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ADYENTURE for· DECEM�ER 
I . . 

ADVENTURE is a pretty big word- big i� ·ita allurementi; an'ci big � in the things you have a right to expect when tou come to read . • • 'I . 
our new mageztne. 

It's ;an elaatic word, too, and a comprehensive one. ·It � not mean 
merdy $hooting bi'- �e in the 'jungle, or gettlng ahip�ked, ot seeking 
treasure in the tropic seas. Just u �Y there are adventure& in love. in 
politiu, in roar. In finance, in diplomacy. ,adventures on land �d aea. adven· 
turea far from home and adventures in the ne.t street. Stones of remance. 
detedirJe stories, stories of plot and mystery- fact and fiction,· all such fall 
within our scheme. 

So in every number you will find instalments of two�·6ne- serials, both 
adventure but widely different in type: ono·Co!Jlplete adventure novelette: 
and some twenty short stories and articles all of ,�e-rlilging adventure. 

Nest month the complete novel will be 771e .Border, by E. B. Mitchell. a 
humming story of an American girL an American man of affairs, and the 
tangle into which they got while mixing up with frontier complicati.o� 
along the Ausb'o-ltalian boundary. · 

The two big serials will continue. Gouverneur Morrie carnea Yellew 
Mel\ and Gold into complication's that are truly enthralling, and Winifred 
Graham's kingly hero of Can a Man Be True? gains further hold on the 
reader' 8 interest. 

· 

Albert Kinr088, in 77ae Dbtappearance ol Signor Caroli, tells another 
of the whimsical adventures of the young h�o who :.Sgtires th_is month in 
"The Mystery of the Twenty Sacks of Coal."· Verqreaaee li Mine, by 
G. W. Ogden. is an adventure story of the Western P.�•· A PoilloneJ 
Blockade, by J. W. Muller, is a new sort of n�utical aaventure�;introducing, 
a writer who will do -much work for our pages� /' 

Home ThrOflllla HIIJies, by C. Langton Clarke. is an aclv.enture of the 
Northein'snows. Tlte White Roo�'hy james Barr, ia a striking story of 
tragic 'adventur:e in the eternal eonJlic:t for liberty in Russia. Tlae TrapJy 
ol Wullor Wa� Woo, by Minnie Milne. is not a tragedy, but a eom�dy 
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 �e an entidng variety of stories. fact and ftc· 
tion mingled, all done with vi�ity, for live pec)ple who like live reading: 
These stori�. decorated with lie clever heaclinp drawn by Mr.· F � and. 
bound in a. brilliant cover in the true adventure spirit by Mr. Sommer� m"'e 
a magazine of which we are pr�d and which you wil11be glad to have. 
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ADVENTURE I , . , ; 
Pu!Jiishers' Announcement 
r.------�------'-------- -------
HAVE you ever noticed how the recital of an 
adventure always finds ready audience? 
THE witness of an �ccident never wants for Stories 
listeners, iand if peculiar and mysterious ·circum-
stances s-Q,rround the accident, the interest is all the 
keener. :The man with a story of some stirring 
adventure always gets the floor. Men will stop the 
most important discussion to listen, women will 
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, I 
all ages. 
AND; the reas�m is that none of _1M· ever really Sttll Young 
grows �up. W� are always boys and\:girls, a little 
older tn .years, �but the same nature-alert to th·e 
n�w, questiopi*g, invc;stigatil!g, growi!Jg, living; 
stirred by ma:�al music; thnlled at s1ght of the 
fire-horses dashang ma4}y down; the street ; 1 ured 
by tales 'of subtle intqgue and 'splendid daring. . f - ' 
IT will, bt a sad day· for this ;old world if men Heroimz 
and woQ:ien ever los�f �his capa¢ity to be gripped 
by tales jof heroism. "The man :whose heart leaps 
for' joy at sight of a heroic deed is the man who 
will act �he:: hero when his turn, comes . 
N 0, thk love of adventure �il_ �' never be lost out r Hztma1z of life.r ! It' is a fund�mental of uman natu're, just Nature as senti�ent is -a fundamental, an� it is almost 
as :movhl.g. : 

. 
So we )reasoned that a mag�zihe edited for this 
universal hunger· f human naJ�re for :�dventure 



: ought .to h�ve a wi�e �P..Preciation and .appeal, 
and we dectded to pubhsh such a m!lgaztne and 
call it ADVENTURE. · . : :. � ,\ 
IT is published in the hope al)d 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 adv�nture. 

Good Stuff A MAGAZINE wherein they can find·.adventure 
without being obliged to read through reams of 
stuff they. care little about for the sake·� of getting 
a little they care a lot about. · 

A MAGAZINE published by tlJ.e.:.pilblishers of 
Everybody's Magazin� a!\d edited with _the same 
I care and concern as is Evet:Ybody' s Magazine, but 
frankly made for the hours . when the. reader can­
not wo�k, or does not wish to, or· is too weary 
to work. Frankly made for the reader's recrea­
tive rather than his creative hours. · 

Stirring IF you care for stirring stories · ( a�d who does 
not?) �if you wish to get away for a brief time 

·from tlie 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 pro�lems and 
nagging limitations with ��newed ·cou�ge-get a 

_ copy of ADVENTURE. · . ' 
; :YOU can get away for such a trip eve:ty month 
.- f�r 1'.5. cents or you c�n get a season- ·tjeket enti.:. 

thng you to twelve 'trtps fot Sl.$0. 
Fact-Stones N 0 other kind· bf story in the- magazine; 

· Too just Ad�nture Stor-ies. Fact-stories as well as fic-
1t�on-storit:s·. If yo� don't l!ke that kin�J. don't 
buy; but tf you -do hke that ktnd, ADYE1vTURE 
.is sure to delight- you.. , --

THE RIDGIPAY-C.OMPANi. � 



VOL·I MOV·BM.BIL� 
1910 

EDITOR'S . : Amon{ all 'eke skwies of adventure ever written. there are a jeW lhae slaud 
out in every reader's'mem!wy-: 'Robinson. Crusoe;"" Th8 Three Afusketeers," "1'11e Prisom:r 
of Zenda,>• for instance, in their respectif!e fields. We all think first of " 1'1·eas1tre I sla1td ". 
as lire greatest story of' plunder and piracy and tropic cu/.fJenture on land and ·sea. Then 
after a time came" Moran of� Lady {-elty," Frank Norris's fine tale of lke Pacific, named 
by ma�Jy as the best adtJentuie' story �mce " Tr�<Uure lsland." And -mnu, ·telt years later, 
we i1e tke office of ADYENTPRE 14ke satisjactMm i1� tke belief that "Yellow M m a.u,t 
Gold" is the best si11ce "M orq�}� You will find in it tl1e sa.me '·' sit-1tp-at-nigltt-#ll-you­
ft�tisk-ie" qt�alily tllat ltas mcz4e j..ts brilliant prfl4ecessors jartW11s: 

CHAPTER I 
liOW SUCCESS RUINED ME .[A1S A SCHOONER among the 

· . South Islands, heeling to ·the 
· · 'honest Trade, skims unaffectedly 

: fro1n port lo port, asking but 
small room of the sea and intent only upon 
her narrow destiny and little intere�ts; so, I 
know we}l, ought a narrative o� adven­
ture, tre!'5ure-seeking and violent meet­
ings of �en, to start, to proceed and; to · 

end. Yet from the very veradousness o( 
those events about to be rCiatcd, it sccmi' 
n.ecessary to begin cumbersomely i as if lhc 
vessel to maneuver were a three-decker, 
the wind baffiing and the channel, between 
harbor and open sea., tortuous and involved. 
And there will not be any plain sailing until 
\tell after: the murder in the gully and the i. amination of the crew-man's wallet. 

I had .determined while still in those 
gawky teens, from which· so far as couccms 
locomotion I sball never emerge, to be :tn 
author. And I wrote from that period 



' 
2 Adventure 
until my thirtieth year with assiduous pa­
tience and distinguished unsuccess. I saw 
the closest friends of my youth crawling­
but always upward-upon the muddy 
slopes of banking and brokerage; coming 
into �g-l!lacies! marrying wea.l�y, 
and steadily thickeDIDg about the watst. 
But for m� those fifteen years bad 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 (ob, 
in bitterness if you like, and in envy) that 
to be a successful author it is necessary only 
to be heavy, involved, fi11ed lo the brim 
with misinformation, pompous and prud· 
ishly afraid of naked words. _ I had private means (the meanest kind)· 
until I was twenty-seven; then, luckily, 
pigs of m.iDe that went to �arket were 
bought by th� butcher, slaughtered, gutted, 
debristled, adorned with greens and offered 
as honest pork to the very h�gry. As the 
difficulties of raising pigs grew, so did the 
market {or 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 dev9tion for fifteen years, to have re­
mained in love during that whole period 
with all of life and with 9ne girl, and at the 
end of it to be still skimping, must furnish 

' the. stoutest stomach with the food of dis­
couragement. 

During my thirtieth year, and not many 
months after a first real success with the 
public, I allowed hope to die out in my 
breast for a little interval ; and love, which 
is the same thing. I said good·by to my 
fir!lt memory of her, and to my last; to 
that mischievous rolling ball of femininity 
in a blue and white blanltet 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 
innumeratile little terriers that dogged h�r 
steps across a lawn set with dandelions (as 
the hefJ-vens with·stars) and looked up into 
her f�. She had in one hand a pair of 
pruni.lig-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 "Talc of a Lady's Hat'' was 
put on sale, and .I had not been a mon� in 

San FranciscO without learning tWit on the 
whole the world .was 'he meirler for the 
triBe; and that, in the telliDg Alperican, 
I bad "made a hit." ···· 

Believing v.pon tLis earnest . tha�tl could 
henceforth and forever face- a gr.!itet' em­
barrassment of bills,, I went to houser 
keeping in the little Vi'tlilge of San Mateo. 
There was for house a · oile-story bungalow 
that seemed to have been built, walls, roof 
and chimney, of cloth=t;f-gold roses and 
that stood iii. a seven-eighths'" acreiof alm­
onds and English walnuts. planted in alter-

' nation. The tiny estate was'-bounded on 
the north, or roadside, by ,SCarlet passion 
vines and sweet·peas,�on_ the_"east (toward 
the viUage) by a hedge of heliotrope eight 

_feet high, on the west; by honeysuckle that 
concealed all but the whi�e-rQ� rooi of Mr. 
Carrol's house, and on,;,Ule-� wuth by an 
abrupt, dry and stonily lined gully that had 
once been the San Mateo =River, now 
dammed many miles above to be a reser­
voir. To tlle farther side of the gully came 
a great screen of bay trees, live oak, buck­
eyes and underwood-a boundary of the 
great Bird ranch, and conta.iDing in its 
immediate midst the hallowed and peri­
winkled ground where,·-� the monument 
solemnly testifies, rested from . 

1852-lM7 
Tile Bod-y of� Firsl Bird 

(under which the species bad been desig­
nated by the pencil of -some lconoclast as 
the "Dodo") , and where continues to re5t, 
during th� heat of the day, a vast ftoi::k of 
tame qua1.1- .• · . 

'My cook) housemaidh butler, chamber­
maid-, gardener and,occasional adversary 11t 
a quiet gaJDe of cards was a C�annamed 
Fong, who washed himself alJ;_ over with 
soap four times a .'(lay, .ow·n�(f seventeen 
Looth-brusbes and � smoked- opium every 
afternoon from five-thirty .to six-fifteen. 

�He was a practical, saving_ �an,. and with 
my own eyes I -have !!Cen 'quail, of the Bird's 
tame ftock, cross the gully, intent . upon 
a trail of wheat, hop solemnly up the steps 
into our very kitchen, and emerge no more. 

My liie, for sotne month� wonderfully 
happy and hopeful, consisted of hard wo* 
from nine :till one, leisurely w_.ks back int� 
the hills, and an occasional julep with my 

,neighbor Mr. CarroL But when I had.be­
'gun once more to send. work to the ma�· 
�ines, sure now, after a little success, of a 
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ready mai'l�:et, life began once mor� to 'be.· 1Ye� I was�in iW:orse:pligbt than I knew, 
complicat�. For, far from �diDg a ready fo' having decided and taken comfort from 
market, I found that such a market a5 I · tlle .¥Cfsion that i( my talent must play �e 
had had was gone-struck from the IJl!I.P· Jigh�an �t sh�uld be .cheerfully,_Tvis­
One and � the rn&Duscripts·. came ba¢�. it� an ocuJist ini the city to be refitted with 
and one ai!.d all the editors 'wrote to the · w9rking glasses,: and learned, out of an 
effect thati .the stories were· v,er:y well- abS9lutely clear $_ky in that �tion, that 
capital, in�ecd-but that having set a cier- if il did not leave, books, writing and indoor 
taiD standird by the "Tale. of a Lady's €(infinement very strictly alone for a year or: 
Hat" I m.!ist live up to it. "Readers au· more, I might go blind. · . 
over the cOuntry," wrote one editor, "are I staggered out of that devil's ofiice with 
infatuated by �at blissful little s tory, Olll'- hope dead in me, and love; and alive only. 
selves have laughed over it Lill we cried, a kind of wqd h&tred of God and man, and 
and cried �� we laUghed. They want more the most unmanly and childish seU-pity 
-just like! that, and you can give them and despair. I think I was the most seH­
mote-if you only will." centered wreck that ever went from Sa11 

At first such lett�rs made me furious; for Francisco to San Mateo (and there mus't 
I neither could write another tale like that have been many after the grea� earthquake). 
of the "Lady's Hat," nor wished to .. But ·I think I couJd have trampled upc)n a sick 
when I r�ized finally that my wares were child i! one had th;wartedmef·�I}lopenot. 
bc;come aJ{solutely unsalable, though of I did not at once ent�� the tiuugalow, 
better qu�ty, I think, than· many which fearing to face the ligh�, or to see myself in I bad maruj.ged to sell before, helpless fury a !'Jlirror, but shambled a.imlesslyamong the 
yielded by •inches .to an empty feeling of walnut and almond trees, until finally I 
despair. Here was' I, no longer a beginner, stood upon the edge of the glllly, with half 
but a man of letters, who had at least had a thought to 'cast myself head-fust upon the 
his success, and who instead of being assem- stones at the bottom. Had the height been 
bled and �t up thereby, had been broken 'sixty feet and Slll'e death, I would'have done 
and cast &$Me. so. But it was a. scant thirty-tempting 

A time �e, and with swift strides, when but uncertain. "And I fancied myself half-
1 Wil5.11Da�le to pay my bills. And there is, dead J!nly, among ·the stones, a. inoaning 
I think, no'inentAt torture so cruel as that- failue" in silicide as in life. It is not sure if 
ev� to the haH-f!�Y honest. Nor could I I moh.n�d al�ud or not;_ but i_t is slll'e that 
thiil:k (andJ had�•I;tbank_God, the courl!-ge somethmg did moan at the_ bottom of the 
to t:iry) of anY o her busmcss upon wh1ch gully; and I started back m a terror the 
I could embark d make a Jiving. I was more unreasonable if you consider ·that 
ovet six feet high� but without an ounce of I was in the very midst of hobnobbing with 
strength, � as a rail and grotesquely self-slaughter. 
awkward; ,prodigiously wanling in mathe-· · 
matics and i&ll the !other br�nches of ·corn-
moli sense.) I Md worked, a.h'C:! failed;! had 

CHAPTER II 
loved, and Jost; and still I . had t�c vain l"JIF. M\IRDF.R IN THE GULLY 
wish to hold up my:head in 'fh,e ;world, while 
I sbpuld· re!pain in .it, and �0 �ay my bills. THE silhouette of Fong upon the drawn 
It W,.as cvid�nt that� 111UStfact"" my creditors shade of the !liteben� window (in the 
one ,at a tiine, and lh�mble myself with ex- ve�y act of brushing his •teeth) was like a rc­
phuiations !·and prpmises, and upon that enforcement. I �houted loudly for him; then 
thC?Qght I �h.y awafe ' ,for whole nights IL(ld sat down on the edge of the gully,.slung 1ny 
wntlbed. It was altoLeviclent that common legs over and "slipped and scrambled to the ho�ty d�P.tanded 1that 1 turn such :talents b�tom. It WaS t(lo dark down there for 
as' l)'.�d prostitute, and write 1aies as defmite percep�ons; and as the moaning 
nea�l� lik�!;that o! the "Lady's fiat" �as hakl. ceased, I stOod still, and at a loSs.· Nor 
des9a-1r anl:ll necess1ty could man!ige .. Once w� i.t Wltil tWe -1ight of Fong's lantern 
a Sliarp. stf.qkler for the proprief!e�, I ha.;ve slh e suddenly tnt,(). the place that I :found · 
nevh, smq,)those hard days, sat m 1thoug�t- · m ver}' next st� must. have been upon the 
le5s I judgllient upon women who walk the b y of a man. [ . ' 
streets. . he beart in tJte body was beating; but 



4 Adventure 
when Fon.g had descended and brought the 
lantern close, dreadful 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. 

"Forig/' I said excitedly, "go back home 
quick-step and telephone doctor and police­
man !" 

Fang touched, with a .finger like the stem 
of a much 5moked clay pipe, a pocket lhat 
had been turned inside o'ut. 

"Dam much rob!" he sai<J and, turning, 
mad� the P.recipitous ascent with aston" 
ishing ilacnty. 

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 liad been turned inside out, 
and the tail of my eye caught the face of a 
gold repeater lying between the stones, and, 
nearer the body, that o( Washington (rom 
the midst of a greenback. Even in those 
confused seconds it struck me as odd that 
these things should ha,ve been left behind, 
if the crime, 8.5"\he inside-out pockets sug­
gested, had robbery for its motive. I had 
packed the half of my handkerchief into the 
w·ound, �tb my forefinger, as you pack 
tobacco Ulto a pipe, when suddenly the 
man's eyes came o�n 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 Ins 

in to record that I asked him if he was hurt. 
But the idiotic query seemed to steady him, 

·and slowly and po.infully be brought his 
eyes to.a focus, until they rested on my face. 

