty turned. He was hold-
ing up the thick finger about which the ring-
let of silky brown had twined itself. It
grew warm about his finger and seemed to
it with the embrace of a living thing.
“I’ll go, Chief,” he said simply. ‘I’ll put
the boy in his mother’s arms and I'll be like
to get the gang, every one, so there’ll be
none to stag me in the eyes or smother me¢
in roortar or such-like Dago tricks. I'll do
it—on one condition.”

" “And that is?”

““That I work alone,”’ answered the Ser-
geant, his fine outstanding figure, solid
shouldered, heavy headed, looking a' trifle
more solidly unyielding than usual.

" A look of surprise came into the face of the
*hief, while réproachiul glances popped
[rom the eyés of Dugdn and Mcyer.

““Alone!” exclaimed all three in one

voice.
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“Yes,” said the Sergeant, lowering his
eyes gravely.

Like & flash the men understood. One
would be enough if the luck was right. If
it were wrong, one more widow in the pen-
sion fund -were better than three.

Chiel Brandt was usually a stickler for
military - conventions, yet here he had
talked with a Sergeant and two patrolmen
as if they were brothers. To him this
seemed an unofficial case.

“I believe you’ll win, McCarty,” he said,
and shook hands with him silently. More,
he even left a pudgy, pulseless hand for an
instant in Dugan’s and Meyer’s palms.

Then all three men went out.

“Let ’em alone, Sergeant,” counseled
Meyer, as they walked down the hall
“They'll cut you to ribbons.”

“They'll throw vitriol in your eyes or tie
you up for the rats to eat you alive,” added
Dugan dole(ully.

It was some sixty paces down the hall to
his own desk. The Sergeant walked them
silently, with no change of feature except
that the blue eyes almost closed as he
reached the end of his journey. The mind’s
eye was seeing. The shrewd McCarty brain
was visualizing 2 plan of campaign. By the
time he reached his desk, his eyes were back
to normal. If anythmg, the whites showed
a trifle. Perhaps his face was paler than
usual. Certainly his jaw was set. From his
desk he took up a couple of papers and
passed them to Dugan.

“Dugan,” he asked, “pay these two tax
hills for me to-day, will you?"” and handed
him the money.

Dugan accepted the commission gravely.

- For a moment the Sergeant sorted the
papers in a drawer till he came upon the
baptismal certificate of his youngest bomn,
which hiad slumbered in the desk for the two
or three years since Father O'Malley
handed it to him one day in the street. He
wrote his wife’s name and his house addr
upon the envelope and, stamping it, hand
it to Meyer. ..

“Drop it in the box for me,” he said.

Then he left the station. .

People had a childish faith in rough and
ready McCarty. He was swift and fearless.
He knew every cobble in San Francisco.
Blindfold .him and spill him out 'ny'where
in the confinesof the city and he’d tell where
he'was by the smell of the sewer-fas or the
gutters, and chart his compass by the feel

of the first trolley-pole. he, got his hand
upon.

As the Sergeant’s feet) touched the pave-
ment, and the air of MArket Street swept
up into his nostrils, all the solemnity of his
feelings vanished. "His old spirit:came back
to him, the spirit of dauntless’ bravery, of
keen, _eager,. indorhitableness and that
strange mingling of Irish humor and cinny
Celticcaution that characterized all his work.
Sergeant :McCarty ncver slept on the trail.
He moved rapidly. He had theories about
many things. A time or two Sergeant
McCarty had amazed the people of his city

] and his comrades upon the force as well as

the criminal world by tuming and with sure
intuition clapping his hand upon a thief or
a murderer, just because ‘his knowledge of
people, circumstances and conditions point-
ed unerringly to the only person who could
have been guilty.. < °°

And no man had yet.proven McCarty
wrong. Only they said, “Some day this
man Mc€arty will butt his way to a slab in
the morgue, and then what good is he?"

“I'd as lief go to the morgue gettin’ that
Dago’s'kid back, body whole, to his mother,
as any job I lmow,” reﬂected the Sergeant
to himself.

While his mind was thu.mbmg thoughts
and constructing’ tentative theories, his
eyes scanned the letter as hé walked.

Sergeant. McCarty knew that every
crime lcaves a trail. The more 1gnorant the

criminal, the broader that trail is likely to
be, since resources are more limited and
imagination is less active. But McCarty
bad found no trail. <He had only the lock
of hair, the letter and the.envelope. The
letter was a plain bit of note-paper, torn
from an ordinary cheap tablet. It told no
story.- It gave no hint. It was as like every
other . cheap enyelope as cpuld be. He
studied the hand-writing,” fixing in his
brain its least peguliarity, ,Where had that
letter been posted—irom'.what particular
mail-box in the great city? The postmark
read: “Oct. 24th, 6:00 P.M. Sta. K.”
That was indefinite enough, but here at
least was a starting point, and even a fine,
narrow entering wedge of suggestion. Sta-
tion K was a well known department store
in the very center of the city. The Ser-
geant went there, straight:

“Got 'any writing paper like this?” lie
asked, exhibiting the back of the sheet to
a saleslady
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‘‘Heaps of it," she answered, pomt.mi
yram:d of the cheap tablets behind her.
Sell any yesterday?”

“Of course,” )

“To an Italian?” v

“ presumie so—to all kinds of people.”

“Do you remember selling any to a
Dago?”

“I don't remember particularly.”

“Think hard.”

“I do not rememiber, I told you,” an-
swered the young lady, looking McCarty
straight in the eye with the independence
of one who possessed a good conscience

toward her employers and the Police De-

partment.

*'Where would a man go to write a letter
if he was going to mail it here?” the Ser-
geant asked, knowing well when to waste
no more words

“Men’s writing-room, third floor.”

McCarty found it speedily. The mail-
box attracted his attention.

“How often is this emptied?'" he asked
of the liveried attendant.

“Every hour.”

“A lettet post-marked 6:00 P. M. would
have been droppe& here between five and
SIXIC s ” '

“In and out of ﬁns room all the time, are
you?” i

“Yes, sir.’ !

“Notice | anybody particular writing in
here late yesler%a,y—forelgner-lxke, say,
an Italian, may

The man; thought a moment. A light of
recollectionbroke upon his §

“ why yes. Therei was a, Dago
lookin' iellow in‘here—sure. ﬂmarp features,
nose| like ari eagle’s beak. es black as

v{ black | moustache, but: white
skm hke he might pe a barber or a laundry
worlter.” |

“How did you happen to noucc him pas-
ticularly?”

““Well, I guess because he bnought ki
own’ httle pad and wrote in it, just .one
shéet, and chucked the rest in the iwaste-
basket, like he didn’t want to use the house
peper. Most everybody who comes here iis
likely to graft: on’ the house stationery.
We're alwdys watchin’ tp see they don’t
stuff a lotof lt m thelrpocl(ets That’s how
I D iced -

ver sec hlm bcfore? "
‘lNo 2] 3
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‘;Or since?”’

“No. Yes! By jing, I didi About half
an hour -after the store closed. He was

‘talkip’ to one of them Eyetalians at the

boot<black stand over on Ellis:"

Three minutes later Sergeant McCarty’s
shoes were being polished at that same place -
by, old Serralunga whom McCarty had
known well for twenty years. Beside him
worked his two so There were half a
dozen chairs in the stall, and four operators.
It| |was the fourth who engaged McCarty’s
particular attention, a puffy-faced, under-
sized fellow.

#“Who's the new one?” quizzed the Ser-
geant in a low tone, jerking his thumb
toward the farther chair.

Just then. the man looked up from his
work and McCarty saw that one eye was
badly crossed, while the other gleamed at
sight of him with an ugly hght

{‘Phillippo his name,” answered the
withered old man. ‘‘Gooda man, a'nghta.
Shina da shoe quick. Too bad he gotta da
bum lamp. ;

It is hard to tell, always, where a cross-
eyed man is loolung, but Sergeant McCarty
théught.he caught his glanee a over the
bent J#cks of the two sons of Serralunga.

coma from "da.New Orlean lasta da
week."”

“Does he know anybody here?”

“Notta yet,” explained the old man with
a shrug and gmnace to denote the impos-
sibiility of a stranger’s making acquaintance
0 'sooN. .

i Nobody?” pressed McCarty, conscious
that the man at the end chait was certainly
watching him narrowly and trying to catch
every scrap of their conversation.

h!1” ‘added- .the old man, carelssly
"Oue man I see sp:La terday."

Just then the ue-coa.te%orm of Ser-
geant McCarty campulted over the aston-
ished face of Serralunga!

hilippo had disappeared. Only McCar-
iy |and the surpnsed customer on whom
PNllippo was waiting had seen him drop
his{ brushes, clap his hat upon his head and
slip round the corner toward Grant Avenue.
en Sergea.nt[ McCarty, going like an
express train, rounded into Grant Avenue,
the ‘man’ was ﬁfty yagds away and flying
didgonally across the street.
‘Halt!"” cried McCarty
he flying figuredid not pause. ’
A shot rang out; McCarty fired into the
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vement to [righten him. The man turned

ack, showing a face horribly distorted with
[right, wavered for an instant and crashed
headlong against a trolley-pole. In an in-
stant he was up and going again, but the
flying Sergeant ol police gained half
the distance between them. The man
limped, too, and pedestrifins threatened
him. He thrust one of his hands to his low-
ered head, which be shook and jerked as if
in some kind of distress, but continued to
run. As he would bave turned down Geary
toward Market a lame paper-vender sitting
there thrust ouit his wooden leg. The fugi-
tive saw it too late, and went rolling across
the pavement into the gutter.

As he rose, Sergeant McCarty clasped
him by the neck and with an experienced
thumb forced open his mouth like a fowl
with the pip. The man gulped, gasped and
swallowed despite McCarty’s grip. For a
moment the Scrgeant held the grinning
yellow teeth wide open to the light and
examined the cavernous recesses critically.
A small shred of paper, irregular in form,
and not larger than a postage-stamp, stuck
betwecn two teeth. Deftly the Sergeant
removed it.

“The stomach-pump for you, Philippo!”
he muttered, the hard Celtic buir in his
voice grating relentlessly.

Half an hour later the Sergeant sat be-
fore a huge sheet of blotting paper which
lay upon his own desk at the police-station.
On the blotter were numerous irregular bits
ol paper, on which were written words or
parts of them, and scraps of sentences. The
bits were soaked and discolored. By the
aid of two pens the Sergeant picked and
moved them about upon the blotter,
forming them into vatious combinations,
without touching them. with his fingers.
Something seemed lacking. The Sergeant
essayed 2 new and final arrangement of the
irregular bits and studied them intently
once more, findlly flinging down the pens
with an exclamation of impatience.

“Doc!” he ‘called sharply.

“Yes,"” answered a lazy voice in the next
room.

*“Prime that Dago with a quart of water
and draw again! I saw him put it 1l in his
mouth, and it ain’t all here.”

It was night when the Sergeant left the
police-station. He had the missing word.

Adventure

He knew the boy was till in San Francisco.
He knew that to-night he would be moved
to a place outside- the city more secure from
discovery and where, if the plan for ransom
failed, he would be heartlessly murdéred by
cruel men who would vent their spiteful
rage and,disappointment upon his little
bodly with nameless cruelties.

If the Sergeant could prevent the re-
moval of the boy, he might save his lile and
capture his conspirators. - If not, ‘there was
little hope. He had therefore but a few
hours to work—but three or [our at most

‘in whick to locate the plage of concealment,
plan the rescue, execute'it. and effect the
capture. Anxiety showed deep on his face
as he left the station and took a Larkin
Street car, intending by a’roundabout way
to reach the North Beach ‘District. Two
things pointed toward the North Beach
District. This was the Italitn quarter of
the city, .and it was near the water; for
though the note did not siy so, Sergeant
McCarty had somehow gathered the im-

ression that the removal was to be made
y waler.

As he rode, he reasoned. Where, now?
Where? Given three of four men, probably
a woman, and the boy. \Where would they
lie in wait for a week, and whence decide to
move to & place more secret? McCarty
must know, and know to-night, and his
only resource was his intimate knowledge
of the criminal classes, of the buildings
large and small in the Italian quarter, and
the wonderfully keen. intuitions of his sel-
dom erringbrain. " Heavoided the light. He
tramped °through shadows.” He lurked
among the great’ lumber-piles and listened
and looked and pondeted. .

Suddcrily an idea rose in the darkness of:
his unceréain'mind like 2 mooti’ on midnight.

Solomon’s warehousel 'Why, of coursel
The very placel Solomon was a Jewish rag
merchant. For thirtyyears the ruined walls
of an old stone brewery had cumbered the
ground there. Fire bad destroyed it in the
early seventies. - For some reason it was
never rebuilt. The strange, vaultlike cel-
Jars, with their peculiar arches and passage-
ways, had been a playground for children,
the camping spot of Gipsies and the abode
of goats and pigs by turns. McCarty, when
a freckled gamin, bad explored them meny
& tUme. Finally, Solomon leased the site,
made use of the walls standing to the first
story to stretch a corrugated iron roof upon,
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put in some floors and gradually covered
more and more of the Tuin until his ware-
house became a feature of the North Beach
landscape. Then Solomon .died ‘and Ital-
ians succeeded to his rag business, but still
the. place was- calle ‘‘Selomon’s:-Ware-
house,” and still the name stood in the
thoughit of many for that network of under-
ground vaults and passages which had been
a naturadl part of the old brewery’s equip-
ment, but which now, roofed over, obscured,
Iorgotten, might afford: lodgment and shel-
ter for whatever mystery or crime should
choose such an.abiding:place.

Solomon’s warehouse, 1o be sure! Ser-
geant . McCarty, from the instant his
thoughts had led him thus far on the way,
had no more doubt that the abductors of
little Pietro were concedled in some of those
cavernous reaches of filth and darkness than
he had that hé was himself a Sergeant of
Police: The stieet, on ‘which it stood, was
a lonely one, lined with lurnber-piles, junk-
yards, coal-bunkers and the like. Sergeant
McCarty approached it carefully. An arc-
lamp from the next cross thoroughfare
threw a brilliant ray into the street and
that was all. ' This ctoss street was one
leading to Fisherman’s' Wharf, from which
McCarty opined they would I.lkely embark
il a water route were/ chosen. The Sergeant
knew the party would never come oit into
such a glare as the arc-lamp made, but he
knew too, as: they! did, that that lamp
would go-out at twcfve o'clock

The darkness was unrelieved. He liter-
ally feltihis way back through the alley and
down theincline to the crumbling archway
which admitted to theibascment. The air
was heavy with the ‘smell of sﬁeat-stamed
rags coming down from above;jand of filth
of every kind. i v

The; stillness was appallingi , He dared
not strike a match. ISomewhere in- that
Iabynnt.h the San Fra;ﬁasco branch of the

Society ! of the; Black Hand, if McCarty's .

theory was correct, would be foregathering
to-night. The Society would consist at
most oi less *than ten men, each a desperado,
dlstrust.mg all jthe world and his own com-
rades.

a flash Lﬁ hght, who weuld kaife at a touch
nervous tension by the fear which; piessing
closer and cloger, to-night. compélled thur
flight to other quarters. And thiose fears
were hglghten#d by the knowledge that one

(They were men who would shoot at
. seen
in the. dark) aid who:were keyed to high |
! tive
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of their number was in the hands of Lhe
police and that the most dangerous criminal
hunter on the Pacific Coast ivas probably
on their trail.

So McCarty listened, and felt his way
along by walls and rough pavmg-blocks
hardly/daring to breathe. He was going due
west. iSome fifty feet along this western
passagp he should find one turning north,
& na rower one, arched lower, and at the
end of that, if memory served him [rom that

- childheod day when he had known these

caverns as a place of sport, a“large square
chamber opened off from this, with a pas-
sageway leading out of that north again to
what he supposed had been the enginc-
room. , This was the mo t remote and diffi-
cult of access.

He felt his way for a dozen feet along the
second passage, when he began to be op-
pressed by a sensc that he was not alone.
He stopped. and ‘peered around him. He
heard . no sound but his own breathing.
He listened long and intently. Once the
squeak of a scurrying rat burst upon his
ears, like the whistle of @ Jocomotive. He
could not be sure that there was not alsoa
soundithat might have been the smothered
sobbmg's of a child.

He reggmed hisslow wayonward. Present-
ly he 105t the [riendly wall upon his right. It
turned skarply away from him. . He stood

groping, wondering and thrusting out a cau-
tious foot, feeling this way and that. Some-
where'hcreabouts there used to be an old cis-
tern that, with walls broken, half filled with
sea-water at cach high tide. There came
to him now the smell of the sea and the
faint lapping of waler.

The Sergeant halted again, overcome by

_ the oﬂpraswe fceling that he was not alone.
' He refrained from reaching out a finger for

fear ’e .night touch something, but stood
with his hands at his sides, his body crouch-
ing fofward, his legs slightly bent, ready for
attac or defense

esjdes, he was trying to think. What
sho | any one be in that place for without
a hght unless it .were some one who had
seen enter and was dogging. his. {oot-
stepsi But he did not believe any.onc had
im enter. He had beeh careful in his
approach. "He was sure, as a careful detec-
2y make himselfisure, that he had not
; been followed.

He |tbought of treachery or of the possi-
bility (of strife’ between factions. It might
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be that one seL of men were planning to
spirit the boy away from the others, and
that there was in the passage with him an-
other figure like himself, slipping noiselessly
and darkly toward that most distant under-
ground recess where, if in this place at all,
the boy was held, closely guarded.

As il to confirm his suspicions, an odor
floated past him, a smell of garlic and sour
wine. It seemed to be coming from behind.

Cold sweat stood upon the Sergeant’s
brow. He tried in vain to pierce the bladk-
ness with his eye; yet was the more con-
vinced that prudence would not permit
him to use a highl.

Shrinking back [rom the uncanny sound
of gently lapping water where the old ds-
tern lay, Sergeant McCarly pressed on
along the course which memory charted for
him. He had not moved half a dozen
groping steps belore he again became
aware of the presence of another person
somewhere in the inky blackness of the cor-
ridors. Listening intently, he became con-
vinced that he heard two other persons
breathing, or at least he heard one breath-
ing and another groping near. But they
moved less certainly than himself.

When at length he had gained the final
passage leading to the engife-room he found
a blanket serving as a door to that apartment
with a wavering, uncertain light showing at
theside in a long slit. A single glance re-
vealed the old outlines of the engine-room,
but cut up into several rooms by curtains of
wondescript character, ragged quilts, bits of
gunny-sacking and the like, hung on wires.

The first of these rooms was empty at the
moment when the Sergeant gazed upon it.
A tallow candle, stuck in a bottle which
was mounted on a, soap-box, lighted it.
Hearing voices in front and yet having in
mind. tie ‘men certainly approaching {fom
behind, the Sergeant stepped quickly into
the littlc room. - Through a hole in the sack-
ing he surveyed.the next room, n larger one.

In its center was a rough table. Upon
the table a smudgy kerosene lamp burned.
About it huddled four persons—two men,
a woman, and a child. One of the men was,
judging by the description givet at the de-
partment store, he who :had .wrilten the
letter. . The other was alhedwy-set fellow
with Hannel shirt open at the:throat and
with a wide, reddish sash about:the middle.
The woman was a hard-lookipg creature
and appeared capable of taking a [ull part-

Adventure

ner's hand in the enterprise. The fourth
person was a white-faced boy)of six or seven,
who sat. very still, loolu'ni up with great,
fear-troubled eygs into the faces of the
others. There was little like conversation.
Occasionally one grunted in monosyllables
and the other answered. Plainly enough
they were ready to depart. ‘The child was

‘bundled up. A sailor’s storm-coat lay on

the table. .. :

*“They’re waitin’ for. midnight when the
lamp goes ‘out at the corner,” conjectured
McCarty, exulting: * -

A noise in the corridor behind recalled the
other element in the situation. Sergeant
McCarty's position was extremely embar-
rassing. To wait in the little ante-room for
what came out of the corrider, or to walk
fbrward and face three desperate, anxious
persons in front of him seemed the inevit-
able alternatives. Neither was inviting.
He chose instead to f{all back into the
shadow so far that no one who did not look
directly in that corner [or a human figure
would see him, and the chances were that
whoever came after would either pass on
into the other-room or remain with atten-
tion directed toward it.

He bad barely immersed himsell in this
shadow and tummed when saw at the
slit in the curtain a pair of eyes and a
villainous looking face. The eyes were
directed toward the occasional sounds that
came from the front. A hand appeared,
and'in it was a blade that gleamed when
it caoght the rays of the candle. | Cau-
tiously the man drew himsell through the
curtain, a lean, rangy figure, and asshe came
into lull view McCarty gbserved that ‘the
other hand held a. knifé¢ also. A double-
handed murderer, he stood there, intent,
listening, breathless. Another knile-hand
appeared, and after. it- came the figure of
a second man, who also carried a~second
knife. They exchanged glances. As the
second pressed round to the side of the first
to peer through into the next room he passed
where McCarly could have touched him.

The Sergeant stood 'with his revolver in
his barid but carelully beld under cover lest
a ray from the candle beget a glitter that
should betray him. Each passing second
stretched his nerves to greater teasity.

Suddenly, as the second men moved
slightly,standing beside the first, the knife in
his right hand impacted upon the knife in his
companion’s left. A sharp click sounded
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through the old engine-room.

like a fire-bell. The sailorish looking man

leaped up and drew aside the curtain. ;The:
two leaped upon the orne, and the fourth man

rushed Lo his comrade’s assistapce. In an

instant of time the four men were engaged:
in deadly combat, uttering harsh cries as:
they faced each other: The woman. danced:
round the swiftly moving combatants,-
uttering shrieks and curses. With quxck :
shuffling steps the then swung round in the:

semni-darkness to the sickeninig cash of
knives upon each other, the ripping and

slashing of clothing and the low grunt of.
pain that told when a blade had found its

mark.

It was Sergeant McCarty's opportunity,
and he did not overlook it.

the boy by the wrist.
out past the struggling men he noticed that
the lour were locked togetber and the two
interlopers were being borne to the ground.
He paused and lifted his right hand which
held. his " revolver. ,
whether he might not stand and wait till

his men destroyed each other, after which

he could capture the woman and take her
out' with the boy.'g

ﬁo be stood, holding the child close to his
le[t’ side, his revajver half poised, when to
his utter astonishinent, three or four other
men appeared in he ‘entrance to the place,
one plithem carrying & lantern. In the very
mo cnt that he ooked at them they were

blotted out by what seemed to be a blinding.

flash of light, followed by a heaven full of
myriads of shooting stars antk darting com-
ets with long tails. This sky, suddenly grew
dark and he: was conscnons of nothing
more.:

Hoyv long he remamed thﬁs or what hap-
pened| in the interval he had ne means of
knoyripg, but his next/sensation was of being
]olteﬁudely. over rough ways to the accom-
panimlent of rumbling wheels. His:eyes and
other awakeqxn senses told him that be had
exchahgitrhe arkness and stufly gloom of
the ‘updexground caverns for a thick and
viewless fog: His hands. andifeet: were
tightly bound. Several figures 1rudged . or
gropefl beside him, and in 2 moment hegot
the unm:stakable saline smell of Fisherman's
Wharf. A gag of foul smellirig rags filled his
mouth. There was nolhmg to dobut think,
and tte terrible pain in the back of his head,
togét er with J.he desperate situation ln

it rang out

to extricate one hand from the loop

Unnoticed, as.
he thought, he reached the table and seized~
As he turmed to go

He was considering

w]:ucfl he found himseli, all tended to stim-
ulate cerebration. |

I-hs first thought was: “The woman hit
me .thh the lamp.” His next: “They Kave
got'ine on a Iumber-truck and are shang-
haiirig me aboard some ‘cralt.”

He began to work at his hands. He was
not, he judged, bound with cords, but with
strips of old sacking. He worked indus-
triously and found,them loosening. As the
truck stopped upon: the wharf, one end was
dropped roughly and his helpless body fell,
heavily to the flooring, his captors laughing
noiseélessly.

As the Sergeant rolled over he managed

hat
bound him end then the other. Tearm&w
gag from his mouth he leaped upon his st
prised captors, knocking one of them clean
over the rail into the water, and emitted
a yell that would summon every patrolman
on the water-front,, But his feet were stili
bound. The momentum of his leap, which
was sufficient to-carry the attacked man
overboard was sufhicent to carry-him head-
leng to the wharfing, and before he could
rise his captors. were upon him. They
pinned_him to the ground and one pressed
a blade that wascoldand suggestive against
his néck.

He lay very still while they bound him
again, this time with cords they slashed jrom
bales of dried fish that lay at band, and a
knot of the same kind was forced into his
mouth for a gag. It was thick with in-
crusted salt and [oul wﬁh particles of ad-
hering dricd fish. The man overboard had
speedﬂy clambered: up again and vented his
spite by a hearty kick which he would have
repeated but for lack of time.

Without ceremony Sergeant McCarty
was carried down the gangway and dropped

‘intd the bottom of & ogasohne launch, roomy

enough to u.ccomm ate the four men and
the {woman, with alfilth who acted as engi-

and the boy, whose white, staring,
sﬂeit facc told of the agony he hadsufiered
a.nd'o[ the terrible punishment he must have
endurcd before he learned to [et no single
syllable of sound pass his lips unless he was
ordered. to make it.

“Where are they; taking me?” the Ser-,
geant's mind was asking insistently. Were.
they shanghaiing him aboard some ship to
recqive the usual ‘bounty for!a sailor, or’
werp they going to hold him, too, for ran-
S0 ? Or had they devised for him some
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more fiendish and diabolical form of death
than could be prepared on the spur of the
moment, there in the darkness?

It was strange that a man should go to
sleeﬁ in McCarty's position, but he did. It
might have been the long strain of intent
listening; it might have been that ihe rap
on the head was affecting him again. Any-
way he lost consciousness, and for how long
he had no means of knowing, but his im-
pression was that he might have been asleep
for an hour. '

When he awoke the engines were still.
The men were tying up Lo some sort ‘of
craft. The motion of the launch told him
they were in comparatively quiet water,
therefore they must have taken him into
the Bay and not out to sea—into that great
Bay whose arms extend thirty miles north-
east and thirty miles due south jrom San
Frandsco. But whereabouts in it? He was
soon to know.

One of the men slashed the cords that
bound his legs together and kicked him
heartily in ghe stomach. The Sergeant took
this as an invitalion to get up and accepted
it immediately, mentally resolving that if
he ever got out of this alive he would hunt
this fellow down and have Dugan and Meyer
hold him while he kicked him till his leg was
tired.

Closely guarded by Lhe two men and
guided by the light of a lantern, the Ser-
geant clambered off on to a piece of decking
of some kind that swayed with the motion
of the waves, and wasled along it a dozen
steps to a Jadder léading up. As the lantern
flashed he caught sight of a bulk-head of new

Adventure

proach, and the stranger who happened tq
pass within sight of it would never care to
come Dearer..

They led McCarty along the top of the
barge for a dozen paces to a closed hatch-
way. While one-pried off the cover, two
otherg bound McCParty's feet again, appar-
ently more securely than ever, and even
passed another rope about the knees, draw-
ing it tightly and knotting it with wicked
carefulness.~ Alfter examining the gag and
the knots which bound his arms behind. hid
back, they prepared to thrust him into the
black opening. As the cover came off there
was a scurrying sound beneath. i

“We feeda you o de rats, McCart!"” said
one of them, maliciously.

McCarty found himself lowered head first
into the black hole:i- Presently his legs were
released ‘and he crashed upon his sore head
té the bottom severa) feet below, his help-
less bpdy straightening out on the foor of
the barge with a solid crash. Fortunately
the floor was dry, but the alarming squeal
of startled rodents and their scurrying feet
told him that it was literally alive with
them. As his body lurched downward the
three men set up a wild, hateful cachination,
and hurled alter him what he had no doubt
were terms of the coarsest opprobrium.
They did not think it necessary to re-cover
the batch, and hé beard their foofsteps
above as they hurried on, apparently to an-
other hatchway, and then clattered down
a ladder. Light showed at a chink or two
and there was'a banging of pans, and pres-
ently a smell of garlic and greasy cookery:

But his mind did not stray for more than

lumber, and beyond it the burned ends of~ a [ew moments outside his own immediate

planking, and in an instant knew that he
was on 2 marshy island opposite the salt
flats some ten miles south of San Frandsco.
Only a few weeks ago on a duck-hunting
expedition he had passed this lonely spot
and remembered noticing the old coal-barge
which bad beached itsell here. One end of
it some time or other had burned away. It
was a lonely spot, to be visited by chance
once or ‘twice in a year and then perhaps
never again for ten, and that only by some
wandering sportsman blown out of his
course by the wind.

The Italians had bulk-headdi it in the
middle back of the burned postion, and it
made a tight and absolutely secluded home,
its f buried in reeds, shoill water and
marsh about it, so that not a sail would ap-
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uarters. To begin with, the cruelly knotted
%g with its heavy incrustations of salt had
ade his mouth sore and:1iis swollen tongue
and distorted lips were bitten by the briny
saliva that flowed incessantly. Added to
this the particles6\drying. fish, which had
soaked their way intd\the ropes, had given
him a nausea from- which he suflered con-
tinually. Besides all of which the place was
literally alive with rats, They ran over his
body, scurried across his iace, and seemed
to play tag about his ears. He felt cald per-
spiration starting between hisshouldérs and'
before the first rat bit him he was cammy
with fear from head to feet
He called to mind all the stories he had
ever heard of people being eaten alive by
rats. Once in an abandoned cellar he




had found a Chmaman htcrally—but the
thought sickened him. He shuddered and
tried to drive it from his mind; besides o
rat had just bitten him’ through the ear
and he could feel:it licking at the jtrickling
blood. In a -moment the sharp, impatient
teeth had opened a way for a larger flow,
and what-he judged by the whiskers to be
the greit dlather of all rats was sit-
ting in his face and smelling over it as if
determining where to begin operations.
Sergeant McCarty shook his head vialently.
The rat leaped away in [right. He lifted
his head .and brought it down with all his
might on the spot where he supposed the
rat which had bitten his ear to be, but
missed it nd only increased the terrible pain
in his throbbing head.

It wasnot possible to sit up. His hands
were boahd behind him. They did not allow
bim to manipulate his shoulders sufficiently
to rise. 'He could only lift his hcad, strike
with his feet both at once, or move lus head
from side to side. His veins surged with
a kind of insane frenzy. His fear passed.
In its stehd anger possessed him—a hot and
terrible rage that made him reckless how
he pained himself JuEt so he fought the mts.
In his struggles he rpiled over upon his face.
This proved an adyantage. It was easier
to defend his face|by th:ustmg it in the
corner of the dark holej and when the rats
leaped.on top they had: only the thick, red
hair, stiff as lmstls to gnaw at. -

But ' his hands jwere dclenseless.
clenched and unclenched

He
gers, but

the rats chewed at them mercnlesly He .

could rnove them .up end doym, however,

and strike quite a blow, as hq and the rats
dxscovered ut for, all | ey fought at
the handis savakely I a mo enit of uller

weariness Sergeant McCart)‘r lgt his hands
lie relaxed. THe rats might eat them if they

would. ' In that instant ke discovered

that the rats ‘would' not bite at his hands-

when they lay still. At the same timethey
were dimbing:: over thern, their tiny cold
feet daqcmg up and down in.his paims, and
all the while they were: pulling and haulmg
at somelhing about his wrists,

His first thou
eating at the starch in his cuffs; his next,and
a great wave of hope swept over him from
head to foot, was that they were gnawing
at the ﬁah-soaked “rope that bound his
wrists' together! ;
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perfectly stillasa man can lie who is trem-
bling from head to foot with the joy of a
great hope that has suddenly driven black
despair out of his soul. "Certainly this was _
exactly iwhat was happening. He could
hear their sharp teeth cutting the rope
which Had been steeped in animal juices.
The half starved creatires were eating it
voraclously

From time to time be strained at the
bands, startling the rats, but in a few
moments they were at the cords again,
and within two or three minutes his hands
were frec.  With a mighty sigh of relief he
turned ‘over and sat u

His arms were so stiff that he had to work
them up and down like pump-handles for
some minutes, but soon the circulation
began to come and he was-picking with
eager fingers at the knots that bound the
cruel gag into his mouth. It was an age in
loosening, but it came away at last and he
spat thebhateful t]:ung from him—hatefully,
and yet thankfully, for the thing which had
made the gag so much more a thing of tor-
ture had attracted the teeth of the hungry
‘rats to his wrist cords and made p0551ble his

‘release.

attacked the cords that bound

He nex
his kgand then those at his feet.
Each baffled him for a time. Each in the

end yielded. McCarty cursed the knots
for their slowness, not knowing that t.hough
his frenzy of eagerness increased every min-

_ute, yet it was well if he were detained, for

if pregently he was to fight for his lifc
as he. proposed to do, the baffling knots

- had sefved a good purpose in giving him an

-the cir
I,leaped to his feet with the last knot sun-
‘dered, the stiffness was gone from’ his arms

of the kind that helped to restorc

GKCI‘C]S
Eulat.non to his arms, so that when he

‘and shoulders. Doubling and undoubling

swinging them and mampulanng

his leg
: the feq: he was soon thoroughly active.

And' then McCarty did one of those wild,

.incautious, but human things ithat fre-
_quently characterized him in moments of

‘ seem
(‘i:lt was thdt they were :

. launch and sli
: i cape from su
He lay perfectlystill. Atleasthelayas ;

extrenle excitement. His next move would
0 havebeentoqlrawhxmseu up through
the %tchway to the open air, and t.herc
consider whether he, who held an engineer’s
licensé on account of the police launch which
h n navigated, should steal the Italian
away, glad to make his es-
foes, or whether he should
attack upon the men and attempt

plan dn
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the rescue of the child. But McCarty did
not do this.

Instead, he lifted his brawny arms, filled
his chest full' of the best air he could get,
and emitted a long, hoarse, challenging yell!
He was free now. He would exult over
that. Presently, hand to hand, and heart
o heart, he proposed to fight against four
men and beat them, recover the child and
take the captors ‘captive, but first, out of
his dungeon he shrieked his hoatse challenge
ahead of him!

Theeflect was instantaneous. He heard
the shouts of consternation, the words and
half words, the clatter of tin dishes, and
then the hurrying of feet up the ladder and
across the top of his prison. A hairy head
was thrust down, peering into the darkness.
McCarty, still yelling beneath, more a beast
than a man, saw it, plucked at the head
savagely with his hands, caught it firmly
ond pulled the body headlong down to him
where, dancing in fiendish joy, he swung
it round him like a whip and sent it crash-
ing against the bullchead!

Another pair of feet clattered across
overhead. Another hairy head was thrust
through and McCarty caught and pulied it
down like the first, the filying boot-heels of
the second knocking full in the [ace of the
first, who was rising, and lelling him to the
floorl A third head appeared more cau-
tiously, but McCarty leaped at it and fixed
his fingers in the long, black locks, so that
this man, too, came yelling downward.
McCarty smote him in the face with his
fists. The blood in his veins was hot. He
could not talk. His swollen tongue forbade
him to swear, but he could emit hoarse yells
of frenzied rage, and with the strength of
a madman he beat tlie three men back into
a corner, and himself leaped for the open
hatchway. He caught it and two motions
of his strong body were sufficient to land
him on the top of .the barge. A man grap-
pled with him as he rose and McCarty
seized him with his'great arms, bent him
half :double, lifted him high and sent him
crashing downward into the blackness,
where he struck upon the threc men who
were gathering under the open hatch.

The deck was cleared for the moment.
The hatch-cover was at McCarty'’s [ect.
In a second of time he had Aung it into place
and fastened the catches. The four men
were prisoners. The fifth shouli§ be coming
up from the cabin. Sergeamt McCarty
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leaped toward the other halch from which a
faint shaflt of yellow light arose.” . He threw
himself belly-wise and peered within. The
room was emiply save for the woman and the
child. The woman looked startled. The
child was asleep. The fifth man had disap-
peared| oo

McCarty lifted his heid and listened.
Above the clainor of wild voices, the
hoarse curses -and shrieks of malediction,
he héard the starting of a gasoline engine.
He dashed to the other side. The launch
was movingl Some strange intuition of fear
had dome to the engincer. He was makin
off, leaving his companions in the lurch.
McCarty leaped down upon him and fought
him, eye to eye, life against life, for the
mastery of the boat, and in the end M¢-
Carty won. Senstless with a blow from a
wrench, the Italian lay fat in the hold, and
McCarty was tying up again, hastily, his
one great fear now-being for the safety of
the child. The woman, [earing his escape
or recapture, might murder him as he slept.
Or she might have climbed dut and removed
the hatch-cover, releasing the captives.

It was the latter that had happened.
As the Sergeant clambered to the top of the
barge he made out in the gray mist of the
early dawn the figure of the woman stooping
by the hatchway. “Two men were with her
upon the roof, and all three were reach-
ing downward as if to help the others. The
men inslantly turned toward the Sergeant.

McCarty was like a tiger in his ferocity,
but‘cunning. He was unarmed. The men
would draw knivés as they leaped at him.
He gave ground around the edge of the
barge, the men {ollowing warily, until he
reached the hatch-cover. . He seized it with
a swift movement and'by a suddenturn
brought it crashing down upon the skull of
the nearest man. ‘A pistol flashed [rom the
other- but the shot missed, and the hatch-~
cover:fell again with deadly effect. At this
moment another head and shoulders ap-
peared at the hatchway, the womnan helping.
McCarty raised his .heel and brought it
down. with all his might on the flat top of
the black head. The man droppeg-like a
log. The woman screamed. The Sergeant
picked: her up by the hair and one shoulder
and droppecr' her into the hold. She fell
with a frightened squawk into the darkness.

With the heedlessness of savagé haste
McCarty gathered. up the -two men upon
the deck, one of whom struggled and ‘the
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other of whom lay quite still, and flung.
them downward into the dungeon-like hold'

of the old coal-barge. A chorus of groans,
shrieks and- wild-tongued curses.jose from
it. McCarty, raving with the’heat of ele-
mental passion, screamed back at ther in-

sulting words, as once more- he clapped:

down the hatch and fastened it. Then he
stood upon it and. drew a full, free breath
of relief end tried to calm himself.

He had conquered. He had,won a great
victory—the grcatest victory of his life, and
he was happy. But his heart beat like a

bludgeon against the walls of his chest.-

His veins were hot. A fiery thirst scorched
his_throat. '

The morning breeze blew damp with fog
against his face and cooled it. He had won.
Beneath him were fierce mutterings and
angry hammerings of helpless hands upon
solid unyielding timbers—and he was mas-
ter—absolute master!

He went below and found a water-can.
He drank from it long and luxuriously,
careless that the water gurgled out around
his broken lips and splashed on his blood-
and sweat-stained features and down upon
his chest. He h3d fought desperately and
wonl He smote’himself proudly upon the
chést, Then a
boy! The occasign of all this soul-straining
struggle!

There was a sljght figure beneath an un-
clean-looking blanket in -the ill-smelling
bunk; but the figure was very, very still.
With a sharp intake of breath McCarty
for a moment stood transfixed. A horxible
fear.seized him. Perhaps the boy was dead.
Perhaps the woman had plunged a knile
into his heart before she rafilup the ladder.
The boylay hall face down. ,The Sergeant
could not et first make himself Lft the
blanket. Instead he looked intently at.it.
In a moment it stirred, rose slowly and fell,
and then another time, and another—the

ought came to him. The .
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lepg, deep, regular breathing of the health-
ful sleep of innocent childhood.

The Sergeant tore off the blanket. He
clasped the warm body. to his heart and held
it tight—held it there against his bosom,
gently, and then more gently, while through
all his flesh there came a change, a sort of
rehumanizing of himself. He who, fren-
zied, had a moment ago fought like a beast
and through whose hot veins still surged
the torrential blood of mortal combat,
pressed the soft cheek to his hard one in a
kind of ecstasy, till the child looked up at
him, surprised by his gentleness, saw the
swollen, bloody, ferocious-lookirig face, and
was terrorized by it. But McCarty spoke
soothingly, and patted his slender burden
affectionately for a few moments till the
frightened beatings of the little heart were
quieted. :

Presently they were in the launch. Its
prow was turned northward. The boy jay
upon the seat." The engineer moaned un-
consciously in the bottom. The engine
snapped and sputtered. The salt brine
played [rothfully  with the prow. The Ser-

eant’s keen cyes searched the fog. He
ew/fbat in another hour the police-boat
would be at the barge taking off the prison-
ers. He knew, too, that in the same length
of time the Italian mother would be clasping
her child to her bosom, while Sergeant
McCarty for the time would have ceased to
be. And a great, red-headed boy of a man
with swollen face would be rolling in his
stocking-feet upon the floor, romping with
excited, rollicking children that called him
father, until & comfortable, homely woman
called:

““Mike, yer coffce’s ready! Come drink
it while ’tis hotl Then it’s a bath and yer
bed fer ye, and ’tis mesilf will see Chief
Brandt ner that Dago woman ner them lads
Dugan and Meyer nor nobody else have ye
out of it till ye get yer sleep out!”
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LTHOUGH part of thisstory may

seem to be about Cecil Pankhurst
and myself and some others, yct
S8 most of it rclates to Harry True.
] or that reason it is not so humorous as if it
were written entirely about the irresponsible
Britisher, because True was another type
of man, and not constantly getting into
wild affairs and having to be dug out by
nic or Miss Inez Chavarrez’s powerlul
relatives. .

Instead, he pounded doggedly along in
his mines up at La Bufa, came eighty miles
to town once a month with his gold bars,
left them at the Banco del Pacifico, said
“hello” at the Lotos Club and then went
back that same day, generally stopping
over night at old DofiaGuadalupe Becerra’s
on the edge of the corn country to see what
was doing among the despised agrarians.

I do not think that Harry True was a
man with some great secret sorrow, as our
romantic Mexican girl friends professed to
believe. He simply preferred work to
socicty Dbecause, after some years of
Lnogklng about, he was trying to make
£00

T had always liked True. He wasn't a
hig man like Pankhurst, but rather slight,
though undeniably wiry, with [air hair,
small bands and feet and a sweet, twidted
smile. He wasn’t precisely ugly and yet
he wasn't handsome, being rather quiet
and thin, but somehow, if he and youand a
beautiful lady were together anywhere Lhe
beautiful lady always fell in love with
poor True instead of yourself. I mentioned
this to Maida Rubio, a very nice girl whom
I knew, and a bosom friend of “Inez Chav-
arrcz, and learncd that Cecil had similarly
complained about it to Inez. I don’t know
why I speak of this, as it didn’t seem to
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interest either of the bwo girls, and so must’
probably have been the most awful piille,
but perhaps it shows what a lovable fellow
True was.

He was also a very - scnsntxve chap. Once
he spoke feelingly to me of having seen
down in Tepic a boyhood friend [rom the
Ohio town where they’d both lived, whom
tequile had got by the back of the neck and
who had gone comipletely to the bad and
had been put in the carcel for sgme irregular
conduct. True had got him“out of jail,

clothed him, f and had been repaid
by having once repeat his perform-
ances, this e with something actually
criminal.

“But Tke wasn’t always that way,” said
Harry, choking a little, *Just think what
the poor duffer must have gone through—
to turn from a good boy with a bad streak
into a bad man with a good streak!”

“T believe I'd as lief have him the lat-
ter,” .said I cynically. ,*Your surprises,
then, are only pleasant ones. But how do
you know he had even a good streak?”

“IHe wanted to give me back my sister’s
photograph,” <Harry said.in a low voice.
“He said he hadn't.a right to it any longer.
He knew, of course, of Sally’s death—-and
yet he'd camed that picture for practically
ten years.”

“I'm very sorry," I murmured. “I
didn’t know that you'd been as closc as
that.”

“Poor, badIke,”said Harry. “Italways
makes it worse to have your bad friends lovc
you,” and then he said no more about it.

It was shortly aftor Saint John-the-
Baptist's Day, when the rains begin and
it gets unmercifully hot in town, that Cecil
announced that Inez and Mama Chavarrez
had invited himself, and Miss Rubio and
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myself, to their summer home at La Gloria
up in the “high" sierra.

“I rather fancy there’s sorﬁe shooting
up there,” said he. “Overgrown cats, and
half-portion deer and that sort. of thing—
and some new beast called an armad llo.”

“You'll want your elephant—gun for
that,” said 1.

“I asked at Ketelsen’s but they hadn’t
ammunition for it,” said he innocently.
““So I bought a 30-30 Winchester like yours
and a patent Yankee revolver that shoots a
perfectly sickening number of shots in no
time at all. Personally I detest automatics,
and shall rely on my Webley if dttacked at
close quarters.”

“How do we go, and when?" I asked, for
I had no time to lose in preparing.

“From here to Posole by diligencia to-
mortow, then up the La Bufa trail on mules
as far as Candelaria and thence to La
Gloria. Antonio Navarétte and Pancho
Soto go along as mozos. And I've bought
the cunhningest little traveling bath ar-
rangement you ever saw,” he added en-
thusiastically. “It’s another of your clever
Yanken:1 notions. You see, it’s nothing in
the world but a rubber bag Well, you
hang this bag up on a nail in the wall.
You must poind the nail in as far as you
can, because you have to fill the bag with
watér. Then, the’re 3 o tube and a brush.
Novl the brush |s [astened to the fube.

see?"

“I see,”’ said I “Grasping the tube in
your hand, you ]\lmp up in the air, turn,
end descend:headion into the bag.”

“No-no, no-nq"'\ said he hurriedly.
“Why, man,; it enly holds a quart! That'’s
the beauty df it! Now, the bristles in this
brush are really not bmtlcs dt all—they're
tubes!”

“What? More tubes? H}qw many tubes

there altogether?” i
Well,” said he, "the bﬁ.ls'h of course,
in the general shape of an ellipse—"

“Isita true ellipse?’’ I asked amuously

“N-go,” said he reluctaitly. - “It isn’t
precisely a frue ellipse. It’s a trifle too flat
for that—— |

“Yoli can easily figure it out if you re-
member the: formula,” T said.
these thbes at1a distance of| say, five milli-
rneters]apart end knowing (he precise area
-of thej elliptical surface,.the quantity of

water in theuﬁag would become less un- -

Ic.now‘ni than’ uncertain. II‘ I now, you will

‘clay

“Plotting .
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let ‘x} equal the nail in the wall—"

At ths point I detected Cecil hunting in
blind rage through his! pockets [or the new
automat.lc, and so left him and sought
sanctuary in the Club.i

Vedl ear y the next.morning we started,
six ’-'1 all, counting fat Mama Chavarrez and
the cochero, and 'by nightfall had made
Posole where Doia Guadalupe lived, com-
ing up through the flat corn and tobacco
lands to the foot of the dark green siesra.

Dofia Guadalupe lived in a white-walled,
adobe house three hundred years old. I do
not doubt the figures because she herself
must have been much older. Her face
looked exactly like a withered walnut and

_she tottered around on the uneven bricks

of the portal among her educated pigs and
chickens as if each move would be her last,
whichiit never was. But she was an amaz-
ingly shrewd old person, and knew eve
thing of local interest, from the size of the
corn crop to the next visit of the internal
revenue inspector, which is leoked forward
to with the same panting eagerness as the
approach of the.plague.

It was excessively hot that night, and
neither Cedl nor I oould sleep, even on hard
canvas cots. ‘So we arose somewhere around
midnight and got-some beer out of the red
olla where we'd put it to cool, and
walk about on the cold flags of the court-
yard In our pajamas, imbibing from the
bott.les, and planning greatsiaughter among
the vicious armadillos.

It was very still there, in the soft southern
mghtl with only faint dream-noises from
the pigs and chickens and a subdued rumble
[rom the room where slept Mama Chavar-
rez and the two young ladies. While I was
rating with Cecil over ,the un-
doubfed ownership of the snore, agi telling
him how very :sorry I was, a horse’s shoe
clinked silverly against a stone in the road

without.

Weé stole to the street do q.nd‘ unbolted
it. Thenight overhead was clear and bright,
a.lthoﬁgh wreaths of cobweb-like mist drift-
ing in from the river were smokily, [ring-
ing the thatched jacales of Posole, and we
could| see the junctu:e of the two moun-
tain trails and the river road. From Posole,
then,|one could come; or go on five routes,
including the ford, and as we looked we saw,
in the space of a Tew minutes, four horsemen
come| from as many directions and poke
their |animals up the mountain trail to La
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Bufa.  One was tall, and one was fat and
burly, and one had glinting silver bosses on
his mule’s head-stall and his stirrup leath-
ers. The fourth man wore no spurs, or
faintly tinkling ornaments. He rode like an
American, erect and with his hands held
low, and {rom the waist down he seemed
part of the animal bencath him, so imper-
ceptibly did he sway. -Shadowy ‘and silent,
with sombreros down to their eyes, and
muffled to their chins in serapes, the un-
known night-riders stole out of the dark
forest and the wraithlike mist, padded
swiftly by, and were gone.

I looked at Cecil to see what he thought.
But Cecil only yawned and said that his [eet
were cool now and that he {ancied he could
sleep, so we both went back to our cots.

At dawn, as we were about to climb on to
our mules, I mentioned the cpisode of the
night-riders, all going La Bufa way, to
Dofa Guadalupe and asked what ske
thought about it, I noticed that she de-
layed her answer until we were actually in
motion, .and then the old crone said only
two words, and saw fit to whisper those,
“El Mosco” (“The Fly”). But since I
didn't know who or what * El Mesco” was,
and because I wanted to keep close to Miss
Rubio (merely in case of accident on the
trail), I rode along without much else in
ray powerful mind, and promptly forgot all
about the mysterious birds of the night.

We climbed hard all morning, getting up
from the succulent, tropic vegetation and
the soft, red hillsides to where the centu-
ries-old trail lay deep worn in the white
canlera rock, and where the trees were all:
ocotes, and the air was full of resinous, piney

odors. We all grew so happy up there, S8

winding light-heartedly along the trail in
the keen atmosphere and the bright sun-
light, that T began to wish for Harry True.
And that made me think again ol the La
" Buia trail and the night-rider., and so

we made Candelaria,- where you' ch se
between La Bufa and the pine-topped
heights of La Gloria, I said I thought I'd
go on for a night at True's..

“But you can't do that, Don Ricardo,”
said Inez very promptly. “This is the day
he brings his bars to the bank. Concha
Suarus papa owns the bank, apd she told-
me so.”

I looked at. her, puffing- out: my cheeks
and thinking, -Sure-enough, nrwa.s True's
conducia day. -

-Adventure
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“Who .is this {El Mesco’ person?” I
asked abruptly. '“He and threc others:
weat up this trail last night.”*" '

At this Mama Chavarrez gave me a
startled look and nearly fell off her:mule.

“El Mosco!"” she gasped. ‘“ Los bandidos!
Valgame Dios! "Antonio! Pancho! E!
Moscaesta en caminol Oh, why did I bring
these two children!” she wailed. “Aye-,
Dios! El Mosco will murder us all!”

“Do. you know what that means?"” said
I to Paxkhurst in Eig ish, above. the up:|
roar of Spanish from the women and the
excited jabbering of the mogos. ‘‘That
meaps that it’s up to you and me to get,
Harry True out of troug I’ And we both
got down and began to cinch up our mules.

“The automatic is in my saddle-bags,”
Cecil cried out, as he: tugged lrannca]]y at
his cinch. “Theré“are éxtra cartndges for
the 30-30’s there, too. Best .dump ’em
loose in your pocket, old man.”

““Nothing’s lodded, you know,”. I mut-
tered back, and pu]led my Winchester from-
its sadd]e ‘sheath. “Load up now, .while
you've got time, Cecil,” and for one still
moment we stood there breathing hard and
filling the magazines with bright, cold -car-
tridges.

"Ht'll be about.ten miles out.of La Bufa
bynow,” I said as I worked. ““The next few
miles will tell the story: They’ll lay for him
in that big berrance as sure as fatel They
can ride up the riv,.er-bedithen, and get over
the mountains into Durango.”

“Don’t figure on what they'll do,” said

Cecil angrily. . ‘“What we’ve got to do is Lo
get to True.” “Inez!” he'yelled command-
ingly, I want: yot to.go up to La Gloria
fast as you .can.;
By this time, I suppase; it had been made
clear to the women what-we were getting
ready to do, because the two girls exchanged
pallid looks arid slipped silently down from
their mules. The next few moments werc
very confused.:

“I won't go to La Glonal" I heard Inez
crying to Cecil, from somewhere inside his
coat. “I’ll stay right here till I die il you-
don’t come hack!”

Of course; there wasn't.any -one. to inter-
fere with me, and I was much relieved about
it until Maida Ruhio, white-faced and qwet
took the bridle out of my hand. .-

“Why, Maida—don't. do ‘that!” I stam—
mered. “I've got .to. go/ It's Trie, you
know,—Harry True. He’ll be in trouble!”



’

On the Way to La Gloria

“I know,” she whlspered her great soft
eyes blumng away everythirg i in the world
for me but a quivering white face. ‘I know
I have no right to'keep you, or even ask you
to stay, but—"

As I said; it was all very confused, and
I caught a glimpse of Mam' Chavarrez
crying as if her.heart would brealk, and one
of the useless mozos scooting up the trail to
La Gloria, but what I principally remember
is what I am not allowed to write about, so
there you are.

We lelt them then and rode straight up
the hill. Gaining the summit of the cordon
we paused:Bn instant to stare across the
green walled cleft of the barrance at the
trail zigzagging down from La Bufa.

“No signs ol True,” I shouted to Cecil
over my shoulder. ‘That means he'’s not
down the hill yet, in which case we’ll be
held up, or else he’s down in the river-bed
and we'll have to hustle.”

If we were held up on the trail, which I
fully expected, there would be nothing, to
do but dismount.and shoot, which might be
the best for'True anyway, as ke then would
hear us, But there wasn’t a sound as we
plunged down toward the ribbony, white
bed of the river, and1 bega.n towonder if we
weren't'going 0 come in just on the nick
of time.: As it: happened, that is precisely
what we did.:

" A few hundrEd :yards above the river the
trail split.: pfused' a fraction of a second,
then chose:the;disused descent and spurred
down. As‘I struck-the.gravel, with Cecil
close behiad, ¥ saw. True's four bar mules
a long stone's throw away; just starting the

climb-up from theriver-on the main leg:of.
the itrail. - Behind them ¢dme True on his .

old white horse, talking tahis mozo.

But True:couldn't: se hat both Cex:l.l
and I saw, ‘and that was the head of a man
peering from behind a bodlder-on a line wzth
the front mute!.

I'jerked outimy.revolver and let it go in
the air as:we galloped.
rocks, Harry!”: I yelled.
Turn back??

- But.it was too'late. He was up into the
trax} now, andacarbine spit outits venomous
surpnse, .and the old white horse went down
onilsknecs ::Another shot from yomewhere,

and ‘Frue’s moro.clapped his hand to hisside
with :a:‘bewildered -expression, .then sank
down on his face in the dust.

- I, couldn’t see T'rue at all now, as we were

HTum back!

“Look outdor the -
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beldw. him and at right angles with his line
of imarch, but what I did see was a man
crohch.mg by a rock os he pulled a gun stock
up Lo his cheek to shoot. I jerked my mule
to a standstill and turned loose with the
automatic. I wished 1t had been Cecil’s
elephant gun.

The man by the rock wavered, dropped
his gun and seemed to bend like a hinge-in
the middle. Then Cecil at my elbow got
into action with the 30-30; I had forgotten
all about him. The peering man near the
[oremost mule had started from behind his
shelter, surprised at our first shots, and had
forgotten to go back, He didn't scem to
know whether to shoot at True, ourselves,
or not to shoot at any one. Cecil decided
for him—the man failed Lo shoot at all.

I guess that True, after he'd disentangled

himself [rom the old white horse, which had
[allen on him,; must have seen these two [all,
and thought that it was all over, for he now
appeared limping back down the trail into
the river-bed| He was waving his hand at
us and shouting.joyfully. Cecil and I were
both standing behind our mules, for we
knew. there were two more thugs somewhere
up there in the rocks, and I began to con-
geal from my feet up at the sight of Harry.
a fair, white mark there all alone.
' on the hillside on the upper side of the
trdil a man now started intoiview. He'd
been concealed, like the others; behind either
a tree or a boulder, and was one of the two
remaining. This. man settled his gun into
his shoulder and let drive at True.

The bullet fell short. Striking at True's
feet, it showered him with gravel, and woke
both him and us into action.

[But the action didn’t bear fruition, at
least by me, for I frantlcally tugged away
oy the trigger of the automatic only to find
that I'd. sﬁot out the clip in my-first edort!
C cil, too, was in trouble, swearing [right-.
fully over a jammed shell, and beating the

n lever.on the horn of his saddle, I froze
Eg ain as I saw the man pump in another
cartndge and crouch down to.take a rest
for a steadier- aim.

r;)ut into ‘the open near lis companion
stepped the last of the four dgndidos. . This
man wore no short, braided riding coat like

e others, nor were. his- tropsers the cus-

ary tight, ¢horro affairs with flaring
l:lfttoms Jnstead] ke stood outlined against

e skyline.in his.ahirt-sleeves, an ald black
vést swinging open, a conical-topped, black
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felt hat on his head. I seemed to recognize
e national trait in bhis swilt directness of
action. My jaw dropped, for I saw he was
no Mexican. We would have to do some
shooting nowl

The man stopped and threw up his gun.
At the almost instant report the carbine
slipped loose from its owner’s hands and
slid jingling down among the stones. He
had not shot at either True or Cecil
or me, but he had shot and killed his
companion!

Startled by the sound of the first shot and
the gravel, True whirled about and cocked
his revolver. But his enemy had now col-
lapsed behind the boulder, and all True
could see was a man with a black felt hat
standing out in thc open aiming at some-
thing with a gun? At that True very natu-
rally threw up his arm and fired.

I don't suppose he could have done it
again in a thousand years, for the man was
high above him and a hundred yards off.
But any way, the whole thing, which had
not taken up more than two minutes at the
outside, now came (0 an abrupt end, for the
man with the black felt hat threw up his
hands in a'curious, helpless way, and broke
at the waist and knees,

“He shot the other fellow!”' I heard my-
self excitedly shouting to True. ' Wedidn’t
shoot him! He shot him!”

But Harry True only stood and stared at
us, the revolver slipping {rom his hand.
His face grew perfectly bloodless, drained
of every vestige of the healthy color of &
moment ago. Helooked as if he were about
to topple over into the bottomless pit.
Presently, with the same awful expression
on his [aee, he - turned and made for the
trail, stumbling along through the gravel, as
if he were walking in a dream.

We found him bending over the Ameri-
can. The man was clutching feebly at
True’s sleeve, and rasping in his throat.

“I didn't know they were your bars,
Harry!"” he was saying [aintly, with a hump-
ble, dog-like fondness in his eyes. *‘I was
broke, and they ‘conned’ me into this.
But I've paid up, Ha'ry. I—I got him for
you—and—and I've paid vp.”

“Good-by old fellow,” he mumbled.
He groped blindly for True's band. “I
guess——I guess I’'m going now.”

“Good-by Ike, old man,” said Harry,
and held h.u'n there silently in hisiarms until
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presently the body of his boyhood’s friend,
the good boy with the bad streak, grew cold
and his bead fell logsely to one side,

Then Cecil did a sensible thiag.

“Get up now,” hesaid to Triie, gently but'
firmly. “We’ve all got work te do. We’ve
got to lobk alter your mogo, and catch your
mules and see thaf they're all right. And
then we’ve got to go on to town with your
bars, aiid let the authorities know aboct
this, and make depositions, and all Lhat
sort of thing. But first we’ll look after your,
Mo ” [}

True listened dully, and only nodded his
head. He was putting out his hand to the
silent form and whispering, as il he were in
some way saying a farewell prayer.

“And then we'll come back—come back
and bury Ike, won't wer” said True in
queer, shaky tones.

“And then we'll lp ;. Ike,” said Cecil
comfortingly, and we walked him down the
trail with our arms tight around him, for
he was sobbing like a child.

And 5o we finally got things straightened
out and, putting Harry and his man on our
two saddle animals and driving the bar
mules ahead, we climbed up out of t.he Valley
of the Shadow, and finally reached the crest.

It secemed pretty good to get up there
again. It secrned mighty fine to come up
out of that damnable gorge, with its rotten
memories, and see a girl waiting at the top
of the hill, and eee her face turn from while
to red, and have her come hurrymg down
the trail toward you. I'd never known that
there were things in life like that, and so,
1 suppose, was pretty foolish about it, but
I guess it was all worth while.

But it took poor,; .blameéless True a long
time to brace up, and not until we'd got
back in town did he get into decent shape
again. . There Cecit and'1 reported the
attacking force:as composed of three men,
and stuck to it 3o manfully that even Harry
came out of his glooms at the spectacle of
Ananias being backed off the dump.

“And that’s perfectly true, aiter all,”.
said he faintly, after we’d had our conlerence
with the Jefe Polmco “Ike- didn’t mean
to do it.”

But Cecil, -who was improving, only
Jooked blankly at Harry. with a heaven-sent
-British stare and said: ‘“I'm quite sure I
haven’t the faintest idea what you are
talking about.”



hole for his hip-bone with his
i trowel-like intrenching tool and
: had rolled into his blankets with
every assurance that he would be aroused by
the shrilling of brass trumpets and a roar
of battle. Instead, he was dragged slowly
irom his sleeping state by the insistent crow-
ing of a rooster. Pendleton had watched
the rooster during the day—a scrawny fowl
who had fallen victim to the wiles of the
foraging company cook. Presently, through
the thin wall of the shelter-tent he could
hear the cook lamenting the fact that he had
not slit theicock’s throat that day and call-
ing down tlie wrath of the gods on the whole
race.of chickend for disturbing his stumbers.

On the ground beside Pendleton lay
Brown, his tea:—mate Brown had served
six years in regular army and was of
vast, benefit:to Pendleton, although he came
far from mchmg that young man’s ideals
of martial : perfection. Brown lay now
with one 'mgged blue sleeve under his
bearded cheek, snoring peacefully. Pendle-
ton stared; at him anxiqusly, divided be-
tween an intense desire tdiwaken him and
fear of the cousequent prbfanity.

Finally he gave in to his fears and took
toclea.mngiusnﬁe takigg care to He quiet
in the operaho eléss moverhent :of
thie ¢ eaning-rod b&ought Brown’s cattridge-
belt crashing to the ground, and Brown sat
up with a grunt. Fora second he stared at
PendletonTmth an owlish, vacant lntehse-
ness. Then he demanded

“|What Ye doin’?” _

i l g my nﬂe," Pendleton explained

l ' D‘ ENDLETON had dug a shallow

e Whnt pme is 1t?”
p produced his watch and
scn*td:ed match his companion watching
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"and riding-boots.
- had carried yardsticks.

praceedings with all the gravity of a judge.
Pendleton .confessed that} it was only three
o’clock. The rooster croyed as he spoke.

Brown offered no replyf He stared at the
younger man with the 1 ieved air of a
disappointed parent, sighed, shook his head
and went back to sleep. Pendleton finished
the operation of cleaning the rifle, then care-
fully counted the cartridges in his belt.
This done, he adjusted and readjusted the
complicated-looking military sights, esti-
mating in his mind the distances of various
familiar pieces of landscape and trying to
imagine just how big 2 man would look a
thousand 'yards away. He wanted to ask
Brown about thisand a hundred other things.
Anxiously he looked again at his watch. It
wg seventeen minutes after three.

e leaned back in his blankets, thinking
of the dreams that he had just passed
through, as 2 man will suddenly after being
awake for a little time. He remembered
‘trying to climb a hill whose summit was
crowned by a picturesquely orderly line of
men in scarlet coats, canary-colored trousers
Instead of guns they
The explanation of
these yardsticks was just about to be made
when the rooster’s racket had roused him.

he rhythmic sound of Brown's snoring
mprged gradually into the noise made by the

men in canary-colored trousers measuring
the hill with their yardsticks, and Pendleton
slept again.

t the far end of the great camp where
Pendleton slept, a light had .been burning
steadily in a tent slightly larger than the
others and set apart from therest. A group

tired-looking | horsps held by drowsy

erlies were faintly outlined in the dark-
nqss. The wire of a ﬁeld-telegraph, dr:ﬁ-
ping from a slendér pole to the door of the
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tent, shone faintly in the light which came
through the canvas. Sounds of low-voiced
conversalion and the scratching of innum-
erable matches kept the orderlies barely
awake.

Suddenly there ‘was a louder murmur
from -within the tent, the telegraph key
commenced clicking sharply, and a little
knot of men issued from the tent and
climbed stifly into their saddles. Ten
minutes later a bugle, in the hands of some
man who had never earned his position by
merit, began calling in the darkness. Other
bugles took up the note, until the whole vat
stretches of the great camp reverberated.

Pendleton sat bolt upright with the
brazen notes dinning in his ears. Now
surely, he thought, Brown would awaken.
But Brown slept on peacefully until Pen-
dleton prodded him.

“Hear the bugles?’’ he demanded brea@-_
lessly.

Brown took a stretch that made his
bones crack, and revelled in an enormous

awn.

““Oh, yes,” he said, “I hear ’em. Sweet
soundin’ things, ain’t they?”

Pendleton nodded eagerly.

“They make me {eel shaky up and down
my back,” he confessed.

Brown pulled on his trousers and stared
at the young man blankly. There were
things about. Pendleton whlch he did not
understand. He did not even attempt to
fathom them. The boy hurried his dcessing
with fingers that shook. He eyed his rifle
and the short bayonet in its sheath with
evident relish.

“There'll be a battle to-day, won't
there?” he asked anxiously.

“Maybe so,”’ admitted Browr grudg-
ingly. “They will happen sometimes in
spite o' the army.”

Pendleton started pulling on his sqrks,
looking with concern at a large, white blister
on the heel of his left foot. The thought of
walking on that was not pleasant.

“Better grease them fieet,” suggested
Brown, busy with a paste of some sort
which he was digging from a yellow tin can.

“There isn’t time,” answered Pendleton.
“T'll dp it to-night. Ax:lyhowJt ‘I used all

my vaseline on my rifle.”

“You didn’t!” exclaimed ann, then he
shook his head in the same pained uncom-
prehending way-and went on with his dress-
ing. They strupped on. their; belts and
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went out into the cool June air, The camp,
of the regiment lay, in a rolling, open coun-
try, with only a patch of hardwood dotting
the landscape at different points. A hun-
dred yards back of the last row of tenta the
steel rails of a rallway lirie ran between their
parallels of barbed wire fence, and far to the
north the morning smoke of a city blackened,
the sky.

Pendleton stood [or an instant in the dodr
of the tent and rubbed his eyes. The artil-|
lerymen belonging to the regimental battery
were watering their hoirses in a shallow
creek which Howed rough the field. On,
all sides of them rose“the smoke of tiny
fires, and the smell of toffee and bacon was
thick in the air. A few paces away from
them the cook, busy. with a great kettle of
coffee, was eymng~the “wwretched rooster in
specchless wrath. .

"‘You take that darned bird ’long with
you,” he bawled as he saw the two men.
‘T ain’t goti time to kill him!”

Pendleton” found his- appetite waning
when the men grouped around the steaming
kettle. Across the rail fence on the north
of the big field he.could see long winding
columns of brownwlad infantry moving
east. The puffing of many locomotives’
sounded to the north, drew nearer and
nearer until a long train of flat-cars, each
one crowded with more of the brown sol-
diers, crawled intosight around acurve in the
track. Pendleton watched with interest.
There were three locomotives, puffing labor-
iously, and behind them stretched an inter-
minable line of flat-cars..: The men on the
cars shouted at the gunners, watering their

" horses in the ‘creek, until finally the last of

the: cars passed out, of sight.

Brown looked up at the cloudless sky as
they started back to théir tent.

“Goin’ to Be one ﬁhe, scorchin’ day for
hikin’,” he announced.

“We'll never notice lt in the excitement
of battle,” Pendleton assured him

“Oh, won’t we?”” demanded Brown with
a scomful grunt, .and commenced :pulling
tent-pegs. .

Pendleton found it hard to bring himself
to the ordinary things of camp life. ; There
was much to be seen on all sides of hin—
and vastly more to be guessed. Wh\'le he
was engaged in taking apart the jointed
ridge-pole of the tent, three entire batteries
weant by on the north and south road at a
steady trot, the harnesses jingling, the men
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bobbing around dizzily on the jolting seats,
the whole clattering, clanking column cn-
veloped in roll.mg white clouds of dust.

“lf you've finished lookin’ I’ll take that
stick,” Brown remmded him, and Pendlcton

fell to work
By the ti they shouldereH their blanket-
rolls Pendléton was aware that it was tre-

mendously hot. The slight breeze that had
blown in the early morning had given it up.
The pall of smoke above the distant city
hung almost motionless in the air. The
weight of his blanket-roll, gun and ammuni-
tion began Lo assume serious proportions.

“We won't have to all this ‘into
battle, will we?'’ he inquixe? anxiously.

“Yow'll have to carry it,” replied Brown,
“until you thmk you're totin’ a mattress an’
a fumace an’ a whole pantry full o’ dishes—
an’ then you'll have to carry it a ways
farther!”

The company lines were formed in the
field. The thick, heavy grass was still
damp with dew, but it looked terribly hot
in the roads beyond. The battery lum-
bered out into the road and clattered away,
and the first company of infantry began
filing through a gap in the fence.

“Ouch!” yelled Pendleton as he took
the first ste@ Brown grinned sympa-
thetically.

"Bhster?" he asked cheerfully.

“Ub-hub,” ! said Pendleton;
wrinkle in my{ sock, tool” A

“Joyl” remarked Brown, and the com-
pany wheeled' into column of fours and
trailed into thé road. There were six com-
panies on the road ahead of them, and the
scuffing, feet of six hundrgd men had raised
the dust in thick clouds, which hung in the

“and a

still air and settled slowly. Already the
scrub oak, willows and lalong the
ditches were powdered; Ahick. 'The first

choking mouthful set Pendleton cou; hing
and sputteritig and settled in his ¢yes.; Be-
fore he had gone a dozen yards he found
that he could breathe it without gaspmg,
but it ihurt his eyes terribly. : He ! com-
forted  himself by the thought that ‘when
it came to actual fighting they wouldleave
:ihe road for the fields-where there was no
ust. .
'I'hewnnklemthesockshduntllltcame
just over the blister and then settled. He
tried setting hisifoot down stiffly o t.he toe
without touching the ‘heel. . This p
umuslactory, it eased’the heel but it hurt
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the muscles of his calf. The regiment
tramped two straight miles down the fence-
lined road and then came to 4 jolting halt at
across-road. Pendleton péered through the
dust and saw that the column had been cut
in two by a passing regiment of cavalry
moving along the crass-road. He watched
the troopers with shining eyes; they were
more to his liking. Their blue tunics and
scarlet trousers shone in the sunlight, and
the white pennens on their lances snapped
in the air. They seemed to enjoy keeping*
the infantry waiting. There was a con-
stant interchange of chaffing between the
two colurans. The last of the cavalrymen,
a short corporal on a white horse, shifted
his lance to the bridle hand, put his
thumb to his nose and twiddled his fingers
derisively at the infantrymen, who swore
roundly in reply.

“Dog-gone them cavairy!” snorted
Brown. ‘“Ain’t a bit of use an’ always
gettin’ in the way!”

The idea of such brilliant soldiers being
of no use rankled in Pendleton’s mind.

"History shows——"' he commenced ar-
gumentatively, but Brown was talking
about dogs to the man on the other side of
him, and Pendleton kept still. The column

led to the north and followed in the
w§: of the cavalry over a road which was
even dustier than the one they had left.
Pendleton learned to hitch his'shoulders and
ease the weight of his blanket-roll, thich
was growing intolerable. The pa.in in his
foot, however, did not lessen. The road
stretched straight before them and the regi-
ment plodded steadily. Al that they saw

‘through the dust was more troops moving
“this way'and that. All that they heard
‘was the sound of .men’s voices swearing

at the dust, and the shuffling of thou-
sands of feet.
Once: Pendleton saw a clump of officers

- gathered about a man with a flag on a hill-
topclose to theroad. The man was waving

the flag frantically at something on the other
side of thehill, and the officerswere writing in
notebooks. .The man with the flag stopped
waving and mopped bis{ace violently with a
red handkerchief. Pend]eton decided that
it was not so;much codler in the fields after
all. 'He gla.noed at Brown and found that

: the latter had tied his handkerchief cowbdy

fashion about his face to keep out the dust.
Brown’s stolid indifference and lack of inter-
est in what might happen galled him.
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‘“When is the battle going to start?” he
demanded clnldlshly

“*Never, I hope,” Brown growled through
}u's 'dust-guard. “Fightin’s hotter'n march-
in’—an’' that’s bad enough!”

They passed a mile-post, from which the
beating of wind and rain had washed cvery-
thing but a noncommittal legend which read
‘“2 miles to.” Pendleton wondered what it
was that it wasseven milesto. The idea of
seven miles stuck fast in his mind. Would
they have to walk that far? Possibly it
meant the city whose smoke he had seen
that morning—a city which he had been
told he was helping to defend against' the
invading army. He could not see exactly
what good he was doing as a defender,
marching along a dusty road away from the
city, with nothing in sight but a red-faced
man waving a flag. Battles, he bad under-
stood, commenced at daybreak, when the
uncertain light added to the sublimity of
the scene.

The pain in his blistered [oot increased.
It commenced to climb his ankle and spread
into his leg.. He would not have believed
that he could endure such agony and keep
on walking. Had he been at home he
would have made a [uss about it. He
wanted to do so now, but he had no faith in
Brown’s sympathy. At length he began to
limp and he felt that the limp demanded
explanation.

““My foot hurts like sin,” he confessed.

“Never mind; your rifle won’t rust,”
Brown comlorted him, still thinking of the
wasted vaseline.

The hot air somewhere shook suddenly
with the roar of a field-gun. Another [ol-
lowed it, and soon a whole battery was
thumping in the distance. Between the
dull reports of the guns sounded a sharper,
rattling sound. 'Pendleton’s heart leaped
a1d for a moment the pain in his foot and
the gall.mg of his accouterments were for-

otten, - He looked at Brown inquiringly.
he latter nodded.

“There’s your battle, kid,” he said.
“Like it2" )

Pendleton nodded. He thought of so
many questions he wanted to ask- about it
that he could think of nothing to say.. He
tried o locate the noise of more ex-
actly. but failed. Now it
that it came from straiglt
agaih it seemed to be to 4
minutes the sound thrilled hin

, then it com-
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menced to grow monotonous. There was
no change in it—just the eternal thudding
of the big guns and the sharper crackling of
the rifles. -It did-not even grow louder or
fa.mter, but held the same gotelike the buz-
zing machinery-of a shop. It was no longer
sufficient to keép the physical discomfort of
his body off his mind. -

His limp beceme more pronounced, and
the bottoms of his feet burned like fire.
The dust hed scttled in his-eyes until they
ached and smarted; and his mouth felt
and parched. He could no longer easc
shoulder by shifting his blanket-roll. Both
places where it had, rested were galled and
chafed. He [elt that:the flesh beneath his
army shirt must look’ like the shoulder of an
over-worked horse. His rifle had come to
weigh tons, and his bayonet-sheath pounded
insistently againsthis’hip. It reminded him
,of the torment he had suffered in a dentist’s
"chair when the strokes of the tiny hammer
seemed to go clear through the roof of his
head. He was certain that the pounding
sheath had worn' a_perceptible groove in
his hip.

“How far have we got to march?” he
asked a lean men on his left. The man
shook his head. Pendleton twrned to
Brown with the same question.

“Dunno,” enswered that veteran cheer-
fully. “Depends on what hey’re goin’ to
do with us.’

‘“Aren’t you tired?? Pendleton wanted
to know.

“Not this early in the mornin’,” replied
Brown, and, buried his mouth beneath the
handkerchief as though to shut off further
conversation.

Pendleton found himsell taking a sub-
conscious sort of interest in the leggmgs of
the man in front of them. At first he only
wondered why they wére different from his
own and dlstovered that they buttoned in-
stead of lacing. There were seven buttons
on the right leg and- only six on the left.
This worried him and he bent his brows try-
ing to reason it out., The noise of firing had
ceased to mean,a battle; it had become
merely a sort of Thmg which dominated all
else but did not huve to be taken into ac-
count.

He could not see how the man m.Lh the
mismatched leggings walked so fast: His
own strides, he knew, shortened at every
step; they must, with the pain in his foot
and leg becoming sharper all the time. And
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yet in some inscrutable [ashion he managed
to keep his place. He wanted to pitch-his
blanket-roll into the itch, but kept it on
ior some reason which he was too 'tired to
inalyze; he only” knew that he had to keep
it because Brown had saidso. Of course th
would go back that night to the" ‘field where
he had slept the night before—alter they had
jought the battle. He could not see the use
in carrying his tent and blankets with him
when he would only have to carry them
back again.

With a sudden start he realized that the
column had halted. Men on'all sides of
him were easing buckles and straps, tighten-

ing shoe-laces and squaring themselves

away for more miles. Pendleton rested the
stock of his rifle on the ground and raised
his'lame leg into the air like a dog. = He felt
Lhat he would care for nothing else if only he
might stand perfectly still for the rest of his
life. There was a small chetry tree near the
fence with a grateful patch of shade beneath
it, where the grass grew thick and green. In
the center of the patch of grass was a tram-
pled depression where something had lam.
Pendleton knew that he would fit exactly
into the depressien; there was a forked
branch against which he could lean his rifle;
he would go to si¢gep instant y.

he man witly the leggings that but-
toned began suddfn.ly to.go ahead down the
rodd. Pendleton was délighted; the regi-
ment was going to move off and leave him
to sleep under thk cherry tree.

“Here, kid, don’t go to sleep standing
up!” Brown said roughly.

Pendleton roused himself,-and Yhe inces-
sant ploddmg commenced again. Dust,
blanket-roll, - bayonet-sheath: and- galling
foot-had been merged ioto one nightmare-
like oppression which weighed down on him.
The separate details of his thiiire lost their
indiyiduality. He passed into a state of
semi-unconsciousness. The only part of
him that seemed alive was whatever brain-
cells prompted him to put one foot in front
of the other.and then drag. the second wear-
ily past it. He was roused by umpmg
violently into the man with the buttoned
leggings and ﬁndmg that they had halted

a
gma'csh "exclaimed Ltheman, glaring angrily
over his shou]der, ‘‘you must be a darned
sight more anxious to walk than I gm!”
This time the regiment stood stock still in
the middle-of the road for hdlf an hour.
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The men were allowed to sit down, and the
roadside became dotted with! brown figures
and brown guns, sprawled.out in the grass.
Officers stood in knots talking and listening
to the sounds of ;battle. Pendleton came
baqk to a normal state of consciousness.
He' listened inteatly to the roar of battle.
It sounded exactly as it had the last time
be had paid attention to it, only that it
séemed to come from all sndes at once, and
the sharper, rattling sound was louder now,
fairly drowning out the deeper booming of
the artillery.

He logked at the men about him, stretched
out in postures designed to give 'the great-
est amount of perfect rest in a short
time. They did not look very imposing or
very military. The only uniformity about
them was the brown trousers and the white
streaks of the blanket-rolls—and even these
varied in degree of dirtiness. Some of
them wore blue shirts, others brown, and it
seemed as though every hat was cocked at
g different angle. All of them were pow-
dered a dirty .white with the dust; they
looked more like laborers than soldiers.

A couple of officers came and leaned
against the fence near where Pendleton lay.
They were different! Their leather puttees
glisteped neatly through the sun, their
trinﬂ?ﬂckets set squarely and their trousers
narrawed fashionably at the'knees. One of
them was dark and the other light; both
wore slim, closely trimmed mustaches and
were carefully shaved. Pendleton gloated
over their appearance. They were listening
intently to the firing.

“It jsn’t working any férther to the
north,” said the light-haired mag. “That’s
a comfort.”

“And it won't, either,” said the dark one.
““We've had too much artillery for 'em.”

They climbed to the top of the rail fence
and rolled cigarettes. .

“It wouldn’t surprise me if old Hecker’d
try to use the cavalry,” commented the
blonde officer. ‘“He's got a weaknes$ for
Korses—and: thosc scarlet trousers would
look beautiftl in a charge.”

Jl “I'd like to ‘see it,” adnutted the other;,
‘but they’diget cut up.”

“Oh, they'd get bucketted!” announced
the first oné. Then a fat captain appeared
near them, and they threw away their cigar--
ﬁttes, slid off the fence and disappeared.

From the' head of .the cilumn an order
rolled from icaptain to sergeant and from



4“4

captain to sergeant down the long column,
and the -men grumblingly scrambled back
into line. As they did so, the sound of
frantically rapid hoof-beats sounded on the
bard road in the distance, clicking sharply
through the rumbling overtone of firing.
There was something dramatic about the
sound which reached even the dusty, sweat-
ing column. Even Biown looked inter-
ested. There was a cross-road a hundred
feet ahead of the spot where Pendleton
stood, and down it a solitary horseman
came, galloping madly. Pendleton caught
a fleeting but clean-cut picture of him as he
swept around the cormner. Scarlet trousers
and blue coat had been reduced to the same
shade by the powdering dust. His shako
had fallen back, held on only by the chin-
strap; his face was white, the pallor gleam-
ing through the sweat and dirt on his face.
Pendleton could even see the quid of tobacco
under the flesh of the man’s cheek. The
horseman drove his mount straight at a
group ol officers, then hauled the beast up
on his haunches, saluted stifly and handed
something to 2n officer.