11Don't know you," he said quietly: • • , II Thanks IJ • • . 
I bent dose to him and said as dearl}' as 

I could: · "Who did it?" 
"Oh; hell!" he sa1d; but in the merc�t 

whisper. "Cut it out. r�u,. got me' . . •  
it's up the gully under a spotted stone . . . 
it's yours, my friend, don't know your name. . . •. Don't let tlre'm get it. .• . . . Burn aJI 
papers in the wallet·except it-- " With 
that the reason went cl,ean out of his eyes, 
and he rose, easlly 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, "'•ou 1u·en't suppos� 

to be hdp�g yourself to ite-cream . . . 
you ares� to· be. rowing number three 
in the Yale boat" . . . and then, but in far 
crisper tOnes, a, note o.f deep regret in them:' 
11 Just as,you say, Mr. Cook�" �,His eyes 
closed and •his bead rolled ovet'bn hls breast, 
but to be raised ol}ce more with a kind of 
splendid bold alert.ite5s. 

"Giv� way I'·' he" tried in a great voice, 
and toppling gently over on his side, his sou[ 
slipped from him and was soon� perhaps, in, 
old Cbaron's boat p:ullirig out from the 
Stygian· shore. , 

While l waited with the dead man, my 
neighbor, Mr. Carrol, attracted doubtless 
by that great shout o£ •t give way," came to 
the edge of the gully'. . 

"That you, Parrish?" he said. 
"Come down," I saip.. "There's been 

a murder." .. ,. ·. ·.<. 
Carrol, a thick'-set; fattish great man, de­

steaded with difficulty and sharp breathing. 
"That's heU, isn't it?" he·said. 
"For' some person or persons-yes," 

I said. 
"Was he dead when you got to him?" 
"Not quite," I sa1d. "He lived, per­

haps, four minutes �ter I found him." · 
"Stuck him in · :the stomach, didn't 

they? " said Carr.ol. "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?'' exclaimed C�rrol, his eyes 
round with astonisb,ment." "Did he say 
\vho did it?" He snapped the question at 
me �e a whip. i But I int�rpreted his tone 
as that ·natuml to a· good .g tizen upon an 
occasion' of crime. :-'' 

"No," I 5aid. �· · 
Carrol passed the back of his hand across 

his forehead. _ . 
"Too bad!" he said mildly. 
"Yes," I said, "too. damned bad!" 
"Did he talk sense? " asked my neighbor 

suddenly. "Or ravei'." 
"Why," said .. !, "some �fit sounded Jike 

sense, but it wasn't about seliSI'ble thi�." 
"No. dying messages, !.suppose?" !Just. 

what dUl he Sa.y?" . 
· � 

"Nothing important, ·I fancy," said l. 
"Something about thanking me· for teying 
to help him." ' 
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"Dying m:�n," said Carrol, "sometimes' 

say very intettstiilg things-es�y those· 
that have liveH rough� this pobr CusS has 
-seems, to �lve," he! corrected �If. 

And I tho�ght to myself flult. what the 
dying crew-#n had said about the wallet 
under the s�ott'ed stone was .�xtremely 
interesting, and much too intereSting to be 
divUlged to th:e fil.st questioner. Indeed the 
s..--cret, if it Was a secret, or anything but 
raving, bad b.1cen: given to me for my very 
own, as Go4. col:lld witness, and if it was 
worth giving: it was possibly worth keeping. 
So much l perc�ved logically � my un� 
strung and nervo,us state of mind: 

"At first glance," Carrol broke in. upon 
uiy reftections, "it looks like ordinary rob­
becy�ee �t watch and that greenback. 
It looks-as if 5oui.ething particular bad been 
wani.ed-doe$n'f'tt?" 

"Just what I think," said I. 
"I wonder ·whAt?" Carrol mused. 
I thought J�t 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 waUef than I ,did. But what he did 
know, much� that'was, was not sufficient 
for. his p�ses. He sighed, and looked for 
a long time ijlto tqe dead man's face. 

"How �ecess+-cy," he said presently, 
"ho?Y damn� u�ecessary I" . By some ' unac�ountable freak of rtgQr 
mot'� the crew-�'s eyes suddenly opened 
as if wo�ke4 by springs,, and Carrol jerked 
himself ba�war4 as 1[ he had been 
struck at. : ' 

Talking seemed more con:a.fortable than 
silence in th� presence of the staring eyes, 
and I said, !trying to pitch iW' voice in its 
natu�al key,! · · · 

"Lucky � isn't �e .�ddle 'Age5, 
Carrol. . Y�u know they �¢ved that a 
corpse bled "in the p_resence if jts murderer, 
and opened !its eyes, and went thro�gh all 
sorts of dq¢b-crambo accusations." i 

"I nev� lheard ?f the · eye part/' said 
Cauol, and[.he drew a d�p breath. : 

''Yes" !'Said. ''But J·,; .. t before the eyes I I I ..,.. . . . 
opeq� a 16t of bloPd weUed s_udderdy out 
of o*e o£ th()Se cuts. I It nearly gave me a fi.t 
-1 �ough� for a. *cond it was something 
aUve. It looked• like a mouse .comihg ·out 
of itS hole ·�! ' :,• ' ! . • •·I . , , 

"Don't !jay that sort of thl:ngl" said 
Cam,>t. II Ijm 

. 
feeling p_retty sick as it �s. 

I w�t to ��rea� and run a.wa.y." A great 

s� went through him from head to foot. 
And ,he tore his hat from his bead and eov­
ered the dead mad's face. . . 

CHAPTER III 

THE SPOTTED STONE (....._ 
THE early morning saw me, so recently a. 

candidate for suicide, �triking 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 in' my 
breast. Indeed, I had withdrawn so far from 
ab50lute despair as to be in a whirlWind 
of school-J;loy spirits. My imagination had 
been Wildly at work during the night upon 
the wallet and its contents. 

"Burn all the papers but It," 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 valu!lble 
patent had suggested itself, or a valuable 
principle to be patented·; the location of a 
rich gold mine, Qr a coal mine. S9mething, 
anyhow, that w.as worth doing murder fot. 
On the other haJ:td, for a dampener, the 
reason that suffices one murderer is uotsuf­
ficienW� the next� Some men will kill for 
a. fewf dirty dollars; some only for many 
bright'thousa.nds; and so.me ag� if merely 
to put the .fi.nal quietus upon the tongue of 
a nagging wif�. I tried' .to hold my desires 
in check, an� 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 
tha:t had been rekindled in my breast, were 
evar dancing like mad among the millions. 

The ancient river-bed was thickly laid 
with stones and contained more ·than one 
th�t . was spotted. Indeed, had every sp�tted stone that I turned over concealed 
a dollar bill, I must sooh ha.ve lost interest 
in the crew-man�s waUet. I had, I think, 
pi�ured the particular stone. wanted as 
greerush black, very thickly and regularly 
ovbrlaid with white polka�dots,: and flatish ; 
ye� it might be a white stone, �potte4 with 
blajck; or itpight be $aped like; 8. boil\der,. 
or a pyr:s-ITfl�· Whatever·its �hape, size or: 
apbeirance, how�vfr, I was determined to 
6nl:t it, following tlle river�bed� if necessary, 
aU I the stu�bly miles ·'o the i:ese�oir and . ba!;k. But 1t was a.ching, hard 'vo�'k, and I 
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was very sharp with P�vidence for having 
supplied me .with so weak and awkward a 
fra.me'and with so cowardly a pair of lungs: 
The more so that there wa.s nothing wrong 
with lh�m but a chronic av�rsion to doing 
their work cheerfully in the world. I could 
not dog-trot it for a city block without 
their losing all a.mbition and .8ying into 
a passion of protest. Indeed, coming sud­
denly upon a hundredweight stone, yellow­
ish and darkly spot�ed like the hide of a 
leopard, I was obliged to put off the mol'l,lent 
of turning it; and, instead, sat upon it, for 
it looked . a soft comfortable stone, and 
rested . 
. The banks of the guliy were at this point 

of a negligible height and clothed with 
a · dense but not. tall v.egetation of scrubby 
buckeyes, nightshade and riotous wild­
grape vines ; and a little above where I sat, 
and a little below, the gully itself turned oil 
sharply; so that I occupied, as it were, the 
center of a stony open space in the midst of 
a forest. 

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

" Hallo ! "  said I, when he had drawn near. 
He started violently, as indeed the most 

innotent person might have done under the 
circumstances, and made the familiar ges­
ture :of passing his hand across his forehead 
without actually touching it. But he pulled 
himself together almost at once, and seating 
himseU near me, " Hot, isn't it? " he said, 
and �ung off his hat and ran his fingyrs 
thr.ough his hair. · 

" Scientifi� people," said he, " believe lhat 
.somewhere oh lhis peninsula there is a vein 
or �oat. I sometimes take a. day off and go 
botanizing after it." 

" It's like me," said I; "I have been geol­
ogizing for wild ftowers. And I'm quite 
blown, t�ank you." 

" By the way," he said, "l'n; .. expecting 
some odd characters to luilch; would you 
care to look them over, with your;constant 
view to fiction?". · 

" �d like to look in afur lunch," I said. 

"What are they-imarclUsts like last time? " .  
Carrol grinned. � · . : 
"I do have the damndest friends, don't 

I?" said .he. " No, theSe �· three young 
bummers, and one of them-Luncb-h� 
got _hold of a schooner, for a bad debt; the. 
other two have chipped in a little money, 
and they've made ·up tb,eir minds to crui� , 
the Gulf of California for ambergris and 
pearls.�' He . shot a quick glance at me. 
" Fancy," he· said, " they've got a diving�: 
suit!" 

" Have they? " said -I innocently. He 
had taken a shot at mf• I learned later, but. 
had missed. the ma�k, ·easy though it was. 

"The funniest part,".be went on, " is this. 
I'm going with them." . 

"You don't mean. it-.1 ..,  I exclaimed, for 
I had regarded· Ca�l as a sensible matter­
oHact 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 stra.igbti · and I'm so fat I can't 
walk straight, and I'DJ. so down on my luck 
that I can't think str.Ught." 

" I  have always .pictured you," said I, 
" on the very vcrg_e .itself of prosperity." 

" I  am," he saiQ( " always all that and 
never anything more. Of i:ourse I don't be­
lieve in inc pearl and ambergris part of Lbe 
trip, any more · than I believe that a beau­
tiful woman," he smiled ruefully, " could 
learn to love me fqr my shape alone; but I 
do believe that sea food and sea air and 
expedaUy 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 put a 'candle out at the fifth blow." 

" Besides," sB.id Carrol,-. . "I owe a lot . of 
dirty }�ttle bills, and they !ldget me. You 'll 
look m after hinch, . then ? " 

I nodded , ar\d be rose . .  
"Are you going an y  farther?" he asked. 
" I  think yes," said I. · " Why r " 
" Why," said he, 111 seem to have lost my 

wallet. It's too· much bother, and I haven't 
time, to go back and look for it, on the 
chance. Still � want it, for old sake's sake." 

" What sort of a wallet is it?" I asked. 
" My �a' man,·� .said Carrol, " you ;speak 

as if you expected to find'fift.y wallt.ts, · :Qut 
mine is to be recognized 'by the fact that it 
contains absolutely no money-:-and a few 
letters that you may rea,d if you wish, but 
which will make you · think the worse of 
ntc. They are from a beautiful woman," 
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he explained, " who loves �e, !when · I ha.ve 
money." . ! . . 

Then with a cheerful "So long ! "  he waved 
a pudgy �hd and was soon out of sight 
arotmd the lower bend. 

lwl!S no · re5ted, and rose to;.t!ie work of 
turning ov�r the stone upon which I had 
been sitting. By good fortune, for my 
strength was not up to the task, it wa.s not 
deeply bedeed and had a convenient ledge 
for the hands to grip; and at the very first 
tug it cam� bali over-and I let go� with a 
startled ga.Sp,and it dropped batk into place. 

The finding of a snake so close to my hand 
would �v� produced an effect upon me v�ry . 
sim;ilar to that caused by an actual $ight of 
that whicil I sought.. And for som� mo­
mettts I cduld not make the further effort 
necessary to gain possession of. the crew­
man's walldt, but stood aloof from the stone, 
wholly out �( breath, and with a wildly bea.t­
ing heart. ; 

Then odcc more 1 bent to it, and this 
time tumtjd it over-and saw the 'vaUet, 
released from pressure, expand like a live 
thing that ·draws a deep breath. 

. I noted (lnly that it was of pigskin, darkly 
stained byiage an'ii sweat; and then, you will 
gu!l85, I lqst no ftimc in going . through its 
contents! . � 'jlut you! have �essed wrong; for with the 
iss�e in my very; hands, I ha:d not at that 
moment t.he hear to face it. My highest 
hopes see�ed to� crowd about and implore 
me to wait. Thus when at Chrismas-time 
a boy receives . ap envelope directed in the 
writing of �hie& uncle,: he does ·not at once 
open it, bUt exults a while With the hope that 
the checklit contains will bt(double thal of 
the year-�fore. So instead of going through 
with the ousili.ess then andJ there, I slipped 
the wallet: into my inside .b&::kct and but­
toned my! jacket over tha£, 4Yhich, in mo­
ments of Supreme excitement, I am pleased 
to call my chest. 

CHAPTER IV 

THE CREW-MAN's WALLET 

I TOdK out the wallet in · my bedroom, hav.ng �lted the door, and shook the 
contents' �f 1ts varioW! pocket� upon 'the 
beii. TJjnventory fol,Jows: 

I ' 
;. A p of · ILil  envelOpe, une.ddr�d .and 

sctp.wlcd o r with te�epbou.'e numbers; 

i �. A whole envelope, blank, but not very deo.n; 
3 .. An elastic: band: . · 
4. J\ much soiled 9quan: of chc:\'riog-gUJU, make 

ana 8avor unknown; 
5· A rlllh-hook, with the pqint broken o.lf; 
6.; A t:Opy o( u.matory Spanish verses in a swift 

femMe hand; : 
r 7. A French two-franc: piece; , 8. A slip of p8per1 with a design in pencil, neatly 

executed (or an elaborate, but undecrphenbte·, 
monogram ; . ' 

9· An old joke cut out of a newspclper, and 
ro, and last, the hillf of a. dime, cut clean oJI as 

by a pair of shears. 
You will imagine that I made sure' to have 

overlooked ��:othing before I Bung th:e wallet 
disgustedly on the .lloor 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 les;s than sicken­
ing. Yet, unwilling to accept defeat, I once 
more went through the :wallet, turning its 
pockets literaUy inside out and poking my 
long fingers into the crevices and along the 
seams. So vio�nt,and angry �as the search 
that I tore the rotten leather m plates, 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
nutestof writing in the blackest of ink. Nor 
coultP I doubt that I had uncovered, by 
an eleventh-hour ·accident, that mysterious 
" It'' which had cost the crew-man his life. 

The paper, on being extricated proved a 
rectangular -slip of a ·thin and shiny manu­
facture, $ix 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:­
fbct fidelity to the original thread and to the 
needle-holes. As for the writing, with which 6oth sides of the paper were closely crossed, i� was miraculously even, and so fine. as to 
require for decipherment a reading-glass; 
ind 'one far stronger than I possessed would 

-1iave made the task far easier. 
One whole side of the. sheet, �d all but 

a: few lines of the other, was covered by an 
inventory list 'Of articles of value ; with the 
following note at the beginning: 

Traoslalion of or�ginai inventhry, now in Lbt 
Jtoyal Library', Madrid, of articles of gold, silver, 
e�e., i:onsigned by PiZArro, from Peru, in the gallco�r EstiriJ" Stmlo, to tile King of Spain. 

The invenlory as a· whole read like. son1e 
wild' fiction,

. 
but I have not here the space 
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t.o set it all down. Here are a few items, 
chosen at random: 

3· Small box of emeralds, carved in imitation o( 
roses; 

· 
7· A palace wainseoliDg of gold, laid upon wood; 
8.  A mo�a.r and pesU� of gold; 
18. A little free o( gold, hWlg with jeweled Jruits; 
23, A ·gold door, cUDningly carved with bestial 

scenes; . 
29. Two Peruvian princesses; lif'teen years of age· 
JO. Sill great chests, cont.a.ioing their ra.Unent anJ 

jewels; 
33· An Ioca's head in !l cask o! spirits; 
37· Eight thow;and pounds of gold, cast into 

ingots; 
3·8. Eight thow;and pounds of silver, cast into\ 

. iogots; 
so. One great chest, containing divers golden 

vessels, ewers and services. 

And al the very end of · the long inven­
tory was the foUowing priceless information: 

The E.sf>irit" Sa•lll> was lost in shoal water off a. 
vq)__C'anic rock or islet lhat lies in latitude - loog­
i tuae -. Fragments of the vessel may be dis­
ceroed by the use or a marine-glass, in the midst of 
the cove at the Northwest comer of the islet, and 
much of the- uea.sure might be recovered -by .the 
use of a diving-suit and a little pa tience. Written· 
this -- day of - - in the prison o( Sing 
Sing for my only friend in tlris world, R.oy Cunning· 
ham. If my memory bas played tricks witb me, 
Roy, il is only Lo tbe e11tent o( an i�em or two in the 
iovenLory. The lalitqde and longitude is 0. K. 
Pray lor my horned soul, and God bless yoql This 
time to-morrow I shaD be---whereP And 

_yo
u, per­

hap$, on your way to tbe .SLra.it:s of M:iiellan. 

I think a man's imagini.tion must be a 
spiritless nag not to be set galloping by such 
a spur. 'Mine, I know, went a-flying to the . closing scenes of the great Inca's life (and 
very white they looked against their black 
and amber background of Spanish lies and 
treachery). I saw as in a stage drop the 
bearded Spanish m�n staggering up the 
galleon's gangways under the chests of 
ingots and gems; the. cask with the Inca's 
head, lightly handled, like a sample of t�e 
new country's pickles for the Sovereign. 
The golden dpor wi.th its bestial carvings; 
that exquisite little tree of gold with its 
jeweled fruit� ;  and those jeweled fruits the 
little brown princesses, ripe for the plucking, 
with their round eyes full of wonder; and I 
sailed with the laboring galleon in the heel 
of the trades, with. th� unknofm :ftas upon 
the ·one hand and the ' unkn�n ifPountains 
upon the other; and sailed (romAinder the 
bright skies into a moaning, graT, dripping 
region ; and sa.w the waves brokeQ. and sub-

dued among the monstrous seawe�s of 
Magella.D; and the ravines filled with dark 
and somber forests; ·and lor : a moment, • 

. cleared of mist" ii.Dd (og, the eternal snows 
low upon the mountains ; and'U.w' the gull 
and the albatross :.loafing iuto the storm. 
blast; . and heard the thunder of breakers; 
and {el� in my. very ·.soul that earthquake . 
sickening shock when the galli:!On struck ;·. 
and felt her sink beneath my teet, and BO; 
down, With her colossal treasu,te, · and the 
princesses, locked, perhaps; jn each o.ther's 
arms, poor kids, and with'the whole o[ her 
hell-bound crew. · 

No, not the whole of i�; for there must 
bave been one at the leaSt to. escape with 
lhe beariogs of when: tlie tall galleon lay. 
And I f�llowed him mo�. yaguelyJI.D.d pi�· 
lured him suddenlY,.,.!3!i'i¢k dea!t-for �s 
secret, as the cre'w·uian had been stru.:k m 
thc1 gully. And I came· swiftly down the 
hdndreds of years with the secret, and l.he 
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 Wl!-5 pacing 
like a wild animal ; and there my imagina­
Lion stuck fast. For'l coUld no more think 
out a logical way to.lilt th$: treasure from 
that far away floor of the sea than I could 
fly. Who would capit�lize the weak-bodied, 
spiritless author or trust Jilin 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 f0;qus upon rational issues; so 
I slipPed the �rew�mo.n's _legacy beneath 
the carpet; burned as di�ted. such papers 
� the wallet t(\1)-tail'le'd ; and the waUet i tseli\; 
bathed my flush� fa¢e agaiQ. and again witn 
cold water; had a snack of hipch (it was now 
half-pas� two o�clock) andtstarted over to 
Mr. Carrol's ht)use, . . to hear the. talk and 
make the acqua'intanCf"Qv.his adventurous 
friends. ./' · 

CHAPTER V 

Till': OWNERS OF THE CA L.l.IOPE. J 

AS I TURNED the corner of his bouse 
I , n1et Carrol stepping ofl the bo.wery 

porch, his arms filled witfi bottl6 of beer, 
and his face flushed. · . 

"·Panish," said he, " we're out under the 
big buck_eye celebrating. Take some of 
these, lherc's a dear man I • . , Since I saw 
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you-:-" I �elieved him of a jxlrtion of 
the bOittJes and �we proceeded toward the : 
great l)uckeye I from -the other side of which · 
came t)le soun� of gleeful chuckles� . "Since: 
I saw !fou," Gar(Ol repeated, �·I · have sold ' 
the old homdte&d ; a ma.a and :llis wife, . 
Iunger!!, I fanci, dropped in out of tlle golden 
East-Noo �o�-- they said, I fancy it is in 
Pcrsia..!._and t'flk one good look at Fat Car­
rol's h�use anq lot and bought them out of 
hand. I Hencet the celebration. It's the 
smooth monkeivs that p.re to be paid over in · 
the morning that have mad� Fat �arrol so 
happy and fr� from care. :Gentlemen-" 
as we �ounded the sweeping branches of. the 
bucke_)fe and _ me upon a group composed 
o£ thrde live�"viUans and some twenty or 
thirty .!:lead · dien, as the saying is-" let 
me pr$ent M . Parrish-not Max, the pic­
tato�but J�mes, the merry-companion 
auth?�l ol the Tale of a Lady's Hat.'· Mr. 
Parrisli, Mr. ' Joseph Lynch, commonly 
knoWDI' as ' N  ne : Points· of the Law'--or 
'Ten Pins' for short. Mr. Paul Granger 
Crave�, the well-'known amateur pugilist, 
and M�. Willi�g Todd, the pet ()f the nata­
torium! and the Columbus of the Poodle 
Dog and' 

the Qarqary Coast." 
The !gentleu)ef1 ;s· re all in the thirties, 

1 gueSised, wifh.__ �b exception of Carrol, 
who b&d the look o ' �  youthful fifty ; and · 
I hav¢. never sa� Uown to beer with a 
more cheerful and!4e'bonair quartet. They. 
were �lgarians, if �u like, the type that 
sbaves:the back oJ the neck and selects in 
converSation, when there are many names 
for a spade, that W.hith is the l�t agreeable · 
to the ear, though often the _most conno­
tativ� to the mind .. They hatJ�a kind oL 
clanrusb, hWJior, as 1f they had fPent much · 
of their lives in various unities ,Qi interest; 
and I could not but admire, /and. indeed 
envy, the elation of spirits in!P Jvhich the 
approaching proj¢ct of their 'adventure 
threw them. Yet: I detected, too, beneath" 
!heir habit; of tu�n!qg th� �ue, :wbate!er 
1ts nature; tnto a JO�, a kmd of underl}'lng 
vein of stub�rn aeterminaUon, a ldn� of 
ieady-a,t�n� ·gu�ty t�at led m� to t ink . 
them t11e v�ryt: types of mari best suit to 
a ca.tch-utca�h-4an -enterprise. , An� I 
thought them 'J:lonest as meb go, with a,dis­
tinct preferen�e fpr giving · the o4ds �d 
seeing fair pla)'. And this in spite of j the 
fact that for the more ·exquisite -relations in 
nature 'they had no more regard or jrespect 
than so many "-ogs. They had planned; for 

i 
instance, casually and as a matte� of co�e, 
to taJc.e a; couple_ of women upon: the crw,.c;e; 
a�� ]listening to th� �ent upon wlijch 
the plan was abandoned, I heard many 
shre'i'd phrases of :e��ency, but not . so 
muc .. as one word against the morals of , the 
thing� . 
. .  " We'll just have IA.J grin and bear the 
tim� when they wouldn't have been in the 
way/' exclaimed Mr. Willing Todd, and he 
tilted the tag-ends of a beer l;}ottle into his 
mouth. 

"And when we get b.ack.," Craven molli­
fied himself for the disappointment which 
the decision had cost him, " with:pen.rls and 
ambergris and shark-fins, you'� hear the 
br�ers· roa:r along the Barbary ;coast! "  

Thl!y made so light of the seriqus sides of 
the adventure, and so sure of its nebulous 

. sides, that from the first I saw myself sailing 
with them in spirit; and, in spite or that 
allocative docum�rit hidden .beneath the 
carpet in my bedroom, the approximateness 
of IIU:ir quest-th� scboon�r provisioned in 
the harbor, and : manned ; �arrol's bills 
abou* to be paid; indeed, the !act of the 
tlung, made me- lose sight Ior the time being 
of th� more alluring, if remote, aspects of 
my own _undigested adventure. Indeed, 
I w� �wn into such an envy arid rest­
lessn�y their tale that twice · I was o� 
the point of saying, " Come·, gentlemen, 
make me a partner with you, and we shall 
sail-tnot for the Gulf of California-but for 
the Straits of Magellan, and I shall tell yo'u 
whyW 

An9 I fancied excusing myself, and reap­
peari!lg with the memorandum · of treasur�, 
and ·fiinging it like a bomb-shell into their 
midst. It must be th(!.t my face had upon 
it an en\oious and excited expression; for 
Carrol, who, I noticed, attended with the 
mostjfiattering atte,ntion whenever I spoke , 
sudd�nly clapped his hand heartily upon 
my ·kbee. And, 

· 
" P�rrish," sa.id he, " chuck your troubles 

and c,bme along! "  
H '  · voice had in it a kind and friendly 

ring. . . , 
. "0 , I couldn'l.l,'' I said quickly, and 11-

little ervously. " I  couldn't very well run 
away owing moneyJ right and left." · " w look here,'1 :he· said, " we need an-
other man." · i 

" Bbt not me," said I. "I can't con· 
tribu�e anything; aQ.d I'm abject!� useless." 

"U I said 'theni " said Carrol " that I t - � . ' • .,.. 
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during our little talks a.;ross the fence and 
our little visits and aU. I had grown fond 
of you, Parrish, you wouldn't believe me?u 

.f cain not deny that I was. Battered an.d 
moved. · 

"Look here," he said, " take a bit of 
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 
[ laid it to their wish to express that Carrol 
had drunk too much beer. , 

" Now, j im," said Carrol, " let me say 
first that your face is an-o� book and that 
l 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 
\\·it's end, you're a damned liar--" He 
pres5ed my arm affectionately. 

" Well, then I am," I blurted out. " I  
can't sell my stuff, I owe mol.'tiW, and the 
doctor says I must live in the ope"'h-6 away 
frorn books or take my chances of going 
blind.'• 

' 

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

" Wen,•• he said, afti:Jl a while, "what's 
the matter with the crwse of the CaUiofJe 
for open air?" . · • 

" Even if I could pay my bills and go," 
said I, " I'd b� a burden.' '  

" Not you, Jjm," said Carrol. And after 
another pause, " What do you owe? " he 
asked. And I told him. J:le swore profanely. 

"Good G_od! "  he said, " you've !Joked the 
liabili�ies 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? "  I said� 
" Sul'e,'� said he. t "C�J.trol, ·� I said, -greatly moved, " tt's 

wonderful i.o find such k.indness 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 i t? 
What if I can ·lay a better course for you all ; 
what if I can tell you where a Spanish treas­
ure ship lies in shoal water--!�· 

I ought then and there .to �ve realized 
nty folly, Cor Carrol jdrew �uck�� breath as 
a man draws on reaching the sitrface of the 
water after being half buried iqr,the dep'ths. 
But he h� himself sq quickly i*and again 
that I suspected nothing. · ·;.. 

" You haven't drunk too· m·uch, have 
you? " he said' humorously. . 

1 1You ·remember," I said, �ou: asked me 
what the murde� . milD said before he 
died? WeD, I !iidn't tell you. Can you . 
guess flhy he :was murdered? " 

" Who-I?" Canol - seemed startled and , 
I laughed. 

· 
, "He•.was murdered for the , secret of the 

treasure ship; but he· had bidden iL And I 
I found· it." ·. 

.. Now calm down/' said Carrol, uand 
switch to simple langqage." . 

" Come into my:·ho.u5e," I said, "and 
we'll let the facts do the talking." 

While Carrol was going over the crew­
man's legacy thrQugli·Jmy reading- glass 
he got redder bld 'jeader in the face. He 
l09ked giddy, and again ;and again passed 
a hand across his forehead. Yet his only 
commc!nt from start to finish was a kind of 
shocked reiteratioQ; of the phrase 11 Just 
x-cuse me- Just x-cuse· me l "  

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

" My Godl" he said, "my God l "  
" Do you thin}lt'' l ventu1ed, " that maybe 

there\ nothing in it? " · 
"Think. Lucky Pe_nny, old boy-think­

D9-I don't-! can'tl .But I'll tell .you 
one thing. Whoever did one murder for 
that, would do another qUick � winking ! "  

"GOOd Godl "  I said, '' I hadn't thought 
of tba.tl But .no one knows I have it but 
you, "carrol.'' . 

" How do you knowLnobody knows? 
.Don't you SUP.pose 'lhey kn.ow you were the 
.first .man to b� on . the sc�e? The papers 
had' it-don't' you sup� you've b�en 
watched and fllarked evet;isince? My God, 
Jim, you've gofa nerve ! "  

He picked up a savag�-Jooking kris that I used Ior opening letter.i; and fell to testing 
the point with his thuinb; but his though� 
seemed far I�m the business. 

"There's nothing ·to prevent one of them 
wa:lk.ing into this · bungalow to-niglit and 
sticking that jnto you, my boy ! "  And he 

· flung the ugly thing sharply back am�ng the 
litter on the table. I noticed that b.e was . 
very · white; and I thought the pallor flat· 
tering, as showing the sharpness with which 
my possible danger affected him. 

" Now," said he; "y�u put togethe� what 
things you can amy in a couple or suit­
cases, and you g'o strnight" up to Frisco, 
take Fong t? help yo�, and you go 'to the 
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Palace, and you keep in the palm-room 
where there is always a crowd ; tiht,il I comei 
Don't have anything to do with any on� 
you dDn't know." . .  

" And how about my affai� in thls 
town? ,. I said. 

" Get your bills together," said he, "and leave them with ·me." 

Being orderly by habit, I had them ready 
in a neat packet, w�ch Carrol Lhrust, with 
! nod, into his pocket. , 

" But do you really think I'm in danger? " 
I asked. . 

· "Jim," he said earnestly, - "you bdl 
When a man's got the wealth of Ormus 
!nd of lnd in his clothes he's in danger, ·and 
you may take pen and ink and write it 
down." 

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

1 1Was that poor cuss in the gully ever in 
danger, Jim? " Said Carrol. "I ask you? 
No11• do as I say! "  .. .i 

"Indeed I wiU," said I, "'ith a kind of 
coward eagerness. " llut I'm glad you're in 
the 'lmow, Carrol� because I'm an innocent, 
and it never '"ould have entered my head 
that any one bu� the butcher or the baker 
had \t in for me.'� 1 .  

11)im," :said C.aJtol, " we'll come for you 
about seven-thirty, lin the palm-room, mind; 
and we'U �make a �y-guard until we get 
you sale aboard � Calliof1e." He turned 
to 20, but: rctumed.l upon o. thought. 

''�'Look,�' Said :he, 11 will I tell the boys 
now, or l�ter, wlien '"e're all 'flpoard? It's 
for yo� to say.'' : . 

- "Oh," Ba.id I, ; '' l.ater, when' ,we:re unde� 
way-don1t you �hmk-and nse thein, 
good l "  ; . y . . · . 

" You bet," said-"Carrol, and he s�led 
broadly. 1 1Btit what a child you·are.�' .  

Again he turn,ed to go, and once inore 
came back. . · ; 

"We've go� to keep pretty well tQgetper,'' 
he said, "but I'in afraid the boys are for: 
making a nigllt oE it-liquor and ladies-, and 
all tbat:.....you see!it's their las� night �bore� 
and you see--'r . : 

"I don't judge: for others," I S!Lid. "But 
that's · reason -eno�gh for not telling them___; 
till later." : 1 " Right," said Caqol, "and you ani:l I'll 
eschew the tiottle and keep the burrth in 
hand if we can.'' . . ' � 

-He left m�; and I went at my work of 

sele�tlon and packing ! with an ardor n� 
ditnir,Ushed by the thoughnhat th� wh'o 
had pot stopped�- one murder would not 
balk1at another. ut it heartened me some 
to hear, now !8. aiD, . through the open· 
window the bursts oi laughter irp.m the jolly 
companions under the buckeye t��· In­
deed, one burst of it, not long after Carrol 
must have rejoined them, was so 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 l\'ith so much enjoyment, 
the hour of seven-thirty would not have· seen 
me impatiently waiting in -the palm�room 
of the Palace Hotel for the appeal'ance of 
Carrol and the joint-owners of the CaUwpe. 

CliiAPTER VI 

l � 'DO "  TirE TOWN 

ALL cities · are cities of drea.df!J,l night. 
Yet if palJDs were awarded for being 

dreadful, I tbinlt tQe first \vo.uld be flung at 
the)feet of San Fra.Dclsro. I liad o!ten de­
lig� dw firmly in fiction with wha:t I 
fanci�_to be the darker sides of life. And 1 
had huli.g a little upon th� 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 
mysel£ not the least piercing observer, I 
knew, until the later hours of tho.t night, 
nothing. And, oh, the faces and the ja;gon 
and ·the dark place5 and the tbir!lts and the 
lecliery that I sa" that night as in a hideous 
revelation-a crowd oi half living, half putrid 
maggots feeding like mad things upon the 
very g!lts of the city I Vice I saw with(>ut 
the'gil�ng; and learned the abyss between 
what is not �especta�Ie· ahd .'"Yhat is lost; . 

Nor was I happy · in thinking that ·-�Y 
. companion� for the voyage should have_ 

thought that the scenes, through which they 
passed me would--oh, �ot please me, per­
b�ps, but appeal strong\}' to my sense of �he 
p�cturesque. "Let's ha.:ve a look at Sky'�," 
one 'flould say. " PatrisJt ought to see- that." 
Or 'r ut's' show hiin �e Sink," or the lilt-e. 
To my shame be it said that I had, not the 
fqce ' to say that I was : displeased and 1ln­
hapP,y. And, sick :at h�rt, I suffered �y­
sel£ to be led ·from· one ; abomination to the 
next� You will' hear it - said that such an 
eJCPCtience h�s its value. But I think nilt.. 



1 2  Adventure 
I should like to see at once very much l�ss 
reticence in the · world-and very much 
more. 

As we " did" the town:_ripe I or damna­
tion-�y three· younger showmen became 
grad�ally drunk. And I myseU, to keep up 
heart, had taken more than I was accus­
tomed to or could well " carry," as the say­
ing is. Indeed, I recollect being pulled 
away Irom 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 wilh Carrol for 
interfering with my efforts to do a li�tle 
good in the world, and would have brolCen 
from him and gone back t� renew the ser­
tnon had I nol heard the woman calling 
upon Carrol to " hide that -- -- long­
legged spider or she'd- cut its heart out." 

" Come along, Jim," said Carrol, "'you 're 
drullk." 

�'I'm not," said I, " not in the least. I 
wn..o, never more rational in my life. You 
can start any argument you like and see 
if I'm not, to prove it.''  

"I don't give a whoop ii you arc or nol," 
said Carrol. 