The column shool from end to end. Offi-
cers turned toward their companies and
bawled at them.

“Forward—double quick!” yelled a ser-
geant near Pendleton.

“Now, kid,” warned Brown, “ you'll learn
what hikin’ really isl”

For fifty yards Pendleton ran on his toes
as he had once been taught to do, and it was
easier on his fect. He was exhilarated at
the prospect; he could forget the plodding,
choking miles because now they were actu-
ally going into battle. The orderly on the
fiery horse had meant war—real, red war
with bangin guns and rushing columns!
After all, he thought, the marching was a
necessary preparation. The dusty miles
behind him became haloed with a glamour
that they had lacked. He might even sce
that splendid blue-and-scarlet horde of
lancers racing across the rolling megdows
toward hostile infantry—the blonde officer
had almost promised it! Again the creeping
shudders of anticipation went up his spine.
The sight of a big field-hospital in a meadow
at theroadside did not frighten him. There
were few weak centers in Pendleton’s nerv-
ous-system; physical terror haq always been
very'far away from him. !/

But fifty yards at the “deible” set the
perspiration streaming dows: his face, and
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the dust flew in still thicker clouds under the:

ing feet of the column., Pendleton found
thatie could no longer run on his toes as he
wished to do; the weight of his accouter-,
ments told on him: He began to paqt
heavily. His rifle, swinging by its sling-
strap [rom his shoulder, bo bEtd about craz-
ily, and his bayonet-sheath battered his
thigh worse than before. 'He came down
flat-{doted now, and the throbbing pain in
his foot came back with ever-increasing
sharpness.

“How d’ye like this?” demanded Brown,
glancing sideways at’ the other's reddemnq
face. -

“Can’t stand much of it!”” gasped Pendle-
ton, clutching his flapping canteen with ong
hand. He tried to think how far troops
were supposed to move at the * double” and
to estimate how far he had run already.
He glanced back over'his shoulder and saw
a red barn which k@ knéw was near the place
they had halted.  He had not run hall a
mile and the regiment gave no sign of paus-
ing! * He stumbled ang looked down at his
feet; one of his shoes bad come unlaced.
At every step it grew worse, slipping pain-
fully over his already tender heel. Yet he
knew that if he stopped to fix it the com-
pany would be far ahead of him and he
would have to spurt to catch them. He
was running as well as he could now; he
would never be able to go faster. Why was
it #is shoc that had come untied? Surely he
must be more tired than any one else; the
other men about him ‘ran as though they
liked it. He trod on the flying lace and
lurched against the-man in front of him.

He sprawled out of line and bent over his
shoe. The blood surged to his head and
everything swam 'before his eyes. He could
hear the fierce pounding of his heart above
the roar of firing and ‘the banging feet of
the regiment as it went by. His fingers felt
unnaturallylarge as he‘fTumbled for the lace.
Frantically he tied the string into a knot
which he knew he could never untie, and
stumbled to his feet. His own company
was a hundred yards in front of him. The
other men filled the road, and Pendleton had
to run in the ditch. The ground was un-
even, full .of sticks and stones, and f[re-
quently he was forced to leap stumps or
crash through low bushes.

““Ain't the road goéod 'nuff for' ye?” de-
manded a red-haired corporal.

Pendleton had no wind to renlv He
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staggered on through the ditch, gaining
slowly and painfully on the bobbing white
mark he knew was Brown’s blanket-roll.
With the breath whisking through his dry
lips he fell into his place and ran on. He
did not know what had happened; he was
simply conscious that in spite,6f pain and
everything else he could runm, stifly and
mechanically. The saving “second-wind”’
bad caught him in time and one straggler
had been saved.

The regiment had left the road and
started crossing a:broad, open field. The
ground was uneven, but it was not so bad as
the ditch had been, and there was no dust.
Frantic officers began deploying the thick
column as it sped, and the long %ine opened
out fanwise across the fields. The roar of
battle sounded much closer. Pendleton
raised his eyes, and along the crest of a line
of low hills in front of him he saw moving
dots of men, and larger, darker bulks which
every now and then disappeared in puffs-of
hazy smoke. The regiment's battery was
in action. '

““Faster, men, fasterl” called a voice in
Pendleton’s ear. He looked around and
saw the blonde lieutenant running at his
side, his eyes fixed on the distant battery.
This was the man who had promised real
war! Pendlet:r;;lt that he would run any-
where and increased his speed. Things
were humming §n the air over his head—
high above, and he realized in a dim way
that somebody was firing at them!

A hoarse order sounded, and the regiment
—spread aut now in a long line that lost
itself in the roliing hollows.on both sides—
stopped and began throwing off. blanket-
rolls and belts. The groundebecame littered’
with little white piles as far as Pendleton
could see. He stood blinking in the sun-
light, wondering what had'happened. He
could see the battery mote.distinctly now,
and could clearly make out the limbers,gun-
teams and ammunition-wagons in the dip
back of the hill. .

“Get under guard!” yelled the light-
haired lieutenant. ‘““And dig like blazes!”

Pendleton tugged at his intrenching-tdol
and stood holding it helplesaly. Acres of
ground stretched around him on all sides,
and he was ordered to dig with a tool not
much larger than a cooking-spoon! He felt
gilly. ‘Then he ‘saw Brown down jon his
knees, making the dirt fly like an gxcited
terrier. He followed suit blind y, throwing
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the dirt in all directions, carvinga senscless,
round hole in the earth before him.

“What in thunder’s the.matter with

ou?” demanded Brown. “Pile thestufl
in front of you! D’ye think y're drivin’
a well?”

The ground was hard and dry from a long,
hot drought.. The field was full of stones,
and the handle of the intrenching-tool
slipped and slid in Pendleton’s sweating
bhands. The sun beat down mercilessly, and
the still air shimmered and quivered in the
heat. But along a8 much of the regiment's
front as hecould se¢ Pendleton watched the
line of fresh, yellow-brown earth pile up.
He felt that it was remarkable.

““Great!” he heard the lieutenant say.
“They're moles—regular moles!”

Presently, Pendleton was sure, a fierce,
yelling enemy, clad in some sort of outrage-
ously fierce-looking uniform would sweep
the battery (rom the hill in front and come
clashing down on the line of trenches. He
must burry! He lunged at the tough earth
savagely, wiping the sweat-out of his eyes
with a grimy hand. Alfter a time his arms
began to fecl as his legs felt, and his lunges
at the earth grew less fierce. Brown’s voice
sounded in his ear.

“Crawl in, kid. That’s enough. We
aing,buildin’ no permanent fortifications!"”

illingly he slid into the hollow behind
the little wall of earth he had raised, pulled
his blanket-roll closer to him, and laid his
rifle within easy reach.

“Hadn’t I better laad it?” he queried, but
Brown was already Busy trying to clean the
clogged stem of his pipe with a blade of
grass, and:did not answer. Pendleton de-
cided to act withoit orders, and shoved a
clip of cartridges into the greasy magazine
of Eis rifle, patting the yellow tubes admir-
ingly as he did so. _

He waited tensely for several minutes for
the yelling masses of strange infantry to
come over the brow of the hill, but they
did not come. The gunners of the battery
went about their duties with the same rapid
d:;:ness, and the six guns of the battery
refjt the air) with their explosions at rcgular
jntervals. i(The dif in the air about him

neitherqpore nor less. He could hear
rown grumbling beside him.

l‘N ow, darnit all,” exclaimed the veteran,
“Tfve went and busted that grass off in therd
an{ I never will get a smoke! "’

Pendleton could see the ot.er men in the
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long line lying behind the bare trenches,
and every little way a faint blue haze
showed where some man had found matches
and tobacco. Pendleton felt a sense of deep
personal disappointment, but the light-
haired lieutenant did something to restore
his interest by saying in businesslike tones:

‘ Better keep your cartridges handy and
leave the ‘chambers open, men.”

Pendleton shaded his eyes from the glaring
sun and let his bared elbows rest in the hot
earth. The relief of easing his legs and
arms was enormous. They ached terribly,
but he felt that he could stand it so long as
he did not have to move them. The sun,
beating down vertically on the crown of his:
hat, madc him feel drowsy; the steady ham-
mering of many guns became a droning that
did not disturb him. Dimly he heard
Brown’s grunt of satisfa tion and heard
him blowing joyfully through the stem of
his rescued pipe. In a hazy way the odor

desire to smoke—and he woke with a start
as his forehead bumped ‘the sharp front-
sight of his rifle. e shook himself, changed
his position and looked ayound.

“I could eat that rooster o’ the cook’s
right now,” announced Brown between
puffs.

Around the end of the hill on which the
battery stood came a little clump of horse-
men. Another group straggled in their
tracks, and then another still larger. ‘The
stream became steady, and the infantry in
their trenches sat'up to watch. The blonde
officer whistled sharply through his teeth,
The stream of cavalry moved slowly down
the road which the regiment had left. Many
of the infantrymen stood up to watch, Pen-
deton. amopg them. The avalry were
moving at a walk, the horses’ heads hang-
ing, the men’s hands slack on the bridles.
As they came nearer he cou d see ‘that the
pennons of the lances were torn, the shafts
splintered, the shakos were all awry, and the
gay uniforms were in slovenly-looking djs-
order. Many of the men wore white band-
ages, which showed clean in the distances
but were blotched with ugly red on closer
inspection. Some of the horses carried
empty saddles, and not a few had limp fig-
ures hanging pathetically across them.

“Old Hecker would use 'em!” muttered
the lieutenant. ‘He would d:‘gig“

The cavalry passed out of sight, and the
men dropped back into the hot trenches.

of Brown’s tobacco aroused in him a lazy x
\
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They grew tired of watching the ceaseless
activity of the gunners-on the 'distant hills,
and Pendleton sighed with relief when the
guns limbered up and disappeared. He had
given up waiting for the strange infantry,.
and was concérned solely with finding a
position in_which he could sleep without
making his leg grow numb. It grew hotter,.
and swarms of insécts hummed and purred
around the men’s heads. Pendleton fought
them with both hands and fnally aided.
Brown in building a smudgé of wet paper on.
the ground between them. - A whi e later he'
was roused forcibly [rom a doze by discover-
ing that he was lying across the entrance to
a village of red ants.

The sun’s rays were slanting on to the
back of his neck when Pendleton became
aware of movements around him and a con-
fused shouting. He stymbled to his feet
with dim hopes of seeing running figures
coming down the sfbpe toward him, but
foupd that the regiment-was rising from its
trenches and closing again into a compact
column.:

“Have we got to walk some more?” he
demanded of no one in particular.

They did walk. The regiment toiled up
the slope and crossed the ground where the
battery had stood, climbing over a litter of
shell-cases, empty boxes, bits of broken
bamess and scraps of clothing. It looked
to Pendleton like the ground where a circus
tent had been pitched. They crossed a
succession of hot, parched fields, and once
waded in an oasis of a brook, where the men
were loathe to drag their hot feet {rom the
cold water. Along a roadside ditch they
found the ground ‘glittering with empty
shells; and a huddle of still:figures in brown
uniforms. Pendleton looked at these with
interest. He could pot see that they dii-
fered‘much from other dead men; war lent
no diin.ity to the slain, apparently, They
resembled men that he had seen taken [rom
a’wrecked freight-train, save that there was
Jess blood about these figures.

Finally the tired regiment came to a long,
dusty road, stretching hot and yellow before
them. They fell again into the stride of the
morning, trying to ease the burdens on'their
lamegd shoulders. Pendleton found that
the long hours in the hot trenches had sti(-
fened his muscles without resting them in
the least. For a time he' was interested jn
the dead men in the fields, the distant col-
umns moving along green hillsides, and the
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diminishing racket of the battle. Once he
raised his head to watch a column of the:

bright horsemen, but it only started him

thinking of the beaten cavalry he had seen

crawl brokenly around the spur 3f the hill.
It began' to grow somewhat ‘cocler and a

slight breeze came up from somewhere.

The sounds of firing seemed moving farther

and farther toward the east. Thement k-

off their hats and let thebreeze blow through
their hair, matted' thick with sweat and
dust. Pendleton was limpin&" with both
legs now and considering

food in his blanket-roll and that sometime
in the dim future there might be a chance to
eat it made him keep it on his shouider.

The motion of his legs became a thing
quite apart from the rest of him. They
went ahead, aching and throbbing at every
step, but he was able to pay no attention to
them. His mind was too tired to work.
He fixed his ¢yea on the small of the brown
back in front of him and walked stolidly
ahead. The regiment had to move into the
ditch to et a battery go by, and Brown had
to pull Pendlptoiinto the grass after him.

During a mome halt, while the officer
studied many-cojored, big-scale maps, he
saw the two ilieutenants he had noticed in
the morning g together.

“I'll tell ybu,"; the light-haired man said
earnestly, “it was a bit ticklish there [¢r
about half ap hour. They'd have tied us
in a ghastly knot if we hadn't scared 'em off
with our regifnent. Aflter they’d cut up.the
avalry the)ln were coming”pretty fast for
the guns and we got there just in time. I
tell you, it ‘was: this littlg ;regiment that
turned the trick, Jimmy!”; "~

Pendleton -plodded on i.lItd the twilight.

e throwing’
away of all his accouterments in all serious- .
ness. Only the knowledge that there was’
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This'man had tried to say that]their regi-
ment had won the battle. . Pendlefon would
have'liked to ask him how. By marching
itself- black in the face, digging a useless
ditch and then marching itself pale again?

He was only dimly conscious iwhen they
left the road and went through a fenceinto thé
shelter of timber. He helped Brown pitch
the tiny shelter-tent, knowing only that he
felt a tremendous reliéf in freeing his shoul-
ders of their!share of the weight. Half an
hour later a dozen of them sat stupidly
around a fire which was performing the
double task of boiling coffiee and thinning
out the visible supply of mosquitoes. A
soldier, with a rag tied around his arm,
came through the treés, trailing his rifle be-
hind him. The one thing about him which
Pendleton noticed was that most of the
loops in his cartridge belt were empty, and
that there was a darld ring around the muz-
zle of his gun:- '

“Lost my company,” explained the man,
dropping into the drcle about the fire, “and
I'm too tired to find it. Fightin's hard
work. Can'I have some o’ yer grub?”

They made him drowsily wélcome and
the émoke from his pipe joined theirs.

“.ﬁﬂ ye what,” he began, “that was
somethin’ of a hHght. You fellers don’t
knov} nothin’ about it yet. Wait ’till ye'er
shellpd onct! Say, every time one o’ them
things goes off ye jump nigh out o’ yer
clotlies!”

Pendleton shook himself fully awake.

“Nuts|” he said in deep scorn, “this regi-
ment won the battle]l You've been merely
shooting-at something while we've been do-
ing the fighting. You don’t know anything
about war; we do! ' Brown, is there any
way |of putting on your socks so they won't
wrinkle?”’




WHEN 1 WAS KING
OF BOTEL-TABAGO
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EbiTor’s Nore.—For Leus there was quasi-recog- ' Governments to maintain my royal dig-
nition, by the Powgrs,o( ng Bu:ke,a‘beach-comper nity,—-which was all a-véry queer t.hing for
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such an arbitrary political establishment save the To-day it is a joke. Seven years ago
onc that is hereaiter narrated. The author is now  the day this is written it was a very serious
in New York City, in private business, and leading  \a¢ter for all congerned; .a- serious matter
a peaceful life, though within the past ten years he ith e fin side. I shall assume
has had adventures innumerdble in various parts of ~Wih a very ny slae. :

the world. The Botel-Tabago alfair washis greatest, the rarrator’s prerogative of leaving out the

as it assumed for a time a very serious nature, hav-  names of, a few gentlemen whose present
ing developed into an international incident at @ o fficia] connections would not allow me the
cntical time in the East. As secret-service agent for q

foreign governments, ncws and diplomatic corre- liberty of relating th.e'u‘ former doings. One
spondent for various newspa?ers and governments, was then an.American State Department

and advance sgent for Exr oration and develop- official and is now high in the councils of
ment companies, Mr. Kingsley would io the natural  hic Government. Two others were the
course of his carcer encounter some very interesling ¥ R

cxperiences; but that he should become an Oricntal com.manc!crs of foreign war vessels, and yet
king is, to say the icast, amazing, and mere y shows another is a Wall- Street man of the very
to what extent Lhe true adventurer will go. highest standing. What is a new king good
, for il his domain has not some valuable
N THE days at Albiny when the commercial or strategic point in it?

Governor’s staf was clad in My late kingdom and my grief-stricken
uniforms justly famous for their formér subjects are located in the north-
gorgeousness, Norman Mack, west corner of Micronesia, east of Formosa

the noted Democratic leader, was one of the and south of the Riu-kiu Islands. The
wearers of the uniform as an officer on the gencral-character of the islands is that of
stafl of Governor David B. Hill. As the extinct volcanic craters that have thrust
years passed by and Mr. Mack’s figure their tops above the blue waters of the
amplified the clothes grew too small. I was Pacific: and around which the coral forma-
living in Buffalo then and knew Mr. Mack tion of centuries has created.a set of reefs
very well. One night, more as a joke than that are a peril jof the first’ magnitude to
anything else, he gave me the gorgeous out- any large vessel.: The usual vegetation of
fit. Xt.was a wonder to behold with its that latitude is found there, and the sea
masses of gold braid, and something. ele! about, notably in the channels between the
‘mental in my nature gave birth to a wild islands, teems with fish, so that the in-
and lasting desire to wear that splendor. habitants are in no danger of starvation.
1 dreamed of donning it with some real pub- In time I might have been able to introduce
lic reason for so doing. Eventually I at-- steak and chops into the insular cuisine but
tained my ambition, but I had to becomea I have serious doubts if to. date any Botel-
king to do so—the ruler of an unattached Tabagonian who has not traveled from his
group of islands in the Pacific, and to com- own fireside into the wide world has cver
bat the Japanese, English and ‘Russian seen a cutlet or even heard of one. ;
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I did not have time to estabhsh my
census- bureau any farther than picking
out my: Secretary of the Interior, so that I
am unable to state the exact number of
people on the’islands. As a rough'guess I
am proud to-say they wouid total between
one and two thousand. Racially, they are
descendants of the aboriginal hairy Ainos,
and, with a tenacity that prormsed well for
their loyalty to my regime, they have
clung to the good old ways of their pro-
genitors in the matter of a serene disre-
gard [or conventional attire and a pre-
dilection [or eating with their Sngers. [ood
cooked on a hot flat stone. Also, they are
sadly pronhe to sudden action in moments
of wrath and have often been known to
poke spears tbrough visitors alter carving
them up with a variety of the crook-bladced
kris.

Previous to my elevation to the throne I
was the editor of a paper, the Daily Adver-
liser, conducted in Yokohama by a Mr.
Knapp:of Boston, and went in behall of my

paper on what was more or less of a jun-
keting' trip to the islands. The whaler
Benjamin Sewall had been wrecked there
and the crew had jendured frightful hard-
ships’ before news of their situation reached
the outside world.: Then a British war-
ship | was ordered fiom the Yokohama sta-
tion to go in search of them. Leaving in
haste,. I jammed & few things into a bag
that already contjined the amazing gold
braided uniform. ;

We located the islands easily and, as it
was the season of the trade winds, anchored
in thelée of the principal onejshelteredl on
three sldes, and made a landing in boats.
The castaways were overjoyed at their
rescue. | The vessel on which/we had come
being in. no haste to return alid-the officers
wishing! to verily the navigation-chart
soundings, we had abundant opportunity
for looking about, and the thing that struck
me forcibly was that there was no political
orgammhon in the archxpelago, no author-
ity, no apparent sovereignty, and :even thé
oldest and " wisest: Botel-Tabagonian had
not the: remotest .conception of whether
they were an mde ncr::nt semi-anarch-
istic state or were bemg protected:- by some
onoo[ the Powers. It looked to me as if it
were open season for kingdoms in that region
and I bega.n talking' the matter over with
one of imy friends among the oﬂicers.

One' evening' we: had a quiet excursion
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2
ashore [and I carried the uniform with me.
I put it od in the bush and appeared in
some state and dignity before a group of the
leading citizens gathered ‘around a fire. I
broached the subject of my taking over their
rule and found them nowise averse; in fact

- the foregleam of com.lng splendor t.hey got

from that uniforin was extremely alluting

.and they persuaded me to assume the ermine

then and there.

It was arranged that after I had my king-
dom established my cornpanion was to re-
sign his commission and take cominand of
my navy. The upshot of the conference was
a formal proclamation to be published just
after we sailed away, that I would return
shortly, prepared to take, hold, defend, fin-
ance, developandin all ways justly and law-
fully govern the newly created Kingdom of
‘Botel-Tabago. It would take some time to
preparé a constitution and more to explain
it to Lhem but I could not think of assuming
an absolute despotism over them.

The| matter was kept quiet aboard ship
and I was half inglined to give up being a
king uitil after I had been in Yokohama a
few days and had'had a talk with a man of
the name of Morris, or at least so I will call
him. is now dead, but at that time he
was offt of the powers in that Monte Carlo
of the Orient, Portuguese Macao, and so
terrific had been the gambling going on
there and so serious had been the spread of
poker,‘craps and so on among the Orientals,
to the displaceme t of native games, that it
looked as if Macgo would soon see its last
day as one of the world’s great gambling
resorts. The gamblers must move some-
where or disperse and the independent king-
dom of Botel-Tabago would be 2 most ex-
celleny place to wlnch to transfer their

- activigies.

In my dreams I bega.n to see a revenue to
the state and incidentally to the wise and
just riler of the same, of like nature to that
which|pours into the coffers of the Prince of
Mona¢o. In a shoft time. it was duly ar-
ranged that a large syndicate of Oriental
gamblers should finance the establishment
of the|kingdom, and I'got the gold-braided
raiment out where I could see it all the time
and p! vately had:myj; head measurements
taken for a modest: put artistic crown.
In Yokohama, when I returned, was a

. member of a great New York financial firm

on a four around the world, and when the
establjshment of my ukmgdom was being
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ireely. talked about in the Oriental papers
he sent his secretary to see me. Aftera
series of conferences it was decided that if
I succeeded in holding on to the kingdom of
Botel-Tabago for two years’ time he would
guarantee that a site would be taken over by
the United States Government as a coaling-
station and that I should receive a cool mil-
lion for my adventure.

As I now look back on the affair I am sur-
prised that the crowd of us associated did
not endeavor to declare war on somebody, or
try tosend a deputation to The Hague forth-
with. No one of the great Powers could have
had a set of rulers who felt the weight of
their responsibilities more, and the only
limit to our ambitions ‘was the [act that
there was not a Lhing on the islands that
could bave been marketed for five dollars
for the world’s consumption.

Nevertheless we went busily on preparing
to establish a line ol steamships, or at Jeast
make the islands a port of call for something
besides junks, whalers and tramps seeking
green food and fresh water. We had even
selected the site of the casinos that were to
be built by the gambling syndicate and in
our rosy dream we saw a little city with as-
phalted streets on the west shore. I was
looking around for- suitable teachers who
understood the islanders’ speech, to teach
them English and open the public schools.

The United States had ordered [rom a
Japanese ship-building firm at Uraga some
seventeen or eighteen shallow-draft gun-
boats for use in the Philippines, and the
gunboats had been built, passed by in-
specting naval constructors and then Lhe
Government discovercd that the men who
had passed the boats were drawing more pay
from the ship-building firm than they were
from Washington.- The result was that sev-
eral such were started for jail and therg was

l\;ery fine shallow-drait navy offered for
sale

Ihad ordered some rather handsome royal
stationery which read:

KINGSLEY I., KING.OF BOTEL-TABAGO

and on thxs after consulting my backers, I
wrote to the firm at Uraga anﬂ made a bid
for all the boats for thejuse 6f my nation.
The éntire amount involved was about
$1,800,000, but that would haye been [orth-
coming from two sources whq: the day of
reckoning came,
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Consuls, ministers, ambassadors and for-
cign ministries had been treating the matter
lightly: until this offer ‘was;inade public.
When it was plain that it was very likely
that the boats would be bought, would be
takewfrom Japan and would be used, then
there was a gigantic stir. Cablegrams began

to fly to London, St. Petersburg, Tokio and
.Washington, and the Powers were won-

dering what to do. ‘It Iooked as if sever
dignified governments ‘were about to be
made to look very ridiculous. Still, no one
of them wanted to be made ridiculous alone
and my path continued clear.

I then inserted an advertisement calling
for trained army and navy men, soldiers of
fortune, to enlist in-'my army and mnavy.
The East is full of'nen ‘who are *ex” from
every large army and navy of the world
and I had a torrent of applications.

There was no question that there would
be terrific pressure brought to bear [rom
Americansresident orinterestedin the Orient
and from the Pacific coast to have Washing-
ton corne to my support if need be. Two or
three important intermational lawyers gave
interviews to the: press in which the legal
validity of my claims was sustained. No
nation had ever exercised either discovery
rights or protectorial rights so far as the
islands were concerned. No one seemed
to know to whom they belonged and the
consequence was that it was plain that the
people of the islands were entitled to select
their own ruler ‘and maintein their own
government. So far as they were con-
cerned I knew ‘that I would be King of
Botel-Tabago just as long as Norman
Mack’s gugematonal staff uniform held
out or til some man qppeared in the is-
lands with one more gorgeous.

Morris was wild to get the kingdom mov-
ing along at once and after consulting with
some lawyer, a fugitive from justice in
Macao, who told him that possession was
nine points of the law, he said he could
take no more chances till I returned tomy
kingdom or, sent some able representative
there to hold down the throne uatil I could
get back and sit on it.

There was so much'to do in the way of
organization that I could not leave foreign
soil and go home just then, and we picked
out one of our number and sent him to
Kalung whence he crossed in a sail-boat.
He was instructed to take some live stock
with him to begin ‘the raising of a food
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supply at once,and some coolies to start
cmhzed gardening.

It:is just as well to say that hie arrived
with but one cow alive and that the first
time she mooed after she got'én shore the
nation ran over to the other side of the
island, brave men as they were, having
never seen so large and fierce a th.ing asa
cow.

Ah, those were busy days! Chartering
a small vessel to ‘take the court and the
royal retinue to Botel-Tabigo, buying
fireworks for the coronation ceremony, re-
vising specifications for the armament of
the navy and the munitions for the army,
signing commissions of officers of both,
confernng with the officers of ‘cable com-
panies to get the best bid for & concession
to land a cable spur, seeing artists who
wished to design the currency, trying to
pick out a motto for my dynasty, settling
the quarrels among three rival mission-
aries who wished to establish each his own
religion, and making secret trips to consult
with the big men who were behind me!

I had opened a consul-general’s office in
Yokohama and was making it my head-
quarters during my stay in Japan, and one
morning, as I. giving an audience to 4
Vermont Democrat far from home; who
winted to becdme a naturalized citizen,
the court chamberlain brought in the card
of Baron—, gn official of the Japanese
Foreign Oﬁce ;

I realized that the stra.lts were narrow-
ing and, going ‘behind the door, donned
my ro al apparel .and - the visitor
ShOWﬂ ! Vi

With an dnfalhng srmle, that iy sternest
front/could not disconcert, he informed me
that ;his Government “taken -careful
cognizance of my honorable: ‘pretendership
and begged ‘to inform me thatit could not
permit me to réturn to my kingdom and
assume the irule: thereof and requested me
to abdlca.tc T

I dechned and uked what the grounds
were for the réquest on the part of his
Government.

He produced a copy of the articles of con-
vention of the treaty of peace that termi-
nated the war between China and Japan
es the high contending' parties, by which
Japan ecquired ; various territories and: is-
Jands which I sHall not trouble to mention,
and he asserted that these included Botel-
Tahdgo

I pointed out to: him that no specific men-
tion |was made of| the islands and that by
all ‘the usages of jnternationai law he was
not dealing with |a pretender but with a
royal potentate chosen by the people of the
realm in dispute.

Heé could not se¢ it in that way and again
asked for my abdication. I regret to say
that/most of my ¢abinet had gone out the
back door or found their ministerial duties
calling them elsewhere so that they were not
present to witness the historic scene in which
Idefied the opprdsor of my small but beau-
tiful land.

The Baron, th a smile that was almost
tearful, produced 'a warrant for my arrest
and, using one ofl my own court function-
aries as a messenger, sent for the police to
assist him in escorting me to the station and
thence to Tokio. ,

This was really too bad, as in two days
we should have sailed for Botel-Tabago and
inall truth and sulcenty it might have made
some difference i m ‘the history of the world.

Japan and’ Russ&_ were preparing for their
great struggle. o one believed that it
could be averted.! All the nations were on
the verge of an attack of nerves. If, for
instglice, as Gredt Britain was allied with
Japan, Getmany was on the fence and
France was allicd|with Russia, and the Uni-
ted States was selekmg to comserve her own
interests, some diplomatic official of France
had given my kipgdom an official endorse-
ment, the Russian-Japanese war might
never have occw}iesd , through the fear of the

Powers that othe would be drawn into il,
or it might have forced others into the con-
ﬂ:cq It was the;very time for an a.spuma
American to plC} up a sma)l kingdom in
those witers end be allowed to get away
with it.

Iido not wish to betray any confidences,
as I said in the begmnmg, and I will not say
what steps were taken to give me support in
this my hour of ‘trial, but the thing went
round and round the world in diplomatic
cable cipher, with an expenditure and ex-
citement that were enormous.

me}ule I was haled to Tokio and was
a pnsoner though shown every courtesy and
some rather amusing honors. When we
amved there I [was taken before Count
Komura., the famous Japanese statesman,
then the Minister of Foreign Affairs, and he,
after regretting that the situation was such
that I could not be presented to the Em-
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peror as a visitor of royal rank, again re-
quested my abdication. Once more 1 de-
clined and we went-over the same ground as
I had with the Baron who had brought me
[rom Vokohama.

When we came to the point of the failure
of the articles of convention to speci{y the
sovereignty of Botcl-Tabago the Count
smiled indulgently and produced the original
papers in which he pointed to one little
character written there. In Japanese it is
vary likze one finger crocked a little and two
fingers crossed over it. The meaning is very
similar to “&" as a sign for “e! celera.” It
is much stronger and more elastic, however,
1t did cover Botel-Tabago unless the Chin-
ese Government was willing to make an
issue of the matter and say it did not. Count
Komura said that Japan was willing to de-
fend her claim against any and all con-
tenders. Even the United States was will-
ing to forego any interest in the matter
either on its own behalf or on the behalf of
me and iy frends. If I doubted this,
Count Eomurabegged me to read some tele-
grams which were addressed to me and

ED
RENG
e

LE Q\unux

HE Usborne affair, though very
remarkable and presenting many
‘ curious features, was never made
public, for reasons which will

qunckly become appavent.
It occurred in this way. ust before
cight o'clock one misty morning last
Autumn' Captain Richard Usborne, of the
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which he regretted that he had been unable
to give me sconer, after having intercepted
them. '

There was one [rom Morris to say that the
American Minister to Japan had been in-
structed to do nothing, and.the other was
from the man we had sent from Kalung.
He was back at Kalung and wired me that
he had held the throne down as long as he
could without a unilorm but had failed and.,
would I get him 2 ticket to Yokohama.

Of course there is nothing more touching
than Macaulay’s interpretation of the mind
of aﬁﬂes 1. as he went to the block, and
the scene of which Richelieu was the center,
as power and all things slipped through his.
thin yellow fingers, is one of the most pa-
thetic in all history; but I never sec the
Blcture of Napoleon standing on the cliffs at

t. Helena, gazing off to sea where lay the
empire that once was his, but 2 Jump comes
in my throat and I think of the day that I
slowly dipped my pen in that Japanese ink
and wrote the first abdication of the first
American king and perhaps the last.

1 will get even yet.

Royal Engineers, and myself were strolling
together up .and down the platform at
Liverpool Street Station, awaiting the arri-
val of the Hook of Holland boat-train. We
had our eyes well about us, for a man was
coming to London in secret,and we members
of the Secret Service were there to mcet
hiin, Lo examinc his credenlials and to pass
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him on to the ‘proper quarter-to.be ques-
tioned -and to receive payment-+-substan-
tial payment-—[or ‘his conﬁdent:al infor-
mation.

I had|arranged the \flslt of-the stranger
through bone of our secrét agents, a. German
living in/Berlinj but as I had nevér met the
man about to arrive:we had arranged that
I should hold ‘a pale-green envelope half
concealed in my handkerchief raised to my
nosc, and that he should do the same.

“By Jove, Jerningham,” Dick Usborne
was saying, “this will bea splendid coup—
Lhe. revelation of all that is going. on in
secret 'at Krupp’sl The Department ought
to make you a spedal grant for such a serv-
ice. I'hope;, however,” he added, glancing
about him ‘with some suspicion, “I hope
nome of; our German friends have wind of
this visit. If so it will fare badly with him
when hé gets back to Essen.”

Ihadkeptmy eyes well about me and was
satisfied that no secret agent of Germany
was present.

A moment later the train drew into the
station and amid: the crowd I quickly dis-
tmgmshed a short, stout, middle-aged man
of essegtially Teutonic appearance; with a
bandke chief tp higfaceand init an.envelope
exact]y similat to my dwn.

Our-greeting wa: hasty Swiftly we put
himiinto the tdxi e ‘had 1n readiness, and as
we drove along hq'produced certain creden-
tials, mr.l uding-a | Ibtter of introduction from
my Itiend in Berig::

Heir Gu.nt.her—rwhch was the name by
wluch1 we kiew hu:n—appwred extremely
nervoup lest His présence in London should

mtorm tion and'i for certain documents
which the carried ‘in Lis bregst pocket. two

thoumd ppounds of Secret Service money,

but he seemed well’aware of l:he ruin wh.lch:
would |befall him if the-argus-eyed Govern-'

ciatiog with-bs. | |

Weé |had: both witnessed such misgivings
on thqpart of informants before. Therefore
we re eated- our dssurances in German—for
ger did pot speak English, and at
St C ement i Danes Church in the Strand
ped - the taxi and -alighted, for '‘Dick
rme was:to conduct our friend to the

house of our. chief, General Kennedy; :in
Curzon Street, it not:being considered Jl.ld.l-
g&us for .Gunther to be taken to the War

ce.

ment: ql’ Germany became awareof his asso-

orn True; he was tq, Jeceive for his.
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The German was to return again by the

Hook of Holland route at ninc o’clock. that
‘'same night, therefore he had brought no
‘baggage. Secret visits of this character are
‘always made swiftly.
:are in blissful ignorance of how many for-
-eigners come to our shores and tell us what

The Dritish public

we most desire to know—for a substantial
consideration.

On the day in question I played golfi at
Sunningdale, for I had been some months
abroad, living in a back street in Brest, as
a matter of fact, and .was now on leave at
home. I dined at the golf-club, and about
ten o’clock that night entered my rooms in
Shaftesbury Avenug, where I found a telc-
gram lying upon the table,

It had been despatched from the Brighton
station at Victoria at 6.30, and read:

Am at Webster’s Come to me at once
Can not come to you Dick

By this message I was greatly puzzled.
Webster’s was-a small private hotel in
Wilton Road, close to Victoria—a cheap,
obscure little place in which I knew Usborne
had sometimes hidden himself under the
name of Mr. Clarke, for we are oiten com-
pelled to assume fictitious names and also
to kefp queer company.

y had he so’suddenly gone into hid-
ing? What had occurred?

At once I took a tab along Victoria Street
and alighted before the hause which was,
to all purposes, a private one save for the
lam outside which stated it 1o be a hotel.

The black-bearded little manager whom
I bad met once before told me that my
friend had arrived there at noon and taken
a room, but that at two o’clock he had gone
out and had not returned.

“And Ke Ieft no message for me? ' I asked.

“None, sir.’

“Did ke bring 2ny luggage?”

‘'Mr. Clarke seldom brings any luggage,”
was the man'’s reply,

I was puzzled. If Dick wished to see me
so urgently, he would surely have remained
at the hotel.. He was aware I was going out
to golf, although I had not told himwhere
I intended playing.

While we were spea.kmg Isaw a chamber-
maid pass, and then it occurred to me to,
suggest that my friend might have returned.
unobserved. He might even be awaiting
me in his room. He had said that he was
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upable to come to me, which appeared that
he feared to go forth lest he sho d be recog-
nized. I knew that Dick Usborne, whose
ingenuity and daring were unequaled by
any in our service, was a marked man,

Bo'lh the manager and the chambermaid
of that frowsy place expressed themselves
confidant that Mr. Clarke had not returned,
but at last I induced the girl to ascend to
his room and ascectain. )

From where I stood ia the hall I heard
her knock and then try the door. She rat-
tled it, and called to him. By that I knew
it was locked—on the inside.

Instantly I ran up the stairs and, banging
at the door, called my comrade by name.
But there was no response.

The key was still in the lock on the other
side, so a few minutes later we burst open the
doorby force and rushed into the dark room.

The manager lighted theiron gas-jet, and
by its light a startling sight was presented.
Lying near the fireplace in a half-crouch-
ing posmon, face downward, was Dick Us-
borne! : Quickly I'‘turned him over and
touched his face. The contact thrilled me.
He was stone dead.

His eyes, still open, were glazed and
stared horribly, his strong hands were
clenched, his jaw had dropped, and it was
Elam by 'the contortion of, the body that he

ad expired in agony.

Quickly suspicious of foul play, I made
a rapid examination of the body. But I
could find no wound or anything to account
[or death. A doctor, hastily surnmoned
from round the corner in Vauxhall Bridge
Road, was equally without any clue.

“Suicide, I should think,” he exclaimed
when he had finished his examination.
* By poison, most probably, but there is no
trace of it about the mouth.”

Then, turning to the pohce-mspector who
had just entered, he added:

*“The door was locked on the 1n51de It
must therefore have been suicide.”

“The gentleman was a friend of yours,
I believe, sir?” asked the inspector, ad-
dressing me.

I replied in the aﬁrmatlve, but declared
that he was certainly not the man to com-
mit suicide.

“There’s been foul pla.y—of that I'm
positive!”? I declared emphatitally.

“But he locked himself iis,” the hotel
manager argued. ‘“He must have reen-
tered unobserved.”
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‘“He was wa:tmg here for me. He wished
to speak tome,” I replied.

The theory held by all present, however,
was that it was smcnde, therefore the in-
spector expressed his intention of having
the body conveyed to the Pimlico mortuary
to await the usual post-mortem.

I then took him eside down-stairs an
telling him in confidence who I was an
what.office my dead friend held, I said:

“I must ask you, inspector, to lock uf
the room and leave everyth.mg undisturbe:
until I have made a {ew inquiries myself.
The public must be £a.llowed to believe it
case of suicide, but before we teke eny
action I must consult my Chief. You, on
your part, will please inform Superintendent
Hutchinson of the -C.- I. Department at
Scotland Yard that'I‘am making investi-

ations. That will be sufficient. He will
understand.”,

“Very well, sir,” replied the inspector,
and a few moments later I left the house in
a taxi and was soon seated with General
Kennedy in his cozy little library in Curzon
Street explammg briefly my startling dis-
covery.

“That’s most remarkablel” he cried,

reatly upset” at hearing of our poor col-
% eague’s death. * Captain Usborne brought
the man Gunther here just after nine, and
we had breakfast together. Then he left,
promising to return at-three to again take
charge of the stranger. He arrived about
a quarter past three, and both he and the
Gefman left in a four-wheeler. That is the
last I saw of either of them.”

“Gunther was'to leave to-night on his
return to Essen, Has he gone?” I asked.

“Who knows?” excleimed the ahlewd
gray-headed little man.:

“We must find him, "I said. Then after
a moment’s reﬂect.lon,.l added: “I must
go to Liverpool Street Station at once.”

“I can not see what you can discover,”
replied the General.  “If Gunther has left
he would not be noticed in a crowded train.
If he left London, he’s already on the North
Sea by this time,"” he added, glancing up at
the clock.

“Usborne has been assassinated, asir,”
I declared with emphasis. ‘' He was my best
friend. We have often been in tight corners
on the Continent together. May I be per-
mitted to pursue the investigation gzlul( e

“By ‘all meaas, if you really eve it
was not a case of suicide.”
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“It was not—of that I'm quite certain.”

I was suspicious of Gunther. The Ger-
man might:have been an impostor after all.
Yet at Webster’s Dick had mot been seen
with any cnmpamon. He had simply gone
therg alonein order to wait fqr me.

Fér what reason? Aye, that was the
question.

With all haste I drove down to Liverpool
Street. On my way I took from my pocket
a slip of paper—the receipt from a tourist-
agency for the first-class return ticket be-
tween London and Essen which I had scot
to Gunthet. It bore the number of the
Gevman’s ticket. At the inspector’s office
1 was shown all the tickets collected {rom
passengers departing by the boat-train, and
among them found the German'’s ‘voucher
for the journey from Liverpool Street to
Parkeston Quay.

I had at least cleared up one point. Herr
Gunther had left London.

On returning to the dark little hotel in
Wilton Road just after midnight I found
a man I knew awaiting me—Detective
Inspector Barker, who.had been sent to me

by Superintendent Hutc¢hinson, the uni- °

formed police baving now been withdrawn
Irom the house;

: Alone, in the small sitting-room, we took
counsel Barker I knew to be a very clever
investigator of] crime, his specialty being
the tracing and{arrest of alien criminals who
seek asylum London and for whose
extradition thefr own countries apply.

“I’ve seen the body of the un!ortl.mate
gentleman,” he said. "Byt I can detect no
suspicious circumstances. “Indeed, for aught
I can see, he might havefpcked hunself in
and died of natural causey.: Have you any
theory—of enemies, for qample? 1

“Enemies!”. I cried. $<Why, Dick Us-
borne was thé most dating agent in our
Service! It was he who discovered and
exposad that clever German agent Schultz,
who tried to secure the'plan of the new
Dreadnought. Only six months ago be
cleared out a nest of German spies down at
Beccles, and it was he who scented and dis-
covered the secret store of German rifies and
ammunition near Burmbam-on-Crouch in
Essex. But probably you know nothing of
that. We've kept its d;scovery carefully to
ourselves [or fear of creating a panic. Dick,
however, -had a narrow escape. The mght
he broke into the cellars of the country inn
where the depot had been established he was

discovered by the landlord, a Belgian. The
latter secured hun with a rope, with a view
to hanting him over next day to the tender
miercies of three Germans who lived at
Maldon. But Dick succeeded in snatching
up the Belgian's revolver and firing a shot
which broke the blackguard's arm, and so
escaped. Such a man is bound to have
enemies—and vengeful ones, tdo,” 1 added.

The mystery was full 6f puzzling features.
The facts known were these: At noon Dick
had arrived at ‘that place and under the
name of Mr. Clarke had taken a room.
Just after three o'clock he had been at
Curzon Street, but after that hour nothing
more had been secn of him until we had
found him dead.

The chief points were, first, the reason he
bad so suddenly:gone into hiding, and, sec-
ond, why he feared to come round to my
Tooms, a.lt.hough he desired to consult me.

Sending Barkeér across to Victoria Station
to despatch a telegram, I ascended alone to

. the dead man’s room and, turning up the

gas, made 4 minute investigation. Some
torn paper was in the fireplace—a telegraph-
form. This. I pieced together and in sur-
prise found it fo be a drait in pencil of the
telegram I had received—but it was not in
Digk's handwriting.

searched my dead friend’s pockets, but
there was nothing in them of any use as
clue. Men of my profession are usually
very careful never to carry anything which
mdy reveal their identity. I carefully ex-
amined even the body of Dick himsell.
But I confess that I could form no theory
whatever as to how he had been-done to

.death or by what means the assassin had

entered or left the room. f
"While bending over my dead friend I
lhou t I detected a sweet perfume, and
taking out his haftdkerchicf placed it to my
noétrlls. The scent was a subtle and de-
lightful one that I never remembered hav-
ing smelt before—like the fraj agrant odor of
a cpttag en'on a Summer’s night. But
Dxl*lr. wis something of a dandy, therefore it
wa, surprising that he should use the
latest ashionable perfume,
gazed again upon the poor white face
woticed for the first time that upon the
ch cek, just below the left eye, was a slight
but curious mark upon the flesh, a [aint but
cotnplete red circle, perhaps a htde larger
than a finger ring, while outside it, at equal
distances, showed four tiny spots. All was
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so very faint and indistinct that I had hith-
erto overlooked it. But now, as I struck
a vesta and held it close to the dead, white
countenance, I realized the cxistence of
something which considerably increased
the mystery.

When: Barker returned I pointed it out,
but he could form no theory of why it
showed there. So I took a piece of paper
from my pocket and, carefully measuring
the diameter of the curious mark, drew a
diagram of it, together with the four spots.

Barker and I remained there together the
greater part of the night, but without gain-
ing anything to assist toward a solution of

the mystery. The servants could tell ug

"absolutely nothing. Therefore we decided
to wait until the post-mortecm had been
made.

This was done on the following day and
when we interviewed the two medical men
who made it, and Professor Sharpe, analyst
to the Home Office, who had Leen present,
the latter said:

“Well, gentlemen, the cause of death is
still a complete mystery. Certain features
induce us to suspect some vegetable poison,
but whether seli-administered we can not
tell. The greater number of vegetable poi-
sons, when diflused through the body, are
beyond the reach of chemical analysis. If
an extract, or inspissated juice, be admin-
istered, or if the poison were in the form of
infusion, tincture or decoction, a chemical
analysis would be of no avail. I am about
to make an ana.!ysns, however, and will in-
form you of its result.”

I made inquiry regarding the curious
ring-like mark upon the cheek, but one of
the doctors, in reply, answered: ‘It was not
present to-day. It has.disappeared.”

So the enigma remained as complete as
ever..

Next day I traveled over to Essen and
there met Herr Gunther by appointment at
the Rheinischer Hol. From his manner
I kneéw at once that he was innocent oi ny
connection with the strange. aflair.’ ad
indeed made inquiry and ascertamed that
he was no 1mpqstor, but one of the chief
foremen at Krupp's Cast Steel Works, that
vast establishment which supplies several
of the great Powers of Europe with cannon.

When I told him of the strange occurrence
in London he stood dumbloundgd.

“The Captain called for me at Curzon
Street,” he said in German, “‘and we drove
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in a cab to his club, in Pall Mall, I think he
said it was: We had a smoke thete, and
then, just at dusk, he said he had a czll to
make, so we Look a taxi-cab and drove a
long way, across a bridge—over the
Thames, I suppose it was.

“Presently we pulled up at the comner of
a narrow street in ‘a poor quarter and he
alighted, telling me that he would be’
ahsent anly ten minutes or so. I waited,
but though one hour passed, he did not re-
turn. For two whole hours I waited, then,
as he did not come back and: I fcared It
shouild lose my train, I told the driver to go
to Liverpool Street. He: understood me,
If:»ut he charged me e_lghteen marks for the

are.
‘““And youdid not see e ktie Captain again?”’

“No. I had sometl:ung l:o eat at the
buffet and lelt for Germany.

*“Nothing happened while you were with
the Captain?” I asked. * I mean nothing
which, in' the light of what has occurred,
might be considered suspicious?”

“Nothing whatever,” was the German's
reply. ‘“He met nobody while with me.
The only curious fact was the appointment
he kept; and his non-return.”

In vain I tried to learn into what suburb
of London he had-been taken; therelore
that same night I again lelt for London via
Brussels and Ostend. :

Next day I called upon Professor Sharpe
in Wimpole Street to ascertain the resuit
of his analysis.

“I’m sorry to say that.I've been unable
to detect anything. If the Captain really
died of poison it -may have been one of
those alkaloids, some of which our chemical
processes can not discover:in the body. It
is a common fallacy that all poisons can be
traced. Some.of them admit of no known
means, of detection., A few slices of the root
of the @nanthe crocala, Ior lnstance, will
destroy life in an hour, yet no poison of any
kind bas been scparated from this plant.
The same may be said of the African ordeal
bean, and of the decochon and infusion of
the bark of laburnum.”

“Then you are without theory—eh?”

“Entlrely. Mr. Jemingham. As regards
poisoning, I. may have been misled by
appearances, yet my colleagues at the post-
mortem could find nothing to indicate death
from natural causes. Itisas extraon:hnary,
in fact, as all the other circumstances.”

I left the house in despair.. All Barker's
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efforts to assist me had been without avail,
and now that a ‘week had passed, and my
dcad friend had been interred at Wokmg,
I felt all [urther effort to be useless.

Perhaps, alter all, I had Jurhped to the
conclusion of foul play too quickly. I knew
that I alone held this theory. Our Chief
was strongly of opinion that it was a case
of suicide in a fit of depression, to which all
of us who live at, great pressure are fre-
quently liable. -

Yet when 1 recollected the strong char-
acter of poor Dick Usborne, and the many

threats he had received. during bis adven--

turous career, I doggedly ad.hered to my
first opinion.

Day after day, and with iafinite care,
1 considered each secret agent of Germany
likely to revenge himself upon the man who,
more than any one else, had been instru-
mental in combating the eforts of spies
upon our eastern coast. There were several
men I suspected, but against no one of them
was there any shadow of evidence.

That circular mark upon the cheek was,
to say the least, a very peculiar feature.
Besides, who h3d drafted that telegram
which had brought me to Wilton Road?

Of the manager at Webster’s I learned
that Mr. Clarke bad for some months past
been in the habi{ of meeting there a young
Frenchman nha Dupont engaged in a

merchant's office’in the city. At our head-
quarters I searched the file of names.and
addresses of our ““{riénds,” but his was not
among them. I therefore contrived after
several weeks of: patient wg;clnng to make
the acqual.ntance of the young man, who
lived |in lodgings in Brook Green Road,
Hammersmith, but after éonﬂderable ob—
servation, my suspicions were dispelled. The
rcason of his meeting with Dick was, no
doubt, to give information, but of what
naturg I couid not surmise. From Dupont’s
emplqyers I learned that he was in Brussels
on business for the firm on the day of the
crime;

There had apparently been some mouve
in Lryling Lo entice me to that obscure hotel
earlier in the evening of the tragedy. Per-
sonally I did not now believe that Dick
had sent me that telegram. Its despatch
had been part of the conspiracy whxch bad
terminated so fatally.

Neprly nine months went by. Oanore
than one occasion the Chief had relerfed to
poor ;Dick’s mysterious end, expressing a
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strong belief that my suspicions were un-
[ounded. Yet my opinion remained un-
changed. Usbornﬂ had, I felt certain, been
dorie to death by one who was a ventnble
artist in crime.

The mystery would no doubt bave re-
mained a mystery until this day bad it not
been for an incident which occurred about
thrce months ago.

1 had been sent to Paris to meet, on a cen-
tain evening, in the café of the Grand Hotel,
a person who offered to sell us information
which we were very anxious to obtain
regarding military authority along the
Franco-German frontier. : '

The person in question turned out to be a
chic .and smartly dressed Parisienne, the
dark-haired wife of a French lieutenant of
artillery stationed at Adun, close to the
frontier. As we sat together at one of the
little ‘tables, she bent to me and in conmfi-
dence whispered ]m French that at her
apartment in ‘the'rue de Nantes she had
a number of important documents relating
to German. military operations which her
husband had secured and was anxious to
dispose of. If I cared to accompany her I
mig mspect them.

‘Fle lady’s apartment, on the third floor
of a large house, proved to be quite a luxu-
rious little ace, furnished with great taste,
and when s ushered me into her little
salon, she left me Ior a few moments: We
were alone, she said, for it would not be wise
for any one to know that she had sold infor-
mation of such vital importance to England.

Her husband would get into serious trouble
for not placing it at the disposal of the
French Ministry of War.

Afew moments later she returned, having
takén offl her hat :and coat, bean.ng a small
black portfolio such as is use by business
men in France. Seating me at a table and

3dmg by my side, she placed the papers

re me and I began a careful:perusal.

I suppose I must have been thus eccupied
for some ten. mibutes, when slowly, very
slowly, I felt her arm steal around my neck.

In an mstahi{zﬁ%lg to my feet. The
truth that I had.a ng suspected was
now plain. Facing her, I cried:

’ “Womanl I know you! These documents:
ure fabnca ons—prepared in order to
ent ap me here! |'I believed that I recog-
mzéd ou at first;—now I am convinced!”
y, monsieur|” she exclaimed in a
vaice of reproach.. ‘“What do you mean?” °
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“I mean, mademoiselle, that it was you—
you, Julie Bellanger—who killed my friend
Dick Usborne because he exposed you as
a spy of Germany!” I cried.

“Killed your friend!" she gasped, trying
to laugh. “You are mad, m'sieur!”

“Yes, you killed him! And shall I ex-
plain to you how you accomplished it?”’
I said, lookmg streight into her dark eyes.
“Usborne had become {riendly with you in
Beccles, and you never suspected him in
connection with the Secret Service. Among
other things, he gave you a bottle of a new
and extremely rare perfume which he had
brought {rom Bucharest—that perfume which
is now upon you. As sogn aswe met to-méht
I recognized its fragrance. Well, Usborne
baving convinced himself that you were
engaged with others in gathering informa-
tion in Suffolk for the General Staff in
Berlin, informed the police and you were
ordered away. You came to London and,
determined upon a terrible revenge, took
a room at that little hotel in Wilton Road
where you knew he sometimes stayed.
Then you sent him a telegram purporting
to come from his friend Dupont, asking him
to go to Webster’s and meet him there. In
response to this, poor Usborne went, but
almost instantly on his arrival you paid
your bill and left the hotel, taking your lug-
gage to the cloak-room, across at Vicloria.
You then watched my frignd out again and,
reentering the hotel unseen, crept up to his
room, the number of which you had already
ascertained prior to leaving."

A sudden terror came into hereyes as she
realized the intimateness of my knowledge. I
went on relentlessly: *You concealed your-
self until just before six. When he returned
you emerged, and on pretense that you were
ready to dispose of these selfsame papers,
you induced him to sit down and examijne
them, just as I have done. Suddenly you
placed your arm about his neck, while with
your right hand you stuck the needle of the
little hypodermic syringe—the one you now
hold in your hand there—into the nape of
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his neck where you knew that the puncture
would beoonm{ed by the hair. It contained
a deadly vegetable poison—as it does now!”

“It's a liel” she cried.. “You cal;’t
prove it!"” .

“] can, for as you held him you pressed
his left cheek against ‘the breast of yqur
blouse, against that little circular brooch
you gre now wearing—the ring- with four
diamonds set at equal distances around 'it,
The mark was left there—upon his facel”

She stood sumng at.me, una.ble to utter
a word. !

“After you had emptled that syringe you
held him until he lay dead. Then you re-
moved all traces of your presence and,
stealing from the itoom, turned the key
from the outside by means of that tiny hand
vise which I notice lies in the small bowl
upon the mantelshelf:. yonder. Alterward
you crept downstajrs*and sent me a tele-

ram, as though from the man who had
already died by your hand. And, made-
moiselle,” I added severely, “I, too, should
have shared the same fate, had I not recol-
lected the smell of the Roumanian perfume
and seen upon your blouse the round brooch
which produced .the red ring upon my
friend’s countenance!-

Then, without further word, I crossed to
the telephone and, takihg up 'the receiver,
called the police.

The woman, suddenly aroused by my
action, dashed toward me f[ranticelly to
stay my hand, but she-was too late. I had
given warnin

She turned to the door, but I barred her
passage. .

For a moment she looked around in wild
despau', then ere'I could realize her inten-
tion or prevent her, she stuck the point of
the deadly needle—the. peedle she intended
to use upon me bemuse I had assisted in
clearmg out those sptes from Suffolk—
deeply into her whité, well-molded arm.

Five minutes later, when two policemen
came up the stairs to arrest her, they found
her lying lifeless.
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Rl ARMEYITA SOFTA McCANN
| sat on the stringpiece of the
dock and twiddled her thumbs.
There'wasn't much else for her
She was wofully out of pocket-

to do.
money, and all of Carmelita’s precon-
ceived ideas of diversion required the
cooperation of 4 bank-account in at least
four figures. Besides, Carmelita had been
sick—a rare and most depressing experience

for her. Even now, in an- absent-minded
way, she pinched the perfect oval of her
cheek between gently persudsive thumb and
finger in an unconscious effort to tevive
some of the gorgeous Gaelic-Spanish color-
ing that was her birthright, meanwhile
inwardly reviling the pugradous little doc-
tor who had orgered her off to Catalina’s
sea-kissed shores in the dull season.

“Git. out of it! Git-out of this whirrlpool
he had said, with the privileged frankness of
the physman who, having ushered his pa-
tient into the world and officiated at every
bedside ceremony since, is not to be hood-
winked after twenty-three years of service
by a sparkling eye or a roguish tongue.
“Git out of it, or T’ll no longer be r spons’ble
for y’r liver, ¥'r complexion ’r y'r sanity!
Sure it'll be th’ booby-hatch for yours,

,,Tr FETHIT

T A QO‘I"E[%» AA.C (‘“A‘NN
ZATS

PETTIOC

Carmeeleeta, me gull—u you don’t le: o
stock markit aloae; an’ it’s mesell—ibeo:
was y't daddy’s best irend—thai's teiliv’

ell’

“But, Doctor dear,
pel__n

“Has already cos; yc more'a two ineu-
sand dollars, by y’r own showin’.”

“But next week it's going down—dowa
—down!”'

““Where th’ Wurtzburrgur flows’—may-
be! But you'll not be here to see it!"”

“Oh, Doctorl Not just one more littic
twist in its tail?’’ wheedled Carmelita.

“With what—fr th’ love of henven?
From your own story y’are dead broke ilus
minit’!”

“There’s the kitle bungalow at Avalon,
‘and the store——"

“You'd never be sellin’ them?”
“They're not rented, so—why not?> Oh
—all right! Don't c\plDJL, Doctor! 1'm
too weak to pick up the pieces. I could

mortgage—"

“You’ll do nothin’ of the kind!” growlec
the {Doctor wrath(ully.

“T'm of age’"

‘““A fool woman’s never of age! I prosu-
ised Terry to look after you, so ye'il pack np

Amalgamoaied Coz-
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’r duds and be off on th’ first boat to Ava-
on. That's th’ place that’ll do th’ trick—
my lady!” .

“Dios miol” wailed Carmelita; ‘“and
what'll I be doing there at this time of the
year?” ’

“Reslin’ an’ thinkin’ of y’r sins—an’
goin’ to bed with th’ chickens.”

“The sca-gulls, you mean.”

‘“Eat three square meals a day, an’ cook
them y'self; an’ do enough housework to
keep from gettin’ fat,” concluded the doctor
implacably. : l

armelita groaned-—but she went; for
she knew as well as did her adviser that,
having dropped six months’ income in a
week, it behooved her to go into temporary
retirement, as much for her health’s sake as
her reputation for paying her bills. How-
ever, she did not open the bungalow as the
doctor had ordered. Carmelita’s tastes
were not domestic. Instead, she borrowed
two hundred dollars and engaged a room at
the best hotel, where she could see—and be
seen.

Which explains how it came about that
on a certain clear sunny day in the month
ofl May she sat on the afore-mentioned
string-pigce of the dock—bhaving nothing
else to do—~and watched ,the private yacht
Penguin nosing its way across the sparkling
crescent-shaped bay of Avalon,

Carmelita Sofia McCann was a child of
chance and a product of the incongruous.
Her father, TereMcCann—familiarly
known as “Terry’’—had been everything
from a 49'r prospecting for gold in the
mountains of Nevada County to a pro-
moter with a- doubtful reputation and the
owner of a dozen bucket-shops scattered along
the Pacific coast, all of them tributary to the
so-called “'Stock Broker’s” office where he
was usually to be found and at the back of
which Carmelita had only narrowly escaped
being born, the occasion—a jollification
after a phenomenal clean-up by the spas-
modically lucky Terry—having proven al-
most too great a shock to the lovely and
excitable Mre. McCann.

From this mother, boasting only the
purest Arndalusian blood, Carmelita had
inherited her gorgeous tout entemble, minus
a pair of impudent gray eyes-&s Irish as her
doddy's own. Perversely hertemperament
was her [ather’s, whije here the notable
exception was a feline love of soft, warm,
sensuotis things, a certain haughty, indolent
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insouciance, oddly at variance with her
quick wit and Hibernian audadty. - Living
the first twenty years of her'life under the
proud and indujgent tutelage of the nat
overly fastidious Terry, she had, at his
untimely demise, graduated as a Soldier of
Fortune in petticoats and, to the horror and
dismay of Terry's friend and executor,
Doctor Michael Philbrick; proceeded' at
once to take the most daring liberties with
themodest little competence left by her father
who, like most of his ik, had made many
fortunes—and lost- them. y
All of which, .though parenthetical, is
necessary to a correct interpretation of the
state of mind of Carmelita Sofia McCann
as she dangled her mutinous little feet peril-
ously near the lapping’ waters and watched
the sheen on a pair of well-rounded, silk-
clad ankles that were luxuriating in a sun
bath. To be marconed, even in Paradise,
was distinctly ugdesirable, and Carmelita
was bored. Not that she was oblivious Lo
the beauties of the scenery. On the con-
trary, she was exquisitely appreciative of the
merits of scenery—as a background; and
she had a nice discrimination in the selec-
tion of a Atting set for a rendezvous,
quarrel, reconciliation or engagement. But
since the beautiful Catalina Island had been

" the mise-en-scene [or all of Carmelita’s Sum-

mer escapades, she estimated its charms in
a purely commerdal way, and was dismiss-
ing them as unnegotiable assets when she
became telepathically aware that she was
under scrutiny, and swéeping the cralt in
sight for confirmation, found it in the tell-
tale points of light against a darkly out-
liried figure on board the: Penguin, evidence
that. argued binoculars in unscrupulous
hands. ;

Carmelita 'smiled mysteriously. In spite
of the apparent impossibility of the per-
formance, she rose leisurely and gracefully
to her feet and stood for fully five minutes
with wind-blown skirts and sun-kissed hair
—a vivid, impressionistic figure ‘outlined
against the blue of the bay and sky.

Then, with her best Dianesque gait, she
went back to the Metropole to dress for
dinger. III ‘

BABBINGTON CARTARET had, in

. his forty-odd years, been in many
climes and done many things. Likewise he
had been known by many names'and had
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boasted several nationalities. He was rather
partial to his present réle, that of a nomadic
Englishman of moderate means and spotts-
manlike tastes. It wasa part, histrionically
speaking, well within his limjtations, and
one for which nature, in the matter of feat-
Ares; and colonng, and "circumstapces—in
the guise of & sojourn in England sufficiently
long to permit his acquiring Lhe proper rai-
Eent and accent—had generously adapted
m
O. Howell Bubbxdge, a rougher and less
subtle type of the chevalier d'indusirie, was
the. owner of the private yacht Penguin,
a handy little cralt with a very checkered!
career. Rumor said that she had been used
to entertain Royalty, also to smugglé China-
men in from Lower Cahforma, and rumor
was as likely to be right in one instance as
the other. In any event, O. Howell Bub-
bidge,. through financial Vicissitudes  innu-
merable, had stuck to his possession of the
Pengusn with all the desperate loyalty of
a wo'man for her engagement solitaire. She
was a’ convenient thing to own, inasmuch
as she was always ready to move on a mo-
ment’s notice—not an altogether unde-
sirable quality anythmg belonging to a
gentleman of dm Howell’s roving, versatile
end, let us say, adventurous disposition.
j Havmg registered at the Metropole,
these two worthies were standing at the
office desk ea estly engaged in a confiden-
tial chat with,the clerk, when Carmelita
Sofia, gorgcousl.y gowned (one never thought
of Carmelita as merely dressed), stepped out
of the elevator and trailed her way grace-
fully across the ilobby, bgund, ostensibly,

for a glimpse of :the sunset and sea before

entering the d.lmng-room i

“Oh, I say,:you Rnow, tthere she is! By
Jove,. Bub! she’s a sturner! What's her
namk, old man?”

The clerk addressed looked slightly, bored.

Carmelita had beenlone of the Summer show.

sights of the island since her ﬁfteenth year,
heﬁce his lack of enthusiasm. .
“That,” he said, gravely, “is’ §eﬁonta
at:nehtﬂ. Sofia : Mchnn," lingering a bit
orously on' the last syllable.
¥McCann? Fawncy that! Mc ann!
Rummy name for a Spanish' girl; . she s
Spamsh eh,  what?” qQueried Cartaret
exdtedly. | '.
The clerk was about to enhghten him
when Bubbidge, who was fat, bald and fifty,
purpling with excitement up beyond where
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theiroots of his hair should have been,

intefrupted:

McCann? Surely not “Terry’ McCann'’s
girll She is?  WEL, well, well! I knew her
father in Los Angeles twenty years ago.”
Then, drawing his companion aside, he con-
t.inu;ed: “Sayl You are in luck, my boy.
Just you go and $moke a while; calm your
agitated nerves—and let your Uncle Howell
follow up this htdle matter for you.”

A few moments later Carmelita’s senti-
mental reverie was:interrupted by the clerk,
who bore O. Howell's card on a silver
tray.

“A gentleman who says he knew your
father back in '87 in Los Angeles, Miss
McCann, would greatly appreciate the
honor of meeting you.

Carmelita read the name indifferently,
then fixed the inoffensive clerk with hey
wide gray eyes.

“Tell me—I really want to know,” she
drawled sweetly; “do you make it up for
them, George?”

“'Pon my honor, Miss McCann—"'

“It doesn’t seem possible,” interrupted
Carmelita sadly, ‘“that such a dearth of
imagination could exist. Pardon the un-

y suspicion, George; I really think if
thgy left it to- you, you could vary the
monotony of thel formula somewhat. How-
ever, you may: tell the gernitleman—MTr.
Bubbldge, is it’—that ‘any friend of my
fatber’s'—you know the rest.”

The clerk went away chuckling, and Car-
melita, after md]usfmcr the golden scarf
that hung aboqt ber shouldexs, took her

,pretuest pose in'anticipation. of the coming

of ;the two men, of whose presence and
agitation she had not been unaware.

Naturally she dined that evening as the

est of the pompous and flustered Bub-
gudge and the uhperturbable Cartaret, and
before she went! to bed that night she felt,
somehow, moved to pen the following mdlg-
nant protest to Doctor Philbrick:

Us all very well to prate of my health. I never
fel} better—or‘had/less—in my life, and I wamn you
l t Satan: will yet find some per(ect ly splendid

deyillry for my idle hands to do if I don't get away
I this place. ‘Meanwhile, that miserable store
is hot-yet rented for the Summer 'Perhaps I shall
oppn it mynuelf, ‘I'he ple are tired of ice-cream
parlors and tmrd shops. ‘What! would you sug-
gest: Hair ser, Palmist or Fn.ncy Laundress?
I Irather favor a‘ Stock Btnker's office—myself.
Sabe?
Yours
CARMELITA SOFTA MCCANN. |
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Carmelita enjoyed baiting the doctor; it
was always so easy to get the irascible little
old manenraged. She thought of her letter
complacently; moreover, the idea born
wholly of a mischievous impulse was dan-
dled about tentatively before she fell asleep.
It needed but a very little {ostering to
thrive, and that fell to the lot of F. Bab-
bington Cartaret, who suggested, next
morning, that they see the island, with Miss
McCann as dcerone.

Now, it wasn’t exactly Cartaret’s con-

ception of his r8le to appear acquainted
with the various politc methods of acquir-
ing the public’s surplus coin. That O.
Howell Bubbidge persisted in dragging them
into the conversation whenever opportunity
permitted amazed him no less.than did the
extent of Carmelita’s knowledge of dubious
finance. Before the morning was well
advanced she and Bubbidge were exchang-
ing reminiscences and experiences with a
freedom that struck the pseudo-Britisher
(who had never met a woman like her) as
reckless and terrilying. In a burst of most
unfeminine amusement at her own gulli-
bility, Carmclita confessed to her un-
fortunate investment in Amalgamated
Cop '

ervousness, pure mnervousness, you
know, Mr. Bubbidge. I went long of Lhe
market too soon: the slump came,and—"
she paused.

“They wiped you off thc carth, ch?”
laughed Bubbidge.

He looked at the young woman curiously.
She met the scrutiny with level, challenging
gaze. There was appraisement in both
their eyes: just so might one high-class
pirate recognize another. Then—Cartaret
‘could scarcely believe it—Carmelita winked;
deliberately, meaningly winked, as she re-
lapsed intb the rich brogue with which she
loved to startle the uninitiated.

“G'wan! Qut wid-it! Sure you'll choke
if you don’t. You're wonderin’ what th’
divil a McCann was doin’ on ' owiside of
th’ game, eh? Am I right?” 1

“Right you are!” replied Bubbidge
admiringly. “The fact is, Miss McCann,
I was wondering .how a lady with your
unprecedented opportunities ‘for learning
the business—and your inheritance—could
b[e so”foolhardy as to take ‘the short end’
of it.

“Meaning—just what?”’ askeé¢ Carme-
lita.
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“Why—whatever became of your Dad’s
bucket—er, his brokerage offices?”’

Carmelita's twinkling eyes ac Jaowledged
Bubbidge’s embarrassed correch

“You may well ack that, Mr. Bubbidge.
Dad’s affairs were in a-fine pickle when he
died; he'd nothing much to leave. behind
but his reputation, and yon ¢dn imagine
what his reditors did to tiat."

“Too bad! Too bad!” said Bubbidge,
with a sigh. “But of course yoz know
there’s nothing to be made playing the
market on the outside, Miss McCann; it’s
win to-day and lose to-morrow; It’s the
fellows that furnish amusement, excitement
and—sportl for the dear public that get all
the profit, in the en

In their stroll they (bad reached the
Aquarium, their sight-seeing being accom-
plished with the indifference of people
whose conversation is more important. It
wes then that F. Babbington Cartaret,
who had been listeniitg’ mtently, delivered
himsell of the momentous conviction that
he believed in keeping with the character
he had adssumed.

““Sport? Why, I say, old chap, playing
the stock market isn't sport; not the way
we Englishmen understand spost.”

“It's a gamble, 1sn't it?” replied Bub-
bidge.

“Pshaw! My dear iellow, a gamble con-
trolled by cliques, instead of by the fixed
rules of a perfectly impartial game, isn't
sport. Of course, the participant takes
a chance—"

“You'd have said.so if you could have
seen me buy a thousand ‘Copper’ on a
two-ggnt margm,” interrupted Carmelita
laug

"Foohsh gu'l"’ commented Bubbidge.

“Now to make the'game perfectly fair,”
continued. Cartaret, blandly oblivious to
interruption, “it should be- control.led by
some purely automatic meaps——"

“Such as?” queried Carmelita, a note of
awakening interest in her voice,

“ A force which eventually expends itself;
for instance, a roulette wheel, which——"

‘“Cartarct, you're cr yl” interrupted
Bubbidge.

“Not at all, not a4, dear boy—TI assure
you. My word! What have we here?
Rummy looking ob)ect that. What i is. it;
a sea snake?”’

Carmelita, who who knew the contents of
the Aquarium as a child does its first picture-



Carmelita Sofia McCann

book, cast an abscnt-minded glance at the
tank indicated.

“No,” she said, “an electric eel.”

"Really? Electnc, eh? Ind:genous to
these waters?”’

The girl turned on him a glance that was
amused, indulgent; there was a certain
saucy patr'oriage in Her inscrutable eyes.

“You’d say so if you went in swimming
here and got up against one. ‘Avoid the
eels or you'll be shotked!’”” she said merrily.
“What is it, Captain, that théy claim for
these eels?”

The custodian of the Aquarium, a rugged
old sea-dog, took in Cartaret’s plight at a
glarice. His experience with the girl had
been a broad and varied one, and receiving
her challenging look without flinching, he
played delightedly into her hand.

“They says, mum,” he replied with per-
fect gravity, “that every one of 'em has
enough energy stored in its slimy carcass t’
keep a one—mndle—power ’lectric lamp
agom stiddy.”

“Just fawncyl” exclaimed Cartaret.
“Such tremendous natural power going to
wastel Toao bad they cawn't find some
means of utilizing it; eh, what?”

Carmelita caught hJs arm dramatically,

“Hush! : Don't" speak,” she whispered.
“Though naturaﬁy a sociable creature, if
you value my: frrends!up—not a word for
five minutes|”

“1 say, wha.t’snup?” gasped Cartaret.

“An ideal A regular bucking bronco of
an ideal and it may; take that long to corral
it. Mr. Bubbidge, please don't let me stay
in a trance more than five utes.”

E: allant :but mystified Bnbbldge was
going through the formality | qf tunug her.
whenr the girl turned towar

“I' ve gotit!” sliecried. Oh do let's go
where we can talk  with some degree of
comfort.”

“That suggests a table between us with
some tall glases on it said Bubbldge
“How'd the Casino do?" ;

There was an air of subdued engemcss
about the trio; and the waiter had nb sooner
been dismissed than both men looked
expectantly at Carmelita.

"Whﬂ"s u ?ll :

“It’s the blood of the McCanns thht'
up!” said Carmelita firmly. “You'll please
be good enough to forget that Andnlusmn
dynasty of whichl my mirror is constahtl’y
reminding me and remember (hat iit’s
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Terry McCann ydaughter that's talking.
T; tell me, Mr.' Bubbidge, is our friend
her ¢ as green as he looks?”

Cartaret drew: himself up 'with well-
sn-nulated confusion; Bubbidge, kicking
himjon the shin, answered promptly:

“QOh, he k.nows enough to pound sand
into a rat-hole all right, Miss McCann; and,
as you can see, his chief recommendation
for any purpose is his discretion. Yes?”

“Oh' Invaluable!” said Carmelita, gig-
E “I can elready see him domg the

onors on the floor in the customers’ room.
He might even be safely permitted to con-
sort with country bankers, corporation
lawyers—and clergymen who wanted to
take a flyer, and—"

“What are you driving at?”’

“Patience! I shall a scheme unfold!
But first: Are either of you scientists? No?
Practical mechanics? Electricians? No?
Just finanders out of a job—eh? Oh, well,
perhaps it’s better so. You may not know
that I have a riotous imagination, gentlc-
men; I do not care to hamper it with too
many stern facts. We are going to provide
for the Summerpopulation of Avalon abrand
new sensation! Do you follow me?”

fectly—so far. What’s next?” said
Bubkidge.

Carmelita studied her fellow conspirators
longingly.

“I wish—I knew——""

“ Wha‘? ”

To their surprise an ingenuous bl sh
swept over the olive tint of Carmelita’s
dellcate]y oval face; her heavily fringed
eyes closed for a second, and when they
o#ened again they were misty, wistful; her
brow puckered like o worried child's; the
cdnmne lips puysed themselves into a2 muti-
nous rose-bud; | her hands clasped and un-
cl: nervously Both men, mystified by
her by-play, bent slicitously toward her.

_““Miss Carmeglita!l What is it? What's
the matter?”

'“Oh, h-e-1H("” drawled Carme ita softly.

The eﬁect was electl Bubbidge threw
back his head gnd laughe the tears ran

own his cheeks; Cartaret.choked, sput-
Y red and gasped likea ha.lfd}owned Puppy.

| *Feeling better?” heasked finally. .

*Sure!” sald Carmelita with cheerful

tter-of-facty “The  truth is, I'm

rohe—dead rokel Just when, as Dad
sed to say, [ see a chance to clean up a
fortune! Now, I take it, you gentlemen
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might nct be averse to an investment, a very
moderate one, if you could more than quad-
ruple your principal in a. month. Eh?”

Cartaret and Bubbidge cxchanged
glances; the latter spoke with some
confusion.

“Jt would have tq be a very modcratc
one, indeed, for we're pretty near ‘all in.’
This is our final splurge, and we’ve either got
to round up an casy one “and take h.:s coin
away quick, or go in bock ourselves.”

“Mercy!” cried Carmelita in mock
horror; “how scandalously you talk. Well,

then, listen. I have a little store on Surf
Avenue; it's empty. Why not open g,
“Stock Broker's office’?” She paus d for
effect.

“Here? Nonsense! How'll you get your
quotations?”’

“Qh, that’s easy; we'll make them. We
qnly nead trade in three or four stocks—

‘phony’s,’ with fancy names—admittedly
fictitious, you know; and the power that
operates the ticker—and here we can afford
to be candid with our public—will be un-
biased, as avell as incapable of partiality or
bribery,” said Carmelita, with all the glib-
ness of speech of a ‘Class A’ con-artist.

Bubbidge’s eyes glowed with interest; he
was beginning to sense the trend of her idea.
Cartaret’s face wore a puzzled look,

“In other words,” continued Carmelita,
weighing her words deliberately, “we'll use
a tank [ull of—electric eels! Oh, don't shake
your head; - they’ll stand [or it, tank, cels—
and all, if you make it strong enough.”

“But how—"

*Imagine,” continued Cannelita, her
eyes narrowing clairvoyantly at space,
handsome plate-glass aquarium inthe mlddle
of the room; it is connected with wires that
run to the tickers; the wires—two of them
for each stock quoted—are finished off with
polished copper balls that protrude into the
water of the tank. We tell the curious and
greedy investors that as the eels swim about,
they must, of neceesity, touch these balls,
and that when they do so the cércusl is com-
pleted, and that according to which ball they
touch, the ‘A’ or ‘B’ of anyset, the ticker
moves backward or forward and the price
goes up or down.. Don’t laugh; just waitl
they’ll swallow it as a fish does -a worm,
Leave it to me!” - #

"Thats all right, so far as ing the
Pubhc is, concerned,” objected: Cart'u'et

‘but ]ust where do we come in?'"

Adven’cure

Carmelita's amazed stare resolved itself
into a2 wink at Bubbidge.

"'Is it possible that this great baby that
you are chaperomng never saw an old fash-
ioned ‘clock’—4 ‘tape-game’? Stupldl"

Cartarct started nervously. -

“But, I say, Miss McCann, that's il-
legall”

"Oh. don't be a coward! If you can fur-
nish (hesc people with ‘amusement and di-
version,’ no matter how expensive it is—to
them, I don’t believe any'one will trouble
you. Of course, though, you musta’t over-
do it.”

Bubbidge chuckled. “You're a wonder,
Miss McCaonl I'm begioning to see this
thing.”

“Beginning to? I can see itl Look herel
I've got it all mapped out.” As she spoke
she marshalled knives,’ Iotks, salt- and pep-
per-shakers befor'e hér into the semblance
of arplan. “Here is the &ntrance, which we
will make as gorgeous and impressive as our
cash will permit. Here, on this side, will be
the ‘quotation’ board; at this end a ticker;
in the middle of the room—the tank; and,
running up to the ceiling—from the tank
in full view of every one, the wires that con-
nect it with the tickers. Do I make it
clear? Yes? Thanks!

“Of course, some one mll be needed on
the floor. The tabasco, please. This, my
dear Mr. Cartaret, is where your ingenuous-
ness will be invaluable. Here,” she took

ion of a menu card, “is where the
cashier’s cage will be (I will be the cashier);
there will be a ticker at my right hand. My
part is- to smile enoouragmgly and make the
plunger-who has intended to trade in a pal-
try filty shares feel himself a piker if he
doesn’t take on at Jeast a- bundred. T'll
take his margins, write his- :receipt, file his
order. and—drop the dupbcate nto a box
behind mé, whére it will’be immediately
within thereach of our friend, Mr. Bubbldge.
I sup that we can look to you for your
part of the combination, eh?" .

“Of course that depcnds—" began
Bubbidge.

Ca.rmehta dimpled appreanhvely

“Oh, as for t.hat " ghe brake in knowing-
ly, “it couldn’t’ be better if built to order.
Back of the caslucrs oﬁce," she indicated
with a spoon, “is this little store~room,
there is no entrance from it to the main
office—it opens into a side alley. The du-
plicate slips will drop through a holc in the
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partition right on to your desk every time
a rraae is made! Surely you can figure out
what the next market is going to be [rom the
sheets before you. VYes? I .thought sp.
Then you press this little button; it coh-
nects with a buzzer under my desk; I move
a lever (gallery play to impress the audience)
and—beholdithe magnets in the tickers work
and new prices are made for the 'stocks.
Don’t look so innocent, Mr. Cartaret.
You've never heard of a duplicate set ‘of
wires run under the floor and connected
with a set of. telegraph keys in a desk
drawer, have you?’ Oh, no, not you! I
happen to be pretty certain that our friend
Bubbidge has 'seen quotations made that
way, even if be hasn’t actually made them.”

“Say, now, damme, but that’s clever!”
said Cartaret, moved for once out of his
assumption of denseness. “Beats me how
you could ever think of such a thing."”

Carmelita bowed mockingly: *“Mr. Bub-
bidge can tell you that they taught these
things in the kindergarten I attended.”

“I'm sure it's awfully flattering of you to
trust us,” murmured Cartaret.