I lried to answer him, but gave it up 
owing to a sudden al\d wearison1c thickening 
among my vocal cords. And I fell to count­

.,jrlg just how many drinks I had had, and 
then was startled· to. ttUnk, that so very few 
should have had so grave an effect upon me; 
for, in addition to the thickenihg sensation 
among the vocal cords, my feet had beoomc -!erribly heavy, and my limbs as. if made of 
Uuids. " Surely," I thought, "six or more 
drinks of whiskey couldn't do it ! "  And I 
wanted to ask Carrol's opinion, and cou1d . 
not. I had· come to a dead halt, with Lynch 
laughing and holding me by one arm, and 
Carrol , with a kind o( expectant expression, 
holwng me by the other . . Craven and Todd 
faced me, ·flushed and wild-eyed. 

" Well," said Carrol gently, " lel'SG put 
him abo�rd." · · 

I tried .�o say that I tl1ought the last 
drink must have ·been drugged, was con­
scious of � frightful Wild beating o.P.ay heart, 
as of a caged bird struggling to escape ; I 
felt a hand slide into th.e breast of my jacket, 
and kp.ew no more. 

I must have been senseless; as a bale oi 
goods for a long time; aO:d mU&t have slept 
naturally for many hours afttr the effects 
of the soporific drug had passed off; 'for I 

"' 
woke, rather than came to, feeling less 
wretched than may be supposed, and clear 
in mind. Yet not so dear a.S I thought; for 
I imagined ihyseU to be lying in the open 
air upon a sidewalk; and tOr li. long time 
neither the comp,lete darkness nor the oc­
caSional strong Ufting under me and falling 
away'l of Lhe. pavement seemed unaccount­
able. Nor did'\.1 realize .for a long time that 
the hot, close air could not by any magic be 
related to tbc inspiring draft :of a San Frio­
cisco ·street at night:· · 1 

But· at last it became. evident to a jaded 
and illogical understanding that I was shut 
up somewhere, in �._. unventilated place 
that rose and fell quietly, as the breast rises 
and falls in deep breathing; and upon that 
realization came rapi�ly other evidenees­
S!Jlells of bilge-wa��r;�I�calking 'and marine 
stores-that l'wu'upon a ship at sea. 
, The adventure, . then, had ·begun. The 

Calliope 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 hacl 
done the drugging,-and that it was his hand 
that hnd slipped 'inside my jacket and re­
lieved me of t�e c�ew-m�n's legacy. But I 
thought now that the drugging must . be 
attributed to my own weak head, and the 
picking of my pocket to Carrol's natural 
wish to see the document in more respon­
sible keeping. Yet my· friends, too drunk 
themselves, perhaps, had not stowed mecom­
fort,ably; or if they had �aid me in a bunk, 
I had tumbled out of it. While I lay thus, 
deSul,torily ruminating, •there opened sud­
denly, half a dozen feet above my head, a 
hatchway, ad,d I SA.w _bent over the brightly 
ilhim,ined square a. yellow- Chinaman, n•kcd 
to the waist . .  I lay blirYUng at him. 

For two seconds; �rbaps, the Chinamen 
did not mov� a muscle. • Then suddenly he 
whipped out a bright long knHe from some­
where, caught it hotizonlally between his 
teeth !lnd, before I could move hand ·or 
foot in self-defense, had dropped through 
the hatch and was kneeling heavily upon 
me. Yet murderously as he. had come at me, 
he did not offer to st.rike. He seemed, in­
deed, . relieved to .find .. so· unresisPng an 
obje�t to his prowess, and presently, lUting 
his face skyward, ·commenced to shout in a 
kind of shrill, high singsonging. Other yellow 

.Jaces appeared soon iJ,l the hatchway) arid the 
light was practically' shut off by the massing. 
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There was a great intercha�ge of swift 
jabbery ; and then t!te Chinamen �t kn;elt 
upon me rose and motioned me to rise also. 
Seeing me to be scarce able to .stand alone, 
yellow hanQ& reached' doWnward ai:td helped 
me Llifo�gh the hatch. And I �und myself 
in a kind of ship's forecastle, the center of a 
group of a dozen Chinamen, half naked and 
barefbot. I say a kind. of forecastle, for 
though . the place occupied the usual wedge­
sbap�d space in the vessel's bows and was 
lined: with tiers of bunks, it had about it a 
garish and Oriental look; for the "curta.ins to 
the bunks wen: of showy, if coarse, em­
broidery; a big, brass, squatting god glowed 
between the butts in the bow, and th� deck­
beams and planking were one struggl.ing 
mass of dragons ; an inimitable c.Omposition, 
in Chinese-blue, scarlet and orange. Also 
there was an effec:t about the plate of flutter­
ing papers; and I learned afterward that 
these were prayers, mucilaged wherever 
piety could .find a place for them. And for 
the rest, that forecastle smelt as no white 
man's forecastle smells; here was no odor 
of mildew and sour sweat, but a clean pun­
gent odor, a hint of incense, or . jOSSr&ticks, 
uerhaps, a hint of camphor and pepper. 

From the foreqtstle I was helped tO the 
ship's deck; and .. ere, what with the brigbt­
o� of the sun, the overpowering freshness 
of the sea. air and �e emptiness of my stom­
ach, for all the jWOrld like a youog lady 
whose stays are cJrawn too tight, I fainted 
dead away. 

CHAPTER Vll 

' BESSm 
i 

I CAME to, lying upon a dbt�bled quilt, in 
the shadow �t by the m� and faced 

so that I cot¥d see far off ole plliple hills of 
Califtl>mia. sUding astern. The IllUDe Chlna:­
man �hat had drawn the knife was sitting on hi� heels �ide the '}uilt and offering me, 
in a blue and white bowl, a fluid· mixture of 
water and soft boiled rice. Hpw good it 
tast�l Or rather felt, for my in�des burned 
like �e pipeS in a boiler .. Nor OO,tild I take my·�s from the bowl to ask wpcre Carrol 
w� til �: ha4 gulped the !half ?f it.S 
con ts. . · , 

" dallol " 1 .  said the Chinaman with an 
amu± a�d!lolenmt smile, " no :�be tallo) 
-B "e co�e �o�him very ; fine i.alkee 
wom . s." · ; : 

" Bessie? " I said idiotically. 4' What 
BeSsie? " 

•ilfim 'come now," said the Chinanian. 
He ;scrambled to his feet, and with a sudden 
no4,ding amile and oJ'en·ha.Dd gesture,: in-. 
dicated. me to soine one and, turning, went 
softly forward. 

"iWeJJ of aU the skinnies l "  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 muld see her and seated herscli in a. 
matter-of-fact way on the quilts at my feet. 

She was �o beauty (though young) and 
inclined to be overweight. But there was a 
certain Cf>meliness about her, of colori'pg 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 sunburn, 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 migh ty pleasant to the 
eye. For costume sb'c had a blue serge skirt 
spotted by sen-water, a kind of dressing­
jacket of Chinese cut aad material ; and 
little else I fancy; certainly neither shoes 
nor stockings. 

"� Bessie,'' she said, "that's aU. Who 
are you? " 

" My name is Parrish;" I said, "and I'm 
part owner of tbe Calliope." 

"What's that? '' said Bessie. . 
"Why," ·said I, " isn't this the Collwpe?" 
"This? " she exclaimed. ''This schooner? 

Not on your life. This jolly boat is the 
SMnlung. And your .haU-marks say ' stow­
away ' plain as day. An6 the Shantung 
company would like to know how you came 
to be in the forward storeroom? "  

" !As  to that," I said, though very much 
bel'liildered, 11I was put. �e there no white 
ine� on this shipi' " . 

14Not a one but you,'' said she. 
�"ifhen," said I, '' I was drugged and 

rob� and shunted off where I could do no 
harin and tell no tales." Indignation rose 
an�' I found the strength to sit up; and I 
plu ged into .my bad-luck story at a speed 
tha produced upc;m B�e a laok of com­
pie · bewilderme"'t. 

S e interrupted 'good-natured,ly. 
"lr'll tell you;• �e said, "j�t where you 

are.! And you can dope out �ow you got 
here. The Slumlung belongs to those who 
wor� her-just thirteen of 'e�, and she 
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sailed yesterday morning in. hardware for 
Peru to trade in miscellanies. Now what's 
tbat to you?!' 

"Yesterday -moruingl" I cried; " Have 
I been in that hole aU that time? No won­
der rai done: up." 

" It's wonderfuJ it didn't kiU you," said. 
she. 

"As," said I, "it ""l!S probably meant to. "  
And again I began my story, but with more 
clarity and less speed. And, · though in­
tending to reserve the par1..9 that concerned 
the lost gaUeon, 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 along and let you share? " 

"That's what I don't get," said I. " There 
se:ems lo be millions of treasure, and there 
were only five of us; and it wa.s I that found 
out where the stu11 was." 

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

" I  wouldft't wonder," I said, " if it wasn't 
so much meanness as just plain Lhinking I'd 
all the time be in the way. And I dare say 
that's right. You see I'm not up to much 
harq work, and I'm not very practical." 

"And I don't see why they put you on 
board the Sliamung. It was a dead easy 
thing to do, because we all were ashore at a 
wedding in Chinatown, and perhaps that's 
the reason. It would'·have been a cinch to 
knock you on the head and stu6 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 
quite know what to do with pte; and maybe 
Lhey thought. they wen= perpetrating a 
joke." I smiled dismally, but Bessie shook 
her head. 

"They hoped yov'd smother yourself in 
the storeroom," she said. " Don't see why 
you' didn't; and they thought maybe �our 
death would be fixed on us. And that's one 
for your fat C,a.rrol. But say, what about 
thistreasure? ThatallsoundslikeKibberish., 

I bad· to go pretty deeply into early Span� 
isb e:rplomtions aJJd the conquest of Peru 
before she understood; and then she sald: 

" Well, if ;!four· address wat� 110M fide, 
you've' played: ln dirty hard h• to lose it. 
But I do-D't � what you ,aut ., about it." 

"Oh,!' said :1,. " the paper· blf doesn't 
matter;� lC• �e." 

" Guess you'd �tter •Y Mrs. ·Bessie," 
said she. 

· 
, 

" Beg pardon," I said, '�I wilL I've got 
the paper pretty well by hea� IDdeed, I 
don't: do anything weD qcept remember 
things." · . 

'' You remember the bearings ? "  she 
aske�, apd l re�Led them for her. 

"About where is that on the map?" sh,e 
said. 

. 

" Why," said I, "I didn't look at it, but 
it's riot far from the StraitS o( Magellout; 
maybe in the Straits themselves, but south 
of them, I think; off. Terra del Fuego, I 
think.." ' 

., Do you believ:e i rdt?" she asked. " In 
the treasure, I mean? " 

" Mrs. Bessie," I said, " the ctew-man be­
lieved in it; his tn�erers believed in it; 
Carrol and hiJ gaag�eve in it; and, a.s I 
feel like a played out dish-rag, there's not 
fn.uch to pre�ent me believing in it." 

Sb.e thought a while •. 
"Nor me," she. �d finally, and looked 

landward for some moments, frowning 
thoughtfully and poising her lips. Present­
ly her brow smoothed and she turned once 
more to me. . . 

"If you," s:Ud she, " were willing to go 
shares, share ·and share ' alike, I might _get 
the company tq take the matter up. If we 
make a good ·dicker in Peru, and an= feeling 
pn=tty ftusb, it might just appeal to the 
company to takA;: a chance, and again it 
might not." · 

" You mean the Shantung Co?" I asked. 
"Tt!is ship, ill other words? "  

"'Yes," sb� said, " and:· the kid, and me." 
" Do you belong tp the company," ! asked. 
" Why, yet, I do," she said. 
" And the kid? "'  I asked. 
"That's Lichee, h said ·�he, and she smiled 

at the thouP,t o� . bimJ " He's not awake 
yet, the Jazy-Jittle begg,r. But when he is 
awn.ke Mr • ..:...Ponish, didn't you say?-he'll 
be good company (or·. you." She lea11ed 
toward me confidentiaUy. "He's a :  child, 
tool'' And then Ior the first time I heard 
her laugh. It wu not the ha-ha-ba of civil· 
ization, but .. the great haw-ba.w-baw chest 
tones of the African sav.age-a laugh at once 
strong music aad the _epitome of bumpr. The 
tears of laughter rolled• from her eyes; ad· 
I caught a glimpse of more than ; one 
Chinaman looking suddenly. up from his 
work and smiling broadly toward � burst 
of merriment. 
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Aiter a while she stopped Jaukhing and 

rose to her feet. 
" Now for business," sl1e said. ' 'Do I 

lay the matter before the company-or 
don't I? It's your secret ." 

"No," said I, "it �came yours, too, 
whe� yo11 laughed like t;hat. ·�·- : 

" Good ! "  ,she said, an� duSbed up redly 
under her clear tan. "But you won't find 
them coming to any decision right off. 
There's no �a.n in this world so quick to de/ 
ciqe as a Chinaman if be�s only got a secona 
to \make up his mind; and there's no man so 

slo�, if he's· got weeks and weeks. Anyhow/' . 
she went on, "you'll be;parlor-boa.rder; and 
I'm hanged if we don�t 'put a little desh on 
yo�r bOnes. There isn't a better trainer ih 
Goa's world than I am. I had a husband,�' 
she said, with a sudden tWitching of the eyci­
lids, " who was a cra.JJk on health- Sleep," 
sbl! said, "is the most important thing; so roll 
over, and when . you wake up I'll see that you 
do the next mo5t important thing next." ; 

And lrolled over as I had been commancl­
e<l, and fell upon the instaot into n quiet 
deep-sea sleep. 

TO BE CONTINUED 

G, aA �wtl,ng his chair as 
;the telephone rang, lifted 

: ithe : and said, " Well?" 
: 1 .l "Yesj this is Crawford; 

go ! ahead; it's you_:. What? Not 
repea� yo�r ? AU right; but there's 
nobody �ere, • Yes, I hear you 
a.u:right.'� : : ' · 

�(t�� t�t he ,ystened:toi!la. coupl� of �n­
utesJ. ��ding his head �Olffl� the receiver 
and grqpingfor.a bit of:p�ei:'. 

" Much obliged, old maQ;�f·he said finally. 
" It's jt,big story;'' : � ' : 

H*!hung up; tilted � swi�el chair back 
an� sat staring ii:lto th� pig�n-holes. of his 
d�k, his eyes squinting. ;Then he · aro�, 
wearily, and went over: to ·�e corner win­
do"', �here he stQod for � short time, gazing 
in � p�cypied �way at; lhe �flice buildings 
which bounped the horiion. ;Crawford was 
�11 anp le;i:n �d :mi4dle;.��ed, wi�h : t�e 
re�qts <?.f a • shock � of 1�0�-graYi ll3;1r. 
When the panorame. ceQ,sed t:o mterest h1m 
he·.w.heeled �erkily, gla�ed . the clock on 
the wall and:murmuted, �· Sat�rday-hum !" 
A boy answered t.he touch of il push-button. 

Mr. Williams to come in," he said. 
J\s Williams, the ·city editor, entered, 

C�wford was rolling in his hands a set of 
dog-eared blue-prints tha.t had been spread 
on : his desk. 

�'Still building the house, Crawford? " 
asked Williams, with a f&int sinil� Craw­
forl:i's house ]fad been long buildiDg and the 
o�ce found amusement in it. ·. 

',' Building the house? " rep Craw-
for� mechanicallyt looking iri.t t Uc of 
pajers where the plans had n th own. 
" �es, of course; : still building it." cJ tl· · ed a -curious g1ance at Williams, the·n 
n ' ded to a chair. 

- �  Sit down, Billy; here's a story," he s.'lid . 
" �d man PerkinS' bank has been robbed." 

V'Uliams nodded and waited. , 
Jf And we're the only people; who know 

it,�! Crawford werit on. "It's S�turday and 
tb� bank's closed now. But you'Jl have to 
ge� it somehow.'' · ' 

: Williams nod�d again and waited for hil> 
�C to continue . . �I t's big, Billy;" said Craw(ord slowly. 

�r How hi.��;? "  · 
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'' UpWard of a. million and a. half!' �' 
The city editor pursed his lips for a 

whistle, but remained silent. 
" It will bust the bank," added Crawford. 

" Bust it wide open." 1 
" Sure," assented Williams. "It would 

smash almost any bank in town just now. 
" Who did it?" 
" Perkioil." 
" Owl '' said the city editor. " Some 

things are beginning to be explained." 
"Yes. Now, listen, Billy," said Crawford 

carefully. "In order to land this without 
ghing 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. notified? , .  
" No." 
" District Attorney? " 
" Not yet. That makes it harder to get, 

or course, but more likely to be a beat if you 
do get it. You've got to confirm il, al­
though I know it's true. But don't send 
to anybody eKcept \hose who already know 
it. Send straight to Perkius, if he can be 
found, e.nd put it up to him-good and hard. 
Then see these directors." Crawford wrote 
the names on a slip of paper. "I  don't 
know '\'l;ho tb.e' clerks are, su you'd better not 
send to . any of �he bank employees. Let 
vour men asswne 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 president he had 
access to a.nyt.biDg in the shop. He's been 
Laking out securities and gambling with 
them. Nothing original about it ; in fact, 
the whole thing appears to have been very 
stupjd and crude: He was bound to be 
nailed. You know something about what 
he's been doing· in the market. This is lhc 
cause or the effect; �hichevcr you like. 
Two derks who wtre $ecking ov1=r si.me 
securities a couple o{ days ago got on to it, 
I understand. They didn't say anything to 
the president ab.�t it; I guess they under­
stood how. the lamHay. ODe of them went 
to a director-the man who got him .the job 
in the bank. His name's on that pa.per­
Mcl.achlan. McLachlan told three other 
directoTS. They put it up t��' .· erkins and 
he owne� up, first crack 01,1t o(, e box." 

"An4 haven't they notified '. e board? " 
" Not' yet, I'm told," said c· ·:wford. ,  
"That's f��y.'' 

" lt.is queer," confirQled Crawford. "But 
maybe we'll be able to guCS:S why." :

. 
"WeU, 'it. comes. ·at a lutky time," s3.id 

Williams, rising. "I've got t.J:lr� or four 
men waiting for assignmeits. We've got 
eight or ten boim; to work it in. You're 
dead, sure about'.the tip? '.' 

· 
" Absolutely. · .:But 1 can't tell you wb.cre 

I got it, Billy." · I 
"Rather not know," answered Williams, 

n.s he reached the . door. " Will you bf 
dowri . to-night? ,. . · 

" Yes, I'll. be back,". answered Crawford. 
He sat leaning forwar� against the edge 

of his desk {or severa'l �nutes after the city 
cdi tor left, making ·. meaningless pencil­
marks on a pad. Pretty soon he went to the 
telephone again and a,!\�ed {or a number. 

" Mrs. Cr.\wford.:, .there, Jennie?" he 
asked. 

· 
' A pause, and then: "Oh, 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? T,!ten I can 
send you off home arid get back to the shop. 
Yes; I want yoq ·.to come. Something to 
tell you. A surprise? Yes; it's like that, 
NeU. You'll . come, won't you? Fine; 
About six o'clock. Sure. By-bye, Nell." 

Crawford reached for his pipe, tipped his 
chair back and noted that he had two hours 
to wait for dinner. , "It's a big stor)', all right," he said aloud. 
"A corker. I only hof!e we can keep it 
sewed up." 

· ' 

Williams poked his he�d into the office of 
the managing editor several times during 
the early evening, but - it was alter. nine 
o'clock when he foun� (;raw(ord, his •feet 
outstretched on a .seconCl chair, peacefully 
smoking a hi� cigar. 

"Began to think yo� weren't coming," 
said Williams. 

" I  am a· little late. Mrs. Crawford had 
dinner with me down-town, you know. 
We got to talking and the first thing!! knew 
it was nearly nine. Ever go to Rudini's 
any more, nmy? " . 

" Yes ;  sure," said Williams hastily. 
" Now,· about--'" ! 

" We get there. once iD a while 9ur­
selves," interrupted CrawCord. " Know 
why I like it? . It's such a good place to 
talk things over. Ever get that ' feeling 
aboul ;L pl�cc? Whenever we want to have 



First. of :All� The News! 1 7  
a general P.ebate. or make speech,'es .. to each 
other we idrilt down to ;Rudini's: ; When­
ever I say Rudihi's to Mrs. Crawford she 
knows I've got s?mething on my ·�d that 
wants words pu� lo it, and when · she says 
Rudini's to me I know it's the other way 
about." '  · ' ;; .. : · 

" So  I �up)JOS¢ you �lked house," Wil­
liams broke in, anxious to close the topit. 

"Sure thing, we tnlked. about that/' said 
Crawfotd, :  eyeing Williams placidly. " In 
fact, we deadcd not -� build just yet/' 

Willia� look� his surprise. ",I t.hought 
you began1 next i:nonth,"i he said. · 

11You never st.art"untp you begin to dig 
t.h'e cellar," observed ' Crawford. " You 
ncvel'"-""i-" 

He swung his feet oft' the SCCQnd chair 
suddenly, leaned fo�ward and slapped his 
hand on the desk with a bang. 

11 Is yO:ur wife a regular, aU-around brick, 
Willia� " he demanded shortly. 

Williams smiled and :nodded. He knew 
his chief had pi:culiar moods. 

" So's mine, Billy ! "  sid Crawford. "So's 
mine. : Now, h�w about that slory? "  

" Gqt it," said Williams briskly. "Phil­
li� ba:s just come in. He saw Perkins." 

" Let's . talk to Plhillips, ' '  said Crawford, 
ringln · � belL Phi��s entered a moment later. 

" Sit ·dowu," �d Crawford. " I  hear 
you 'v� seen P�r • • s." 

" Y�;" nodded hillips. "I found him." 
" Where?" · i· 
" Home." ,�, 
" N"�t rumi.ing, bh?" 
"Nbt a bit. At least, he swears be won't. 

Altho�h you did1l:t instruct;. pte to, I. t?Ok 
Mcln:tyre ·arong Wlth me," atlded Phillips, 
lookiqg, at hiS city editor.) "He hacm't 
been r.ble to fu;ld his directotf •n.d I thought 
if t.he:old man<did say any� it was bet­
ter tQ have a Witness, so there couldn't be 
any cbme-back�" · 

'"Iltat's righit," nodded Williams. 
"P�dcins adPUtted tlle whole business," 

conti�ued Phillips. . 
" Didn't even make a blulf?" a5ked Craw-� I ' . . 

ord. . . . . 
"ljfo;:  not ·a. bluff. In fact, I rnigb,t al� 

mos� say he i�troduced the .subje�t, as isoon 
as he found out who we were." · . 

Cfarford ��oo'k..his bead in am�ment; 
"1 wasn't. surprised at t�t, after I �lked 

with ihim �:i"bile;•• : said · ;PhllUps. fHe'� 
mo�al;ly ob�l-tse; I . never saw anything 

; . 
quite like it. iie ,knows h<;'s broken · the 
law a�d ihe knows he's ' Uable to go to j.UI, 
yet he doesfl't seem to think there's any­
thing w�ong about �t. �e says he'll settle 
up all right. He !j"JS he'll : retum 1 all the 
securi�cj! and the q'ank ivon't lose.a dollar. 
Somehotv or other." he illas made . himself 
believe l:ihat,although thci law ce.n.put him in 

· jail, he' .. never go there!' 
" Doe!n't he know he's busted his bank? ·•  

demanded Crawford. 
1.'He ;says it will be �mbarrassed," an• 

swered :Phillips. "That's th� way he puts 
it--emllarrassed. He thinks it'll stay shut 
for awhile. The trouble with him, Mr. 
Crawfo.d, is that he's too old to realize 
what be•s done.'' "I g�ess it's sometbing like that,'' said 
Crawford. "Perkins hils bossed that bank 
so long that be's come to believe be owns 
every dollar in it. Sometimes other pe.J· 
pie's �oriey loqlci! like your owri, if you 
handle it too much. Did he say what he 
did with it? " 

'' Stocks," said Phillips. " He told us all 
about his investments, :as ii he was justi[y­
ing himscll. You'd have thought he was 
making a stateme.nt to the banking depart­
ment, the way he went into details. Mcin­
tyre just sat and �te it down and the old 
man �ted for him now and then to be sure 
he'd jet it all. He told everything. It 
knock�d anything I ever heard-! mean 
the wli.y he spouted it." 

" W�ll, you'v.e got · the story all right, 
Williains," observed Crawford. "I didn't 
think it would be so easy." 

"Have Jackson and Rand .come in yet?" 
asked I Williams, turning to Phillips. 

''They hadn't a. few minutes ago." 
· "I I sent tbeoi out chasing directors," 

expllltned Williams. ..:you start your story, 
anyhOw, Phillips!" . 

As !Phillips went out Williams turned to 
his cijief. . 

· 
11lt's extraordinary," be exclaimed. 

"That was ·SO ea:sy I'm afraid it won't stay 
excluijve." i ,. "II think it will," said' Crawford opti­
mistii:ally, ''.unless !those directors get to 
talkihg. And, if the whole board doesn't 
know it yet, there must �e some reason- for 
not Wking. " ! 

I� was eleven o'Cl�k when Williams ap�· 
peated again in t�e: office of the managing 
edi�or. Crawford g�anced up from a proof: 
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"This Perkins stuff is the most extraor­

dinary int;erview I ever read," he said. 
" Obt� l Why, he talks as if be had done 
the bank a favor." 

" I(and and Jackson are in."  
"Land anylhing?11 
"Three bank directors at their heels," 

grinned the .city editor. 
"Oh, I expected visitors," said Cra"'-ford, 

yawliing. 
" You're the man 'they're after." . 
"I suppose so. But first, what did Rand 

and JackSon get? , \ 
11 Denials-the flaltest kind. Each denial 

just like the othh. I'm glad we landed 
Perkins." . 

Crawford sntiled 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, too. And, 
boy-ask Mr. Rand and Mr. Jackson to 
�ome in, also." 

Three gra..,·e-looking men filed into the 
office of _the managing editor. 

" Good evening, .Mr. Huntington," said 
Crawford, rising. " We met once, I be." 
lieve." 

Mr. Hunlington remembered, and tbcn 
introduced Mr. Brett and· Mr. O'Donnell. 

" This is Mr. Williams, city editor," said 
Crawford. " I  askci:l 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 alr:eady, I believe." 

Mr. Huntington nodded shortly. Tbe 
direttors took ·chairs, and Mr. Brett and 
Mr. O'Donnell .looked at Mr. Hwttington. 
He cleared his throat nervously. 

"In some way yo\ll' paper, Mr. CraWford," 
he began, "luis got l!old of a most eJttraor­
dirut,ry ,yam concerning the Henry Street 
Bank; a.nd we understand that you .acLTl.ally 
propose to publish it. q,r coUl'SC, you don't 
desire topublish'anything,which is not true? " 

' " We don't dare to," emphasized Craw­
ford, nodding his head emphatically. ".No 

: paper could take such a . chance, particu­
larly ·with a financial institution." 

"I felt sure of · it, sir," coptinued the 
' spokesman of the directors. J:· " For that 
: reason we have called to assu� your paper 
· that th,ere is not a grain of truth in the 
story which has reached you." . 

" Not a.grairi?" repented Cnawford, look­• ing {rom one director to li.noth�. 

" Not a particle," repli� Mr. Hunting� 
ton, slapping his knee. ¥:r. Brett and 
Mr. O�DoaneU nodded in a.tlirm;at.ion. 

"You·are qui� sure youbow what the 
story is?" asked-;Crawford mildly. 1 

"TJlese gentJei:I).8,Jl told us," said Hunting­
ton, nodding at Jackson and Rand, who 
stood in the backgro\lnd:' "It is abSo-' 
lutely, false, from start, to finish. It bas 
no ba5is. ·I know of nothirig that coul� 
have $Uggested it. Such bein1 the case; 
·of course it is needless for us to say 
more." , . 1 · 

" Well, now, maybe ';Mr. Rand and Mr: 
Jackson didn't g�t it quite right," said 
Crawford, with a glance at Williams. Mr. 
Huntington looked p�ed. 

" I'll tell yo" th�;;way'-1 got it," continued 
Crawford evenly. "W.e do not propose, of 
dmrse, to print anything libelous, and I'U ad­
mit t\J,at it do'es sound extraordinary. But 
just to show you what queer stories get started 
sometimes about binksl'llgive you an out­
line of this one. It · begins on September 
14 last, when Mr. ,Perkins, your PttWder:tt, 
went into the va���:�J:ter banking Murs­
about 4 :30 in the ·a:rt.emoon, to be �t­
and took therefron:i.:;:iecurlties to ihe' value 
of $64s,ooo. Th*\ were bond�i�,f the 
Western and Eas�ih Railway, tne Con­
necting Waterway/;l:nd Terminal and the 
Little Divide El�ric... These bonds he 
used as collateral -'on September 1 5, in pur­
suance of certain . market operations in 
whi�<h he was then engaged. On September 
27 Mr. Perkins pald IU)�ther visit to ' the 
vaults and on that .occasion removed certain 
other bonds, ·Government Fours, valued at 
about $J8o,oOo. These. ·he sold outright. 
A Short time later, the:,condition of ' the 
m&:rket not being . favo.dlble to his enter­
prises, he revjsited the vaUlt. This was on 
October 8. This time...:-" 

Mr. Hilntington 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. · 

" You mean that it's true," said the man­
aging editor ·quietly. . 

" You must understand," said the direc­
tor. - fhlshing, "that our. first statement was 
made· wholly iri the interests of the �ank 
and was, therefore, justified. We are here 
to protect the bank." ! 

"S\Il'ely," said Crawford. "That part of 
it is all-right. I understand all about that." 

" May I ask where you got thi� infor-
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mationl" asked Huntington. "It-er­
seems to go into considerable detail." 

"As a rule, we do not disclose sollrces of 
ihfo�ma.tion,_" answered Crawford; "Y�t, 
as we shall in all probabilityrprint the 
source of this particular information, I do 
not 'mind telling it to you now. It comes 
fro� Mr. :(Jerkins." . 

Huntin�n exchanged doubting glances 
witli his fellow directors. 

"�obody else," ' said CraWford shortly, 
as lie noted the exchange. l 

For .a moment none spoke. Then it was 
�r.• Hun,tiDgton who said, deliberately: 

.. You undoubtedly have a full statement 
of it. We can not deny that. It wo�ld be 
u5eless. But I �>hall nevertheless show you, 
Mr� Crawford, that the story can not be 
published. The Iact that it .is true gi'-!:es 
weight to our _position . I do not presume 
that you wish to destroy a bank, do you? " 

'' �od Io�bid ! " said Crawford earnestly. 
"You would not care to be in the position 

of bringing loss and, in many cases, ruin to 
several th!lusand depositors?, .  '>'! \\� 

Crawfor� glanced over H�' . gton's 
heaci and tau ht .a glimpse of . , who 
was ,starlng:at�� curiously. I J; 

'�Certai.Qly not,f ' he replied sof� 
":As a pu,blic ,sptution your ;e\:spaper 

co�d.notB.J;ford "begm Mr;H�tington. 
"One mmute,'( interrupted Crawford. 

"The sum stolen ls $J�67s,ooo, is it i:l.ot?�' 
• "About torrec�" nodded Himtington. 

"And Y9U canft recover
· the securities; 

nt least, n�t soon? " · 
" We Iear not." 
"Is the. iHenry �treet Bahk big enough 

to �ket that loss. then?" 1 
" No; f�nkly, .it isn't." 4 . . . 
"Particularly ; in' the pr�nt st,ate . of 

things finaJ1ciallyl" pursueifi�e managitig 
ec;litor. He was leaning forward now, em­
phaSizing his argument with taps ' of his 
knuckles on the deSk. . 

"That iS� true/' !assented Huntington. 
'uiYou g�tlemcn1 lor inst:mc�," �ontin­

ued :�raWfd.rd, "eouldn't raise that ami)unt 
of cash to-�orrow, or within a week, say? " 

The direCtors �ook their heads. • 
",And Perkins;ls cleaned outtand couldO't 

. raise a cen�. eitlj.er, could he? •r ! 
�'Hasn't:: a d�mn cent lefti,"1 m�tte�-ed 

Brett savagely. ; : : � ! 
"That 1;ieing ;the· case," said Crawford, 

" it seems ito m.e that your bank is going 
to sinash, �yhqw." · · 

Mr. Huntingtonimoistened his lips. 
. !' 1'he 'situatio� ! is like this,'-' he said 

slowly. "The matter having as yet taken 
no1 Jormal shape--;--" 

t h. the bank .;u,ned or not?" demanded 
Crawtbrd impati�tly. · "it· will be wben thi!l mntter become!; 
public," answered Huntington almost de-­
Ji�ntTy. 

u:Well, it's going to become public, isn't 
it?, " 

Huntington paused for a moment. " Y  cs, 
I believe it � bound to become public," he 
a�mitted. "But not necessarily to-mor­
ro.'w. Not necessarily next day, or even the 
next." 

His eyes met those of the managing edi­
tor. 

" If_ not immediately, when? " asked 
Crawford. 

" Well-perliaps not beiore Wednesday," 
said Mr. Huntington tentatively. 

" And why not? " · · [i,B. cause, Mf.�:.. Cra�ord, it is, save to 
a J� ' few peii!ms, qwte unknown as yet . 
Eft; full bdF;d does not know it. The 
p� :·does n9.1,-know. The criminal au-mi* ti . do n�.�ow it. The b!lDking de­
p : · t basn'·fbeen notified. And there 
at� · d ba�g reasons, sir, why this 
shp d not be�e public just now-that is, 
for a few days. · . .  

"iiNot that you can·save the bank? " .sug­
g�ted Crawford. 

14 No; I won�.� say that." . 
" Then what difference .does it make 

whether we print it to-morrow or print it 
three or four days from now? " 

�'The. thing � so irregular,., blurted Mr. B".ett. " Why, man, the ba�k examiner 
d�n't know it! "  

r'Ha.ve you se't for him? " imiuired 
Cdawford, turning •his eyes in the. ·direction 
or I the ·new speaker� 

"No, we ha�n'i," broke in Huntington. �' Don't you ptOpO!e to?" 
j' Of course; �� -� be necessary. But 

yo,u unders�� 1t JS largely a. formality, 
M�. Crawford, al\d we have not yet had 
OpPortunity to hQid a di�ectors' meeting." 

r· And. when will that meeting be?" 
as�ed Crawford cu,riously. 

!"Well, you �e,! this is Saturday night. 
Trmorrow isSunda.y. We can not do any­
t · g eflectjve on1 Sunday. There's little 
u c to call a meeting before Monday. And 
y4u can understand how grossly irregular 
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it would be, Mr. Crawford, to have a matter 
of dtis 'kind in the newspapers be[ore even 
the board of dirc£tors knew of iL" 

" We're not intere5ted in the matter of 
irregUlarity," said Crawford impatiently. 
"The point is, will the bank smash any· 
how? · You admit that it will . So why not 
let it smash immediately? " 

" Remember the depositors,'' observed. 
Mr. Huntington gravely. 

Crawrord nodded. " They must, of 
course, be considered. What do you plan 
to do [or them?" 

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

" When it liquidate$?" 
" Certainfy-1 meant that.'' 
"Then will the depositors be any better off if the bank doesn't close until Wedocs. 

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 don't get their money out 
before the bank shuts, wh-t difference does 
Monday or Wednesday make to them?" 

" You are not ·a banke�;, Mr. Cra\\iord," 
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 teD you that we are acting 
now solely in the interest of the depositors 

, of 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 "·hicb to pttpare." 

" Prepare what?" said Crawford sharply. 
" You've admilted you can't raise a cent to 
stop this thing." 