“Trust you? My dear Cartaret, get that
idea right out of your head. I need you, and
I take it you need me. As for Mr. Bub-
bidge—own up now, I couldn’t lose you if
I tried!” ]

“Not mel” laughed Bubbidge good-
naturedly. “Say, if you two have finished
playing with those peppermint leaves, and
don’t want anotljer, let’s go look at that
store,” L

mn

THOSE who have ped the essen-

tial point possessed in cémmon by the

trio it goes without saying that “The Car-
taret Brokerage Company” }qas, already usn
{ait accompli; for! (hose less sophisticated it
may perhaps be necessary’ fo bridge the
literary hiatus by the statement that after
several very busy weeks for all parties con-
cerned the opening of the season saw the
conspirators ready to provide the'earliest
comers with the amusement sensation of their
lives. The skepticsin vain decried the mani-
fest absurdity of the idea; it was presented:
with such a semblance of reality that those
not actually taken in by its pseudo-scientific
plausibility succumbed eagerly to the ex-
quisite buffoonery that could so pander to
a jaded taste. Even those who in the con-
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verjtional atmosphere of their, city homes
wol.l.ld have scorned gambling in any guise
were drawn by curiosity—or something else
—to patrenize the “Automatic Stock Ex-
change,” as it wasicalled: .

Besides, if evéry other lure failed, there
was; always Carmelita, whose olive-tinted
face, crowned with its regal braids, framed
in jthe little gilt window, wasa sight that no
transient visitor, however cautious in the
matter of investments, would have thought
of ‘missing. :

So that, at the daily sessions of -the
‘‘Automat,” brief as they were, being re-
stricted to two hours each, money poured
into the cash-box so lavishly that Carmelita
was obliged to urge temperance and gener-
osity; for the astute daugtiter of Terry
McCann, with the training born of ‘long ex-
perience in meeting and entertaining a vari-
ety of gentleman whose specialty was sharp
practise, bad an unerring eye, and could
distinguish the: born gambler who took his
gains norichalantly and his losses gamely,
from pikers, newspaper men and others
whose efforts :lay in the direction that
might lead to undesirable publicity, and had
on several occadions turned the tide in their
favor most nedtly by forcng the Grm to
stomach consid¢rable losses, which she did
by means of a private mark on the duplicate
sup.fmd to Bubbidge, a mark he had
pledged himself 'to respect without question.
So, for example, Billy Betts, of the Los
Angeles Daily Waove, seriously tempted to
ferret out what might have been a good
story, had thrown up both hands when
Saturday night’s session left him most unex-
pectedly a handsome winner. .

-And then that Boy had to rflake mischicf.

‘With one of those rare moods that set her
star-gazing and roused in her all the warm,
languorous, pulsating loveliness of a south-
em-born child set down suddenly among
aliens, Carmelita had softened to Harrold
Bennett at the! very moment of his intro-
duction. Several times Sunday she crossed
his. path, lingéring balf wistlully in the
crossing, but though he bowed with obvious
admiration, he mnade no attempt to join her,
Whereupon, Carmelita, with the willful
coquetry of h%'x Andalusian mother, was
both flattered and piqued, and sought him
out in his dark torner of the piazza.

“You're not:especially attached to this.
end of the porch, are you, Mr. Bennett?”’.
sheasked. “Bpcause, I thought you might
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like to know you're missing a moon-rise on
the bay.”

“I was just wishing—""

“I’m going down to enjoy it,” continued
Carmelita. “If you think——"

“Oh, may I?"” The boy’s pleasure was
exquisite flattery.

“Of course! Where is the end of that
scarf?”

“Ii you'll allow me,” said Bennett hastily.

Carmelita smiled at the eager clumsiness
with which he sought and disentangled the
end of the rosy cloud and helped wind it
more securely about her head and shoulders.

Once down on the hard white sands of the
beach, conversation seemed superfluous,
and the woman who tould trail across a
crowded ball-room with a sinuous grace
that drew all eyes toward her, found secret
joy as she swung out suddenly shoulder to
shoulder with her companion, in an athletic,
boyish stride. Finally, venturing a glance
at the smiling face so little above her own,
she asked abrupuly:

‘“What are you thinking of?"”

“ Of my swectheart!" said Bennett inno-
cently.

“Oh!” cried Carmelita, startled almost
into self-betrayal.

“You see,” said the boy, failing to note

her sudden exclamation, “I was wishing

the girl I'm engaged to back home knew
you.” '

“Dear me, just fawncy that!” said Car-
melita, in her confusion borrowing one of
Cartaret's pet phrases.

‘“She needs-some one like you,” the boy
blundered on; “she’s just a little gir!, you
know, who's been sheltered all her life.
Last year her father died, and she’s gone
into a buasiness house till I can earn enough
to take care of her; and—I'm afraid—she
isn't cut out for a business woman.”

“What makes you think she would like
me?”’ pouted Carmelita. )

“Oh, she’d be sure to admire you so méich,
Miss McCann; every one does.”

Carmelitd’s - voice grew suddenly vin-
dictive. : )

“Do you think she'd like the business
I'm in?"”

The boy fidgeted uncomfortably.

“Well, no, Miss Carmelita, I.don't,” he
admitted. “Of course, though, it's not
gambling, exactly, but—"

“You bet it is! for the trader—"

“And for you, too!” interrupted Ben-

Adventure

pett. “That’s what makes' it seem fair to
me. It’s justa question of luck.”

“Oh, yes, of course.” Carmelita bit her
lip. The knowledge of how nearly she had
given the truth to this bright-faced youth
before her made her usuall huskily-sweet
Irish contralto sqund rough and unsympa-
thetic, as she said:

“T hhotice you didn’t experiment any.”
Then, as if an afterthought: ““Well, good'
princfplm are sometimes the part of wis-
‘dom.”” )

““Oh, come now, Miss McCann, you:
mustn't think I'm a prig,” the boy hastened
to reassure her, flushing with sudden heat
at the thought. “The. f{act is, I haven't
much to lose; but then, on the other hand,
if T had the sort of luck Betts had, I might
pull out enough to send for my little girl
right away, mightyit 2%’

I wouldn’t tempt Fate, il I were you,”
ssid Carmelita nonchalantly; “the slimy
things are that contrary! Why, the other
night ‘E]l Doro’ started to go up and it
went the one way‘all evening, right up to
the close. When we looked into the tank,
what do you think we found? There was
an eel fast asleep pny the El Doro ‘A’ wirel
What are you laughing &t7: Don’t you sup-
pose that eels- ever sleep? Well, then, it
must have been sick, for it never moved till
I gave it a push with a.lead-pencil,” lied
Carmelita smoothly. “Now, suppose you
had been on the ‘short’ side of El Doro,
where would you be?"”

“Nursing a bad headache about this
time;” said Bennett laughing. ‘‘Just the
same, Miss McCann, I've half a notion to
stay over next week and have a try at my
luc .l7 .

Carmelita’s‘eyes rested:for a moment on
his; then they swept slowly, appreciatively
around the beautiful curie of the crescent-
shaped bay qut to where the moonlight
trailed a silvery path acrgss the sea.

“Go slow, then,”.she said resignedly,
and borrowing from the memories of the
dead an expression her father had often
used, she added: “and may the Saints go
wid you!”

=Y \
CARMEL!TA sat on the stringpiece of
the dock and twiddled her thumbs; but

this time she was not alone, and the shapely
silk-clad extremities ' that terminated so
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neatly in a pair of bathing sandals indi-
cated that an occupation awaited her pleas-
ure. Moreover, her companion. F. Bab-
bington Cartaret, showing  his well-knit
and athletic figure to striking advantage'in
his bathing suit, was evidently giving the
fair Carmelita food for thoyght, if one
might judge by the impatient foot-slaps
she gave the water.

“Do you know, Babby dear,” she said,
“you are growing posit.ively unpleasant?”

“Unrequited love,” said Cartaret shortly.
Then blinking awzy a drop of water that
had splashed squarely into his eye, he added
crossly: “I wish you'd sit still; you'll fall
off there, first thing you know.”

“What’s the odds?” murmured Cat-
melita sweetly. “I’d only get wet—and
that’s what I'm dressed for.”

“You might find falling into the waler a
different. proposition from dising in,” re-
turned Cartaret with some asperity.

“Just fawncy!” mocked Carmelita. “I
wonder if he means anything? By the way,
Babby dear, what has become of that won-
derful accent of yours?”

‘“Oh, what’s the use?” demanded Car-
taret. “You guyed me till I dropped it,
and when I did—you guyed some more.
I thought at first you were a good [ellow,
Carmelita, but [ declare you seem to have
had it in for me’{rom the start.”

:“Do you kngw why?” Carmelita’s eyes
narrowed threalteningly. “You looked so
plagued well satisfied with yourself and
your powers, arid—1I hate a man that plays
a part, anyhow! Do you reaily thmk you
are {ascinating,|Mr. Cartzret?"

“Of course not!”’

“Well, I misjudged ypn, then,” said
Carmehta mildly apologetic. “I'm so
sorry; but do you know, ebby dear, you
gave me the impreéssion{wyou were such
a duffer about’ it tool—that you thought
I was yours for the ing. I may be
wrong,” her voice hardened perceptibly,
“but you still appear to think so, in spite
of all my eflorts, else why‘have you been
boring me with all this green-eyed monster
play? For, to use your own words, it s
a beastly bore!”

Cartaret cleared his throat and mentally
reached after his elusive dignity, which, in
Carmelita’s presence, was perpetually es-
caping him.

“Oh, very well, then; we'll discuss the
subject from a business point of view.
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We'll forega the fact that this Kid has been
here several weeks, and that he hangs about
you whenever he gets 2 chance,” he sneered.

“I wish you'd give him more opportu-
nity,” retorted Carmelita.

‘“But you can't shut my eyes to the fact,”
co,ntlnued Cartjret, without eppearing to
notice the mterrupnon, “that his infcrnal
bets are always on the wrong side of the
sheet [or us! Oh, don’t pretend that you
don’t follow me;: Bubbldge didn’t sey much
about it, but I could see he thought it
damned queer that three times last evening
Bennett's play was the only one on the win-
ning side.” He won two-hundred and fifty
on ‘Plano’—""

““What of it?”* broke in Carmelita; *four
others lost two hundred on that same turn.
We've got to let somebody win!”’

*Yes, but how does #e know——""

“Goodness! how can I tell?” replied Car-
melita. ‘““Now,!see here, Mr. Cartaret!
You weary me; 'you can't expect to take
everybody s money and never give eny of
it back.”

“I don’t mind telling you,” said Car-
taret, looking stralght into his companion’s
face with & meaning that was unmistak-
able, “that it looks to me as if he’d been
tlpped"'

es?” Carmelita rose leisurely to her
fecf.” “You are trying to say, I presume,
that I'm in cahoots with that boy? You’ve
a sweet mind, good sir! You'd even corrupt
the eels! .Stay right where you are—you
make such a lovely picture, and—I -prefer
my own company to yours, anyhow.”

Carmelita’s rounded arms performed
certain little evolutions beloved of-'swim-
mers, and in a few moments she was mak-
ing her way to aiblonde and upturned face

l;l:-bmg about dn the waters. Its owner
splashed over as{she joined him and swam
alongside side of her.

c “Well?" she sdid, smiling into his happy
ace.

“Well, I sent :Lhe little girlia bunch of
coin this morning, told her to gét some duds
and ‘hold herself ready for my telegram.
Gee, but I'm happ i

“lYou look it,” s:ghed Ca.rmehta. half envi-
ous |

“Ancl T owe it: to you.” |

“Sshl Don’t;say that; people would
misunderstand. I haven't done anything.*

“That’s so!” admitted the boy, a puz-
zled look flitting over his face, “ but I always
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feel as though. something—was telling me
—oh, I can't explain! Queer, isn’t it?"
“Awifully so,” said Carmelita.

\Y

WHAT the end of this story would have
been if Betts had not arrived on the
afternoon boat I am not prepared to say.
Human nature is prone to greed, and Car-
melita’s cavalier disregard of the sulky
Cartaret might well . have precipitated an
internal war and brought about a speedy
dissolution of the Carlaret Brokerage Com-
pany. For Avalon was [ast tiring of the
eels; the novelty was wearing off; and
while every born gambler, believer in ora-
cles, soothsayers and the like, had “con-
sulted” them as a mattér of course, the
wriggling denizens of the deep were rapidly
being consigned to that limbo in which
belong roulette-wheels, faro-banks, chuck-
luck and other thihgs impossible to beat.
There was also developing a suspicion that
here was no legitimate game of chance, but
rather an- invention of the devil, beside
which the machinations of the late Mr.
Soapy Smith, erstwhile of Alaska fame,
would have seemed as fair and square as
a Sunday-school grab-bag. There were
even those who darkly hinted at a possible
modus operandi, so that of. late the fires
under the Penguir’s boilers were never per-
mitted to get beyond a point where ffteen
minutes wide-open dralt would not develop
a head of steam sufficient to show a clean
pair- of heels to anything in the waters
round about Catslina.

“When the time comes, of course you'll
slough with us?” Bubbidge had said at the
Grst hint of discontent on the part of their pa-
trons: but Carmelita shook her head slowly:

“Nothing doing in that line! You rented
my store and engaged me (or rather Carta-
ret d1cl) as cashier; that’s ai! I know abolgt
the pair of you, my dear Mr. Bubbidge,"”
she replied with elaborate ngmty “Sure,
there’ll need to be a blind, and I'm the one
to stay here and play the innecent.”

“Huh! You'd give the wholesnapaway!”
growled Cartaret.

“Now that's really ‘ very nawsty’ of you,
Babby dear,” retorted Camehtt.l “'Be-
lieve me, you underestimate my ‘Ristrionic
abilities. 'Also,” she murmured wnder her
breath, “you little “suspect what“a mind-
reader L am.”

Adventure

It may have been due to this unsuspected
ability that she instantly interpreted the
reappearance_of Betts on the scene as a
danger-signal. This intuitign—which she
told herself was a “hunch”‘the minute she
saw him—wasstr¢ngthened when he greeted
Benpett a few moments later with:

*Héllo, boy; I hear you're winning coin
in bunches.”

Bennett laughed awkwardly. He look
his godd luck with a gauchem that made
Carmelita want to shake him, and acted
more like 2 boy who half suspects that
he's-guilty of something underhand than
a man who is beating d game. While to him
there was nothing ‘strange in Betts’ salu-
tation, to Carmelita there instantly flashed
the thought ‘“Ah, ha} . Betts has talked
with no one—since his. arrival—but the
clerk; therefore, some one has considered
it svorth while to write him. That does
settle it; they'te getting nextl”

As though he read what was going on in
her mind, Betts maved over to where she
stood at the end of the piazza nearest the
bay—svelte, bizarre, alluring as an Ari
Nouvean Aphrodite,

“It's a double pléasure to meet you so
soon again,” he challenged:

“You are flattering. May I reciprocate?”

“If you only would.”

Carmelita’s raised eyebrows teased sub-
tly,while her wide gray eyes scarched, probed.

“But why double?” she asked at last.

‘“‘Because I am on the trail of a story—""

‘“Ah! Then it is to that we owe this un-
expected pleasure—"'

‘“—and I look conﬁdenﬂy to you for
help,”’ concluded Betts blandly.

“How.good of you to let me!” gushed
Carmelita soItly “1 shall feel that I atn
making history.”

What Betts murmured souo voce in reply
was intended for Carmelita’s ear alone;
besides, it has nothing whatever to do with
the story. Her low laughter blended as:
concordantly with the whispering night
breeze and lapping waters, the stars and the
distant music of a waltz, as though she had
becn written in' the same key.

“Your flattery is very subtle, very intox-
icating, on such a night as this,” she drawled-
tantalizingly. “Would it ring as true by
dayhght? I wonder!”

‘Try me and see.”

“I wlll Would to-morrow mormng da

for the story?”
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“To—mght is better.” i 3
“But I'm due at the “\utomat’—horrid
wordl” she grimaced like a. saucy child.:

“I've grown very tired of it.. I wonder
why?”

“It takes you f[rom me.’ ;

“Oh, to. be sure. I knew tHerc must be

some potent reason; the distaste came so
suddealy. Good-n.igh‘_t!"

“But I'm going there, too.”

“Oh! I thought—perhaps—you would
be busy with your story.”

“Y shall be.”

“Wonderful men, these journalists!” she
mocked. “Such powers of concentration,
such——"

“Intuition!” said Betts calmly.
you going our way, Bennett?"

The boy joired them quickly, but not
before Carmelita, under cover of his ad-
vance, had time to say: “Now, why did

you do that? "

“I hke the boy, besides—he’s part of the
story.”

As they moved along down the starlit
street, Betts turned to the lad playfully.

£ Bennett to just what do you attribute
your marveloiss luck?”

Carmelita held her breath, the boy’s
laugh was so inggnuous

“To the light that lies in the Seforita’s
cyés,” he answerdd gallantly.

“Shameless] Ibuspect you of hinting that
she winks.” And Betts, satisfied for the
time, led the talk into safer chaanels.

‘“Are:

B 4 §

FTER the third “market" of the even-

, ing session Ca.rmehta,, who had just.
p:nd Betts his winnings, was,;suddenly taken'
ill. So serious was her mb:sposmon that ;
she showed no signs of recpvery until after.
several of the patrons, Bennett and Betts'
among them, had gone in.search of medical
restoratives and a physician. Then, inter-
estingly pale ‘and plaintively weak-voiced, :
she prevailed m
to close the! Exchange for the everin
Altér that she had a heart-to-heart talk with
herpartners, ip the private oﬁice It wasnot ;
long, but it sefved the pu Onthe way !
to the hotel Carmelita’'met Bennelt ret ita- |
mg with restoralives and guided him from !
the danger-zone; by the time Betts arnved
with a_doctor, the place was dark. Oq the |
locked door a crudely printed . sign! an-~

n the bewildered Cartaretf; :
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nounced that the Exchange would be open
for business, as usual, next morning.

It was long after midnight when a blue-
skirted girl wearing a gray swcater let her-
self cautiously into. the Exchange. Feeling
about carelully in the dark she'made sure
that certain incriminating evidences, in the
shape of wires running from beneath the
Aoors to the tickers, had beeh removed.
Then she groped her way to-the anL where
she hovered distastelully for a!minute or
two before emptying into it the contents
of a small box that she had brought with
her. She paid a stealthy visit to the stufly
little store-room, where, with no fear of
detection, she flashed about her.the rays
from a small pocket torch and Satlsﬁed her-
self that the desk;drawer was empt.y, the
holes in the floor plugged up and smeared
over with dust, and everything generally
as it should be.

Closing and locking the street door behind
her, Carmehta. wheeled about to find a cigar
blinking at her in the darkness. Instantly
the, lltt.le torch flashed in the smoker's face,
and she gave a s|gh of relief.

“Qhb, it's you?™

“ Yes, I thought I'd wait around and see
you afe back to the hotel.” -

ery kind of you, Mr. Betts; I'm——"'
bat is, if you’re quite throygh.”

“Oh I'm quite through, thank you.”

The silence was unbroken for several
minutes. The cigar glowed unremittingly;
Carmelita’s stride suggested complete re-
covery. Suddenly:

“I'd forgotten .to feed the eels, and
couldn’t sleep forithinking of the hungry
things. They’re an awful nuisance.’

“ Awful!”’ agreed Betts.

“'I‘hey re only fed at night; if you stuff
themiin the daytime they get sluggish and
it interferes with the flow of animal mag-
netism,” continued Carmelita smoothly.

“I:see,’’ said Betts politely. “What do
you feed them?”

“Porterhouse—chopped fine,” answered

; Carmelita demurely.

Betts chutkled. “Miss McCann, if I had
your rmagmahon I'd never do another day’s
work as long as I'l 'ed“'

3n “the contrary,” replied . Carmelita_
reprt achfully, “if you had my imagination*
you'd be busy wor g out of s¢ apes it got
you into.”

“If,” said Bettslzmlevantly, “lnstead of
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turning you over to the proper authorities,
I let you get back into the hotel the way
you came out—""

*Did you seec me?"” giggled Carmelita.

“I certainly did!” said Betts with
chill severity. ‘“Will you give me the
story?”

Carmclita smiled evasively. “Yes, as
soon s it's finished,” she agreed. “Never
skip the end of a good story, Mr. Betts.”

The [ollowing morning on the stroke of
ten Carmelita left the cashier’s cage and
strode solemnly to the side of the tank,
which, contrery to custom, was covered with
purple bunting. Her appearance was the
signal for.quite a stir among those already
in the room, one of those inexplicable ih-
spirations having drawn a larger crowd than
usual. Several voices were raised in inquiry,
solicitous or chaffing, [or her health, but she
hushed them with a gesture.
sorry to have to tell you,” she said

quieti es seeking Betts by the door,
“thata toward accident will compel
us to keép fhe Exchange closed [or several
days at ledst.”

“What’s the matter? Cartaret skipped
with the dough?” ‘queried a voice from
behind her.

Carmelita turned slightly and eyed the
speaker reproachfully. *As you are prob-
ably aware,” she continued, “I was suddenly
taken. ill last evening. At that time the
current was turned on in the eel-tank, and
during the excitement no one thought to
tum it off.”

“Good Lord! she’s electrocuted ‘ Exhibit
A',”’ groaned Betts softly.

“Asa result the eels were subjected to the
necessity ol furnishing electric energy con-
tinuously throughout the night,” said Car-
melita. “When Mr. Cartaret came here
early this morning they were all-—dead!”
She lifted the corner of the bunting gingerly
and the crowd pressed forward, laughing,
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incredulous. “They will of course be re-
placed, though it may take some time; but:
just as soon as Mr: Cartaret, who is now
scouring the coast on Mr. Bubbidge's yacht
wlnh the best fisherman he could em-,

o SE— ] )

“Name, please?” i.ntermpted a member
of the Tuna Club. oo

“—can secure.the requisite number of
electric eels, business on the Exchange will
be resumed,” concluded Carmelita.

“Nol with my money!” shouted a big, fat,
man.

““Are you quite sure you didn’t overfeed
them, Miss McCann?" said Hetts, at which
the dignity of the entire company was hope-
lessly shattered.

After dinner that lay Betts lounged in
a steamer-chair, waiting [or Carmelita to
appear. While he waited, he dozed. George
the clerk wandering r.hat way for a breath
of air, found him noddmg grouchily over
a magazine, and Vouchsafed the informa-
tjon, unasked, that two of his friends had

eparted. .

“Which ones?” asked Betts.

“Well, Bennett’s.gone to Denver to meet
his girl, and Miss McCann went to town to
see herdoctor. She said she might be back,
but itisn’t likely—not wtule ‘Amalgamated
CoPper keeps going up.”

What a damned chump I aml” was
Betts’ only coinment. °

A few weeks later Betts received by mail
from New York a bulky manuscript; with
it came the following letter:

Frienp BerTs:

Tothe King of Goog Fellows, Greetingl

Dad taught me never to welch on a pmb
debt. I rmnused you e stofy, end I won't rcuege;
here it is| . Publish it in past—or not at all, as you
choose; but—fo,r haven s sakel make me out at-
tractive. ] may want'to appear in public agmn and
so much depends on a'début.-;

: Yours—in fact of fiction—
¢ CABMELITA SOFIA MCCANN.




wen Oliver

{ A ] fe,,o"

ARIAN BAYLIS woke [rom her
beauty-sleep to find a wild-eyed
steward shaking her by the
shoulder. The ship was on a

\J
rock, ‘he said.

He'banged at the door five minutes later
and told her to hurry. He did not wait for
an answer, and there was none. The girl
had fainted.

A quarter of an hour had passed before

she came to. She dressed somehow and
crept; ‘along the alleyway and up the saloon
stairs, swaying and thinking tbat it was the
ship that swayed. She staggered out on the
promenade deck, and held to the rails,
wondering dazedly at the silence, and re-
fusing to what it meant. The deck
was, lighted |by|a few electric lamps. Be-
yond ‘the ship it was very dark. She could
just distingiish) seven boats passing out of
the lee of the rdcks to the high sea beyond.
She ithought she had counted seven; but
loolung again she saw only six. The next
count made them five. ~Presently there
were none. Vi
She did not remember running round the
promenade deck looking ,for some one to
help: her bear the homri 'She found her-
self on the boat deck, calling the captain.
When he dxd not answer, she admitted to
hersel: that ievery one had gone—even the
anoner who had been kept on the top
Iout of sight of the passengers.. The
lof his: prison were broken; and his
pnson iclothing lay strewn about. He had
evidently thought that some one lelse's
appagel would be a better .introduction
whete he was going.
She measured the’ clothmg with her eye.

7r

He must have been a huge man; as big
as—the man who was coming up the sleps—
a man she had never seen before! . . . They
said that the offense was murder! .
For the second time in her life she fainted.

She found herself upon a hard couch in
the ‘prison.” The man was holding her up
and putting' brandy to her lips. He had
turned on a light, and she scrutinized him
under her blinking eyelids.- He was an
extraordinarily large, powerful young fel-
low, with a strong jaw, and large nose, and
lips that set in a stern line; a good-looking
man, she would have thought, if she had
thought of his looks, but she only consid-

the character that his. appearance
idicated. Hard and cruel, she decided,
but not coarse. Thank He ven, not
coarse! . . . She must find a weapon to
protect hersel.f Meanwhile she must not
let him know that she suspected his iden-
tity, or he would murder Aer/ She shivered
and drew a shuddering breath.
lBetter now?” he asked. His voice was
pleasant and neither too rough mor too
familiar, It took a small percentage from
her|fears. At any rate he kad been a_gen-
tleman.

I_iYes " she said feebly, “I am-better.”

e put a cushion and a pillow behind
her|and removed his arm.

‘I am even more sorry for you than for
mylelf " he remarked. “But I think there
is hope. I do, really.”

“Is any one else left on board?” she
inquired. -He shook his head “Why did
yoy stay?”’ :

11 ,thought T stood "a better chance
her'e," he stated; and the last hope that
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he was not the murderer went [rom her
mind. It would have been useless for him
to escape with those who knew him, of
course. “ The boats were overloaded, and I
did not think they could live in this sea.
We will hope that I was wrong.”

“They went down!” she cried, with a
sob. “Isaw them.”

“So did I,” he admitted. “I didn't want
Lo worry you, if you didn’t know.”

They were silent for some time.

“How were you left behind?” he in-

quiped at length.

“I fainted. If I hadn’t——" She
twitched.

“It was [or the best, it scems,”

he re-
marked. !

““It scems so.”” She shuddered violently.
It would have been bettér to go down
with the others; perhaps, she thought
—but he must have been a gentleman
once. Perhaps he would not harm her.

“It is funny that we have never spoken
before,” she said. It would look suspi-
cious, if she did not say something of the
kind, she considered.

“Not so [unny,” he answered. ‘I was
not a firstclass passenger. I had been
carcless of my money, and I wouldn’t
write to the governor for more. Alter-
wards I wished that I had. I—I ‘felt my
position acutely,’ as they say in the police-
court reports.”

The police courts! He must have men-
tioned them to test whether she suspected
him, she decided. She tried to laugh care-
lessly; and then the ship lurched, shifting
upon the rock that held it, and she screamed.

“We are going down!” she cried.

“No, no,” he declared. “I don’t think
so; but come below, and I'll find a life-
belt for you.”

He supported her down the steps to ‘the
promenade deck and put her in a chair.

“We arc jamnied on a rock,” he ex-
plained, “and I believe we shall stick there
till the gale goes down, and then we hall
be all right. But we'll have belts,
additional safeguard.”

He went off with a long stride. She
dasped . and unclasped her hands, but
would not let herself shudder till he left
the deck. Then she thought of going below
another way, and seeking for a_revolver;
but she feared meeting him; gnd, besides,
a revolver was useless to her. % he did not
know how to load it—had néver handled
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one even. There was only one course.:
She must conceal her spspicions and her
aversions and move his better feelings by
pretended trust in him.

He seemed gone a long while, Doub;-
less he was rifling the cabins of their val-
uables!: His arms were ‘full. when he came
at last; but the valuables were all for her.

“Here is a rug,¥ he said, “and a cushion;
and ifsyou put on this coat it will stop the
shivering. I've brought a life-belt, but
you won’t want it; and here is somethin to
eat and drink.” He gave her sandwiches
and lemonade, and‘ took some himself.;
“Now .we have broken bread together,”
he remarked. “Will you believe me that
my faith is pledged tﬁ do my best for you?
I can see that you'ré half afraid of me. I'm
~such @ lump of a chap!” He grinned
apologetlcally

“Oh, no!” she said- hastily. “Oh, no!
I—I will do my best;tod.”

,He held out his hand. She put hers in
it—what a terrible, strong hand it was!'—
and managed to repress a scream. The
hand she held had killed his wife, according
to the ship’s gossip \

“Now,” he saxd cheerfully, “let’s make
our plans. The sea is going down. It will
probably be quite; calm in the morming.
We can'’t rely upon the ship sticking here.
We had better make a raft, and carmry all
that we can upon it, and get to land—if
those rocks may be called ‘land.” We can
rig up tents and make ourselves comfort-
able Robinson Crusoes.. But I suppose I
am Man Fridayl Man Friday turned out
pretty [faithful, .you remember, though
Rgbmson Crusoe imstrusted him for a long
while.”

He laughed. The t.bought that he could
laugh with #2¢ on his mind struck her
suddenly; and she burst into hysterical
tears. He watched her gmvely, lookidg a
trifle pale, !

“While you mxstrust Man Friday,” he
said, “you shall have-an island to your-
self. You can't reasonably mistrust him
now, with the fear of death before his eyes!
I'll put you on one rock and go off to an-
other. That's 8 .solemn promise.: Now,
don't cry.” |

He spoke very gently, and she felt a
sudden sympathy for him. A man, she
thought, might commit one great crime
without being wholly bad;' and it must be
terrible to be cut off from the trust of
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>very one. If he had only killed a man,’
she felt that she could almost' trust him;
but they said it was & woman! She wOuld

bave her separate island; but she would *
not hurt his feelings more than she could

hel

PDon 't you think,” she Iended ““that
it is very tern(ymg toa glrl to be left like
this? With an entire stranger? You have
been very d. Please make allowances
for me.” -

He nodded slowl

“Try to sleep wﬁde I make the raft,” he
said, and went away. She mtended to-

keep awake and watch him; but she slept

from sheer exhaustion for over an hour. -
Just after she roused, the ship’s lights went .

out suddenly. She iorgot her fear ¢f him
in her fear of the darkness, and sat up and
screamed till he came running to her.

“It’'s all rh,ht " he called from afar.
“The electricity has failed. That’s all.
It will soon be daylight. Don't be fright-
ened.” r

“I em [rightened!” she called desper-
ately. “Frightened to be alone; [rightened
ol you; frightened of everything!"

He came and stood two or thrce yards
away.

“1t will be qu'.; light in half an hour,”
he asserted u can see it coming on the
oﬂier side. le.l,you walk round and look’
at it?”

“No!” she: ﬂbed “No!”

*Shall I go?” he asked, with a touch of
irritation.

“No!” she almost screamed.  “Nol”

She felt safer while he ¥as under her'

€, though be looked huge and terrible in;
the semi-darkness, Besides,’she was a[m1d|
to be alone; and he evident]y did not mean:
to harm her at present; and perhaps not at
all. ‘She was mad to let him know her fears.

“Please be. generous," shé begged.. “I:
am ‘quite unstrung. 'You are kindness it-
sel to me. I:-hope I bhall be more sensible
and l'ielpful to-morrow— It is ‘to-morTo
now, isn’t it?” She tried to speak bngﬂy.
“It #5 lighter, I think. Let's go and look;
on the other side.”

They walkéd round the promenade to-
gether, and watched the dawn come. ' The
cloudls: were rhitened underneath, and the

whitgness grew to, a'blaze and. then Lhc
nm ‘the sun came

ere is morro]v » he ,smd_ “Qome_‘
and select your island.” :
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Shtla thought. that there was a touch of
banter in his tone; as if he imagined that
her féar of him had passed; and hen dread
returhed with a rugh.

“We will

"Yles," she sai
choose our islands.|! .

They walked back to their original side,
and surveyed the rocls. Most of them were
small: peaks, with 'scarcely standing: room.
Two were larger than the rest. One had a
flat 'space of perhaps twenty fect by ten on
to(r, and a number of lesser ledges at Lhe
side. | The other was twice as large, and
had a small sandy cove. - They were both
aboul a quarter of a mile from the ship, and
about two hundred yards apart.

“They are the anly two of any use,” he
pronounced. *We must get ready. I had
half made the raft before the lights went
out. I can get it into the water astern.
The bulwarks are smashed therc. Will you
go and collect property? Food, water or
mineral waters, blankets, a couple of beds—
but they’ll be too heavy for you. I'll fetch
them. Anything that will be useful.”

She gathered armfuls of arlicles and
brought them to the place where he was
making the ralt. " She even managed to
carry a bed. He ran Lo meet her when he

steadily.

saw her staggering under the.load, and
fet: the second bed himself. She almost
wishéd that she had not guessed bis iden-

tity, for she did not believe that he meant
any harm to her, and he was pleasant com-
pany and had almost a good face when he
smiled. She could not think how he could
smile so cheerfully. That he could smile
at all was the most horrible thing of alll

Shie cooked some breakfast, set it out on
a tray and carried it to the plaqe where he
was working, and they sat down and ate it.
Shortly after breakfast he completed he
ral(t;; a curious structure;of barrels and
spars and planks, lashed securely together.
They had a long struggle together to get it
into ; the water, and once or twice she
laughed unaware. It was difficult to re-
memifer horrible things in the bright sun-
ship¢, with one’s blood warmed cheerfully
b lmd work. The ralt splashed over-

ard at last, and he hauled it to the side
by the ropes which he had fastened Lo it.
It rese and fell- gently, like a boat by a
pier.

“1 will let you down first,” he proposcd
“Then I can lower the thmgs to you,‘and
you fcan stack them. Put the heavmt in
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the center of theralt, and tie them on with
string whenever you can.”

He fastened a life-belt round her, for {ear
of any accident, and let her down by a rope
tied under her atms. Then he passed down
their provisions and stores. He ran off for
some minutes and brought back a lot of
canvas and two long poles. He would make
tents with them, he explained. Then he
went off again. She fingered a knife that
lay upon-the raft, and considered whether
she should cut it addlt, but she decided
that she.could not do that. He had stayed
upon the dangerous ship hours after he
could have made a raft large enough for
himself; and if she stole it and the ship
went down before he could make another,
he would be drowned; and there were no
more planks, he said, and no more rope
small enough for lashings. Ske would be a
murderer, if she did that . . . She could
have liked the man, if he hadn’t been that.

She sat and shivered till he reappeared.
He brought a lady's cloak and a lady’s
mackintosh, for her, and a brush and comb
and band-mirror. Her voice broke as she
thanked him. It must be pleasant to him
to be his better self to someone whom he
thought ignorant of the past. She felt
sorry for him, as well as afraid of him. That
was the most horrible thing of all—that
one could like the man.

He slid down to the ra(t and set it free,
leaving the rope dangling—in case he wished
to go aboard again, he explained cheer-
fully. Heseemed very cheerful; almost y

The raft was so fully loaded that

-could scarcely stand. He told her to sit on,

their property, and hold on to the loose
things, gﬂe he sculled with a single oar.
She laughed unaware again at his efforts,
and when something fell overboard. She
cried out to him not to let: her float off
alone when he jumped ashore in the gand
cove, pushing the raft off a little. 1-{
waded in.the water and pulled the rait in
and helped her off, so that she should not
wet her [eet, °
“That’s the jolliest boat.mg trip I ever

hadl” he declared, wiping his forehead
with his handkerchief.

“It was very jolly,” shejagreed; and
then her horror came upon Hdr like a chill.

They carried two-thirds of the property
ashore. Then he held up highand to stop.

“The rest is my share,”| he said, and
paused. It was evident enough that he did
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not wish to go. She did him the juslice to
think that, if she had been old and ugly,
he would nodt have wished to leave her on
this deserted rock alone, Slié could scarcely
have said Lhat she wished him to leave;
but she felt that it must be. Nothing else
was fpossible. ' ;
“You haven't kept e fair hall,” she said
at last. “Let me help you put some back.”

He flushed quickly; and then went
rather white, It was clear that he had nét
expected that she would let him go, when
it came to the point: She half expected
that he would show his violence now;" but
he only shook his head.

“I can get more from the ship,” he said.
“You can’t. Shall I frighten you il I bring
you more some mormng? .

The hurt in Kis voice was very plain;
And the girl felt a great compm;s:on for him.,

“Perhaps,” she suggested, *you would
call for me when you are going to the ship.
I—1I know that I must seem very ungrate-
ful; very foolish. I em foolish, of course,
but—I don't believe you would harm me.
I—Ohl I dow’tt- It is only—I can’t ex-
plain my absurdity—— You will come
for me, when you are going to the ship,
won't you?”

“I should prefer that you did not go
upon the ship again,” he told her. “There
is a certain risk, of course. She lurched
several times tlns morning, I will call on
the way back.”

He set his lips firmly. He did look a
fierce man, she decided, and she would be
glad when he had gone®, She carried her
pioperty up. the beach and stowed it away
while he put up, her tent. He came and
helped her then, but neither spoke till they
had. finished. Thenr hé bowed, and was
turning away; but she touched his arm.

‘“Let me thank you,” she said. “Thank
you—— ohl Very muchl You must have
some tea belore you go.” He shook his
head. ‘“Pleasel Out of your generosity.”
Heshook his head again. “Because I want
y(:;; t,o, then?” ‘He looked at her. “Yes
I 3

He nodded and helped her make the tea;
but he seemed uneble to find words till he
was going,.

“I was thinking,” he said then, “that
you would feel safer if you had the raft. I
will teach you to manage it. You/can scull
me over to—to Man Friday’s Island, and
scull yourself back. Then”—his voice
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sharpened angrily—“T shall be eflectually
cut off.”

If he had stopped before "the last sen-
tence the girl would probably have taken
the desperate resolution to trust him, She
was {rightened of being left alone; and she
believed that, whatever he had done, he
was at heart.a gentleman. He certainly
had behaved well to her; and she was very.
troubled about hurting his feelings. But
the note of anger in his voice 'terrified
her. '

“1 do not mistrust you,” she said; “and
I have every reason to be deeply grateful
to you. I thank you for your offer.
very—very chivalrous. I accept it."”

So she went across Wwith him.. Shefound
it easy to scull the raft, as the water was
very smooth. He did not speak except Lo
give her the necessary instructions; and he
acknowledged her thanks only with a bow
when she left. She managed to keep from
crying till she was back in her tent. Then
she cried a good deal. She was so sorry for
him—so very sorry! And she did not like
being alone on her island. She kept fancy-
ing that she heard- noises, and she wished
that she had asked him to search it. She
detided that shelwould fetch him to do so
th next day. Then she wiped her eyes

ily to thinkthat she was letting her-
self grow to trus€ this—this murderer.

““But I believelit wasn’t murder—only an
accident,” she §ud ‘aloud. She repeated
this several! times. Then she fell' fast
asleep, though it was just, before sunset,

and slept till daylight the next morning. -

In the morning she feltymore cheerful.

When she had had breakfast she embarked .

upon the raft and scul.leq over to Man
Friday’s Island. ,

“1 thought I would show you that I am
not afraid of you,"” she said brightly. “And
you'will want to go to the ship. Please let
me come t00.”

“There is no need for you to take the
riskj” he said coldly;

“But—but I'm dreadfully lonely,” she

pleaded. “‘Do let me come with jyou.”

His 'face }elued gradudly ashe looked

at ]
‘E‘l\{ery well " he agreed “You-—you
spoilt child”
THey spent all! thc morning loadmg the
ralt E-om the ship. | It seemed to be fixed

firmly on the rock; so they lunched on
boarl. Then hé took the ioaded raft to
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Robinson Crusoe’s Island. He insisted on
unloading most of the spoil there. At last
she jumped on the ralt and pushed it a
little way from the shore.

“If you won't afrree to take all the rest,”
she threatened, “T’ll leave you here, with
all the nice things, and go and live on your
nasty, poky island.”

So he agreed to take the remainder of the
load| and they le{t for Man Friday’s Island,
alter he had searched Robinson Crusoe's
so (Hat she might feel quite secure. She did
not seem anxious to go back to her loneli-
ness, and invited herself to tea with him.
Alter tea she found herself talking merrily,
and almost teasingly, and then she sud-
denly remembered what he was! HLe
raised his eyebrows at the quick change in
her face. ,

“Whal is it?” he asked. “Am I not a
good enough tomrade to trust?”

“You are a good comrade,” she said
almost solemnly; ‘“and I do trust you,
but it is time that I went.”

She got upon the raft and he pushed it
off. There was a mist in her eyes and, till
he shouted to her, she did not notice that a
strong current was carrying the raft out of
its cgurse. She struggled vainly to control
it. “When she saw that she would certainly
be carried out to the open sea she threw
down the oar and screamed to him, hold-
ing out her arms. She saw him run to his
stores and begin to tie things together.
She: guessed that he was making anolher
ralt. It never occurred to her [of 2 momert
lhat he would hesitate Lo risk his lile by
following her. Presently he dragged his
little ralt to theé water, and set oiit using
an oar like a paddle. Ris craft was just a
water-barrel with some planks tied at the
sides to steady it. He sat astride upon it
with his legs in the water. She remembered
that they bhad seen a shark in the morning,
and screamed in terror.

“I don't care what he has done!” she
gasbed again and again. “I don’t care!”

They were far. past her island before it
came into her héad to. try to scull toward
him. She could not stem the current; but
she/kept the rait rI]rom going so fast; and at:
last he overtook1hcr, tied his little ralt to,
heﬂ big one, and!came aboard. She fell on®

knees and thanked God; a.nd he took
is cap reverently.

IAmenI" he said.

‘1Oh!” she cried. “But you have noth-
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ing to be thanklul for.
your life for me.”

“I am thankful for that,” he said gravely;
and she seized his hand and kissed itl

“In the end,” she said, “Robinson Crusoe
was very sure that Man Friday was [aith{ul.”

“I am glad of that,” he said simply.

Then he took up the oar and tried to work
their clumsy craft out of the current. As
he lailed to do so, she took the other oar,
and they tried to go against it; but they
barely held their own; and alter a time she
sank on. the raft exhausted. He sat down
beside her. It was useless to attempt to
resist the current alone.

You ere giving

‘““There’s fresh water in the barrel,” he

announced, ““and I filled my pockets with
biscuits. I daresay we shall be picked up.
Let’s have supper—little comrade.”

“Big comrade!” she said.

They ate and drank, and even jested,
when he held up the big barrel for her to
drink. It was very warm, luckily, and the
rise and fall of the ralt madeher sleepy. She
laid down with her head on hisknee,and slept
peacefully. Shefeltsafer than she had felt the
night before. Once she cried out in her sleep
and he stroked her hair. She half woke,
smiled at him, and clutched his wrist.

“It’s all right, little Crusoe,” he said.

“I¢'s——all right—Man Friday,” she mur-
mureddrowsily. Thenghe went tosleepagain.

Presently the mén came out. He
started and shook het shoulder.

“The current has changed!" he cried.
“We are nearly back to your island!”

The girl sat up and looked round.

““Our island,” she said very gently.

He stood up and sculled vigorously, and
she assisted him [or little spells. They ran
into the cove in the moonlight, and she
helped him pull the. raft up.

They were too elated to sleep. So[i the
sat on a big lump of rock side by side; wit
the water lapping at their feet, and talked;
and for once the man said most. The glrl

grewgradually silent, and listened to him tell-
ingofschooland co]lege, and “thedearolddad
and materat home,”” and howthey would wel-
come them; for he seemed to assume that she

would go with him. She gavg 8 sudden sob;
lifted his hand and kissed it fiércely.

“Forgive me,” she beggpl. ‘‘Forgive

me!l When I remember i—that 1 mis-
you—I was mad, of ¢ourse!”

JUdi
e must have been mad to jin
was the prisoner, she told hersilf;
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“Oh, little girll” he begged. *“Don't
do that again gxrn you do you’ll send rize
mad; end I shall ask—what I mean to ask
as soon as we are, rescued!”**

Their shoulders were touching as they
sat; and the girl’s seemed to drop against his:

“And 1 | answer what I mean to
answer then!” she said . .. “Ohl Man
Friday—Man Fridayl"”

They were on Robinson Crusoe’s Islanq
for three weeks after that; and, looking
back, they always say that the time was
too short. They spent the first day moving
things from his islahd. to hers. “A ship
might come any time,” she said, “and she
couldn’t have any one else know that she
half mistrusted her Man Friday at first!
It really was only.- *half’ she assured him,
and there was no reason for it. It was just
fierves. She did not like telling him an
untryth; but she would not hurt him by
conlession; and she resolved to make up
for it by never telling him even a little fib
about anyth ng else. She never has; and
she never will.

The next eight.or nine days were mainly
occupied in fetching things from the ship.
After that there was heavy weather for a
time; and one night the ship disappeared.
Then they busied themselves in constructing
a flagstaff and putting it up on their island.
A couple of days later a ship saw it, and
sent a boat in for them; and several more
boats when they discovered their multitude
of possessions—which gained them a hand-
sore sum of salvage aftgrwards.

“You were a very lucky pair of Robinson
Crusoes,” the captain of the ship told them.

“I am Robindon Crusoe,” the girl ob-
served. “He is Man Fridayl”

“And I suppose you are going to be a
pair of Fridays?” the Captain suggested.
“Well, you were lucky. in your Man Friday.
He m:ght have been-—%e]l you had a
ruffian on board going to be tried for mur-
der, I believe, Ii your Man Friday had
turned out to be Aim—!"

The girl’s lover looked at her qutckly
For the first and last time a suspicion of
the reason of her fear of him crossed his
unsuspicious mind; but the girl’s indignant
face dispelled it for ever; and the sudden
pressure of her hand on his arm.,

“My Man Fnday couldn’t turnout to be

"anything wrong,” she said proudly. “I won-

der—I wonder if you have any idea how good
he always was to me? My Man Friday!”
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CHAPTER I
A STRANGER’S MISSION

a ORTIMORE DUGDALE looked
f| typically English as he walked
down the broad boulevard which
formed the principal thorough-
fare of Lambasa. To-day the fashionable
promenade appeared deserted. Smart car-
riages and brilliant uniforms, which usually
congregated at this hour, were conspicuous
by their absence. Draown blinds shaded
every window, while the [ew inhabitanis
abroad wore unrelieved black, walking with
bowed heads, and eyes downcast, for this
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city of brilliant sunshine, with its snowx
buildings and lusuriant greenery, mourned
a2 dead king.

The stranger from England had already
explored the poorer quarters of the tows,
where low-eaved, vine-trellised houses lined
narrow, cobbled streets, and was Impressed
by the squalor and poverty the openr doors
revealed. It was a relief to rcturn to the
airy boulevard, and rest a while in Lhe couri-
yard of an inviting calé, under a massive
palm tree, The glare had tired his eyvs,
and he was warm from his long walk to the
suburbs. Here he hoped the wines ol the
country would, prove less villainous (h: am
those he had sampled on his journey to ihe
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capital. A waiter, with:a-suitablerexpres--
sion of wo,tdokhis order;returned:promptly :
and pointeditd-an.old:stonefduntain in:the.:
center of the:small: court-yard;ias hefitledi(
the visitor’s glass.:

“It does not::play, sir,”. hé - murmnred:i
sadly. ‘““Not any more until:ournew-King
is crowned.”"

Dugdale looked-toward the golden:domes::.
of the palace; where soon: he trould witness-.
the young monarch’s:lying in state, a last:
court to be held in the mortuary:chamber.
of the illustrious dead:: Farther away, the:
cathiedral spire marked the burial place -of
Lambasa’s'royal house. \

“The country has suffcred a great loss,”
said Dugdalc;- “(or it seems: death robbed
you of one who was really beloved.”

““Indeed,” ‘'murmured the waiter, draw-
ing nearer to the small three-legged-table,
“he will never be replaced, our dear.youn
King, Maldio the Thinker. Ah, you d.ig
not know he was so named by Lhe peaple?
Though such a boy in years, he-thought
always of others, he thought of their
wrongs, he listened to the cry of distress,
he promised many reforms. At last we:
were to be bappy. The day of redemption.:
had come;.for ‘his disposition was humane.".
His subjects loved him, and he meant well:.
by them. It was his personal charm, too,
you understand, Monsieur, and the pleas-
ant manner, combined with'the kindly feel-
ing, that won our whole-hearted devotion.
And then to die, without hint of illness,
without warning, just as we were celebrat-
ing his nineteenth birthday! The bells

chimed, the fAaps flew, all was gay for an -

evening {éte, and--during .the morning he
would have reviewed his troops in the open
square!”

The speaker shivered with sudden emotion
and, with a serviettedangling [rom hiselbow,
dried the tears that gathered in his eyes.

Mortimore Dugdale:turned to a paper
lying beside his glass; tears in the eyed of
men were antagonistic to his-English spirit.

*“Is theré any cxplanation yet of the
King's death?” he asked, scanning the head
lines of the black-edged journal. ‘“So farit
seems to be shrouded:in mystery?"

‘The waiter shrugged his shoulders.

“The doctors say .a- sudden. heart col-
lapse; they are puzzled and caagbt trace the
cause. -But the people declaré: ‘Enough
that Kipg ‘Maldio is.dead!. Népower can
bring him back; it is the will of God."”
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The:paper:displapeidcon-its dront sheet
a large-head:andsbimlderd-of:thédsteKing.
Bright, speahingryeadookbd: but:fearlessly
fromrsdl?nﬂdd:!iaddn‘cobwﬂ&:mold and
feature::. Thé:thicek bain: frarmed:ia brow
whichiyjustified: hisisname cof 7 Muldio the
Thinker:”’”” Thepictire gave an impression
of{suchi:natural:' vivadity; thit it almost
seemed.i to: lives. The. mouth.: expressed
stremgthiof:character mnd¢a acertain inward
purity; which ispiritualized and refined the
manly:visage; while:the kingly bearing was
dignified-yet {ree from:arrogance:-

Below, two smallér-portraits of . the dead
boy’s stepmother and-‘her:son:were given.
Dugdale looked curipukly':at thie prince who
would nowascend ‘the.tlirone,-and: at the
woman whé had borne him.: The English-
man_ knew-well the reputation for cruelty
and vice heldby the.Queen Mother through-
out: the civilized world.. He had seen pic-
tures before:of this notorious: woman, but
never one which so emphasized the evil in
her heavy, square-jawed face... With horror
he noted.: the - repulsive lips :and bulging
eyes.

“The print is bad,” said-the waiter, who
still lingered by the stranger. . Then glanc-
ing :7ound. that nooe might: hear, he whis-
pered :cautiously, .“But::the Queen-is yet
more bad.” :

Dugdale . raised his eyebrows, surprised
at the man's.daring:speech:. He shrewdly
suspected that the feeling against the
Queen Mother was-strong: he scented revo-
lution in the air.:

The black-coated figure made an invol-
untary movement of disgust, and flicked
fiercely - at the flies;buzzing round -the En-
glishman’s glass:

“Openly she is all sorrow, monsieur,—
wailing and crying and’*;(here he bit :his
lip) “and making prepirations for the
coronation of her own-son, Prince Gisdel.
Is it not monstrous thit belore our dear
saint, the champion of the people; the be-
loved Maldio, is cold in his coffim, she is
planning the [étes, the honors, the engage-
ments. of that weak, dissipated.. youth,
whom we are to serve and obey? His policy
is governed entirely by Queen Horatia. We
shall:be under her rule,-and she is without
Ppity -or ‘justice, a rnonster of crime." !

The voice of scorn was no longer Jowered,
and the flashing eyes grew bloodshot now,
sending ‘out strange, uncanny -lights.-. Be-
peath his ill-Atting clothes there was some-
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thing of the soldier in this man of reckless
speech and fierce hatred. : -

“I wonder,” said Dugdale, “you are oot
afraid to express your opinions so openly.”

The man emiled bitterly, and drew in bis
breath.

“I am not the only one,” he replied, and
the words held significahice. “DBesides,
monsieur is English, and we, as a nahon,
have great faith in your people, so free and
so strong. Here it is all diferent—espe-
cially when a tyrant rules.”

Dugdale rose and took a coin from his
pocket.

“Don’t trouble to bring change," he seid,
as he turned to go.

The tip was a large one and the man
flushed with pleasure.

“ Monsieur will come back another day?”
cried the eager voice, accompanied by a pro-
found bow.

Dugdale nodded, lit a cdgarette, and
strolled away. He had intended staying
longer in the refreshing shade of the caflé,
but for private reasons it did not suit him
to be scen conversing with a revolutionary
spitit. He thought, as be walked in the
dicection of the palace, how those keen eyes
would bave kindled with sudden fire bad Lbe
communicative waiter known Mortimore
Dugdale’s mission. Outwardly he was just
an ordinary tourist, with perhaps a rather
more distingpished air than the average
globe-trotter vho rarely invaded this some-
what isolateq state. A man of perhaps
eight and thirty, be held himsell very
erect and gave the impression of cold
reserve.

In reahty, this apparent loafer was no
mere pleasure-seeker or, curious spettator
drawn by the bait of a royal funeral.
arrived by chance in thg capital just as the
young King’s sudden agd mysterious death
plunged the country into gxtraordinary wo.
Of late certain rumors of inconceivable
brutality hailed from Lambasa to scandalize
Europe, causing such indignant-horror that
England decided to send a Secret Service
agent on a journey of investigation. Dug-
dale stood pledged to discover whether
sentence of death were passed without
trial; whether visitors Lo the capital had
mysteriously disappeared, and whether it
were true that ipolitical offenders had been
sub]ected to barbarous torture, at the!in-
stigation of the Queen Mother.

As yet it seemed unlikely that any ‘one

He’
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suspected the object of his visit. Cer-
tainly the waiter who, like thousands of his
countrymen, dreaded the coming rule of
Prince Gisdel, little dreamed he was airing
his views to a paid spy on the warpath of
discovery.

¢ To Dugdale’s shrewd mind the unex-
pected death of the young King looked
strangely ominous. Queen Horatia’s dark
record rose up Iund and accusing to heighten
his conjcctulu He remembered that King
Maldio, against her wish, insisted on going
to England to study at Cambndge and re-
ceive the refining influence of a British edu-
cation. On his return, in consultation with
his ministers, he drew up a new code of Jaws,
to which his stepmother showed violent
opposition. In her eyes their humanity
spelt weakness, The change would have
made it impossible for her to influence state
affairs, which were previously so primitive
that the ruled became practically the slaves
of their rulers.

Just as her power was about to be over-
thrown, the stepclnld she bated [fell dead
from a sudden seizure, leaving the crown
to the son she adored, the petted, home-
taught, overbearing and brainless Gisdel.

Mortunore Duggale stroked his chin re-
ﬂect.wely, as ke listened to the continual

lmg of the city bells.

- “It looks ugly, very uglyl” he thought,

and bis eyes rested pensively on the domes
of the palace, standing out now against a
crimson sunset, which bathed the snow-
white city in blood-red rays.

“To-morrow,” he said, “I shall view the
dead face, and a dead face can tell nothing!”’

CHAPTER 11
“THE BODY mow:s”

AS THE . visitor from England prepared
to start on his lugubrxous visit to
the palace, the hotel proprietress inlormed
him she had seen the dead monarch earlier
in the inorning.

“I knew:the crowd would be great all
day,” she smd “s0 I went there when the
public were first admitted. Until four
o'clock the peoplemay witness the lying-in-
state. Ah, monsieur, the majesty of that
handsome boylm death—th¢ wonder of his
face, so fair, so kingly, so exquisite], will give
you a great emotion! For mysell, I all
day—and I think, (oo, of the lady in Eng-



80

land they say he loved, ‘and my heart aches
[or herl” .

She sighed deeply, drawing her long black
shawl closely ‘around her shoulders.

Mortimore Dugdale had heard as yet no
mention of the young King's romance, and
his sudden air of interest and sympathy
drew Madame Machin to tell him what she
knew,

“Monsieur will understand that with
royalty nothing is secret. The scrvanls of
the King's household reported that when he
returned from Englahd he spoke to the
Queen Mother of a young and beautiful
lady who "had enslaved his fancy. He
wished her to be received as a guest at the
palace, and in a fit of boyish impetuosity
swore, that il he willed, a commoner should
share his throne. He broyght a portrait of
the favoredone tohahg in the palace,and she
was so fair that the Queen had great dread,
and in order to make him forget, caused
the picture to be burned. You may guess
that that was the subject of a big quarrel,
and afterward our dear young King ap-
peared to pine and grow melancholy, though
he never spoke her name again in the pres-
ence of his stepmother. Some say it was
love that killed him—that because of an
unsatisfied passion, he wasted away and his
heart broke. But if monsieur delays, the
crowd will be so\great he may not see the
body, and it would be a thdusand pities to
miss such a great ahd impressive spectacle.
I trust that we shall have the honor of your
presence here still when Lambasa grows gay
for the coronation of Prince Gisdel. He is
not like our Maldio, but the festivities will
be good for trade and well worth seeing.”

A ‘perpetual stream of spectators
thronged the gates and Dugdale joined the
long line of black-clothed figures. At a
slowmelancholy march, shoulder to shoulder
with curious, half frightened citizens, he
passed the sentries and reached a monu-
mental staircase of wide marble steps, |
ing to a hall glittering with' gold and
mosaics. For a moment the lavish decora-
tions seemed to awe the many sightseers,
and the vast mass of mourners paused in-
voluntarily, shy, bewildered, dazzled by the
splendor of their surroundmgs Even to
Mortimore, accustomed to courts, the orgy
of color came as a surprise.

With“he trained glance: of a; quick ob-
server he took in every detail, without -ap-
pearing to look up. Portraits' of Maldio
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and Gisdel hung side b s:de on the high
walls. The painter hag _cleverly depicted
upon the two faces the stamp of a good and
of a weak character; the dead King ap-
peared smiling upon "his subjects from the
massive frame, while his stepbrother wore
the fretful frown of a spoiled child. Far-
ther op, a IJ.[E-STZCd painting of Queen
Horatia, with- her. late husband, looked
scornfu.lly down on the moving: crowd with
narrow, soulless eyes in which the inbom
greed of her nature could be clearly read.

In painful contrast to -these halls of
light, through which the moving multitude
passed was the dark room hung in black,
illuminated only by thé misty glow of num-
berless huge candles; where Maldio slept his
last sleep. An awe-inspiring silence hung
like a cloud over the death-chamber.

As'they entered, the man next to Dugdale
whispered to a friend: “That is Count Bis-
toff, the court physician, he was with the
King when be died.”

Simultaneously the speaker indicated an
elderly man standing with his back to the
wall, watching the procession with doleful
eyes. Heborethe weary air of one who had
stood for long hours in the gloomy apart-
ment, guarding his King to the end. Dug-
dale took a swilt, -searching look at the
Count’s features, whlch were so stamped by
SOrTow Lhexsag})eared as a mask of inscruta-
ble wo. drawn by Dugdale’s inter-
rogating glaace, the deep-set eyes of the
physidan met those of the Englishman [or
one brief moment.

Strong mhan ‘that Dugdale was, the his-
tory ‘mirrored ‘in Bistoff’s eyes suddenly:
unnerved him. In their slumbenng fires a
world of mystifying pain and horror lay
revealed. In the ashen -face Mortimore
could read the knowledge.of some hidden
crime, against; which the soul beneath
seethed in snlent rebellion. Only for a sec-
ond had he time ‘to scan that form of
saintly strength, which burst upon him like
a revelation, carrying a message straight’to
his soul. Then he moved on toward the
coffin, draped with a black and silver cloth,
and hecaded by an upright cross of massive
silver. Eight officers stood motionless,
sword in hand, like statues, by the King's
bier. A row of ‘nuns’.and three ipallid
priests knelt in prayer as the crowd passed,
each person pausing momentarily for one
farewell look at the royal corpse beneath
the coffin-lid of the glass.
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The rigid boyish figure lay dressed in full
uniform, his breast decorated with medals
and dazzling orders set with priceless jewels.
The [olded white hands might have been
modeled in wax, and the heavy rings seemed
weigbing down the limp dead fingers with
a last burden of earthly splendor. On
the: ¢rimson tunic & great ‘diamond star
flashed its rays [rom the lifeless form, the
blazing stones seeming to defy the fact that
death was all powerful and supreme.
Dugdale gazed spellbound at the exquis-
ite purity of the still set face. Then sud-
denly he felt as if his whole soul called to the
departed spirit, demanding an answer. The
moving crowd saw only in the gorgeously
atured body a king struck down by the
hand of God, but the Englishman believed
‘he was looking at a murdered boy; robbed
of his earthly existence by the hand of man.
The mass of people waiting their turn fan-
cied the tall Britisherwas some distinguished
stranger, and patiently permitted him more
than his allotted moment. As he bent rev-
erently down:to scan the ashen features of
surpassing beauty, he thought the impres-
sive mortuary chamber, the thronging
multitudes, the flickering candles, must all
be part of some wild dream, for even as he
looked upon that striking [ace beneath the
coffin lid he npticed a faint, a very faint,
twitching of the lips! Starting visibly, he
bent lower to the glass, fearing he had been
deceived, and simultaneously the eyelids of
the dead King |quivered. _
In that britf second of intense over-
whelming excitement, Mortimore Dugdale
forgot his surfoundings, forgot everything
but the thrilling discovery that life still
reigned in the body prepared for burial.
There might not be a mrn:g:lent to lose, and
with a strong fist which hraved the sharp
cut of the blow, he smashed: the glass jyst
above the diamond star, fo let in an imme-
diate current of air. . ;
“The King lives!” he cried. .“I saw him
move his' lips—his eyes! Lift him upl
Bring restoratives——" ;
The worfls were loud and commanding as
the speaker continued to break now with
his elbow the thick glass which shielded a
further portion of the body hesought to save.
The quick action, the thrilling order, the
apparent desecration of the kingly corpse,
struck terror to the hearts of all assembled.
The kneeling priests and uns sprang to their
feet, the guards leaped forward end roughly
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. . A
seized the daring stranger who had ventured
to molest the dead,and disturb thesolemnity
of that royal lying-in-state. et

“He.is a maniac! He tried to.rob the
body|"—the words passed from mouth to
mouth—'He says the King lives—he is a
liar—or mad—he is a thief, an assassin!
Kill him—but not here, not in the sacred
chamber of the departed! Tear him limb
from limb outside! Has he not broken the
coffin-lid, has he not, before our very eyes,
iou'ght to drag the dead Maldio from his

jer?”

Men wrung their hands and wailed like
distracted women, even the strong guards
turned deathly pale as they regarded their
motionless King still lying upon his piltows
of priceless lace—undisturbed!

“Call the physicians! Try artificial
respiration! For God’s sake don't delay!”
cried Dugdale as he tried to free himsell.
“Surely you want to save your Kingl I tell
you he moved twice! Clear the room and
open the windows—I know what to do—
I have brought people round before! Let
go my arms,'you fools, and get to work!”

He spoke loudly in their own language, he
shouted the words fiercely now, struggling
to throw off the detaining bands of his
slow-witted captors.. To his intense relief,
Dugdale saw that Count Bistofl had moved

ckly to the coffin and was looking down
at’the form below the br ken lid with an-
xiouseyes. But why in the name of all that
was myste ious did this man of medicine
make no effort to cdmplete Dugdale’s work?
Surely that saintly (aced, courtly indiyidual
could not have aided and abetted in the
murder of the King?

As the procession of,alarmed spectators

“vanished in unseemly haste from the dark-

ened chamber a side door. opened and
Queen Horatia appeared with .quick step
and fear-stricken eyes. She had been told
the coffin-lid was broken, that a stranger
savore the King lived, and now she gazed in
terror, open-mouthed ond shivering, at the
bady of her stepson, as if confronted by
a ghost.

“It is false!” she muttered, turning to
Count Bistoff with an air of haughty re-
buke. “You will prove that easily enough,

-you, as the King’s own physidan, can tes-

tify and swear life is extinct and hope dead.
This stranger has made an utterly absurd
statement, calculated to unsettle the popu-
lage. He mustjhave come here merely to
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crmte a scene for some deep reason of his
OWﬂ

The sad-eyed Bistoff bowed his head, as
he placed his hand beneath the broken hd
to feel the heart which no longer beat per-
ccptibly.  Then in low reverent accents he
answered Qucen Horatia:

“The King is dead, your Majesty. We
must resign ourselves to the bitter loss, we
must give our much-loved monarch into the
keeping of a higher power.”

A momentary expression of reliel passed
over the Queen’s hard features. Then she
turned with-all the fiercéness of a wild ani-,
mal and shot a look of bitter scorn at the
astonished Dugdale.

* “Your conduct,” she muttered in low,
hissing accents, “s easily explained. You
hoped to cause so grave a panic that in the

general c us:on the dead might be robbed
with i 1mp I see the whole hideous
plot. You su] ested artificial respiration—

you would doubtless have offered assnstance.
The rings are lpose on the King’s hands.
His fingers have shrunk in death You
came for prey,—but you came in vain and,
now you are here—we shall detain you. A
thieves’ dungeon is too good for such a vile
conspirator!”

A deep flood of crimson dyed the heavily
moulded checks, and beneath the black
crépe of her bodice her breast rose and fell
in violent agitation.

Dugdale listened, bewildered by the un-
just accusation.

“Madame,” he said, ‘' for the disturbance
caused I humbly apologize, but that I am

‘no robber, or common conspirator, I can
very easily prove. I swear, as surely as I
stand before you, that as I looked on the
dead face, certain signs of life revealed
themselves so clearly that to bury the King
without [further investigation would be
criminal indeed. You must know there is
such a thing as suspended animation—
that people have come to life alter lying
in a deathlike trance for days. I can de-
clare on oath that his lips moved first, and
then his eyelids quivered. I am not imagina-
tive; I have never been the slave of fancy.
Where life end death are concerned, it is im-
possible to respect court etiquette or weigh
the wisdom of a sudden action. I#nly knew
that the body moved; that was epough for
me. Surely I am.believed! | Your Majesty
is not serious in mistaking me fot a robber.
I have papers to prove my identity.”

Adventure

As he poured out the words of defense, it
maddened him to see the scornful attitude
still retained by this woman of steel. When '
he spoke of the young King and the possi-
bility of reviving him, a look ¢f intense dis-
dain, tinged by a ceptam bitter amusement, :
passcd over the graceless features, accom-
panied By a shrug of stout shoulders, and a
mocking gesture. Once she turned to Count -
Bistoff, as if to demand his support, but he,
kept his eyes on the ground, st.andmgngldly
beside her, like a soldier at attention. From
his attitude he might have been deafl and
blind, or merely a statue, devoid of all
human life and emotion! .,

“Your identity,” replied the stern Hora-
Lia, looldng Dugdale up and down with an
imperious air, ‘“matters little to me. It is
sufficient that you togk this solemn occasion
to gain access to the palace and make an
onslaught upon the dead body of the King.
Naturally you seek to save yourself by a
tissue ofy lies, calculated to spread abroad
the vile theory that: we should allow our
adored Maldio to be buried alive! Count
Bistoff has examined the boedy fully, and
proclaims that death'is assured. We are
more inclined to beliéve the first physician
in Lambasa than.a scoundrel who comes as
a disturber of our peace. We shall deal
with you according to our rights and mete
out the punishment so richly deserved!”

Turning to the guard, she gave a com-
mand with all the assurance of some great
general at the head of his troops:

“Take that man to the prison house and
keep him in chains until further orders!”

The words, as they,fell on Dugdale’s ears,

sppeared like some echo from medieval
times. Could this possibly be the speech of
a twentieth-century ' queen, in a modern
palace, fitted with all the lyjury of present-
day living?

In a flash the awful nimors crculating
through Europe rushed back to his mind,
chilling his blood and momentarily stopping.
the fast beat of his now sinking heart. He
had come upon a mission of discovery—
was he to discover the worst, and never per-
haps return to’ testily against his false ac-
cusers or bring them to justice? If he were
cast into prison, all his private papers 4t the
hotel would be seized, and a close survey
of their contents would undoubtedly prove
be had come to the country in'no friendly
spirit. At least Queen- Horatia shou.lg not
say she had caused him to [ear.
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“Madame,” he answered, “if injustice is
done to me, remember that I am a British
subject and you will bave to answer to
Great Britain for to-day’s work.”

She made no reply, but signed to the
guards to withdraw their pnsoner, Roughly
the men forced Dugdale to tura and leave
her presence without another word.

As he passed through the high-arched
doorway he glanced back over his shoulder
and saw-the white-faced Bistoff stationed
still, an impressive figure, by the tall, piti-
less Queen. For the first time the Count
looked up—and the Englishman fanded he
read a message mysterious in the physi-
cian’s eyes! Surely they were the eyes of
a friend, seeking to save Horatia’s victim,
already secretly plotting the deliverance of
an -innocent and misjudged man. Vet if
Bistoff were indeed the saint he appeared,
if his strong features were those of an up-
right, spotless character, why had he not
tried to resurrect the King? Could he be
base enough to see Maldio buried alive,
fearing to bring upon himself the censure of
this all-powerful and vindictive woman?

Such petrifying thoughts bset Dugdale S
bewildered brain as the &ro
away. As they passed through t.he mpra-
sive ce, be ted emphaumlly his
burninf words of self-defense, warning them
that their King had lived undoubtedly at
that not dxstznt fnoment and might stiil be
living now.

The leader, a:tall, burly man, laughed

scoffingly at the WOrds, and with a shake of-

his head dealt the speaker a blow upon the
mouth,

“That is the way we;serve the blasphemer

who would outrage a monarth on his bier!"”
be réplied with an oath, | kmg round for
the approval of his fello
watched with admiring
Lam
ing scoundrel from a distant land.”

Once. again the insulted Englishman

warned his adsailant, as he had warned the:

Queen, 'that | Great Bnta.ln would avenge
these insults.
The man who had struck him laughed
long and loudly at the words: ‘' Great Brit-
jeered; *where is Great Britain,
my l'nenj? ]us( round ithe corner, ah—
waiting:to gobble'us up? Don’t you rehlize,
my bruve Eiwlxshman, that outside: the
palace no living soul is eyer likely to learn
the fate of the man who dared to lay hands

soldxers, :.who!
es. .“Here in
we are not easily. deceived by a ly-
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onLamba a’s dead King? Youmay w}ustle
long and loudly for your precious countr
The dungeon walls|are thick, and pumsg
ment here is swill t—especlally if the Queen
be offended! She will wipe you from her
path like 2 fly from a jam-pot. Poof!—and
you will be gone to heaven or hell, according
to your deserts.”

The words appeared to cause much
amusément to the soldiers, as they men-
tioned under their breath the names of
several victims who had suffered secret
punishment.

“There's your future residence, my Lord,”
jeered a scoffing voice, as the narrow prison

. house} with its iron bars and small slit win-

dows,{ loomed in sight.

At [the door of this gloomy and solil
building 2 sentry kept watch. He mani-
fested no s rpnse at the appearance of the
guard conducting their well-dressed prisoner
to the Althy lodging, ill ventilated and dark,
from which a damp, unhealthy odor issued.

“Those doors are firm, but not firm
enough in the: Queen’s opinion,” said the
commander, with his brutal langh. *“The
order was that the prisoner ‘should be
chained. Bring the ankle-irons and the
handcuffs.”

So fierce a wave of indignation swept over
Dugfiale that suddenly he felt the strength
of ten men rising within him. He wasin no
mood to calculate the risks of a last wild
fight for freedom. Once the chains held him
fast, retaliation would be impossible.. To
submlt to such an indignity without one
last ‘desperate effort to escape appearcd
unworthy of his race. The men were off
their guard, conscious of superior strerigth
in numbers and of' the height of the spiked
walls surrounding: the palace. They had
sa ely secured their prey, and nothing short
of a miracle could deliver him from’ their
hands,

The sentry, a yokel from the country, ap-
peared on [riendly: terms with his superiors
and, after'saluting. commenced to gossip,
as if; mlhtary etiquette were an unknown
quaritity in this strangely ruled land.

The interest which the news aroused
ga.vel Dugdale his' momentary opportumty
Whirling round, -he wrenched his shOuldcr
from two pairs of detammg. hands, and with
a guick movement sent’ both warriors
sprajvling on the ground. Striking out
iron} left to right, he beat his way through
the astonished guard before the men had
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time to draw their weapons of defense.
The shock of surprise lasted only a second;
then hot pursuit followed the prisoner’s
unexpected onslaught. Bold as the efort
proved, Dugdale had not allowed for his
ignorance of the ground and thc impossibil-
ity of passing out without attracting atten-
tion. Even running at full speed, his ene-
mies were gaining upon him, several taking
short cuts which hemmed in his chances
of escape. Wildly they waved alolt long
shining knives drawn from hecavy cases
slung to broad gold belts. A peculiar cry,
which Dugdale took to be a signal of warn-
ing, rose Irom their lips with piercing dis-
tinctness and brought unexpected forms
(rom every corner. It seemed as if watch-
men were lurking in every crevice of the
large walled garden, gay with blossoming
fruit trees making pink and white avenues
of bewildering beauty.

He turned a corner sharply. He had left
the gardens of vegetable and [ruit for the
long stretching lawns -and blazing flower
beds laid out with exquisite skill to please
the eye and soothe the senses. The sol-
diers were almost at his heels and his hopes
died—for the distant gates were closed!
Swiftly he doubled and, with blinded
eyes ran head foremost into the figure of a
man emerging from a side door of the
palace.

Breathless and exhausted he looked up to
find himself face to face with the court
physician. Then the brilliant sky grew
.dark, the sound of voices became [ainter and
more confused, as Moctimore Dugdale sank
to the ground prostrate and senseless at
Bistoff’s leet. In an instant the panting
guards fell upon their prey, with faces so
vindictive that it was well, perbhaps, their
prisoner could no longer see the scowling
brows .and crugl eyes of these angry and
heated runners. In a moment the hea
irons secured the victim's feet and hands, as
he lay face upward to the sun.

The Count bent over him with the same
enigmatical éxpression his face had worn as
he stood by the dead King,

He bade the men fetch water, much to
their disgust, and carefully baghed the
wounded band which had broken’the glass
over Maldio's body. Then, cuitting his
own handkerchief in strips, h'e made a band-
age to keep out the dirt from the injured
knuckles. He knew the soldiers were watch-
ing him with -scorn; he knew well what

\
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Dugdale might expect from them on his
recovery to consciousness.

“It seems unnecessary to chain an in-
sensible man,” he remarked, a&’he felt the
fluttering heart and:faint pulse

The hgad of the guard saluted, as he
answered in his harsh, gutteral accents:

“The prisoner is amazmgly savage, your
Excellency. He attacked a whole body of
soldiers without fear; .our lives would be
unsafe if he were not bound. Besides—
does the most noble Count :forget?—it was
the Queen'’s orders!”

Asllghtﬂushcrcptmtanstoﬂ"s cheeks. He
bit his lip under his sinooth gray mustache.

“You are right,” he said. “It was tife
order of the most Gradbus One, to whom
all be reverence and chonor. I thank you
for remmdmg me. I am distrait to-day,
witl mourning for my King.”

The soldiers raised Dugdale and bore
him away.

“Is he true, that ‘Bistoff?’’ they whis-
pcred “He certainly [eigns a deep devo-
tion to the Queen Mother. Wil he be the
next to fall beneath her frown? Some-
times it almost seems as if he played a double
game. Often his voice is' strained and
false. They say he is passionately in love
with the Queen, and that is why he appears
melancholy and dejected. She raises him
from honor to honor, but it must always be
the love of the moth for the star.”

A laugh came from the leader.

“Bistoff plays for his own ends—it would
never surprise me to see him on the side of
the revolutionaries.”

“They had reached t.he prison house and
flung their human burden, as if he had been
so much refuse, into utter" darkness, there
to await his fate. Outside the sunbeams
danced and the flowers grew almost to the
door, but the soldiers had selected the black
dungeon kept for murderers.to house the
stranger [r g.:l‘ England. There the foul:
rats wandered at will and the walls dripped
with damp, while no glimmer of light gave
the miserable jnmate one ray of comfort
from the smiling summer. world beyond.

CHAPTER I1I
THE SMILE OF DEATH

THE Queen Mother was alone m her
boudoir. 'For nearly an hour she
had been sealed at a heavily carved
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bureau, examining the papers: discovered
among Dugdale’s belongings. Her lips
were set and her brow contracted in a
frown. She was paler than usual, with the
pallor of: deadly inward fear. Every now
and again she glanced round §uickly, as

if suspecting 'some presence behind her.‘

More tha once she rose and went to the
door, to assure herself the corridor outside
was empty. Yet no one passing could see
or hear what took place in the Queen’s pri-
vate sanctum, since the walls were strangely
thick and the doors had been espedally
made to obstruct sound. No keyhole per-
mitted the possibility of .2 peeping eye,
heavy bolts securing the frightened mmate
from any chance of intrusion.

With a sigh shc pushed the papers from
her and touched a bell, which was immedi-
ately answered by a tall footman wearing
the impressive livery of the royal house.

“Tell Count Bistoff I wish to speak to
him here alone.”

She moved to a seat by the window and
gezed vacantly at the drawn blinds. King
Maldio’s funeral hiad not yet taken place,
and the gloom of death hung heavily over
the darkened palace, subduing the brilliant
shades of color apd shutting cut the sun.
The Queen's bou?ou was papered and car-
peted in Pompejan ked, with heavy
tains of : the sam shade, while black .oak

furniture gave ah absolutely unfemihine .

appearance to th¢ stately apartment. As
she lounged wearily on the broad cushioned
sofa against ‘a background of rich brocade

her massive figure suggested’dignity bereft

of grace. The thick strandsaf coarse black
hair were drawn back to reveal a broad and

troubled brow, while the cruel, pasaonate'

mouth betrayed its artifidal! ¢rimson set in
lines of ¥ivid color.

Bistoff had not lmmedxately answered : the
royal summons,

He came at last, a little breathless f}om

his hurried Joumey The footman ’,bad'

found ‘him nejr the Ereancts of the prison
* house, talking|with the soldiers. ‘

mured, closing the door soltly and advanc-

ing wn.h a afr of humlhty which gratlﬁed :

“her pnde

She held out her; flabby band for h1m to

kiss, and her Ymile:of welcome was almost

more terrible n her frown.

“Yes.: I.bqg you will talk low, for I bave ;

cur- -

She tapped her stout-
ringed fingers'on the sofa arm, vexed that -
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a serious matter oh my mind and would
seek your counsel; You' have - seen the
papers which the Maschin Ialmly sent from
their hotel, the papers found in the room
occupied by Mortimore Dugdale?”

He bowed assent.

“What did you make of them, Count?”,

A slight but courteous shrug of manly
shoulders accompanied his reply: It is not
for one of your meanest subjects to ofler an
opinion, madame, when you yourself are
more than able to judge. -Let me rather
beg for the royal reading of those docu-
ments. Did-they seem to your Majesty
a trifle unfriendly toward Lambasa and its
past government?”’

“A trifle!” The Queen laughed in that
jarring way which so often dcnoted an
outbreak of temper. “You must be fully
aware that the country has been entered in
no peaceful spirit. Undoubtedly he is a
spy, and therefore should never be allowed
to leave our shores alive. If he be pub-
licly tried, it is likely to unsettle the pop-
ulace, for his defense might lead the people
to believe King Maldio had been Euned
alive. Everything; therefore, must be done
secretly. Perhaps, for the sake of appear-
ances,/you should have made an effort to
prov¢ il his words were correct. I suppose
it not possible that life still fluttered
in the King’s body?”

Her searching eyes were fixed on Bistofi
with a strange, uncatny glitter. He ‘met
them without wincing, his features so mask-
like that no shade of emotion revealed his
thoughts.

“Your Majesty forgets perhaps that I
lodked at the body more than once and
announced to the watches it was impossible
the King could be alive. No one credits tke
story that the dead lips moved,and the feel-
ing against Dugdale is very strong. Tke
idea |scems generally “accepted that the
Queen and her ministers will deal privately
with offender. .Your subjects are con-
tent i} should be so.”

The¢ portly, black-robed . fgure gave a

t . quiverof satisiaction,and leaned back on the
“Your Majesty sent for me?” he mur-'.

cushigns. Her mcwement suggested some
large l ark jelly fallkn into"a shapeless mass.

. she mprmured “You are a

* treasure, Bistoff. Ilwu beginning to feel

unneﬁved You must let me have a slcep-
ing-draught to-night—sométhing to calm
my bfain and dispersé the ugly fancies that
keep [me restless. ‘I have worked so hird
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for my son, and when I heard that man de-
claring the King lived—even in his coffin, I
thought bitterly to myself that you had
failed me.”

The -Count advanced boldly now, and
knelt at Horatia’s feet.

With' sudden familiarity he [ondled her
hands and held them to his breast. The
Queen swayed nearer, and her lips touched
the soft gray hair waving in thick masses
upon his brow.

“I have not forgotten my promlse, ' she
whispered. “Directly Gisdel is crowned I
will see that he raises you to high renk—
your reward shall be great, faithful and
devoted servant! You have ;')'L?ed your
part well. Who but the trusted medical
attendant of King Maldio could have re-
moved him so successfully-from the throne?
I shall ever regard you as the savior of our
fortunes, as Lambasa’s truest friend. I can
rule Gisdel, but Maldio was impossible—he
deserved his fate, he brought it upon him-
self!”

The paid assassin let go the royal hands,
and rose quickly to his feet. The recent
touch of the Queen’s lips on his forehead
seemed to his tortured soul as some raw and
aching wound—a scar that must brand
him [orever and sully his manhood. She
pointed to a large square box, surmounted
by a gold crown, and the initial M.