Mr. Huntington went on without hq:ding 
the ·interruption: " As a public institution 
we are en�itled to the sympathy and sup­
port of other public institutions. Rather 
than tear us down, they sb.ould seek to hold 
up our 'hands. As · a public institution, 
your newspaper--" 

''Wait a minute,'' said Crawford. "Who 
told .Y.ou tbis newspaper was a. ·public msti-
tulion? " · . • · · 

"Isn't it?'' asked Hunting.-.n: 
"It ·, is not," replied Crawford. "And 

I do not call to mind a 'single newspaper in 
this town, or in this Stite, that is a public 
i.bstitution. It is a private institution. S9 
is your bank. Both of th�m depend U(¥li:l 
the public fer their support; �th or them 
owe sen;1ething to the publiC. .-But tbey'r.e 
private institutions just the same. This 
newspaper's chief asset is its drculatio�. 
That! circulation depends on lhe good will 
of our readers. The . good wiD _of t.h� 
readers depends on whether we seH them the 
right •. kind of goods. The goods in OW' case 
is news. We deal in it; we 1buy it and sejl 
it. The paper that sells .the best qu,Jity aoH 
largest amount of news gets readm, gets 
adv�rtising and mak� �oncy. It is Ot:!r 
busmess to keep _fa.a\Ji:· .wJth those readers. 
Giving them the newS-all the news we can 
get-is our part of the contract. 

"This affair of yci�l' bank is news-big 
news! It's true:•' ·You confirm i t. Your 
president confesses it. It can't be hidden. 
We've got no. business to hide it. OW' read­
ers are entitled to it. �t's a business propo­
sition, Mr. Hunti.r,lgt.on. 

"You ask us to'keq> this slory out. You 
ask us not to sell something which we IJave 
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 outs to dispose 
of. Now, I'll'· admit this! If you could show 
me that the Heliry Street Bank might be 
saved by killing Qr su!iplllllding publication 
of this story, I'd do it. But you haven't 
given a reason. )(ou admit you can't save it. 
You admit tbat things must happen as they 
are cast, but instead oJ w,!l.nting them to 
happen to--11\orrow you ask us to wait for 
a . few days. Why? Who ·does it  help'? 
Shall we wait until every other newspaper 
in town getS.lhis story? Will that do your 
depositors arly g�? " .-, 

"�ut ha'\_e you co�idered, Mr. Craw· 
ford," said Hun�ngtoil, as the maoagjng 
editor paused, " that jro,u may be doing your 
paper an injury· by ·thus precipitating a 
bank failure I Think of those of your readers 
-hundreds, perhaps , thousands of Lhem­
who may � depositors in the bank." 

" Tbey'\·e got , to know it some time," 
answered C_rawfo� quietly. 

"True. But this crisis is too gra\·c to be 
handl� to suit . the· e:tpediency of, a single 
newspaper." • • 

Cra\\oford shook hi" head. " You Wi'\-en't 
got any good reason for stopping this story, 
Mr. Huntington- nor ha,•e I. �t goes." 
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" Once more, Mr. Crawford,':' .said Hunt­

ingto,n earnestly, '-'we beg you to· delay this 
publica�on. We can assure you that it will 
reach DO other newspaper in the m�time. 
Will you hold it until Tuesday? " .  

Crawford's head shook again, 1lowly but 
positiv�ly. There was baU a: . minute's 
silence in the room. .The directors or the 
Bemy Street Bank . looked at one another 
Wltertaioly. Williams was restless til get 
the story in shape, knowing now that noth· 
ing could stop it. Jac:Jtson began to edge 
toward the door-he: bad nearlf: a c.Olumn 
to write. Ran'd., standiag ba..ck of WiiUams' 
chair, was lea�g forward, .6is lips parted, 
regarding Crawford with steady, unwinking 
eyes. · 

"Then. we are to understand," Hunting­
ton broke the silence gratingly, '' that this 
article will � be printed m your paper to­
morrow?" 

"It will be printed," said the editor sortly. 
The three directors arose. As the trium· 

virate moved toward the door, Crawford 
stirred quickly in his chair. 

110h. Mr. Huntington ! "  he called, and 
wliited. 

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

":You're the p�esident of the Bonanza 
LUD;Lber Companf, aren't you? " 

�untington nod,ded and waited. 
"Mr. Brett and Mr. O'Donnell are lwo 

of your directorsi I think. Is that . cor .. 
rect? " i. 

"Yes. Why?" :, 
"I was· only wondering if the Bonanza 

Company bad a deposit in th«! Henry Street 
Bank," said Crawford musingly. 

Huntington stared at him' �or a second, 
his lip curling. Then he left Ule room, .with . 
Brett and O'DoDDeU in his wf\.e\ 

A smile spread ii:setr slowll'i over Williams' 
face. "So that Wa!'. the reason!" he ex­
claimed. " They wanted the bank open on 
Monday, did they? " 

" Run the story in the last edition only, 
Billy," said· Crawford briskly. " No use in 
giving it Lo the other papers. If there's auy 
more of it in proof yet, ask the boy to rush 
it in, please." · 

" Yes, I understand, Nell. l'U be start­
ing .home in a few minutes now. The 
paper's just out. Oh, yes; ·the story's in it. 
What? Of course I'm glad-if you are. 
Yes� Nell; "yes-yes. Good-by, and­
Godi. bless you!"  

''Here she isl" cried WQUams ell"UJtantly, 
slapping down a paper. 

''Bold on. , You'D get these plans all 
dirty," rebuked Crawford, carefully lifting 
the olending ; sheet. His blue·prints were 
spread across: the desk . .a Slowly he rolled 
them up an� slipped an elastic band around 
each end. · � 

"I saw all; the proofs, Billy," he said. 
''It's a good story-weU handled. That'!< 
a bully head. You wrote it, I suppose? " 

Williams JB.ughed. 
" You care more about your blue-print 

house than · you do about the biggest 
beat we've landed in five years, I actually 
believe!" he said gaily. 

''No-o;· I wouldn't admit that," ob­
served Crawford judicially. " B1.1t I do care 
a lot about tlie bouse, just the same." 

"Not .a ID.te of this story in any of the 
other early �tions," continued ·williams, 
bubbling with pride . .  " Oh, it's a great 
story, Crawford ! "  Give us more of 'em." 
He ru�lted out again, whistling with great 
cheerfUlness. 

Tb�managing editor was slipping into bi� 
overcoat when a figure appeared again on 
the thrESholc:l 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 Crawfonl 
· simply. 

" He knew it all the time-all during llmt 
session in here. God! I never dreamed it. 
Is-is all your money in that bank, Craw-
ford?" · 

Smiling faintly, Crawford nodded. 
"Mine--and hers," be said. 
Williams swallowed something and 

looked into his chief's eyes. Then bis 
hands slipped down until they gripped 

Crawford was talking ove,; the 'phone .at those ol · the tired-looking man in front of 
· two.thirty o'clock in the nioroiog as Wil· him. 
IiamS rushed into his room ..titb a coqple of " Crawford," he muttered in a queerly 
ink�p papers in his hand. Hf glanced ' · uncertain voice, "you're the finest news· 
up, but went on evenly: paper man lever knew ! "  
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S E I\GBANT .9 CA1lTY . .. " ' ;· 

AN D TI-l E  B LAC K HAN D .·1\IBD 
� 

- ([y 
P·C·Macfartan<' 

(---.r·o"'l n 1 . , 1I R'" ' l ' I 1' . A. ,': I H i'l Jl� J )y lb tWO IT\01-'t· 
tru!'�ed patrolmen, Dngan and 
Meyer, S�.:rgeant McCarty n-­

:-;ponded fl) t h<> summons of Chid 
c lhandt. 

<� Jt's �that kidnappin� case," tht" Chief 
said abruptly. ('That ltr�lian woman was 

in here this morning again. Her ch4ks an· 

washed pasty-white with <Tying, anti whrn 
she)� not talking her lip� are f!uiveri'� f1J tn 

- . 

break y(nlr ht'art, .and bang it, Mc(arly, 
you've got to go on the <:ase; tha.Fs a l l  
there is to j t." 

It was a plea rather than un order. this ol 
the Chief's. He continued: 

4 1Hodson's been on it a week and he don't 
�et anywhere."-Hodson was Captain of 
Detectives, and McCarty's personal enemy. 
_u She's only a Dago woman, but sh<' 
romc� ht·rc every morninj;{, and this time $he 
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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 fc;u-�ign words 
scrawled �pon it in an outla'ndish band, 
aQd a. long lock of dark brown hair. The 
Sergeant lilted the lQCk tenderly and it curled 
in �glet 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 hu�a.nd's rich. 
They want ten thousand or they'll kill the boy. He told me with sobs he c;ouldu 't 
scrape up three." 

Sergeant McCarty stood thoughtfully, 
(ondling 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 tum'ble, they say, them Black 
Banders," he half whispered. " Turrible ! 
If you get one of 'em the otbers'll follow you 
hall round the world to get you. They're 
hideous cruel in their killin'. too." 

"They're vindictive, aD nght," assented 
the Chief in the low and solemn tone that alone seemed fitting to the occasion. " It's 
a hard game� bbt I couldn't stand the 
mother's tears. tom Hodson won't never � 
ge� i,bto the �er zone, so I put .it up to 
a man-up to y4D, McCarty. Mmd you, 
I don't order you� I just put it up to you­
as a !father younell, and for the honor of 
the �epartment." 

The Chief was looking straight into 
McCarty's eyes: So were Dugan and 
Meyer. McCarty was look.ing straight into 
him�lf at the time, considering what it 
meant to undertake a c.aQlpQ.ign agam�t 
these black-featufed, swart-4Quled butchers 
of the night, who!ie secret 5Jies were every­
where, whose v�;��geance would not go : un­
sated though a score of lives lay between 
them and its object. They fought with 
cunning, cruel weapo.ns that . opened :the 
veins of children and broke the. hearts of 
mothers and made the blood of men 'run 
cold: . The Black Hand reddens With :th� 
blood of Its victims. Six months before, 
McCarty himself came UPQn Ot;6.cer Wilton 
Ia�e up iu, an alley on t�e North Bea�·!. '/\. 

· thin, bl�-handled· stillctto . was sti�g 
straight through · an eye into: the brii�. 
Wilton's offense was that he, bad seen loo 
much. So the dagger blinded ihe �ye that 
saw and passed on and darkened the mind 
that held the memory-picture: · i 

"A man ain't � a fair show for lili; liie, 
goin' against diem," volunteered Meyer 
respectfully. 

Sergeant McCarty, stronger than a bull, 
keener than .a falcon, strode over to the 
window and looked out. The street, the busy, rattlipg, banging, clanging street, was 
just in front oC him, but he was not seeing 
it. In his mind's eye was the _picture of his 
own home, with children and a wife in it. 
He saw, too, images of other things-of a 
tall, dark man with earrings, who enticed 
a curly-baited, dark-eyed. child arowtd 
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 \i [e ;  
times when he� stood eye to eye with death; 
when the trembling of a linger, the weak­
ening or a singJe ·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 lip.s and the great dark eyes, 
luminous with grief and amtiety. And now 
rGSe »fore hiin a vision of the midnight 
lrait,1:t�e slender threads and dues that led 
through devio\15 c,hannels in the darkness to 
close and dangerous quarters where every 
shade was ·� murderous shape and each 
uncertain tum was pregnant with peril: 

" It'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 lhe ring­
let of silky brown bad twined itself. It 
grew warm about his finger and seemed to 

· dasa 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 bc.­
J!.One to stab me in the eyes or smother me 
in mortar or such-like Dago tricks. I'll do 
it-on one condition." 

· " And that is? ,. 
" That I work alone," answered the Ser­

geant, �s fine .outstanding figure, solid 
sJ!.ouldered, heavy· headed, looking a· trifle 
more solidly unyielding · than usual. 
· A look of surprise cap�e into the face of the 

�hief, while r�proa.chful glanc� popped 
Ifom the eyes of Dugan and Meyer. 

" Alone ! "  exclaimed all three in one 
wice. 
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" Yes," said the Sergeant, lowering his of the first trolley-pole. he, got his hand 
eyes gravely. upon � Like a flash the rnen understood. One As. 

the Sergeant's fee touched the pave-
would be, enough if the luck ,.,as right. If ment, and the air of M rket Street swept 
it were wrong, one more widow in the pen- up into his nostrils, all the sole�ty of his 
sion fund .were better than three. feelings vanished. His old 8piritJcame back 

Chief Brandt was usually a stickler for to him, the spirit of dauntless' bravery, of 
military : convefitions,· yet here he had keen, . eager, . indonii.tableness and tba.t 
talked with a Sergeant and two patrolmen strange mingling of Irish humor and ci.nny 
as if they were brothers. To him this Celtic caution that charactetized all his work. 
seemed an unofficial case. Sergeant :McCarty never slept on the trail. 

" I  believe you'D win, McCarty,'' he said, He. moveE}.· rapidly. He had th�ries about 
and shook hands with him silently. More, many things. A time· or two Sergeant 
he even left a pudgy, pulseless hand for an McCarty had amazed the people of his city 
instant in Dugan's and Meyer's palms. and his comrades upon the force as well ns 

Then all three men went out. ' the criminal world by tllllliing and with sure 
"Let 'em alone, Sergeant," counseled intuition clapping his ,hand upon a thief or 

Meyer, as they walked <Jow'n the hall. a murderer, just because "his knowledge of 
"They'll cut you to ribbons." people, circumstances and conditions point­

" They'D throw vitriol in your eyes or tie ed unerringly to the only':peison who could 
you up for the rats to eat you alive," added have been guilty. • ...:'· ' · · 
Dugan dolefully. A�d no man had yet .. proven McCart}' 

It was some sixty paces down the hall to wrong. Only they said, �<Some day this 
his own desk. The Sergeant walked them man McCarty will butt his .way to a slab in 
silently, with no change of feature except the morgue, and then ,what good is he? " 
that the blue eyes almost closed as he "I'd as lief go to the J;norgue gettin' that 
reached the end of his jdu.mey. The mind's Dago'S(�d back, body whole, to his mother, 
eye was seeing. The shrewd McCarty brain as any Job I know," reftected .the Sergeant 
was visualizing a plan of campaign. By the to himseH. · . · · 
time he reached his desk, his eyes were back While his mind was thumbing thoughts 
to normal. If anything, the whites showed and . constructing· tentative· theories, his 
a tri1le. Perhaps his face was paler than eyes scanned the let.ter as he walked. 
usual. Certainly his jaw was !iCt. From his Sergeant . McCarty knew that every 
desk be took up a couple of papers and crime leaves a trrul. The more ignorant the 
pa� them to Dugan. criminal, the broade�: that -trail is likely to 

'j Dugan," he asked, " pay these two tax be, since resources are more limited a.nd 
bills for me to-day, will you? '' and handed imagination is less active. But McCarty 
him the money. had foUnd no trlj.il. , He had only the lock 

Dugan accepted the commission gravely. of hwr, the letter and the :envelope. The 
. For a moment the Sergeant sorted the letter was a plain bit of note-paper, torn 

papers iD a drawer till be · �me upon the from an ordinarY, che;ap tablet. It told no 
baptistnal certificate of his youngest born, story. · It gave no hint. It w.as as like every 
which had slumbered in the desk for the two other . cf?,eap envelope as �uld be. He 
or three yean · since Father O'Malley studied the ha.itd-w,:iting/ fudng in his 
handed it to him one day in the street. He brain it..'> least pej:uliarity: ,Where had that 
WTote his wife's name and his house addre!iJS letter been posted-from· .what particular 
upon the envelope and, stamping it, handeU mail-box in the great city? The postmark 
it to Meyer. .. read: " Oct. 24th, 6 :oo P.M. Sta. K." 

"Drop it in the box for me,'' he said. That was indefinite enough, but here at 
Then he. left the· station. . least was a starting point, and even o. tine, 
P�ple liad a chilcijsh faith in rough and narrow entering wedge of suggestion . Sta-

ready McCarty. He was swift and fearless. tion K was a well known -department store 
He knew. every cobble in San Francisco. in the v�ry center .of the city. The ,Ser-
Biindfold .. him and -spill him out P.ywhere geant went there, straight: · · 
in the confines of the city and.he'd!iell where "Got · any writing · paper like this? " lie 
he "Was by the smell of the sewerijas ·or the asked, exhibiting the back or tfJ,e sheet lu 
gutters, and chart his compass b1 the feel a saleslady. 
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"Heaps of it," s� answered, poin�g io �·or since? " , 

a ��mid of the cl!eap tablets ,beh.iDd h�r. 11N�. Yes! By jing, I dld1 About' half 
Sell any yester�y?" ' an� hour · after th;e store clo5:!=d. He wa..c; 

"Of course!' : ' · taJ.kjP.: to one· of them Eyetalians at the 
"To an Italian? " 1:: · 

�t�black stand over on Ellis;" 
"I presWJie S&-to all kinds of people." Three minutes later Sergeant McCarty's 
11 Do you remember seUing any to a sh� were being polished at t�at �me place · 

Dago? " . byi old SerraluriP, whom �cCarty had 
"I don'fremember particularly." known well for twenty years.: Beside hlm 
"Think hard." w�rked his two so�. There were bali a 
''I do not remember; I told you," an- do�n chairs in �e sfa.ll, and .Iour operators. 

s:wered the young lady, looking McCarty It 1was the fourth; who engaged McCarty's 
straight in lhe eye with the independence particular attention, a puffy-faced, Wlder­
of one who possessed a good conScience siztd feU ow. · 
toward her employers and the Polii:e De- · l'Who's the new one? " quizzed the Ser­
partment. 