“I want you to take that away,” she
said, “and destroy the contents. It is
packed with love-letters from the young
English girl whom our mad Maldio threat-
ened to marry. It nauseates me to read the
rubbish.”

Bistofi looked down on the pathetic
souvenir of a boy-king’s romance, and his
heart was sore.

“They shall be removed as your Majesty
directs,” he said. “Then pausing, his mind
traveled back to:the prisoner in the dark
cell, not far from the long shaded windo
which the Queen sat. ‘“May I ask-if ]‘;ug-
dale’s punishment has yet been decided
upon? Your Majsty, know, is always
prompt.”

The Queen smiled in a peculiarly evil
way—it had been named by Lambasa “The
Smile of Death.”” Then she replied in her
deeP masculine voice: 2

I am ready to take advice upon the sub-
ject, if you have any to give, buk I hold that
for such an offender a good deisth would be
unsuvitable. I want him to suffer, under-
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stand] We must be revenged upon this
impertinent fellow.”

“My Queen is always right,’’ answered
Bistof, “and if revenge is pleasant to her,
she shall not be denied the satisfaction her
royal soul desires.. I have a’ Suggmnon to
make which should fully meet all require-
ments, ;but first I would humbly seek her
views, that together we may compare them
with my own.’

Queen Horatia bent forward, and rested
her square chin upon her ‘hands.

“I had thought,” she muttered, *that his
cell might be filled with- sta.rvmg vermin.
They would soon devour him, since he is
bound. I fancy I see them already gnawing
the bones of one who crept into our country,
even as a rat may creep into the palace ol
aalli.ing, to spy upon us &nd work our down-
i »

Bistoff came close to ber side and whis-

pefed in low impressive tones.

P That death 'would be too unclean for an
hand which had touched the King. If it
came to be rumored' abroad by the soldiers,
the people who loved Maldio might ponder
on this and rebel. I have thought out a
death of equal terrof, which would forcibly
illustrate that great and awful word—Retrni-
bution. Let Mortimore Pugdale be taken
alive at night to the royal vault! Let him
be secretly imprisoned there—alone with the
body he would have violated! Once in the
vault, the tomb of Maldio and the stranger
will be closed forever. No ery could pierce
those massive walls, and the Englishman,
alive in the royal. tomb, must die of slow
starvation and torturing thirst! Once again
he will confront the white features of the

"corpse beneath the glass of the coffin-lid—

this time alonel”
The Queen raised her ha.nds and, thrlling
with eéxcitemeht, turned fo Blstoﬁ
“Retribution indeed!” she seid. “A fit-
ting purushment. My consent is given.
The dead Maldio and his would-be deliverer
shall face eternity togetherl”

CHAPTER IV
COUNT BISTOFF'S SECRET

"ING MALDIO'S state [uneral !proved
deeply impressive. It was no mere
pageant of pomp and show in the eyes
of his subjects, but a spectacle which
filled the heart with such real sorrbow that
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the human side touched them more forcibly
than any ceremonial and outward magnifi-
cence.

Maldio’s vault was situated i m the most
beautiful spot of the cathedral, shaded by
ancient windows of stained gla.ss and sur-
rounded by fine specimens of archltecture.
To the right, ten virgin martyfs carved in
stone kept sﬂent watch beneath a dome
inlaid with priceless mosaic work.

As the King’s coffin was lowered from
sight, the enly dry eyes were those of
Queen Horatia and her son Gisdel, who
watched without a trace of emot.lon the
laying to rest of the late King.

“We suffered more than all the weeping

congregation,” Queen Horatiz told her .

ladies-in-waiting, when they returned to the
palace, “but’ we remembered that sover-
eigns must ever ply their part of dig-
nified endurance and set an example of
{fortitude.”

Alter the sad ceremony Count Bistoff
begged to be excused from his recent attend-
ance day and night at the palace. The
King’s death had been a great strain, he
told the Queen. He wished to retire to
his quiet domain, there to rest a while, and
try to forget the painful incidents of the
recent past.

The Count's fesidence had once been
an old monaste The quaint, rambling
house and large gronnds were singularly
romantic, snt.ual.e& but a few miles from the
town and shut off from the main road by
dense regiments of pine trees.

While Bistofl wandered in the cool shade

of his garden h¢ knew what was taking

place in the distant prison House adjoining
the royal palace. That evening the miser-
able man who had lain boung 'm a filthy cell

was to be brought suddenly ‘out to hear. his -

fate. He would be told of the pideous sen-
tence—would know that he must be im-
prisoned alive in the toml of Maldio the
Thinker, where no: cry could pierde the
massive walls, no prayer .deliver him from
the torture of a slow, lingering: death, i

As the Count thﬂught on the gruesome
facts, great drops broke out upon his fore-
head and even his lips turned white. From
head to foot, he shuddered violéntly and the
strength of his limbs [ailed him. Witha
deep sigh he saik upon a low garden seat
and rested his forehead in his hands,

It was thus Heldra, his wile, found hn:n,
long after .the summons to the evening

meal had echoed through the lofty hall and
wmdmg corridors| of Villa ‘Monastero.

h,” she cried, mnmng Iorward with
ou tretched hands, so there'is my very
own. Diarmid. I thou ht he had van-
ished into thin air, and whlle I have been
searchmg for the lost one, our food has been
spoiling shamefully.”

She tried to pull him up, but he shook his
head and drew her down to, the seat—
a slight figure in close-ﬁtu.ng black, wonder-
fully young-[or a woma.n' of five and thirty.

“Don’t ask me to eat, Heldra,” he said.
“The very thought of food revolts me in my
present mood. Stay here-and listen to my
story. I have spmething to say of grave
importance, but first you must swear by the
living God never to betray the secret Iam
bound to reveal to you this evening.”

Seldom had she heard her husband’s
voice so shaken with emotion. She knew

t he was bro_ken-hearted at the loss of
the young King, but the awful anxiety she
read in his eyes came as a revelation.

“Dear Dizrmid,” she murmured, “are
you not somewhat overwrought—weaned
out by the long strain of court service?
Surely it would be better to eat and rest?
What can you have to tell me that will not
keep until you are feeling stronger? "’

Jusg-for a moment she feared for her hus-
band{s reason, as he stared down fizedly at
her pturned face, discerning the inward
truth and sincerity of her nature. He
knew he could trust this woman. How-
ever grave the secret, she would not {fear;
foribeneath her frail exterior the iron nerve
and stanch spirif tnumphed gloriously.

“Heldra,” %e whispered, “you must not
think that I am rhad, though I tell you facts
which will seem hktﬁ:e ravings of a lunatic
or the substance'of a nightmare, At least
yo know something of the character of

Ten Horatia, and that may help you to
realize the awiul position in which I have
beeh placed.”

The Countess laid her cool hand in Diar-
mid’s burning palm. She understood in-
stinctively now that his brain was as strong
as ever. His evident dxstress arose from
some terrible knowledge of whxch she was
ignorant,

“Perhaps you guess,” he whispered,
“how for years I have chafedl against the
barbarity of our country—-how| I sought to
frustrate the wicked machinations of that
atiocious woman—Queen Horatia.”
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Counless Bistofl bowed her head in sym-
pathetic assent.

“Yes, I know your sufferings well. The
c;im’es of the Queen have aged you with a
weight of bitter sorrow. 1 owe my darling’s
gray hairs to. the vile conspiracies he has
witnessed in a court of corruption|”

Her voice shook with a tremor of inward
indignation.

“King Maldio,” continued the Count,
‘“came as a bright star on the dark nigh¢ of
treachery. He could have raised Lambasa
Irom the dust—he longed to complete the
reforms he was so eagerly planning. But
the Quecn Mother hated her.stepson with
a fierce and deadly loathing, and I who
watched her as a cat might watch a mouse,
gradually discerned that her one eim in
existence was to remove Maldio from her
path, so that the poor, weak, irresponsible
Gisdel might reign in his stead. 1 sus-
pected her of plotting against the life of her
kingly stepson, and in order (o save the boy
I made mysell into a schemer of equal skill.
I played my part of hypocrite so well that
Queen Horatia to this moment belicves I aro
her ardent admirer, as well as her most
humble and cringing servant. Often I have
seen your sweet [ace rising like a vision of an
angel between myself and that bloodthirsty
woman at whose feet I knelt, offering the
homage of a heart that sickened and fainted
in her unholy presence. Gradually, by slow
and well-conceived devices, I made her be-
lieve that I too wag a monster ol iniquity,
and thus I drew from her the knowledge
that great reward would fall to the band
that swept her stepchild from the throne.
I offered—think of it, Heldra, I who loved
Maldio as I loved my owa lifel—to play the
part of hired assassin—to poison the young
King whose health had been entrusted
to my carel The Queen promised me a
high ‘position and large fortune il I shic-
ceeded.’

A little cry of horror rose to Heldra’s lips,
the low smothered cry of a wounded soul.
Her lips parted and her eyes were Elled
with dumb pleading, as il entrcating her
husband to take back his words—to assure
her, upon calh, he bad not lent. himself to
dishonot.

Only a moment he kept.her ia suspense.
Then in thrilling accents the wprds broke
from him with a glad, victoriou:ring:

“King Maldio, mourned by:his people,
interred to-day, is na dead!” ..
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CHAPTER V
BEFORE THE MORROW

HELDRA started wolently ng Maldio.

not deadl Her husband must be rav-
iog. Hhd not the royal funeral taken place
that very day? Was not Maldio already.
lying entombed in & cathedral vault?

He read his wile's thoughts, ;and contin-
ued his parrative quickly. -

“You may well look incredulous and fcar
for my sanity,” he contintued, still keeping
a firm hold upon her roiy trembling hand.
“Dut to save the King I schemed, plotted,
and studied night and day, helped by the
Almighty, whose strong arm alone can
overthrow the evil-doey.:. Perhaps you re-
member, not long since, how I worked day
and night in my labordtory until at last I
fell asleep over my. labors, alter remaining
out of bed for forty-eight hours. You were
anxious 1o know the:nature of those contin-
uous experiments, but with your usual good-
ness you ceased from questioning when you
saw It gave me pain. You little dreamed
1 was working out the salvation of our
country—that L was fighting, in my own
quict way, for the young King's life. You
will still, God willing, see the beloved
“Thinker’ once again reigning over Lambasa
and our hearts!"”

“But how could ‘that be?” cried Heldra,
unconvinced. “Can you raise the lifeless
body -from the tomb,—can you do that,
Diarmid? Even you, the most bn.lhant.
scientist in all our land?”

She twined her arms round her husband
as il to protect him,dreading he might be in
the throes of some terrible delusion.

“Be’ calm,”.-he wl:.lspen:d “You must
brace your nerves—you must stand by me
and play your allotted part in this fight for
justice. During those long days of quiet
experiment I discovered a marvelous drug,
as yet unknown to the medical profession,
which can throw the human body into a
deathlike trance. I tried the experiment
on animals, and assured mysell that sus-
pended animation could ‘be quickly recalled
to full pulsing life by administering a strong
antidote given alter the lapse of a certain

period. The apparently. dead form not

only revives but on taking up its burden
of life appears refreshed and mwgoraled
by the trance-stage through which it has
passed.
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“I must, before daybreak, rescue Maldio
secretly from Lhe tomb and make known to
him the plot against his life ard the step I
was obliged to take before I could be certain
of Horatia’s guilt.  Early to-morrow morn-
ing the King will be here at Villa ¥onastero,

seeking your protection. I propose, in due.

time, Lo smuggle him away in disguise, and
let him remain in exile until the right mo-
ment arzives for the injured monarch o
claim his throne. The revolution is com-
ing, Heldra, as sure as you and ] are seated
here in this peacefulgarden. Together we
must guard well the secret which will event-
ually ruin the court of King Gisdel. The
people will be mad with joy when I take
them to the emply iomb—when Lhey realize
that the living Maldio is ready to rule over
them once more.”

Count Bistoff spoke with such calm assur-
ance that Heldra could no longer doubt the
sincerity of his words. Quickly she grasped
the amazing situation which chilled and
appalled her woman’s soul. Just for a mo-
ment the thought that the King lived bad
filled ber with such speechless joy that her
brain reéled with the sudden shock of glad-
ness. Then,ida Aagh, herpride in her husband
sank before the a}[ul dangers she knew he
must risk before the distant day of triumph.

““How can you "%ossibly smuggle the King
out of his tomb?"' she gasped. “Even
though you are abje to revive him, I cannot
imagine by what means you will obtain ac-
cess to the body: Should .Queen Horatia
suspect, your lifé would not be worth a

moment’s purchese. You know her scheme

of vengeance; nothing wo‘uld,%e bad enough
for the hand that betrayed her in friend-
ship’s name.” i

Heldra cowered down, hidiag:her [ace on
her husband’s breast. Froga head to foot
she trembled violently. Her great love for
him made her weak and despairing. She
could almost have wished he would lcave
the sleeper in the tomb, but then his soul

)
H

would be stained by murder—he would be,

forever accursed.

“Courage, courage, little woman,” he
our.

murmured softly. “Do I sece tears in
eyes? Surely you should rejoice that I have
_been given this great mission, that I am able
to save the King [rom the vile treachery

surrounding his young life. You may well
wonder how I shall get to the tomb, but
Providence has mercilully prepared a way.:
Long before Maldio was born, before I even:
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had.grown to manhood, that way was dis-
covered and revealed to me by one long
since- departed. You pever knew my faLher,
but his [ame as a celebrated architect lives
after him. He dwelt and died in this dear
old home, enthralled by its ancient beauty
and restful charm. He left me a legacy for.
to-night—he is directing me now. I fancy
I hear his voice and catch the once familiar
step. I firnily believe his spirit must know
what is taking place in the home he loved.”

Heldra grew impaticnt.

“Dearest,” she whispered, “don’t stray
[rom the subject. Tell me all—quickly, for
suspense is torture!"’

“When I was a mere boy,” he continued
breathlessly, *“my father restored a part of
the cathedral and while working there dis-
covered the enlrance to a secret passage
which had escaped the notice of those who
carried out his plans for improvement.
The night before Lhe discovery he had been
sorely troubled by a vivid and perpctually
returning nightinare, He dreamed of a rev-
olution, though at that time the country
was sulfering from no signs of unrest. He
saw massicre on every side—Lambasa
drenched with the blood of women and
childr, Each time the vision occurred he
succebded in saving himself and family by
hiding in an underground passage leading
from a vault where a [uture king should lie.
He rememberetl the awful dream the mo-
ment he found the secret door, and realized
that it led [rom the iomb reserved for our
then King’s son.

“He waited his opportunity and pri-
vately investigated the mysterious passage.
To bjs amazement he found it communi-
cated directly with the monastery gardens.
It was possible to walk from the tomb to our
dry well, the one near the rockery, and it is
through that well that I and my treasure will
emerge to-night. My father told me alone
of this secret tunnel, for he said: *You will
always live here, Diarmid, and some day it
may prove useful if my dream should be a
warning of future ill.” His words were
certainly prophetic and before acceptin
Queen Horatia’s murderous suggeslions,
took care to make thorough investigations.
I assure'you I am master of the situation,
Ineed have no fear.”

Heldra looked up into his eyes with a
deeP and overwhelming admiration:

O husband,” she whispered, “how good
and great'you are! “You risk your life will-
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ingly for our boy King and with the spirit of
a true soldier. Yet il barm befall you, how
can I endure the long years to [ollow, the
dark days:in store? But I am selfish.
Give me your courage, make me worthy to
be King Maldio’s subject!”

Count Bistoff rose and drew her to her
feet. He held her fast, and it seemed as if
be instilled by his touch some of his own
heroism into the slim woman with the pale,
terrified face.

*“Tell me exactly. what I am to do,” she
said. “Every detail shall be carricd out
unfailingly."”

“Inform the servants I have been called
Lo attend a gentleman who is insane and that
I may be obliged to bring him and his keeper
bere. Let them prepare two rooms to-
night; this done, order the household to
bed. On my return I shall give out that
the patient is dangerous and that no one
must approach him save mysell. By this
ruse we can keep the King secluded and give
him time to consider his (uture plans.”

Heldra bowed her head assentingly.

“You spoke of a keeper,” she said.
“Have you an accomplice, and are you
quite sure you can trust him?”

“The keeper,” replied the Count, his
voice vibrating as he drew in his breath
with smothered indignation, “will be the
unfortunate Englishman, who discovered
my secret too soon, the man who swore that
Maldio still lived. By Queen Horatia'’s
orders he is imprsoned alive in Maldio’s
tomb—Ilelt there to die. 1 suggested that
death in order that I might save him.”

He looked at his watch as hespoke. The

daylight had vanished, anda night bird burst

intd full-throated melody. Countess Bistoff
passed bher hand over her bewildered brow.

Before the morrow, she told herself, if her
husband's plan succeeded, the much-talked-
of prisoner, Mortimore Dugdale, and the
supposed dead King would be safely| shel-
tercd in the quiet retreat of those gray walls.
Villa Monastero would hold in its sale keep-
ing the living salvage of a royal tomb.

CHAPTER VI
IN THE ROYAL VAUDLT

HE horrible deed was done. The living
man had been duly couducted, under
cover of the night, to the cathedral and low-
ered,. fully conscious of his [ate, into the
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stately tomb of Maldio the King. This in-
humanoutrage was known only toa select cir-
cle of high bfficials, who executed the ghastly
orders withbut comment, soulless ang utter-
ly indifferent to the suffeéringpol the offender.

When Mortimore Dugdale found himself
alone with the corpse and dimly realizedhe
could not escape the awlul torture of starva-
tion, his tottering reason turned to Lhe gng
refuge—seli-destruction. With bloodshot
eyes hegazed at the dead King, wonderin if
once again he would see that faint movy-
ment -which bad been the cause of his own
downfall.

“Il T could bring you back now—as [
might have done then,” he cried, *“it would
only be to endure my torment. You are
safe in the hands of God, but I am the
victim of man’s malice, and this accursed
country will have:to answer for my blood!"”

He spoke without knowing what he said,
for the dark, unhealthy prison cell in the
palace grounds had weakened brain as well
as body. The food offered him had been
uneatable, and save for an occasional mug
of water he had fasted since his faint in the
gardens. He was weak and tottered as he
stood, supporting -himself upon the raised
coffin with its gold trappings and glass lid.

He was calculating whether he had suffi-
cient'strength to drag his body, sore and
aching from the heavy chains but recently
removed, to the not far distant wall, against
which he inteaded, if possible, to dash out
his brains and thus end his misery.

He fancied the faces of dead [riends beck-
oned to him through the gloom. He heard
voices of those he loved whispering messages
in his ears. Vagaely he wondered whether
the tomb were but a dream of delirium.
Perhaps he was safe at'home, guarded by
tender nurses who watched by his sick-bed.
It was all so unreal and shadowy. Surely he
would wake‘and. find himself in England,
surrounded by his old" trusted servants in
his own house. :

He staggered to the wall and with one
last supreme effort hurled himself head fore-
most upon the surface of solid stone. The
sell-inflicted blow. brought the desired ob-
livion and he fell beavily to the ground with
a great bleeding gash across his (orghead.

Thus he lay, a wasted, deathlike éo‘rm,
hearing no sound as the fearless Count
Bistofl, lantern in hand, approached the
secret entrance [rom his long pilgrimage
underground (o the cathedral. Heldra had
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boldly offered. to accompany him, but he:

pointed out how -her absence might rouse
the suspicions of the servants. He knew well
it was no fitting task {or a woman, and, still
more, .as he lowered himself into -the fern-
lined well with Heldra gazing down, her
figure bathed in moonlight, he .owned to
himself there was a possibility 'of finding
life extinct in-Maldio. If anything had gone
wrong he, Diarmid, would:stand in Lhe posi-
tion of a veritablé ‘murderer. The idea
Dblled his soul with an almost intolerable
weight of anxiety. .

‘Heaven watch over you, dearest!” she
whispered as he sank [rom view. “I shall
be here. When the household retires.I will
creep back and listen for the sound of your
voice.”

He called back a soft au revoir,.and tried
to make the word as light-hearted as possi-
ble.
with the required antidote and other re-
storatives; also food and stimulant for both
Maldio and the Englishman.

More than once .as he hurried along-he
[elt ‘himself pursued by an image of the
Queen. Her cruel face materialized in:(ancy
to haunt him;.and from head:to foot -he
shuddered to think :she could rest in bed,
believing that .Mortimore Dugdale was
buried alive and sight linger ‘for days to
endure indescribable torture.. From a swit
walk the Count on}his.errand of deliverance
broke into’a run, eL nd.it'was a very hot and
panting messengerof mercy who eventually
burst into the silehit chamber of the tomb.

But words died on his ips as his lantern
revealed the Enghshman s body-buddled up,
llrnlll) and senseless, against the blood-stamed
wall.

In a moment the medxml eyes realized
what had occurred; The u Y., ash across
the head. told.its :own story: * ‘He had in-
stinctively relied upon Dugdale’s assistance.
Nowherealized thatif Maldio were restored,
he, instead, must Eend a-hand in carrying
the unfortunate stranger. back to Villa
Monastero. |

Bistofl . paused ‘gnly a moment by the
.figure on the ground; his thoughts.were cen-
tered upon that: still! form -beneath the
coffin-lid. Tears sprang to his:..eyes as he
approached bis King; and ‘with . trembling
Jhands letin the air by ‘quickly removing the
covering -of (glass.. With iténder: arms he
raised-the apparently dead-boy and eagerly
ministeredito thebody heliftedto the ground:

Besides his lantern, he carried a bag

O1

For a while it seemed as if the attempted
task were hopeless; then gradually his skil-
ful efiorts brought signs of reviving life.
A very faint color stole inlo the blue-gray
lips, and the slight movement Dugdale had
described during. the lying-in-state was
clearly visible, Count Bistofl could have
cried for joy. . Slowly the #ep-lap of the
heart could be [elt with extreme weakness .
and indecision against the doctor’s warm
band. Then, while he timed each beat, the
movement strengthened and became reg-
ular, while fluttering pulses once more spoke
their message of life. A long and hardly
attzined breath.suddenly shook the body,
then the limbs and arms stretched like an

‘animal waking from ¢lumber.

As Maldio opened his eyes he looked un-
knowingly at the kind, strained face bending,
over him.

An awiul Lhought rushed through the
doctor’s brain and stabbed him like a sharp
knife. What if. the body revived without
the brain? What il he had destroyed Lhe
intellect and brought back only the human
shell of a beloved being?

Even as this awful supposition filled him
with inward horror, the glazed eyes, fringed
by long sweeping lashes, brightened percept-
ibly, the oldintelligent look came back, and
Malggsald feebly:

u appear somewhat glum this morn-
ing, Count. Is anything the matter?"”

The sound of the voice asking its simple
question was'strangely uncanny, yet it filled
Bistoff with unspeakable joy. He knew
that in another moment, wilh returning

. consciousness, the unusual surroundings

must attract notice. He had carried Maldio
as far away as possible from the coffin and
was supporting him with his back to that
gruesome relic of recent burial.

“Ibeg your Ma jesty todrink thlsqmckly,"
said the low, persua.sxve voice, placing a
flask to the King’s lips, ‘“and please eat a
morsel of food.”

The boy swallowed the liquid obediently,
but smiled at the sight of the delicately cut
sandwiches proflered. by Bistof.

“I am not hungry, thank you, but I want
you to tell me what has happened. Where
are we? Have I been ill? This looks like a
prison—J can’t understand——""

He tried to turn his bead,:but the quick
hands supporting him prevented the move-
ment.

“Keep still,-and all will be well, your
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Majesty. You are safe with me, and I am
able to guard you {rom harm. You bave
passed through- dangers, but the Lord has
seen fit o save you from your enemies. We
are not imprisoned here. In a short time
we shall be out in the blessed air. May I
beg you to say exactly how you fcel?”’

Maldio blinked his eyes; he was strangely
bewildered.

“I feel,” he declared, “as if I had en-
joyed an extraordinary rest. Surely I have
been asleep a very.long time! If you were a
younger man, Count, and we were not ap-
parently in a stone cell, I think I would
challenge you to a boxing match! Theblood
seems rushing thropgh my veins like quick-
silver. I never felt more strangely alive!”

The doctor remembered how the animals
had leaped and jumped on recovering trom
their experimental trance, and with what
appetite tbey devoured food about an hour
after returning to consciousness, though,
like Maldio, they at [first refused nourish-
ment.

As the doctor opened his lips to speak,
realizing the moment had come to reveal the
whole truth, the young King suddenly dis-
covered he was dressed in full uniform, with
all bis orders blazing on his tunic. He start-
ed up unexpectedly, slipping like an eel from
the delaining hands and, whirling round,
faced, with startled eyes and parted lips,
the coffin, and the blood-stained Mortimore
Dugdale, who lay, while as death, upon the
floor of the dimly lighted vauit.

CHAPTER VII
LORATIA’S VICTIMS

COUNT BISTOFF bad always been
known as.one of the most tactlul
men at the court of Lambasa. He was
a born diplomat and his gentle manner
made him beloved of all. But never had
his strong and considerate nature faced
such a difficult situation. Very carefully he
chose his words as in a voice vibrating with
emotion he told the young King, as briefly
as possible, the story of Qucen Horatia’s
treachery. As he described how he had
saved Maldio from assassination and check-
mated her evil designs, it was clear that his
story was making a deep—an almost over-
whelming impression ‘on the resurrected
monarch.

As a child Maldio bad ever been a lover of

~
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romance and thirsted for adventure. The
strict etiquette of the court régime often
made him envy the free lives of those who
were unhampered by cares of state. The
palace bad never been.a Lioxne to him. In-
stinctively he felt bis stepmother’s smolder-
ing hatred. Even when he tried to win the
love of Prince Gisdel, whose meatal weak-
ness he sorely pitied, Horatia would be the
first to set her son against his kingly brother.
She:constantly told him never to trust Mal-
dio, and always to ‘avoid his companionshjip
when possible, while -her oppesition to all
reform made the King's eflorts increasingly
diffcult. ¢ !

Now the scales fell'from Maldio's eyes as
he listened to the Count’s story. He iclt as
il he had truly died, {o wake in 2 new world
to a life of fuller. understanding. Touch-
ingly Bistoff reftited the real sorrow por-
trayed by a heart-broken populace. He also
described the scene created by Dugdale
during the lying-in-state, and Horatia’s
subsequent orders for the removal of the
supposed criminal to the King's tomb.

“Whatever course your Majesty may
take in the future,” said Bistofl respect-
[ully, *“let me pray ybu will think of nothing
at present but our immediale return to
Villa Monastero, There, alter rest and re-
freshment, the situation and its critical
issues can be duly considered.”

“I always knew that you were true to
me,” Maldio said, “and my instinct did not
play me false. I used to think the day might
come when I should have trouble with
my stepmother, and though you were ap-
parently her [riend, I felt convinced Lhat if
I required, yout counsel it would be wise,
just and always at my disposal. Strangely
enough, many of the.facts just disclosed
have come, to me with:a [amiliarity which
seems Lo prove ‘some’ portion of my brain
grasped the incidents which (ollowed my
apparent death. Not many men can stand
and gaze upon their own coffin, get it gives
me no fear—I rested so well in that strange
bed. But see, my thoughts are wandering
from the business of the hour.! Later I
shall hope to express my gratitude in fitting
words, at present I'am dazed. Let us do
what we can for this poor fellow who has
endured such merciléss torments'on my ac-
count. My heart blecds for him.” :

He bent down and belped to raise Morti-
more Dugdale (rom the ground.] Together
they bound up his wound with some fine
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linen from the royal coffin,; trying to bring
him back Lo consciousness with restoratives
from the doctor’s bag.

Al present il is useless to expect him to
revive,” declared the medical man. ‘*Wheén
he does come round, I fear he will only wake
to the delirium of brain-fever. Il your
Majesty has the strength, perhaps you would
help me carry our burden back to the Villa.
The walk is long, but the poor [ellow is
wasted to a'skeleton,so we shall not find him
very heavy. I will sling the lantern round
my neck, so as to leave both hands free.”

Maldio assuréd the Count'be was able for
any exertion. His will, as well as his muscles,
felt as strong as iron. )

Gently they bore the senseless Iorm of the
tottured Englishman through the long, nar-
row tunnel wending its secret way beneath
the now silent thoroughfares of the capital.
Oiten they paused to change positions, when
Bistofl noticed his royal companion was sul-
fering from fatigue. During their monot-
onous journey Bistofi supplied fresh funds
of information. He told how Heldra would
be awaiting them, eager to render humble
and devoted service to the highest in their
land, she alone knowing the true facts of the

case. :

. Maldio asked excitedly whether Bistof
had collected 41l the recent papers with the
accounts of his own decease, '

' ] dare say iny stepmother was careful to
give me a tryly magnificent funeral,” he
said, with & boyish smile. *It is omly fair,

if you murder your Ling, to treat the people °

to a fine spectacle and make a big paradeiof
the last obsequies] This poor Dugdale was
my true [riend, though he made a shocking
mistake. Doubtless he ghve you a bad mio-
ment, Count, when you thought your treas-
ured plans: were to be stjl_ed in so unex-
pected a manner.” - ;'

The scene (ashed vividly back as Bistoff
replied:

] trembled so that I [eared the guards
would discover my alarm and suspect me'of
somne hidden crime, Queen Horatia, I fancy,
say in imagination her vile ‘plans already
destroyed and cursed me for a bungler! Now
she can never expect to be conlronted by her
vigtim in this world. To-night.she sleepsiin
peace, satisfied that the throne is safely
procured for Prince Gisdel, who I tbelieve
dreads at heart: the thought of kingship.
But Ke dare not breatbe hisfears, He is too
cowed by his ‘mother even to confess iin
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her hearing that he could wish Maldio the
Thinker alive again!”

" They walked on in silence, their burden
seeming to grow heavier every minute.

“That was a grand name—‘The Think-
gr.’ I was unworthy of so high a title,”

eclared Maldio humbly. “To be a king in
the dominion of Thought, one must indeed
undergo a long, bard training.”

Presently they paused and, raising the
lantern, Bistofi revealed the narrow exit, a
mere hole in a dark; damp wall.

“We must creep through singly, and get
poor Dugdale up as best we can,” he whis-
pered. ‘' Please go first, your Majesty; you
will find a narrow flight of stairs outside,
buried in ferns. I will follow, for the way is
more [amiliar to me, and I think I can drag
Dugdale along without adding to his in-
juries.”

Maldio obeyed. He was thanklul to look
up and see the stars overhead and the moon-
bchms playing among the fern leaves in the
well.

“We return to the world,” be murmured,
and his voice thrilled with gladness. “I do
not need the lantern; the good God has
given us His light.”

A soft voice came [rom the garden above:
“Is.it you, Diarmid? Have you saved the

. g?n _

world of anxiety trembled in the ques-
tion, breathed in low, eager tones.

A boyish head emerged from thc greenery.
The scarlet of a uniform caught the shim-
mering light of the moon, and an out-
stretched hand seized Heldra’s fingers as she
bent down to -guide the climber’ssteps.

“Your busband is following. He will be
with you in a ‘moment, Countess.”

She knelt humbly, and kissed his sleeve.

' Long live the King!"” she murmured in a
thrilling tone of ecstasy.

He raised her, and his smile was strangely
wistful and boyish as he gazed into her tear-
dimmed eyes. Their deep emotion appealed
to; his responsive nature. .

{'King Maldio is dead for t e time being,”
he! answered. “I come as your guest, rely-
ing only updn ‘my manhood. Will you help
a mere man to minister to his fellow sufferer
in|distress?” ;

e turned, and simultaneously Bistofi ap-
red, bearing across his shoulder the blood-
stained body of Queen Horatia’s second
victim. :

n a moment kingship and ceremonial
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were forgotten, as three very human souls
bent in tender solicitude over the bruised
and broken Englishman. For the first time
Dugdale moved feebly and uttered, with a
faint moan, one word of terrible longing and
desire—“Waterl” :

That gasp of agony went straight to the
King’sheart. He thoughtof Queen Horatia
feasting and drinking at the palace, while she
left ber foe to face a death of starvation and
thirst. He heard the splash of a {ountain
near by, and before the Count had time to
rise," lew to obey that pitilul demand.

“The King’s feet are swift in the service
of suffering,” whispered Heldra.

CHAPTER VIII
THE GOLDEN MOMENT OF OPPORTUNITY

COUNT BISTOFF’S prophecy came true,
and when Mortimore Dugdale recovered
consciousness he was found to be suffering
from severe concussion. He remembered
nothing, and the fears Haunting his fevered
brain in no way related to the recent hor-
rors he had experienced. The doctor saw
it would be easy enough to pass this sick
man off as the expected mental patient if
the young King objected to that réle.
When Dugdale was comlfoxtably in bed,
with the Countess installed as nurse, Mal-
dio and his host sat over their wine in an
adjoining chamber discussing future plans.
The King had eaten heartily of the lavish

repast, which Heldra served with her own °

-hands, reveling in the welcome task. As
Maldio talked, Count Bistoff looked for
signs of returning [atigue, and marveled 1o
sce him' so bright, strong and clear-bcaded.

“I could imagine .myself immortal,” he.

said, “dropped straight from the spheres,
relieved from the burden of the flesh. I
sincerely hope that for a while at least Ki

Maldio, with his many cares, may rest in the
silent tomb. -Do not urge me to reveal my-
sell at present. Allow me a bricl respite.
Let me cdjoy this gift of manhood, un-
known as sovereign, in a world which 1s
good to commoners but cruel to kings.”

Count Bistoff started.

The! boy|clasped his hands anditossed his
young' hwé like a ‘horse chafing against the
bridle. i I '

“I mean, my déar Bistoff, that since you
bave saved me, I claim at your hands a brief
boon of fréedom. | What ean a {éw months
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matter out of a life—a year even—il aiter-
ward the heavy burdens of kingship are
taken up once more? I want you to give
me, [or at least a short time, this;great, won-
derful world, with its undiscovered joys—
as God has given it' to other men! Let
Gisde! reign for a while and learn the sor-
rows of the throne. I do not grudge the
Queen her temporary triumph. The day of
vengeance will only be postponed. If"—
be drew in his breath and his eyés closed—
“if T could but escape to England in dis-
guise—if I could see again the face I
Jove—" :

He broke off shortly, and the whole mys-
tery ol Maldio’s wish became clear with
those burning words from his eager, trem-
bling lips. He was not. fretting for his lost
throne or chafing against Horatia’s hideous
treachery; his mind held.only the image of
a beautiful girl in a distant country.

Count ‘Bistoff had married for love and
could not prevent a swilt look of sympathy.

“Itis cult,” be said, “‘to reluse your
Majesty anything on such a night as this.
But to love is pot always wise, and for a
ruler the tender passion is a pitfall of de-
struction.”

Maldio laughed, laughed with a wondrous
note of youth. "Ye‘s—éor a ruler, but 1
shall not rule. It is Gisdel’s task. Let
him escape this passion of the senses, this
enchanting slavery, until he gives me back
my crown. I crave for just one look, one
word {rom the dear lips and eyes of the
woman I worship. If I return now to my
high office, the country will hardly have
missed me. Let them see me replaced, let
them bend the knee to Gisdel, while 1 grasp
my one swilt chance of freedom. You were
young yoursell, dear friend;; think of those
happy days and-then say if you can find it
in your heart to refuse me the help I crave,
the giit I ask. Nay, this' is more than a
request, it is a command!”

But he no longer saw the gray-haired
physician upon whose face the near past
had added many fresh lines of care. He
looked beyond.the old monastic room with
its quaint beamed ceiling, and instead the
vision rose belore his eyes of a little English
house on the far side of a picturesque river
flowing by the stately grounds of an old
college. In fancy he saw a slight girlish
figure silhouetted in the window, and [ancied
it beckoned wildly, as if in distress. Across
the vast space dividing the university town
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from off Lambasa a phantom voice called
despairingly: “I am in trouble—come and
help me!”

Bistoff, realizing that Maldio had set his
mind on tempo freedom,; watcbed the
beauteous face light up with love’s soft
radiance. Denial or persuasion would be
useless; the King bad spoken—why should
his subject rebel? After all, much as Mal-
dio was loved, would he not be doubly dear
to bis people altef a period of Gisdel’s rule?
The Queen must duly discover that a revo-
lutionary spirit stalked the land, a grim
menace to her son’s throne. She would sul=
fer soon enough at the hands of the people
who' had grown sick and tired of her evil
deeds. Wheh the troops were ready to rise

ainst Horitia and the new King’s minis-

then Maldio’s hour would be at hand.
%Glsdel s fall, the beloved Thinker
shoulf rise victorious [rom his tomb.

' “Your Majesty knows,” murmured Bis-
tofl, “that I have always obeyed my King’s
commands. Ti you tell me to remain silent,
I am dumb. If you ask my help, I humbly
protﬂer you Lthe service of a devoted sub-
jec

. Maldio sprang to his feet and placed two
grateful hands én the Count’s shoulders.

i “I [clt,” he s:nd “that I could rely upon
your generous ‘heart and understanding
nature. I comé to ysu as I entered the
tomb,—penniless, save for the jewels they
would have butied with me. These I shall
leave in your safe-keeping. In the mean-
while, can you supply mé with funds for
my —" he hesitated belore finding the
right word; then added wifh a radiant smnlé
“my holiday from kmgshxp?”

: Bistoff feft the blood stix;in his own veins
at the glad sound whlch,\nbrated through
Maldio's voice.

" “Ihave moneyenough of my own already
to serve your Majesty’s purpose, but ¥ pro-
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pose handing you the princely sum promised
me by Queen Hor atia as a reward for mur-
der.i It is meet this blood—money should be
spent ng):t roya.l.ly by the victim of her
treachery.”

The idea pleased Maldio.

“Good,” he said. “Whatever she gives
you; 1 w1II treble the amount on my return
to power.”” Then, the boyish note ringing
out again: *Buti yOu must no longer call
me your Majesty,” cried the boyish voice.
“Let us think of 2 new name, since the King
is still dead. I must be known as a happy
commoner—traveling for distraction. Just
to remind me I was once a king—I will call
rnyself ngsley,-Marmaduke Kingsley.

it has no flavor of Lambasa—it sounds

1e English!”

As he spoke Heldra came soltly to the
door.

“How is the sufferer?” asked Maldio
anxiously.

“He sleeps, your Majesty, and looks less
troubled. I came to ask if I could be of any
service.”

““Perhaps, Countess, you can suggest a
disguise which would deceive the Queen
Mother herself if she came [ace to [ace with
t murdered’’ Maldio—one that will carry

safely over' the sea, to the woman I
lovcl”

For a moment Heldra stared, aghast;
then her eyes brightened, end she moved
negrer with a quick, excited step. Her re-
sourceful brain responded to the appeal;
her quick, unfailing intellect felt instinct-
ively the boy King’s cry for freedom and

romance.

“Disguised as a Sister of Mercy,” she
said, “our. merciful King shall pass unchal-
lenged where he will, provided with pass-
ports {rom Diarmid Bistoff, the trusted

physncnan of Queen Horatia and her royal
son.’

TO BE CONTINUED
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& JULTE unnecessary to remind me
¥ that the poet, when he thinks of
L. J ‘“thetime, the place, and the girl,”
N1 has a vision of symmer moon-
light sifting through lea{y lace-
worle, and .that any properly constituted
poet would shriek in horror at the conjunc-
tion of beauty, a trolley-car and 10 A.x. I
know it. But that heedless young divinity
who seems to be the only survivor of the
Olympian population makes his combina-
tions without the slightest regard [or poels.
If it suits his whim to assemble the essen-
tial elements in a trolley-car at the hour of
ten in the morning, why, the conductor pulls
thebell-cord, the car stops, then starts again
with a jerk, and Priscilla is precipitated into
the suddenly outstretched arms of Patrick
Sarsfield Mullally. And there you are!
Rather, there they were. Patrick hadn’t
been a crack baselsall player for nothing—
—he had a good eye; so when he saw hur-
tling toward him from the door of the tao
suddenly started car a bewildering com-
bination of white plumes and enormous hat,
dewy blue eyes and rose-leaf chesks, gray
gown and {rantically outstretchec arms, he
just reached out and got it. Immediate con-
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sequences were numerous and very im-
mediate. The point of a ‘pretty parasol
ripped along his knee making a rent in his
trousers and slightly abrading the skin; a
chatelaine bag swung around his neck and
boxed him smartly on the ear, knocking his
hat out the open window; [eathers filled his
eyes; a hat-pin made a neat little puncture
in his cheek, and Priscilla’s skull, notwith-
standing its covering of hat and coiffure,
butted him on the nese with full force and
effect as the lawyers say.

“Excuse me!” said Patrick into Pris-
cilla’s plumes. ’

““Goodness, gractous!”” .gasped Priscilla
into Patrick’s expansive bosom.

Then Priscilla righted herself and the oc-
cultation of Patrick cnded. The disclosed
countenance was somewhat disfigured as
Priscilla’s startled eyes looked upon it. A
tiny red bead rested on the check where the
hat-pin had made its mark. Patrick hastily
clapped his handkerchiel to his nose to check
a hemorrhage, which for a while thereafter
was responsible for the young man’s agglu-
tinative articulation. ’

Priscilla herself was not yet quite shi
shape. Her hat had assumed an angle
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distinctly disreputable. She straightened it Heaven’s name cah a fellow square it! T'miy
with 2 deft right hand. Her bag still hung. a fine sight .with a bleeding nose to stand
from her wrist, and Patrick, helding his nose  before a young lady and ask her pardon!
with one hand, reached with the other for’ And then the hole in my kneel Yet I
het parasol, which had fallen on the floor. can’tlet her think I'm justan irredeemable
As’he did so h¢saw the rent in the knee of his  ruffian. Gee, but she’s pretty! I wonder if
trousers. In such moments cotrdination is  this nose will evet"'—an experimental snufile
disturbed. There were in Patrick’s brain a —*Why it has stopped. I'll justgo and tell
graceful profier of the parasol td'its flustered’ her I’m sorry and ask— Oh, Lord!”
owner, a premeditated pleasant smile and & This last was a groan due to the sudden
polite “Allow me!” Hand and [eatures: appearance in the doorway of a young man
obeyed orders but the wires to the tongue. ol robust fAgure, with a Jovian brow and
got crossed. "Patrick profiered the parasol broad features across which played an ex-
gracefully enough, smiled with reasonable pression at once cordial and melancholy.
success under his ensanguined handkerchief, Patrick recognized the Honorable Edmund
but what he said was ‘“Oh, hell!" Philpot Cullen.

Priscilla’s big blue eyes which had been ‘“Well Sarsfield, me bhoy,” rolled out a
soft with sorrow hardened with indignation.. rich,:sonorous salutation. *“What in God’s
Patrick became overwhelmingly conscious’ name has happened (o ye, man? Fighting
of his bare, bruised knee and to cover it. ggain?”
flung the other leg over it. Unfortunately:  Patrick glared at him. He did not like
he could not'fing the other leg without also  the implication of that again, particularly
Ninging the other foot, and the other fobt as he had seen a fleeting expression of sur-
fatuously kicked Priscilla in the knce. Blue prise upon the pretty face at the other end
eyes were wet' with tears of anger and pain ol the car.
as Priscilla. marched Lo the other end of ‘“‘Accident,” said he, shortly and coldly.
the car, leaving Patrick not only damaged “Well, well;” boomed Cullen, sitting at
but demoralized. his side, “ye look asif ye had been in mortal

Mullally was a fine, healthy young Amer- combatwith the dragons of greed and power.
ican. His father was “Bill” Mullally, Ye weren't down at Doyle’s club to hear mc
Tammany leager of the One Hundred and speech last night?”

Seventh Assembly District, on the upper “Iz=was—not|"” replied Mullally with
East Side, formtr boss of the Board of wha{” might have seemed unnecessary dis-
Aldermen, and now mainstay and most tincthess.

valued counselon of the big chief of Tam- “You should have been, Sarsfield.”
many. Weishill meet him presently. (M lally was known among his intimates
Patrick was heir; to all his father had gar- as “Pat” or “P, S.”, but the Honorable
nered, the expression of his-father’s desire ~Edmund never used a consonant where a
along moral and|educational lines, the ful- vowé! was available.) *“’Twas be [ar the
filment of all the things his- father had best thing I ever did. I laid before them the
secretly hoped. ‘When he passed his bar situation of the country. They hung upon
examination his father saicff 'to him: “Pat, me words. The hall was silent as the tomb
get busy now and make some money. I've when I told them that butter would be a
given you an education, buf you must earn  dollar a pound before the year ended.”
your own automobile.” Ag the end of two Patrick thought of the little political club,
years of hard work he was still riding in  half:of whose members had lost their jobs,
trolleycars, :but he could see the auto- andjmoaned inwardly. He said nothing.
mobile ahead. Hel was twenty-six, rather “How d'ye find business?” asked Cullen.
broad than tall, dark skinned, brown eyed, ““Pretty good.” '
and good tolook upon. Such wag the young “Well, 1Lwon’t last long,”" commented the
man; who sat in thé t olley-car, holding his orator solemnly. ' “Six months rom now
bleeding nose and trying to collect his will tell a disral story. The day of the
scattercd wits. ! honest lawyer is gone. The day of honest

“Well, of all the ¢hmpsl" said he wrath-  success be individual effort has gone. The
fully to himself. “Poor child, as if she individualf starves, the corporation alone
wisn't upset enoughl” He glared gt his prospers. He is efther a knave'or a fool who -
offending foot. *Clumsy brute! Hopw in thinks be can mlake money by individuat
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work. Ally yourself with some large cor-
poration, me bhoy, end partake of the cor-
poration prosperity of the country. Itis the
only way.”

Patrick looked at Priscilla and wondered
how long she would stay on the car. Then
he looked at Edmund and wondered how
long ke would stay on the car. He couldn’t
ask Priscilla, but he could ask Edmund, and
he did.

“I'm on me way to the City Hall,” re-
plied Cullen. ‘“The Mayor sent [or me.
Whether it means anything or no I am
sure I do not know. He has deceived me
twice already.” '

“Deceived your”’

“Yes—didn’t appoint me,” explained the
Honorable Edmund. ‘““When he accepted
me services in the campaign; when without
protest [rom him I addressed thousands in
his behalf, I hold that it constituted a
constructive agreement, morally binding. I
am, I must confess, very much disappointed
in bim."”

Patrick pondered the situation. He had
quite made up his mind that matters must
be. explained to Priscilla. He did not want
any embarrassing int.erg:ig;l.ions [rom Cullen,
for the Honorable und’s conversa-
tional tones were rather high. Patrick was
more than comfortably consdous, as it was,
of the interest the other passengers were
taking in him. At one time the thought of
jumping off the car, buying new hat and
trousers and washing his face, and then try-
ing to overtake the trolley-car by taxicab,
occupied his mind, but he dismissed that as
too uncertain, If Priscilla got off the car, he
would lose her. Priscilla remained, and so
did Patrick and so did the wholly un-
conscious Honorable Edmund. The trolley-
car rolled agoss the Brooklyn Bridge and
sto at Park Row, opposite the City
Hall. Mullally and Cullen got out together
and Patrick burriedly shook his companiop’s
hand and wished him good luck as he pushed
him toward the park. Then he looked
around for Prisclla. She had passed him
while he was getting rid of,the Honorable
Edmund and he saw%ler white plumes in the
crowd near the curb. He pushed his wa
through the throng and reached the road-
way as Prisdlla was settling hegpelf in the
tonneau of a big automobile, the door of
which was being slammed by -an elderly
gentleman with a prominent nase; gray side-
whiskers and gold-rimmed eye-glasses,

Adventure

“I beg pardon!” ,enda.imed_!’jéick, mak-
ing a leap for the running-board of the al-
ready moving automobile. .

His blood-stained features 'thoroughly
alarmed. the elderly gentlemanand he threw
out his band to ward off the expected attack.
The rebuff toppled Patrick backward and as
he rolled along the -pavement, be heard a
little feminine “Oh, Papa!” above the chug
of the departing machine, the roar of passing
vehicles and the angry exclemation of the
traffic policeman who 'yanked him from in
front of a team of frightened horses.

“Drunk or crazy?" asked the policeman.

“Quly foolish,” anﬁwered Patrick, who
recovered his wonted ‘mental readiness, as
soon as he had a being not celestial to deal
with. Then, recognizing in the policeman
one of his father’s constituents,” he added,
uHeuo, Larryl"- SNt

“Why, it's Mr. Mullally!"” gasped Larry.
“What on earth were ye thryin’ to do?”

“Too long a story,” said Mullally with &
smi]’e. “Thanks for picking me up. Good-
by!” .

Patrick hurried to a clothier's for the pur-
pose of replacing the suit of clothing that
was now beyond redemption. As he trans-
ferred the contents of the pockets of the
garments discarded to those of the new suit,
he madeastartling discovery. Withthepen-
knife, watch and lead-pencil in the breast-
pocket of his loose Summer coat was a piece
of jewelry that didn’t belong to him. It
was a small gold ring with a fine diamond
set in it. Patrick looked at it in amazement
for a second and then comprehension broke
upon his mind. He remembered that the
chatelaine. bag had snapped open in the
collision; beyond a question the trinket had
fallen from it into his gaping pocket.

The-young man felt his:heart jump. It
was a clue to the mysterious young woman,
whose good opinion had so suddenly become
a matter of grave importance to him. It
gave him a-reasonable ‘excuse for seeking
her. He examined it with care and his
scrutiny resulted in another discovery which
somehow did not add to his felicity. Inside
the band was inscribed: “From Paul to
Priscilla.”

“Now, who the devil is Paul?”’ he grum-
bled. In deep thought Patrick went'to his
office and threw himself into his chair that
he might think the matter over. He was
still in a dream when the door openéd and
his father entered. The elder Mullally had
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a round face, a clearand ruddy, comple}uon,
laughing blue eyes and white hair and
mustache. :

“Hello, Patrick!” he saluted.

“Hello, (ather,” answered lhe son, rising.
*Sit down and have a cigar.”

“Did you see the lots?” asked' the older
man, taking a cigar from the box on the
desk and lighting it.

“Yes; they must buy. Besides they have
enctoached with the factory wall.”

‘“We can sue t.hem, then?”

“We can start dn ejectment suit and a
suit for damages by trespass,’although it
will be hard to prove substantial damages."”

o Eh? "

“I mean that the money loss you have’

sustained does not really amount to much.”

“But we can make them take the wall
down?”

“Yes,they havenorighton your property.”

“Hurm!” Mullally smiled. “Philip Ogil-
vie is the head of that corporation, my boy.
In fact he fs the corporation. It is the
supply company of his Borough Transit Co.
—the family graft, you know. You know
Ogilvie—the head of the Good Govern-
ment League. He is the fellow I'm alter,
you understand.”

Patrick underitood Ogilvie was a ‘‘pub-
lic-spirited citizeh.” Bill Mullally could re-
spect and even lijea Republican,but he bad
the ul.most contkmpt for the “public-spir-
ited citizen,” F¢r Mullally was really fond
of Temmany —*the organization”—
like most of histkind. Those who believe
there is no real sentiment in the relationship
of a machine politician to the mad:une, are
shallow plnlosophers

Particularly is this trudy when the ma-
chine is an ancient, historical institution
like Tammany Hall. The [yl]jqwers of Tam-
many may be sormewhat y as to general
bistory, but they know the story of ‘the
“Republlcan-Democratlc Party of the City
of New York.” It has its traditions, its
ancient associations, its'tattered battle-ban-
ners. And all these things its [ol.lowers re-
gard with affection,

To Mullally of Tammany Hall Ogﬂv:e
was a renegade Democrat, a traitor to his
own kind. Patnckunderstoodthat whereas
another man might have bought the half-
foot strip of land for a song, Ogl.lVle must
pay high for it.

Inthe daysthat followed, Patrick searched
quietly but systemancally 'for Priscilla. ‘He
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ad\} tised the fact that he had her ring in
thel“Lost and Found” columns of the news-
paplers. He went; (o police headquarters to
inquire as to whether or oot the loss had
been reported. It had not. Fate played
queéer tricks with him. In the cage-like
elevator of a tall office bui dmg, betlween the
ninth and tenth floors, ) goingiup” Patrick
turned to look at/ the de$cending cage in the
same shaft, and his eyes met those of Pris-
cilta. He saw her face light up in recogni-
tion, and then the two cars passed. Patrick
disembarked at the tenth floor.and took the
next car down. Priscilla was not in the hall-
way; he hurried 'out to the street. No sign
of Priscilla.

A few days later standing on the forward
deck of a Hudson River (erryboat, ‘he no-
ticed a neat little steam yacht, skimming up
theriver. His heart bounded at the sight of
a young girl leaning over the rail. As the
vessels passed. close to each other he looked
full into a palr of blue eyes that he kncw.
Priscilla flushed; then smiled, and as Patrick
liited his hat, she waved ker hand to him.
Patrick’s soul .sang songs to him. She had
forgiven him! She was not angry! ==

Two days later the elder Mullally said to
his son at the dinner table; “Pat, I've got
Ogi I\ne"'

fow? ” asked Patrick.

is father chuckled. “The old fellow
bought the old crosstown [ranchise,” he
said. “They proposed to run a line in
connection with the Borough Transit sys-
tem. On the strength of it they dcubled
their bond issue. The Corporation Counsel
has found that the old franchise is forfeited

‘through the failure to comply with the ten-

year construction clause, and they have had
to come to the Board to have it validated by
anewresolution. I'vegot him where I want
him.”

This welcome comphcatlon in the affairs
of Mullally, senior, was followed by a visit
from the old politician to .the office of the
President of the Borough Transit Co..

' %You sent for me,” said Mullally, as he
seated himself across the desk from Mr.
Ogilvie. .

"I aid,” replled Ogilvie, takmg his eye-
lasses from the bridge of his nose and
angling them from his fingers. “It is

about that Crosstown [ranchise. Our reso-
lution seerns to be locked up in the Rail-
road Committee and I understand that your
influence controls that committee.”
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Mullally stroked his mustache.

Mr. Ogilvie hesitated a second and then
went on: *“We have seen the Chairman of
the Committee.”

“You tried to bribe him,” said Mullally
bluntly,

Mr. Ogilvie's face flushed with sudden
anger. "“I did not!” he exclaimed.

“That’s right, you didn't,” said Mullalty
calmly; “it was your attorney.”

“The unlortunate conditions of our city
government constrain business men to do
things they do not like to do, Mr. Mullally,”
said Ogilvie haughtily.! *“When a highway-
man puts his.pisto] to your head and de-
mands your purse—what can you do?”

“The modern ways seems to be to get
into your automobile, run down and see the
bad highwayman and offer him a thousand
dollars or so for something that is ncither
his nor yours,” mused Mullally.

Mr. Ogilvie gasped, just as if somebody
had unexpectedly poked him in the stomach.
The district leader’s eyes twinkled. Then
they became keen and bright as he straight-
cned up and said: “Let us drop the humbug,
Mr. Ogilvie. You want somethingand you are
willing to pay for it. Isn't that the case?”

“T suppose so,” admitted Ogilvie fecbly.

“You've called me a grafter. You've sent
money into my district to beat-me. You're
one of those Democrats that never vote the
Democratic ticket. You’ve tried to bribe the
Chairman of the Committe and now you are
trying to bribe me, I don’t like your kind
of citizegship, Mr. Ogilvie. Good-day, sir.”

.Mr. Mullally jammed his hat on his head
and, turning on his heel, strode out of the
office, leaving a humiliated and speechless
capitalist, gasping in his big office chair.

All the way up Broadway [rom the office
of the Borough Transit Co. to that of his
son, the elder Mullally chuckled to himself.

It was only when he sat down in Patrick’s

comfortable arm-chair that he threw re-
straint aside and laughed untl the teary rag
-down his cheeks. Patrick listened while his
father fold the'story, the grin on his face in-
dicating his sympathetic appreciation of his
- father's triumph. The smile was still in his
eyes when he took from the hand of a mes-
senger boy a report from the Pinkerton De-
tective Agency. He torc it open 3nd read:
The white steam pasaed
st4 P, lf:nlesﬂl my:v‘::tg‘: ;Vondo i
by Philip Ogilvie, President Borough | Pransit Co.
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Office, Equitable Building;. hom® address, 1912
Fiith Ave. Hs haa three daughters: Ruth, age 28,
wile of E. H. Calmont, Martha, age 25, and Pris-
cilla, age 22.

‘“Angels of Heeven!” exclaimed Patrick,
his face the picture of dismay.

“What’s the matter, boy,” asked his
father with considerable concern.

Patrick «grinned weekly. “Il's quite a
story, dad,” he said. *“Sit down and I’ll
tell it to you.” -And he did.

‘“But you don’t know anything about the
girl, Patrick,” said his father when he had
concluded. - '

“Why, of course, I do. She wouldn’t have

'a face like that if she wasn't-the dearest girl

alive,” said his son with love’s irresistible
logic.

During all this time Priscilla Ogilvie had
been a very much perplexed young lady. In
the motherless Ogilvie*Household she had
always been the “baby” -and had enjoyed
“the baby’s” privileges. It had always
been with' her a cause of dissatisfaction that
neither her father, nor. her proud sister
Ruth, nor her gentle sister Martha would
consider her as a reasonable adult, but per-
sisted in being amazed. and delighted with
what they called * herprecocity.” It wasin
rebellion against this that just alter her
graduation she had accepted Paul Perley’s
proffer of marriage. Paul was a fair-haired
young man about her own age and, as he
was the son of millions, thére was no ob-
jection {rom sisters or father. On the other
hand they absolutely disgusted Priscilla by
saying it was “cute.”” “When the children
got old enough, it ‘would be a splendid
marriage,” was the way Philip Ogilvie ex-
pressed it. .o

There is a wide difference between the
viewpoint of twenty and the viewpoint of
twenty-two. At twenty, to-Prisdlla . Paul
had seemed to b¢ a wonderful young man,
at twenty-two he seemed commonplace.
For one thing, he didn't have to work and
he didn’t went to;and Priscilla had shrewdly
conjectured that there was something lack-
ing in 2 man who devoted all his time to
pleasure and for whom there was no joy in
endeavor and achievement. Then there were
other things. So, all in all, Priscilla was
quite convinced that Paul was not her ideal.
Still, she hesitated about breaking the en-
gagement, as she did not feel that she had a
right to hurt the boy. It was not until she
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gnscovered that other girls were just as at-
tractive to Paul as was she, thatishe took
the jeweled token of their engagement [rom
her finger and put it in her hand bag. She
made up her mind that she would break the
engagement the {ollowing evening. But the
following morning she lost the engagement-

ring.

Sglie made the discovery while dressing for
the evening, after the exciting adventure of
the morning. When an examination of the
bag did not disclose the trinket, there was a
frantic search of every other receptacle in
which she thought it might possibly be.
This unavailing, Priscilla threw herself into
a chair to face the horror of the situation.
The ring was gone. She could not dismiss
Paul without returning his gift. The con-
clusion was horrible! It madec her shiver.
If Paul had been unacceptable before, he
was impossible now that he was her doom.
And when that evening Paul eccidentally
upset a cup of tea on his trousers and said,
“Oh, pshaw!” she just hated him. Mr,
Snrsﬁeld had said—

Mr. Sarsfieldl Perhaps if she could find
that young man, he could help her find the
ring. Hope bloomed again. Priscilla began
to frame newspaper advemsements such as
this: {

Will the young man with the nice brown eyes who
amiles when he is hurtf——

““Oh, nonsense!” the girl excleimed.

“Rm.lly, now,” sdid Paul, who had been.
unceremoniously mtcrrupted in a parration
of one of his persona] expenencas,“ I thought
it was rather interesting, you know.”

“Pardon me, Pa.ul: said Byisdlla. “I
was rude enough to be tlnnk.mg oI some-
thing else whlleg:on were

“Why, that’s all right, P Ila,” Paul
good-naturedly replied. “ Vou geem a little
worn out this evening. I'll just get along
and let you get your beauty nap. I owe
Bessie Bowman a call anyhow.”

Priscilla did not advertise immediately. .

Instead she went to the office of the trolley,
company and reported her loss. She also!
made a thorough search of the automobile!
and questioned the chauffeur. Then' she;
went to the library and searched the|dty
directory for the name of Sarsficld. ' She;
found two families of that name, and after.
some hesitation wrote a curt little note to
each of them, simply asking if anything had
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been seen of a diamond ring which! she had
lost, she believed, while stumblmg into a
Brooklyn trollev—can One Sarsfield replied
on a postal card: “Never was in Brooklyn
in my life and never want to be.” The
other did not deign to reply at all.

This was the s:tuatmn when she saw Pat-
rick as he passed. her in the office building
elevator. For several days thereafter she
completely perplexed and disgusted her
chaufleur by compelling him to drive up and
down crowded Broadway. Hope was again
dying when she lookéd down upon him from
the rail of her father's yacht. She waved
her haid to him instinctively. Then he and
the ring seemed-lost‘again.

**Priscilla,” said her father one evening,
“I have your ring. I did net know you had
lost it. It was delivered to me this after-
noon with this letter.”

The:girl took the ring and letter {rom her
father's hand. The letter addressed that
morning to Mr. Philip Ogilvie at his office,
said simply:

Dear Sir:

A {ew wecks ago your daughter stumbled as
she was entering™a Brooklyn Lrolley-car and I had
the good fortune to catch her before she fell to the
floor. I later found a diamond ring which I am
sure must belong to her, I am sendi ing it you by the
bearer and-beg that you will restore it to her, and
at the time convey lo her my regret for any
pain my lumsiness may have occasioned.

Yours very truly,
PATRICK S. MULLALLY.

“But—but—his name was Sarsfield!"”
said Priscilla.

“Whose name?” :

“The brown-eyed young man—The one
who tried to get on the automobile.”

‘““His name is Mullally," said Mr. Ogilvie,
his lips tightening. “He belongs to a low
family. His father is 2 Tammany politician,
a gra—” Mr. Ogilvie hesitated as the morn-
ing’s experience flashed across his mind.
“Well, he is a low person,” he concluded.

“Oh father—he has such nice eyes!”
said Pns:llla. It was the very tone in which
Patrick had said to.his father, “ She wouldn't
have:a facelike tha't if she wasn’t the dearest

girl alive.”

Priscilla dxsposed of Paul that very even-
ing. ' Then it occurred to her that common
courtesy required [an acknowledgement, no
matter how formal, of Mr. Mu.llglly s kind-
::fd Accordm.gly ghe indited one. , Thusit
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DEAR Sm:

Father has turned over to-me your letter and
the ring which accompanied it. Thank you very
much for your kindn

P.S. 1 thought your name was Sarsfeld.

Il you are curious with regard to what oc-
curred that August in Newport, you must
read thereportsin the society columns of the
newspapers. You may note that Miss
Priscilla Ogilvie was spending the end of the
Summer with her sister at the Calmont
Villa. Itmay interest you also to learn that
at a certain base-ball game, the winning hit
was made by ‘‘ Pat Mullally, Princeton’s old
crack pitcher,” who was visiting Neville
Beaumont, his classmate. There was un
incident of that ball game, by the way,
which Beaumont prevailed upon the re-
porter for the local newspaper not to men-
tion. A foul ball sped over the feld to a
group of girl spectators and struck one of
them on the forehead. Patrick carried her
to the dressing tent, and hovered around
outside until, refreshed and just a little pale,
she came out and, with her hands in his,
thanked him.

Ogilvie did not leave town. It was a
rather bad Summer for him. The franchise
situation was pinching him uncomfortably;
Borough Transit, earning no dividends, was
sclling next the bottom of a dull stock
market, and bondholders were beginning to
grow uneasy. The Railroad Committee
paid no attention at all to'the pressure ex-
erted upon it by Ogilvie and the interests
allied with him. August went by, and a
fair part of September, and then, one sultry
alternoon, Bill Mullally dropped into the
office of the president of the Borough Transit
Co. Mr. Ogilvie didn't suggest that he sit
down and Mr. Mullally didn’t sit down.
He stood in front of the capitalist’s flat-
top desk.

"I called to say that I have changed my
milcald about the Crosstown franchise,” he
said. .

A’ gleam of hope lighted Mr. Ogiltie’s

ay eyes.

“The last time I was here,” the-politician
went on, “you thought I was purchasable.”
Ogilvie raised a deprecating hand. “Well,
I am,” said Mullally blandly. “I have a
boy; he's a pretty good boy, and I have sent
him to Princeton. Now he is practising law.
While 'you and I have been rfighting, it
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seems that my boy and your little girl, Pris-
cilla, have been meeting and falling in love;
If you let the girl marr§ my boy, the fran-
chise resolution goes through. That’s my
price.” ;

Ogilvie jumped to his feet, his glasses
falling [rom. his nose. *“Never!” he ex-
claimed. “Look bere, Mullally, I've just
got to have that franchise, but do not ask
me to mix my children in it!” '

“I wouldn’t—if they weren’t mixed in al-
ready,” said Mullally.” * Ask Priscilla about
it before you decide.” o

“But my girl has been used to certain

‘luxuries——" gasped the capitalist. i

“That’s all right. The boy can take caré
of her. I wouldn't be what I am in politics
if I wasn't a pretty good judge of men and
although I tlgink zggood Jdcafl of my lad, 1
know just the kind of a man he js. If things
do not go his way, morcover, he is heir to
three pretty good apartment houses, a few
hundred thousandsiin I¥ S. bonds, a million
in New York fours,a few minor holdings and
two hundred thousand in Borough Traansit
Bonds.” )

Mr. Ogilvie looked at his visitor with in-
crcased respect. ' ““Er—sit down, Mr.
Mullally,” he said.

The district leader did so. There was a
tap at the door and a clerk entered with 4
telegraphic dispatch. ‘“Excuse me,” said
Mr. Ogilvie, ripping open-the envelope, and
spreading out the -dispatch, When he had
read it he swung his eye-glasses around his
index finger for @ minute and then handing
the yellow slip to Mullally he said: ‘' Read
thﬂtl" 0

Mullally read:

Priscilla has ceased to be a. baby. Hencelorth I
am a matron. I married Sarsficld this moming in

Providence. Love.
) Mm P. S. MurtarLry.

““Youth has a way of;taking short cuts;
the young folks go straight at a thing,”
he commented with a grin, as he dropped
the dispatch on the. desk. “However,
Ogilvie, the franchise resolution goes
through.”

Mr. Ogilvie dangled his eye-glasses.
“Yes,” hesaid,* the youngfolks arestraight-
er than we are. And I guess it’s a good
thing, too, because we—you and I, Mul-
lally—are, I fear, a couple of—of damncd
old rascals!”
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EXILE

TALES OF THE MEN THAT CANT COME BACK
6y B:Alexander PowelLFRGS

“We took no tearful leaving,
We bade no long good-byes;
Men talked of crime and thieving,
Mer wrote of fraud and lies.
‘To save our injured feelings
*Twus time and time to go—
Behind was dock and Darumoor,
Ahead Jay Callao!”
Kipling's 7/ Broken Men.

[ INCE, on the beach ap Tangier,
I saw a man immaculate in sun-
helmet and white linen approach
) 2 tourist who had just landed
from the Gibraltar boat. .

“Are you dn American?” he asked
abruptly.

““Yes,” said the other curiously, “I am.”

“Then talk to me,” pleaded the immac-
ulate one, clutching the ngwcomer by the
arm as though he was afraid he would run
away. “For God's sake:let me hear an
American voice again.” /!':

Now that was homesitkness—nostalgia
the army surgeons call it—and there is no
pein like it in all the world. And of those
who know its pangs, none suffer as do the
Men That Can't Come Back. Al along
the Edge of Things you will ind them (Port
Said, Djibuti, Lourengo Marques, Canton,
Yokohama, Pago-Pago, Buenos Ayres, Maon-
tevideo, Callao, know them well) and though
they are all very great blackguaeds and have
caused much harm and sorrow and suffering,

and though 'their photographs have been
taken out of the red-plush albums and {rom
the mantel-pieces in the sitting-rooms, their
pictures still linger in the hearts they have
broken, and that is why I am going (o tell
their stories but not their names.

Most of them were gentlemen in the be-
ginning—bank presidents, ecashiers, con-
tragtors, treasurers of corporations: you
k6w the smug-faced, frock-conted breed—
but the Opportunily end the Temptation
met and in the end they left their country
for their country’s good, usually between
two days, and nearly always they took with
them other people’s money and sometimes
other people’s wives. Shaven beards and
assumed names and tramp steamers whose
skippers ask no inconvenient questions of
passengers who are able to pay handsomely
for poor accommodation, help them in their
fiight and eventually they begin a new life
under a new flag and 2 new name at Lima or
Mogador or Macao. Some of them, and
they are the most fortunate, have the cour-
age to blow out their brains and so end the
shame and the torture of it all; some go
into business so that they may not have
time to think; others drag out dreary exist-
ences in hotel bars and on hotel verandas,
betraying themselves by their pitiful over-
anxiety to dine and wine every fellow-
countryman who comes -along, in their
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eagerness to hear the latest scraps of news
from that Home to which they can never
go back. .

A few of them wear the blue tunics and
baggy trousers of Irance’s Foreign Legion;
some are helping various dusky rulers to
hold down their ynstable thrones; one is
drill-master to an 31jiental‘army and another

is spy-in-chie( at aniOriental court. But no
matter in what far corneis of theearth they
have sought to hide themselves, they are
fugitives from justice still, and if you should
call them by their own names they would
not answer and if you should approach
them from: behind and clap them on the
shoulder suddenly you would find a pistol-
barrel shoved against your ribs, for above
them hovers always the shadow of the Law.
So, while you will not forget that the men
who slink or swagger across the next few
pages have caused much unhappiness for
their families and their friends, it will do no
harm to remember that homesickness and
ostracism and exile are punishing them just
as surely as the bars and the prison-stripes.
Between the two oceans how many men
holding positions of financial responsibility
are there, I wonder, who, reading in the
evening paper of the capture of a criminal
in some far land, have not thought, “Ah,
but I am cleverer than that. 1fI, with my
intelligence, should ever take to crime and
flight, they would never lay*hands on me.”
How many bank cashiers, I wonder, who,
harassed by the attempt to make income
and expendilure meet, have not whispered
to themselves, “How easy it would be for
meto fill a valise with these banknotes which
pass every day through my hands—fifty, a
hundred, five hundred thousand dollars,
even—and slip away from cares and wor-
rics to the shelter of some easier-going
land. . . . Alow-roofed, broad-verandaed
bungalow beside an azure sea; a cane
chair under the palrn-trees and beside it
a stand with cheroots and tinkling glasdes;
a happy, lazy land, sans telegmpi, sans
telephone, sans the subway at the rush hour
and the clatter of the stock ticker and the
raw March winds”—come_ now, be frank:
how many ol you have not dreamt such
a dream as this? :
But it is not worth while, my friends.
. Men as brainy and as brilliant & you have
--{ried it, and a neglected grave ssuth of the
. Line or a convict’s number in 4 Northern
prison marks their ends.
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Given the opportunity, a man of coolness
and resource and daring may succeed in get-
ting out of the country with almost any sum.
But it is only then that the real pursuit.
begins. From that day until heisin a casket
or a cell the hunt never halts ndr flags. The
submarine cables and the wireless dash-dot:
his crime and his description to the utter-
most entls of the earth; the Moauretanis may
not dock at Liverpool or an ocean tramp.
may not unload cargo at Port Limon that
some qufet, keen-eyed man is not beside the'
gang-plank as the passengers come ashore,
scrutinizing each in turn;. his picture and
his description hang on the walls of every
consulate and shippingioffice from Pernam-
buco around to SEan'gha_ii

So closely is our mesh of extradition
treaties and diplomatic understandings
drawn, that to-day ther¢ is no single civil-
ized country in whi¢k hie can find a home.
Lek us suppose that he succeeds in making
his way to some one of those few semi-
civilized countries with which we have no
definite arrangements for the surrender of
fugitives—Morocco, perhaps, or Abyssinia,
Alghanistan or Persia, one of the Central
Asian khanates or.the Central American
republics. It will be only a matter of wecks,
at most, before his presence becomes known
and news of it is flashed to the detective
bureaus of the world. The United States
may have no treaty with the ruler in whose
dominions he has taken refuge, but the De-
partment of State makes'a polite request
through its Minister Resident or Consul-
General for the fugitive’s surrender, prom-
ising, perhaps, to reciprocate should oppor-
tunity offer, and the shah, or sultan, or
president, as the case may be, preferring the
good-will of the great republic to the grat-
itude of an escaped criminal, promptly lays
rude bands upon him apd sends him in,
under escort, to the consul at the nearest
port. He is sent home by the next steamer
in the custody of a broad-shouldered, busi-
nesslike person and whien he goes ashore the
passengers crowd the rail to stare at him
and at the thin stcel chain which links his
wrists.

Sometimes, however, the bonding com-
panies and the police authorities decide that
he is. not worth the trouble and expénse of
extraditing and bringing back, and that, to
my way of thinking, must be the worst of
all, for then there is lacking the excitement
of the chase and he is abandoned to His sell-
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made exile, shunned by foreigners, sneered!
at by natives, a man without a country and
without d home. The cool bungalow be-.
comes a damp and silent prison, the cane-
chair and;the iced drinks lose their first de-.
light, the painted sea and the lazy palms he-
grows to hate; he longsfor the sound of the:

familiar, frieddly voices, for theroar of the
street traffic!and a whiff of crisp northern
air, and one day he walks into an American
consulateiand gives himself up or, perhaps,
there is a inufiled repost one night in the dim
interior of the bungalow, and the native
servant, gtealing in'at dawn, finds a lamp
still burning and a packet of slamped and
addressed letters and a huddled Something
on the bed.

AN AMERICAN OUTCAST IN ATHENS

If you wxll lean over the bar of the Grande

Bretagne in Athens, and if the shoulders of

your coat are sufficiently broad and the toes
of your shoes sufficiently round to stamp you
unmistakably as an American, you are al-
most certain to be joined by a little, timid,
side-whiskered man who will ask the privi-
lege of buying the cocktails because he, too,
is “from'God's own country, sir.” Withii
five minu}es you will be sitting with him at
one of the mosajc-topped tables in the
corder and he willibe plying you with eager
questions about the new plays and the lat-
est song-hits ahd if they still have the same
leather easy-chairg in the lobby of the Hofl-
man House and is the air in the subway
really goad and how is the dining-car service
between New York and Chicago.- And so
congenial(does Iﬁle make himself that almost
before you know it you have accepted his
invitation to drive down to Phaleren for tea
and to dine at|his house afterward. While
you are chatting, in drops thejconsul-general
whom you already know—eveltyone does
drop in at the Grende Bretagne at cocktail
time—but instead -of responding to yéur
beckoned!invitation ke shrugs his shoul);lfers
at sight of your companion and turns away.
“Queer th touchy these consuls are,” you
say to yourself,|and go on deacribing to your
eager auditor Broadway's latest importa-
tion of prima-donnas. b i
At four o’clock to the minute he comes
for you with e victoria and
P Ssbere R uld bt wish a bett
interesting and you could abt wish a better
info;m:?eoﬂd r. He dbes not seem' to
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be on bowing teris with maay of the people
you pass, it is true, but you are too busy
seeing the points of interest to notice that.
AtPhaleron you have tea on the terrace of
the Aktion and eat a great many'more petils
fours than are good for you a d lean back
in ypur chair and listen to the strains of a
Roumanian orchestra while you gaze out
across the lazy blue Zgean and stand up

with the others when the King, a timid,

unhappy looking man in a naval uniform,
drives by, and finally your carriage takes its
place in the long procession of vehicles
which winds its way back to the capital at
sunset.

After passipg street on street of Athenian
villas, white, pale pink, pale green, pale yel-
low, the carriage suddenly pulls up at a
house so obviously American as tobealmost
startling. It hasred brick walls and brown
stone piazzas and green blinds and a blue
slate roof and taken altogether is a fine
example of that type so common during the
architectural reign of terror in the early
eighties. An elaborate iron fence surrounds
a stretch of well kept turf, iron hitching-
posts in the form of expectant pickaninnies
stand; on either side of the stepping-stone
and there ar¢ iron dogs and iron dl:er on the
lawn. The hammock and the rustic chairs
on the piazza are manifestly of ,American
imqution and so are the screen /doors and
the oVer-carved and over-gilded: furniture
within.

Thei‘ hostess you find to be altogether
charmlmg despite her effusive ‘manner .and
her peroxidized hair; your host fairly radi-
ates hospitality and the dinner is above fe-
proz h. The tdlk is all about home, of
com-selr and you mention the latest musical

" comedy success, which you saw the night
before!sailirig.
“When we left home,” s2ys your hostess
—and,) oh, the caress in that word home—
:“they |were singingi ‘Annie Rooney’ a d

‘Two Little Girls inBlue,’” and going over
.to the piano she bégins to play one of these
. melodies which was|the hit of a yesterday
.long passed. But it Is a song, commonplace
and wulgar as it is, which brings the laugh
' which | brings the groan, and in another
- minute she has whirled around on the piano-
' stool with her face buried in her handker-
. el. N H ! '

ir that would : chief. |
ifth' Avenue; The driveis .

“Let’s go home, Jack,” sheé says, raising
.a tear-stained face, “I'm so homesick.
 Please take me bome,” and your host an-
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swers, “‘ Yes, dear, we really must run over
to God’s country next spring and make
a visit.” And hastily maﬁmg your thanks
for an altogether delightful evening, you go
out into the fragrant night, wondering why
on earth any American lets business keep
him away from his own land so long.

The next morning you meet the consul-
general on the street. “I see old A—— lost
no time in getting hold of you,” he remarks.
“ Drive, dinner, music, good agars—usual
thing, I suppose? Well, I can’t blame him
much, poor devil. He’s about eaten up
with homesickness, Of course you'll pardon
my not joining you yesterday but I really
can't afford to be seen with him in public;
official position, public opinion and all that
sort of thing, you know. What? You
haven't heard the story yet? A—— was
R}esident of a bank in Southern California.

an of unquestioned integrity, president
of the local chamber of commerce, taught
o Bible class, pillar of the church, leading
citizen; began to speculate and then to
peculate—easy step from one to the other,

you know—and one fine morning the town.

woke up to find that its foremost citizen
had skipped in the night with the wife of his
best [riend and a valise containing the
bank's assets.

“Of course they set the Pinkertons on his
trail and they caught up with him herc, but
in those days there was no extradition in
Greece except [or murder ‘and so he was safe
as long as he stayed inside of Greek {ronticrs.

He liked it out here at brst, but aiter a time.

the homesickness got hold of him and the
woman and he tried to compromise with the
bank, but they wouldn't have it and swore
that sooner or later they would land him
behind the bars. He can't get into any of
the clubs—and Heaven knows the Greeks
aré mnot over-particular—and of course
neither he nor the woman are received by
any of the foreigners, though they built that
big house you dined in last night in thﬁ hope
that it would make things easier for' them
socially. . Why, will you believe it, they had
the plans for that house drawn in the States
and brought ‘over the furniture and the
window-curtains and even the door-knobs
so that they could imagine that they were
back home. Pitiful, I call it.

“Take it all around they are the two
unhappiest people that 'T kndw. They talk
home and they think home they dream
home and when they meet|.any one who
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doesn’t know their stofy they always pre-
tend that they are going there next spring,
and all the while they know perfectly welt
that they would be nabbed the minute they
set foot on shore at Port Said or Gibraltar
or Naples. Just the same, I'm willing to bet
a month’s salary that old”"A—— does 80
home one of these days and face the music.
THerg's no place like home, you know, par-
ticularly wll:en you can’t go there. Come
over to the Grande Bretagne and have 4
drink.” '

FROM RAGS TO RANK IN A DAY

Shoved off by itself in the mountains of
Central America, mfdway between the two
oceans, lies Gudtemala CiLy, whlch, as
everyone knows, is the capital of the repub-
lic of that name, It.is not so many ycars
ago that I was sitting-with a friend in front
of the Café del Globo, the one, you know,
‘which stands just across the plaza from the
arcbblshop s palace. It was during those
stirring days which followed the assassina-
tion of President Barillas, when the country
was still in an uproar and the new executive
was trying to prop up the rickety cheir of
state. We sat in the grateful coolness of
the colonnade, my [riend and I, and over
our coffee and sweet biscuits watched the
motley procession of Guatemalecan' life
lounge by: rancheros in leather trousers
and silver-trimmed sombreros, half-naked
Indians sweating under their enormous
burdens, tatterdemalion soldiers slouching
along in ill-fitting uniforms of soiled and
ragged linen, policemen with white gloves
and Winchester carbines, officers smart-in
bottle-green andscarlet.

As we chitted over our cigarettes a man
approached ‘us; the most disreputable look-
ing man, I think, I ever.saw. His hair was
as long as his beard liis suit of white drill
was stained: and torn beyond redemption,
his feet were thrust into native sandals, and
the wreck of a straw-hat covered his head,
but in spite of his appearance he approaohed
us with a eertain air of confidence as though
he was so certain of himself and his position
that the miserable rags he wore were a mat-
ter of no consequenceat all. It was just the
same air of easy assurance that I once no-
ticed in a young British peer whose hunting
clothes were ruined when his horse fell at
a water-jump and who was compelled to go
through the rest of the day wearing a suit
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of greasy whipcords he had borrowed from
a stable-boy. " e

As 1 was saying, the streputa One
approached us with as much confidence as
though we were meeting in a club and were
old friends. “You gentlemen are Ameri-
cans, I am sure,” he said, “aud I am an
American, too; though my clothes”—with
a whirncical glance at his impossible gar-
ments—* would scarcely betray me, would
they? Abd that is why I am going to ask
you to lend me fifty dollars—I said lend,
mind you.”

Now, if some other man had said that we
should probably have called the big head-
waiter and had h.un kicked out, but under-
neath this man’s shabby exterior were the
unmistakable earmarks of a gentleman, so
we asked him to sit down with us and
poured out arother cup of the atrodous
coffee and called for more piscuits. One’s
nnpulsa are given freer reign in these care-
less lands than would be possible or profitable
in our colder and more suspicious North.

‘““Give us the yam,” we said, and passed
him the cigdrettes.

“You are the first people in two years
who have treated me like a white man,”
said the outcast, his eyes Glling with tears,
“and I'll be square with you. I'm one of
the men that can’t go back. I got into
trouble bamm matter what, no
matter wh made the country tco
hot ;to hold me. {That was two years ago,
and’ ever since then I've been wandering
through these. gréasy republics trying to
earna hwnguflylast peso went yesterday,
and, as you can see for yourself, gentlemen,
I'm up against!it. ! Seeing me in these rags,
you may 'well doubt i it, but I'was a gentle-
man once myself and a gradugte of a famous
university and later on I held an officer’s
comrission—but what’s the use of talking
about that. i

“I asked you for theloan pf ﬁfty dollars,
and if you lend it to me I’m going to get
a bath and a shave and a hair-cut and soj
decent dlothes and then I'm going-straj t
to this' new mﬂdent in the palace over
yonder. and I am going to say to him, ‘Mr.
President] I am an American by birth and
2 soldier by profession and I know how; to

make soldiers out of these nigger scarecrom '

of youn—rulpoldlérs that will s} J
and fight.’ Iamthehndofamnyoun

Mr. Pn:ndent. for I. am an Amenean, and
therefore 1 stand by you as long as I
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take our pay; I am a gentleman by birth,
herefore I will tell you the truth. I
have po political dxe to grind, no party
sympathles, no factional )ealousxs, you
can trust me, and is more than you can
say of ‘most of thesd gold-braxded officers of
yours That's what I am going to say to
theip sndent gentlemen, if, you will lend
me thi money to make myself presentable
enough to see him—-and you will get your
money back.”

We lent him the money, that goes with-
out saying, for fifty dollars silver is only
twenty-five dollars gold, which, divided by
two; made only twelve dollars and 2 half
apiece, which, after all, is no great sum to
risk on a fellow countryman’s chances of
salvation. But, down in our hearts, neither
of gs;really expected to see that money
a o
Three days lat r we sat under the same
colonnade of the same restaurant looking
out over the same sum-bathed plaza at the
same variegatéd pracession. Leon, the big
head-waiter, had just poured our coﬁce,
when we heard the clatter of hoofs in the
street ‘behind us, but troops were passing
and repassing, so we paid no attention.
A moment later came the clink of spurs on
the stone pavementand our friend the Out-
ast, rosplendent in varnished boots and
2 unifprm of green and silver, as trim and
soldidrly a figure as one would wish to look
upon,'stood before us.

‘‘Here’s your money, gentlemen,” he said,
tossing some gold-pieces on the table. “I
thank:you for the loan of it and I thank you
still more for your faith in human naturc.
As for me, I’'m Chief of Staff of the Guate-
malecan army.”

EBNESTO CLAY, ADVENTURER

My lacquamtancm]np with Ernesto Cla.y
(this pame is not his own, but it is near
_enough to answer the pu.:pose) began off
the little port of Sdn Jose de Guatemala,
where |the .Cosmos Line boat touched on
. the wely from Valparaiso to San Francisco.
' The labt berth on the boat had been sold at
P ,but that had not deterred the agent
-at Sa Jose from disposing of a Iew more.
There js no harbor at San Jose, sojwe spent

.an uncomfortable morning pll:chmg in the

. trough; of the sea two miles off abore, while
' waitin for the usual consignment of fruit
-and coffee to be put aboard. But the lighter
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that came puffing out from shore, laden to
the gunwales with cargo, brought a dozen
passengers, besides. As they started to
climb the swaying ladder against the ship’s
side the German -captain, a pompous, red-
faced tub of a man, leaned over the rail of
the bridge and, muking a speaking-trumpet
of his hands, told them with unnecessary
violence that there was no accommodation
left and that, tickets or no tickets, they
could not come aboard.

Now, after you have sweated and burned
with fever and shaken with chills and all
but died from homesickness in a filthy, God-
forsaken Central American village for two
or three or perhaps six ycars, and have
finally scraped together enough mohey to
take you back to the States again, and after
you have been counting the weeks and days
and even the hours until thesteamer sails, and
after you have seen that same steamer lying
out in the roadstead with her nosc pointed
to the North, with its theatres and its wet
pavements with the street lamps reflected”
in them, and the restaurants with tables
and sliaded candles and men and women of
your own kind sitting round them, it is not
good to have a tubby German captain shout
at you that you can not come aboard the
boat at all and that you must go back 1o the
swamps and the fever and the heat and wait
six weeks until another boat comes along
that has room to take you.

Out from the little group of disappointed
passengers stepped a tall, clean-cut, clean-
limbed American and thrustmg aside the
sailor at the oot of the ladder, went up it
Lwo steps at a time.

At the top the captain met him, his face
purple with anger.

“Gott in Himmell” he thundered, “Am
I der caplain uf dis ship er am I nod? I
dells you der iss for you no blace und up
'you comes youst der same. Whoder Teufel
are you und vat pizness haf you on my deck
ven to keep off I haf ordered you?"

“My name is Clay,"” said the American,
very quietly and evenly. “You miy have
heard of me. The greasers down here think
I am quite a wonderful shot. Your agent
sold me a ticket to San [Francisco and I am
going thereand I am going on this boat, and
so are my friends down there. If you try to
prevent us they will probably bury you
under those two palm tregs you see over
yonder on the shore. You |lig, fat, German
swine, you son of a Dutch sea-cook, how
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dare you tell a wlnte man that he can’t go
back to a white jnan’s.country on your rot-
ten old ferry-boat? If I ever hear another
eep from you, my [riend, I'll £ill yaqu so
full of lead that you won’t be good for
anything but ballast. And after this re-
member to say ‘Sir’ whenyou address me.”
Turning his back on the awed and speech-

less skipper,. Clay beckoned his friends to

cgme aboard. Calling a steward, he ordered
him to carry the luggage into the steamer’s
smoke-room, which the man did in fear'and
trembling, and there Clay took up his quar-
ters for the voyage. To reach the

saloon it was necessary to pass through the
smoke-room, but so notorious was Clay’s
reputation as a ﬁesperado whose finger, was
uncomlfortably - light on the trigger, that
ncither officers, passengers nor crew were
hardy enough to enter the room without
first asking the nccupant’s permission or
even to ask his permission in the mormng
until they were sure he was awake,

At this time Ernesto Clay was still in the
carly forties and as fine a ﬁgure of a man us
one would see in a week’s journey. The
name by which I have chosen to call him is
not, as I have already said, his own. The
name he bears js one-of the proudest in the
Old Dominion:and there seems no good
reason [or adding to the disgrace and noto-
riety he has already” heaped upon it. .So
vicious was the life he led at college that his
[ether finally disowned him, and Clay, like
so-many others of his kidney, found more
congenial companions on a Texan ranch.
In aregion where every one’s hand was light
on the tngger, a man with Clay’s nerveand
daring was certain to make a name of one
kind or another—and Clay quickly made
his as a bad man. Contrary to the best eti-
quette of the frontier, he carried his gun in
a sling inside his vest:and it was said that he
could draw and fire sp quickly that ‘the eye
could not follow the motion.

During ‘a drunken brawl one night in a
Texas cow-town he put his proficiency to the
test, the other man (ell with a bullet through
his heart and Clay headed his pony for the
Rio Grande. Wandering through Mexico
in quest of [ortune and excitement, he began
to take part in the local corn'das, his cool-
ness ancr daring quickly winning him a na-
tional reputation and drawing enormous
crowds to watch the performances of the
matador Amevicano, as he was called.

Eventually he bought a ranch in the



south oi M&Juco, where he entcrtamcd lav-
lsh.ly, the liquor flowing like water, but

% ht difference of opinion; with the chief
of police of Vera Cruz resulted in the latter’s
dying - qmte suddenly with his boats on,
Clay showing remarkable promptness in
getting across the Guatemala border. Be-
fore he had'been there a yeat his name was
a synanym for cool-headed daring from one
end of Central America Lo the other. When-
ever a dissatisfied patriot felt that the best
interests of - his country—and, incidentally,
of his own pocket—would be furthered by
2 change of administration, he sent for
Clay, and it was this exiled Amencan who,
for a half-a-dozen years, played a consides-
able part in the blood-stained history of the
Central American republics. Hankering
[or Lhe sights and sounds of northern civi-
lization, he returned to the States, but the
over-readiness of his trigger-finger again got
him in trouble, this time in St. Louis, his
victim being a Mexican bull-fighter named
Cervera. He was arrested, tried and
acquitted on the ground of self-defence,
but public sentiment made advisable a de-
parture between two days.

A peculidrity of Clay was his_habitual
quietneds of voice and menner. The more
excited thers became, the calmer he. His
fund of profanaty could not be matched in
the three Amerlcas, but he would utter the
most hair-raising blasphemies in a voice as
soft and sitky fas though he were making
love. A musifian of more than passing
merit,' l;e knew the German masters as
most people khow the arithmetic or the

lling-boak, while his' knowledge of the
c assics was: equalled only by his k.nowledge
of the under-world.

The la.st time I saw Cla'i' was in the Cit:
of Mexico.: A party of ‘us, foregathered
fromh the cnds of the earth,.were dining'to-
gether, in a private room of the Hotel Itur-
bide. The ‘conversation evéntually drifted
around [to |fug1t.wes and adventurers in
general and 50 it was scarcely surprising that
some df s should recall the exploits of Clay.

“Ifl I'ever met that blackguard,” de-
clared one of the party, a tall, lank Ken-
tuckian named Hughes, “and hc had the
impertingnce to offer to shake hands with
me, 1'd shoot him like a dog.”

Eveh as he spoke the door:swung open
qulel.ly, and as he ‘paused the moso -an-
nounced efior Clay to see.the gentle-
men.” ere, framed in the doqrwa)!,
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sm.xlmg conlemptuously and with one hand
slipped carelessly into his. vest, stood the
very man whose name was oni our lips. It
was one of those amazing comc;dences which
occur more often in fictjon than in fact.

ﬂ‘Good even.mg, gentlcmen," he said,
making a sweeping bow. *‘Permit me to
present myselfl—my name is Irnesto Clay;
some of you may possibly have heard ‘it
before.”

Walkmg straight acrogs the room to
whiere Hughes stood glowcrmg at hlm, Clay
put out his hand. “I am, partxcula;ly
pleased to meet yow, sir,” he said in silken
tones, “Won't you shake hands?”

Amid a breathless silence they looked
into each other’s eyes for a minute that
seemed  an eternity, two as fine spedmens
of nanhood as one would wish to see, broad-
shouldered, small-hipped, made of steel and
wire and raw]ude, taking stock of each other
as do the bull and matador before the final
charge and thrust. For a full minute they
looked at each other without a word and
then their hands met.

GREENE AND GAYNOR, STAR BOARDERS

Two gentlemen named Grecne and Gay-
nor are just now living at the public expense
~large Federal institution in Georgia,
befause they made o shight error of judg-
ment in thinking that it would be just as
easy to hoodwink the United States Gov-
eroment in regard to the building of a cer-
tain breakwater as it was to deceive a'village
board of aldermen. The fact that their
judgment in this particular case was griev-
ously at fault is proved by the somewhat
conspicuous pattern of clothing they are

‘wearing at the moment.

They made arother mistake in thinking
that they could escape the long arm of the
Federal law by ¢rossing over the St. Law-

I'?l'll

ce River, on the further side of which
they proposed. to build expensive houses
with the Govemment s money and to settle
down to new and more or less happy lives
under a new flag. My purpose, however,
is H,ot to recount the history of the Savannah
breakwater frauds or of the Gaynor-Greene
extfadition case, but to relate the real story
—[pr the first time, I think—of how the kid-
nagping of the fug:twes by Federal detec-
Lives was foiled by an avaricous hotel
kedper. It is a story which strikes mec as
haying a distinctly humorous side.
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While the opposing: lawyers were wran-
gling and arguing and calling for writs and
subpoenas and caveats and body-warrants,
the fugitives had settled down to enjoy
themselves at a certain great hostelry in
Quebec which rears itself high on a hill over-
Jooking the river and the town. They were
the hotel’'s most profitable guests, for where
others ordered beer they called for cham-
pagneé; where others ate ham sandwiches
and enjoyed them they criticized the flavor
of the caviare; where ordinary travelers
were content with a room and a bath they
occupied five-room suites, and, unlike the
summer tourist, they did not pack their
trunks at the end of a few days and flit back
across the border, but stayed on and on and
on.. With the approach of winter and the
dceparture of the last tourist, the American
refugees became the mainstay of the hotel.
Between their suites and theirwines and the
horde of sycophants that surrounded them
they were as profitable to the management
as a whole houseful. of transients. Their
loss would have been a calamity indeed.

But things could not go on forever thus.

Federal justice may be slow, but it is almost
as sure as death or taxes. Returning from
‘a stro]l-in the early darkness of an autumn
evening, Greene and Gaynor were set upon
by a group of men who had been lurking in
the shadows; an extradition warrant, signed
by a Montreal judge, was thrust into their
faces, and, despite their protestations, they
were hustled into a carriage and rushed to
the riverside, where a speedy launch was
waiting with steam up to carry them into
another and less prejudiced jurisdiction and
within easier reach of American justice.
- Quietly as the kidnapping was effected,
it was witnessed by several passers-by and
word of it. was at once telephoned to the
fugitives’ hotel. Now the truth of the mat-
ter was that the Canadian Government Wwas
heartily glad to be rid of two.such embar-
rassing visitors and hoped that it would
never see their.faces again. Not so the
hotel management, however, and no sooner
did the news of the kidbapping reach them
than they bent every energy to bring back
their abducted guests to occupy those suites
at fifty dollars a day. !

Telegraph keys clicked and teléphone bells
jangled., “We must have themack,” said
the manager in wild ercitement. ‘We
an't let our best paying guests be taken
away from us like this. 'Why, we might as
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well close the hotel. Charter a special train.
Order the fastest boat on the river to meet
us at Three Rivers. Fill it with lawyers and
police. Put in some sandwiches and cham-
pagne in case we ‘rescue them—and don't
forget to make a note of. it on their bill,
We'll fet them yet.”

And they did. Not on the river, it is
true, for the launch bearing the prisoners
paid no attention to the commands ta
‘Halt, in the name of the King!” but sped
on its way to Montreal: But so bitterly
wes the case contested on behalf of Greene
and Gaynor by lawyers employed by the
hotel, that the fugitives were eventually
retumed to Quebec jurisdiction, celebrat-
ing their narrow escape from extradition
with a banquet, which; we may suppose,
added materially to their bill.

‘But it is scarcely fair to enroll Messrs.
Greeng and Gaynor among the Men That
Can’t Come Back, for, a few weeks later,
as the result of a décision by the Lord High
Chancellor of England, they were turned
over to American justice and did come back
—in handcuffs.

TIHE STORY OF THE ENGLISH SPY

There once went to Sandhurst, which is
the English West Point, an extremely nice
young man. He was goad looking and well
mannered and as hie happened to be the son
of a marquis he had the privilege of tacking
* Honourable” before his name, His people
had‘a town house in Portland Square and
a big place down Devonshire way, and
as his sodial qualifications were altogether
unimpeachablé he had no difficulty in be-
ing gazetted into ‘a very, smart regiment
indeed. =

But it is an expensive luxury to be an
officer in a smart regiment, as the youngster
soon found out, for what with subscriptions
to the regimental coach, and the regimental
pack, and the regimental box at Covent
Garden, and the regimental marquces at
Henley and Hurlingham and Ascot,ethe
rather liberal allowance which his father
made him was altogether too small to go
around. Then he got into the hands of the
usurers and paid as much interest per week
on the advances they made him as banks
pay a year. He knew how to play) aards,
though, and so he began to look forward to
the setting out of the green tables in the
mess-room each night after dinner as a
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means of recruiting his ﬁnances instead of
as an amusement.

Now this is a very bad state of mind for:
a young man to get into and what he should
have done was.to have gonc straight to his;
colonel and told him the whole ‘miserable:
business. But instead of that, he cheated.'
Every one atithe table saw him do it quite.
plainly, but they felt more pity than anger’
for him and :so kept their mouths closed,
thinking it wa.s one of those rmsmkes which.
all younig men make at some time in their
lives and that he would never do it again..
But, finding thow very easy it was to win
money by cheating, 2 few nights later he-
tried it again.

Now the man who cheats once may be
excused and; forgiven, but for him who
cheats twice there can be neither forgiveness
nor excuse. 'His fellow-officers were pain-
fully correct -about it all, however, and in-
stead of calling him a cad and a cheat they
merely prefired ‘ Mister”’ to his name when
they addressed him and very politely de-
clined to play with him at all. And on top
of all this, and to make matters still worse,
if they could be any worse, it was found that
his mess-accounts—he was treasurer of the

regimental méss{-were tangled up and that’

the food and wme and cigars had not been
paid for. egiment was stationed in
Malta at the e and in the middl€ of the
night his colonel] came to him and advised
him to scnd |in his papers and to leave by
a boat sailing at daybreak so as to avoid
court-martial, bbth of which he did. He
wrote to ]umfather from Naples, asking if
he could come home, but the crabbed old

nobleman, ifiordinately pro} d of the family-

name and honor, sent .a draft for a
thousand pounds with a spage that he
never wished to see his face a.gam

Began then a weary round of pensions and
Lable d’hftes—in the summer Lucerne, Lu-
gane, Bellaglo, Montreux; in the winter
Biarritz, Pau, Mentone, San Remo, Monte
Carlo—but after a week or so at each place
some one who knew him in the old ‘days
would recognize him in the casino or on the
promenadc and from tea-table to tea-table
the whisper would spread ““That good-
looking young fellow is Captain B——, the
one, you know, who was cashiered for
cheating at cards. Think of it;; he actually
cheated fwice!” So then he would have to
move on to some other place where people
did not lmoLv him, but sooner or later they
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would always learn his story and shun him
as they would the plague.

Later on, when his money was almost
gone, he drifted. to Constantinople, where
Zia Pasha, the chief ol Lhe secret police,
seeing the possxble value of such a man,

icked him out'of the gutter, mctaphor-
lcally speaking, and put him on his feet

again. In return for which hé became a
palacc spy. It was not a pretty business.
His duties consisted in hanging about the
bars of the hotels and getting acquainted
over them with visiting foreigners and
gaining their confidence so as to report what
they said and thought and did and in-
tended todo to the little, gray-bearded man
at Yildiz. When he first went to Turkey
he was still good looking, with the most
charming manners, so he was admitted to
the foreign clubs and the European so-
ciety of the capital made much of him. But
one day along came-a new attaché to the
British Embassy, who promptly rccognized
him, so he was-dropped. from the clubs
without any ceremony and the ladies on
whom he called were not at home to him,
the servants said, and even the Levantine
hotel-keepers told him quite brutally that
they would prefer his room to his company.
Onﬁunce did he distinguish me with his
attebtions. I was crossing the Sea of Mar-
mora from the Prince’s Islands to Constan-
tinople with my wife and a young gentle-
man who was known to be a leader in the
party of Turkish reform and who later on
played a very brave and noteworthy part
in the Turkish Revolution. We were
sitting on one of the benches which run
lengthwise of the rickety old Mahsuse
steamers, talking in rather subdued tones—
for in those days in Turkey it was not
healthy to talk politics aloud—when the
English Spy, as he was called, sauntered
up and dropped into a seat dlrect!y behind
us, where he could hear every syllable of
our conversation.

Raising her voice so that it was perfectly
audible across ‘the crowded deck, Mrs.
Powell remarked: “Ia told that there is
a spy here in Constantinople who was once
an officer in the'British army and who was
cashicred for theft. Now he makes friends
so -as to betray them for’ Turkish gold.
Can you conceive of any one who ever had
theinstincts of a gentleman sinking quite as
low as that?” Scarcely -had she finished
when the man behind us rose hurriedly, his

=\
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face crimson to the hair-line, and walked
away.

Lower and lower be sank, so that even the
nolorious Samy Bey, the court dentist who
was cmployed to extract secrets instead of
molars, was quite a gentleman in compari-
son. On the evidence which he furnished,
scores upon scores of men were sent to eat
their hearts out in the fever-stricken oases
of Tripoli or the Hedjaz while still others
disappeared suddenly and were never
heard from again. So when the Army of
Liberation entered Constantinople in tri-
umph that moorning in April of last year,
the first man [or whom Lhey sought was the:
‘English Spy, and il they had caught bim
they would have put a' rope around his
neck, and stood him on a stool under one
of a long row of gallows, and a soldier would
have kicked the stool from under him with-
out any ceremony at all, and I, for one,
should have said that he quite deserved
his fate. But instead of Lhat he escaped by
the skin of his teetb, in a Khedivial mail
boat, disguised as a stoker, and the last I
heard of bim he had made his way to Mellila
and had enlisted in the Spanish Foreign
Legion to fight against the Moors. If Fate
is kind to him he may have the good [ortune
to go down fighting against odds, and thus
make up in some small measure for all the
sorrow he has caused and the homes he has
desolated, by meeting his end like a gentle-
man and a soldier.

I have one more story to tell, but it is
such a very strange and unprobable tory,
and will meet with so many denials, that I
rather hesitate to relate it for that very
reason. But 'so mysterious and mte:estmg
is it that T will endeavor to repeat it just as
it was told to me, and you can believe it or
not, as you choose.

RANKING OFFICER OF THE LOST LEGION

The Man That Can’t Come Back in tHis
case was a very brave general and a knight
to boot, who disgraced himself so irre-
tncvably that the British War Office and
his friends would be only too glad to bury
his memory in oblivion and have everyone
else do likewise. The facts in the case,
briefly stated, are these: General Sir Hec-
tor Macdonald commander-m—dlef of bis
Britannic Ma]esty s forces in Ceglon, being
accused of grave misconduct, hugried home
to discuss the situation with the War Office
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officials in London. The authorities curtly
ordered him to return to Colombo and
stand his trial. )

He left London for Marseilles, presu-'
mably to embark for Ceylon, but broke his
Journey in Paris, where he Put up at a
certain fashionable. hotel. At noon on the:
fourth day of his stay he received a telegram
and immediately went to his room., The
[ollowing day Paris learned, as did the rest:
of the world, through the London news,
agencies, that Sir Hector' Macdonald had
shot and killed himseli in a Paris hotel.
From first to last the circumstances sur-
roundin dg the suicide, lhe identification of
the body and the arfargements for lhe
burial were surrounded with the d
mystery, which the War Office authonhes
and Macdonald’s [riends:did nothing to dis-
pel. A casket suitably: -marked was in-
terred with stmp‘e ceremonies in a Scottish
cenfetery and thus ended the official career
of one of England’s bravest soldiers.

But a rumor that Macdonald was not
dead almost immediately crept into cir-
culation in official circles and would not
down. Strange whispers began to leak out
[rom the Paris police. Rumor after rumor,
story alter story, came from various parts of
the Continent and later irom the Far East,
averring lhat Macdonald had beenscenalive
and seen by men who knew him so well that
a mistake in identity was impossible. He
was seen in Smgapore in Canton, in Han-
kow. But no sooper did these stories appear
in print than they were met with vehement
denials from his friends, who said that they,
with many othérs, bad seen a casket with
a silver pame-plate, buried in a Scottish
graveyard. i

Last year a British army officer, who had
served under Macdonald for many years
and knew him lntlmately, made a journey
of exploration into 'the: interior of China,
into the heart of that mysterious country,

ractically unknown to. foreigners, which
res to the west of the Great Wall. He ar-
rived at an obscure Chinese village on the
eve of the grand maneuvers of one of the
divisions of that army which is being trained
in such mad haste to saleguard the empire
from Japanese invasion and to bolster up
the tottéring fortunes of the dynasty. .

Riding out upon the great drill plain the
next mornmf to watch the yellow-faced,
khaki-clad infantry at their work, he turned
aside to let a European, wearing the uni-
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form of a Chincse general, go clattering by
with his staf.

“It’s I ighting Mac!” cried thc English-
man, reining back his pony in utter amaze-
ment as he caught sight of the officer’s face.
“My God, it’s Macdonald!”

But the other, without slackening his pace
or looking to right or left, gave an order,
and two of his staff-officers, wheeling Lheir
horses, informed the Englishman politely
but firmly that he must at once leave the
province, the secrecy of the maneuvers be-
ing the reason given for their action. And
that there might be no possibility of his de-
laying, an escort was provided tb see him on
his way.

Now this, remember, is only one of a score
of similar stories which are being repeated
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:all up and down the China coast, and the

officer in question is only one of a dozen
reputable men who insist that they have
seen Sir Hector Macdonald in the flesh. I
have told you the story as I heard it and you
can take it for what it is worth, but there is
every reason to believe that precisely such
a course on Macdonald’s part would have
met with the secret approval of the British
War Office, for it would save the respon-
sibility for an ugly suicide and the necessity
for a still more ugly trial. Improbable as it
may appear, many hold the opinion, myself
among them, that “Tighting Mac,” holder
of a knighthood and a commission [rom the
King, is the ranking officer of the Lost
Legion, which, as all the world knows, is re-
cruited from the Men That Can’t Come Back.

AND A OHl I.D I.BD THEM

HARRY ALLYN

HE man who gave vent to

that time-honored remark that

“Boys'll be boys” was only jest

about bfty per cent right. He

ought to have added that they can be little
devils as well. A boy’s brain reminds me a
whole lot of the wheels in an alarm-clock;
keeps right on buzzin’ along through the
night when they’d ought to be restin’ like
any other piece of self respectin’ machinery,

and, just at the time when you're I eelin’ the
most secure and comfortable, gom ofl with
a rattle like a fire-engine goin’ to a fire over
a cobble-stoné pavement and bringin’ you
out of your dreams of the Elysian Fields
mebbe with your bair standin’ up on your
head like the quills upon the scrappy porcu-
pine—as Bill Sharkspire puts it.

Mebbe you'll think all this forepoin’ is
philosophy—but it ain’t; it’s {acts. The

-
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philosopher who thinks he can fathom the
internal workin's of a thirteen-year-old
boy ain’t been born yet—and ain’'t goin’
to be for some time. And herc’s my
example.

When: the three-thirty night ex ress
pulled into the railroad yards at Frankli
a soakin’ rain, Joe and I got off the hend—
end of the baggage-car in considerable of a
hurry, aided some by the conductor with
thelawononehand and a seven foot brake-
man with a ten-pound lump of coal on the
other. We watched the red tail-lights go
out of sight ‘down into the town with deep,
regrets in our innards and water-blmters on
our feet, and without sayin’ a.word—some-
times language is inadequate to express such
feclin’s as our’'n—stumbled down the grade
toward a lum ard loomin’ up through
Lhe darkness on the river-bank.

I'm fond of lumber-yards—there’s so
many dry, roomy places a traveler can stow
himself away in—and almost directly we
run bang up against a three-cornered pile of
boards covered over with pieces of old tin
toofin’ to keep the weather out so’s it could
season propecly.

We fumbled round it lookin® for a foot-
hold, and alter scoulin’ the three sides of
the triangle I give Joe a boost up, and he in
turn passed a hand downtome. We shoved
2 hunk of the old tin one sidc and dropped
in out of the wet, feelin’ as il we'd run up
;ga.mst a branch of the Shelterin’ Arms.

he earth felt smooth and dry underfoot—
almost too dry for the amount of rain that
was patterin’ down on Lhe tin over our
hcads, and I went down in my vest for a
match 'to see what sort of a place we'd
struck. I dugout threcorfour, buttheywere
too. wet to be useful, so we snuggled up into
one corner of the pllc without any [urther
curiosity and drilted off into as decent a
sleep as our spongy condition’d admit.

We rust have slumbered like the Sleepity’
Beauty in Lhe fairy-tale, dead to the world
and all its works, for when I come out of
my dreams of a porterhouse steak as big as
a circus ring surrounded by. growin’ onions
as high as Kansas corn the daylight was
creepin’ through the crevices in Lhe pile and
I was wrapped hand, [oot end body with
half a mile of old clothes-line and Joe still
snorin’ alongside in even a morebound-up
condition than I was myself.

“Heyl" I says, rollin’ over against him
and jarrin’ him out of his trance, “what in
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thuader do all this ’ere restraint of personal
liberties mean?"”

“Search me!” he responds, tryin’ to raise
himself up to a settin’ posture, and not suc-
ceedin’, “Cert'nly we didn’t ctawl in here
in this shape!”

“Prob'bly not1”*I retorts dry-ike as I
could cohsiderin’ I was damp to the marrow
of my boues, “prob’bly notl Still,” I con-
tinues, throwin’ in as much sarcasm as
poss&ble ‘while layin’ flat on my back end
tryin’ to scratch my ear against the earth,
‘“there’s no tellin’ what a couple of durned
f oo)s like us’ll do to themselves. Mebbe

‘we've been wanderin’ ih gur sleep and got

tangled up in a rope-walk »

“Well,” be says in a sort of a resigned
tone of voice, “we won’t, have to stay here
forever, [or at the rate I’'m thinnin’ down, in
four or five days T'll be able to crawl out of
my+duds through my. shirt-collar.”

Just then T heard a scuffiin’ kind of a
noise somewhere inside the enclosure and,
up out of the earth apparently, popped three
kids of twelve or thirteen years old, wearin’
black muslin masks over their [aces, old
slouch hats fastened' up on one side with
crossed daggers cut out of tin, a-lay Roose-
velt, and one little cuss armed with a big
old-fashioned powder-and-ball Colt’s revol-
ver a foot lo:

“Good Lord [’ I murmurs to myself as I
caught oﬁht of the outfit, *“if here ain't
Deadw: Dick and his gang of road
agents ts!”

*'Hist!" says the little murderer with the
artillery, makin' motions at me with it as
if he intended to blow open my safe and

my innard feelin’s, “Hist!”

And I 1sted

“ Pris’ners,” he says in‘as low and im-
Pressve a tone as his little"body’d permlt

you're goin’ t6 be held. fur ransom.’

“I hope you won’t makeit too expensive,”’
I says, feelin’ that it’d be safer to humor
him, “for fellers like my pardner and myself.
here sell in the open market for about
fifteen cents a bunch.”

“One— thousand —ducats—apiece,” he
responds, puttin’ a long dash betwixt each
word. “One thousand ducats -apiece, or
eternal lmpnsonment—an torturel" i

“Not a vurry allyrin’ prospect,” I says,
wonderin’ if Joe and I couldn't pick up
somethin’ out of this ransomed captive
game. “Not vurry allurin’. But I don’t
s’pose we're to be kept in this baled-hay
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condition for all that length oftime, are we?
And besides,” I continues, seein’ him hesi-

tate, “‘our relations live a thunderin’ long.

ways from here. This fellér,” bumpin’
against Joe, “comes from Greenland’s icy
mountains and I was brung up-on Injy’s
coral strand, and it'd be goin’ against all the
best authoritics on the subject to keep us
wrapped up for delivery until a purchaser
comes along.”

“Wait until I take a look,” he says, and
diggin’ down into his jacket pocket he pulls
out a yeller covered novel and, goes porin’
over the pages like a minister tryin’ to rake
a new text out of the Scriptures.

“You're right,” he says at last, runnin’
his grimy little finger along the lines. It
says here that the Robber of the Black Hills
always treated his pris’ners with the great-
est po-lite-ness an’ con-sider-ation—alter
they’d swore not to try to escape.”

“Swearin’ comes easy for us,” I says
prompt-like. ““But look a little further and
see if it don’t say somethin’ about feedin’
prisoners in_the meantime? Cert’nly real
uﬁ)—to-date captives ain’t expected to board
themselves while they’re waitin’ to hear
from home, are they?"”

] dunno,” he $ays, peerin' down through
the eye-holes of fh.ls mask and floppin’ the
leaves over like a’ printin®-press shufflin’ out
newspapers, “bit I guess mebbe you're
right ag’in, for f{if you was workin’ you
wouldn’t be cap_!tives any longer. Uhuh,
here it is: ‘ The table was spread with fin-est
dam-ask, an' ldaded down with jeweled
ves-sels con-tainin’ the chojcest wines an’
—vi-ands.'” ' ’

“That’s the place,” I bastens to say,
kinder fearful that his spiritual guide

wouldn’t contain anything in the eatin’ line.

““That Robbeér of the BlackjHills knew what
was what. Of course,” I c¢ntinues, noticin’
that all three bandits was somewhat puzzled
as to how they’d recondle a three-cornered
lumber-pile with a high-toned robber’s cave;

“of course, we don’t want to pin you down .

to high priced tonics and gold and silver
plate, but how about somé hunks of cold
meat and a loaf of bread—or mebbe a
bouquet of smoked herrin’s end a bag of
crackers?”” | ' :

“That’s all. right,"” he responds sort of
joyful-like to think we'd got around his text;
book without actually breakin® ‘any prece:
dents. ' ““Now we'll untie ye, and a couple
of us’ll sneak home and get some pruvisions
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while the other one stays on guard. You’ll
have to be guarded all the while, ye know,”
he says, wrasslin’ away at a knot, “except at
night when we have togo home, [or the book
speaks of it time an’ ag’in.” °

“Stick to the book, bub,” I says, havin’
2 mighty friendly [eelin’ for the euthor of
it. “Stick to the book and we'll all have
a good time.”

It took some little time to get our clothes-
lines off, and when we got up on to our feet
to stretch, the four-foot outlaws acted at
first as if they were kinder sorry they'd let us
loose. But when Joe and I sot down com-
fortably on the ground again without break-
in’ up the band they begun Lo get quite
friendly.” Then I found out how they’d got
into the enclosure without comin’ down
through the roof the same as we had. They'd
dug a tunnel out under one corner and
plugged up nearly all the cracks betwixt the
boards with the dirt and a lot of old baggin’
torn into strips, until the place was almost
light- and wind-proof. Then they’d sneaked
in four or five soap-boxes to set on and
decorated the sides of .the triangle with a lot
of pictures cut out of the Police Gazette and
other insteuctin’ publications until it looked
quite homey Lo us.

“Toguess- we're slated to spend quile a
spelt in captivity,” I says to Joe as two of
the Band squirmed out of sight through the
hole in the ground while the remainin’ one
squatted down on a box with the big pistol
and begun skimmin' through the book for
further information of the art of takin’ and
keepin’ prisoners. &

“I hope some ol ’em smioke cigarettes,”
Joe says, searchin’ through his pockets to
see if hc couldn’t scrape up the makin’s.
#1t'd add greatly to our comlort whilc we're
languishin’ here in durance vile awaitin’ to
hear from Andy Carnegic on the subject of
ransom.”

“Jt would so,” I responds; ““but don’t
let’s get too dummed exactin’ all at onc
for I'm afraid it’s goin’ to be something 3
a tax on ’em as it is to keep two such empty
vessels as you'n me filled up with eatables.”

For a half Kour we sot there watchin’ our
guard goin’ over and over the pages, and
then we heard the scufflin’ and up through
théhole come tHe other two members of the
barid loaded down with all sorts of stuff
they'd swiped to make their captives com-
fortable. One outlaw had an old hoss-
blanket anid worn out quilt done up in a
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frazzled lookin’ last summer’s hammock,
while the chief himself toted a fryin'-pan
with the handle danglin’ by one rivet, an
old dark-lantern, and best of all for us, a
paper sack containin’ ahout a peck of po-
tatoes,: a sheaf of [rankfurters and a
loaf of rye brcad half the size of g rail-
road-tie.

“How’n thunder are we goin’ to cook
these ‘terriers’?” I muses out loud when I
caught sight of the sausages. ‘It won't do
to build a fire in here; the smoke’d give the
snap away and mebbe we'd set the whole
durned place on fire and get turned out of a
happy home.” !

“That’s so,” says the bandit chief, takin’
off his mask in a moment of forget(ulness to
wipe the sweat off his little freckled face.
“That's so; I'd clean forgot that we ain’t
got nothin’ to cook over.”

“I'll fix that,” says the kid who'd been
doin’ guard duty. ‘““My [ather’s got a
tinner’s stove out inourbarn; I'll chasehome
and get it—but you'll have to be careful of
it for he'll prob’bly miss it and I'll have to
take it back after you've been ransomed.”

“It’ll get good care, son,” I says. “No
self respectin’ captive’d misuse the house-
keepin’ things; that'd be base ingratitude.”

“And don’t forget the charcoal for the
fire,’ cautions Joe as the little feller flopped
down through the hole.

He couldn’t have lived far away, for in
less than ten minutes we heard the fire-pot
janglin' along up through the tunnel and in
five more we had a fine little charcoal fire
glowin’ away in the stove, a string of frank-
furters simmerin’ and splutterin’ on a wire
over the coals and a hatful of potatoes
roastin’ in them.

There ain’t no use in describin’ how we et;
itmight make yourmouthwater. But weet
until we couldn’t get down another morsel,
and as the last “hot dog"’ disappeared down
Joe'si.batchway, follered by the admirin’
glances of the three outlaws, he voiced my
feelid’s to the limit when he lolled back on
the hoss-blanket and says in a self-satisfied
tone, “Me for captivity [or the rest of my
natural lif¢l” - _

All the afternoon the whole of us sot there
listenin' to the rain poundin’ down on the
tin overhead while we talked; over the
different methods of holdin’ @p railroad
trains and stage-coaches, ¢f busglin’ banks
‘and sub-treasuries, comparin’ the fine points
of the James Boys with the rude, coarse
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work of the Ford Brothers, and dwellin’
feelin’ly on the more delicate eppysodes in
the life of the late Mr. Tracy.. Then it got
near their supper-time and they hurried
away, promisin’ to be back directly with as
many eatables as they could sequester with-
out causin’ a famine in their households.

When they got back we were there—no-
body but an idiot would have fagged the
eatin’ proposition; but it made me feel some-
what alarmed to sce the chigf bring out
[rom under his jacket a pair of rusty old
leg-irons that looked as if they’d done duty
previous to the Mexican.- war.

“What’s them [or?’] I demanded in my
harshest tonc of voice.

“Fur you, of course!” he replies, settin’
down a glass can of preserves and a big
hunk of cheese done up in a newspaper.
“T told ye this mornin’ n6body’d be here to
guard ye at night, an’- the Robber of the
Black Hills always left his pris'ners chained
in his lair whenever he was away on one of
his forays. The book says so,” he con-
tinues triumphant-like. “And ye can't go
contrary to that, can ye?”

Joe and I looked hard at each other.
Clothes-lines was ope thing, and real solid
welded-in-the-fire ankle bracelets was an-
other. t -

“I'm somewhat opposed to this ironin’
business,” says Joe to me, with a languishin’
look at the eatables. “I worked in a
laundry three days once-and don't like to
Iﬁfe reminded of the dark passages of my past

e"'

“Never mind,” I says with a cautionin’.

look at him. “It won't do'to go against the
recipe-book. And lbok at all this ’ere food
that’s waitin’ to be.devoured. Let 'im put
’em on; it'll only be for to-night.”

We sot down to a feed of home-made
bread, cold meat and othér excettrys while
the outlaw chief clinked on the leg-irons,
one cuff on me and the other onJoe, thereby
chainin’ us together, ahd alter we'd handed
them a few more thrillin’ tales by the light
of the old dark-lantem, they left so's to get
home before they was missed. i

Aiter they’d gone, Joe and I laid down on
the hoss blanket, pulled the old quilt up
over us and, fastened leg to leg with a couple
of fcet.of intervenin’ chain betwist us, went
off to sleep to the music of the patterin’
rain, tbankin’ owr lucky stars that the
Robber of the Black Hills hadn't sken fit
to mention hand-cuffs as well as leg-irons.
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It must have rained like it dld in Noar's
time durin’ the night, but bein” consdence- -
clear and stomach-full we didf’t notice it .
until some Lime along in the carly hours of .
the mornin’ when I roused up {fom a vision
of swimmin’ in a brewery vat to find pur
dungeon cell with two or three: mchcs of
water all over the floor!

“Hey, get upl” I exclaims to Joe| in .
some alarm. “The bedroom plumbin’s .
busted and the water-works is emptym
itself in on us!”

““Get up yourself!” he grumbles back, '
makin’ an eflort to roll over, but not makin’
a job of it on account of bein’ coupled fast -
to me.

“Looky here,” I says, shakin’ him by his ¢
shoulder, “this ain’t no joke to be i incar-
cerated in a lumber-pile with the tide raisin’
an inch a minute and no life preservers.
handy!” And then he sot up and begun to
sense how scrious matters were.

““What's the cause of all this wet disturb-
ancer” he says in the dark.

“You've got me,” I repliw. “But the
effect is here all right, and it looks to me
like movin’ day for us was arrivin’ on the:
run—and us seriously incupatiated from
movin’ very fast on account of bein':
hoPEled 2 |

ord, but wh‘t a miser'ble pau' of dum
fools we, are to let three kids go’'n handicap
us in this shape tust on account of a ycller.
”
novel and a bite fo eat!” he says in a sour:
tone of voice.

“Weare,” I mgekly agrees, “We'reworse
—and more of 'em. But standin’ here:
soppin’ up water and sarcasm don't help’
matters any. We're due to get out on the:
roof and take'a look at thejrisin’ waters—;
or stay -here until we contract a beautiful’
case ol floatin’ kidney.” -

I made a couple of stepsiforferd, not re-
memberin’ wé; was bound thgether by such’
strong ties a3’ we was, and down we tvent,
into a foot or morc of water —ker-
sploshol !

I've heard sev’ral men usin’ cuss—words,
but I've yet to hearisuch a van 'gated as-|
sort;ne it of vocal trimmin's as riz up about;
the time we begun tryin’ todo the same. I:
just knelt there in the water in silent ad-:
miration at the way that, ;man Joe tried toi

tell rhe: what he thought of me: Blme-by,l
:lx)[ter e'd maqc his third Or fourth pause for!
rea

I sorter suggested that the V(ater
wis msm fast and if he dxdn’t want to go to;

i‘7,

heaven by the water route he’'d better. get
on to his feet. That brought him—he ain’t
fond of water appliedt internally, and care-
fully keepin’ step we groped our way across
to the side of the pile.

1 dunno’s any of you've ever been called
updn to do it, but I'd like to say that climb-

in' the side of a board-pile in the middle of
the night with the water washin’ and churn-
in’ round below, and coupled by two feet of
chain to a feller breathin’ all sorts of hard
luck words at everything human and other-
wise, is one of the neatest tricks you'll ever
rform—that is, providin' your handls don’t
slip off the boards.

Finally, after three or four souses and a
cnreful timin’ of my left leg and his right
one, we managed to shove the tix aside with
our heads and drag our stomachs up across
the top course of lumber. It was refreshin’.
The wind and rmn iblew into our faces as we
laid therc peerin’ into the blackness for some
signs of a dry port, but not a glimmer of
light showed up in.any direction. By look-
in’ down clese, to the base of -our pile we
could make out a lot of loose timbers and
boards floatin’ down against our three-cor-
nered island, and it’s a mighty good thing
for us that it was.three-cornered, or it'd been

ped off the map; for every now and then

ig heft 1hunk’d come jammin’ dowa
aga.l st it and go -slidin’ off on an angle for
some place fifty or sixty miles farther down
the river.

“Looks to me,” I says as dry as I could,
considerin’ we were both soaked to the linin’
of our souls, ‘‘as il we’re goin’ to have a
freshet.” .

“Vurry probable,” Joe responds, grittin’
his teeth together pleasant. *Vurry!”

“It also strikes me that we'd better wait
right here until daylight,” I continues, “and
se¢ if them three little outlaws will come off
in a. boat and take us ashore and remove
thes¢ ’ere bits of jew'lcy we’ re sportin’.”

“I ain’t in favor of waitin,” Joe responds,
breakin’ a four-syllable swear-word .off in
middle. “I’m as wetasI’ll ever be—and I'm
goin’ ashore now!” and with that expression
of indepcndence, he swung over without
conshltm me and made a plunge off into
the uncerta.m deep

Mgbbe you've run across something in
your life you ﬁgger was the limit of human
cndurance. But to be yanked off a ten-foot
boarfi-pile by the leg into three 'or four feet
of cald water in a| night so dark you could
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cut buttonholes in it ought to put you up in
Job’s ¢lass for patience.

I’m only human; never confessed to any-
thing mnore so; and when I came splutterin’
to the top, I want to say that Joe’s previous
efforts.in the conversational line had nothin’
on mine.. I talked: I told him what a good-
[or-nothing, thoughtless, thankless cuss he
was, and then for fear he’d mistake my
meanin’, stood there with the flood rushin’
by me up to my waist and added to my first
remarks until I could feel him shiverin’ on
the other end of the chain as if I had a
bite on a fish-line. Then I quit and started
to climb back upon the board-pile with hiin
tryin’ his meekest to keep step up the side.

By four o’clock it got a little lighter sa’s
we oould see if there was any otber sur-
vivors besides us. 'Way.off to the right,
across about a quarter of a mile of yeller
rushin’ water, we could see the railroad bank
lined with folks catchin’ timber and boards.
And 3 half an hour later, when they’d caught
sight .of us perched up on our little three-
cornered haven of hope, out shoved a boat,
one feller rowin’ and anqther steerin’.

Lord, but how we did dislike to be caught
[astened together, but after you've sot for
hours on a lumber-pile with the cold chills
scootin’ over you you'll confess to almost
anything s0’s you can hug a fire while you're
doin’ it. )

They steered over, and when they caught
sight of our rusty leg-irons they cert'nly
gazed at us a-plenty.

“Two escaped pris'ners from the county
jail, I reckon,” says the man at the oars.

“You're all the kinds of a liar there is!”
responds Joe as savage as a dull razor.
“We’re two blown-in-the-glass wise guys
who let three kids four feet high make dod-
gasted playthings of us!”

“You say it well,”” says the man at the
steerin’-oar, givin' me a look, “but we'll
have to turn ye over to the police and let
them figger on ye just the same. ¥ou lbok
a heap like the feller who busted into the
laundry night *forc last!”

‘“ All right,” I-says, gettin’ desp’rale, “go
on with your nce-farious plot to railroad a
‘couple of hall-witted hobos to jail; it ain’t
got nothin’ on our ‘present predic’ment.”
And as they backed the boat up,against the
pile Joe and I stepped down #nto it, two
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soles with but a single thought, two [eet
what beat as one. °

When. we got up to the police-station I '
reckon more’n, two-thirds of the popilation
of the town was trailin’ along behind to see
whether we was. bank-burg'fars; ‘counter-
feiters, or only plain every-day murderers,
And when we was brought up in [ront of the-
desk I felt a heap like the last.

““Where'd you collect' the antiquities?”
inquires the desk sergeant. .

I told him, lettin’ ourselves down as easy
as I could, and he come round from behind '
the railin’ to take a look at the hardware.

“Great Thomas Byrnes!” he says, after
he’d examined our.comnections. ‘'These'
articles of wearin’ apparel must have been
made prior to the lock industry; they only
snapon! Anydumn fool can take ’em off by
pressin’ this digky Jittle-spring!”

And I'm a prevaricator from the ground
up if he didn’t press on a rusty button that
I’d thought was a rivet and the whole ankle
bracelet fell off on to the floor with a clatter
like an anchor-chain runnin’ through a
hawse-hole!

There’s mighty few of my acts I'm
ashamed of. I've hbeenwhat some sour dis-
positioned feller has'called e ““social pariah”
too long. But-when I saw how Joeand I'd
been made a couple of monumental come-
ons by three kids hardly sizable enough to
be wearin’ knee-pants, it made me feel that
my worldly education had been ncglected in
the primary class.”

“You can go,” the sergeant says, with a
grin-‘on his face that made me want to
commit mayhém on him,:"there ain’t any
foolish-ward connected with our county jail
—and I'd hate to put ye in with some I’ve
got downstairs; they’d have your shirts in
five minutes. Beat itl” *And follcred by a
general chorus of audible smiles from the
fifteen or twenty other miser’ble Joafers who
always hang around police courts to sce
some other poor devil.get it in the spinal
vertebray, Joe and I tip-toed out of the
station-house, feelin’ the world wa’n’t nothin’
but a dummed hollow show aiter all. .

And as we sneaked round the corner to
hide ourselves down in the railroad-yard
among the box-cars, I couldn’t help but think
of that passage in the Scriptures where. it
speaks about a little child leadin’ ’em. °



HROUGH the heavy penelled
| doorthat separated suites 52 and
53 ‘came the startling report of
a revolver-shot, then the dull
thud of ‘something heavy falling to the
carpeted floor—and silence. In 53 a woman
in evening dress stood terror stricken in
the darkness,her hand on the electric switch,
too stupefied with {right to turn it on. For
a moment she stocod motionless, her eyes
trying to penetrate the blackness. The
sound of [ootsteps on the marble floor of
the hotel corridor aroused ;her to action
and momentarily quelled her dear. Run-
ning across the room to ajsmall desk on
which stood a telephone, she picked it up
and spoke to the operator on the office
switchboard in low excited tones:

“There is somcthing the matter in the
nextapartment,” she said.
been shot. Send up help—quick—please!”

She, ran to the door that separated: her
apartment {rom that whence came the
shot and listened.

“God!” she cried eiter a short pause,
“he’s shot himself!”

She staggered to the library table, clutch--

"ing the sides for support; then buried her

“Somebody has-
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face in her hands. After 2 moment she
looked, up at the sound of the iron daors of
the ‘élevator at the end of the hall rattliag
and opening. She went to her hall deor,
opened it, and was confronted by an excitac
group of bellboys, porters and clerks.

“The next apartment,” she said.

Like a herd of trained animals they turaac
and ran to the door of the next aparimeni.
It was locked. They paused, nonplussed,
and looked back inquiringly at her. In be:’
fear, unable to understand their inaction
and apparent stupidity, she turned awax
and slammed her door in their faces, and
with a sob threw herself into a chair besidc
the table.

A large lamp with a heavy red shade
shone on some magnificent and costly pis;ccs.
of jewelry which glittered on the haed and
smoothly polished surface of ithe (able
About the entire apartment there was o
general air of disorder which sugges(ul. :
sudden attempt at:departure.

Suddenly an autheritative knock on hwy
hall door brought her to her feet wiill
sharp gasp. She paused, as though trying
to regain her self-control, then went to Lhe
door and opened it. A burly man ia plain

IIQ
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clothes and two policemen in uvniform con-
fronted her. She shfank back.

“Don’t be frightened, ma’am,” said the
burly man. “I am the house detective.
The door of the next apartment is bolted and
wedon't want to break it open, as that would
attract too much attention. We want to go
in [rom your apartment.”

He brushed past her and entered, fol-
lowed by the two policemen. For a moment
all three examined the lock of the door and
peered through the key-hole which opened
into the next suite.

“I guess we can get in from here,” said
the hotel detective. “The bolt is on this
side and I have a pass-key which will open
this lock.”

The woman,, Ieamng against the mantel
of the fireplace, gazed in silent terror. She
watched him like a frightened animal as he
inserted the key in the lock. The two
policemen waited expectantly. The look
clicked. She turned away with a moan as
the door opened, for she could ]ust see the
upper part of a leg and a man’s shoe lying
on the foor.

“Don’t let any one in that room but my-
self and the police,” said a voice to her that
seemed miles away, after the threc men had
entered the room and one of them had re-
turned beside her. She turned and looked
at him. It was the house detective. She
drew back unconsciously as she saw the
glint of a revolver in his hand.

“I'm sorry that this has happened next
to you, but thank you for telephoning so
quietly. We don’t want any of the other
guests to know of this.” Hestarted toward
the room oi the suicide again, but she inter-
cepted him.

“You haven’t told me,” s}e began fal-
teringly, ‘“what is the matter—is— \is
he_l)

“Dead? Yes,” replied the detective,
brutally holding up the revolver. ¢ Oncshot.”

He jumped forward, for she had staggered
as though about to [aint. Unconsciously
he placed the revolver on the table with one
hand as he caught her with the other and
assisted her to a chair.

“Don't be Irightened, ma’am,) he said.
“It's a plain case of suicide. There won't
be any complications. The cgroner will be
here and search the-body. If¢it isn’t iden-
tified it will be removed lmmal\ately to Lhe
morgue, so you won’t have te sleep next to
a dead one.”
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She turned away 1.n chsg'ust The dc-
tective crossed the room to the deor of the
suicide’s apartment, closed it and turned
the lock. .

“Will you please give me your name,
ma am?" asked one of the uniformed men,
stepping [orward and taking a note-book
and pendil from his cap.

“My name?”’ she asked in sudden dlsmay

“Yes » said the hotel sleuth interrupting!
““the pohcc have to have your name to turn
in on their report at the station-house. It's
just a bit of red-tape. It's the doings of thé
newspaper reporters; if they don’t know
everything they < lt out of the cops,
don't they, Murphy?#’

“Bet yer lile,” answr_red that official with
an enthusiasm that suggested experience.

The woman turned:and looked at them
intently for a briefinstant.

“But I really knaw nothing about the
aflair,” she said. “All I know I have told
you. I was just entering my apartment,
rcturning after dining with Mr. Chester
Billings, when I heard a revolver-shot in
the next apartment.and telephoned down
to the office that I thought somr.thmg was
the matter.”

The fact that tbe speaker had been dining
with Mr. Chester Billiigs, a name which
stood for wealth 'and power in New York,
made them look at her with increased
respect, not to say fear.

“Don’t you think,” .continued their in-
voluntary hostess as she opened a purse
and extracted some money which she handed
to the house, detective as though she were
requesting a favor, “that just this once you
could stand the criticism of the newspaper
reporters and not mention my namer "’

“I think we cap,” qmck]y responded the
house detective, as he divided the bills into
three neat [ittle bundles and passed one
each to the pohcemen “ Specially as you
know so little about the case.”

With an elaborate bow he nodded to his
companions and all walked ceremoniously
to the door.

“If you need anything elsc, ma'am, or
I can do anything for you, just telephone
down to the office.” - With another bow,
somewhat raggedly xmltated by ;the two
uniformed men, the trio left her apnrtment

She remained standing'in the same spot,
silent, looking in the direction of the'room
where the dead man lay, her fage drawn
and tense. After a short, stifled sigh she
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turned qmcldy and looked at the clock over !

i

the mantel; then with a gesture of loathing .
tooka crnmplcd note from the'bosom of her .

gown and read it:
When you receive this T shall be dead. Would

Lo God I ' had thie courage to kill you too. On my"

body the police will find a note tellmg them to go.

Lo you fot an explanation.

She had received it just as she entered the;

elevator after her dinner with Billings.

Her eyes fell on the revolver, which lay
on the table where the detective had placed
it when he went to her assistance. He had
forgotten it. Mechanically she reached out
and picked it up curiously; one barrel had
been discharged. There was still a faint

odor of gun-powder. She smiled coldly and.

shrugged her shoulders. Suddenly she was
brought to e realization of her surroundings
by a knock, Hastily hiding the revolver
under a folded newspaper on the table, she
hurried to the door.

Chester Billings opened it, coat and hat
on one arm.

“Qlga!” he whispered endearingly, kiss-
ing her.

‘“Bob,” she said, very softly kissing him
in return.

“Well, dear,” he said, “everything is
ready—" He paused suddenly and con-
templated her etem.ng gown in a puzzled
manner, Except you?”

“I koow, Bab,” she said falteringly,
“but you have 110 idea of the number of
little things thalj have happened to detain
me.’

She looked up ’at him and smiled bmvely,
the soit red glow from the red-shaded latup
hiding the hunted look in kier eyes and the
deep lines. about her mollq “It won't
take me ten minutes to slip'into a traveling
gown,” she continued as she sat beside the
table. “You'renot mgry hape, are you? "’

“Of course not, dear,” e said, smiling
down at her. “Now hsten 1 have had an
awful time trying 1o convince conscientious
ministers that being married at midnight
is moral. But with the aid of a check-book
and a tale of lovers importunity. I have
succeeded in convincing one reverend and
bald: headed old chap that a midnight
marriage is redlly the only proper and con-
servative way of getting married. So in
balf an hour we shall be married' and: on
our way to Chicago.” | :

She rose fiom her 'chair suddenly,
expression of disquiet on her pale face.
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”Bob P she saxd!m her quiet, restful con-
tralto voice, “are you sure that you want
to be merried in /this manner——" She

" put her hand over his mouth as he started to

protest. "No, dear, listen. You are mak-
ing 2 serious compact without even the
kngwledge of your mother.” He tried to
speak but she held up a band. “Wait,
Bob; you are young, impressionable. You
don’t know me, really. I baven’t any social
position and not much money—no, dear,
waitl!”’ she -smiled again as he indignantly
started to cut her'short. *Yuqu snust think
now; to-morrow will be too late.”

She stopped and looked intently into his
eyes. A subdued murmur of vqices from
the' apartment of the suicide brought a
quick pallor to her cheeks. For a moment
she tumed away from bim.

‘“What is Lhe matter, Olga?” he said,
taking her gently by the shoulders and
compelling her to look at him. ‘“You don't
seem yourself ‘to-night.”

“T love you—very much, Bob,” she gaid.
“More than you understand. I would
rather die—to-night—than ever have you
regret your marriage to me.”

She put her arms about his shoulders.
“Suppose,” she said very gently, “a doubt
should creep into your love, an unjust sus-
piciop-come to your heart, your confidence
be ﬁken and our happiness ruined?”

“Olga, I don’t believe you love me, or
you wouldn’t say these things the night we
are to be married!”

He sat down on the edge of the sofa, still

holding his hdit and coat, and gazed petu-
lantly into the fire, while she stood looking
fondly at his boyish figure.. Her eyes filled
with tears. Suddenly she knelt before him
and seized his hands in her own.
" .“It is'because I love you that I do say
these things!” she whispered almost fiercely,
her voice eager and trembling. She stopped,
unable to say more.

“There shall be-no regrets, Olga,” he
said, “to-mormw, a year, or ten years from
to-morrow.”

He suddenly turned away and walked to
the corridor door; then ¢ back and
spoke in a forced and lightdr tone: ‘‘Oh, I
almost foxgot " he said, taking an envelope
from an inside pocket “Here are the
ticketsfor Chicago and the marriage-license,
which I secured just before the bureau-
closed. I'll leave them here until I change,
then I'll be sure to remember.”
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She smiled as she picked them up and
looked at them.

“I’ll be back in ‘ten minutes,” he said,
kissing her. She stood for a moment in his
arms, then threw her owp arms about his
neck,

“I love you!” she said in a low whisper
and, kissing him passionately, ran to her
bed.room, closing the door behind her,
leaving him looking after her confused and
puzzled. Then with a troubled expression
he lelt the room,

Five minutes later the woman reap-
peared, her superb figure dressed in a close-
fitting traveling gown. She was pinning the
collar with some small gold pins when the
telephone rang.

“A reporter?” she repeated in a startled
tone, unconsciously looking toward the
door where the dead man lay. When she
spoke again her voice was-hard and cdld.

“Tell the gentleman I am very sorry, but
I have an important engagement and can
not receive him this evening. Thank you.
Oh, by the way,” she said as an after-
thought, “kindly send a porter up for my
bags and call a taxicab for me in about
fifteen minutes. Thank you.”

She smiled coldly as she hung up the re-
ceiver and went into her bedroom, return-
ing with a large traveling-bag which she
placed by the side of the table. Going to
the mantle, she took Bob’s photograph from
it and, kissing it, placed it in the bag. She
passed into the bedroom again, coming out
with a large picture hat and, crossing to the
large mirror over the fire-place, started to
putiton. A knocksounded on the corridor
door.

“Come in,” she said without turning,
supposing it was the porter. ‘““All right,
porter,” she said, as some one entered,’ you
can take my bag ta the office and call a taxi
for mein ten minutes. Thereisa small—"

She stopped suddenly and whirled around
as she caught sight in the mirror of the tt
who had entered and stood looking at
with a quiet.smile.

“I beg your pardon,” she said
thought you were the porter.”

“ Almost,” replicd a quiet, good-looking
yyoung man, smiling at her mistake while he
watched her keenly. “All but the first
syllable. I'm a reporter, my n§e is Davis

“I

and I represent the M ommg S
Her manner underwent! a s#ift change.
She contemplated him for a mément in si-
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lence. The two seemed ‘to-be measuring
each othér. He was a man of abhout thirty,
clean-cut, determined. He wore a neat
serge suit and carried a black derby aad tan
gloves. :

“I’m very sorry,” she said after a mo-
ment, “but I told the clerk in the office to
inform you that I had an appointment and
could riot see you t.hns evening.’

“Yes, so he said,” replied the reporter,
‘““but it is about a matter of great impor-
tance, Miss Winters. I won’t keep you
long.”

“How did you learn my name?" she
asked.

“The house detectn\{e told it to me,” he
replied.

"Well what do you want?” she asked
angrily, crossing to the table and locking
her bag.

“J want to ask you'if you can tell the Ster
anything about the man who committed
suicide in the next apartment.”

She smiled, her eyes flashing, and then
for an instant looked at him narrowly, as
she answered: “I know nothing about the
man or the aflajr.”

“Did you ever see him while he was
stopping here?” . -

“I have told you'I know nothing about
the man or the affair.”

“Did you hear the pistol-shot?” asked
the reporter carelessly, looking about the
room.

I was not in my room at the time,” she
answered impatiently.

“ Where were your” he asked looking at
her, politely but detenmnedly .

“I am very sorry,” shé replied, looking
at him coldly, “but I don't care to be
cross-examined in this manner.’

“Miss Winters,” .he said, “it isn’t pleas-
ant for a reparter to cogibat a woman in
ber own house but sométimes it is neces-
sary. It is necessary to—mght Why don’t
you tell the Star what you know about this
affair? It will be easier in the end.”

“What has my business got to do with
the Star?”’ she asked angrily, then turned
and walked across the room. Davls’ eye
fell upon the:railroad tickets on the table.
He picked them up and smiled as he read
them. . When she had opened the door
leadmg to the corridor as a hint for him to
go, she faced about and saw him with:the
tickets in his hand. She stood motionless,
a dangerous gleam in her eyes. THen she
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closed the door softly and locked it.
walked slowly down the room.

“How dare you do that?”’ she cried, her
face white with anger, her hands clenched.
‘“‘Have you no instincts of good breeding?
I demand that you leave my apartment!’

“Can you tell me, Miss Winters,” he
asked, calmly, “why it is you gié-leaving
for Chicago on the midnight flyer? Why
a private compartment, why two tickets,
when I understand that you are alone in
this hotel without even a maide”

For a moment she made no answer. Her
eyes flashed and her lips curled in well-
assumed contempt.

““Leave this room!” she comma.nded .

““Not until you have told me what you
know about the poor devil who killed him-
self in there,” ‘

She smiled disdainfully and, shrugging
her shoulders, walked nonchalantly toward
the window, casting & quick glance at the
clock over the fire-place. She stood silent
at the window, her back toward the report-
er. Then she spoke, very low and soft:

“You are using poor tactics, Mr. Davis.
You are trying to force me into some con-
fession of whose real facts you yourself are

She

ignorant.”

She paused for 2 momen asDavis placed
the tickets on the fable an he did so his
eyes'fell on the masriage-license lymg partly

concealed under a newspgper "In an instant
he was reading 1t., Inveluntarily he gave
a little cry. The tiamie of the man was that
of one of the most influential meén in New
York and the woman had been famous in
a notorious divorcé case of ten years previ-
ous, one that had been read around the
world. _

“I regret, Mr, Davis,” th& woman was
saying, her back still toward him as she
toyed with the tassel on the w}ndow-shadc,
“that I can not satisfy yodr unjust sus-
picions, but of course it is’your "business
to——"" Shestarted and turned like a flash
as she caught his tell-tale reflection in the
window. In an nstant she had sprung to
his side and snatched the paper fiercely
from him, her breast heaving with rage,
_her lips livid with anger.

“You are Mrs. Olga Meredith, the
co-respondent in the famous Colhngwood
divorcel” ;

The livid whiteness of her lips and cheeks
cbanged into a; dull red. ‘- She almost tot-
tered as ;he dn:w slowly back to the table
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and learied heavily upon it. Like a woman
in a spasm she tried to control herself.

“You lie!” she gasped.

“The dead man in the next room was
Colhngwood and he scnt you a note not five
minutes before he killed himsell.”

Davis was speaking quietly, but he
watched her parrowly, for she stood
crouched as though to spring at him. For
a moment she made no answer. Then,
with a feline movement that made her
doubly attractive, she walked toward him.

Davisp lled a letter from theside packet
of his coat and held it out for her to read.
A quick gasp was proof that she recognized
the handwriting. Slowly, as though vague]y
comprebending the importance of the evi-

"dence which he held against her, she looked

up at him, gazing searchingly into his eyes.
His face was inscrutable.
:“ What doyou want? Money?”’ sheasked.
No.”

““Well, what do you want?”’

“Nothing.”” '

“Then give me that jetter!”

“I'm going to use that letter for the
introduction of ‘my story in the morning
issue of the Star.”

With a low cry she buried her [ace in her
hands, There was something strangely
;noving_jn her despairing courage and help-
essnegé!

Bul{Davis went on inexorably: ‘When
the morning S!sr is on the strcet all New
York will be reading of the latest escapade
of the beautiful Mrs. Olga Meredith and
that ular young man about town, Mr.
Robert Chester Billings."”

The mention of Billings’ name roused her.
For a feeting moment she turned and looked
at .the clock. “Is there nothing that will
make you a little more human and keep this
out of the paper?” she pleaded.

“No, Mrs. Meredith,” Davis answered
quietly. “It's been a grim trick of Fate, or
perbaps merely Justice, that made Col-
lingwood kill himself to-night.”

“‘Are you making it any better by pub-
licly spreading this insinuation of scandal
against me and the man I am to marry?”
she asked bitterly.

“You wor't marry him, Mrs, Mered th,”
said Davis, a note of compassion slipping
into his voice against his will.

Her eyes flashed defiantly, then turned
to, the clock in terror as the time went on
and he still stayed and tortured her.
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“Mrs. Meredith,” said Davis, *can’t
you see-that this marriage is impossible?
That after seeing the moming paper, he and
all his relatives will see—excuse me—how
he has been tricked?” He paused. “Have
you mever,” he said, “loved enough to be
unselfish once?”’

She stood looking at Davis, a peculiar
light coming intoher eyes. Then she walked
to him, so near that he could feel the warmth
of her breath.

“You are a reporter, Mr. Davis,” she
began sofly, “with the newspaper man's
instinct [or news blotting out every other
sense. I am a woman of the world begging
for the ouly happiness I have ever known.
If you leave here with that story, you ruin
my happiness and the happiness of the man
who loves me.”

She paused for a moment and looked
toward the door of the room where the body
of the suicide lay.

“You say I am responsible for the death
of the man in the next room, that for his
life I must sacrifice my love. What interest
have you in thiss Nothing—except your
abnormal lust for news. Every time your
presses grind out their thousands of papers
they are crushing the happiness out of hun-
dreds of hearts. You, and men like you,
never see the shadows of those broken
lives.”

She stopped brokenly, checking a sob.

“My marriage to Mr. Billings means to
you a good story, to the public a palatable
morsel, forgotten in a day, but to me,” she
pauscd ‘“the happines of my life for years
to come! The man who lies dead in there
never tried to make me happy. I was to
him a toy, as many other women had been,
and he allowed the world to scoff at me
when I gave.him the purest love that a
woman can give—her first.”

She mastered- herself and went on:
“Then I found that he was married—that
1 was not his wife and never could be—"
A spasm of pain flitted over her face.¥ “It
turned all my love to hatred. I was held
up to the world as a wanton creature, a
woman who invaded the sanctity of the
home. The wife, the jury, you reporters
who covered the trial, heard my story in
sneering silence. Alter the trial I disap-
peared [rom the city until a, few months
ago. Then I met Robert Billi
stopped again, a light coming #to her eyes.
“In his presence I felt allimy wounds
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healed—a new hope and‘joy in living. One
day ke saw me with'Robert Billings,” she
nodded toward the door of the next room,
“and not satisfied with the havoc he had'
already wroyght—actuated 'by a sudden’
insane jealousy, he threatened me—unless
—unless I went back to tht old order of
things. I was .desperate. To-night we
decided to marry—I prompted the decision
because I was afraid.”

She stopped wearily, a pathetic little
droop to her head. She went very close to

‘Davis; almost touching him. .

e Everyth.mg was all righl until you
came. That is all,” she added brokenly.
“1 have never hurt a.ny one knowingly in
all my life, and you men have hurt me even
more than you understand. I only ask you
to leave me alone, and let me have my hap-
piness. Won't you?"

For the first time she broke into a wild
storm of sobs. Suddenly she seized his
lands and pressed a throbbing head against
them, Both' remained motionless, her
whole body racked with heart-rending
sobs. Very gently Lie led her to the sofa.
She lay there with her head buried in the
cushions. He stood for some time by her
side, looking down at her griel. His face
was white and his liands trembled like those
of a man with palsy. From the struggle
within him he turned suddenly, almost
staggering to the corridor door, afraid to
look back at her sorrow. for fear he would
weaken.

She cried out suddenly, looking up.
“Where—"

#To the Star office,” he answered in a low
vaice, avoiding her eyes.,

“Then—" she staggered to her [eet.

He raised his eyes to hers for a moment,
then turned dgain toward the door.

“Yes,” he said. N

She faltered for a' moment, then took
several qu.lclr. steps toward him. With a
swift, passionate¢ movement she turned
him around by the shoulders and gazed
searchingly into his eyes as though she
would understand what manner of man he
was. Her [ace was dead white and her eyes
burned with undisguised fury. She made
several attempts to speak, but failed.

“‘What—what—interest have yau,”. she
asked: after a stiuggle, to control her emo-
tion, ‘that you refuse this, my one chance
of happiness? Can it hurt or affect ybu in

any way?” '
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*“Mrs. Meredith,” he began,:“I was sent
here by my dity editor Lo cover a suicide in
this hotel. No matter what the truth, I
must report the facts, and I know there is
no power on earth that will make him over-
look a good story. It is simply a case of
duty. I must. It will be six hours before
the Star is on the street, and you have tick-
ets for Chicago—"" he took ofit his watch
and looked at it. ‘“Why don't you go?
Almost a quarter of a day’s start—why
don’t you?”

She looked at him, dazed, as though una-
ble to realize that every hope she had cher-
ished was doomed by his cold blooded ex-
planation. She turned away and walked
steadily to the table. Her eyes straight in
[ront of her, she sat down as though in a
dream, her hands resting on the top of the
table. She sat motionless, gazing into
space, her body ice, and her brain fire.
Suddenly her hands touched something.
It was the forgotten revolver. She looked
down at it in a vague sort of way. Then
she remembered it was the weapon tbat had
ended Collingwood's existence. Suddenly
she started, her eyes flashed and her hands
clenched spasmodically. Stealthily she
grasped it, leaped to her feet, turned and
leveled the weapon at Davis.

] Stop!”

Davis had reapched the door; his hand
was on the knob! Turning, he looked down
the barrel of 2 h'l:nmering .44 Colt.

"*Give me that letter!” she commanded,
advancing, the Parrel of the revolver level
with his heart. ;Davis was no coward, but
there was no doubt. as to her meaning,
*“No,” he saidj more from stubbornness
than anything else. =

ted to kill any one in my

“I never wan
life,” she said in her despefte, quiet voice,
thé revolver steady in her hand, “but I shall
kill you to-night; unless yfp. give me that
letter! Give s¢—to—me/? -/

A tense moment and ttef he thrust his
hand into his coat and pulled the letter out,
his movements controlled by the wicked
gleam of the weapon. She came nearer to
him, her eyes gleaming, her cheeks white.
She reached with one hand to take the
letter from him. .

Then both halted as though turned to
stone. A series of impetuous knocks thun-
dered on the hall door, and the next instant
ame the voice—Billings' voice: “Hurry,
Olga, hurry!”

»
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The woman stopped. She dared go no”
further. Davis still held the letter ex-’
tended, watching her closely and wondering
what she was going to do.  Billings kept
knocking. The woman looked at. Davis
piteously; then, with a strangled sob,
turned toward the table and dropped the
gup under the newspaper, trembling with
disappointment and anguish.

The moment she had turned away Davis
hurried to the door and unlocked it. Bil-
lings stepped in, hurriedly, without seeing
him, In the dim light of the red lamp he
recognized Olga, who had her back to Elm
trying to conceal her emotion.

“Olgal” he cried, and then stopped.
‘“What is the matter, dear?” What——"
hi:hen he turned and saw Davis watching

“Who are you, sir?” he asked angrily,
a tinge of jealousy in his voice. The
woman attempted to speak, but her sobs
choked her and she tumed away again,
leaning heavily on the table. Davis stepped
forward andlooked Billings quietly in the eye.

“I am a reporter.- My name is Davis,
and I représent the morning Star. I came
here to ask Miss Winters if she knew any-
thing about the guest who killed himself in
the next apartment.”

Of course not! How could she? ' replied
the young millionaire angrily. “I only
! of it myself as I stepped out of the
elevator and asked the policeman standing
outside the door.”

“I'm sorry I intruded,” replied Davis as
he made a slight bow and stepped toward
the door. The woman turned. Billings
stood with his back to her, watching the
reporter. She held out her hands pleadingly
to Davis, hut he pretended not to sec her.
For her own sake he was trying to avoid
another scene. Suddenly Billings turned
and saw the supplicating action of the
woman. Helooked at her in amazement.

“Olga, dear,” he said, “what is the
matter? I don’t understand!” She loaked
from one man to the other for 2 moment;
then her arms fell limp to her sides. She
seemed to change as she stood there. There
was a new woman born in that moment.
Looking into Billings’ face as though trying
to read his thoughts, she took a few short
steps toward Davis. .

“This reporter has something to tell

ou,” she said coldly. But-Davis only
ooked at her in silence.
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i “Why don’t you speak, Mr. Davis?” she
asked almost insolently.
“I would rather not;” he replied quietly.
“Youdon’tdare!!’ she said asshe crossed in

front of Billings and faced him defiantly.

Davis looked at her in surprise. There was
'%\t:mething insolent in her tone that angered

m
i, '““Mr. Billings,” he began quietly, coldly
ﬂetermmed “Richard Collingwood, the
steel millionaire who disappeared ten years
apgo alter his wife divorced bim, shot and
killed himself in this hotel to-night. On his
body he left a note for the police telling
them to go to the worman in the next apart-
ment to find the cause of his act. A re-
porter, not the police, found that note and
obeyed its instructions, He found that
woman to be Mrs.Olga Winters Meredith,
the co-respondent ln the famous Coll.mg-
wood divorce case.’

There was a death-hke pause. Then
Dillings stepped forward, his eyes flashing
and his hands clenched.

“You liel” he cried, ready to strike.

The woman stepped in between. “No!”
she cried. * He is telling the truth!"”

Billings Jooked at her dazed, uncompre-
hending. He tried to speak, but she si-
lenced him with a gesture of her hand. For
a moment she looked at Davis. A peculiar
light came into her eyes.

“I have heard of men like you,” she said,
““but I never really believed that they ex-
isted in the worldl You have your story,
but not quite all—""

“Olgal” Billings cried eamestly,
13 Don!t 1)
She silenced him gently. “No, Bob

dear, I am not worthy of your respect—
let alone your love. The reporter is right,
for he represents the world. I was a
fool even to think that I could have the
love of a man like you,” she stopped,
tears flooding her eyes. “But I have
loved you, Bob—more than you will ever
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know. Fate’s been—we.mlgh.t have becn
so happy!”

“Olga dear,” Blllmgs cned selzmg her.in
his arms, “I love you! I don’t carc what
has happened in the past!” '

She took his face gently between her twe
hands, kissing him tenderly orthe [orehead.

“You think so‘now, dear boy, but you
will understand better by- -and-by. There,”
she said, kissing him again, ‘“don’t—don’'t
mind. 1 love you—always/ Remember
that. You have been the one true happi-
ness of my life. I don't want you ever to be
unhappy, and you couldn’t marry me with’
this scandal banging over'your head. There
are others to think of-—one of them your
mother."” (.

She looked into .his éyes a long time;
then gently, with ineffable tenderness, she
kissed him full on the mouth.

Davis turned quxet]y away. There wasa
tightness in his thiroat that he wouldn’t
haye admitted to his city editor for the world.

The woman walked quietly away, leaving
Billing$ standing with bowed head. She
paused as she got to the table. Her eyes
rested on the shining handle of the revolver.
Her sudden start made Billings raise his
eyes, and with a cry-he sprang toward her.
His cry brought Davis from the window
and he, too, jumped toward the table where
the woman stood. Her hand went out
towards the electric switch. The next in-
stant the room was in darkness.

Davis heard Billings call out her name in
desperation several times, there was a strug-
gle, a chair was overturned. He tried to
reach the table, As his hands touched the
polished surface of ‘the table, his eyes were
momentarily blinded by the flash of the
revolver, and a report stung his ears. The
next second his:hand [ound the switch, and
as the light clicked on he turned and saw the
woman: lying motionless ot the floor, the
revolver in her right hand, and Billings

‘bending over her.

S



THE MYSTERY OF THE

TWENTY SACKS OF COAL
//‘)
Albert Kiniross

RS. GUNNER was one of the
numerous Jadies who let [ur-
nished apartments in Douro
Crescent, Camden Town,  Lon-
don. Mr. Gunner, Mrs. Gunner'’s husband,
had volunteered for the South African war,
and being a sensible man, had never come
back again. This is why Mrs. Gunner let
apartments,and to this dayshe doesn’t know
whether she is a widow or whether Gunner,
being sick and tired of her, went out to
South Alrica and changed his name and
stayed there. She suspects the latter, for
in candid moments she admits that neither
herself nor rried life agreed with
Gunaner, and thrta t was why he joined the
yeomanry. A
Gunner fa.:hng her and left to her own
indomitable resources, she had taken the
house in Douro Crescent,’ Camden Town;
and like the other houses 1; had soon filled
up with actors,: travelers, journalists and
chorus ladies, and people;who sang scales
for hours on end!and banged' Mrs. Gunner’s
piano whole alternoons. / Go down Douro
Crescent on any day you like and you will
hear them at it. Only the parrot-house
al the Zoo can match and hold its own
with Douro Crescent. And at night, when
voices and pianos are silent, and even the
actors and journalists are in their beds,
stray catsitake up the tale—dozens of
them—and. howl .and yowl and banish
blissful sleép. So that, all things tonsid-
ered and regarded as a whole Douro Cres-
cent may safely be described as a gay,. a

lively and exhilarating pandemonium.
certainly agreed with Mrs. Gunner.

This story, opening as it does at eleven-
fifteen in the [orenoon, finds Douro Cres-
cent comparatively quict. Only three
pianos and a soprano broke the stillness,
but above these rosc the voice of a man who
shouted *“Coal!” Though pigeon-breasted
and not noticeably stentorian in build, he
shouted like a champion and you could
hear him clear and deep almve the threc
piangs and the one soprano. “Coal!” he
sholited, and led a mild-looking cart-horsc
that drew his stock in trade from street to
strect.

You are probably familiar wilh the kind
of horse and cart. The horse is Jarge and
patient and eats out of a nose-bag. The
cart is black and open to all weathers—a
platform on wheels where you may: find
coal to your heait’s content, symmetrically
arranged in sacks coal-colored. Crownipg
the whole aflair is a notice board on which
you may read the present price per hun-
dredweight. To-day it stood at one-and-
three. Yesterday, apparently, it had stood
at one-and-five, for the man or his masters
had scored the ‘“5” out with a piece of
chalk, and with the same material had sub-
stituted a large and earpulent “3.”

Now one-and-three was dirt cheap for
good or even [or bad coal, and Mrs. Gunner,
who by a fortunate coincidence happencd
that very moment to be plying her broom
on her own frort door-step, determined to
profit by an opportunity as unforeseen as it
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was grateful. She was a rare one for a bar-
gain and, moreover; she could always do
with a bit of coal. She used it for the
kitchen and for herself, and she used it for
the lodgers. These were charged sixpence
the scuttle, and the smaller the scuttle the
better for Mrs. Gunner. She favored
scuttles with large and flourishing out-
sides, but modest and narrow insides. One-
and-three Lhe hundredweight, worked out
in scuttles, made two-and-six or even three
shillings. .

If the coal were goad, however, she would

keep it for hersell; if it were bad, her
_lodgers would profit by the Largain; for
she felt in a generous frame of mind that
morning, and why shouldn’t her lodgers
sometimes get the benefit of their Jand-
lady’s shrewdness and knowledge of the
world? ‘That morning she felt like a fond
mother catering {r its young. Presumably
it was the weather that made her feel so
wonderfully and angelically disposed; for
to-day the sun was shining as it rarely
shines in Camnden Town, and a thrush had
burst into:song on one of the plane-trees
that are so conspicuous a feature of Douro
Crescent. *“Hi!” she cried aloud, and
waved her broom; and presently the pig-
eon-breasted young man who was shout-
ing *“Coall” stood at her side. His name
was Adam Newman. .