· 
. geant in a low tone, jerking his thumh 

" Where would a man go to write � letter to1.ard the farther chair. 
il he was g�ing to mail it here? " the Ser- Just then. the man looked up Irom his 
geaQt asked, knowing well when to waste wqrk and McCarty saw that one eye was 
no more words. badly crossed, while the other gleamed at 

" Men's wri�g-�m, third door." sight of him with an ugly light. 
McCarty found it speedily. The mail- j�Phillippo his name," answered the 

box attracted his attention. withered old man. "Gooda man, a'righta. 
" How often is this emptied? " he asked Shina da shoe quick. Too bad he gotta da 

of the liveried •ttendant. bu� lamp." 
" Every hour/' lt is hard to tell, always, where a cross-
''� Jette� post-�arked 6':00 P. M. \\·ould eyed man is look.4tg, but Sergeant McCarty 

hav� been 9roppe�f here between .live and thought.he caught his glanee a� over the 
six? " � bent -Wicks of the two sons of Sertalunga. 

••yes." : "ID coma from. ·da. New Orlean lasta da 
"In and out of this room aU the time, are week." 

you� ;, i " Doe.s he knQw anybody here?" 
"Yes sir." ! "Notta yet," explained the old man with ''Notice anybody particular wri�ng in a shrug and grimace to denote the impos­

here late yester<lay-foreigner-like, say, siQility of a stranger's making acquaintance 
an Italian, �aybe� " .'= • • so :soon. . · . . The matt,thooght a moment. A light of . !' Nobody? " pressed McCarty, copscious 
recollection!:brolte upon his r�. . : �t the man at the end chait w� certainly '' �Y, �hy : yesl There 1 was a:- Dago w�tchi.ng .him' n�wly and trying to catch 
loolqn: fello;w in;her�ure. $h!l[P features, .evhy scrap o� thC!ir conversa:�on. . 
no:;el like a.� eagl�'� beak . .. �yes black as j 'Ohl" add,ed · ;the old man, carelessly. c�)ll �eavj: b}ack ! moustache!- hut� whi�e " One man I see hiin spika�· esterday." 
skil;l . like he m1ght F a barber or a lau�do/ Just then the blue-coate . iorm of Ser· 
worker." i . : · geant McCarty �tapulted over the aston-

"How :did you happen to notice him par- ish,bd face o£ Se�IUDga! ' 
ticufurly? " · : · . · . Plii!ippo had diSappeared. Only McCar-

"VJ'cll, r guess because he brought' his ty�nd the surp'rised customer on whom 
own ' 1little pad and wrote in it; j�t :ot;te P Uippo Wal\ waiting had �n him drop 
sh�t, and chucked the rest iri tb� :W�st� hi brushes, clap his hat upon lds head and 
b�ket; Jik� he �dntt wan� to use th� hOuSe sli rounc;l. the corn�r towa¢ Grant Aveftuc. 
paper. M�t eyerybody who con:tes hete :js en :sergean�. �cCarty, going like an 
.Jikely to. graft! on: .the bouse stationery. ex,ress train, rounded into Grant Avenue, 
W�'n:. always -;vatchin' tp see they don't the ·�an· was fifty; y&fds away and flying 
fbiJf a lot of it in t)leirpoc�ets. 1;'1tat's how dif.onally acros.S. �e street. 
1 D�ced miD.'� . · . :. ' Halt�•· ctied McCarty. . 

" Ever � hi� before? '' he dfing figui-e]did not pa"i!se. · 
�'No." : :  {\ shot rang out\ · 1\JcCarty fired into the 
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pavement to frighten him. The man turned 
back, showing a face horribly distorted with 
fright, wavered for· an instant and crashed 
headlong against a trolley-pole. In an in­
stant he was up and going again, but the 
dying Sergeant of police had gained half 
the distance between them. The man 
limped, too, and pedestraos threatened 
him. He thrust one of his hands to his low­
ered head, whlch he shook and jerked as if 
in some kind of distress. but continued to 
run. As he would have turned down Geary 
toward Market a lame paper-vender sitting 
there thrust out his wooden leg. The fugi­
tive saw it too late, and went rolling across 
the pavement into the gutter. 

As be 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 . Sergeant held the grinning 
yellow teeth wide open to the light and 
examined the cavernous recesses critically. 
A small shred of pap�r,. irregular in form, 
and not larger than a postage-stamp , stuck 
between two teeth. Deftly the Sergeant 
removed it. 

"The stomach-pump for you, Philippo! "  
he muttered; the hard Celtic burr 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 numerouf iJTegular bits 
�[ paper, on which w�re written words or 
parts of them, and scraps of sentences. The 
bits were soaked and discolored. By the 
aid o[ two pens the !)ergeant picked and 
moved them about upon the blotter, 
forilling them into vanous combinations, 
without touching them, with his fingers. 
Something seemed lacking. The Sergeant 
essayed a new and fma.l arrangement of. thtil 
irregular bits .and studied them intently 
once more, fin&Uy 6inging down the pens 
with an exclamation of ·impatience. 

"Doc!" lie 'c.a.lled sharply. · 
"Yes," answered a lazy voice in the next 

room. 
"Prime �hat Dago with a quart of water 

and draw o.gain ! I saw him put it :1\U in his 
mouth, and it ain't all here." 

It was !Jight when the Sergeant left the 
police-station. He had Lh� missiDK word. 

He knew the bOy was still in San Francisco. 
He knew that to-night he. woul4. be moved 
to a place outside. the city more secure from 
discovery and where, if the plan lpr �som 
failed, he would be h�rtlc:ssly rrturdered by 
cruel men who would vent their spiteful 
rage arid � diaappointJnent upon his little 
body with nameless cruelties. 

1£ the Sergeant could prevent the re­
moval of ¢e boy, he might !!B.Ve his life and 
capture hiS conspirators·. · If not, :there wo.s 
little hope. He had therefore but a Iew 
hours to work-but three or four at most 

I in Which to locate the pla� �f CoDCeaJment, 
plan the rescue, execut-e ' it: _and effect the 
captwe. Anxiety showed ··deep on his face 
as he left the station and took a Lark.in 
Street car, intendi!lg by_ a·,.roundabout way 
to reach the Nor¢ Bea£h' ··District. Two 
things pointed toward tile North Beach 
Distrfct. This was the Italian quarter of 
the dty, ,and it Was near the water; for 
though the note did not say so, Sergeant 
McCarty had somehow gathered the im­
pression that the removal was to be made 
by 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 a. place· more secret? McCarty 
must know, and know to-night, and his 
only resource was his inti�ate kq�wledge 
of the criminal clas5es, of the bUildings 
large and small in the Italian quarter, and 
the wonderfully keen. intuitions o£ his sel­
dom erring brain. · He avoided the light. He 
tramped · through shadows: · He lurked 
among Lhe gi-eat'_lumber-piles and listened 
and looked and pOndered. . 

Suddenly au idea rose in the darkness of 
his uncerfain·min� like a moon" on midnight. 

Solomon's wa�hou�l Why, of course! 
The very place ! Solomon was a Jewish rag 
merchant. For thirty years the ruined waUs 
of an old stone brewecy had cumbered the 
ground there. Fire bad destroyed it in the 
early seventies . .  For_ some reason it was 
never rebuilt. The strange, vaultlike cel­
lars, with their peculiar arches and passage-­
ways, had been a plp.yground for children, 
the calliphig spot o( Gipsies and the abOde 
of goats an,d pigs by turns. McCarty, wbeq 
a. freckled gamin, bad eKplored them many 
a time. Finally, Solomon leased tbe �te, 
made use of the walls standing to the fin�t 
story to stretch a corrugated iron roof upon, 
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put in some Boors . and gradually covered 
more and more ·Of the ruin. untiJ his ware· 
house bt!came a feature 1of the North Beach 
landscaPe. Then Solo.:non died 'and Ital­
ians succeeded to his rag busiriess, b.ut still 
the. place WBS" called . " Soloinon'l!.' ·Ware­
house,'' and still the name stood in the 
thought of many for that network o·r under­
ground vaults and passages whioh had been 

of their nwnber was in the hands of Lhe 
police tnd that the most dangerous criminal 
hunter on the Paci.lic Caast \vas probably 
on their trail. 

So McCarty listened, and felt his way 
along �y walls and rough paving-blocks, 
hardlyidaring to breathe. He :was going due 
west. i Some fifty feet along this western 
passag� he should fin� one turning north, 
a narrbwer one, arched lower, and at the 
end of Ulat, if memory served him from that 

a natural part of the old brewery's eq�ip­
ment� l>ut which now, roofed over, obscuied, 
forgotten, might afford.: lodgment nnd shel­
ter for whatever mystery or �e should 
choose such an. abiding place. 

SolomoJl's wareh'ouse, lo be sure! Ser· 
geant , 'McCarty, fro� the instant his 
thoug�ts had led him tpus far on the way, 
had no more doubt that the abductors ·of 
little Pietro were concealed in some of tl1ose 
cavenious reaches of filth and darkness than 
he had that he was himsel! a Sergeant of 
Poli� The street, on which it stood, was 
a lonely one, lined with lumber-piles, junk­
yards, coal-bunkers aud the like. Sergeant 
McCarty approached it Cll'efully. An arc• 
lamp from tlle nell't · cross thoroughfare 
threw a brilliant ray into the street .and 
that .was all. ! This ctoss street was one 
leading to Fis�erm�· 's! Wharf, from which 
�cCarty opin� th would likely. embark 
if a water TOute wer chosen. The Sergeant 
knew �be party wo�d never come olit into 
such a glare as the ro-lamp made, but he 
knew too, as '  they,�. did, that that lamp 
would g,o out at twerve o'clock. 

. childhood day when he had Jr,nown these 
caverns as a place of sport, a·· large square 
chamber opened off Irom this, with a pas­
sageway leading out of. that north again to  what Jte supposed had been the en�inc­
room. , This was the most remote and diffi· 
cult o£ access. 

The darknesS w� unrelieved. He liter­
ally feltihis way back through �e alley and 
down tlie·incl�e. to the crum�g archway 
which admitted to �he; bascmeJI,t. The air 
was heavl Willi the ·smell of 5feat·staiiled 
rags com� down from above;/�d of filth 
of evety kind. \ · 1 

Thei stilln� was appallinik !·�e dared 
not s�rike a match'. ! Somewhere in · that 
labynath: the San Fra1.cisco brancll o£ the 
Society : of th�l Dl:i.ck Hand, if McCarty's . 
thf9rj' was correct, woUld be foregathering 
t�nigbt. l'he Soc;iety · would consist at 
most b( less itbin te,n: men, each a desper.r;dO', 
distrwlting all J�e :wor�d and his �wn c9m'­
rades.. 1Th�y 'fete me� 'Yho ":ould shoot at 
a ft!'Sh Of light; who w'uld kilife at a touch 
i� �b� , d.vk� a;ild who 'were , keyed t4;) l!igh 
nervous teasioi:l by the fear wbi�; p�g 
closer. !a,nd �.; �o-night. c:Dmpelled t .. eir 
ftigbt to ot� �as.· And those feaa 
were �«ji�h�' by th� knowledge that one 

He �elt his way for a dozen feet along the 
second, passage, when be began to be op· 
presse4. by a sen� that he was not alone. 
He stopped . and ·peered around him. He 
heard , no sound . but his own breathir.g. 
He liStened lorig and intently. Once the 
squeak. of a scurrying rat burst upon his 
ears, like the whistle of ._Jocomotive. He 
could not be sure that tliere was not e�.lso a 
sound; that might ha'•e been the smothered 
sobbirigs of a child. 

He t.med hisslow
'
wayonward. Present� 

ly he lost the friendly .w�l upon his right. It 
turned s'harply away from him . .  He stood 
groping, wondering and thrusting out a cau· 
tious foot, feeling this way and that. Som� 
where!hcreabouts there used to be an o!d cis­
tern t�at, with walls broken, half filled with 
sea·�er at ea.ch high tide. There came 
to bil:b. · now the smell of the sea and the 
faint �pping of wa.Ler. 

The Sergeant halted again, overcome by 
. the od�ressive feeling that he was not alo.ne. 
; He r�(rained from reaching out a finger for 

fear h'e . might touc)l something, but stood 
with l1i.s hands at his sides, his ·body crouch­
ing fo*"'ard, his legs slightly bent, ready for 
atta.c� or defense. .  .· 

Bes des, he ·was trying to think. What 
shoul any one be in .that place for without 
a light �unless it ,were some one wh9 had 
�n • enter and was dogging. his, foot-

' steps But he did not believe any.on'c bad 
seen 

· enter. He had been careful in his 
appro Ql. · He was Sure, as a careful detec­
tive · y make himselfi sure, that he had not 
been oUowed. 

He thought of treachery or of the ,possi­
bility , of strife· bet�een factions. It might 
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be that one scl 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, � in this place at all, 
the boy was held, closely guarded. 

As if to confinn his suspicions, an odor 
floated past him, a smeU of garlic and sour 
wine. lt seemed to be coming (rom behind. 

Cold sweat stood upon the Sergeant's 
brow. He tried in: vain to pierce the bla�k­
ncss with his eye; yet was the more con­
vinced that prudence would not permit 
him to use a light. 

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

When at length be had gained the final 
passage leading to the engii\e-room he found 
a blanket semng as a door to that apartment 
with a wavering, uncertain light showing at 
the side 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 
'lO.ldcscript 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 ba\ing in 
mind the ·men certainly approachlng ftom 
behlnd, · the Sergeant stepped quickly into 
the little 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 tlie description givea at the de­
partment store, he who :hl)d ,writ ten the 
letter . .. The other was a l  hd�·set fellqw 
with Jlannel shirt open at ihe :throat and 
with a· wide, reddish sa.o;h about:the middle. 
The woman was a hard�Joo� creatlire 
and appeared capable of taking ·a Jull .part-

ner's hand in the enterpri�. The fo�th 
person was a white-faced bo,Y.) o[ � or seven, 
who sat. very still, looking up with . gr�t, 
fear-troubled eyt�J into the·Jaccs of the 
otliel'{!. There w� little -like conversation. 
OccasionaUy" one ·grunted in monosyllabJ� 
and the other answered. Plainly enougli 
they l\'ere ready to depart. The child was 

· bundled up. A sailor's stor'm-coat lay o� 
the table. , · 

"They're waitin' for. inidnight when the 
lamp goes ·out at tht= 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 iD th�·little ante-room for 
what came out of the corridor, or to walk 
f6rward and �ace three desperate, anxious 
persons in front of him seemed the inevit­
able alternatives. Neither was invitiDg. 
He chose instead' to fall back into the 
shadow so far that no one who did not look 
directly in that co.mer for a human figure 
would see him, an_c;l the chances were that 
whoever came after would either pass on 
into the other·room or rt�a.in with atten­
tion directed toward it. 

He bad barely immersed �.Jilself in this 
shadow and turned when !£ saw at thr 
slit in the curtai� a pair of eyes and a 
villainous looking face. The eyes were 
directed toward the occasional sounds that 
came from the front. A hand aprteared, 
and · in it wa.S a blade tb,at gleamed when 
it caoght the rays of ·the candle. ) Cau­
tiously the �o drew himseU throu� the 
curtain, a l�n, ran'gy fi�, and as.he <came 
into lull view McCarty ·observed that ' the 
other · hand held a. knife!" also. A double­
banded murd�rer,: he · s�ood there, intent, 
listening, breathless. Another knife-hand 
appeared, and after. it. came the �ure of 
a second man, who also carried i';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 hiin. 

The Sergeant s.tood ·with his revqlver in 
his harid but care[ully held under cover lest 
a ray · from the candle beget a glitter that 
should betray him. Each passing second 
�tretchcd his nerves. to greater teosi',Y. 

Suddenly, as the · second ma.n 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. it rang out · whit/t he found 'h.im�lf, all tended to -stim-
like a fire-bell. The sailorlsh looking man ulate cerebration. i leaped . up and drew aside the curtain. iThe ' Hls first thotight was: "The woman rut 
two leaped u� the orie, and the fourth PJa.D. :  me JWlth the lamp." Jfis next : 'l They have 
rushed lo his! comrade's assistafte. In an got'' jne on o. iumber,truck and are shang­
instant or time the ro:ur men were eng!lged : hanrlg me aboard soi):Je'craft." 
in deadly c�mbat, : uttering harsh cries as :  H� began to work :at his hands. He was 
they faced each other; The woman. danced · not, 1he judged, bound with cords, but with 
rounCi the swiftly moving comba�nts, · stripi; of olrfd sacking. He wofked indus­
uttering shrieks and curses. With qUick, · trio$ly and und1tbem 109SC.Q.ing. As the 
shufBi�g steps the men swung round in the· truclt stopp upon: the wharf, �ne end was 
semi.:.dilrkne5s to the sickening clash of dropped roughly and his helpless body fell. 
k.nives upon each other, the ripping and heaVily to the fiooring, his captors laughing 
slashing of clothing and the low grunt of noiselessly. · · . 
pain that told when a blade had found its: · AS .t�e Sergeant rolled over be man�· cd 
mark. .to eJ[tncate one hnnd from the loop hat 

It was Sergeant McCarty's opportunity, bound him and then the other. Tearing he 
and he did not overlook it. Unnoticed, as· gag from his mouth he leaped upon his s, -r-. 
he thought, b,e r�ched the table and seized· prised captors,. knock.ing one of them clean 
the bdy by the �rist. As he tum·ed to go: over Lhe rail into the water, and emitted 
out past the struggling men he noticed that a yell that woUld summon every patrolman 
the {our were locked together and the two on the waler-l,ront.1 But his feet were still 
interlopets were being borne to the ground, bound. The .mon).entum of his· leap, which 
He pa�sed and lilted his right hand which. was sufficient .'to · carry the attacked man 
held. his · revolver. He was considering ove�boa.rd was sutlicient to carry- him head­
whether be might not stand and wait till. long to tbe· wha.J;fing, and before he could 
his .;nen destroyecJ each other, after which rise : his captors . were upon him. They 
he coqld capture the woman and take her pinned,_ him to the ground and one pressed 
out: w(th the ·boy.� a bla,l'e that was cold and suggestive against 

!:lo be stoOd, holding the child close to his his nck. : 
lefti side, his rev(jver half poised, when tO: He lay very stiU. while they bound him 
his utter astonisl!ineJJt, three or four other. again, this time witll cords they slashed irom 
men appeared in the entrance to the plnce; bales of dried fish that lay at )land, n,nd a 
one pl!thcm c:arryi9g � lantern. In the very knot of the same kind was forced into his 
momept tha�: he \Oc>�ed at them the� w�re mouth fot a gag. It was thick with in­
blot�e� o�t by wlla;t 5Fmed t,o be a blinding: cru�ted s�lt and foul wt\h particles of ad­
fiash �f light, followed by a · heaven full of henng dncd fish. The �an overboard had 
myriads of shooting stars a.Dij. darting coin- spe�y clambered: up again and vented his 
ets with long·tails. '(his sky1 suddenly grew spite by a hearty kick which he would have 
dark and he! was tonsciotJs of nothing repeated but lor laek of time. 
more. i , : 1 J !. ' '  Without ceremony Sergeant McCarty 

Hojv. long p� remai�� tl!Cz� or what hllp, was: carried down t)le gangway and dropped pened! m tb� ·mterv,al he h;ad n9 �eans of · int� the bottom of � gasoline la.unch, roomy 
kDofl�' g, but. his. nex� sensation was o{ being enojlgh to u.ccommQdate the Jour men and 
jolt<: rudelri over ro�gh ways to the accom-' tbeiwoman, with al.fiith who acted as engi­
palll ent o r-umbling wheels. His �yes an� nee�, and the boy, wh,osi white, staring, 
other �wakenlng senses told him that be ba<l sile*t face told of the agony lie bad suffered 
exd�atJg� tll,e darkness and stuffy gloom of and! of the terrible punishment he must have 
the : ¥d�eund �avems for a. thick and endured before he learned to tet no single 
viewl�s £ogl His bands. and ; {�t· we� syll�ble of sound pa�s his. lips uuless he was 
tightly bound. Seveml figures trj.adged . . or ordered. to make it. 
grope� besid.e him; and in a. moment begQ� of'jwhere are theyj taking m�?" the Ser- , 
the unmistakable Sa.Jine smell of Fisberinan'� ge�l's mind was asking insistently. Were. 
Wb'!!rl· A g�g o( f9ul smeliirig rag� filled hi� the shanghaiing him . aboard some ship to 
mouth. There wa� nothing to dob:Ut think; rec ·ve tbe. usuaH:iounty for ia sailor, or· 
and the terri�le pain in the back 9f his �ead� we they going to :hold him, too, lor ran­
togetfer wi� .th� despen:te situation � so 1? Or had they devised f�r bim �me 
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more fiendish and diabolical form of death proach, and the stranger who happened tq 
than could be prepared on the spur of the pass within sight of it would never care .to 
moment, there in the darkness? come nearer .. 