“I’ll give you one-and-three halfpence
and take six hundred-weight,” said Mrs.
Gunner; “I'm a poor widow woman and
can’t afiord a farthing more.” In such-like
dealings she always described herself as a
' poor widow woman.”

She had expected the pigeon-breasted
young man to make a fight of it. He would
stick to his guns and she would gradually
rise from one-and-three halfpence to one-
and-two, and so to one-and-tuppence-
halipenny. Perhaps, in the end, she might
have to capitulate and pay the whole one-
and-threc. Instead, however, it was the
young man . with the pigeon-breast who
capitulated.

‘You ¢an have 'em,” he said, “and
where’s your money?”’

““Make it one-and-a-penny and I'll take
eight hundredweight,’” cried Mrs. Gunner.
It must be simply awl{ul coal, but:she could
easily pass it on to the lodgers. °

Adam Newman, though pigeon-breasted
and young, was no.iool. “Gee up!” he
shouted.to the large and patient horse that
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ate out of the nos_,e-b.ag; and the horse
began to stir. -
“Come back!” cried Mrs. Guoner.,

‘‘Here’s your: money, every [arthingl”
“Whoa!” bellowed the young man; and
again that meek yet powerf{ul beast obeyed.,
Mrs. Gunner had found her purse. Re-’
luctantly she made.up the six-and-nine-
pence. Adam Newman held eut his hand..
The money was paid over and he dropped
it into his ¢xousers pocket. : .
“Now shoot it down' the coal-hole,” said
Mrs. Gunner, and stood by, waiting for that
familiar yet ever interesting operation to
begin. {
“I'm a country chap,”:said Adam New-
man; “I don’t know nothing about shoot-
in’ coal down coal-holes. I knows a good
deal about poachin’ though,” and Newman
chuckled. @ v

“Well, here's the coal-hole, and I'll tell
you how it’s done. But what are ygu doing
out with a cart o’ coal in London if you’re
a country chap?' asked Mrs. Gunner.

“Ah, that’s a long story,” said Adam,
and added, “Now what do I do next?
Shoot it through there?” For Mrs. Gunner
had removed the iron flap in the pavement
through which all coal, good, bad, or merely
indifferent, descénded to hér cellar.

“That’s right, young man,” said Mrs.
Gunner.

Adam Newman, albeit pigeon-breasted
and thin in the leg, was a wiry chap, well
used to carting and carrying loads of weight.
He shouldered a two-hundredweight sack
and let its contents dribble through the
coal-hole. He shouldered :another and did
the same. He shouldered the third and its
contents wanted some persuasion; so he
gavethesack a few good kicks and presently
it emptied—almost of .a ‘sudden, leaving
the flattened sack within his hands.

“Good-morning,” he said to Mrs. Gun-
ner; and “Good-morning;” said she. And
so these two parted. - -

Newman, shouting ‘ Coal!” went through
Douro Crescent and sold eight more hun-
dredweight. By three in the afternoon he
had disposed of his whole stock.

Mrs. Gunner mused for a while after his
going. The fellow scemed new at the game,
and had said he was. ' He carried’ two-
hundredweight sacks, and they usually had
smaller ones containing hall Lhat quanti
Most times they stuck to the price marke
on the board, but he had come down three
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halfpence at once, and when she had tned
it on, he wouldn’t come down a farthi
more. It must be awful coal, 'she agre«:dg
and, feeling thus about it, she resolved
first of all to try it on the lodgers

The first scuttléful went up to a Miss
Loder, who occupled the second:floor back.
It was a bed-sitting-room; and the young

lady had her own piano and went out every-

evening at seven o’clock. She sajid—and
two-and-twenty photogmphs proved the
L uth of the aAssertion—that she was on the
stage. Though punctual in the evenings,
she was dreadful of a mormng and her
breakfast, invariably a nice cup of tea and
zelé.lpper, was, just as invariably, taken in
tiog "and pulled the blind. “It’s time to
get up,” the elder lady would say cheerily,
depositing her tray and. making for the
blindcord; but Miss Loder ate and drank
the brea.k[ast and always went to sleep
again and slept till ten, and sometimes
straight away till noon or even later. She
was, in short, a rare one for her bed. When
she came home at night—and that was
always after the cuckoo-clock in the hall
had done its worst—she liked a fire, and
Mrs. Gunner saw to it that she had one.
There was a fire l:?.ld for her this very even-
ing‘and her scuttle had been filled with the
new coal,

Phe cuckoo-clotkiin the hall had cooed
Lwelve times, the house and Douro Cres-
cent were in: da&mess when Miss Loder,
feeling " her way; up lhe musty-smelling
staircase, returneq to the bed-sitting-room.

She lighted the gas and applied the same

match to the fire.

“Aren’t I economical?” she said aloud,
and ‘then she. shook: the brgss kettle that
always stood p:lpon the hob.
hed done heriduty
exclaimed Miss Loder. As doon as she had
popped on a dressmg-gown and exchanged
her boots for;slippers she would mix her-
self a glass of something hot. She antic-
pated a pleasant bour in the armchair,| her
tiny feet close to the blaze; the “‘something

hot” mellowipg a wicked world, and|she
had ceme Lo the placein her book: where the ;
mysteéry of the. masked murderer was sure

to be reveal

fire.

rs. Gunner herself spread the colla- -

Mrs.' Gunner :
1 “So that'd all right!”-
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t.hougilt Miss Loder and kneeimg |down
before the scuttle’ that had been newly
filled,, she found herself eye 1o eyg with
sometl:nng begrimed: and woolly. ‘It ces-
tainly: was not coal; it was the besl part
of 2, human face and human head.

B

ADAM NEWMAN having sold his coal,
two solid tons of it, and feeling more
at home with vegetables than minerals, had
determined to change his latest! mode of
life. ‘That same alternoon he ibegan it,
after a shrewd balé-hour spent among the
greengrocers.’ Now he could reel off the
retail price of caulifiowers, 'of -turnips, pota-
toes, spring onions, sea kale, and Brussels
sprouts. Armed with Lhis knowledge and
information, he set out blithely down the
Old Kent Road. Sever hours of steady
driving brought him, the coal-van and the
horse that ate out of the nose-bag to the
farm-yard gate [rom which he had made
his recent descent on London.

It was daybreak and the vegetable
g:ckers were ‘just astir. He himsell had

een a vegetable gicker a week ‘ago, astir
at dawn like thesp. He had lived in a
‘“hopper”-hut, been stood off or taken on,
atth rcy of weather, seasons, crops, and
glutted markets. He had been a casual
laborer, living in a hovel, like these. To-day
he had his own horse and cart, twenty
empty coal-sacks and two-pound -some-
thing in his trousers-pocket He sat upin
his seat and watched the others go to work.
They marveled at him and wondered where
he had been and what bad happened and:
what ‘he was doing there at all; but Adam
was very close and would give no definite
ncws when questioned. “Been to London
an’ bought this horse an’ cart,” was all he
a.nswered and ''Yes, it’s my horse, an’

my car cart.”  Further pa,rtlcu.lars were not
vouclsafed.

The¢ vegetable pickers went off to the
fields| and there they stooped, the wet mud
squel¢hing under leaky boots. At the shed
whe the green-stuff was packed before
g, Adam whited for Miss Betsey

It was her farm and, on and off,
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i he had worked for|her, sleepm out in the
Miss Loder was tkuly happy The fire ! ﬁen

wanted another chunk or.twoof coal. Mrs.:
Gunner was always sparing when she laid a -
"“One for two good big chunks,”:

row of huts beside [the hop-, It had
been ; a dog’s life, but . that inter he could
find Eo better job. ' Adam waited, and
smokéd a black cla.y pipe.



130

“So you've come back agin?” Miss
Betsey had found h1m and stood nowin the
yard.

“Yes, an’ I'm goin’ as soon as I've done
my buslness, answered Adam.

‘“An" what may that be?”

“1 want to buy a load o’ vegetables of
yer an’ sell ‘em in London. That’s my
horse an’ eart,” said Adarn casually.

“You got a horse an’ cart!” exclaimed
Miss Betsey. -

“Why not?” asked Adam, and then,
“ra do a deal wi’ yer; if ye're reasonable.”

‘“What’s reasonable?’’ asked Miss Bet-
sey. Che was a weather-stained old thing
and always took a lot ol handling. She
would stand and haggle an. hour over a
sixpence.

Adam stated quantities and terms. The
quantities would load his cart, and the
terms were one-third the prices he had
learned by heart in London.

“T can do better’n that in Covent Gar-
den,” replied Miss Betsey.

“I takes the stufl away an’ so saves yer
cartin’ an’ railway charges; and I saves yer
wot yer pays at Covent Garden. Yer can
take it or leave it,” and Adam was done.
“If it ain’t yours, it’s Horley’s,” he added
as an alterthought. Horley’s was the next
farm.

Miss Betsey caved in. She pocketed his
money and sucked her hollow tooth.

Loaded up with fresh-picked greens and
vegetables, Adam Newman drove up Windy
Lane and took the road he had come.

“Sellin’ sprouts from a coal-cart!” Miss
Betsey bad cried after him; for now that
she had taken hjs money she was at liberty
to let her thoughts run free.

“If I ain't got no other,” had been the
briefl reply.

Going down Sunk Hill he had thrown
fifteen of his twenty empty sacks over a
hedge; and, “I don’t want ’em, mebbe this
ole farmer does,” had accompamed the
summary dismissal. Now Adam’s face was
turned toward London, and even toward
Douro Crescent, Camden Town.

I

ISS GERALDINE LODER, in the
: deep and stilly watches offthe night,
had knelt before her coal-scutﬁe and, in-
stead! of Derby Brights or: Bestf Wallsend
had found the best part of a human face
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and human bead. She gave @ne loud, un-
earthly scream and dropped across the
hearth-rug. Miss Loder had (ainted.

“Drat them cats!' exclaimed the lodger:
in the room bélow; and thal was all the
present notice taken of the loud, unearthly
scream and poor Miss Loder. The mistake,:
in Douro Crescent and at that-hour of the
night, was pardonable. '

Miss Loder came to herself toward thre
A.a.  She heard the cuckoo-clock in the
hall proclaim the hour, and then she re-
membered. The fire had gone out and she
was deadly cold; her teeth chattered as she
crept downstans to Mrs. Gunner.

The landlady lived ip the basement and
it was easy to discover her room because of
the snoring. She lay on her back and
snored when Miss Ii'oder entered. The
cuckoo-clock ticked - and Mrs. Gunner
snored; otherwise thi¢ house was black and
silent. Miss Loder, guided by the snoring,
found the bed and presently a fat and Sun-
day-joint-like shoulder. She shook it.
How she shook it!

The snoring ceased. “Now Jim, il you
it me, I'll it yer back,” murmured the
sleeper. She must have been dreaming of
Jim Gunner, dead, departed, or lying low
and saying noth;ng in far South Africa.

“Oh wake up—oh, do wake upl” now
cried Miss Loder, shaking the massive
woman with all her might.

Mrs. Gunner woke up.
she screamed.
house down!”

Miss Loder .let go. “It's me—Miss
Loder—Miss Loder from upstairs,” she said.

“What do you want?’" and, “Perhaps
she's sleep-walking,” thought Mrs. Gunner
aloud. ‘“You come .down here, frightening
the life-out of me!”” she added :

“There’s a dead body up in my room—
with the head: off -it!” announccd Miss
Loder.

““Oh!” shrieked Mrs. Gunner.
are the matches?” o .

She reached out her hand and found the
box in its accustomed place upon the can-
dlestick that always stood beside her bed.
She lighted the candle and then said,
“Well, I never!”

The two women blmked at one arsother
for a space, till Miss Loder resumed with,
“I haven’t Tound the body, but the headl’s
in the coal-scuttle. I won’t go back to that
room; no, not if you-pay me!” ‘

“Who is it?”
“Leave go, or I'lIl yell the

“Where
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At these words .a light,” stronger than
candlelight, illuminated the corpulent land-
lady. *“No worder he let me have that coal
at one-and-three half pence! I believe he’d
have given it to me if I'd stood firm|” she
cried

“"'What coa.l .and who is ‘he’2” asked
Miss Loder, more alarmed -thax ‘ever; {or
this was ad'dmg mystery to mystery, an
though she liked to read about them and
such reéading was her one idea of literat re,
a mystery met with in the flesh was horri-
ble beyond endumce or support.

“I bought some. coal this moring and
the man'let me have it dirt ¢heap,” ex-
pla:me the landlady. “I filled your scuttle
from it after my tea. Yours was the first
one to be filled.”

‘*“And he had cut a body up in pieces and
was getting rid of it that way?” Miss
Loder saw it all now clear as a pikestaff.
“QOh, the wretched murderer|* she cried.
“We'll go out and tell a policeman; you
must come with me at oncel”

“You're sure it was a head?” asked
Mrs. Gunner. She did not like the idea
of leaving a warm bed for the chilly
streets.

“Didn’t I see it, and haven’t I lain on
the: floor in a dead faint these last two
hours? You go lipstairs and look in the
scuttle—I'll wait liere for you!”

Reluctantly Mcs. Gunner got out of bed
and threw on some clothes. Another can-
dlestick was fo and, armed with this,
:,h;ed‘landlady nscended to the second-floor-

Miss Loder had not exaggerated. Right
in the forefront of the codl-scuttle Mrs.:
Gunner | discovered the bzt part of a,
human face and:human heiid. She gave»
one terrified glance and turned in a panic.
She bolted downstairs’ to t,he, basément.

“To think of it)” she Cl;fi “To think
that this should bappen if @ respectable .
neighborhood! Oh, Miss Loder!”

And the two women sobbed and had,
hysterics side by side.

They roused themselves at last and went .
to the back-door. Stealthily they ascended |
the ‘area steps, and so, to:Douro Crescent.
The street lay silent a.ncl deserted. They
walked {to the comner ‘and’ reached! the'
Hampstead Road. Therq ‘they Ioudd a
large and stalwart pqlicethan, and id his;
willing ears t.hey poured out their whole-
story. Lo

‘nothipg, easy in
‘ pocket, was dnvmd into London! with kLis
: loadﬂ:ivegetables, and little did ke suspect
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ADAM NEWMAN, pxgcon-breasted yet
active, cheerful and alert, su.f.pecu
conscience, health' an

that' the entire pohce force of the metro-
politan city was looking out for him. Little
did he|suspect that’ell the evening papers
were full of him and 1us late 9xp101ts asa
coal-merchant. :

Ada&n Newman was the villain of the
bour. | He had shot out fragmentslof a
human corpse in seven places, - twice in
Dourd Crescent, oncelin the Albert Road,

. three ttimes in George Street (which is a

very long street), and once in Homer
Square. The police now had the whole
collecﬁpn, it was the mystery of the mo-
ment; reporters, editors and all the coal-
dealers  were agitated, active or upset.
Hours passed, and still no trace of the young
man. He had been described by all his
customers of yesterday, and especially by
Mrs. Guoner who bad found the head. At
last the four-thirty edition of the Evcnmg
Planet announced: an arrest. plain-
clothes detective, on duty in the Old Kent
Road, had detected a pigeon-breasted
young aman sellingivegetables from a coal-
cart &

No. self-respectmg detective could’ over-
look a pigeon-breasted young man selling
vegetables from a:coal-cart and therefore
Adam Newman was as good as under lock
end key the momént Sub-Inspector Brace
set eyes -upon him. The cold-bloodedi
impuglence of the thing, the calm, self-con-
tained effrontery! Sub-InSpector Brace
"had never seen such impudence.- A man,
wanted for selling ,coa.l admixed with the
shattered corpse :of his victim should
stick . to coal; by the selling of vegetables
from:a cart obvmusly built for the coal
trade and still bldck from constant usage
in tha.t important branch ‘of commerce, the
fellovy was- posmvely doing his utmost to
attract attention.

Sup-Inspector Brace followed the cart
till assistance in-the shape of an ordinary
consfable was at;band, and then:Adam
N ' an, horse, ¢ and vegetablds, was
harily arres The Evening iPZarwl
erefore ngh
ou nnght have let me get rid of these
‘ere bprouts,” wasjall he said in answer to

wu
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the charges proffered against him. “They’ll
go rotten—I know they’ll go rotten.”  And
Adam Newman, too, was right.

The evening papers had announced the
arrest. News had come in that a farmer
down . Wrotham way had found fifteen
empty coal sacks in a field Ircsh sown
with Spring oats—that explained Newman's
temporary disappearance from London.
And Mrs. Gunoer, two other landladies
and four ordinary females had been the
heroines of the hour wherever they could
find an audience. Even Miss Geraldine
Loder had profited by the occasion; (rom
standing in the chorus wjth not a word to
say, she had at once been specially pro-
moted (o a speaking part ‘with her name in
good type on the bills and programs.

That evening Mrs. Guaner, the two other
landladies and four ordinary females iden-
tified Adam Newman as the man who had
driven the coal-cart which contained the
body. He did not deny that he had driven
the coal-cart; but he protested stoutly that
he knew nothing at all about the body.

‘' Hanging's too good for him!" said Mrs.
Gunner; and the sentiment was echoed and
;?dorsed by every woman of that vengeful

ost. i
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THE body had been pieced together; even
when washed it was scarcely recog-
nizable; and so far nobody had claimed il.
Dr. Schlesinger, the Government medical
officer, analyst and expert, suggested that
it must have come to its present state by
means of an explosion. "It had not beea cut
up, he insisted. Only an explosion' could
baveproduced those mangled remains.upon
which his knowledge and experience were
now ‘concentrated.. But so far the police
had heard of no explosion. This body, in
brief, was rather a-mysterious affair. Un-
cla.lmcd unrecognized, it seemed as though
no one in all London had missed the victim
or was mourning for him; and Adam New-
man himseli could t.i:lhrow little or no light
upon’ the identity of that haphazard co
Adam, charged with be::pg in pomqsﬁ:x
of human remains which he had retailed as
coal at so much per hundredweight, ap-
peared before a police-court magistrate at
ten o’cock the following moming. The
court was crowded and every ngWspaper in
London had sent its very. best:descriptive
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writer. Thesc men, some of them men of
genius hampered by large [amilies and a°
wife, uncapped their foutitain-pens and
drew a word picture of -that dismal court.
Adam was variously described as a “bu-’
colic,” a “rustic” and as a “typical son of
the soil.” ° v

The first witnesses to be called ‘were Mrs.
Gunner, the two other landladies, the four
ordinary females and Miss Geraldine Loder.
These‘told their stories, with which we are
already [amiliar, One and all had found:
fragments of the body admixed with the
coal they had purchased. Excepting Miss
Loder; all swore to the identity of Adam|
Newman, His pigeon-breast, it appeared,
had struck the eye of all these ladies, and
his countrified accentland appearance were-
only less easily forgotten. There was thus
no difficulty as to the identification.

Sub-Inspector Brace then testified to the
artest and how he: ‘had given the usual
warning. Thd prisoner’s reply, “You
might have let me get rid of these ’‘cre
sprouts; I.hey’ll go rotten, I know they’ll
go rotten,” had been entered carefully in
the Sub-Inspector’s:note-hook. Dr. Schics-
inger, the Government medial officer,
analyst and expert, next insisted on his
theory of an explosion, adding that this
view was uncxpectedly supported and con-
ﬁrmcd by a queer. coincidence. “The re-
mams themselves,” he said with emphasis,

“smell faintly of picric acid.” “What is

icric acid?”’ asked: the magistrate. “The

asis of all modern explosives,”” answered the
triumphant analyst. Tlie evidence of the
other witneases, including that of the farmer
from down Wrotham way who bhad found
the fifteen empty' coal-sacks in his newly
drilled oat-field, and that of the policeman
who had been summoned from his beat in
the Hampstearl Road, need not detain us.
Adam Newman was next allowed to tell his
story.: It was-the moment for which every-
body in court: had been waiting. A deep
hush fell upon that mixed and varied as-
sembly.

Adam Newman's story, though told with
the rustic turns and accents peculiar to
Mid-Kent, will here be expressed in ordi-
nary English.

Adem Newman said he was twenty-
three years old and that till Jast week he
had . been vegetable-picking, hoeing and
doing any other odd job Lhat presented it-
self down at Bank Farm near Winficld.
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The tenant of Bank Farm was a MBS
Betsey Arrow. A week ago, however, she
had “stood him off”” indefinitely, and;
being sick and tired of casual labor, he
bad resolved to tramp it up to London
and there, if jpossible, find regular employ-
ment. He had no [riends in London and
his capital was hall-a~crown. { The half-a-
crown vanished, and he had l’ou.nd no regu-
lor employment; indeed, he had found no
employment whatsoever. He walked the
London streets and pondered.

He had heaps of time to ponder. Three
days after his arrival he had decided to
commit a burglary. He knew it was against
the law, but:be had often read about them
in the newspapers, and almost always, so
it secmed, the burglars got off with their
booly and were never caught. It was
worth risking. He was hungry, penniless
and friendless; the only occupation open
to him, he argued, was that of burgling.
He might get nabbed and he might get put
in jail, but every profession has its special
risks. In the newspapers, according to his
reading—Sunday was the day for that—the
burglars usually got off sa[e?; and nothing
more was said about it.

Fortune favored Adam. In a comfort-
able-looking house near one of the parks—
being a'stranger(in London he could give no
closer indicatio —he bad found an open
window. It was a corner house and the
open window overlooked a small back-
garden reached py a six-foot wall. It was
late at nightiand he was the only person in
the street. Adam negotiated the wall and
dropped into the small back-garden. So
far all had gone well; indéed, he harbored
fond antlclpauons oi am: 1deal burglary.

A none too easy climb néw brought him
to the open window. He ehtered the house
by it and found himself ﬁn an ‘unlighted
room, He struck a matcl} and caught the
gleam of silver on a dressing-table, *What-
hol” he said. Lighting a second match,
he looked for lamp or; candle. There was
neither, Subsequent.ly he discovered: that
the house was lighted by electricity, but;
havingno prcsent experience of such hght-
ing, he was at a loss and continued to strike
mhtches,

Adam had pocketed two sxlver-backed
hair-brushes| and a traveling-clock whose
licking. had :led him to .the mantelboard;
when the sound of. approaclnng footsteps
made him pause. The room in which hé
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was operanng was a bedroom; his matc.ha
had- already shown him a large fourposter;
rightly he concluded that its ordinary
occupant was abput to turn in for ' the
night. The footsteps came closer, and
Adam, like many a better burglar before
hitn, dived beneath the bed.

Holdmg his breath, he lay there very
quiet for several seconds. Some one had
entered the room and switched on ‘the elec-
tric light. Viewed from Adam's position
underneath the bed, the newcomer ap-
peared to be a gentleman. He had large
feet encased in elastic-side boots, his trous-
ers though striped werc of a quiet pattern;
the rest of him—he ceased abruptly above
the knee—was absolutely invisible. This
man took off his boots and put on slippers.
He grunted as he did so, which caused
Adam to argue that he could neither be so
very young nor so very aclive. Presently
the man closed the window and lowered the
blind. Then: he looked under the bed and
discovered Adam. “Come out!” he cried;
and Adam came out.

The plgcon~breasted young man now
paused for & moment in his narrative.
Never before, in all his life, had he spoken
so much or addressed so large an audience.
The crowded court, however, was all im-
patience and vaguely Adam felt that, far
fm€l appealing' to -a public unanimously
hostile dnd assured of his guilt, he had at
last convinced these people that, -though
appearances were against him and his
clothes were third-hand at the very- best,
be was, in the main, as sober, as straight-
forward, as willing and as well-conducted
a young fellow as ever spoke the simple
truth and cleared himself of an appalling
accusation. . He felt that he was making a
deep and satisfactory i.mPrssion upon his
audience—but ‘“Go onl’* now urged the
magistrate; and.Adam went on.

" The men who-had looked under the bed
and cried “Come out!” was, despite the
fact that he had grunted when exchanging
his «elastic-side baots for carpet-slippers, a
very tall, 2 very robust, a very formidable
adversary He seized Adam by the scruff
and shook him and set him on his feet; he
stood over him and half-throttled hxm. and
cowed him. ¢

“What are you doing here?” he asked
and Adam explained, beginning.with Miss
Beteey Arrow, his poverty, hunger and un-
employment, and ending with the news-
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papers and how they seemed to promise
success and [reedom from detection. The,
traveling-clock in his pocket was ticking
loud enough to wake the dead; ils owner
caught. the sound, and began by over-
hauling ‘our hero and robbing him of the
hair-brushes as well. “They’re only elec-
tro-plate,” he said as he restored them to
their original position on the dressing-table.

This large and formidable man appeared
to be kind-hearted; he listened to Adam’s
story and shook his large and formidable
head. Suddenly an idea struck him.

‘‘What you want is a fresh start in life!”
he cried.

‘“That’s it,” responded Adam, and the
two of them began to discuss the situation.

I won’t hand you over to the police this
time,” said Adam’s host; *‘but if ever I find
you here again, you'll be given in charge.”

Adam replied that that was fair, and
promised, il released, to do his best to lead
an upright life.

“What’s' your name?” now asked his
captor; and Adam told him.

"Well, Adam Newman, I'll look alter
you, but till I get you fairly going, you’ll
stay here as my prisoner.”

So ended this strange nocturnal inter-
view. ,

Adam Newman, so he said—and every-
body in court belicved him—had been led
to the top-floor of the house end there he
had stayed a captive for two whole days
and nights. He was given plenty of food
and a clean bed. He saw no one but the
formidable stranger who had dragged him
out from under the bed, and be was al-
lowed *“David Copperfield,” “Nicholas
Nickleby,” and the ‘“Pickwick Papers”
to pass the time away. He enjoyed them
hugely. '

At ‘'dawn on the third day his captor
entered the room and bade g.un rise and
follow. Adam obeyed. Outside the house
stood the horse that ate out of the nose-
bag, and it.was harnessed to the cart that
had -contained two tons of excellent coal.

“Now, Newman,” said the stranger,
“all this belongs to you. Go hence and
prosger." And with that he produced a
hawker’s license and handed the:same over
to the jubilant Adam. ’

“Go and hawk coal,” he pursued, “and
hawk it wisely; you will already see that I
have chalked the price up on ¢he notice-
board and that I have scored 6Gut the ‘s’
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and replaced it with a large and corpulent
‘3. Women are easily deceived; they will
think that they are getting .iine-and):ﬁve-
penny coal at-one-anid-three.. It is an old yet
ever-successful dodge; for never do women
learn wisdom—they are made that way.”

The stranger during this discourse had
seized the reins and invited Adam to a
place beside him. Together they had
driven away in the dawn; and whence
they had set out and where they had ulti-
mately stopped, Adam could no more tell
than a babe unborn. Yondon was all new
to him, and especially its'streets that were
not central. He knew the Strand and could
find his way to Covent Garden Market;
he knew that he bad reached the teeming
city via the Old Kent Road. The rest of it
was but a geographical expression.

A drive of several miles, enlivened by
conversation and fatherly advice, and the
stranger left Adam: to his own devices.
They said good-by to each other within
earshot of the Zoo. The stranger said it
was the Zoo, and they could hesar the ani-
mals clamoring for brealfast,

“You and I will never meet again,” said
the stranger in parting. ‘‘No doubt I shall
get news of you, but of me you will hear
nothing nor ever learm my name. If you
are the man I take you for, you will prosper.
You, like all of us, may have to encounter
adversity, oppression, bitterness and perse-
cution; an innocent and steadfast heart,
however, is stronger than man’s wrong or
hate. Farewell, young fellow; keep hope and
courage alight, within that pigeon-breast,
and all will be right,with Adam Newman."”

So saying, the stranger departed on foqt,
leaving the youth alone.;with the horse,
the cart, the coal and also with that un-
named, mangled corpse which Dr. Schies-
inger averred was shattered by an explosion.
The stranger had rid himsell of the thing;
deftly he had covered up his traces; and
Adam Newman, friendless, humble, poor,
was left to bear the brunt and pay the piper.

Though his. story was believed, yet was
that innocent youth remanded. The news-
papers agitated, and frenzied reportets ran-
sacked London. “Whd was the man?”
asked one and all. ‘““Who. was the man who
had dragged Adam Newman.{rom under
the bed and lockéd him up and then re-
leased him and set him adrift with horse
and cart and coal and that dismembered
corpse?” A fArm of coal-merchants in



The Mystery of the Twenty Sacks of Coal

Kennington had sold the whole outfit—
excepung the body—to a stranger who had
paid in gold and driven the cart away him-
self. It was toward dusk and the man was
quite unknown to them. He represented
that he was startmg as a coal-hawker and
had produced 2 license. His money had
been good, and that at the moment was all
they asked or cared. This mystery, this
grim, infcrnal” mystery, bafled London.
Mrs. Gunner had raised the rent of ali her
lodgers; Miss Geraldine Loder had become
a Slar, and lived now in a fashionable flat
and owned a motor.

VI

THE Right Honorable Charles Dudley
Pickersgill, his Majesty’s Secretary of
State for War, sat in his office and rend the
newspaper. It was a week after the pohce-
court proceedings: and Adam Newman’s
remand. Fresh clues had been started,
followed and renounced. They led no-
where, and the mystery of the corpse that
had bcen sold as coal remained as all-
mysterious as ever. The Right Honorable
Charles Dudley Pickersgill pondered. Then
he picked his teetl with a small quill tooth-
pick. He had just.concluded a very satis-
factory lunch, and the picking of his teeth
in the afor&a.ld er was among his
numerous bad ha Dits. His surname, Pick-
ersgill, had no connechon with this custom.

He laid the nebvspaper aside and won-
dered what he should do next. The army
was giving: little or no trouble at that mo-
ment; be had neither becn ‘asked nor had
he answered a question in Parliament jor
several days; his office was fast becoming

a sinecure. Being an energétic man: and
one full of ideas, he hated this enforced
idleness. He was thinking over his various

grievances when a 'secretary entered and
announced that Professor Eastlake was in
the ante-room, and wished to see him.

“Tell him I'm busy,” said the Secretary
of State; “or rather, keep him waiting for
five minutes and then show him in.”

The, other retired, and Pickersgill: pre-
tended to be busy. Five minutes later
Professor Eastlake came in through ‘the
Georgian doorway. He was a huge man,
ordinarily red of face and bursting with

vitality, but. to-day he was pale and |wore
an anxious, worried look that quite startled -

the Secretary of State. !
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‘“What is it, Eastlake?’ asked the latter’
after they ‘had shaken hands. *“You don’t
look well; you're run down; you’re ovet-
worked, like me.”

“Are wc alone?” asked the Professor
hurriedly. .

“Quite alone.”

“Then I'll lock the door.”

‘““Nonsense, Professor; Tl give diders
that we’re not to bLe disturbed. A new
explosiver” Pickersgill asked genially; for
exploswm were and are Professor East-
lake's greatest specialty. He had invented
cordite, coprite and ileofwite. The last- -

named owed its punning title to the locality

of its Arst trials.

Pickersgill had telephoned one short,
sharp order, and they were safc (rom in-
trusion till he gave permission. ‘“Now,
what is it?”" he exclaimed, and indicated a
large green leather chair.

The Professor seated himsell, depositing
hat and umbrella upon the Boor..

“That body they’ve found—you’ve read
about it in the newspapers?” began the
Professor.

Pickersgill nodded.

“And Adam Newman, the young fellow
who bawking it?”

A Plckersglll nodded

“They're worrying me,” resumed the
Professor. ‘‘But what was I to do? What
am I to do? I place myself unreservedly
in your hands, Pickersgill.”

“As yet I've heard none of the particu-
lars,” replied the minister.

“That's true. The corpse is Lethaby's—
he was my assistant, you remember—a
very promising young fellow.”

Pickersgill did remember Lethaby.

The Prolessor cleared his throat.

“Lethaby and I were working on mu-
tite,” he resuined; ‘“you know all about
that. Indeed, your Department has as-
sisted materially in our experiments. . You
have been most generous—but Lethaby
must have discovered mutite and perished
in the moment of his discovery. For I
never. heord any explononl"

“You'll [orgive me,” here interposed the
Secretary, “but what is mutite? A public
man has so many things to think of that
occasnonally there is a leakage—he for-
gets——.”

“ Muute is soundless powder—hence the
name.” The Professor had risen and was
striding up and down the Minister’s sanc-
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tum. “There is smokeless powder—every
army in Europe has it; but smokeless and
soundless—that is mutite! No army in
the woild possesses mutite. The nation
that first makes the discovery will be in-
vincible; and Lethaby made it, of that I
am sure! A year ago I promised you such
a powder, a powder that would explode
without betraying the presence ol a rifle-
man, either by smoke or, what is all-impor-
tant, sound. I promised you such a powder,
and Lethaby no doubt discovered it. The
secret of its composition perished with
him; but I have hopes—he was working
under my direction—"

“But what has all this to do with Adam
Newman?” interrupted the minister.

“That is very easily explained,” replied
the Professor. ‘‘Lethaby and I had been
working on mutite for the best part of 2
year, Our laboratories, as you know, are
in a quite commonplace bouse in Kensing-
ton. Beyond our two selves nobody was
ever permitted to entér the house. Some-
times when we were absorbed in our work
we slept there. Lethaby slept there al-
ways—bhe was a terribly hard worker. A
few days before Lhe arrest of this Adam
Newman I entered Lethaby’s laboratory;
and there he was and there was Lhe labora-
tory—shattered!

“I had heard no explosion, and there-
fore, I insist, he must have made the great
discovery and perished by its hand, so to
speak. In the actual moment of triumph!
Some precaution must have heen lacking,
some property of the new combination
must have been left out of account—and he
was working with one of the fulminates—
they are always treacherous. The room was
wrecked and so was poor Lethaby. I col-
lected his remains, cleaned up the mess
and faced the situation.” i

The Prolessor paused and applied "a
large plum-colore bandana to his fore-
head. The Secretary of State looked grave,
but ventured no dudible remark.

] was between the horns of a dilemma,"
continued Professor Eastlake. ‘““If an in-
quest were to be héld on Lethaby, all
would come out; every rival power would
be in possession of our secret uest and
maybe in possession of the key-io its dis-
covery. I know the formula of poor Leth-
aby’s most recent experiments; the Coroner
—officious ‘fool'—would . have .demanded
them. As an Englishman and as‘a patriot,
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what was I to do? Every foreign nation—:
France, Germany, Austria—would have
been hot upon the scent. An.iaquest, with
myself as chief witness, would have robbed:
this country of an advantage that no other
power possesses. I concealed the death of
Lethaby; I acted asa man and as a patriot..
But the remains—how rid myself of them?”

“Youw, passed them on to Adam New-'
man?” The Secretary of State had seen
it all in a flash.

“Precisely. I found him oncealed under
my bed—I was so neryous after the straio
of those awful days thdt for some time
afterwards, hefore retiring, I looked under
my bed. Heaven knows what I expected
to find there! I found ‘Adam Newman.
He seemed :gecially'ié’ﬂt‘ by Providence. 1
could conceal the secret-of Lethaby’s death
and dispose of the remains without offend-
ing any*law or person. This young man—
I tested him most thoroughly-—was an entire
stranger to London. He did not even know
the neighborhood or position of the house;
in short, he knew nothing except that he was
destitute and friendless. -

“I hit upon a plan; and within forty-
eight hours of Newman’s burglarious en-
try I had succeeded in acquiring a cart, a
horse and two tons of excellent coal. Luck-
ily, Lethaby had no friendi—he was so ab-
sorbed in his work; .he was unmarried and,
last but not least, he came out of the Found-
ling Hospital. No one but myself would
miss Lethaby; and the remains were unrec-
ognizable. Our secret was; there[ore, safe.”

The Secretary of State for War had lis-
tened to this strenge tale with scarcely an
interruption. It explained the whole of
the mystery that was so agitating London.
“What do you propose to do next?” he
asked at last. .

“I place mysell unreservedly in your
hands,” replied the Professor.

“If I were you, then, I would take a’
month’s holiday and forget all about it,”
suggested Pickersgill.

‘And Adam Newman?”

‘‘He will be released. The police will de-
tain him for a time, but ultimately he will
be released. You must proceed with' yout
discovery; the public service, the welfare
of this country, can not stop to take heed of
the imprisonment of an Adam Newshan.”

And that is why, to this day, the mystery
of the corpse that was sold as coal! remains
unsolved, and, apparently, insolvable,



HEY called him Fencedown and
they meant it, using the implied
accusation as the Scotch use their
verdict of “Not Proven.” When

he first appeared on the Gulf range and
went to work at the Circle K they had
simply called him Slade.

As a puncher lie had not achieved success.
True he was quick gnd strong, a good horse-
man, a better shot, and one of the best
ropers that had ever come to that section.
But then he had also been a braggart and a
liar and, as such, had earned small favor
among his companions. i

Thus, when he rode one afternoon to the
nearby town of Kade and joined his fortunes
with those of a stranger wh¢rm he met at
Lopez's Saloon, there was little regret.

The stranger was an actor who had
dropped ofl the combination baggage and
passenger of the G. & I., thereby abandoning
a cheap theatrical company that was travel-

+ing by this uncomfortablc but inexpcnsive
route from Beaumo{lt Lo Galveston. Hc was
small and slender and was rendered further
elleminate by a thick crop of closcly curling
hair. As ba he carried a small valise
of ycllow Jeather that had formerly been the

property of the cor'lnpany’s treasurer. His

THE APQTHEOSIS OF
>FENCEDOWN SLADE
Y Nevil G Henshaw

true name no one ever knew, for, upon re-
roving his hat to wipe the dew of apprehen-
sion from his brow, he had been christene!
Kinky )Jefore he could replace it again.

Thréé days he stayed at the saloon in
close, drunken communion with Slade, pay-
ing the score [rom the contents of the yellow
valise. At the end of that time the two set
forth to the upper boundaries of the Circle
K, where they bought a small range of fifty
acres from a Mexican herder. After they
had put up a rough shack in its center and
had stocked it with ten head of mangy
cattle, they buried the yellow valise in a
posthole, and called themselves the proprie-
tors of the S-Bar-S.

During the ensuing season the punchers
of the Circle K and of the adjoining ranches
were continually bothered by hroken fences
and straying stock. At the Fall round-up
the S-Bar-S branded sixty calves.

Now you may be sure that the range
riders had no difficulty in placing a proper
construction upon these two occurrences.
They knew from the first that Slade and bis
partuer were cutting their wires and were
stealing their calves. Yet theycould find no
definite proof. )

Grown suddenly modest and obliging,
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Slade would often ride over to inform them
that their fences were down and would even
assist them in rounding up the scattered
herds, At these times he preserved a
clumsy air of innocence that in itself should
have been enough to condemn him.

So ‘they called him Fencedown quite
openly, and increased their vigilance from
day to day in exact proportion with the in-
crease of stock at the S-Bar-S.

One alternoon in the early Fall Fencedown
and his partner lay behind a hillock upon
the upper boundaries of the Circle K.
Beside them their well trained ponies lay gs
motionless as death.

Fencedown waited until two-thirty and
then sent Kinky to cut the wires. While
this was being done he started a fire and
produced from his bootlég a short, jointed
brand. Alter he had thrust it into the
hottest of the flames, he picketed the ponies
nearby and sat down to smoke a cigarette.

He had scarce finished it when the stock
of the Circle X began to wander through

4he breach and to come out upon the [ree,
open range. They were fat and sleek, and
with them were many yearlings that trotted
along all unconscious of the Fall round-up.

Rising leisurely, Fencedown chose the
most likely looking one of the lot and roped
it with uncrring skill. After his partner bad
thrown and hog-tied it, he assisted in drag-
ging it 10 the fire where he notched its ears
in the manner peculiar to the S5-Bar-S.

He bad just withdrawn his brand from
the embers and, being particular about such
malters, had carefully ascertained the state
of its heat, when a small pinch of the sendy
soil pufied suddenly up from beneath him
and struck him in the face. An instant
later a short, thin pop, like the snappingof
2 whip, sounded clear.

Dropping the brand with the quickness of
the proverbial and -appropriate hot iron,
Fencedown straightened up and gazedjbe-
fore him. There was no perplexity in his
movements, no startled glance about the
horizon. Straight over the trailing wire of
the Circle K he’ stared, knowing well both
what he would find and where he would find
it. As he did so a second puff of sand flew
up two yards to his right.

There was a long pause d '-'ng which
Kinky, with ashen face and trembling
knegs, crept toward the goniex Then the

distant horseman thrust his Wlichester into
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his saddle scabbard-and wheeled sharply
away.

“The damn fooll” muttered Fencedown,
contemptuously ‘““He could’a’ got us easy'
an’ we'd never knowed. He' sure couldn
miss seein’ we was out of raige.”

He ceased his' meditdtion abruptly and
turzed to his partner who was hurrying up
with the ponies, a rifle in his hand.

‘“What’s that {or?”’ he asked pointing to.
the weapon. “If he couldn't get us from
where he was, how can you get him now he'
gone?”’

“But—but—I thought——" began Kmky
tremulously.

“Quit thinkin’!” gnapped Fencedown.
“We ain’t got time.”

Stooping over the yearling, he released it
vith two quick slashes of his knife. Next
he picked up the ropesiand his iron, scattered
the fire as widely a3 possible, and swun on
t¢ his pony. Hall a mile off he curv
toward the nearby Gulf and threw the i 1ron
far out into the water.

“Well, Kinky, old hoss, it sure looks like
they got us this time,” said he calmly.

Pale and terrified and utterly demoralized,
Kinky sat swaying.in his saddle, the rifle
still gripped unconsciously in one hand.

“My God! My God! Whatll we do?
What’ll we do?” he kept repeating with the
monotony of a piece of clockwork,

A look half of contempt, half of pity,
came into Fencedown's face and he struck
the trembling figure a ‘blow between the
shoulders.

“Here, stop that—quick!” he ordered,
roughly, but -not unkindly. *We got just
one thing we can do if we do it quick enough,
That was Juhilee Joyce Jumped us. I seen
his hoss. 1 know Jubilee an’ what he’ll do.
He knows the boys are in town loafin’ be-
fore the round-up, an’ helll go there ’stid of
lo the ranch! Likewisé, he’ll have to go
round I I start pow I 'can beat him to it,
an’ get him as he comes'in. Ifhe ain't seen
no one before then we'may pull through o

“AndI?” quavered Kinky. “What’ll1do?”

Fencedown consxdered a moment.

“Go home,” said he, “an’ do the best you
can. It give you time to turm round in
anyhow. I’ll play this'out alone. You've
come pretty clean with me an’ I reckon I
owe you the chance.” '

“An’ besides, you wouldn’t be no go od
nohow,” he added 1o himself as he galloped
away.
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On arriving. at Kade, Fencedown drew
rein at Lopez’s Saloon—the first of the few
scattered -buildings upon the Gulf end of
the little town. From its side wmdow hel
could command an uninterrupted view of i
the road that led to the Circle K, and it
was here that he stationed himself .

While he waited he considered the reason
he could give in the event of his killing
Jubilee Joyce.

All about him were Jubilee’s companions,
engaged in Lhe more or less tedious occupa-
tion of killing time before the Fall round-up.
None of them had spoken to him when he
had come in. Frombeing unpoputar he had
now become such a suspicious character
that any of them would have been glad to
lynch him upon the slightest excuse.

On the other hand, Jubilee was one of the
most popular men in the outfit of the Circle
K. Indeed, next to Cherry Turner, the (ore-
man, he was the best beloved of ‘them all..

After a moment’s reﬂection, Fencedown
decided that he would give Jubilee the first
shot. Knowing well the quickness of the
puncher’s temper, he lelt assured that he
would shoot on sight. As he would come
galloping in at full speed there was a good
chance of his missing. Fencedown- knew
that his first shot would not miss.

Alterward even jthe most prejudiced of
his ehemies would be forced to clear him for
the sake of justice. Surely they could not
blamle him for redisting an attack as he
strolled innocently from the saloon?

It took Fenceddwn just one minute to
consider the matter and to come to this de-
cision. Ten sc'conc{s later he saw far up the
road the heavy dust clouds: made by a
rapidly approaching horseman. In Lhe
events that followed he timtd his move-
ments with marvelous exactness.

Strolling leisurely to the bdr, he ordered
a drink and invited the landlgrd fo join him
—in Kade, a posttlve evidenteof peaceand
good spirits. : When ‘he had finished : ;he
pauscd at the (ard table and made a mild
comment: :upon one of the hands.

By now there came from outside the noise
of mufed hoof-beats, plainly au ible amid
the sounds of the crowded room. Stretch-

ing his arms above his head in a prodigipus :

yawn, F encedown turned away. i
“Ireckon I'llhitalittlesleep,” heobserved.
“I sure ain’t had none for tEree days.” "
In the doorway he paused as though uo-
decided, ! whilé the hool-beats rose to a
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veritablé thunder, Then there came a shout,
an oath, and the sudden, jarring crash of a
Colt’s forty-five.

Be'it said to his credit that Fencedown
i drew in thé shortest possible time after the
shot—that he fired twice with unerring aim.
But these actions werc probably more
muscular than mental for, even before he
had crashed earthward, he was a dead man.

When the punchers leaped over his body
and came out on the road, they found Jubi-
lee hanging limply over the side of his snoxt-
ing but stilli defiant pony. After they had
borne him inside and had laid him on the
card table he regained consciousness long
enough to give them a brief description of
‘what he had seen.

Cherry Turmer, foreman of the Circle
K, was both puzzled and distressed. In
the space of one short hour he had lost a
badly wanted cattle thief, and his own
ﬁarlicular best friend. That in this time

e had gained a'second badly wanted cattle
thicf scarce seemed to relieve his [eelings.

When, after listening to Jubliee’s dying
disclosure, he had led a posse to the S-Bar-S
he bad felt liltle doubt of the immediate
capture of Fencedown’s partner. A notori-
ously bad horseman and one ill versed in
the topngraphy of the Gulf range, Kinky
could @éarce elude them for any length of
time. \Indeed Cherry was [uily convinced
that the rustler would choose the only decent
course left open to him and would make a
final desperate stand inside his ranch-house.

Accordingly he had led his men in a cau-
tious but ever decreasing circle about the
shack; he had advanced and had called upon
Kinky to surrender, and then, receiving ng
response, he had drawn his gun and had
walked boldly inside.

He had [ound the place desertcd, peaceful

,—bearing not the slightest evidence of a

hasty flight. He had found the stable un-
disturbed, with Kinky’s well known saddle
hanging from its accustomed peg. From
the corral not a pony was missing save the
one still standing dejectedly where Fence-

. down had lelt it before Lopez’s Saloon. If
‘ Kinky had escaped he had done so on foot.

Having made these discoveries and having
unsuccessfully scoured the adjacent coun-
try, Cherry rode back to Kade. Here he

! drewthe toils as closely as possible.about the
i mysterious fugitive.. Through the medium

. of the telegraph he closed the G. & I. against
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him from the upper.station of Bolivar to the
lower-one of Caplen, hall way to Beaumont.
Beyond this point it would be impossible {or
any ohe to pass unassisted and aloot. Also,
as the’news would spread from each of the
stations that he had warned, the few scat-
terediranches in that desolate scction would
be bdth watchful and alert.

Alter which Cherry sat down to wail.

‘““He sure ain’t got a chance,” said he con-
fidently. “Give him a da.y or two to get
hungry and thirsty in an” he’ll have to show
up somewhere whether he wants to or not
Then he’s our meat!”

But although he thus disposed of h15
puzzlement, his distress was a diflerent
aflair. Cherry had loved Jubilee with the
deep affection born of long nights spent be-
neath the same blanket, of long rides where-
in knee had -rublbed against knee, and at
first he was inconsolable.

“If Fencedown’d ouly got some one else
it wouldn’t be so bad,” he kept repeating,
regardless of the [eelings of the sympathi-
zers who clustered about him.

Lengthy Williams, who beld second place
in the foreman’s regard, finally created a
diversion.

“Look here, Cherry,” said he, “ this ain’t
like you. Wby don’t you quit whinin’ an’
play out your hand? Jupilee’s dead—too
dead to skin—an' all the whinin’ in the
world won't bring him back again. S’pose
he was alive an’ goin’ on a tear, or gettin’
married, or svme such play, what’d you
do? Give him a good send-off, wouldn’t
you? Looks like it’s the only thing we
got left.”

The eflect was magical. Dropping his
grief as one sheds a garment, Cherry rose
instantly to the occasion.

“Lengthy,” he cried, “if Solomon was to
come playin’ round you they’d put him in
the. dangerous ward. When I get through
playin’ out this hand the people in Kade’ll
be committin’ suicide for the privilege of
beiu’ buried. I hereby appoint youan’ my-
self as.a committee on a[raugements, with
the rest of the boys drawin’ cards.”

Belore night he had mapped out his pro-
gram, had attended to the details, and
bad collected, by popular suljscription, an
amount [ar in excess of his ndieds,

The aflair was to be;condhcted upen a
scale of grandeur scarce dreaniied of at Kade.
Invitations were sent Lo the farthest of the

surrounding ranches, thereby; guaranteeing
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an imposing cortdge. A three-hundred-

dollar coffin was ordered to be shipped from

Beaumont together ‘with a" profusion of

flowers. A minister was even discussed, but

was finally discarded on accolint’of a well-

known anlipathy:of Jubilee’s. As a com-

promise Lengthy promised to read the ser--
vices, assisted by Cherry, who would after-

wards deliver a eulogy upon the well-known :
virtues of his departed Inend .

~ In lieu of a hearse a spring-wagon was

hastily painted and varnished, and, to topi
the climax, at a late hour- Cheny discovered

an, orchestra of three itinerant Mexicans

that had becn strandéd,in Lopez’s Saloon.’

As the weather was very warm, despite the
lateness of the year, it was decided that the
procession would start coincident with the
arrival of the cpﬂinand the afternoon train.
Thus also would many guests be able to ar-
rlve from a dxstance, departing four hours
later upon thé train’s return to Beaumont.

That night Cher:'iy stayed at Kade. He
did not eat, he did not smoke, he scarce
closed his eyes, so engrossed was he in plan-
ning fresh grandeurs.

Thefollowing afternoon at one o’clock he
announced that, in so far as was possible,
everything had been attended to. Then he
retired to the single roomof theKade House,
leaving instructions that he was not to be
disturbed under pain of death until ten
minutes before the arrival of the train. Yet
he made no attemipt at taking a well-earned
rest. The eulogy was still mcomplete and
he must [rame it and memorize it.

How he accomplished. the task with no
more able guide than a’ “volume on the dis-
eases of cattle is a mystery that must ever
remain unexplaintd, but, when at ten min-
utes to four he reappeared, his cheerful look
and conﬁdent smile bespoke his success.

At the stationa triple line of punchers
obscured the'track. They had been coming
in since daybreak and [resh recruits arrived
continuously’ [rom time to time. At the
platform Lengthy sat proudly enthroned in
the spring-wagoll.. That he was hopelessly

"sluck to the newly varnished seat seemed

not in the least to disturb his equilibrium.
Behind him the Merican orchestra rested,
as'you might siy, upon its arms.! A Iong
line of carefully picketed ponies stretched
away in (heir rear, showing that at Jeast
a part of the procession had beep formed.
Cherry surveyed .these evidences of his
lieutenant’s industry- with appreciation.



’I‘he Apotheosis of Fencedown Slade

Fora wonder, the train was ¢n time. The
crowd gave a joyous whoop upon it’s arrival
and then subsided into-an embarrassed

silénce, remembering too late tha.t the affair -

was a-funeral.
With due care and ceremony the coffin

was lowered [rom the upper end; of the com-:

bination coach. After it had been loaded
into the wagon together with a number of
floral designs, Lengthy gathered up his
reins and made a mournful, clucking sound
with his tongue—suitable for the occasion.

As hé did so, he felt a timid touch upon

his arm.

Looking down he saw 2 woman who had
alighted with the stream of visitors(rom the
train. She was very old and very small.
She was dressed all in black, and a huge,
rusty sun-bonnet closely enveloped her
snow-white hair. Clutching at Lengthy’s
sleeve she whispered a few [altering words.

With a loud, ripping tear, Lengthy sprarg
[rom his seat:and hurried to the side of his
leader. “Well, what is it?”* asked Cherry.

“It’s helll” gasped Lengthy. “It's
Fencedown’s;ma!”

Twenty minutes later’ Cherry emerged
for a second time from the guest-room of
the Kade House, and addressed the pro-
cession that wasj waiting impatiently out-
side. He looked harassed, and bitterly
dlsappomted i

“You boys froh: the outfit come with me
to. Lopez’s,” szucl he abruptly. “The rest
can stay behind.”

He led the way in silence and it was not
until. he had gathered them all inside the
saloon that he spoke again. <

“It’s Fencedown’s mother all right,” he
began. “She’s mighty old’mn’ feeble, an’
she’s come all the way from Missouri Lo live
with bim. Says the mortgage game due on
her plate an’ they run heroftt,an’ she didn’t
have no place else to go. - durse I bad to
tcll her Fencddown was dead. There w’asn’t
nothin’ else to do. An’ whcn she started
cryin’, so old an’ lonesome an’ feeble, I ]ust
couldn't help——"

He paused for a moment and ‘burst forth
excitedly: !

“Hell, boysl" he cried; “I gota mother
of my own an’ T know bow she'd [eel.” _

i Surf " said Lengthysoothingly. “That’
alt right. But what'd you do?” i

T lied,” apwered Cherry resolutely, “I
“toid ‘her Fencedown was our marshal
that ihe got killed 'yesterday capturin’ ?he

worsf: rustler in the State. I told ber be was
the best friend we had an’ that the proces-
sion she seen at the depot was got up as a
small token of our regard!”

He paused again and added:

“‘An’ now if youall don't feel like playin’
out’ my hand I’ll Just naturally pull out till
things settle down.”

There was a long silence belore Lengthy
voiced the sentiments of the crowd.

“It’s pretty tough on Jubilee," said e,
“but ladies first every time.”

The [uneral did not start for an hour, as
theré were several matters to be arranged.
First the visitors bad to be informed of the
change and instructed as to what they were
todoandsay. Then thebody of Fencedown
had to be unearthed from where it had becn
hastily deposited in thestable behind Lcaoez S
Saloon. After it had been properly laid out,
the old lady was allowed to view it. Her
griel was so terrible to see that, at a word
from her, the pun hers were glad to step
outside and leave her with her dead.

It was only. with the greatést difficulty
that Cherry was finally induced to reenter
the room and to beg the heartbroken mother
that they might be allowed to continue with
the apotheosizing of her son. This he suc-
ceeded in domg only after he had expressed
the_giéep desire of his fellow moumers to
prove their appreciation of their departed
marshal.

That the affair was a success, despite the
charige of principals, was admitted by cvery
one. In the lead drove Lengthy, carefully
protectmg his inert passenger from the ruts
and roughness of the road. .Behind him the
Mexican orchestra savagely- altacked the
onemarch of their slenderrepertoire. It was
a weird blending of "“Dixie’’ and ‘“Hiawatha”
—a combination scarce appropriate—but,
as they were all of them hopelessly drunk
upon their advance pay, they performed it
withi a fitting slowness and lugubrity.

Id their wake Cherry proudly supported
the chlef mourner in a surrey especially im-
ported from the Circle K. He was [ollowed
by the outfit heavily banded with crape, and
eachl of thern ¢arrying a floral design. The
invifed guests brought up the rear; in-
teregted and mellow and as willing to weep
for [he lately despised Fenceqown as for
any |other man.

e services at the grave were most im-
pressive. True, a [ew unlooked-for inci-
dents may.have marred the smoothness of
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the whole, but, if these were noticed, no one
was impolite enough to mention them.

What mattered it that the coffin was
found to be firmly imbedded in the newly
varnished bottom of the wagon? That in
extracting it Lengthy burst for a moment
into a murmur of subdued profanity? Five
minutes: later he performed his part of the
program with a dignity and solemnity
worthy of a bishop. What mattered it that
Cherry referred continuously to the deceased
Fencedown as Jubilee? - His eulogy was a
masterpiece—his repeated references to the
mother’s white hair brought floods of tears.

Indeed, so great was his eloquence, so
unanimous was the sympathy, that, after it
was all over, a special deputation took the
old lady aside and begged that she would
carry out her previous. determination of
casting her lot with theirs. Thus, they ar-
gued, would the memory of her noble son be
kept forever green in the minds of every one.

This, however, the old lady refused to do.
She was grateful to them, she said, more
grateful than they would ever know. In
no other way could she have been better
consoled for her loss than by the love and
gratitude that they had shown her boy.
But she could not stay with them.

Each fresh sight of her loved one’s daily
haunts would be a new pang to her, and the
wound would never heal. There was still a
married niece in Iowa and he would go to
her. She had enough leit to take her to
Beaumont that night, and she would trust
to Providence for the rest of the journey.

Of coursetherc wasa collection. Kadehim-
sell, the proprietor of theCircle K, started it,
and it came to $500. Theold lady received
it in a specics of dumb amazement, staring
at the money with [rightened eyes from the
depth of her cavernous sun-boanet.

They escorted her to the train that night
and fired a salutc upon her departure that
well-nigh scared the passengers to death.

After the last faint gleam of the rear light
had disappeared in the darkness, Cherry
turnéd away with a sigh of satisfaction

“Well, I'reckon we done the thing up fust
about right,”” he began proudly, when he
paused, struck by a sudden thought.

“If no ane ain't got any.objections, sup-
pose we go plant poor old Jubilee?’ he sug-
gested in an altered tone. ‘

The following afternoon Cherry rode over
to Kade at train-time to see if agything had
been heard of Fencedown’s peftner alone
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the line, The fugitive had been gone forty-
eight hours now and it was more than pro
able that he had put in at some obscure spot
for [ood and water,

The mystery was, however, unsolved.
The trainmen had been careful to question
at each station and there was not the slight-
est suspicion of the rustler's whereabouts.

Long after the train had gone and the
idlers had dispersed from the depot, Cherry"
sat alonc upon the platform studying the
problem of Lhe escape. While he was doing
so the agent came out of his office, handed
him a letter and then departed.. .

The letter was long and thin, hnd was ad-
dressed in a vaguely familiar hand. It had
been written at the Crosby House in Beau-
mont and, from the postmark, had been
mailed that morning-on the train. It ran:

Dear CEFRRY:

1 hate to tell you, but it's too good to keep.
Also, for your peace of mind, I want to let you
know bow it wasdone. Lkhew.we werebound to get
caughl before long end so had everything arrangd.

fs soon as I got rid of Fencedown—which was my
only fear—I went_to the shack, made up, and got
inlo my dress and sun-bonnet. I passed you on the
road just outside of town.

I walked down the track to the first station be-
low, hid in the ditch on the off side, and waited for the
uain. When it came in I crossed over theplatiorm to
the depot, and they all thought I bad just errived.

I was figuring on lighting qut for Beaumont when
the train came back, bit, when I found out how
well my disguise was working and heard about
Jubilee’s funeral, I thought I'd lay over and take
a chance. You see, Fencedown carried all our
money in his belt and it was worth risking to get the
roll. "As his real name was Jim they couldn’t ex-
pect me to konow who they were Lalkiog about. I
will add that he told me once.his mother had died
the day he was bora.

Well, youknow the rest. All T cansayis that I'want
to thank you again for (he extra five hundred, and for
the royal scnd-off you' gave my ﬁ Also for your
appreciation of my skill. I have had some success in
the past in female parts; but mothing like that before.

Once more ing you, and yvith kindest re-

ards to my frienids both in Kade and at the Circle
5(. believec me, EINEY, alios FENCEDOWN'S MA,

P. S.: Intheevent of your wanting to deliver an-
other eulogy on.the mother's’ white hair, there is
plenty more whefe minc came from. You’ll find it
on that spavined roan of minée,

Cherry read the letter quickly and de-
livered a short, forcible oath. Af{er he had
read it a second time, he glanced cautiously
about him, and then tore it into bits.

The agent_ watched him, taking nole of
his deep flush of shame..

“Sho’,”” he observed as the [oreman

turned away. “Damned if I. don’t blleeve
Cherrv’s rot a oal!” .



f HE night seemed of solid blue;
blue at arm’s length of one's
eyes. There was no canopy of
sky, but a liquid wash of air that

swept softly among the stars.

-South and; east, across the lagoon, the
mountain made a black angle in the pow-
dered heaven, and the stars along its lower
slopes blinked like fluttered eycs, as the
heads of the: cocoa p lms swished to and
iroiin the. Trade. |

Far out, nkar ghe jaws of the pass, the
riding light of $evern’s ‘schooner rocked
with the pulse which throbs [orever through
the Pacific seas: but the hill held the wind
in its skirts, and left the water like a glassy
pool of sapphire ingrained with gold. '

On the schooner’s deck wgs Severn him-.
self, lying along the counter,, with shoulders;
propped against a bale, s%xgng over the:
breathing water: towards the 'shore. - He
shifted his position from time to time un-;
easily, as one who would make no terms!
with sleep. At each splash in the glimmer-.
-ing sea he’ turned his head, alert to every’
sound undrowned in the dull thundér of
the reef. ¢ |

From the beach the German trade house
still’ showed a lighted window, and east-
ward, but high above it; a panc of orange
gleamed in the blackness of the hill. 'The
rest of Falea was asleep. '’ :
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Severn, guessing midnight from the slow
procession of the stars, grew ever more sus-
picious of such late hours. He-had meager
ground, as he told himself repeatedly, for
his misgivings; but those to whom fortune
is suddenly- prodigal ask only the airiest
foundation for their fears.

He rose and went forward to make sure
all lj§hts were out below, and in the star-
lightilooked an even finer figure than his six
feet made him. Lowering the mast head
light, he trimmed it with his fingers, his
face leaping ycllow out of the darkness; a
faceiwhose deep-cut features had an air of
breeding, rough with sea travel as they
were. As he ‘rehoisted the lantern, the
window on the beach went black like a
blown candle, and the trade house was blot-
ted out of the night.

Guydermann was gone—where?

Severn, leaning against the faremast,
watched the dark space where the light had
been; with unwinking lids; but not a chink
betrayed a hidden lamp, and his eyes trav-
eled juﬁ again to that glowing pane upon' the
hill; ithe last uncaptured loophole:in the
landof sicep. :

Was it M

£ [aclure, or Maclure’s daughter,

he wondered, behind its curtain? The sly,
rasl;iv Scotsman, hatching some misbegot-
ten deviltry against his guest of that alter-
noon—Falea had the wor t of reputs.itions—
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or Naura with those island eyes of hers, and
the red fHower in her black hair, Naura, fair-
skinned as an English girl, but straight and
clean-limbed as an' Amazon, thinking over
her marriage—her consignment, on the mor-
row to that oily lump ol German obscenity
in the trade house on the beach?

Suddenly, as if to confzont his thought,
the dull square of orange turned with a sna
to lemon yellow; and the change, thoug
near two miles away, ‘made Severn start.
He fetched his glass from the deck-house,
and saw that the curtain had been drawn
aside, 2nd that a dark figure stood across
the space of light. Was it Maclure search-
ing the lagoon for the signal of some
planned attack?

Then, cursing himself for a suspicious
fool, he tightened the lcaf about a sului,
and lit it; but his band shook. He stood
there, smoking, for half an hour, The fig-
ure left the window, and returned to it
twice; then the light went out.

Severn, who had been impatiently await-
ing the event, felt, on its accomplishment, a
sudden access of suspicion. He stared [or
some time longer at the black outline of the
land; then he turnéd, lowercd his ridiog
lamp again, opencd, and blew it out.

“If they want me they’ll have to find
me,” he muttered as he closed the glass.
At last, tired of standing and staring, he
went aft and lay down.

A school of turtle startled him with a
sudden gurgle which went by under the
stern, dragging the grains of starlight into
a thorny entanglement of gold. But the
sea smoothed out its creases, and the stars
trembled again within its depths like sink-
ing sequins, while the silence smothered, as
if with the whole wecight of heaven, the
moaning thresh along the shore.

Twelve years carlier, Severn was leaving
school for Cambridge. He was the best
young cricketer of his year, and his choice
of & university had been guided byjthe
weakness of its Rugby team. He had vis-
ions of four delightful seasons against the
best men in England and with the most
charming .company in the world. But, be-
fore they could be fulfilied, his father, a
wealthy country parson, was ahmost beg-
gared in covering with his own fortune the
knavery of a co-trustee, and jis son was
offered a counting-house stool to replace his
dream of fame $ith bruisés.
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The honest mettle of the boy's upbring- :
ing helped him to face the-change cheer-
[ully, and to give it [air. trial; but clean-
blooded muscle demanded somet.bmg better
worth the sinews of a man than the record- '
ing, all its life, of other people s incomes.

“It’s not the grind I bar,’’;he.explained,
alter six monthﬁ of it, to his father, “but
that.such a small part of one gets ground. T
want to use up all I've got.”

So he went, despite the suasion of his
mother’s tears, with the tide of adventure,
then flowing, to a ranch.in the Far West.'

As a cowboy, however, he was little more |
successful than as a clerk. His labor de-"
lighted, his leisure disgusted, him. He
loved the rough, the fighting side of hfe.
but to the brutal he: was always a strange
His quiet hardihood and sledgehammer fis
pulled him through his * tenderfoot"’ days,
but he never acclimatized.

“I can't do the right thing out here,” he
wyote home, “without feeling a Heaven-
forsaken cad. . Yet’ on some points they've
got the Onest notions.”

So he drifted on, out of its coarseness and
fineness, into San Francisco; filled some
very lowly offices in that city, and at last
shipped for Honolulu, with the prospect of a
berth as supercargo: when he arrived there.

The Dberth fell through, but he obtained
the promise of ‘anoLher on a boat trading in
the Marshall and Gilbert groups; and so,
as a dealer in copra and calico, he made ac-
qQuaintance with the South Seas.

He shilted his papers; alter three years,
to one of Bomba’s boats between Sydney
and Samoa, and then, having saved money
beyond what he sent home, went as inate
and partner in a small concern to the Tua-
motu and Marquesas.

It was while on this beat that Severn
came_first to Falea. Maclure, who had
made:his money in the old: “ gun ™ days, was
just settled there, and Naura no rore than
a child. Her mother, .a Manhikian, had
inherited all the gentle-loyalty of her peo-
ple, and little Naura; who was born off
Pleasant Island, from which she took her
name, was as fairas a pea:l-shell and only
showed her island. blood in her hair and un-
fathomable eyes. Her mother died while
she was young, but Maclure had not re-
placed her; and the child grew up alone
with vague oppositions in her divided
blood—a quaint, feverish mixture of ‘shy-
ness and passion.
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She always fled into the woods from the
traders who invaded her father’s: house,
and with Severn alone she was on friendl
terms. . Something in his frank, boyisg

bigness won her confidence, and:she used. to.

watch for the yards of his brig, and would
sit listening to his talk on the veranda
steps until he went aboard.

He fell’ into the way ol bringing her
little presents; but ‘when, his venture
coming to en end, he had sold out and
bought a schooner on his qwn account,
moving farther west, she saw no more
of him for three years, until the morning
when he had put into Falea [or fresh {ood
on his way to Tahiti, where he hoped to
sell his ship with what shell there was in
her, and take his way home on thé first
steamer with the fortune by which he was
so strangely come. ) '

Time and rough days had made on him
but surface changes. Bronzed, bearded,
broader than ever, he was still a boy. The
devious ruts of trade had not wrenched the
wagon-wheels of his honesty, but they had
made him a cautious driver. The little
schooner which he had bought for his own
trade had been damned by every seaman in
the port she sailed from; and, being a bit
too crank for comfort in anything like a
breeze, took all the handling her owner
knew. He knewia good deal then; enough,
his friends said, fo know better; but he got
his ship {or a-sorig, knocked a few inches off
her spars, put Some iron. inside her, and
made her stand up with the stiffest.

But the old boat was no more than water-
proof, and, after fourteenimonths’ tender
sailing, Severn had to run'a new stringer
round her to strut out the fibs. Having to
carry the last tie right acrpss the transom,
and knocking through a panel to fix it; he
found a strong box concealed in the bilge,
midway between the paneling and tbe
strakes, i :

The lock was broken and the lid bore
signs of having been pried, but inside it,
sorted as to size and luster, were oveér a
thousand pearls. Seévern kncw enougli of
the trade to reckon in loose figures the value
of his find, and' to know that the half of it
would put him and his beyond want and
work. : :

Then came the question: Whose were
they? Clearly, the vendors of the: boat
knew nothing of its treasure—had not ‘so
much as a susbicion. Tts earlier owners had
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cairied copra, and, dying at sea by some
pestilence, the boat had been sold up to pay
‘their debts. Still further in the! past she
had done a down-coast trade on the Austra-
lian ports, but the nature of it had been for-
gotten. It was certainly not in peatls.

Small wonder, then, that, by Severn's de-
cision, both fitness and justice in the adven-
ture made the treasure his own, nor that,
within a few hours, the schooner was sail-
ing close-hauled and filteen points séuth of
her proper course.

The condition of the boat provided for
the crew an explanation of the change, and
after seven days’ sailing, with fodd running
short, Falea was sighted.

Every man, long a wanderer, is nervous
when he turns for home, and so much the
more when he carries fortune in his pock-
ets; and Severn, who, a dozen times in as
many years, had smelt, unmoved, Death's
brealh upon his cheek, would not on any
less compulsion than starvation-have laid
his boat inside that island lagoon.

It was not so much the ill-repute borne
by the place, nor his more than dislike of
Guydermann and Maclure, as the fore-
boding of some ill should anything inter-
ruptsthis homing flight. But an empty
larder left him no choice, and, three hours
after sunrise, the schooner leaped into still
water through a gullet of foam.

He breakfasted with Guydermann,and the
fat German, with lips even looser than their
wont, proposed a toast to connubial bliss.

“You going to marry?’’ asked Severn.

The other leered.

“Who? ”

The trader cocked his eye at the hill.

“Naura?”

He nodded.

““The devil!” said Severn slowly.

f w‘hen?l)

“Do-morrow, my yong Irent,” gurgled
the other oilily. *You kom joost de dime.”

With a rich disgust f[orsounnaturala union
Severn climbed the hill that alternoon.

He bad met Maclure and his daughter on
the becach that morning, but neither had
mentioned the ‘event. The girl had sprung
at him with pathetic friendliness, as of some
neglected pet, but warmth- wgs so much
part of her that it had not warhed: him of
new troubles. :

. Hefound Naura alone, seated on the mat-
ting in the dark, cool room, looking listlessly
at a heap of silk unon the floor beside her.
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She turned her head at his footstep, but
did not rise.

“Well, child,” he said gently, putting his
hand on Her shoulder, ‘““what's this T hear?
You’re to'be married to-morrow?”’

She shuddered at his touch.

“Don’t!” she said.\\

“Father?” he asked shortly.

She nodded.

“Not you?” he demanded.

Her head sank lower.

“Ugh!” she groaned, shivering.

He walked over to the veranda and
looked out on the lagoon, where his schooner
was being laden with taro and turtle from
a little fleet of canoes.

He turned to beckon the girl, but she was
there behind him. She had stolen over, as
il to keep near him for comfort’s sake.
She read his eyes as he pointed to the vessel,
but shook her head.

“They'd kill you,” she said.

He feared to tell her how far [rom Falea
lay his future and his safety; he could not
risk the secret to Maclure’s suspicions.

“I’'m going straight to Tahiti,” he said,
smiling.

“Tahiti!” she whispered beneath her
breath.

Five minutes later she was laughing, tell-
ing him of all that had befallen since she had
scen him last.

In that time she had become a woman—
a woman, but with a girl’s lightness still
in ber splendid limbs. Severn noted the
strange, indolent buoyancy which had come
to her, as she went about the room making
tca for him.

Then Maclure -came in. He began at
once to talk trade in his scrapy voice, eying
Severn like a leopard crouched to spring.

He asked the schooner’s destination, having -

heard rumors on the beach. i

““Tahiti,” said the sailor, ‘

‘' Made yo’ fortune?” sniffed the other

“Not yet, but the boat’s about made out
her time—coming to pieces.”

“She don’t look a wreck,” said the trader
suspiciously.

"She'll hold together till we get there, I
dcssay.”

“Seems light enough for a home run.
What's in her—pearls?”

“Ay, ten ton of them,” liughed Severn,
but he did not like it.

“Staying for Jock’s wedding to-morrow? "’
went on the other with a leer.
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“No, I'm not, Mr. Maclure,” said the
young man sharp

“Fine fellow, J ock chuckled l'.he trader.
"Nauras that set on him yo"can’t say;
ain’t yo', Naury?” .:

The 'gi;l looked at him with a loathing
terror. ‘‘He’s a devil,” she said very low.

““He knows that what's good’s worth  pay-
ing for,” sneered her father horribly; “and,
dev’| or no, he’ll see some show for hxs mon-
ey, you bet, miss—or he’ll let yo' hear
why.”

Severn got up. He felt, il he stayed long-
cr, he should pull the throat out of this
beast who could sell his daughter o a
drunken satyr and jest at the bargam

“Of at sun-up to-morrew, cap’n?”’ asked
Maclure as he walked:to. the veranda.

'“Early,” replied the sailor cautiously.

Ldoking back, he saw Naura leaning
among the green palms against a pillar of
the balustrade, her head thrown back as if
for air, the glazing look of one abandoned in
her cyes.

“Tofal” he cried to her.

She made a sudden mo.vement with her
arm as if to stop him; then it dropped to
her side.

Severn went down the steep footway to
the shore, through the tangle of liana and
the cleared pa.tc%es of guava, with a tight
hand upon his heart. But [or those trays
of glistening pellets’ out there upon the
water he would, he knew, have shown a
different pair of shoulders to this affair.
True, the concern was none of his; men sold
their daughters every day, and not in the
South Seas only. One could not run a
knife through évery' vﬂlamous barter in
flesh and blood.

Still—Guydermann. and ‘that girll The
thmg was 50 revolting that it.seemed any
man’s business to make it his own.

Yet he did not. If the German had
crossed his path'at that moment he might
possibly have knocked him on thehead; but
only in some gusty riot of justice, not of de-
liberate resolve, And the pearls had done
it. The poor man of six months ago would
have broken a lance somewhere, somehow,
wisely or ‘madly, at the infamy of the thing.
and in the woman's honor. But now! He
was an outcast, a pauper, going back to the
chance of greatn&s, t.he _glamour of wenlt.h
The fume,of life was in his nostnls he
ﬁoultill not breathe in this cold air of risk and

eath.
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Yet, erc he reached the shore, the better
art of him spoke. Might he not.do with
is treasure what he could not-do because of
itt He would go back and outbid Guyder-
mann. Was Maclure likely to prefer.his
pledged credit to a higher pnce?
And Naura should have passage in his
schooner to any port she pleased. She
might return to her mother’s people. At

the thought he faced about and recom-

menced the climb, using the ropes of liana
for clambering short cuts acrpss the wind-
ing way.

Just as the house came into view, the
hazard of his action leaped out at him like a
tongue of flame. If his offer should arouse
Maclure’s suspmons, or put his whetted
muzzle on the scent of pearls, the schooner
rocking in the bay below would never leave
Falea.

Still, there was the man before him; he
must igo on. He reached the veranda,
and glanced past Maclure into the dusky
room for a gleam of his daughter’s dress;
but Naura was gone.

“I'm back to meke you an offer,” he said
forthwith to the'trader. ‘‘You say the Ger-
man down there”’— he nodded at the beach

—*"'knows the worth of what's good. Sup-
pose I know it better?”

"Suppose yo 1do?" said the other, cying

“Well I éo it. You've sold your
daughtcr to that dog, more shame to youl
I'll give You what he's offered, and hali of
it again i

“In shell?” sneered the $cotsman.

“In pearl " replied Sevegn steadily.

“"You've come pretty speedy by a fortune,
haven't yo’, young man?,. I didn’t hear
?oth,l,ng about stones when]you was up herc
ast.”

“ Every one doesn't wear hxs  purse in h:s
mouth,” returned theé sailor. = *'Say this
m[emal deal is off, and.the girl [ree to go
where; she likes, and you may see them
when it suits you. noo

Yo' weren’t thinking what she'd fetch in
'Frisco, by chance?” sparled the other.

“I was thinking a Britisher don’t like to
see his own'blood sold to foreign scoundrels,
even in these parts, Mr Maclure!” cried
Severn hotly.

“Yo’necdn't bawl; she s not there to hear
yo',” said the other denswely

But she was, though, with, the light par-
tition of the room between them. Leaning
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against the wall, as though te draw through
it the sound of his words, her palms spread

‘out on the red boards and her bosom pressed

s0 close against them that her body moved:

as it swelled and sank with deep-drawn-ex-

citement.

“I'm not speaking to her, bui to you,
ir!"” replied the saior. “I've made my

oﬁer and I stand to it; if she don't like it

there’s no mare to be said.”

“No, there ain’t, young man,” said Mac-
lure slowly and malignanlly; *and if you
try to say it again anywhere about my
dung-heap -yo'll get yor answer inside of
yo’. Hear?”,

He turmed on his heel as he said it, and
went into the house: and Severn, seeing
everything at an end, took.the hill path,
feeling none too sale, till he reached the
thicker sheltér of the scrub, from 4. bullet
somewhere in his back,

His reflections, threading the intricate
wood, were, not reassuring. - CertainlyMac-
lure might hdve been disclined to anger a
man who could do him daily mischief, and
from whom he might draw, in the course of
trade, proﬁts even more considerable than
the price of his daughter. It was possible,

hat he found an infamous humor in

ting the gitl's purity—which might
often have reproached him—with the profli-
gate caresses of the man upon the beach.
But it secrned to Severn most likely that he
was determined to wring from that sourcc
what gold ‘he could, and to become pos-
sessed, as well, by some foul experiment, of
whatever fortune the schooner might con-
ceal. So, being back atnightfall on his
boat, and having no white hand to help
hlm‘ he sent the crew below, and, filling a
couple of Winchesters and his revolver.

. hung a kris at his belt; and took his post-on
‘deck 1o see the night through

It was a hall-hour after the-last hght was
out in Falea; and some while yet belore the
dawn, that Severn heard the [aint rhythmlc
splash of what he took to be a paddle, in-
shore, on his lee. It was so much the
merest flicker of sound that, But for its
regulanty, he would have pald no atten-
tion: just the “schlloop”’ af a dipped bladc,
and then the “threep” of its dripping sur-
face. It must have been far away to sound
so thin, nor could Severn, leaning over the
counter, note any moving darkness in that
liquid gult of stars.’
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Instead, the blue vault above him and
the bluc depth beneath, flickering with
gold, and divided only by a black thread of
beach, so oppressed his senses with infinity
that be seemed to swing in heaven with all
the abyss of space about him, He with-
drew his head ior an instant, and closed his
cyes.

With sight suspended, his eats achieved a
finer discriminalion. They decided against
a paddle: the entry was too dull, the drip of
water too tinkling; the source of sound must
be thicker and swung high. Then, sudden-
ly,-after long staring into the night, Severn
laid down his rifie gently on the deck, and'
smiled; loosed the kris in his belt, and leaned
further over the counter. It was a swim-
mer that approached him.

His first misgiving sought the shape of
this attack. Did Maclure think to catch
him papping the casier thus than with a
canoe, and was this fellow coming to cut
the boat’s cable or his throat? His second
thought was sheer wonder that any man for
any price could be found to face the lurk-
ing death in that mile'of water.

The swimmer's strokes grew somewhat
slower and more cautious, Severn could
see the dark bead, where the head pushed
along the water, with a streak of quivering
phosphorescence to right and left. A little
nearer, and the swing aloft of the arm made
a smoky whiteness above the swimmer, and
the drops Bung ofl it fell here and there
about him like luminous pearls. It was
difficult to judge in the darknmess, but the
swimmer's style seemed to Severn not native

to the place; the body was not lifted—the .. wing, to below the knee. ,. It clung now to

lower arm lay always out of sight.

Then, suddenly, the strokes ceased. No
doubt the oncomer. was trying to pick out
the boat’s whereabouts by the black spaces
of her masts against the sky. Severn
shrank even closer to-the gunwale, gnpped
the heavy kris,and measured with his eye
depth the blade woud swing. He mean to
strike between the collar-bone and the neck.

He had lost sight of the floating head, but
the smoky nimbus clung round it again
when it moved. It was coming towards
him. He could see Lthe arm now; strangely
white for an islander’s, but that might be
from the nebulous spray. Againthe strokes
ceased, and the swimmer, close* under the
quarter, turned and ﬂung back:a dripping
head. -

The pale light on the water touched the
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face, and . went, leaving darkness and the
stars; but the knife'had slipped from Sev-
ern’s hand, his head stretched out over the
stern with a hoarse whisper, as though the
world might hear:

““Naura!”

“Aue!” came the answer with a [right--
ened sigh; “is it you?"”

The next instant she was under him, and,
leaning over the counter, he slipped his-
arms bepeath hers to lift her out of the sea.,
But thestrein was beyond ‘his strength, and,
for the moment, [aint with excrtion and ex-
citement, she hung there, breathing hard,
her [ace fallen against his. Then she got
her hands upon the ldw-gunwale, and he
drew her on the deck.

“Child, child!” he whispered brokenly,
with the deadly risk of the.thing damp upon
him, “how dare you.do it?”

Crouching on the deck beside him, her
hedd bent, she reached out her hands and
took his.

“You came back to my father,” she said
shyly.

“You heard, Naurar"

“Aye! you came back for me.”

“To save you from that devil,” he whis-
pered.

“Only that?”*she sighed.

To swim across the lagoon she had
slipped off the skirt of fine fapa and the light
blouse which she wore in a graceful com-
promise of fashions oversea, retaining only
the long sleeveless smock of China silk which
bung over them, and reached {rom a low
square-cut neck, .broidered with beetle

%

her dripping Ggure like a ﬁlm, and the glis-
tening wing-sheaths upon it glittered green-
ly in the starlight as+her breast rose and fell.

Her hair still héld the, scarlet mallows

- she ‘had placed there to’please him, and

their dull, sweét odor drifted like the spicy
trail of an island blown across the sea,

‘mingled with the scent of wet silk and the

salt fragrance of her skin.

“Only that?” she said again.

She shivered as she spoke, and stripping
off his coat, he wrapped it round her shoul-
ders and tied his scar about her throat.

“Little one,” he said, slipping an arm be-
hind her, “I came back to take you any-
where you might choose. You've only to
choose.”

“Anywhere? '’ she whispered w |stl;ully

“Anvwhere.” he replied.
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Her head bent towards bim, his band
tightened about the round, smopth muscles
of her arm.

 Everywhere? "’ she breathed.

He drew her closer, and wrote his answer
upon ber cheek, and she who had only made
love’s acquamtance that alterncbrni Look the
touch of his lips as trustfully as an oath.

So they sat, he with eye and ear alert, for'

all his guardmg arm and his kisses on her

face; she with nestling fingers, her wet skin-

pressed against him in an ecstasy of abdica-
tion, and as obliviots to danger.as the dead.
Severn questioned as {o her {ather, the dis-
covery of her flight, the probable steps for
her recapture, but he might as well bhave
asleed the air.

Then he took her down into his cabin,
producing with apologies the féw rolls of
silks and slamped muslins which were leit
him of his trade. She laughed, and pushed
him through the door; and in balf-an-hour
was again on deck, with a wonderfully
wound bodice of flame-colored China silk
under one of his own duck jackets, and a
skirt of looped muslin over the mats of
white parrot [eathers she had stripped from
the bed. Her [eet were bare, but then her
[eet were lovely, 3nd used to being seen.

He let ber stay with him till he ronsed the
crew, and then seit her below, pledging her
to remam there tjll they were in tile open
sea. The wind bad died at midnight, but
it was breathing qow, and might freshen be-
fore the dawn. @n the chance of its hold-
ing hung, as Seve 'n knew, the lives of all on
board.

The watch stumbled sleepily on deck, and
he hailed them eft, and gave them his orders.

“We’ve to get out of this g hour hence,”.

he concluded, * or we'll rot here till the last
trump: so look shppery."

The dawn was!pink now ﬁbove the land,
and the light of it pmched thé eastern stars
into points of silver. The mirror of the
lagoon bad lost them ere the first cat's-paw

ut a smear of rose over the blue, and above
its purpled roughness the trees grew green
again upon the hill. The gray pigeon’s call
came hoarse across the water, and & flight of

frigate birds rose screaming near the shore’

to flee on thelr thin wings seaward over the
reef.

The schooner s mainsail and jib were set,

the latter. ﬁutu:nng in the light draft ol air..
.cried ‘Severn, and the;

“Heave short!”
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cable began to come aboard. Then as the
anchor was hove, the sky' filled suddenly
with the beating brilliance-of the sun.

- The schooner’s head paid off, the staysail
was.run up, the foresail set, and she stood
slowly out into the lagoon w1th a clapping
ripple at the bow. As she lufed to lay her
course the wind fell, and for an anxious hour
her sails flapped ldly above their white re-
flections while the world woke: ;up on the
land around her.

Tigures began to show in the darkness of
the house doors, and long black shadows
leaped to their feet as theystepped out into
the sun. Very leisurely they moved about,

. those moming people; and if any cast an

eye at the schooner, it ‘showed no keener in-
tereat than curiosity.

So for an hour; but presently, at a point
beneath the hill, man met man till there
was a dark knot of them. Then, like [eath-
ers at a pufl, the little figures parted, run-
ning hither and thither.

Severn, his back against the wheel, turned
a grim glance:to. his armory, “and found
Naura at his side. Her eyes met his frown
of reproach.

“I couldn’t,” she pleaded.

His eyes went back to the beach.

“He-knows?”

Na&'a. nodded.

“Will you go back?” he questioned.

Her head shook vigorously.

“Die here!" she said.

A canoc was filling on the beach. A .mile
away, on that clear morning; one could hear
the ring of gun-barrels-handed aboard. As
it pushed off, the surfacc .of the lagoon
was scratched by the wind, the schooner
lurched indolently to port, and nodded. for-
ward a pace or two through the water.

For another instant she hung, but the
purple decpened upon the bay, and with a
dip of her peaks, like a dallying woman, and
a dandng {eather of spray at her [orel'oot
she stopd on towards the pass; the canoe,
hard driven, [rothing vainly after her.

With one last coquettish impulse, as she
jibed to clear the reef, she stood erect to
shake ber shiveriog ‘canvas, like a laugh, at.

.her pursuers; but then the white sails Glled,
“the water shrilled.about her bows, and ﬂy-

ing down the silver way, she broke, plumed
with spray, like an escaping bird through its
thuriderous foam, into the open splendor of

‘the sca.
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F YOU find your business too
monotonous, try cattle trading
in East Africa. It is onc of
the liveliest of occupations. Un-
friendly savages are likely to shoot poisoned
arrows at you and lions and leopards haunt
your trail. There are few dull days, and
you inake money. As to the commercial
side, you can buy cows in the farming sec-
tion along the Uganda Raihvay for from ten
to fifteen dollars each and, alter driving the
animals across the country to the villages
of the natives, you can trade a cow [or
twenty-five fine shcep, each of which is
worth from two to three dollars in the civil-
ized setllements. . You have realized a
profit of about one hundred per cent. and
have had adventure.

With about fifty head of good cattle, some
donkeys and twenty porters, I started on a
Irek to the Masai tribe. Alter a rather toil-
some trip over the rolling hills and through

* the bush of Southern Guesherno we came at
last to the Amala River. Here, for the
greater protection of the cattle and also for
a headquarters while trading with the
Masai, I determined to establish a perma-
nent camp. On a gentle slope a liltle way
up from the clear waters of the Amala I di-
rected the building of a house of grass, wéod
and mud for mysell and a kitchen and four
huts for the porters. For the caltle we
constructed a boma or stockade of thorn
trees. The donkeys we hobbled in [ront of
niy house. Less than a quarter of a mile
away was the edge of a forest, which, I soon
discovered, was a favorite haunt of lions.

That night when all seemed snug and
peaceful there arose a great :sommotion
among the donkeys outside my door. The
noise of their frightened Jee-haws was
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almost instantly rcenforced by yells. In a
few seconds I was outside. The night was
peculiarly black. I could see nothing, but
suddenly a2 body bumped against mine and
I toppled over backward. Jumping to my
feet again, I madc out the dark forms of the
donkeys. They had pulled up theirstakesand
were stampeding. Overin the doma I heard
the poundings of many hoofs and the sounds
of breaking and crashing. Some of my men
now ran up and told ine that lions had stolen
up to the doma on the far side, that the cat-
tle had broken through the thorn saplings
in their fright and, with .the lions behind
thcem, were running into the forest. By this
time I could hear the deep purring of the
lions myseif. ’ ]

Shouting to my carriers and Lumbwa
spearmen to light fire-brands, I ran into the
house, seized my largest rifle, a .§77 express,
a shotgun, and a .303 magazine rifle.
Thrusting the latter two into the hands of
gun-bearers and cglling to everybody to
come on, I'stumbled over the uneven ground
toward the mass of blackness which marked
the forest. Big drops of rain began to [all;
in a moment there was a furious downpour,
accompanied by terrific thunder and flashes
of lightning which it up the forest strangely.
Our fire-brands flickered and went out.
Still we pushed on, picking our steps in the
almost incessant illumination of the light-
ning. .

In a little while we came upon a group of
sheep. They were huddied together, shak-
ing with fright. I ordered some ol the men
to try to drive them slawly back to.camp,
but when this was attempted we [ound that
the creatures were too terrified tomove. It
was necessary to carry them back one by
onc. [or this work my Kaverondo per-
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ters proved of little use; they were about as.
frightened . as the sheep, The Lumbwa-

& armen, however, did good’service and

ally we had all the animals Uneeimore in.

the broken boma. Nothing ‘further could
be done that night and, with my clothes
soaked [rom the rain, I went back to the
house. ) i

AtdawnI aroused my men and again we
went into the forest. There was no diffi-
culty in following the course my animals had
taken in their flight. It was marked by
many broken bushes. In a few moments
we found another'group of huddled sheep.
I started them, in charge of (Kaverondos,
back to camp, while I and the spearmen
went on aflter the cattle. After a tramp of

about a mile through the dripping under-

brush we came upon the tracks of lions.
The indications were that at least a dozen
beasts had pursued my live-stock.

At last the sun came out and I found an
open place, where I rested and dried my
clothes. The spearmen had been sent in
various directions to look for lions, with
orders that when they saw any of the beasts
they were to whistle, I soon heard this
signal and ran in the direction from which
it came, with my rifle ready for a lion. But
I saw"only a grinning spearman who was
pointing down :tg slope to a grassy place,
where I percei some_ aniraals grazing.
These were zebra, and among them were
my donkeys, fee 'ng peacefully. Knowing
that we must bp careful not to scare the
zebras, because jin this event the donkeys
would be likely jto gallop off with them; I
directed some of the spearmen to creep up
quietly, and sent another party around in
front to try to head thedonkeysoff. When
the spcarmen drew near, the heads of the
zebra came up suddenly from the grass and,
with their tails in the aif, the’ animals
scampered .off. ‘The donk ys Were starting
after them;, but strange tofay; they turned
suddenly ‘when they saw the men, andicame
trotting in our direction as if relieved at
finding human protection once more.

‘In casting my cyes over the sweeping
landscgpe for the missing cattle I happened
to see some vultures circling slowly over a
distant hill. Beinganxious to find out what
the birds were feeding upon, I'sent two of
my best runners toward them and followed
cautiously myself, talung care to keep out
of sight as much as possible, because vul:
tures, when they see -a man, will mlslead
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him by soaring away and swooping down in$
another place. The only certain method of

locating the vulture’s real feeding-spot is
to ‘conceal one’s self-when close enough to
make accurate obscrvatlons, and there to
takenoteof theexact vicinity overwhich the
birds are hovering. I did this and then
proceeded rapidly. On my way I met. the
two runners,-who came toward me leaping
with joy. This meant, I thought, that all
the cattle were sale, but instead of this, th
runners told me that they had seen 'ﬁve
lions feeding on a big ox.

I followed them and in a few moments
just efter we had rounded a hillside, the
men pointed to the lions. They were down
the hill a little way, where the scrub;was
thin, gorging themselves on one of my best
animals. Fearing that the cartridges in the
rifles might be damp, I changed them as we
moved forward slowly. When we were
about a hundred yards from the feeding
beasts I ordered my companions to stop
where they were while I crept on to a bush
just ahead. . I took with me my §77_ex-
press, Whlch was rather careless of me; for
the reason that it Is always wise tokeep the
heaviest gun in reserve for the emergency of
a charge, when, unless you kill with a single
shot, you are likely to be done for.

Crouchmg behind the bush, I took careful

t a big lioness and dropped her wilh
ullet in the spine. In a few seconds I
ﬁred again and anojher lioness rolled on her
back. I had picked out the lionesses first
becausc [emales arc always the more dan-
gerous at close quarters. The three lions
lifted their heads [rom the meat and peered’
in my direction, apparently undecided
whether to charge or to clear away in the
scrub. Threwing out the empty shells and
reloading, I'settled this question for them
by quick shots.which caused two of them
to drop. My gunbearer had run up, and,
snatching from him the .303 rifle, I hit the
fiith lion in the stomach. He jumped into
the bush, snarling furiously.

Fo]lowu:g cautiouslywithmy .303andsee-
ing no sign of him, I went on more boldly.
A heavy grunt close behind startled me.
I turned quickly; the lion was romping in
my direction! I fired and struck him. For
an instant he hesitated, then came on again.
Once more I fired; aga.in he paused, but only
for an instant. I let himhaveanothershot.
and noticed as he advanced that he was
dragging his [ront paw. Each time he had
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saused I had retreated a few [eet, and still
1ad room in which to use my rifle. I fired
1gain, and the beast made a desperate rush.
( was becoming angry at him. Did he have
rine lives? I hoped not, because I had only
ne charge lelt. :

Reahzmg the vital importance of not
wasting this in a [utile shot, I tried to dodge
iround a big ant-hill. But with limping
>ounds - the beast drew nearer. All too
vividly I could see his gleaming tecth and
the fury in his eyes. When he was so close
that I could almost have struck with my
zun, I steadied myself (or my final shot. 1t
was now or never. The beast’s big head
and chest were so near that I could bardly
miss, and when I pulled the trigger he
reared on his hind legs and fell backwards,
dead at last.

Being somewhat out of breath, I rested
for a few moments and then went back to
where one of ke Lionesses was giving vent
to mournful roars. I quickly put her out of
her misery and then ordered some of my
boys to skin her. All were fine lions; two
were tawny, and the one which so nearly
ended me had a beautiful black mane.
Alter inspecting the skins with considerable
satisfaction we again took up the search for
the missing cattle. In a little while we
came upon the remains of a young ox upon
which a lion had been feeding. I saw his
tracks, but could not find the lion himsellf.
Not until the sun was low did I give up the
cattle hunt. I was much discouraged, hav-
ing lost forty head of cattle.

My depression, however, lasted only until
the next forenoon. At daybreak I had sent
out some spearsmen to take a last look for
the cattle, and in about five hours they re-
turned in triumph with all but six. It was
apparent that only the lions I had killed had
made the attack upon the live-stock. This
was a little odd, for there were many lions
in the forest and surrounding country.

Their abundance was brought strongly to
my attentiorr three or four days afterward
when I went out for meat one morning.
Not intending to shoot much, I had tdken
only five rounds of ammunition. Alter
killing a hartebeest and another antelope,
which I left with three of my boys to skin,
Istarted back to.camp with three cartridges.
I had 2 mount that morning, a good pony,

and was riding carelessly along a hillside
dotted. here and there with pagﬁxes of scrub
and bushes, when the strong dflor of a lion
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suddenly assailed my nostrils. I jumped
from my pony and snatched the rifle from.
my gun-bearer. A few ‘feet ahead was a
clump of bushes. Leaving the pony with
the gun-bearer, 1 advanced cautiously,
making a little detour to get a good view of'
the other sideof the bush without approach-
ing too close to it. Around the edge of the
thin foliage I saw a large Lioness beating the
ground softly with'her tail and crouching for
a spring.

I knew that she could reach me in twa
jumps and that there was no time to lose.’
Forgetting in my haste that there was'a
good cartndge in my-rifle, I lifted the bolt;
and pulled it back. A good cartridge flew'
out, leaving me with .6nly two charges.
Aumng carefully, I ﬁ ed.and hit the lioness
in the shoulder. fell over on one side
but, recovering herselI made a limping
bound toward the shelter of another bush.
As far as she was concerned, I was safe, but
the echo of my: shat had not died away be-
[ore her mate, a fine lion with a long mane,
stiddenly came out from a piece of scrub
about\a hundred yards away and gazed at
me. I fired my last cartridge at him and
missed.

The lion did not move. We stared at
each other for a moment. QOut of the
corner of my eye 1 happened to catch a
glimpse of a tawny head in another bush.
I glanced about now, arfd was astonished
to see that lions were looking out [rom
numerous clumps of scrub.

Being defenseless ‘against their power[ul
teeth and paws, I realized that the best thing
to do was to remain as quiet as possible.
So I sat down on the grass and counted the
animals. Including cubs, there were just
twenty of them. I never wanted a few
cartridges so much in my life, but since I
had none I returned to where my-gun-
bearer was holding the pony, and circling
around the scrub, went back to camp. ' All
night I could. ‘hear the lidns lifting up their
voices in deep;grunts and dismal roars.

Early in the morning, accompanied by
my gun-bearer and a few of. the boys, I went
to the scrub in which the wounded lioness
had sought refuge. Here the grass was
much trampled and the bushes broken, indi-
cating that all the lions had lain around the
lioness in the night. The tracks also indi-
cated that at least half a dozen had accom-
panied her to the spring to drink. This was
the same spring from which my boysg ob-
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tained water for the camp. We returned

toward it, following the lions’ spoor, which
told me that the wounded female had Been
surrounded by the others.©  ° :

Seemg nothing, of -the- lionss at ; the
spring, we followed their tracks for about
threc ‘miles, when, a little ah mI
saw the lioness licking her wound: She had
not observed ime:yet. To obtain a good’
shot, I shouted to her. She lifted her head
and I dropped her. with a bullet through her
brain. At this instant a lion jumped into
view. I took a flying shot at him and
clipped off about two feet of his tail as he
went bounding away in the scrub.

He was undoubtedly themate of the dead
lioness and had suffered a serious loss, be-
cause a lion and lioness usually stalk game
together, and the lioness does most of the
work. The mate alarms the antelope and
other animals with loud roars, thus starting
them on a stampede. The lioness crouches
in thei probable path and when they come
rushing along leaps upon the back of the
nearest animal, puts a paw around the neck
and breaks it. Because lionesses almost
always do the kLilling they spring more
quickly than do their male companions and
are more dangerous in an encounter.

Not long after this experience I went out
one morning to shoot a zebra or two for
meat. Picking oyt a big one, I fired, but he
had begun to run for the bush and I did no
better than to hit him in the flank. He
continued on his way and I shouted to one
of the two boys who accompanied me to
follow him, while I dropped another zebra.
Intent upon my ?wn work, I was startled’
alter a little igteryal by he ing loud cries.:
“ Bwena, Bwana, lewarol ™ Y runner was
calling my own name, telllng ine that he had,
come upon a lion; I follpwdd the sound of’
his voice swiftly; and in a moment saw,
among the trees the zebra I'hdd shot, pros-:
trdate now, with two lions beginning to feed’
upon its body. One of them, a fémale, was:
licking the bl from the zebra's flank.
where my bullet had made the wound.

My boy evidently desired to impress me.
with’ his courage; for when he saw mc he:
advanced toward the lioness with his;
spear) foohsh]y trying to drive heroff. She
turnﬁ upon ‘him with a sparl, leaped and:
bore him to the ground. Her bxg teeth were!
tearing ! 'away | the flesh on his chest: and
shoulders when I.ran up, placed; the ba.rrel|
of my nﬂe against her head and fired. : She;
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rolled over, and I dragged my runner out
from:ibeneath her legs. The mate oi ‘the
hone& had disappeared.

M y man was badly lacerated. I got him
on my shoulder and, after staggering along
with him for a quarter of a mile, laid him
down' under a tree and sent the- other boy
back to camp for aid. When we got him in
I bat.hed his wounds with a strong sdlution
of permanganate of potassium, bound them
up as well as ible, and laid him:on an
army. cot. e wound finally hez.led but
the shoulder tendons had been so torn that
the boy never fully recovered the use of his
right arm. .

Lions continued to harass my cattle.
One afternoon a boy whom I had directed
to take some cows to graze came to my tent
with the cheerful information that lions had
got the cattle. At once I organized a party
and tracked the live-stock sixieen miles
down the Magor River. They had traveled
rapidly, evidently urged onward by a frenzy
of fear. The tracks were plain enough by
day ight, but we lost them in the darkness.
I called 2 halt, had the'boys build a big fire
and prepared to sleep. Every few minutes
we would hear the roar or deep grunt of 2
prowling lion. Suddenly just as I was about
to roll, mysell in my blanket, I was startled
by eat crashing in the underbrush.

Thé sound of breaking branches and the
snapping of small trees rapidly grew louder.
It was evident that the animals, whatever
they were, were making directly for:our
camping-place. Seizing my rifle and shout-
ing to the boys to be ready, I peered anx-
iously into the darkness beyond the fire-
light. I expected to be conlronted by the
lowered horns of rhino, and was astonished
when, instead of these, the heads of my own
cattle came into view. They bad, becn
attracted by the fire. Some instinct told
them' that here was safety from their ene-
miesiof the forest.

A humber of the boys ran out to round
them up. We drove them to a level grassy.
place within reach of the firelightand I ar-
ranged for the boys to guard them in three
watches until the sun came up. The cattle
sank; ,we:mly on the grass, exhausted lgy their
flighé. When I counted them I found that
only|two were missing. We drove: them

_back!to camp that‘day and I indulged.in no

unnecessaty delays in exghanging them fdr
sheeg and getting out of t]:u?‘ country. of too
many lions, -



CHAPTER 1

‘fTHE UNDERTAKING

o ORBI\I do yo' want my place at
8 the P emtentnary’ " Macdropped

s. limply inLo my big chair.

). “You ought to know,” said I.

"You ve had a few days of it But whai's

up?”

Mac rolled his quid and spat gloomily
into the grale.

“T’ve got a chance to go on thestafl at
the Post Clinic,” he rumbled in his dccp bass.
“But I’m not goin’ to leave unless yo’ will
take my place at the Pen.”  As he glowered
at the fire, he looked like a man just off 2
sick-bed.

“What have youbeendoingall this week,
Mac? I had just decided to look you up
to-night, to sce il you werestill living. What
have they done to you? You look down
and out.”

“I feel right much that way. Theah’s
hell to pay oveh theah, Corbin,” he growled.
*“Tell me all about it.” ;

“I don’t know all about it. But this is
somc of it.. They've only had a regular
prison doctoh oveh theah {o’ about a yeah,
an’ it didn't work well. Duffield, the first
man on the job, did what he saw ’em all
doin’—grafted. He sold places in hospital
to any prisoncr that could pay erough. He
sold the drugs furnished by the Depaht-
ment and stuck to the money; an’ mo’ to
the same tune. Of co'se the -aftin’ was
to be expected, but the sick mer: lay in their

cells an’ made a lot of trouble fo’ thescrews.™
So he got both the crooks an’ screws down
on him, somebody raised a holleh, an’ Brer
Duffeld left in the night, or he'd be wearin’
stripes himself a whole lot. Then two other
men tried the place. Didn’tstay three days.
An’ when I appeared to ’em a few days ago,
they didn’t do a thing 1o me/”

“In what way?"” I interposcd.

“LEvery way!” said Mac fervently. “The
crooks have about as much use fo’ a doctoh
as the devil has fo’ skates. Besides, onc of
the prisonehs, the ‘drug ohdcrly, has been
workin’ the hospital graft an’ has all the
keepers backin’ him. I neveh did find out
how he gets his pull.”

“But,” 1 objected, “it seems to me that
anyhody who would run a straight, honcst
strvice could down that .crowd—unless, of
course, some of the higher powers come in
for a rake-off.” ‘

“They don't. So that was just what I
tried; .an’ I thought I was goin’ to land.
But justasI thought. I was gettin’ on to my
job I ran afoul anotheh snag. Thc Head
Matron haskerlittleol’ graft on thewomen’s
sidean’ I stepped on its tail befo’ cveh I saw
it. ' Yo' can see my finish—yo' know I
can’t fight a lady.”

“So you want me to do it!”’ said I crisply.
“Thank you, but I'm getting a pretty good
service at the City Hospital.”

“Now yo listen tome, Corbin. Thisis a
heap betteh sehvice an” yo are quite some-
body oveh theah, if you can make it go.
Yo' live in, an’ are wel] cored {o’. It'll give
. "Kcepers. /
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yo’ lots of time to prepare fo yo’ Ahmy
exams. The Heod|Matmn is away now fo’
a week. "An’ if yo’ can do t.hat damned !
Dutchman—the drug ohderly—yo can
make good|” Mac was solemnly impressive.
His 'pose was ever that of one who had
drunk the lees andihad nothing Jéft to feel.
But' now he showed minute signs which
from long acquaintance I knew to mean em-
barrassment. “Besides,” he began again,
“the’s a whole lot. of unnecessary sufferin’
oveh theah an’ thee—Damn it all, Corbin,
I hate to feel like 3 quitteh! I want the
Post Clinic sehvice; but, if yo’ don't go to
the Pen I don't go- tothe P.C. Ii yo' will
the thing thmugh I'll feel most as
well’s if I had done it myself!”
It was highest proof of his trust he was
E:ymg me—asking me to “make good” for
im.
“WhendoIgo on?" Iaskedsuddenly, and
a flush in Mac’s hollow cheeks was better
than thanks.
“Monday mawnin’,” said he buoyantly.
*Then there’s no time to spare,” said I,
reaching for pad and pencil. “You'd better
give me what points you can, right now, {or
it may be your last'chance, this being Satur-
day night.”

1)

“It sure will.  shall be right busy till
Morday ‘mawnin’,’ said he. “I've got to
get the swap fixed; up.”

as complete as own, I. left all that to
him, at once proceeding to question him on
my new duties and difficulties.

Some of the nofes I took that night lie
before me now, and bring back afresh scenes
to defy the pen of Hugo, the brush . of
Hogarth. Oaly the urging o prejudiced
[riends, and no prsumpuon on my part, is

HowhediditI %evér knew. Witha trust

to blame for my making this rpugh attempt .
to set I:ln. em before you. If ppenings
of the|days that followed aré not plemng I

have no: apology, no explanation—except
that they bappened in the year 190-, and
I was: ‘not consulted. The ml)lte ran: -
“He orderly, runs hospital. t
rid ofelﬁm %?ﬁe’ll kn{ie you. Don't glve
. him a chance to dope you.  Almost got me.’
Then - iollowed sdme cautions about :the
Head Matron, endm

is the devil.”: I?on't bother the Warden

-with questlons, ask the Dep. (Deputy%

Wardén). You can counton the Dcp at {
the start. Also Kinney.”
For: some jlme I didn't interrupt hlm

—=Let her olone. She

i island prison.
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'Hls every word was to the point, d_ I
konew their importance. This was plainly

! no boy'sgame. When he paused I humed!y
! ran over my notes.
: "Almost got you? How’s that, Mac?
i Dnd e try to poison you?”
: never did know. I had a so’ throat
an’ started to-fix a gargle. I was ca!led

", away an set the chlorate of potassium | down

in the window. When I came back an’
Anished fixin' the stuff somebody had put
the cyamde bottle wheh I left the chlorate,
both of 'em had lost theah labels, an’ one
gargle would have made me fit to plant.
Co’se it couldn’t be proved on anybedy.

“I sure came mighty neah snuffin’ out,
an’ if I had, it would have gone as an acci-
dent. It wasa prisoneh prevented it——"’
And Mac seemed to reminisce, with a
puzzled look on his tired face

“How?"” I jogged him up. “ Who was it?”

“Fello’ I never did see belo’. Kind o’
queeah 'bout that. I bad it all ﬁxed an’
just as I was goin’ to take a face-full o' the
stuff somebody says, quiet but mighty sharp,
‘Bettah smell it!” An theah stood a man I
neveh did see befo’ or since.

“Riley, the -hospital keepeh, said his
name was Dan Wheeler. I recollect that
because I asked Riley this mawnin’ wheah
he waf*—intendin’ to thank him fo’ headin
me off~—and Rx!ey said: ‘Betteh let Dan
Wheeler alone.’ By the way, Corbin, that
Riley ain’t balf bad, fo’ a screw. He will
booze, an’ goes on a drunk every Monday
night, but he can help yo' a lot about’ the
bospital if yo' handle him right.”.:

“Remembeh, yo' all will have all the
“balance o’ the screws an’ all the crooks dead
against yo’ at the start. Then yo’ are bound
to get the head gralteh, the drug ohderly; Y.
out o' yo’ way. Yo've ]ust got it to do,
yo' neveh can get loe yo patients, o' give
them a square sehvice.” He stopped- to
look at his watch, “But I must go -So
long! I surely am obliged to yo’ fo t]:us'”
And hedepartgd, to be scen no more fordays.

CHAPTER II
WITHIN PRISON WALLS

MONDAY morning as I lugged my bags
up the graveled walk I looked curious-
ly at the frowning front of the blg gray,
It seemed sing la.rly| dark
and threatening.
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I rang a bell at the heavy central door,
It opened and disclosed a grim, blue-coated
keeper ‘of severe and portly dignity.

“I'm the new Doctor,” said I mildly.
“Where'll 1 find the Deputy Warden?”

“First door to the right,” in a tone of
weary resignation. I passed on, feeling
very small, to the open door indicated.

The Deputy Warden was dictating to a
striped stenographer, two other convict
clerks were writing at separate desks. The
Dep. did not look up, but deliberately fin-
ished his letter. Meanwhile the two under
clerks studied me with open curiosity, ex-
changed one glance, then bent their close-
cropped heads again over their work. The
Dep. looked like a Tenderloin police captain
—not a bad sort, as men go. But he had
Iong rubbed aga.mst the séamy side, which
is also soiled. When he had finished dictat-
ing he wheeled in his swivel chair, pinned
me with his official glare and barked:

“Well?”

Now, although I was predisposed to like
the man and had been told he was friendly,
I didn’t like to be barked at. So I very
deliberately and silently produced my card.
It had borne the “Dr.” only a few months
and I was very conscious of the title. His
dgputys}uP was thereupon pleased (o be
jocular. ““Ohko! So you're the next victim,
are you, Doc?”

113 No. ”

“What? Not?" said he, laughing with
mstant appreciation. “Well, if that'’s the

you feel about it, perhaps you're not.
Shake"' he said suddenly, rising and offer-
ing his hand.

He seemed to like the grip he got, and
surveyed my six-foot-one with conditional
approval.

"“But,” be began again suddenly, with a
keen glance at close range, “there’s nothing
in "7 It was a question; and still his
manner left something to be desired. So
again I shook my hea.d slowly as I said:

“No. Guess again.’

“Give it up.”

“Well, Lwant the practise,and—" I judged
he'd apprecial.e that part; soin a lower tone
I hnished: “I want to make good for Mac!”

If I had laid claim to humane or mis-
sionary motives the shot would have gone
wild, but this seemed to strike him right.

“More power L' your elbowl!” said he.
“But it’s a man’s job, all ng£ Anything
I can do for you?” i

i
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“I think not, right, now. Thank you.

Later I'll ppake life a burden to you " The
clerks we%} writing still with impassive
faces, but Go word was missed.

“Any time. It’spart of - my job.” Turn-
ing toward‘the door he shouted. * Joe!”
A small Hebrew trusty popped in from the
bell-boy bench in the hall.

“#Joe is your boy, Doctor.” The head
clerk, an unusually fine looking fellow, here
caught my eye significantly at this change-
from fan'uhar “Doc.” "“Keep him busy if
you can,” the Dep. was saying. “You'l
find him willing. And if he doesn’t jump
when-you call, send him to me.”

My room was nght at Lhe head of the
long stairs leading’ yp-from the main hall.
Opposite the door a l'arge iron-barred win-
dow let in the morning sun and looked
across the river. By the side of the win-
dow, at the head .ol a neat iron bed, a
speaking-tube coniected with the hospxtal
, After unpacking and putting the rcom to
rights I dismissed Joe and sat down in the
broad window-seat to collect my wits and
to enjoy the Winter sunlight. I filled my
pipe and as I looked for a place to scratch
a match I saw lying on the cushion beside
me a strip of paper. Some words were
typewrittcn on the other side. I turned it
over and read:

.

*Cough medicine.” Verbum Sap. DBur this.

The first two words alone were in quota-
tion. It was certain the paper was not in
the window-seat, when-I entered the foom,
for my first move had been to try the
cushions. It must have been given to Joe
by somebody in the office. I lit my pipe, set
fire to the paper and watched jt burn. It
was either a well-meant hint or a silly joke.
Perhaps time would tell what it meant; I
would bear the two words i in mind.

As I recalled Macs svarious warmngs,
the stillness began t0 seem oppressive.
It became the quiet of stern repression—
like the hush on a firing-line before balttle.
A sense of something- coming, like nothing
but the night-terror .of childhood, giew
strong and stronger until I felt I must go
to meet it. The shriek of the speaking-
tube whistle close to my ear brought me
up standing with a jump.

“Hello! Doctor?”

llYes ”

“You're wanted in the hospital at once.’

I found Joe in the lower hall and he
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piloted me out into the long corridor of the
prison proper. The door was opened by a
leonine old Irishman whose voice—*‘call it
the” bull’s Bellow, the mule's warble:

‘“Are ye the Docther?” -Holding out a
huge paw. '

“I am."

“Me name’s Kinney—Guwan ye lillle scut!
Take the Docther up U’ the haspitall”

It was easy to see that Kinney’s rough-
ness was all outside. And I soon found that
all the keepers spoke to their charges in an
imitation of his rough roar. Lacking his bi
man’s-heart, howgver, they only succeedeg
in insulting every man they addressed.

I did my best against the old fellaw's
crushing grip and f{ancied there was a
twinkle of humorous sympathy in his clear
blue eyes.

Riley, the day keeper, met me-at the
stairway door. "He was a “good fellow”
who couldn’t refuse a drink—his nose and
breath spoke for the past and present—and
he was just then in the [oxy stage. Doubt-
less he too saw ‘before him *the next vic-
tim.” He saluted as I entered, winked his
ofi eye at onc of the striped nurses and
turned hirself loose:

“Good morning, Doctor! Sotry to dis-
turb you, Doctor, before sick-line, But
this man wouldn’t be quiet till I sent for
you. And—"

“Where is the patient?” I interrupted
coolly, steppingipast bim and looking down

the long ward. | Every man, bed-case, con--

valescent, graftdr and attendant, was listen-
ing. = i =,
“Patient, Ddctor? Yes, Doctor! Cer-
tainly; Doctor! I This way, Doctor!” With
suddenly obsequious haste he jumped past
me and waddledjdown the pisle between the
beds, waving his arms rigltt and left, as if
clearing a passage througha crowd. '
. The patient was only:g boy. His face,
now drawn with pain, wad neither hard nor
vicious; his eyes appealed for tenderness,
for reliel, yet were filied with a hopeless ‘cer-
tainty of suffering and cruelty. What else
could:he, aicrook, expect? It required only
one vblﬁspéred question and goe light ex-
plqm‘,ory pressure o the hand to make sure
that he had acute appendicitis. I was espe-
cially’ carefpd not to cause any pain, to com-
plete'the examination very thoroughly and
gently, and I must have overdone it a bit,
for his eyes not only lost their dreary hope-
lessness and filled with a dao-like oratitnde
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but they were soon swimming. His lifs
began to tremble and his voice broke. '

So I put the thermometer in his mouth,
took his wrist in one hand and my watch in
the other. Then there followed that two
minutes of quiet which is so soothing and so
favorable to a suggestive mood on the part
of the patient.

I turned to the “trusty” nurses: “Fill a
large icebag half full of cracked ice the
size of a walnut, please.” Then, turning
to Riley: “Where is the drug orderly?”’

Now Riley was Irish (had you guessed it?)
and I learned later that he had had appendi-
citis himsell. Anyhow, his tone was altered
as he answered.

“Drug orderly? Yes, sir.” Then turned
and yelled loudly, ‘““Henry! Here!” Asis
the custom of all good *screws.”

A soggy, thick-necked figure, standing be-
fore the drug-cabinet at the end of the ward,
picked up a paper pad and sauntered slowly
toward us. His face was of a: brutal, Ger-
man type—retreating head, wide nostrils,
prognathic mouth and jaw—and wore a
beastly, insolent smirk. He dodged my eye
and cast a léok of vicious menace at the
sick boy, who turned his white face toward
me with fearful pleading. It was hard to
believe that all the sick men in the prison
had for months been at thie mercy of this
repujsive animal.

“While I was giving him the. prescription
his 'small, shifty eyes wandered to the at-
tendants. They had filled the ice-bag and
were now carefully turning down the bed-
clothes. Suddenly the German interrupted
me by a snarling oath. Seizing the ice-bag
with one hand and stripping down the
covers with the other, he was about to jam
the bag hard down on the naked, flinching
DLody of the Lﬁaﬁent, when I wrenched it
from him with enough force to throw. him

- prone, almost across the boy’s body. But I

was on the right side of the bed with every
muscle tense and itching from this wanton
brutality. As he pitched forward I caught
his outstretched arm with a backward twist
that turned him half round and he fell
against Riley with a scream of pain.

“Now see here!” I said, holding in with
difficulty. “I'll try to run this case! You
get that medicine—get it right nzowf—and
bring the botles herel” - He went, rubbing
his shoulder and muttering under his breath.

But as I turned back toward the patient,
still hot with riseust. mv elance was ar-
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rested with a shock which drove everything
from my mind by the figure of a manstanding
at the foot of the bed! The greenish-amber
eyes gave me a shiver such as I once felt
when facing a roused rattler. They glowed
with a dull fire beneath straight heavy
brows, - The features were sharply cut, the
mouth mercilessly grim, the chin deep-cleft
and massive. For a moment I seemed par-
alyzed. Then, as a-sword [rom a deep
thrust, the eyes were withdrawn from mine;
and with the lithe, noiseless step of a panther
he moved away,

Even in the ugly prison stripes it was a
figure to comumand attention. In shirt-
sleeves, his linen, in contrast to the convicts’
checked shirt, was white and spotless, with
a white tic,and a fine white handkerchief
tucked in his vest; his grizzled hair (not
convict-clipped) well groomed on a hand-
some head; with the torso of a young gladi-
ator and the easy carriage of a boxer he had
a sort of repcllant charm from which I freed
myself with an efort saying to myself;
‘“Raffles, raised to the nth power!”

CHAPTER III

DAN WHEELER

W:H.EN I had personally sten my direc-
tions carried out I made my frst
round of the ward. It seemed that the con-
victnurses had kept onlypartial chartsof the
bed cases. And the ward, although clean,
needed better ventilation. It was also evi-
dent that there were a number of gralter
‘“‘convalescents’” who needed weeding out.
All this time I felt that not a move or a
word of mine was missed by the man of the
white linen. Yet, in his noiseless padng of
the ward, he looked at me no more than at
.the attendants, who gave him the full width
of the aisle. Such was the impression he
made on me that Fremember almost nothing
of my first round of the women's ward.
It took only a few minutes and when I
came back through the little office the man
stood in a Napoleonic attitude lobking out
at ‘the. river. Even bis repose :spoke ol
power and menace. As if injfear, every
man kept at a distance, and asthe stood in
proudly contemptuous silence hi seemed the
embodiment of loneliness. His#&inister pres-
ence, nevertheless, seemed: to fill that ward
as an electric charge fills-a: gn jar. .
Even the German, though buliily rattling
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his bottles as he filled his drug-box for sick-
line, by his véry bravado showed his hare
in the strange subjection. i’

For my part, although I knew that the
sick-line was to be the test by which the.
prison s a whole would size up “the next
victim,” I was relieved when the bell rang
and; with Henry at my heels, I went down
into the main prison. , '

Each gang of prisoders (rom the quarries
filing in1n close lock-step; with the long row
of striped legs swinging in unison, looks very
like a huge black and white centipede. Now .
and then, as a man in‘the line passes the head
keeper at the door he raises his right band.
A nod from old Kinney, and the man steps
out of the line of his ‘gang to take his place
at the end of the sitk-line which is forming
along the outer wall.

This morning there are fifty-odd men in
line, and I know that half of them are prob-
ably malingerers—*fakers’’—come to try
out the new doctor. There is, moreover,
among prisonersand keepers alike an air of
relaxed discpline, of anticipation. This,
too, I know is tolérated by the keepers as
a part of my initiation. |

But it mustn’t Jast long. Now and then
old Kinney bellows: ‘“Step lively, there!"
in a deafening roar, or a keeper barks sharp-
ly at his gang—*'Close up, there!” For all
this must be finished on time. The doctor
mustn’t delay the game—he must be quick
with his diagnesis and prescriptions—or
everybody’s dinnei will be cold and all the
prison machinery thrown: out of gear.

Iam already listening to the gruff or whin-
ing complaints as the men come up in turn.
First, a hoarse rasp of a voice: .

“An awful, cough,” Doctor!” (Hollow
example.) “And a painin' here all the time.”

“For how long?” clapping stethoscope to
his chest. -

“About two weeks.” " )

‘“‘Breathe deep! Agein/” Then, tumning
to Henry, “Brown Mixture—q. 3 h. Nex!”

“Comel Step livelyl” bellows Kinney.

The man takes his first dose from the tin
cup, gives tier and number to Henry, and
passcs on to the: dinner-line. Meanwhile
the next man is intoning a nasal whine ‘of
rheumatism. After a brief test I am sus-
picious, so turn to Kinney.

“UP to the hospital for the alterdoon.—
next!” Kinney lakes him off the list of his
gang and checks his name for hospital with-
out'demur. This device is mine. While it
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gives me an opportunity ta' examine the
man at leisure, it deprives him at once of
his dinner and of his afternoon at work-in
the quarry. A sick man would not mind,
but a well mar with an appetitt—and such
an appetite! I notice Kinney’s eyes twinkle
at the man’s blank face as he moves on. -

The next man shuffles up unsteadily.
His face is drawn with terror; his bloodshot
eyes protrude; every muscle is shaking and
his voice is weak and husky. ‘Daoctor,” he
chatters, “I've just c-come|up from the
Tombs. I’ve b-been drinking hard and I'm
seeing things. : For God's sake help me!
Gimme some k-kind o' dope or—"" .-

'“One ounce tincture digitalis. Send him
to hospital [or the alternoon. Next/” This
man is near the shrieking, violent stage and
will bear watching. For the same reason
this dose of digitalis, which would tie a
normal heart in: knots, will just put him on
his feet. Itis new to Henry, however. He
pours out one ounce and holds it up.

“You mean do?” He grunts contemptu-

“%’(." Out of the corner of my eye I see
a malicious grin on his ugly [ace as he gives
the dose and watches the man afterward,
sure that he will drop.

Just at this moment, however, a man
léaning: against the wall half-way down the
line suddenly slifles to the floor. On pretext
of helping, & namber of gpen jump out of
line with excited shouts. There is the be-
ginning of a gcneral stampede. Before it
has fairly begun, however, I have turned to
Kinney to find that he is watching me
keenly instead of the line:; So I ask him
coolly: ‘““Please call them into line!” The
words are hardly out of wiy mouth when
with one roar:: " Every ‘Yo his placel”
he quells the disturbance as-a man would
blow out a match. Then, telling Henry to
-bring the water-pail, I walk down to the
te se Agure on the floor. His fall, as well
as his color, arouse my suspidon. So I wipe
the foam from his lips and smell it.. Keep-
ing an expressionless face with an effort, I
turn to Henry who stands ready with his
pail of water: “Let him have it!” And
Henry heaves the cold water on him. :

The man gasps, strangles, opens his eyes
and sits up dripping. Just loud enough for
some of the line to hear I announce: “ You'd
better 7#ot use scented soap next thme, my
friend! Castile tastes better,” and return
to my desk. '
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‘He gets -up, grins sheepishly and moves
on to the dinner-line. Meanwhile a number
of the prisoners are exchanging glances,
while Kinney shakeswith an inward chuckle.
I'know that I have scored.

"A large volume could be flled with the
more or less ingenious plots of the fakers.
They scheme hard to work the doctor for
change of scene and rest. It meansa change
from drudgery, musty food and reeking
cells to good food and comfortable idleness
in hospital. Who can blame them?

And to-day I find many of them are en-
gaging infants, after all. A round dozen of
the men leave the waiting sick-line to follow
the defeated epileptic—lakers by open con-
fession, and those who are left show ap-
proval in their faces. They are disposed of
In good time, and as I pass Kinney on the
way to my noon meal he rumbles:

“Ye've got 'em goin’. Go 2o thim!”’

The Doctor’s meals in those days was
served in lonely state in "a ‘room which,
after meal hours, served as a club-room {#r
the keepers. My exultation over the Little
triumph of the sick-line did not last long.
Before I had half finished my dinner four
keepers shuffied in noisily, smoking, spitting
and(swearing. They were as tough-looking
loaters as any crooks in cells, and they were
soon joined by more of the same ilk. Soon
their talk became not only profane but foul.

This was the one thing I could not endure,
so I quietly got out, followed by derisive
gulfaws.

My next duty .was to go with the Head
Keeper to visit “the isolated.” These were
cases undergoing special punishment (dark
cells on bread and water) and insane or drug
cases so noisy as to require segregation.
TJ:en I hurried up to the hospital to see
to my appendicitis boy, as well as the
‘“Hoboes "~—for thus the men sent up for the
alternoon at once christened themselves.

“*The Exhorters” were in possession of
tHe waid that afternoon and when I ar-
rived I found them in full swing. A gaunt,
flinty-faced female of fifty-odd New Eng-
la*id Winters was pacing the aisle and giving
brazen voice to the thoughts that were in
her. They had already distributed hymn-
baoks, opened at the right place, .

The preacher woman approached her
climax. She had told the men what a bad
lot they were, that they were the worst ever
and that there was little hope for them here
or:-hereafter. Then she repeated the fiend--
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ish old formula: ‘“Repent, ye miserable
sinners, before it is tew late. To-night yew
may be called before your Maker and sent
to burn in torment. - Re epent, I say, before it
is tew late! Naow let’s all sing No. 42—
‘Pull for the Shore.””

Waving her hymn-book 2s she paced the
ward, she started the tune in a tinny yell,
always'a‘tone or two flat. As the old ladies,
then a'few of the men, reluctantly followed,
I went to my patient.

He had made an effort to appear comiort-
able when I had left him an hour before, but
Henry bad deliberately neglected to give
him his second dose of anodyne and he was
still suffering acutely. “It was better,
Doctor, alter you fixed me up. And Welch
has flled the ice-bag; but—if I had some
more of the dope I guess I'd be all right—
maybe they forgot it——" He didn’t dare
say more, but his pinched fcatures, hard
abdomen and rising temperature told of
stubborn inflammation.

“I'd be better if I could hold still—but
I can’t keep from thrashin’. It wasn’t so
bad till that woman began shoutin’.”

The discords filling the stuffy air were
doing their work, and superstitious fears
had already had their tumn. I approached
the masterful maiden to plead for mercy.

“I beg pardon, madam, but I have at
least one patient who needs quiet. I must
ask you as a favor to postpone—"’

She was eyeing me.with Lostile suspicion:
“Young man! Do yew think that expound-
ing the Holy Scripture can hurt any-
body?"

“But this man is suflering too much to
listen, and he needs absolute rest.”

“Do yew mean to tell me that sacred
music doesn’t soothe him?’* She was war-
like, roused. S

“Pardon re, madam,” said a pleasantly
persuasive voice behind me, “but that is
not the point at all. The music, the melo y
of your singing, the-haunting sweetness of
your voice, tortures’ while it charms them
all. Remorse and longing make them rest-
less, you see, and nothing but silence and
sleep can soothe them.”

It was said with such winning earnest-
ness, with such a tone of respectful adora-
tion that I turned to admire the artist.
Again I felt a shock as I met the face of the
man of the white handkerchief.; There was
no venom in its look now. But#n the strong
{catures and steady tawny ey there was
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that persuasion which no woman can |
resist.

The lady bridled and aimost blushed.

“Poor man! Well, we shall come again
in two weeks. Doctor please dlstnbute '
these tracts. I trust yew’ll read this one—
it’s specially consecrated—"* Tpe Criminal's
Death: an Awful Warning,’” and she bustled
out, followed by her two plump satelhtes,
through my little office into the women’s’
ward. Rlley held -open the door and got
redder in the face; the diplomat in stripes
swept them a gracaful bow at the threshold.

When the door had closed behind the
black figures, leaving us three in the office, '
Riley let loose the cackle he had been hold-
ing. But for me the hymor of the thing was
lost in genuine relief dnd gratitude. '

Turning to our rescuer who stoed, again
grim and silent, in the doorway of the ward,
1 impulsively held out iny hand. But when
his coolly contemptuous'gaze was turned on
me I felt singularly young and stupid. Try-
mg to be easy and natural, I only succeeded
in making my tone msuﬂerably patronizing
as I said:

“Shake! You ought to have a medal.”

When he was smiling at the preacher
woman the sinister menace of his face bad
changed to an expression almost pleasant.
Now, at first he seemed about to take my
hand in a similar spirit. “Thea the mouth
drew and hardened, the eyes narrowed and
he quickly withdrew his hand. As I finished
my inane speech he turned on his heel with
a hoarsely growled “ Helll”—and I was left
staring, holding out my hand at the empty
doorway!

The “Hoboes". on the bench opposite
could have seen all this, --But with eyes on
the floor Lhey sat motionless, their faces a
blank. I tu.rned to Riley. With back to-
ward me he was fussing mth the key in the
other door.

Dazed and perplexcd I‘took a step or two
out into the ward and gazed at the retreat-
ing back of the man of mystery. Again I
was forced to admire. the smooth, powerful
stride, the well-knit body borne without
jar or effort, the well rounded occiput
and muscular neck It was the old mys-
tery (misnamed “ magnetlsm — “temy
ment,” what-not) of force—force sboundmg
and virile. And it was-hostile!

Riley, just coming .out of the! oﬁce,
stepped up heside me.

““Who %5 he, Riley?”
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Riley opened wide his eyes: “ Who? Him?
Why I thought you knew! That’s Dan;
Dan Wheeler!"

CHAPTER 1V
' MORE WARNINGS '

I SAT in the little office when Riley roiised

me [rom my musmg‘)s by: ‘““ShallI send
in the Hoboes, Docto

“Certainly.”

He ordcred them in, speaking roughly as
became a good screw, helped strip them for
examination when necessary and proved
very useful and willing. There was a

noticeable change in his manner toward me -

which I was utterly at loss to explain.

In this lot of seven men sent up for ex-
aminalion there were two who really needcd
to be kept in hospital for treatment; three
who could be treated outside, but needed to
be transferred to other work; and two who
openly offered to pay, or to have (rends
pay for them, scvcnty-ﬁve dollars each, Ior
three months in hospital as * convala;cents
I explained to these last that I expected to
fill the ward with men who needed treat-
ment. Also I told them the hospital would
not. be run in that way any more.

This was too much for their credulity.
Moreover they took my mildness for timid-
ity'and showed signs of bluster; upon which
Riley stepped in and “fired them ”

“Y'see, Docto if you treat 'em white,
they think y’re al'raad of ’em,” he explained.

““They’ll know better alter we get ac-
quainted.”

“I dunno. They’re a bad lot,” with the’

assurance of a general fallacy,
“I’'m not so sure of that.’ & believe most
of them would respond todecent treatment,”
I answered with convu:tton AN
Here I was sure that a sllppered step had

paused just outside the thin partition. At
once I had an odd feeling of being shadowed .
—as il the whole prison were watching and:
llstemng It seemed unreasonable at the

time, but later I found that it was almost
literally true. In'some way, the bulk of the
prisoners learned before morning the doings
of that day in the hospital.
this fact proved to me, I never knew how it
came about.’ I was aboutto step outside to
see who was listening when Riley called my
attention to the “requisition list” waiting
to be signed, lying on the table,

Often as I had
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This list, made out daily by Henry and
signed by the Doctor, went to the “store”
of the Department every nij bt and the
hospxtal supplies came down by 'boat next
morning. I noticed that *“Sp. Frumenti”
was far in excess of the amount needed.
But I was not ready to bring up this issue
just then, so -signed the list without com-
ment.

My work finished I felt that I was
now free to go in town if.I chase. The’
sick boy, however, needed attention. Al-
though he was quiet and faitly comfort-
able, his fever still ran moderately high.
Since Henry was not only useless but ap-
parently bent on interfering with my treat-
ment, there was only one thing to do—I
must watch the case myself, if I had to stay
in the ward all night. So I went to my room
for some books, brought them back to the
little office and established myself there.

The [ew hours that followed decided the
outcome of my service at the Pen, but of
this I was serenely ignorant. Iread un-
disturbed in the office, visifng the boy’s
bed about every half hour. His anxiety
to report himself better, to please me,
made his statements of little value. But
he certainly was.no worse, for his temper-
ature rose no higher. The hospital at-
tendgfits, as well as the other prisoners
in the ward, showed the same slight but
unm;st.aka.ble change in spirit that I had
noticed in Riley. They bad stopped snick-
ering and guying and the ward was abso-
lutely quiet.

iee]er however, paced the aisle cease-
lessly, aloof and lowering, the embodiment
of potential disaster. And Henry's ma-
levolence became more marked as the alter-
noon wore on. From time to time he mut-’
tered spitefuily to the nurses. That he got
little encouragement made him only the
more vicious.

Four o’clock came and the prison clanged
with closing doors as the men came in from
work and were locked in their cells.

Six o'clock brought more noise and bustle.
The night shilt of guards came on; Riley
went in town to his family; and I went down
to my supper. Again, I was routed by the
keepers, with their smoke and murky talk.

When T reentered the ward, however, a
pleasant surprise awaited me. I [ound the
little office transformed. A cheerful red
cloth covered the table, which bore an ap-
petizing supper. On the radiator, over a
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blue-flame -burner, a coffee-pot filled the
small room with its fragrance.

The night keeper, presiding over this
scene, wds unmistakablya gentleman. What
is more, he seemed to expect me. AsI ap-
proached, he said pleasantly:

“My name is Lawson. I hope you'll join
me. I have laid a plate for you.”

Never did anything tastc so good as thal
supper. We both talked at once so fast that
the coffee got cold and he had to make an-
other pot. Soon we were telling the storics
of our lives. '

‘I knew you were a Harvard man,” said
he at thc end of my narrative, ‘‘and you're,
‘the first one I've had a chance to talk to
on the island. Now I think I can help you
a lot.”

“I don’t doubt it,”" said I pgratefully.
“First oI, what does ‘cough medicine’
mean?”

“Easy. Ask me something hard. But
how is the boy?”

I bolted, conscience-stricken, only to find
my patient much better. Then I returned
to the office in triumph.

“He'll get well, sure, now. But now tell
me about ‘cough medicine.’

“That, my boy, was a hint which may
put a powerlul weapon in your hands.”
He leaned forward to whisper. ““The chief
source of Henry's pull with the screws is
‘cough medicine.” ' )

*What?" I shouted.

“Sh-h! 1It's a fact. There are a lot of
steady nippers among the screws, and Henry
fills t{eir flasks, which are sent up marked
‘Cough Medicine,’ with booze. See?”

““Scer Well I should say so! Whee-e-e-
yip!”’ and I banged the tablein exultation.
“But why didn’t you tell Mec? He wanted
to run the service right.”

“You forget. You’re the only Doctor
that ever stayed on, duty alter six, when
I come on.”

“That'safact. But who wrote that slip?’

‘ Probably Wilmer, the Dep.’s secretary
and stenographer. He’s a decent chap. He
was a bank cashier and they say he is doing
time for amother man's steal.” .

“Well, I certainly am indebted to_him,"”
said I. “I can put one crimp in the Dutch-
man anyhow!"

Just then there was a curioup noise out-
side and Lawson immediately hurried out
of the office. When he came back he ex-
cused himself by saying: “I thought it was
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some of the men out of bed after hours; but
Wheeler is a privileged character.”

““Say, who s this Wheeler?”’

He again raised a warning hand, as he
whispered: “His real name is Daniel Wheel-
er, but to the Profesion he i& known as
‘Sled’ Wheeler.” . }

“Whatt" 1 shouted again. ‘““Not the
‘Sled Wheeler’. that' Josiah Flynt counts
among the five most famous living crooks?”’

“The same man,” he nodded.

After 4 few minutes {or recovery I asked:'
“What's he doing, serving a short sentence
among the small fry?” .

‘O, he’s only ‘doing a bit* through a little
piece of private spite worked by a frame-
up and a bought-up judge. He long ago
made his bargain with the Central Office,
and this town is safe for him—and from
him. In fact he has quitea lot of political
influence.” Herd hepulled up in alarm.

‘*Well?” I said.

He got up to look out at the door cau-
tiously.” As he sat down he said in a lower
whisper: “He can hear like an Indian.” -

‘“What if he can?” I.said aloud. “What
is all this cheap mystery, anyhow?” ’

“But it’s no joke, I tell you,” he said with
sudden seriousness. - “As I said, the man
has big political influence. If you stay
here a month you'll know fkat's no joke!
Besides—Dan has killed almost as many men
as ‘Wild Bill' Hickok .already, and he has a
fiendish temper. If he were to ‘croak’ one
of these poor crooks right wow, or you or me
for that matter—he’d probably get ofl scot
freel My boy, you don’'t know what a
tight little despotism this island is!” .

He paused and I sat silent. I recalled
Mac's worried look and his warnings. Surcly
they took this; thing too seriously. How-
ever, I was vaguely uneasy. .

“ Another thing,” resuméd Lawson in his
stage whisper,’‘you would better go slow
with this drug orderly. * You don’t know
these people as I do.”” °

“Can't make an omelet without breaking
eggs,” said I with more assurance than I felt.
“I'm going to cut down that whisky requisi-
tion to-morrow anyhow—just for a starter."
And although he did rauch talking—show-
ing how it was possiblé to land in stripes
without doing anythiug at all, etc., Ij would
not be persuaded. ! e s

“If that's the cace, might as well do some-
thinganyhowand havearunforyour money,”
I said, and went to bed to dream of it.
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The next morning, to my surprise, I was
allowed to finish my breakfast undisturbed
and started at once for the hodpital. In the
lower hall I met the Dep.

“Well, Doctor,” smd he bnskly “How
goes itp

““Not so bad,” I answered.

“So I hear.” Then, in a loyer tone, he
added kindly: “I hear you’rc a boxer. Now
take it from me: Don't try to get in the

‘sleep wallop’ until you've got your man
going. If you fail to land, you may take
the count yourself. So long!”

“Thank you. So long!”

As I climbed the stairs I marvcled again
at the quick news service of the prison.
But these repeated warnings had irritated

me and roused my obstinacy. I was more

than ever determined to begin hostilities
at once.

C APTER V
WHEELER STRIKES

MY RESOLUTION was strengthened
by finding that the drug orderly had
made an attempt to get at my appendicitis
case. Luckily I had left orders with Walsh,
one of the nurses who had shown a d:sposx-
tion to help me, not to give anything pre-
pared by Henryr He at once showed me
a dose the German had fixed to be given at
six o’clock, sayifig it was the medicine I had
ordered. It wasrx violent emetic and might
have resulted in} the boy’s desthl Henry
came in just as Walsh showed me the glass,
which he had hidden; and that worthy cast
%Iance at us that was fairly murderous..
bwever 1 went atithe slteration 1-had
planned in the ward, ' Whienever it was
pecessary I spoke to the drug orderly in the
same quiet tong that I used, with all the
prisoners, entirely ignoring/ is' ugly scowls,
although with ' these adernments of " his
natura] charms he had a gargoyle beaten to
a standstill. I got all the histories written
up, ruled charts and showed Riley as well
as the nurses how to keep them, had the
windows fixed for better ventilation, and
g:;lly changed the arrangement of the
s

Not only did Riley prove an efficient aid
with his knowledge gamed in hospital at
Bellevue, but the prisoners, both attend-
ants and patients, were as pleased as chil-
dren with a new.game All this raised my
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spirits hugely, despite the growing sullen-*
ness of mine enemy the drug orderly.

Wheeler slept late in his curtained recess
at ‘the end of the ward. When he was
roused there was a prodigious sloshing in the
adjoining bathroom before he appeared,
spotless and clean shaven. Not a man
spoke to him; he did not deign to notice
them, and il he noted our improvements he
gave no sign.

So the work in the ward went on [airly
well, eicept that Riley, who had been on his
weekly drunk the night belore, soon had to
quit and lie down.

The sick-line, too, went off smoothly and
my dinner was undisturbed. It was then
that, although the keepers passed me in
sulien silence, I began to get uneasy. Things
were going too well and I began to fear there
was a storm brewing. I could see no reason
for such a change and it was with actual
relief that I regarded the German's steadily
malicious scowl.

All the afternoon while I read in the little
office, this unrest grew upon me. Once when
Henry was out on an errand to the tiers
Wheeler went to the drug-cabinet and made
a few swilt, noiseless movements among
the bottles: Then, 2 moment later, when
I looked [or him, he was not in sight. He
returned while I was called for a few min-
utesfnto Lthe women’s ward. It wasnotlong
aftet. this that I-happened to see his [ace
as he turned toward the office door; its
seething malignity was startling] Some-
thing recalled to me at that moment one of
Lawson's dissuading arguments: “Wheeler
takes his snifter as regular as clock-work,
and you'd better be careful how you cut oft
the supply.” Could he have overheard?

- 'At first, as I thought of the far-fetched,
melodrama.tlc mystery with which Mac, the
Deputy Warden and Lawson had surround-
ed the situation, it seemed laughably ab-
surd. My own growing apprehension only
increaséd my annoyance and I tried: hard
to believe the whole thing a practical. joke.
It was useless. Every face I recalled was

. stamped with purpose, passion or fear. posi-

%wely tragic.
“ Doctor, here’s Henry with the requm-
tion for'you to sign.’

Six quarts of “Sp. Frumenti” was the
first itern on the list.. I altered the “six” to
“two,” signed and handed back the‘book.
to the German.

Then T turned to leave the ward, ignoring
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the angry twisting of his face as well as his
muttered curse. Again he growled some
guttural filth and I twned my head enough
to see Wheeler gliding noiselessly toward us
with sarrowed gleaming eyes which seemed
to throw out a cold, greenish flame!. T was
frozen to the spot, with shivers running up
to the very back of my neck. The German,
with his blighting visage turned toward me,
was fumbling in the drug-cabinet—the shell
where Wheeler had been—muttering shock-
ing German oaths. He saw no one but me.

Wheeler never moved his eyes, which were
fixed on Henry, but gritted through clenched
teeth:

“Go on! You don’t want Lo see this!”

Somehow I knew he meant me, but [
couldn’t move. Henry, however, jumped
a9 il he had heard a rattler. As he turned
and met Wheeler’s eyes, his vidously sullen
face p led, his mouth fell open and drew
down until his brutal features became a
veritable Tragic Mask of terrified Horror!

Riley sprang from his chair near the door

whispered: “Now! Now! Danl” in

vhat he meant to be a low, soothing tone.

heeler’s eyes never swerved as he said in
a'low growl:

“You miserable bum! Go into the office
and stay therel” Riley went!

" Again Wheeler repeated monotonously:

““Go on! Youdon’t want to see this!”
~ Still motionless, for three seconds that
seemcd like hours, I watched him hold the
German wi unwinking glare. Then
he wheeled/and-walked swiftly toward his
bed at th€ far end of the ward.

.Then, and not before, I felt that I could
move. After a look at Henry, who seemed
turned to stone—hypnotized with fear—I
opened the door and started down-stairs.
I don’t remember feeling any emotion ex-
cept surprise at finding that my knees werc
shaking under me. )

I was surely not the fellow who came
up these stairs yesterday morning! Was
Wheeler sane? What reason for his rage—
and should I be the next target for it? Yet
Lthe man had an overwhelming fascination
for me.- As I eached the bottom of the
stairs I said balf aloud, “Why did he go
back to his bed?” .

“Whee-e-e-ew,” shrilled the speaking tube
by the foot of the stairs. Old Kinney ap-

_ peared from nowhere and answered it, lis-
toned @ moment, then swore softly and
velled to his near-by lieutenant:
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“Deveryl Up lo the hospitall Quick!
Come, on, Docior] We'll need yel"” And tore
up the stairs three steps at a time, with us
at his heels. In spite of his age he held his
lead to the top, burst open the door and
half dived, half fell into the ward. There
he pulled up short and gasped hoarsely:

“By God! I belave he's killed 'uml”

A writhing blood-red thing on the floag
sobbed and hiccoughed. Now a hoarse
choked screech came from where the face
should have been. *

“Ya-a-a-a—help! He’s killed mel Ya-
-a-a—Ag-ga-a—"" hiccoughing and rising
again in horrid cracked falsetto as the.thing
struggled to its knees. Then it ¢ollapsed
heavily, sobbing: “Ach, Gott! Ach, Gott!
Ach, Gqttl Ach, Gott!” over and over
again, while the blood streamed between
fingers pressed to the gashed pulp where the
face had been and ran down over hands and
Evrist_s to the red and slippery pools on the

oor! .

Looking down at this stood ‘Wheeler,
holding in his, clenched hand the.broken,
jagged neck of a heavy glass water-bottle.
In his face now there was no rage—simpl
contempt, annihilation, the ruthless, merci-
less destructive power of an elemental force.

The quivering red creature on the floor
again seemed to feel his presence. It man-
aged to grovel to Kinney’s feet; clasping his
knees, yammering and sobbing hysterical
prayers [or protection in a' very ecstasy of
fear. '

Wheeler was the first to move. With a
sudden effort he threw the ugly weapon
from him and walked quietly away. AL
once the spell was broken. Kinney ordered
Devery back to his post and every prisoner
to his bed. Two trusties with mops cleaned
up the floor and the ward resumed its;usual
quiet. Meanwhile, with the assistance of
Riley and Walsh, I washed, sewed and
plastered up the victim. - It took more than
an hour, But, after we had finished gnd got
him in a bed screened off from the rest of the
ward it was necessary to give him a.power-
ful sedative. Every sudden sound ‘startled
him into a panic 6f terror, and it took a half-
hour more to get him comfortably quiet.
Even then there was an abiding look of ab-
ject fear in his eyes.

When at last I sat alone in the little
office I felt unaccountably tired. I noted
that the blood-stained bottle-neck lay on
the 'window-sill. As I picked it up'and sat
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ldly‘a(turmng it over in my hand my. eyes
closed Firstithe lined and distorted face of
e-fiend . came out of the dark and
mou ed at me; then the strange panorama
of faces as they had followed one another
in sick-line; then the blodd-red thing writh-
ing and ﬂoppmg heavily on the floor.. ;
My eyes sprang wide open tosee Wheéler,
cool and contemptuous, looking in at the
door. I had felt= is eyes, and as I encount-
cred them this time there was quite a new
expression there. Was it hostility? For an
instant it occurred to me it was my turn—
then he was gone. Again I was very much
ajone, and very lonely, as the Winter dusk
slowly darkened the ward.

CHAPTER VI
SOME EXPLANATIONS

FOR a half hour nothing happened to in-
terrupt my reflections. Again I found
myself wondenn(f whether I should wake
presently to find all this a part of a bad
dream. My thoughts started on forty differ-
ent linesand every one ended witha question.
Out of this chaos of speculation two queries
came uppermost. Why had Wheeler spoiled
my drug orderly?- And what would happen
to him as-a result? Th¢ last question a
litle time would answer. Wheeler alone
could answer the first. |

But he was certainly pot the man to
unbosom himself to a new acquaintance.
Mac’s advice had beén “Keep your
mouth shut and drive slow!” It seemed
to fit the case at present. Moreover,
I wanted to get ;out of these stifling stone
walls for a breath of rehef I would; x@ke a
look through. the women's ward and. go in
town—perhaps go to the theater. I stép
to the door, look.mg down the duﬁéned
ward, and called, “Rileyl” s

A soht.ary ﬁgure outhned against a west
window t dand came swiftly toward me.
At once I irecoj Wheeler's athleti¢
stride. As he came nearer the lights; were
turned on. Again I was struck by the con:
trast between the prison stripes and his free)
proud b&nng But his face was msmntable
as he said quietly:

“He js sleeping off last mght's jag oh my
bed. Shall I wake him?"”

“Ii |sn't Tv orth while, I only wanted: to
go through lon the othet side.” I spake
coolly, but v#nt.h an inward sinking T realized
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t.hat there was nv one in charge of the ward1
All in it were at the mercy of th|51 man—
and what rmannerof man or demon was he?

He had tumed and was now hall way
down the aisle. I followed him. Near its
head a small table bore a mirror and a few
toilet articles, all of the best. I noticed,
as one will in moments of suspense, that
Wheeler’s hands were perfectin shape, well
cared for and marvelously supple. They
were now passing over Riley’s inert form
with practised celerity. When Wheeler
stood up with the key and moved quickly
away, Riley had not winked an eyelid.

Wheeler had not once glanced at me or
any one in the ward, but as I [ollowed him
back to the office I looked at the men; sitting
quietly by their beds. Not one looked up,
not one moved—it was positively ghostly!

Once back in he little room, he made no
move to open the heavy door. He put the
key in his pocket, leaned back easily against
the window-seat, with a hand resting on the
edge at either side, and faced me with a look
at once proud and compelling.

At loss as to the meaning of this and for
lack of anything better to do, I sat down.
The one incandescent overhead brought out
in bold relief the man’s merciless face, stern
and aggressive..

But I couls d nothing there. Was it
my turn nown_ It seemed that he was not to
suffer any consequences for what he had
already done. If he chose, he might serve
me in the same way. Suddenly he spoke in
low,.even tones, “That ¢ur will go out to
work in the quarry as soon as he can walk.

He. paused and, in moving his hand, it
cncountered the stained bottle-neck lymg
besifle him! He picked it up and turned it
over reflectively as he went on in sharp
sentences: “You may be sure’ I'm telling you
‘the ‘truth. There is no mystcpr about it.
I ha,‘ve influence in the ri dght place. More-
over, the Dep. is an old friend. He has
entire faith in my judgment. As to the
man‘agemenl; of the hospital, what I say
goes!’

He caught my astonished gaze and held
it. I told him,” he said more sloivly and
distinctly, as if waiting [or me to, get t.he
full jmeaning of his words, “I told
keeg the screws out of your dmmg-room I
told him I wanted to try you out.: I told
him|to keep handsi off, to give you| no bint
thay would put you on your guard.

e broke off and looked out into the ward.
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The orderlies were bringing in the ward
supper in large covered tin pails, which thcy
set upon the table with a clang. Wheeler
stepped quickly to the door and looked out
at them. At once it was so quiet I could
hear my watch tick.

“I have watched you and had you shad-
owed. I know all you have said, all you
have done, from the time you entered the
prison ‘tomake good.forMac " —thiswitha
hint of irony—* until, in spite of all warn-
ings, you cut off the supply of ‘Cough
Medicine’.”

Suddenly his face hardened, his eyes nar-
rowed viciously, his very voice roughened as
he said; “You saw what I did with this/"’
With the bottle-neck gripped in his right
hand, he made a sudden gashing' movement
that turned me sick! Then he tossed it away
behind him. His eyes were gleaming. “You
thought it disgusting—brutal!” His lip
curled, “But do you know what fkis is?”’

- With one swift movement he pulled from
his pocket and uncorked a small glass-
stoppered bottle. As he thrust it within a
[oot of my face I caught the sharp [umes of
sul?hunc acid—oil of vitriol.

Y ouknow what that would do to your face!”’
He bent his head forward and peered at me
through narrowed lids. Meanwhile I sat
benumbed, as in a nightmare.

Slowly he raised and pointed an accusing
finger, biting ofl each incisive word:

“That cur had this fixed for youl e
counted on provoking you to attack him!

. In the clinch you would get this in the face
—dn accdent—your foult! Understand?
He would claim you tried to throw it on hém.
And without fnends or influence you might
even be landed in stripes—in this very
prison! Worse things have happened.”

He corked anil set down the bottle in the
window. Then, folding his arms, he spoke
with his former low distinctress:

“ When the time came he reached for this
bottle behind, the others in the cabinet
where he had ‘put it, but I had been there
before him, That is why ‘Mac’ will know
your face when he sees it again.”

Hepaused. In the hush I could hear the
lonely hoot of a tug on the river. With a
rush the reality came over me, but it was
impossible for me to realize it all at once,
though I knew every word he spoke was tru é
Then, as I pictured the scene and what
had saved me from, I was forced to swallow
twice before I could speak at all.

- werc square.
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“But why did you—" Again I swak
lowed a lump.

“1 found you disposed to treat these poor
devils white,” he went on somberly, as if he
had not heard. “I believed you had the
nerve to see it through. You'll find "you
need it. So I didn’t stand for you getting
any the worst of it the first ‘crack out of the
box. Then, when the cur made his play,
or tried it, I saw he had got to haveit. I
had warned him, but he mutinied—had a
swelled head. So I told you to go on, be-
cause I knew you would.n t want to see me

at work on him.” The tiger-light again
burned in his eyes as he turned them
on mie. i

“Now you listen to me. - You've been
brought up among white folks. You don’t
know these animals. Youhave got to do
such abruteright! Fortworeasons. First,
for the example, the effect-on’ others who
might outgrow their hats, The other rea-
son: If I h&d let up on him when I bad him

down, he would have got over being afraid
and some day he'd bave tried to eroak me,
or you. Now he’ll stay afraid while he bears
my marks, and that’s for life. He is ‘broke,’
as we say. It’s the only way but one, and
that 1 never take unless it's mecessary!”

His manner carried conviction. I was
undergoing strange chariges inside'and my
nerves were all on edge.

“Why did you start back for your bed?”’
I asked presently.

“To get you out of the way, where you
wouldn’t see it, and because I had on slip-
pers. I had decided to put on heavy shoes.
I intended to call him into the omce here
and kick him to a pulp.”

“What stopped you?" I asked, gnppmg
the chair-arms in tense and causeless ex-
citement.

He didn’t answer at once; a pai £u.l flush
spread over his f{ace, even into his hair:

“My damned temperl I told you I bad
plcked you for a winner-—concluded: you
That’s why you-can have a
new drug orderly, or a.nylhmg you want in
this ward. But that wasn'tall. I found you
had no use for the screws’ dirty stories and
all that kind of fith. Now, you may not
believe it of a crook, or you may me
cracked, bu! this is howI'm built. Ifa man’s
square, he gets me. If he’s clear besides,
he gets me some more. Alter you started
down-stairs that whelp called you—some-
thing you probably never heard. I grabbed
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the\frst thmg handy—th)s water-bottlc._
and landed him!"

All the nﬂ:emoon I had been under ah un-
natural nervous tension. The reaction was
almost too strong for my control.

door. This was. the man (according" to
Flynt) known and feared by the police of
three continents!

‘For no pasticular reason, unless to show
I had recovered composure, I asked: ‘“But
what shall I do for a d.rug orderly?"”

When he turned, something like a smile
made his saturnine face strangely attractive,
almost boy15h “Just waitl It’s too good to
spoil. But you needn’t worry about this
ward any more. You can be sure of that.”

As if to prove the truth of this, the Dep-
uty Warden stepped through the door be-
hind him. With-a swiit look [rom me to
Wheeler, his face expressed lively satisfac-
tion as he said cheerily:

“ Well Doctor, I congratulate you. I see
you've won in the first round!”

"His voice softened in genuine affection as
he put his hand an Wheeler’s shoulder:

“And what have you been doing to old
Dan here? I haven’t seen him smile for a
monthl| It has been mighty lonesome for
him here.” Wheeler wag blushing like a
girl, although there waslstill the:strange
grecaish light in his eyes.

“QOh, he* was just lauglimg at one of his
own Joks I said. “If jyou’ll let me out
of here, I'll leave you Iello to talk it over.
I see you want to.”

As he held open the dqor for me to pass
into the women’s: ward, Wheeler growled a
hoarse: “Good night!”

CHAPTER VII

A NEW ENEMY i
NOW that Dan Wheeler had smashed my
drug orderly I was in full control of the
male ward. ' If, however, I would be Peni-
ten Physn:lan in more than name, I had
a sglalxgnrder task before me.

To wrest the scepter of the woman's ward
from the Head Matron was a handful by
itself. But, if the great cracksman tumed
against me on this issue, most gruﬁome
were the forecasts.as to my finish,

Therefore, on this the morning when I was
first to face the Head Matron, I watched the

1 felt’
the muscles of my face twitching and was’
grateful that Wheeler had turned toward the*
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great|crook as he paced the aisle of the men’s
ward]| greatly attracted by this man iof sin,
but hardly daring to’ lapproach him.' Once
I fangied he was about to address me, but
he turned away ‘before I had got my
mouth open. If enly—but that is one of
the little ifs that would have made such a
big difference.

And now Riley was approaching ito_ re-
port: l “Doctor, the Dowwager Impres is on
the oﬁher sideand would like ¢’ speakt’ ye.’

Wheeler had poaused to listen without
turning his head, and over his shoulder
came unmlstakably

“Childe Roland o the Dark Tower
Came!”

A few beds were occupied at the far end

of the long white ward. At a sunny south

window facing the door as I entered, her kind
motherly face bent over her sewing, sat
Aunt Polly, adviser and comforter ito the
unfortunate and suffering, and incidentally
one of the most successful diamond-thieves
speaking the English tongue. On my left,
at the desk, the Head Matron sal in state.
Mrs., Sullivan, hospital matron, stood by
her chair; while farther back in shadow was
a grace[ully slender figure in stripes.

A large woman in black, overdressed and
bejeweled, with a pitiless face out of which
looked hard Pluish eyes, my first feeling at
seeing the Héad Matron was relief. For we
fear 'only the unknown, and here was no
enigma—only a vidous, disappointed woman
who'tortured the unfortunates in her charge
for that she had been denied her woman’s
heritage of love and happiness. -

For a moment my eyes wandered to the
slender prisoner. Beautiful, despite the
ugly stripes and tight-drawn hair, her fea-
tures were pure and her outlines curves.- of
grace. Yet in the dark-lashed eyes was the
hopeless longing of a castaway, For this
was 1Fanme ‘Wellman, the only life sen-
tence left on the lsland who had shot her
yourig husband in a fit of jealousy. :

But the Head Matron had groundiout the
usual commonplaces and I came forward
witlythe corresponding lies, grossly overdone;
but the swallowed it ali and purred: “And
how[ do you find your accommodations,
Docpor? Is everything satisfactory?”

“Oh, perfectly. I am dehghted.’.’

“I am glad of that. Our servants are

all prisoners and need watching., If your
meals are not well served, you must le} me
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know and I'll see that you are made com-
fortable.”

‘“So very kind of you,” I murmured.

“Don’t mention it. I always help the
young doctors.” (She had done her best to
land two of them in prison.) - ““And now,
Doctor, I want to warn you about these
women. You want to watch out for them.
They are such .korrible liars—you can’t be-
lieve one word they say!™ She shook her ear-
rings virtuously.

“You don’t say!”
with horror.

“*And feigning sickness!’} shc went on,
holdmg up all her rings. “Doctor, you
can't imagine how skameless they are,”

“The horrid things!” I said. " Now isn’t
Lthat mean? But I’m so grateful to you for
your kindness in warning me.”

“Oh, I always give the young doctors
good advice,” she bridled. “They are ex-
posed to so many temptations!™ .

“Now that’s so sweet of you!"” I gushed.
“I do hope youn will advise me. I am far
from home influences in this wicked city."”

I have never understood what impelled
me to this {olly, unless I was a bit hyster-
ical at this sickening palaver. Out of the
corners of my eyes I could see Mrs. Sulli-
van’s mouth, dropped open ludicrously, and
Aunt Polly’s sides shaking; but Fannie's
cyes were wide with [right.

‘‘ Now the women used to fool Dr. Mackay
right along,” continued the gracious lady.
‘““There was Kendall.” Her eyes snapped as
she looked toward the other end of tHe ward.
“I had her in isolated” (dark cell on bread
and water) ‘‘for impertinence. She came
over the Doctor with a lying story and he
had her sent up for bronchitis. Now she has
no more bronchitis than I have.” Her voice
took on a new harshness. ‘‘You send her
down to mec right off, and I'll discipline her
as she deserves!”

A tense silence held the room, and I could
feel the eyes and ears focused on my back.

““That would be lovely,” I began smooth-
ly, but with a cold anger rising in me as I

I opened cyes wide

recalled the tales of this woman’s beastly .

cruelties. Hereyes snapped. “Bud, just at
present Kendall hg$ bronchitis. She will
not have to stay in hospital more than a
month longer——"™
“A month——""1 She began with a
- cracked scream. “You— Do you know
. that her time is out in a month?”
- She had not fully realized the enormitytof
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my impertinence as yet, but her face was
working as it began to dawn on her.

“Now isn’t that provoking?”’ sdid Linnp-
cently. “But never rmnd' "Perthaps she
will get in again soon.’ Z

Aunt Polly bad turned to see, but the
itching cruelty in that twisting old face was
positively mdecent L

“You —I! Do you"lmciw
who—— Youw'll follow Redburn before I'm
through with you! You —— ——!"" She
choked, but that’s not the reason we quote
no further. She was a woman—once. It
didn’t last long. Theldthe door open for her
furious exit, and when her footsteps on the
iron stairs had ceased, I turned to, the three
who were left: “Who's Radburn?”

“My word!”’ said Aunt Pol!y, still hold-
ing her sides, ‘“but you hought to.be hon the
stage! ‘TFar [rom ’ome’, says you! Whee-
00-hoo——" Her breathy chuckles dan-
gerously suggested asthma. .

“Stop it!” Fannic stamped her foot
angnly She then turned to me with tears
of vexatiofi in her eyes:

“Doctor, why did you make her so angry?
Didn’t you know she is the sister-in-law of
the John Darcy who landed Radbum, the
English actor, just because Radburn had
run away with his daughter? Now the old
beldame will go to him with this and God
knows what they will do to you!” She
threw her arms across the desk and buried
her face on them. I turned to Mrs. Sullivan:

“What does this mean?” For I had
never seen the woman before.

Mrs. Sullivan was a-truc-heagted Irish-
woman, and she stroked the head on the
table as she answered:

“Mrs. Datcy has billyragged the poor
girl near crazy, and she not ht to.be up at
all. Fannie has heard what,you *ve done for
some o” th’ men, and she hoped you c'd
help her. Y’ see, she woéuldn't’ tell her
troubles to the other young doctors—now
she’s kind o’ lost hope, I guess. Pon’t you
worry, girl; Mrs. Darcy hasn’t landed th’
Doctor yetl I'll leave you to tell him all
aBout it.”

Fannie’s story sounded like theDarkAges
Mrs. Sullivan hadn’t ‘overstated the case.
When she had finished, she made me promise
o :tell Dan Wheeler about the Head
'Matron’s threat, saying he alone could
belp me,

T had her at once transferred to the hos-
pital, leaving orders that nobody was to
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sl;iéil\ to her. Then I left the ward with
Aunt Polly’s words in my cars: g

“We're hoff! 'Er Lxdys}:up’ll froth at the
mouth wen she ’'cars you've tiken Fannie
out of ’er clutches. Now it’ll be your ’ead
or 'ers—sure!”’

These repecated warnings would get on
anybody's nerves; and this wasnot thelast.

Radburn was alr&ady in the prison, and
that very afternoon he was sent up to the
hospital as an assistant orderly, an offi
created for the occasion. In ill-fitting
stripes, with close cropped head, one would
hardly recognize the ma.tmée-glrl s idol.
But he bravely retained his nose-glasses and

’aughty Henglish stare. He told his story
in [ull chest tones, without a whimper; and
1the moral thereol was the folly of opposing
the political machine, or any member of it.

To cheer him up Lawson and I invited
him to join us at our dinner and coundil of
war in the little office that evening.

““Well, Doctor,” began Lawson, “I shall
be m[ema.lly lonesome without you, but my
advice is to beat it as soon as possible!”

- ]9st because Mrs. Darcy has threatened
me?’

“Just because she can carry out her
threats. Look at Radburn here! You have
heard him tell what John Darcy did to kim/!
You have the same crowd to buck against,
and you haven’t his fridnds to back you.”

“But you said I wo(ﬂ‘i be eaten alive
when I went after the drug orderly, and I

wasnlt ”
“And why?" said he ea%erly *Just be-
cause Dan Wheeler took ‘'a fancy to you and

manhandled the German. Now you tell me
yourself that iyou can’t get near enough to
Wheeler to tel.{lnm about it. Eversjpce you
and the Head Matron fell out he ﬁs
looking”—he: had lowered his tonf to an
apprehensivewhisper—* lookmgdaggas and
bludgeons. Now sup

“Wait!” I interrupted. *You forget—he
promised to see me through and keep the
ward in line.”}

"By ]ove"’ Radburn "broke out. "You
have faith in the word of a crook ?”’

*“And think what might happen if he
should cut:lobse on youl” added Lawson.
“You saw what he did to Henry in there.”

“Did ke do #hal?” Radbumn leaned for-
ward and frojned intently, He had seen
me dressing what was once the man’s face

I nodded, and the actor looked sick.

“But he had reasons,” said I. “If you
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had heard—;-” Lawson’s fnghten stare
over our heads turned us both iniour chairs.

In the open doorway of the ward stood the
cracksman, grim and threatening: For one
moment he fixed on me those benumbing
amber eyes, swept the others with a careless
insolknt glance, and noiselessly vanished.

CHAPTER VIU
ENTER, LINTON

F THIS were untrammeled fiction I should
recount the battles that raged 'twixt me
and the Head Ma.tron, the hair-breadth
'scapes in the imminent deadly breach, end
my final spectacular triumph over the heavy
villainess. But so did not things happen on
the island in the year 190-.

Now that war was declarcd, there was a
puzzling period of inaction. On the women’s
side there was no interference with my
orders, and I carried out the reforms I had
planned without so much as seeing Mrs.
Darcy. 'Theonly reminder of hostility was
an occasional outbreak of hysterical fear by
Fannje. She lay awake nights to worry
about Wheeler’s attitude and Mrs. Darcy’s
revenge.

More than once I have been asked why I
stayed on in the face of so many threatening
conditions..{Not being introspective, I can
only point 6ut that I had Wheeler's word
and that the work needed doing. Work like
that no man could leave, and in doing it I
was more than content. But there were
other reasons why I never even thought of
leaving my post. »

The absolute devotion of criminals, once
their confidence and gratitude are won, is a
trite subject But words can’t tell it. Now
that it was known throughout the prison
that the new Doctor was square, was not a
grafter and only wanted a chance to. treat
the sick, the result was almost incredible.
Any man who can think it strange that a
doctor did not leave such a service as that
was meant [or some other profession.

Three days-after the Head Matron.made
her threats things began to occur.. Un-
known to me, there were doings in this in-
terim; but the fourth evening brought Diet-
mann and Linton—queer how-that, name
Linton seems tb twist something inside!

My night orderly’s term having expired,
Dietmann was the candidate sent up for my
approval. An educated middleclasz Ger-
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man, new'to the country, he had attempted

Lo run an all-night Tenderloin place without
the usual police protection. “Therefore he
was taking his first lesson in city govern-
ment in a free nation.

'1 liked his looks, and it was to teach him
his duties that I stayed up in hospital alter
bed-time. Then we played pinochle while
we waited for calls from the tiers.

But belore the game was finished he re-
turned from a bell call to report “a fit.”
Close on his heels came two ‘“ trusties" bear-
ing & limp striped figure which they dropped
on the bed prepared for.it. Something in
their manner and handling of the body im-
plied a' contempt for their burden.

It was my first introduction to Linton, a
model of muscular young manhood, with
features handsomely regular, but terrlbly
broken by dissipation and an outcast even
among criminals.

All the next day Linton sat by his bed,
with chin on chest, shunned by all; his dark
face lined with bitter shame and sullen,
hopeless suffering. All day I felt his furtive
eyes following me about the ward, and pur-
posely kept away from him.

Moreover, Wheeler, who had not let me
out of his sight for the last three days, now
included Linton in his suspicious watchful-
ness. When the day’s work was over I
approached Linton's bed, Wheeler took his
stand at its foot, frankly listening.

“Well?”’ I asked, as I stopped:*belore the
new man.

“I'm ready to go down now.” He spoke
in a low, even tone, but without raising his
eyes. I waited.
| “I was faking,” he added.

. “But why did you do it? And why did

“you not keep it up?”’

% One swift glance from me to Wheeler, and

s eyes sought the floor. “I was hired to
spy on you—and to do something else,” in
the same level monotone.

‘“And you didn't do it because—""

“Because—"" he raised defiant eyes to
meet the threatening frown of the great
cracksman—*because I saw what the crooks
said was true—you were doing good work,
and I'd have nothing to do with'the frame-
up.” -He looked at Wheeler steadily, even
accusingly, and the big crook turned away,
then walked siowly down the aisle, w:th head
,bent in thought

In a flash it came to me—this m
eating his heart out to regain sometl

gof.
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what he had lost. Possessing the doglike
devotion of the prisoners, I'could help him
lift himself in the estimation of his fellows,
and this, I judged, would be the first step in
his regeneration. 1 spoke on the‘impulse:

“I want another orderly—to look after
surgical cases after operatlon Do jou want
the job?”

His hands, clasped in l’ront of him, gripped
cach other uhtil the knuckles crackecF “You
-(-i—you ,c‘lon’t know what I was going to

0_

“I don’t care! Will you stay up here and
help?”

He set his mouth, but in spite of him his
lips quivered. After two attempts to control
them he suddenly clapped his hands to his
face, threw himself across the bed and deep
tearing sobs shook his body.

Once it became known that I wanted the
man treated like the rest of the orderlies
Lhe persecution ceasell. he ‘men were still
inclined-to let hirn alone, but when occasion
required they spoke- to him as to anybody
else. His tremulously eager gratitude for
even this was pitiful.

“Look at the move the ‘Kid” gets on him
when the Doctor speaks to ’im!” said Riley
to Walsh, a typical Bowery bad man, with
one sidc of his mouth drawn down where
he did his talking.

“Well, [ he d:dn tI'd croak m"’hoarsely
.growled that worthy.

Wheeler alone made no change in his
manner. He watched both Linton and me,
as a cat watches a mouse, until Radburn
said it was getting on his nerves and he
momently expected:to see me mutilated.

This was the harder td understand in vicw
of the fact that everything wab being donc
not only to make my work go smoothly, but
for my pleasure and amuscment. Diet-
mann, the new drug orderly, was one of the
most dignified liars and the most encyclo-
pedic repaesitory of:misinformation that it
was ever my good luck to meet. I had

§ called him “The Professor,” and the name
stuck. Then the Dep. let out the secret
that Radburn and Dietmann were sent up
to the hospital more for my plcasu:e tha.n
[or their coml/ort. !

Now Radburn had proved a valuable ad-
dition to our dinner-circle in 'the little office
—what the Professor called the House of
Lords,” but Dietmann wasa treasure-trove
When we had asked him to join us, it was
because he seemed companionable. We
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felty called upon to explain this when it
trahspired that he had six figures in the
German bank, as well as:som¢ real-estate
and unlumted credit in town. Later; when
I went in town of an afternoon he gave me
a list to leave, along with'a hand-bag; at a.
certain “fancy grocery.” On the way back
I brought it home, Jaden with things not on
the prison bill-of:fare. '

So, take it by and large, life moved along
pleasantly enough in the Pen. Hospital, in
spite of the ominous silence of ‘Sled”
Wheeler. But the mutual suspicion between
him and Linton became, every day more
intense.

One night Linton, in charge of a post-
operative case that required constant at-
tention, being worn with work and worry,
fell asleep, and in the moming I found him
snoring on the bed next his patient.

“Well, Britt, how is the wound this morn-
inge” I asked. His pulse showed fever.

“Pretty painful, Doctor. It feels'so dry
—and burns like fire.”

Tumning to Linton, I shook his shoulder:
“Hello! Wake up!” I saw that Wheeler
was already on the spot, as usual, at the foot
of the bed. Linton only stirred sleepily and
muttered. Wheeler came a step nearer.

“Linton! Wake up! It’s the Doctor!”
I shook harder.

*“I beg your pardon.” ! {Hesat up rubbmg
his eyes. “I didn't mean to go to sleep.”
He blinked drowsily.

“I don’t cdre for that but why baven’t

you changed the: pack ¢n this wound?” I

asked sharply, “ Tlns man has a tempera-
ture and he is in pam :

“The pack?” | He ﬁvas Tot yet fully
awake. "I dldn’l‘,lm —

“I told you pldinly, and wroteyon this
chart, that the pack was to be Changed
every hour as long: as there was Aany pain,
You haven’t touched the dressxqgs sinc

midnight[”’ l

I.oo ng up from the chart, he saw Wheel-
er for the first time. His sullen face flushed
and his nostrils quivered. ‘There was fight
in the air and it tould have but one out-
come. Wheeler, in spite of his fifty years,
seven bullet-scars, cracked “‘slats”” and jaw,
was as lithe as a wild-cat. Hewas, moreover,
of the kind that cap't be whlpped He once
said he always licked a man if he could; if
he couldn’t he killed him. :Andyethis eyes
badnot the gleamiof destruction Ihad seen
there before he haé broken Henry.
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“Why didn’t von follow directions?” I
harked at Linton. No answer.

Then Wheeler said sweetly: “Don’t you
hear the Doctor speaking to you?”

AsLinton only set his jaw, Wheeler went
on in the precise English he could use when
he chose:, “You' deliberately neglect your
duty, and now you insult the man who
picked you up. You area treacherous cur! "

Linton’s face twitched as if stung by a
lash. “You're a liar/"’ He whipped out.

Wheeler was in the air belore-the sound
had left Linton’s lips. My muscles had
grown tense as I watched and, as Wheeler
made his clean, catlike spring over the intcr-
vening bed, with my left hand 1 caught
Linton’s collar and snatched him desperale-
ly to one side [rom under Wheeler’s descent.
Braced to meet a shock from in front,a ide
pull easily upset him and he came back
over my left knee, head and shoulders to the
foor, while I caught Wheeler's weight on
my right shoulder.

Blinded by rage and confused by the
sudden shift of position, Wheeler's right
hand grasped my throat, his Jeft was clapped
to my face, thumb gouging the eye-socket.
I[ his recognition had been a fraction of a
second later, I had been a one-eyed man!

‘“Easy there, Dan!” I said as quietly as
the pain and the relaxing grip on my wind-
pipe would gérmit.

With a ftush and a backward spring he
cleared himsell from mc just in time tododge
a straight lelt, aimed over my shoulder at
his jaw. Linton had bounded to his feet.
As his heavy drive fell short and his weight
came forward against my back, I caught the
arm that shot past my fece and, aided by
his ‘momentum, with a ju-jitsu twist I
leaned forward and brought him cleanly
over my shoulder once more to the floor.
Then, with knee on his chest, I announced:
“Th’a's stops right here and now! You hear
me!

It bad all happened with the rapidity of
a variety knockabout act.

For the first time Linton smiled:

“All right, Doctor. Let me up, and I'll
apologize—to bot.h of you.”

“That’s man’s talk!”’ I said as I rose.
Then to Wheeler: ““Dan, are you going to
be an “also ran'?”

He held out his hand to Linton! “I was
an Indian,” was all he said. Linton flushed
with plea ure as he took the first hand held
out to him in many months.
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For the rest of the forenoon Wheeler
never looked at Linton, but again became as

silent and as watchful of all my movements'

as before the quarrel. Linton, on the other
hand, was plainly uneasy. He fidgeted,
paced the aisle and ate no dinner. More-

over, he kept close watch on Wheeler and’

the keeper in charge of the hospital.
CHAPTER IX
A TRICK DOUBLY FOILED

RILEY the regular keeper, was off duty
for the day and his place wastaken by
a Jewnamed Schnitzer. He was a yellowcur,
who had hated me ever since I had stopped
one of his petty grafts. I was relieved when
a message (rom the office came for him and
he was replaced by a good-natured Irish-
man. So, when I had finished my noon
round of the wards, I made ready to go to
town, feeling sure that everything would be
well in the hospital.

There was no time to spare if I would
catch the two o'clock boat, so as I hurried
out of the women’s ward I caught up my,
hat and hand-bag from thc table in my little
office and ran for the stairway door. Just
as I reached for the knob a nervous hand
caught my coat and I turned to [ace Linton.

“Well, what is it?""

“Please look in your bag béforc you go,
Doctor.”

Snapping it open in a hurry, I saw with
surprise a pasteboard box, such as contained
my soiled collars for the Chingman. *Noth-
ing but my laundry,” I said. “I forgot to
take them esterday I didn’t put them in
to-day—I 3, on’t know how they came there.
But I want to catch Lhat boat!”

“Wait! Weait/ That isn’t your laundry!
You'll be pinched!”

I looked at the man in astonishment.

“It’s,a scheme to land you!” he went on
excitedly. “Ask Whecler!”

‘““What the hell do you want of Wheeler?””
inquired that ubiquitous person from just
behind him, Then, looking round at the in-
quiring faces in the ward, he added: “Come
into the oﬁice, if you're bound to show up
your mare’s-nest.”

When he had closed the door, he took his
old position -with back to the. wmg?w and,
fixing a sardomc gazeon Lmton ow, it's
your move.”

Linton made no attempt to conceal his
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eicitement, as he began to speak rapidly:
1 'watched this.man Wheeler because he
was one of Mrs. Darcy’s hired men. I

didn’t catch him at anything until to-day.”
I looked at Wheeler—no muscle of his
granite-hewn face moved. The! younger
man went on: *“Schnifzer came up here to-
day to work the game lhey had tried to hire
me to work. It was the old frame-up of
putting expensive drugs in your bag and
having you arrested for stealing them to
sell in town. I watched the Sheeny so
closcly that he didn’t get a chance to put
the things in, but I saw Wheeler putting
{them in not five minutes ago, when you were
on the othker side!”

He pointed to the cracksman, with a fin-
ger that trembled, then turning to me:
*Open the box and see!” .

Taking out the box, I refnoved the cover
and exposed—my dollais for the Chinamanl

With open mouth and eyes staring, Lin-
ton collapsed into-a chair; while the grim-
visaged Wheeler still stood silent.

Holding out the box toward him, I asked:
“Wil you explain this?”

Heturned bis greenish eyes on methought-
fully: “I put them there. You left them
here yesterday."

“Well, what then? Did Linton dream all
this about the drug game?”

“No. He gave it to you straight.”

I waited. As he only regarded me quizzi-
cally, almost pleasantly, I broke out: “Oh,
comel Loosen up! Tell me all about it.”
I was a bit astonished at my nerve, but it
seemed to strike him fa.vorably

“The Jew got-them in all right, but I
palmed them under l:us nose.* I learned the
trick when I was,in ‘green goods’!”

Linton put his arms on the table and
dropped: his head on -them. "

*‘When the Old:Cat went a.I' ter your scalp,
I played heavy villain. She thought I was
with her,and so I'eot next on her frame-ups.
After I had spoiled two for her, she gol: sus-
picious and sent up this dub to spy.” He
indicated Linton by 2 nod. Then went on
in plain English: I tried him out by accus-
ing him of treachery this morning. 'The
way he went up in the air satisfied me. I
hope ke is satisfied now, and will lexve me
to run- this thing,” ‘he finished grimiy.

Linton dragged himself wearily to his [ect.
“I’'m a poor fool anyhow|” said he bitterly.
He turned heavily to the door.

“Wait!” I said. “I want you to stay
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{jeht here! I want!fnends around me—a.nd

need you in hospifal.” He sull stood down-
cast. “Stay as a favor to me”’ With face
working, he nodded silently, turned ‘quickly
and went out. I turned to Wheéler: “So
you have heen [airy godfather again! But
while you were blocking the Head Malron,
were you testing my nerve—as you did last
time—or trying my faith in your'word?”

He still regarded me unsmiling: “I told
you. It was to get next to her games. Tt
was the surest way, and there was too much
at stake to let anything else stand in the
way.” He spoke simply, as if neither of us
were concerned persoually Then he men-
tioned casually: “Her first plant was to
have you shanghaled but I knew the man
that ran the joint—I had you shadowed
anyhow——"’ His voicetrailed off thought-
fully, as if he were reviewing the situstion.

Anything I could say or do in return. for
what this man had done for me would be
absurdly futile. There was no use trying.

“How do you suppose I enjoyed it?"’ I
asked complalmngly “Waiting to see if
you were going to remove my scalp and
pre ent it to the Head Matron?” .

I fancied his eyes gleamed humordusly
between narrowed lids, as he said: “Haven't
I kept you interested? Here I scoured the
prison to fill the ‘Hou of Lords’—and look
at the Professor! : You’re hard to please.
But that isn’t all—Mrs. Darcy leaves the
island for good next week!”

“How did you do that?”

“She has enemies |at headquarters, and
she has been too gteedy. Her place 1s
wanted for your: friend, - Mrs. Sullivan.”

Until then, when the relief came, I didn’t
know how trying] the suspense had been.
But as he piled things up, I b to feel
that if I looked imuch longer ,into those
amber-green eyuII might make a fool of
myself like Linton. So I tumed‘mVay

“Thanks.” i

“Don’t mention it.”

CHAPTER X

THE GORILLA
UP TO date my life has held no better
seven dnys an the week that followed.
The whole prison rejoiced over the approach-

ing departure of jthe Head Matron and I
was given the crednt of bringing it about.

It was useless to! disclaim it and it wouldl
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be false modesty to deny I was immensely
popular.

Possessed of a I'me reserve, Wheeler would
not join the “ House of Lords.” Sometimes,
however, he would join us unasked over the
coffee and cigarettes and tell ‘us of his ad-
ventures. Radburn declared it was worth
being irthprisoned; and I can see Linton sit-
ting outside the office door, perfectly sell-
unconscious and absorbed.

Yet it seemed to me that the great crook
was overcautious in keeping guard over me.
He kept close watch of my every movement,
and cha.rg$ me never to go in town without
giving him notice. I knew he was having
me shadowed, and although I thought it
unnecessary, I humored him because I owed
him so-much. So things went until the day
came when Mrs. Darcy and Schnitzer were
to leave the island.

That day we were having a special cele-
bration in the little office. Over an alter-
noon spread Wheeler was just tclling us how
he came by his broken jaw—as a result of
underestimating a “littie dude” in a Chi-
cago barroom. .

A c ckle at the door and in popped the
good-natured moon-face of Devery, as-
sistant head keeger, to say that the Doctor
was wanted in the isolated corridor. There
was in No. 3 an insane patient called “The
Gonlla,” yaiting for certain people in town
to do tW#o months of.red-tapery before he
couild be transferred to an asylum. Now
he had become so violent and noisy that he
needed quieting:

“Kinney’s afraid he’ll have all the ani-
mals howlin’ if he ain’t quited before the
menagerie comes in fr the night.”

“All right,” said I, rising. ““Wait until I
load a hypoderm:c with hyoscin.”

“No, you don’t!” interposed Wheeler.
“Not unless a max goes with you. You'rea
nice pup, Devery!” turning on him savagely.
*“You'd let the Doctor go in that cell and
get croaked. That Gorilla'd split his head
with his bucket in a second!”

*“Now, ho-old on, Danl” said the good-
natured Irishman, “What's the maiter
with me? Ain’t I wid 'im?"

“You!"” said Wheeler with vast contempt.
““You’re too slowl - Where’s Sullivanp”

“Of fer the aiternoon. There ain’t a
extra screw,on th’ island.” -

"Then get Kinney himself togo with you.”

“Th' Old Man can hardly limp wid th’
rheumnatism.”
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““Now, see here,"”I said, for I had my hyp.
ready, “If I don’t object, nobody else need
bother about it. Come on, Devery."”

" But Wheeler held up a threatening finger:
“It'll cost you your place, Devery.”
“Well, what can I do, Dan?”* whined the

badgered man.

““What’s the matter with Linton here—
if some one must go?”’ I asked.

Linton had jumped to his feet and stood
crouched forward, his face an eager question,
while Wheeler looked him through.

“Oh, come onl"” I said. “What’s the use
of all this [oolishness? I'm going now.”
Buat Devery had the key to the corridor and
he still waited, while Wheeler held Linton
transfixed. At last the great crook said
slowly to Linton: “All right, Kid. But
you listen! If he is hurt”—he jerked his
thumb toward me—“you -don’t want to
come into this ward ¢n your feelf You
understand? "’

As we clattered down the iron stairs
Devery admitted: “Dan's dead right! That
bucket hed a right to be took out o' that
cell. It's iron and has sharp edges to it.
TN Gorilla ¢'d kill a man wid it.”

“Why wasn't it taken out before the man
got so violent?” I asked.

“Search me!” he shrugged. “That dirty
Yiddish screw that was fired this noon hed
charge o’ the animal till I'come on at six this
mornin’. An’ since then th’ cuss has been
raisin’ hell so 't we wasn’t none of us
anxious ¢’ go in there t’ take it out.”

The isolated corridor was as damp and
silent as a vault. When Dévery had closed
the heavy door behind us the only light came
from one window at the end of the corridor.
On looking through the grated cell-door at
first we could make out only the outlines of
a figure lying on the cot.

This cot, of canvas on a gas-pipe frame,
was hinged to the right-hand wall so that it
would fold up out of the way. Betwecen itd
outer edge and the cell wall on the left was
a sga.ce just wide enough for a man to walk,
and at the far end.of this space stood the
heavy iron bucket. :

As we got used to the dim light we could
sec that the man was well named. Long
armed and heavily muscled, his shirt was
stripped from a powerful hairy clist, and
his face was that of a low savage. Exhaust-
ed or feigning sleep, he lay on'his Yack with
one arm ;and leg banging over the edge of
the cot to the floor. Devery rattled the
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iron door and shouted. “Hey there, Dalyl
Wake upl Here’s the Doctor to see youl”

The big brute muttered sleepily, stirred a
bit and resumed hLis regular breathing.

“Open thedoor,” I said. ‘““He’sdll right.”

Devery turned thé; great key, but as
the door swung outward he whispered:
‘“Hadn’t T*better go in an’ tike out that
bucket?” )

“Oh, damm the bucket!” And with hypo-
dermic in my left hand I stepped .into the
narrow space between the bed and the stone
wall, Linton tight to my heéls. Then—

“LOOK OUT!"” he yelled.

Bounding upright, with| a flash-like, cir-
cular movement the Gorilla caught and
swung the bucket up and over, then down-
ward viciously at my head!

The expected had happened. Watching
for this very move, with right fist propetly
closed; I instinctively felt that to draw back
would be [atal—it-would be to collide with
Linton and getmy head crushed like an egg.
So, with every muscletaut and ready, as the
bucket came down I drove forward with all
my weight behind my right fist—straight
at the pit of that hairy stomach.

The wild yell of the-maniac ended in a
sick grunt as we went down in,a floundering
pile, the wild man beneath and Linton on
my back, He had thrown himself forward
under the bucket as I-had done, and had
taken the full force of the blow.

Devery showed nosignsof being slow now.
He pulled Linton to his feet, kicked the
jangling bucket backward out of the cell,
and when I got to my feet he had folded the
cot up and in the space thas made stood
over the madman. with'revolver drawn.

“Git up, ye brute!” . he admonished, with
a kick. But the man hadn’t got his breath,
yet—to say nothing of his Jégs.

“Let that bed down: again, Devery,” said
I, “and get him on it while I put another
needle on this gyringe; this one is broken.”
1 stepped out to make room. They dragged
the apparently helpless man on to the cot,
placing him so that he lay on his side, face
to the wall. Then Devery came out to let
me into the narrow space, while Linton sat
on the edge of the cot to hold the arm.

I plunged the needle quickly into ithe
skin of the back, where ?lm.ew he could
hardly feel it. Suddenly I felt the muscles

.under my -hand spring taut as -steel—the

body whirled entirely over—and with a wild
screech of ' Poisoned !” the maniac was upon
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me again, and in his upraised hand, not a
foot [rom my face, gleamed a knife/

Before I could move even a muscle Linton
had hurled his boedy between us,: clasping his
left arm around the maniac’s neck, while his
right—I noticed with sick horror—hung
Limply by his side. The knife was buried
in Igs back, and he rolled on the floor inter-
locked with the madman—under the cot!

With the dim light [rom the corridor shut
out by Devery in the doorway, the space
under the bed was dark. I tore wildly at
the gas-pipe [rame il a desperatc attempt to
fold it up—it was jammed —while from the
writhing mass bélow came now and then a
hand upflung for a hold or a blow! Twice
the hand with the knife rose and fell with ¢
panting gasp—then the cot came loose out
of the way and [Devery got in a blow with
his revolver-butt which stunned the beast
and ended the struggle.

We dragged them out into the corridor.
While Devery picked up the knife, hauled
the unconscious man back into the cell and
locked the door, I tore off Linton’s shirt and
with it stopped the flow of blood.

Linton’s first anxious words were:

“'Did he get you, Doctor? Did he?” He
made a weak attempt (o rise.

“No/” I blurted. “Lie still! You're
hurt1” { .

“Then that’s all right.” He lay back
with' a sigh. Whei,l I had brushed the blur
from my eyes.he hiid quietly fainted.

CHAPTER XI
coon-fw, OLD MAN!

UP in hospital the Professtr and Walsh
were helping me dress Liniton’s wounds,
while Radburn, Wheeler and the rest of the
staff were listening to Devery’s story. By
the time the whisky had partly revived
Linton, Devery had got to the knife episode.

. “What the bhell,”” interrupted Wheeler,
“did you go to clinching and cat-wrestling
with the brute for? Why didn’t you hand
him:one under the ear and put him to sleep?’
.~ "Capn’t you see?” I broke out. “Linton’s
‘collar-bone , wag broken by ‘the bucket
in the| first, mix-up! It was'the bravest
thing a man could do—to go under that
knife to a clinch; with one arm disabled!” ;

: Wheeler leaned over to hold an artery-
clamp . for me and whispered in my éat:
“It’s a bluff. Send the men to. their beds.!,
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All the convalescents had crowded round.
When they had gone, Wheeler said:

“I interrupted to prevent their hearing
about the knife. No ow what Mrs.
Darcy and Schbnitzer were “hatching the
other day. She! put him up to tell the
‘Gorilla’ you were bound to poison him—
you know that’s his batty-spot, anyway—
and to give him the knife. Nobody else has
had a chance to do it.”

“I suppose there’s no use trying to do
anything about it,” I said.

“Not the least. Let them go, and keep it
dark. They’ll never try again.’” Then he
turned to Linton, and in his [ace there was

.something that looked almost like affection

as he sternly smiled:

“Well, Kid, you look as il you had becn
to a clam-bake of the Nth Ward.”
"Anihow, I didn’t come back on my

feet!” Linton grinned.

Linton grew steadily weaker, for he was
bleeding inside, and in the evening I had to
tell him that he had only a few hours more.
He was perfectly satisfied and happy. He
said he suflered no pain, and insisted that I
must go to bed. About midnight I com-
plied, leaving orders that I was to be called
if the;ré-was any sudden change.

It was a beautiful Sunday morning when
1 awoke to the singing of birds outside my
windows. Early Mass was being celebrated
in the chapel, Radburn’sclear baritonerising,

full and sweet, above the voices of the choir,

when word came that Linton had asked for
me, charging them not to wake me if I were
asleep.

As ] sat down by his bed it was plain that
he had ot far to go. His face turned to me,
now a clear boy-face—in it a devotion that
was to me a reproach. '

‘“Doctor,” he whispered with an eflort,
“may I have something to brace me up—
while T say—something?”’ His eyes closed.
I gave him a- stimulant and waited.. As the
fluttering pulse made its brief rally, he be-
gan again iis labored whisper: f

“I've been thinking—of things—when I
was a kid. I don’t remember any mother—
my father was hard—inhuman and pious—
I hated him and his religion—that’s one
reason—I went to hell!” His [ace clouded.
“Then I couldn’t get out—alone. You, were
the first—to help—I don’t need to:tell you
—how I felt.”” The weakening :whisper
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ceased and he scemed to be drifting. I
could not see that he breathed. I took his
hand, and he smiled.

“Thanks. That brought me back,” the
words were hardly audible. “I’mno preach-
er—I lost imy chance to be—anything—but
I am going—soon. If I must face another
Court—I have one plea—that I.saved a man
—worth saving. I-placed my last bet—on
you. 1It's up to you—to make good—[or
both.” Again the whisper died away; again
his face cleared as the eflort ceased; again
the pulse ran low and stopped. Alter a
little he opencd eyes in which there was
clear childlike trust. I bent to listen.

Faint but clear the mwmur came: \

“ Well—good-by—old man—good luck!”
There was a long, tremulous breath—ending
in a [faint rattle. The wax-white face
showed no line of trouble. .

On the deid quiet of the almost empty
ward Radburn’s voice was borne up from
below:

“Kyric Eleison! Christe Eleison!"”

CHAPTER XII

A GRIM WARNING

IN THE dingy little officc of the Peniten-
tiary Hospital we were comfortably rum-
inant over after-ditner coffee and cigarettes,
Dietmann, Radburn, Lawson and L.

““Well, Doctor,”—the fallen matince-
idol, Radburn, settled his nose-glasses on
his English nose with a survival of his
grand manrer that went oddly with his un-
couth clothes and cropped head—“it’s a
fortnight since the passing of the ‘Kid’; and
‘nobody has tried to stick a knife in you or
pour oil of vitriol in your eyes. Time must
hang heavy on your hands; what?”

Yt waslike his British burliness to be the
first to mention Kid Linton’s heroic end,
which had left us all in shadow.

“I’'mnot looking [or trouble,” I answered..
“Moreover, the next time there might

« nobody at hand willing to get between me
and the knife.”

“Unless it were. Wheeler " said Lawson.
“Now that he’s rid the prison of the ITead
Matron and the Sheeny screw I don't see
where you are to look for the next trouble.”

“By Gad,” Radbum leaned fogward to
thump the table' with soft emph§ “I'd
be more airaid of Wheelet § He has
all the attractiveness of a tiger,ia rattler
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and the Devil himsclf. No woader the
crooks dodge if he looks at’ them!”

“I'd take my chances. from a third-story
window rather than face him when he’s
angry,” said I.. “But my faith in him is'
perfect. Yet I know no more .about him
—know him no better, than ' month ago.
For a week he has 1ot spoken three words’
and he ].ooks more savage than ever.’

“Tll tell you the reason for that.” Law-
son looked as wise as a man .could look when
whispering across the table with a weather.
eye on the door. “It’s. bemg shut up with
these common crooks. He's used to a lile
of wild excitement as well' as the swellest
Juxuries of all kinds. Hes a regular Beau
Brummell as to his n—even in here you
see how well-groomed he looks—and to be
shut up with these greasy hobocs for weeks
on end simply makes him savage.”

“But you told me,yonrself that he has
spent all he had when he came in—three
hundred dollars—on - the sick crooks in
here,” I advanced.

“And keeps it dark so that none of them
will come near to thank him!”

Radburn, flicking the ashes from his
cigarette, chanced to look up, and his wide-
eyed stare turned us, round in our chairs to
face the door.

In the light from the lamp within stood
the Danger incarnate, The eyes were fixed
on me, and though. more. troubled than
threatening, the ferocity of the man went
through our group like an jcy breeze.

As usuzl, he had paused on his bed-time
pacing of the ward to look in on our nightly
circle. - For a few seconds only he absorbed
the scene within, then mgved noiselessly
away,

It was alter the mommg round of the
wards. that I found the silent man reading
my Hare’'s “Therapeutics”, 'in the little
office. As I entefed from the women’s ward
through the heavily ironed, door he rose re-
spectiully as usual, but instead of steppi
quickly through the opposite door he: slnn::ng
a sharp look toward me. Seemg no busy
preoccupation in my eye, he abruptly asked:
“Is it true that and —— will kill the
craving for booze?”

“In big doses they will.”

“Are you game to try it to the lumt?"
still holding my eye steadily.

& Ys " ‘

Another second of mtetmgat.non, he"
pressed his hard mouth a bit tighter. and
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tumed to leave, Before he had taken a step

I said'in’ a Iowi tone:

“Darey and his crowd have® qmt?" A
quesnon, but with no purpose ‘except to
serve as introduction for others.” Therefore '
“Notl Still on the job!” was an unwelcome

surprise. I sat down, [eeling weak-kneed

“How do you know?” I aske

"Theres a spy on the lsla.n —in the
prison. For a week I’ve been trying to
spot him.”

So that was why he had been so fiercely
uncompanionable!

“What is the game?”

“W jling—watching for an excuse for
puttibg you against the beak-bench bunch.”

!For arresting me—getting me into court,
do yau mean?” _

“He owns 'em. Just let him get you up
once, no matter for what, and he’ll get to
you good!”’

“Oh well, I shall not worry!—he won’t
get the chance.”

Just then the Professor’s huge mass ap-
peared in the open doorway. He had a
bottle in his hand and an innocent question

in his eye. A glance from Wheeler sent him’

to the right-about, attempting to hum a
careless: refrain. . His absurd effort not to
show his fear of the famous man-killer was
the more painfully .funny because just now
he was playing baci man himself. Just at
present this dehghtfu.l old Falstafl’s rdle was
his private personauon of the great “Sled
Wheeler,” the tersor of the police of two
conlinents, It wa:E.\sconCeerg to confront
the original. i .

: When Wheeler: t ed to me there was a
twist at the corners of his mough that Tepre-
sented a smile. It vanished ashe continued:
“Don’t;get in wrorig] You dop’t have to do
anything. Ask Radburnl”

Abruptly stepping to the door, he called
the actor with a peremptory jerkiof his head.
Radburn came, looking very $erious,

“Just go over the legal points of ;your
triald for the Doctor.” Wheeler spokei with
cool authority.

The .actor was always ready. with his
grievances and began at once. If. you read
the papers at the time, you know (nothing
at) all about the famous case that supplied

llow press for months. At the top:o
reer Radburn had infuriated : John
by running away with and mar;

hls a\lghter Darcy sworg to land him: lg

e. When the young ¢ouple had theix
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first quarrel it was serious as such affairs go.
In the debate Radburn dodged a soup-
ladle and, seizing his lady by the shoulders,
gave her an exasperated shake. She went to

pa in tears. Radburn was arrested and

tried for wife-beating. Followed delays,

" abuse, bullyragging and all the persecutions

money and influenée could secure. The
papers rceked. . After some ‘weeks the actor
was dcquitted for lack of evidence, but the
noticg of acquittal was printed in small typg
on an obscure page.

Released and rearrested on a charge of
bigamy, he was confronted by two street-
women, imported from London for the pur-
pase, who swore Radburn had married
them. Again the yellow jackal chorus; again

‘the acquittal for lack of evidence; again the

notice of acquittal was discreetly hidden.

Assoon as he was [ree he was arrested for
the third time. Some slight contradiction
in testimony was fished out of the records of
the preceding trials; the actor was convicted
and given.the hrmt sentence for perjury!
He went to prison an utterly ruined man.
No manager would ever engage him again
on any terms. ‘The paper-reading public
still believes him guilty of wife-beating,
bigamy and all unnameable horrors.

As Wheeler walked from the office with
the smooth gliding step of an athlete, he
said tgzme over his shoulder: “Think it
over !“f

No deep thought wasneeded. Theactor’s
story plainly showed the persistent malig-
nancy of the man who was now on my trail.
What was more alarming was the evidehce
that he could both furnish the offense and
dictate the sentcnce.

My dreams were troubled that night, but
the events of the next day drove my danger
from my mind.

CHAPTER XIII
THE WARDEN

LL this time I had never seen the Ward-
en. Somewhere on Olympian heights I
knew he lived and ruled the prison through
his vice-agent, Deputy Warden Mangan.
Crooks and screws alike looked upon “the
Old Man” with superstitious awe and affec-
tion, He was “the greatest living crim-
mologlst" ‘““dead square, and the whitest
man living”; “one of the-Four Hundred—
has been a }:ugh-roller in his day,”—accord-
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ing to one’s varied informants. It was
whispered that he had been drinking heav-
ily since the death of his -wife two years
before. This was denied, and he was said
to be about to marry bis second cousin,
Mrs. Archer, who had managed his house
since the Head Matron had left.

Lawson had informed me that the Warden
had not looked with favor upon my prede-
cessors in office and that he had never
spoken to one of them. Therefore I re-
ceived his summons with misgivings and at
once thought of the Exhorters.

The Exhorters were not loving me over-
much because I had not encouraged their
visits to the ward. The brazen voice of the
square-jawcd maiden-lady who led them—
together with her promises of certain Hell
and Torment—had so rasped the nerves of
my patients that I had instructed Riley to
ask them to come: another day whenever
a bad case was in the ward. They had
protested spitefully.

In the highly finished office there rose to
meet me a grizzled gentleman of ‘the old
schoo), so like a fine old greal-uncle of mine
that I stared stupidly. His voice was low
and pleasant: *“Doctor, we have been hear-
ing great things about you; and it’s high
time we met. Pardon sme, you recall some
one—"' holding my hand and scarching
my face.

“You remind me of my {reat-uncle,
General Wylie—"’

“That’s it! You're the living image of
him at your age.” He resumed shaking
my hand in delight. “Why, my boy, Dick
Wylie was the idol of my boyhood! You
could ‘have no better blood in your veins
~——could pay me no higher compliment.
Well—welll we must lose no more time in
getting acquainted. I was going to ask you
to call at the house professionally to-mor-
row, but unless you have another engage-
ment you must come to dinner to-night, at
seven. There’ll be only the family.” .

- It was one of the few times when at first
sight one feels lhe pull of the clan-bond,
destined to outlast friendship or passion,
that stress only clinches the tighter. When
I left I carried within me that deeply com-
fortable sense of being at'home at last,
which makes a home of any place.

And yet there had been a tremorfin the
Warden's mhuscles that was not: fromiage, a
nervous unrest that had but one mimning.
In connection with Wheeler's questions in

.out he best in me,” I answered.
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therapeutics it left little doubt as to the
nature of the professional call of the morrow.

Thanks to the prison *telegraph” after
lunch I found my hospital stafl as proudly
elate over my invitation to dinger at the
“Big House" as I was, L

Wheeler gave no sign of interest until I
came up to the office to report to Radburn
for final “dress” inspection. Suqddenly the
great crook stepped lithely between us and
took possession of me without a word. The
look in the cold, greenish eyes no man could
interpret. After a swilt, appraising glance
he murmured as if to himsell: “Your tie's
too straight.” .

He pulled it a hair’s breath, with a touch
like a zcphyr, meanwhile continuing the
murmur that I alone could hear: “Pay
no attention to their fool talk, Remember
that they are coming o iyou for help.
You're asking no odds of them.”

The’man was an enigma. One more
keenly comprehensive look and he said
aloud: “Now you're all right-—go fo it!”

The dinner was served'in’a loity banquet-
ing-hall with high-arched ‘ceiling; at one
end a huge fire-place held a glorious fire,
with fore-and back-log; 8nd the family made
me [eel they were in earnést in declaring that
hereafter this was to be my home on the
island. But the prospect that turned my
head with delight was the thought of the
Library I had scen on entering—and the
nearer acquaintance of Miss Archer!

She was Mrs. Archer's daughter, eighteen
—there is no rcom here; she must be left
[or other pages. But she is the reason why
I can recall almost nothing of the talk at
table. I remember only, her first remark:

“You have lots of loyal admirers amon
the prisopers, Doctor. ‘But don’t you fin
work among the prisoner's very-ilepressing? "

“No, not a bit. - They are more appreci-
ative than many more fortunate. I find the

~work fascinating beyond everything.”

“That’s because you treat them right and
bring out the best in them,” said the
Warden.

“I have thought at times that they bring

“If it only had’ that eflect on me!” said
the Warden, as to himself.

The bitterness of hia 'tone made the others
look up with apprehension. The skeleton :
had rattled. !
. Until dinner was over the tatk was sys-
tained with an effort. After dessert the
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Warden went 10 his room, pleading illness;
the elderly sister followed and soon I was
left in the library with Mrs. Arctier. Her
daughter, in the adjoining music-room,
played softly while we were talking.

Never 'since then has a family tragedy
taken Bo strong a hold on me. The:genuine
kindnéss:of their hbspitality; my sympathy
for the Warden; the evident suffering of the
womnan who told me with tears in her kind
eyes; the melody of Shubert's “ Serenade”
coming through the open door—all helped
in stirring me to a depth that was painful.

“To think that such a man can pe ruined
by a foul tongue!” she buried her face in
hands that trembled in spite of her. “Such
a rare gent.lema.n, and the foremost crimin-
ologist of his time! But misfortune has been
so exaggerated and distorted that, if he can
not mect some men in town next week and
be himself in every way, it will mean ruin!”
She could control herself no longer. “I
don’t know that you—anybody—can help.
I don’t know what to do! We were ad-
viséd to ask you— But I can’t see—"

“Is it beyond his control?’’

“‘There are times—one of those periods is
coming on now—when he must drink, and
drink heavily, or be is nothing but a nervous
wreck—¢an only lie in bed and suffer. He is
a man of tremendoug will and can stop ali—
all su ulants at once; but if he does he can
not h pe to do an g for several days.
Then it will be too Jate. He will not only
have to resign:at on
here i
the s?end.ld posmop in the West that has
been dffered him. It'will bethe end of cvery—
thing{”

uld he let me manage the rase?"
S ething in my tone made, her look:up
quickly. “Yes. Indeed, I k-nmv he wodld
What do you mean?2”

“Ther€’sa fairchance thét Ifan help him. :
 that will put a man in that .
is feet and tide him over his :

There ate drugs
condmon on
attack, 'so that he can appear "himself.

he intended to leave
the Sprmg any'way—but he will lose

Aiterwatd the habit can :be dealt w:l.ﬁ—é

for; good
1mtnense doses—l4rger than are considered

safe. :At such' timés, however, I am satisfied :

thit they are safe.”
She stared .as if at a ghost.
spoke it: was in a.hushed whisper:
“You—you wopldn't deceive me in t}us?
Pardon me—T can’t make it seem real.”
Wlnle I went over-it slowly, her tense

. Buit the things must be given in ;

When she’
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muscles relaxed; the staring eyes filled; she
threw herself on 'the. couch, burying her 'face
in the pillows to stifle her sobs. Like all
men since Adam, I felt like a fool. But it
was an April shower, and later, when she
came back from seeing the Warden, to report
that He was ready.to put himself in my
hands absolutely, her face was shining. I

told her that was reward enough. But it

was a look from another pair of long-lashed
eyes that I took back with me to my little

room in the prison. ]

CHAFPTER XIV
THE NET CLOSES

AT BREAKFAST the next morning a
message came from the “Big House”
asking me to come as soon as possible. The

. Dep. in person brought it to me and he

looked very serious. He was a2 man of few
words and his manner was sheepish as he
hoped I “could help the Old Man.”

In a luxurious bedroom the Warden tossed
on a canopicd bed—clearly on the verge of
tremens, but holding on with a heroic efort.

“Deoctor, this is big business for a grown
man—fighting a.fear of nothing!” He held
out a trembling hand.

“It’s gnly a symptom—and one that can
be stopjjed.”

“Stopped!” He jumped up. -“Stopped
when? Stopped how soon? They’ve heen
knifing me already in town. UnlessI can
sce the Commissioner in town thisafternoon,
they can drag the river for me to-morrow!”’

It was the first time I had ever heard it
said in earnest and it shook me up.

“] mean that I can fix you so that you can
dowhateveryouwish at three this alternoon,
if only you will come back at six for another
hyp. Then we will begm the regular treat-
ment in the morning.”

He stared blankly. “You’ll—you will—
would you mind saying that again? I have
thought I heard so many things—in the last
few hours—I'm not sure of anything.”

“I:can put you on your feet for three
hours, if you—"

"Then for God’s sake,don’t wait another
minute!”

“H you, will only follow my dJrectlons

; aftcrward " 1 finished.

Pl do anythmg\ you say—only don’t

r keep me waiting!”

‘1 rang for boiled water to fix a hypoder-
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mic; but in order to keep my hand steady
while I fixed it I had to turn away from the
man’s painfully tremulous suspense. 1 gave
him the immensedosesof stimulants without
lesitation; told him to close his eyes and
lie still until I spoke to him and for twenty
minutes I watched beside him.

“Now you can get up ahd dress,” I said
finally.

He sat up and blinked at me. The
tremor was gone from his muscles, the fear
from his eyes. He reached for dressing-
gown and slippers and swung his feet off the
bed. When he stood steadily he stretched
out his fingers, worked them tentatively and
turned to me in astonishment.

“I believe you've done it!”’ he spoke half-
unbelieving. Thenhisfacelightened. * Great
guns, boy, I never felt anything like it! How
long will this last? Why don’t the big men
of Yyour profession know about this?”’

‘It will last about three hours. By that
time you will be back and I can fix you up
for the night. Will that do?”

“Will it do? My dear boy—" He
reached for my hand: “There is no use in
thanking you in words. I shall not try.
When it’s all over we'll see about it. Wait!
Mrs. Archer will want to——"

“Then I'll sec you at six.” And I ran
away from embarrassing thanles,

In the Winter sunlight the world was a
good old place to live in. I wanted to hear
what Wheeler would say about the case, but
I was disappointed, for, after sick-line and
lunch, I found it was the Sisters’ afternoon
to visit Lhe ward.

These lovely women, in contrast to the
Exhorters, always chose times when the
ward was quiet, so I rarely saw them except
29 Ipassed through. But I always saw their
wake left in the faces of the men. I bhave
seen the men keep fruit until it was past
eating—as a reminder of their visits; and
all looked for their coming eagerly.

This afternoon when I came into the ward
I found Wheeler and Sister Mary talking
carnestly. She was the leader of the Sis-
ters; a beautiful woman, full of pure hope-
ful love and sympathy, and her presence
was like sunshine in the ward. ItAvas not
the first time I had seen these twoytalking,
and their understanding seemed pesfect.

The aftefnoon passed quickly in'reading,
and at six the Warden came back trium-

phant and hopeful. All had: gone:well for .

\

Adventure

him and he was ready to begin treatment
the next moraing in my new private ward.

The great crook said nothing to me until
a hall-hour belore the Warden? was due.
Wheeler sat just outside the door of the
little office, a newspaper hiding his face.
A strange'nan sat on the hobo’s bench oppo-
site. As I paseed him Wheeler growled, so
low that only I could hear:

“Don’tlook at me. They’re on. Watch
out!”

I turned toward the window and looked
out, hands in my pockets, close to his elbow.
“Who's on to what? Where?”

‘“There are two ‘plain‘clothes’ down-
stairs, one at each door. I’'ve nailed the
‘shadow’ at last—it's the new matron on
the other side—think she’sfrom the Central
Office. And thal'nurse over there is an-
other; for money.” :

The new matron I had barely noticed;
only she Seemed too young and pretty for
the position. The [reckled stranger with
large ears was the nurse the Warden had
engaged. His looks were not all one could
wish.

“We can get anothernurse,”’ I murmured.

“They’d know ,we were on—and work
something harder. This is easy. But
you’d better put off the Warden's case for a
day or two. If you make any mistake—no
matter how little, hell will be out for noon!”

“Not a minute to lose. Besides—1I shall
make no mistakes.”

“Good stuffl Go to it!”

I stretched and yawned as if I had been
dozing, and turned to approach the nurse.
He was staring at Wheeler's legs and news-
Fapehall he oould sce of him—with terri-
ied awe. He tore himself loose with an
efort. o

“Are you the nurse from the City Hos-
pitale” :

“Ye—yes.” He jumped at the rustle of
Wheeler’s paper. o

“Then come this way, please.”

He walked as far from Wheeler as possible
in passing him and followed me into the
new ward. While he- was making things
ready under my directions I noticed that he
watched the. windows closely. While imy
back was turned (so that T could see him
through a mirror over the bed) he dipped
one of the shades three times at-each win-
dow. At the next opportunity I saw that
one of the plain-clothes was in sight below.

A few minutes belore the Warden was due,
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I told the nurse to put him tobeclnsoon
as he came and call me from the other side.
Then I went to hear what the men:had to

WK about it, for I knew t at my staff was

dly exuted and enxious by this _tirne.
Riley, his forehead all puckered thh'wom—

ment, whispered: “Are you going ahead
with it, Doctor?"”’

“What has got you going?” I said.

“Oh, I don’t know, but there's somethin’
doin’ that ain’t nght—two plain-clothes

down-stairs, at both dooxs—Dep. s been up ,
twice to talk to Dan. 1f Wheeler don’t croak

somebody before night,Tlose. Ineverseshim
‘n such a hell-of-a-scrunch’s he’s .been in
all day!” :

“ Where is he?”

“Here.” In the open door of the ward

he stood with arms folded, like the villain in -

a play. But there never trod the stage a
villain with half the malign potency of his
glittering eyes, half the radiant energy of his
graceful figure.

It was through me that his look was bor-
ing. Inspite of the always sareastic twist of
lips that mocked my weakness, something
in his presence roused and steadied me. At
the time I took it for resentment.

“Doctor, your paheht’s ready,” from the
door behind me, startled all of us.

I realized how much;depended on the out-
come—that the futufe of at least Lhree
people was at stake, but I could not feel
anxious. I needed the'lmson that was wait-
ing for mel

aking the chiir by the bed, I took the
Warden's wnst' “You have a good pulse
this morning.”

“I am feeling ﬁne—eﬂ'ecl: of mmd over
body. Ihave castoff all worry d responsi-
bility; it all rests with you.” ;'He looked
up with a smile that was almosu happy.

“That is the right spirit. You 'will help
most in Lhat way. Professorl” He was
behind my chair in a second.

“Fill this hypcrdermc,” I gave the form-
ula for a strong !leart-stimulant including
1-120 gr. of atropih.

"Very well;Docl:orl Isthat all, Doctor?”
This in his most: impressive ceremonious
bass, thinking of ‘ the impression he was
making on our distinguished patient.

"Yes. H @l"

In a moment he was back with a filled
hyp. and a small bottle of dark blue glass,

* I'can see that bottle nowl The label he§.

hefore me. Coming close and bending over
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me, he whispered with great show of secrecy,
“ Atropin solutjon not concentrated enough
for a hyp. Give it per os?”

“Yes, Give me the botte.” I took it
from hinj hastily and went to the window

! to get a better light. I noticed as I poured

out a dram that the man on watch below
was still there. Well, we should fool him.

““Isn’t that a big dose?”’ It was the Pro-
fessor ‘whispering in my ear, still bent on
impressing.

A sixteenth of a grain to the ounce,” I
read from the label. “A dram would con-
tain one one-hundred-and-twentigth—a full
dose, ‘but not unusual.” He subsigd and I
hadn’t the heart ta-sit on him moré heavily
for his officiousness. I gave the draught and
the hyp.; sat by the bed for a few minutes to
see that the heart responded well—which it
did; gave some directions [or the next hour,
and went down to sick-line, Dietmann tak-
ing the place of the Professor at the drug-
desk, the latter being needed upstairs.

The sick-line was short and I had started
for my dining-rocom when old Kinney an-
swered the whistle of the speaking-tube.

“ Hurry-call t’ the hospital!”

s CHAPTER XV
¥
"~ THE MISPLACED DOT

IN THE door at the top of the long fights

of iron stairs I ren into Riley, pop-eyed
and shivering:

“D-doctorl
Nurse sa.

I pushed past him, past the Proicssor
whose- pasty-gray face was a blank; Rad-
burn, pale and sympathetic, held open the
door from the office to the small ward.

There, on the bed— If it had been my
own father the shock could have been no
worsel The trembling nurse was holding up
the head and rattling the edge of a glass
against the teeth in frantic, futile effort to
get him to swallow. Face purple-flushed
and expressionless, eyes glassy-black and
staring, twitching ]Jps flecked with foam;
the man on the bed raved guttural inco-
herences and struggled to escape.

One look at the wide-stretched pupils; one
touch of the rapidly bounding p se—the
Iabel on the blue bottle sprang before my
eyes as if shown by a lightning-flash:

W-warden’s unconscious!
b2

Atropin Sulf. gr.'rTf — Nt
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The mark above the line was the misplaced
dok of the i below! Sixteen grains instead of
one-sixteenthl I had given two-hundred-
and-fifty-six times the full dose of the deadly
poison!

Ifelt a sensation as if I had been kicked
in the 'pit of the stomach. Toxicologies
said that no man had been saved who had
taken a grain and a half. I had given the
man, whom of all men I wanted to save, two
[ull grains on an empty stomach an hour
ago! It was already beyond reach of the
tubec—the Warden was as good as dcadl
And I had done it!

As a drowning man sees his life's pano-
rama in an instant, the whole situation
flashed before me. Qutside were men
watching for just such a chance, and I knew
the nature of the man who sent them. “If
they can once get you in court, hell will
be out for noon!"

Things began to turn black and close in
on me. With a wrenching, brute eflort I
pulled mysell out, and that brought reac-
tion. Could a speck 6n a paper crush the
combined strength of many men? Becausea
fool drug-orderly had misplaced a dot I had
killed a good man, spoiled the life of at least
one woman and sent myself to prison! For
the first time I noticed the pale and helpless
faces around me—they too,were in league
with the brutish universe that had tricked
me! With a rush of blood and a ringing in
the ears there surged up in me a fOghting
berserk rage, a rage at Fate and the Laws
of Thingsl

It is hard to believe, but they all tell me

hat I had hardly touched the pulse when
I began to shout orders: “Riley! Get the
stomach-tube for the nurse—then send to
the, City Hospital for their battery! Pro-
fessor, bring the nitroglycerin and strychnin
solutions—ether and ammonia—sterilize ex-
tra needles and all the hyps. in the ho’selﬁa.l
Move! Move! MOVE!l Areyou all dead?”

The face on the bed was already a horrible
gibbering mask, becoming every moment
more inhuman and senseless. . The men acted
as if benumbed by terror, doddenng about
their tasks and dropping things. I began
to use language: ‘“Come, get together!
Nurse, pass that tube while I fil}:the hyps.
Professor, wake up/ Hand me that syringe
and hold this bottlel Riley, — you, don't
stare like a stuck pig! Getoff that message
to the hospital and phone to Dr. R. in town!
Get oul!”
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It seemed as if things Toved with geo-

logic slowness, but at last they did move.

ashing the stomach was an om ty form,
but no chance could be misse en this
was finished, the breathing was so slow and.
stertorous that I gaVve: three large hyps. in’
succession, recorded the time nd amount
of each, and sat down by the bed to hold the,
pulse and watch the respirations.

If anything about that day’s fatal doings:
1s an object of pride,-it is that the bed-
side notes—which lie before me now—are
clearly written.

Now that I could logk about me I could
see that not a soul but me:had any suspicion
of t e cause of the frouble; they saw that
the man was dying, but thought it some-
thing like apoplexy. The-nurse was fidget-
ing about the bed, plamly at a loss as to
what signals to give his. accomplices below,
now and then glancing toward the window.
The Professor watched me appealingly, his
fat face like a huge.baby about to cry.

“Fix some more of that solution and Gl
this hyp.! Keep moving!”

Again and again I plunged the needle into
the muscles of the ayms-and chest. For e
few minutes the strychnin seemed to spur the
failing respirations; then ‘they would fail
once more, each tirne getting more feeble.
The face became more and more bloated,
the muscles relaxed, and within an hour the
body lay inert, while though the open
mouth the heavy breaths came ever more
slowly.

The Professor broke down and whined:
“For God's sake, what’s the matter, Doc-
tor? What's killing him?”

“Atropin!” "1 snapped savagely. ‘“He
has taken two grains, and:the record, th.h
recovery, is one—a.nd-a—half o

The weakness of my stifl was cxasperat-
ll?g’d or I should not ha.ve rubbed it in so

ar

“Then he can’t live an hour—and we'll
all go up the river!”’ he bellowed outright. -

“You'l go anyhow, you yap!” came
from behind him. .The vicious thrill in the
hissing' words froze: the miserable wretch
dumb; he stared at Wheeler with chattenng
teeth.

"You re the dmg-orderly—you [at dubI
If any mistake has been made, it's up! to
you. You for a lifer!”

The abject, debasing fear in the fat face
was indecent to look at!

“What’s he donet” It was the Deputy
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Warden's voice that startled s all, as ‘he
stepped through the door. i
“Nothing,” T said, as I turned to give an-
other hyp. “I gave the stuff and. made the
mistake.”
At the sound of throaty sobs I.turned to
see the Professor leaning againsf the door-

post with [ace buried on his arm, blubbering .

like a great school-boy. Wheeler looked at
me—just one cutting, sneering frown; then
clutched the soft arm in a grip that fetcbed
a moan of pain. “Choke off!” he gritted.
“Whisper a word to any one, gnd I'll eat
your heart alivel You know mel” As he
ground out the last words into the wet
flabby face with a venom that stopped his
victim’s breath, he whirled him about,
thrust him through the door so. violently
that he plunged heavily headlong, and
slammed the door upon his ponderous fall.
Then he tuned his flashing, "amber eyes
on the Deputy Warden. Mangan was no
coward; but he shrank from that look.

“Are you going to see him—"" (jerk of the
head toward me) “—get the worst of it
{rom that bunch?”

“I’ll do what I can, but you know what
he’s up against.” He looked at the nurse,
then turned and whispered to me: “For
God!s sake, Doc, kgep dark what killed him!
They'll make it life for you and anybody
mixed in it, if they gct next! CanI do any-
thing for your” i

“’Phone Dr. R. énd get me some pilocar-
pin [rom the City Hospilall”

I did not look up from my work. The
Dep. hurried out; hnd the room was quiet.
Thinking that Riley must have run away,
I (I’::spened to look up for the nurse. Hec
stood near the foot.of the bed, holding tight
to a chair-back, gazing at Wheeler, hypno-
lized with terror. : U

“Throw some ether on theichest!” I said
sharply, to rouse him.

“It’s abusing & corpse!” he shrieked. “I
won’t do it} Breakingloose with an effort,
he rushed toward the window.

With one smooth movement. Wheeler
tripped him and sprang on his back, press-
ing his thumbs somewhere into the man’s
neck below the ears. There were a few

heaving struggles, a gasping, indrawn croak, .
and the nurse lay a crumpled heap, appar-.
ently dead. On looking close his sides:
could be seen to move in weak breathing.:

Wheeler rose gracefully and wiped :his
hands on a snow-white handkerchief. ;

- nated—
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“He'll not speak for three hours,” he said
coolly. Turning to me he stood for a few
seconds quietly watching as I made a note
of the last injection. Then he spoke with
cutting irony: “Now may I ask why you
have landed yourself for life? They didn’t
want that fat slob and he could bave been
got off with a short bit. But they will—
What do you intend to do?"”

“Play the game out,"” I said sullenly, but
I did not look up at him. After some time
I began to talk, half to myself: “It kills by
stopping the breathing. The heart will go
as long as it has aired blood. If the breath-
ing is kept going until the poison is elimi-
But it's impossible, evén with a

ain-and-a-half, and he has two full grains
in his blood right now! It can’t be done—
But it’s got to be done, it’s—got—to—be—
done!”

Alone under the crushing weight of the
guilt and danger, the hopeless, horrible out-
look was slowly but relentlessly strangling
me. And now came the last twist of the
screwv—and it was Jike a blow in the face!
I could not even plead the excuse of @ wrong
Jobel/ The very reason why Roman numer-
als are used in pharmacy is to prevent such
mistakes—te indicate whole units. If a
fractioey had been intended, the Arabic
figures 1-16 would have been used. I hope
never to pass such another minute as the
one following the realization of this dry fact!
There was no excuse for such a stupid mis-
take. If I had not been so small-souled and
spitelul when the Professor had asked me if
it were not a large dose; if I had not been
so intent upon hurting his [eelings and
ridiculing his poor innocent pretense, I
should not have killed this man! I would
not wish my worst enemy such torture.

CHAPTER XVI
TEE FIGHT FOR A ;I.IFE

FOR an hour I worked alone—and aged
a century. I saw nothingbut the un-
conscious form, heard nothing but the fail-
ing breathing.  All the time black despair
was settling—— What was that?

T he breathing had stopped!

A long silence—cold sweat broke out on
my face as I listened, sick—so sick! At last
a long inspiration, and I breathed*again. I
must start artificial respiration and I needed
help! Fright had paralvzed Rilev and the
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Professor; the nurse had been ju-jitsued.
Nobody ever thought of asking Wheeler to
do anything with those handsome, deadly
hands.* One would as soon try to harness a
wild panther to & pony-cart. “Certainly,”
I said, as if he had just spoken, * there's only
one thing left to do—put up a good Aght.”

I began to work the arms when there was
a pause in the breathing, as in reviving a
drowning man. I don’t “know how long it
was, but I was beginning to feel muscular
[atigue when I was conscious of relief. I
found I was sitting in the chair and Wheeley
was at the arms, his face the same con-
temptuous mask!

“See here,” said I, “you must keep out of
this! Youll be landed" for _complicity.
They’realter you, too. I have given enough
strychnin to kill ten men and, with your
record and the influence against you, they
could land you for life!”

No man ever lived to whom confinement
was more fatal—it was the only thing he
feared, and I knew it.

“You will go up for life—and you won’t
help me a hlt"’ I added.

“Think you’re going to have all the fun
of this scrap?’ He gave the twist to his
cruel lips that I had learned to take for a
smile, and again applied himsel( to the busi-
ness of keeping the Warden breathing.

The bedside notes show that artificial
respiration began at about four o'clock, or
more than four hours after the poison was
taken. So it must have been about then
that Wheeler took a hand. Still the eflects
of the atropin were on the increase. The
nerve terminals in the throat were so dead
that even pure whisky poured in the mouth
was inhaled, and bubbled in the lungs with-
out an expulswe effort. Inthiswaysomemin-
utes were lost, turning the patient over the

of the bed to empty the bronchial tuhes.

he minutes dragged into hours, the hours
into eternities. Radburn, who had been
hovering outside, asked to come in and help.
Wheeler broke a'long silence to tell him to
lake the paralyzed nurse outside and leave
him in the care of Walsh with instrictions
not to let him speak. Still the gruelling

work went on, Larger and mgge [requent
hypodermics were needed ip addjtion to the
artificial respiration to keep) the Jeart going.
When the breathing was allowRd to cease

even for a [cw seconds only, tlg pulse ran
dangerously low.
Asnight fell and the hghts wer&turned on,
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the bell rang for the change of guards at six

o’clock. With*the night. shm‘., Lawson-took
the place of Riley in the mieriid ‘ward, and I
could hear him asking for details ‘of the
disaster. Moreover, in the confusion of the
changej there was ‘a:leak somewhere. The
plain-clothes got wind of the situation and
in less than ten minutes there was an al-
tercation going on in the office. Lawsort
was no fighter, the déor flew ‘open and in
rushed one of the plain-clothes, much out of
breath. At sight of Wheeler, however, he
slopped and his moutl; fell open:

“ Danl W-What >”

“Good evening! In a hurry, Jake?"
The modulation of the cracksman’s tones
was perfect, though the ‘Sweat was running
in his eyes. v E

‘‘Beg your pardon, Dan—I didn’t know

—fu get out now, if you will give me your
word——"

“Couldn’t think of it—wouldn't be hos-
pitable. Sit down and see something worth
sccing. For vour sake, Jake, I hope this
comes out right!” Ife smiled sweetly and
the man wenl pale:. “You see, I might as
well hgve two indictments against me as
one, and I take no chances on your holler-
ing, son!”

The man sat down. His face worc Lhe
same greenish pallor and hopeless certainty
of death that I had seen twice beforc. But,
headed for life-imprisonment myself, it- all
seemned, as a dramatic critic might say, ua-
convincing. 1 seemed to feel nothing but a
tired, sullen, fighting rage. Words and
ime.ges meant nothing. Another hour
dragged out—] asked what had been the
outcome of the messages to the City Hos-
pital and to Dr. R. -

“T forgot—"" said the inefficient little
Lawson, pale and stammering. He seemed
alraid he would be dragged into danger
himself. “Riley told me Dr. R. was out of
town—so is Dr. G. The drug-room at the
hospital is closed and the druggist gone to
town.”

“That settles it!" said I aloud. ‘‘Our
only hope was in the pilocarpin—and it will
be too late by the time we can get it from
town!”

Soon after that, when Wheeler was work-
ing his turn at the arms, he said, so low'that
the man at the other side of the roor could
not hear: “Put your ear to the chest!”

When I had done so, with head down so
his lips could not be seen, he could whisper
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in my other ear: “Hold still! I sent word
Lwo hours ago; by this time there is a man
at the lower landing in a rowboat. You've
done ell a man: can do.
—go to Mrs. Raﬁerty, the matrdn down-
stairs in the women’s corridor, and tell her
to Jet you out the little door from Lhe iso-
lated corridor. It is blind outside, and no-
body watching it. Say to the man with the
boat—‘Sled sent me.’, He will get you out
of the city 1n51de an- hour. You ¢an meke
your gct-away

All this in a monotonous whisper—utterly
lacking in dramatic effect! On the stage it
would not get a hand. But he was giving
more than his life for mine!

If he helped me out, he would make my
enemies his; and w1t]1 his' record, this job
would be absolutely certain to put him away
for life. For one of his wildly high-strung
temperament taf meant lingering death—a
thing he feared as he feared nothing else on
earth or in heaven or hell.

“How about you?” I said at the risk of
being heard.

“It's all behind me—it's ahead of you.
Beat it!"”

& I mill ! 1

Istood up and saih aloud: “We must have
some; pilocarpin. I am going to the City
Hospital to get it.”?

Putting on my coht, I stopped to listen to
the heart once moré.

With head on thé Warden’s chest, I whis-
pered: * Promise to' keep up this respiration
for forty minutes.”

“But you will be off the lsla;ld in ten.”

“ Promise—or I'don’t go!”

“Forty it is—good luck"’ He gave me
the superstitious *‘lucky touch'" on the back
as I got up.

From the door I looked back The man
in the corner still sat with eyes glued on
Wheeler. The gieat crook looked up at me,

and in his glance. I t.hoqght there was an

added shade of contempti It hurt, but here
was my chnnceT I carried away the picture
‘of him at the slow lifting of the arms. A
friend is a good thing to have after all.

CHAPTER XVl
“A mmc&c—wmm”
H'E Dew ma t:;n looked up curiously as

I went ¢ the woman’s ward, and

responded cheerfully tomy § -nlght as

Make some excuse-
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I hurried to the stairs. Down the three
flights of iron steps—Mrs. Rafferty looked
at me as if I were a ghost, or already a
criminpl.

““The blind door in theisolated corridor—
Quick|”

Her face hghted at once as she went for
Lhe keys. Bless her heart! She was afraid
for me, not of me!

There was a hint of Spring in the night
air, and I thought of the sap rising in the
treesof the Vermont woods as I ran through
the slush, fillipg my lungs with the salt
breeze.

Some of my former staff-mates were still
in the big hospital. As I ran up the familiar
stairs I collided with Livingstone.

““The keys of the drug-room! In a hurry!’

“Meet you there!”” He knew better than
to ask questions,

I ran down again, beating him to Lhe
small basement room by a second or two.
He helped me find the solution.

“Uremic coma?” he asked as I started off.

“Something like it.”

Again I flled my lungs with the free air
—for the last time?—and was soon at Lhe

blind dger.
No %wed Why had I failed to tell her
to be the watch? If I made too much

noise the man on guard at the front door
would hear. Two more attempts, and I slole
cautfously to the corner. The man must
have been driven in to get warm, for all was
clear in front.

Stealthily I gained the window near the
table where the matron usually sat reading.
I pulled myself up by my hands on the stone
sill unti! I could see inside; then dropped

quickly—the new matron|

They had changed places. This one would
:llot l[et me in, even if she knew about the

oor

A sound bchind— A blinding flash!

There was a heavy pain at theback of my
head—fireworks in front—roaring in my
ears. A dash of cold water in my [ace made
me gasp. -

“He's coming around Let him alone!”
ina strange man’s voice.

I knew I was lying on a stone floor—in
the prison corridor probably. Somebody
let my bead gently down—the pain was
worse, but the ﬁ:eworks were [admg, and a
woman's voice, the new matron’s, said: * Are
you sure you're in right? "’
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“Sure! I got orders to put the bracelets
on the Doctor the first crack after anybody
croaked up there. Got signal long ago that
somebody was dyin’. He was tryin’ to
make his get-away when I rapped his nut.”

My eyes came open of themselves. The
little: alarm-clock on the table said eight-
thirty—ten minutes more before Wheeler
would stop pumping. If I should not get
there before then—prison for all of us!

It was hard getting up, handcuffed and
d]uKI and the pain increased.

obody’s dead yet. But if I don’t get
up there in ten minutes, he will be dead!
And you will have some explaining to do!”
My voice sounded far away. I staggered
and collapsed on a chair the woman pushed
under me.

“Don’t you worry about me,son. Javeit
all for yourselil—you’ll scon be where you
can’t do any damage!” His growl was not
ill-natured.

“I can promise you that you’ll have Sled
Wheeler on your trail, il you kill the man
upstairs by keeping me here!” Desperatec,
I tried to terrify him by the bogy that
frightened the others.

He actually jumped, but recovered:
“That bluff’s as good as any other—~but it
don’t work!” He turned to the woman as
he spoke. She seemed doybtiul—was eyc-
ing me closely.

‘You know whether I’m a liar or not,” I
appeal d to her hopelessly, *“Tell him
whether I am telling the truth or not, il
you'ré a woman!”

Still holding my eyes steadily, she spoke
to him slowly and distinctly, while I was in
an agony of impatience over the passing
minutes that were ticking away our lives:
“1 think they have  got us in wrong—all of
us, Jim. I only got next yesterday. This
man has got a game that’s too deep for
me—or else he's dead square. I dqn’t
know which. I think——""—a long pause,
in which oy heart thumped painfully.
“ Anyway, he’s got Sled Wheeler so he eats
out of his hand—and you know kim/ I think
you'd bette off the bracelets, Jim.”

“You're thepboss,” he spoke sullenly.
“But who put you next?”

“ All the women, and—" in thgpause she
took her eyes [rom me and turngd to him,
“Sister Mary!” she fnished T oa lower
tone.

When the handcuffs dropped from my
wrists and I stood free the relief brought
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the weakness of relaxation. My k.nees
shook and I staggered. -

“I tell you he’s bluffing!”’ the man
shouted, and again snapped‘¢heiron on one
wrist and scized' the other. I

I tore it free—“five minutes to sparel—I
saw the clock as we struggled. The man’s
panting face was niear to mine., Weak [rom
the cut scalp and loss of blood, I was failing.

.Wheeler’s trick came to mr-—v:cxously ﬁ

jabbed two fingers of my free hand into thi

cyes so mear to mine! " With a scream of
pain the man [ell back, grimacing in agony.

I recled toward the fqot: of the stairs. As
climbed pamfully upward I heard the
woman saying: *Hold stilll You'll be all
rightin aminute. You got what was com-
ing to you. It’s lucky {Or you that you did.”

Up-stairs there Was'no time to listen to
Miss Raflerty’s explanations or to wait Lo
be fized up, as she begged me to do. She
unlocked the door to the room, and I saw
Wheeler was still at his post!

The face he turned-to me seemed years
older, but the years.fell away. Then he
rushed to catch me:

“Who did this? - Wasn’t the man there
with theboat? Somebody will sweat for this!”’

By this time his delicate touch had found
that the cut was nothing. Like lightning
he bound it tight with his handkerchief,
meanwhile repeating in eager undertone:
“Wasn’t he there?”

Radburn had taken his turn at the arms,
so I turned to the cracksman: “I didn't go
tosee. I got this,” holding up the bottle of

pilocarpin from my pocket. “I told you
I’d ‘beat .it’l . We've got to beat that poison
record, and it's time we were at it|”

By 'this time I was filling a hyp. with
the new solution, but befote I inserted the
needle Wheeler's behavior stopped me.

He seemed to swell until he stood inches
taller and I thought the rap on the head had
queercd my eyes. 'Hé filled his chest, look-
ing at me with eyes that had a wnld light;
then turned up a face that was set in,a sort
of {renzy:

“Now,”—his voice was decp and tremu-
lous, *“il there’s aPower dnywhere thatinter-
feres with things,now’sthetime togct busy!”

If it was a prayer, it was the only one
[rom those lips, which now set in a fearsonc,
grim determination.

As we bent again ta our hopeless task, 1t
is impossible to give an idea of the man’s
power. Sternly, steadily, evenly, with face
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set in adamant purpose, he wrought like
nothing but a huge silent engine. You
have seen them, monsters ol power, as in
thé clean sanctity of their inviolate’ temples
they work noiseless and resistless, with no
hint of jar or eﬁprt, heaving their thousa ds
of tons at every smooth stroke, back and
forth, back and Iorth their still, majestic
n'ught hushes man: in his puny strength to
breathless awe.. That was Wheeler as he
was that night—set like flint, with a cruel,
tireless force in resetrve, merciless as sea
or storm in elemental fury. Ote felt he
would crush anything that came between
him and his immovable purpose.

Together and by turns we worked
through the long hours.

Nine—ten—eleven o’clock passed. Rad-
burn had weakéned and dropped asleep, as

had the plain-clothes man. Still no change -

—no hope of change, in sight. Every two
hours Lawson brought us 'strong coffee to
keep us awake, and 1t renewed our strength
as nothing else. Still the pumping at the
arms—still the:huge hyps. of heart-stimu-
lants and pilocarpin.

The face was fading and the eyeballs
were fishy, but the heart was beating.
Aguin we went at 1t with rcnewed strength
and vicious striving! Pilocarpin—whisky—
ether—strychnin by syringe-necdle, ether
on the chest—ma& ge to. muscles of res-
piration, alternating with the electric cur-
rent. But still there were no respirations
except those wé made. -

There were timesjwhen we gave the i lnjec-
tions as fast as we could ﬁll the syringe.
1 thought I had known what if was to have
efficient help béfore—but, ieeler seemed
to redouble my own strength‘ and add his
own to it. As we worked' together, as the

task seemed more cndlessly opeless, there.

roused in us a dangerous smoldering anger.
With perfect understanding, like two men
fused in one, with superhurnan will and four
hands to execute it, westrained every tissue
of ourbodies and minds. The interminable,
impossible na.tul‘e bf the thing increased our

vindictive exaspcmtlon steadily until it be-

camed ventablé prolonged ‘ecstasy of hope-

less fury, a very|{renzy of everlastmg savage
determmatlon |1,

Mldmght—-one—"—two o’clock passed; we :
were no further advanced, no less deter: :
mined. -As thepe had been no béginning to !
this cycle of fiepdish striving, within mem- |
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was the darkness and eternal torment of
hell made real and present.

A little alter two I thought I saw some
effect from the last dose of pilocarpin. By
three p’clock I.was sure of it. But naw the
heart ‘was weakening. A large part of the
atropin was out of the blood, but the vital

“forces themselves were )neldmg to the pro-

longed strain and the accumulation of
poisons. Spontaneous respirations & were
noticeable, though very feeble, but unless
the man could be roused to a voluntary
effort, he would die, and die soon. Wheeler
was talung his turn at rest. I dragged him
to his fect: *“Dan, the atropin is weakening,
and so is the heart. It will be all over in
five minutes unless he can be roused!”

Everything was put in the hyp. that
could stimulate, all in limit dosage—and 1
gave it. Wheeler worked the arms while I
kneaded the trunk-muscles, set the battery
going at them, dashed water in the face,
cther on the chest; then, one on each side,
we took a hend end shook his shoulders as
we raised the head. I shouted in the deaf
ears;

“Warden! Mr. Washburn! Help! Fight!
Wake up! How do you feel?” 1 remember
the words, senseless as they seemed, and it
was thgvast——

It sekmed years that we stramed over the
bed, waiting and hstemng The dry mouth
twitchedl A hoarse voicc somewhere said:
“A headache—water!”

Fourteen hours since he had become un-
conscious—and such a fourteen hours!

Dimly I saw somebody pumping away at
my hands, clapping me on the back while I
heard Radburn’s voice in hysterical and
awful prolznity and then:

“It beats any fight I ever saw—or evcr
expect to see! You've won! Do you hear,
you old lobster? You’ve won!"

I saw Wheeler reach out a hand in con-
gratulation and fall across the bed ex-
hausted. Then all turned dark entirciy.

CHAPTER XVIII
WHICH IS VERY SHORT

|
THI;E less said about the next few days the
etter. Such fussing and coddling—as
if[IThadearnedaV.C.| AndIhadonlyundone
—and by a narrow margm—-thednmage
resulting from my ownstupidityl Theiplain-

ory, so there was|no end -conceivable. It ! c!oth{s men, when I came to, had vanished
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into thin air, never to be seen more. I do
not know who called them off, but Sister
Mary was very near to the Darcy family;
you can draw your own tonclusions. It was
a strange mix-up all round, such as occurs
onw in real life.
hen I came to my senses aller the Ward-

en had complained of a “headache”—Lhe
most welcome word I ever heard!—and
when I had given directions for the night,
Wheeler was not in sight. It scemed he was
sensibly preparing for bed behind his private
screen. :

I found him half undressed—his lithe
figure was that of an athlete of twenty. He
looked up with some of the strange light still
in his eyes.

“I came to say good-night!”
emotional outburst.

*Good-night,” was his melodramatic re-
sponse.

It was down two flights of stairs that I
noticed it was no longer night, but threc in
the morning.

was my

Adverse Fate scemed to havc exhausted
itself in the fourteen hours of torture. lrom
that time on everything turned to good luck.
The general report was that I had cured a
desperate case by marveloug skill. "The con-
gratulations from all sides kept me in a
continual blushing dumbness.

Then, oddly enough, all eflects ol the
atropin vanished in two days, except a
violent dislike for alcohol in every form,
which persisted {or weeks—long enough to
effect 2 permanent cure.

Adventure

Stored away with the records of the poi-
son casc ar¢ .the wedding-cards of Mrs.
Archer and the Warden, dated [rom . their
beautiful place in. a Wesfern State: .Mrs.
Archer's thanks .actually drove me to
flight. ; As for the girl, I hinted ~before
that she would take a story by herseli—
and she did. :

It w;is some days after the Warden leit.

[or good that Sister Mary and her conipan-
ions made their next visit to the prison. I
never shall forget the picture as she sat, ab-
sorbed in talk with “P

opposite the door I had entered.

Wheeler was the one to look up and dis-
cover me, before I could get into the office.

Disregarding,my.grimaces, he sprang up,
ran to me and seized_my hand in that mar-
vélous soft steel-firm grip; and drew me,
blushing and hanging back like an awkward
dunce, to Sister Mary:

‘““Here he is, Sister Mary!” he called, face
lighted up with a boyish pride. ‘' Here's our
jewell”

Through a mist I heard her thanking
me, so sweetly and warmly, for all I had
‘““done for her<boys,” while she held my
hend end looked into my face with pure
blue eyes.

It was of no use to try—1I simply could not
say a word. I remember thinking of an
old tale I had read—how a young squire,
unexpectedly knighted by his queen, *could
speke no worde.” ,And I thought I had dis-
covered the rcason—he had a choking lump
in his throat that would ot down.

heeler, on the bench "