It was strange that a man should go to They led McCarty alon�t . .the: top of the 
sleep .in McCarty's position, but he did. It barge I or a dozen paces to a closed hatch­
might have been the long strain of intent way. While on�· pried off the cover, two 
listening; it might have been that the rap oth�t1 bound McCarty's feet again, appar� 
on the head was affecting him again. Any- ently more securely than ever; and even 
way he lost consciousness, and for how long passed another rope about the knees, draw� 
he had no means of knowing, but l1is im- iog it . tightly and knotUng it with wicked 
pression was that he might have been asleep carefuJness.· After examining the gag and 
for an hour. · lhe knpts which bound his arms behirid big 

When he awoke the engines were still. back, they prepared to .thrust him into the 
The men were tying up to some sort 10f black opening. As �e �ver came off there 
craft. The motion of the launch told him was a scurrying sounH �eneath. . 
they were in comparatively quiet water, "We feeda you lo de rats, McCart ! "  said 
therefore they must have taken him into one of them, maliciously. 
the Bay and not out to sea-into that great McCarty found h.U:t!self lowered head first 
Bay whose anns extend thirty miles north- into the black polt.�\·· P�ntly his legs were 
east and thirty miles due south from San released 'aud he cra5h�.d upon his sore head 
Francisco. But whereabouts in iH He was t6 the bottom several feet below, his help­
soon to know. less bpdy straightening out on the .B.oor of 

One of the men slashed the cords that the barge with a solid crash. Fortunately 
bound his legs together and kicked him the ftoor was dry, 'but the alarming squeal 
heartily ip the stomach. The Sergeant took of startled rodents and their scurrying feet 
this as an invitation to get up and accepted told him that it !Vas literally alive with 
it immediately, mentally resolving that if them. As his body. lur.ched . downward the 
he ever got out of this alive he would hunt three men set up a wild, hateful cachinalion, 
this fellow down and have Dugan and Meyer and hurled after him what he had no doubt 
hold him while he kicked him till his leg was were terms of the coarsest opprobriuin. 
tired. They did not think it necessary to re-cover 

Closely guarded by Lhe' two men and the batch, and he heard their foBf;steps 
guided by the light of a lantern, tbe Ser- above as they hurried on, apparently to an­
geant clambered off on to a piece of decking other hatchway, ilnd then clattered down 
of some kind that swayed with the motion a. ladder. Light showed at a chink or two 
of the waves, and was 'led along it a doZ£n and .there was· a b._uging of pans, and pres­
steps to a ladder leading up. As the lantem ently .a smell of garlic aD,d greasy cookery: 
Bashed he caught sight of a bulk-head of new But his mind did not stray for more than 
lumber, and beyond it the burned ends � .a few momen� outside his own immediate 
planking, and in an instant knew that he �- uarters. To begin with, �e cruelly knotted 
was on a marshy island opposite the salt g with its heavy 'incl'Usiations of salt had 
.flats some ten miles south of San Frandsco. ade his mou� sore and<-«is swollen longue 
Only a few weeks ago on a duck-hunting and distorted lips were bitten by the bri.ny 
expepition he had passed this lonely �t saliva that fto ed ince�tly. Added to 
and remembered noticing the old coal-barge this the pnrticles �ng. fish, which had 
which had beached itself here. One end of soaked their way int the ropes, had given 
it some time or other had burned away. It him a nausea from · w h he suffered con-
was a lonely spot, to be visited by chance tinually. Besides •II of ich the place was 
once or 'twice in a year arid then perhaps literally alive with' rats. bey ran over his 
never again for ten, and that only by some body, scurrieCl across his face, and seemed 
wandering sportsman blown out of his to play tag about �s ears. He felt cald per­
course by the wind. spiratiori starting between his shoulders and· 

The Italians had bulk-head41J\ it in the before· the first rat . bit him be was clautmy 
middle back of the burned po$ion, and it with fear from head to feeL 

· 
made a .tight and absolute!� 5ectJded home, He called to mind all the stories be had 
its 6ct-roof buried in reeds, sholl water a.nd ever beard of people ·being eaten alive by 
manm about it, 50 that not a sail would a.p- rats. Once in an abandoned ceUar he 
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had found a Chinaman Jiterally_.:... but the perfectly still as a man ql.n lie who is trent­
thought sickened him. ;He shud�ered a.nd bling frqm head to foot witli the Joy of a 
tried to drive it from liis mind; besides o. great hope that has suddenl� c;Jriven black 
rat had just bitten b.in:i ·through t.he ear despaq i>ut of his soul. · Certainly this was _ 
and he cO,uld feel it licking at tbe·y�nckli�g exactly i what was happening. He could 
blood. : Ih a ·motnent the sharp, impatient liear their sharp teeth •cutting the rope 
teeth rut.d! opened a way for a larger flow, which �ad been steeped in animal jUices. 
and what: be judged by the whis�ers to be The hall stai'Ved creatures were eating it 
the great�dia:ther of all rats was sit- voracio�sly. . 
ting in .his face and smelling over it as il Fi:oxn; time to time he strained at the 
determining where to begin ope�:ations. hands, startling the rats, but in . a few 
Sergeant McCarty shook his head �olently. mom en� they were at · the cords again, 
The rat leaped away in fright. He lifted and within two or three minutes his hands 
his bean jand brought it down with ·au hi!> were free. With a mighty sigh of relief he 
might on! the s*t where he supposed the tumed :over and sat up. . . 
rat whic .. had �itten his ear to be, but His arms were so stiff that he had to work 
missed it and only increased the terrible pain them up and down like pwnp-bandles for 
in his throbbing head. some minutes, but soon the circulation 

It was,not possible to sit up . .  His hands began to come and he was · picking with 
were bofl.bd behind him. They <ijd not allow eager fingers at' the knots that l;lound the 
him to nlanipulate his shoulders sufficiently cruel gl!,g into his mouth. It was an age in 
to rise. 1He could only lift his �?,cad, strike looseni�g, but i� came away at last and he 
with his feet both at one�, or move his head spat th� hateful thing from him-hatefully, 
from sid� to side. His veins surged with .and yet thankfully, for the thing wlllch had 
a kind of insane frenzy. His fear passed. made the gag so much more a thing of tor­
In its st�d anger pos5essed him-a. hot and ture had attract� the. teeth of the hungry 
terrible iage that �ade him reckless bow :rats to his wrist eoriJs and made possible his 
he �e? himself j�t so he fought t�e rnts. · release. 
In !rlS st!Uggles ;be �piled over upon his fa�e, H� � attacked the cords that bound 
Tb1s .proved an ad�n�. It was eas1er his � and then those at his feet. 
to d�eild his face by �thrusting it in the Each IJiffled him for a time. Each in the 
comer of the d�rk oleJ and when �e rats end · }'l'elded. McCarty cursed. the knots 
leaped: on top they J�ad· only the thick, red for their slowness, not knowing that though 
hair, sti1J as br;istl�, to. gnaw at. his frel')zy of eil.gemess increased ·every min-

But ' his hands jwere defenseless. He . �te, yet it was well if he were detain�d, �or 
clenclled and unclenched �gers, but if pre!jently he was to :fight fo! his l�fc 
the rats· chewe(:J at �b�m m�.-cdessly. He . as he. proposed to do, th� b�g }mots 
could niov� them :UP and do�, however, · had_ served a good purpose m gmng him an 
and strife qui�e a blov(, as he; �and the rats ex�rcis� of the kind that helped to restore 
discove�d, but :for. allJhat tlley f9ugbt at . the circulation to his aimS, so that when he 
the �an�s saya�ely: . . I . a mq�ent ·.of uL�cr ;. leaped: to hi� feet with the ' last �?t sun,­
wcanness Scrg�t McCarty; l�t ·hi$ hands ' dered, 1the stillness was gone from his arms 
lie relued. T�e rat;; m�gbt eat the!'l if t�ey l �d s�oulde.rs. , Doubling and ��oubl�ng 
would� In t'&at lJ;lstant he discovered his lei, swmgmg Ulem and marupulating 
that the rats '1vould' not bite at bit. ho.nds· : the �e t, he was soon thoroughly active. 
when they lay ; still. At the sa.me time they An then McCarty did one of those wild, 
were climbing:; over them, thei� .tiny cold . incautious, but human things :that fre­
Jeet �qci.ng uP. and do\vn in.his palms, and quenlLY characterized him in moments of 
all the while they were: pulling an� hauling extren)e excitement. His next move would 
at som�llling ��?out pi� wrists. . . · seem�· havebeen to drawhimsell qp through 

His �rst �ough� was that they ll!ere the tcf?.w�y �· the open air, and there 
eating at the s1l,a.rch iJJ. his C\lfls; his next, and consi er wb�ther be, who held an .engineer's 
a great wave C!f hope swept over him ftom licen� on account of the police launch which 
head to foot; was Qtat they wer� · gnaWing h�n navigated, shoUld steal the Italian 
at the fish-&Qak� , rope that bound 'his launch and slip away, glad to make ·ms es­
wrlsts · togeth�r I i cape from such foes, or whether he should 

He lay perfec�y ·s�. At leasthe lay as  plan � attack upo� the men and att,empt 
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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 lolig, hoarse, challenging yell ! 
He :was free now. · He would exult over 
that. Presently, hand to hand, and heart 
Lo heart, he proposed to tight against four 
men and beat them, recover the child and 
take the captors "captive, out first, out of 
his dungeon he shrieked his hoarse challenge 
ahead of him! 

The effect was instantaneous. He heard 
the shouts of consternation, the words and 
half words, the clatter or tin dishes, and 
then the hurrying of feet up the ladder and 
across the top oi his prison. It hairy h.;ad 
was thrust down, peering into the darkness. 
McCarty, still yelling beneath, more a beast 
than a man, saw it, plucked at the head 
savagely wilh his hands, caught it firmly 
and 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 bulkhead I 

Another pair of feet clattered across 
overhead. Another hairy head was thrust 
through and McCarty caught and pulled it 
down like the first, "the fiying boot-heels of 
the secood knocking full in .the face of the 
first, who was rising, and felling him to the 
floor! A third head appeared more cau­
tiously, but McCarty leaped at it and fixed 
his fingers in the _long, black. locks, so lhat 
this man, too, came yening downward. 
McCarty smote him in the face "\\ith his 
fists. The blood in his veins was hot. He 
could not talk. His swollen tongue forbade 
h!m to swear, but he could emit hoarse yells 
of frenzied rage, and '1\-ith the strength of 
a madman he beat the three men back. into 
a comer, 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 nnd McCarty 
seized him with his · great arms, bent him 
half !double, lifted him high and sent �m 
crashing downward into the blackness, 
where he s&uck upon the three men who 
\\'ere gathering under the open hatch. 

The deQt was cleared for the moment. 
The hatch-cover was at · McCarty�s feeL 
In a second of time he had .Oung it into place 
and fastened the catches. The four men 
were prisoners. The �fth shouJf ·be coming 
up from the cabin. Sergeatl McCarty 

leaped toward the other balch Irom which .a 
faint �;haft of yellc�hv light .BJ"ose. · . He threw 
himseU belly-wise and Peeied within. The 
room was emply save for the woman and t�e 
child. The \vom�n look� . startled. 1'hc 
child was asJeep. The fitlh man had disap-
peare9 1 � · . 

McCarty lifted his head a'nd listen�d. 
Above the cla.inor of wild voices; the 
hoarse curses ·an<J · shrieks of maledictimi, 
he hb.rd the starting of a gasoline engh1.e." 
He dashed to the other side. The Jaund1 
was moving! Some strange intuition of fear 
had rome to the engineer. He was makirig 
off, leaving his companions in lhe lurcH. 
McCarty leaped down �pon him and fought 
him, eye to eye, life against life, for the 
mastery of lhe boa�, �nd in the end Mc­
Carty won. Senseless With a blow from a 
wrench, the Italian lay .Bat in the hold, and 
McCarty was tying _,qp again, hastily, his 
one great fear nol'(,: being for the safety of 
the child. Tlie wom!!-n, fearing his escape 
or recapture, might murder him as he slept. 
Or sh� might have climbed out and removed 
the hatch-cover, releasilig the captives. 

It was the lo.tti:ir · that had happened. 
As the Sergeant clamber� to the top of the 
barge he made out in the gray mist of Lhe 
early dawn the fig�e of the woman stooping 
by the hatchway. · :Two men were with her 
upon the rooJ, and all three were reacb­
irig 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 �armed. The men 
would dral't' knives as they leaped at him. 
He gave ground around the edge of the 
barge, the men (ollowing warily} until he 
reacll.ed the hatch-cover. , .. He seized it \vit.h 
a sWift movement and · by a sudden tum 
brought it crashing down upon the skull of 
the, nearest man. 'A pist.ol flashM from the 
other· but the shot �sseiJ, and the hatch· 
covedell agaio "ttit}l dea,dly effect. At this 
moment another head and shoulders ap­
peared at the l'latcbway, _lbe woman helping. 
McCarty raised his _heel and brought it 
down. with an· his might on the fiat top of 
the black head. The man droppe� like a 
log. The woman screamed. The Sergeant 
picked, her up by the hair and one shoulder 
and dropped' her .i.Dto �e hold. She fcill 
with a frightened squawk into the darkness. 

With the heedlessneu of savage 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. lepg, deep, regular' breathing of the heal th­
them downward into the dung�n-like hold· ,fUI .sleep of innocent childhood. 
of the old coal-barge. A chonis of gr9ans, ':fhe Sergeant tore off the blanket. He 
shrieks and· Wild-tongued curses �Jose (rom cla.Sped the warm body to his heart and held 
it. McCarty, raving with the�eat of ele- it tight-bel<! it there against his bosom, 
mental passion, screamed back at them in� gently, and then more gently, while through 
suiting words, as once more · he clapped: all his flesh there came a change, a sort of 
down the hatch and fastened it. Then he rehumanizing of himself. He who, fren­
stood upon it and . drew a full, free breath zied, had a moment ago fought like a beast 
of relief and tried \O calm himself. and through whose . hot veins still surged 

He had conquered. He had 1won a great the torrential blood of mortal combat, 
victory-the greatest victory of his llie, and· pressed the soft cheek to his hard one in a 
be was happy. But his heart beat like a kind of ecstasy, till the child looked up at 
bludgeon against the walls of his chest. · him, surprised by his gentlen�, saw the 
His veins were hot. A fiery thirst scorched: swollen, bloody, ferocious-looking face, and 
his_ throat. was terrorized by it. But McCarty spoke 

The morning breeze blew damp with fog soothingly, and patted his slender burden 
against his face and cooled it. He had won. affectionately for a few moments till the 
Beneath him were .fierce mutterings arid frightened beatings of the little heart were 
angry hammerings of helpless hands upon quieted. 

, 

solid unyielding timbers-and he was mas- Presently �ey were in the launch. Its 
ter-absolute master! prow was turned northward. The boy lay 

He went below and found a water-can. upon the seat.� The engineer moaned un­
He drank from it long uid luxuriously, consciously in the bottom. 'J;'he engine 
careless that the water gurgled .out around snapped and sputtered. The salt brine 
his broken lips and splashed on his blood-. played Crothfully· with the prow. The Ser­
and sweat-stained features and down upon geant's keen eye!! searched the fog. He 
his: chest. He h!d fought desperately and kne�t in another hour tht; police-boat 
wonl He smote !himself proudly upon the wo��e

.
at the barge tak�g off the prison­

chest. Then a �ought came to him. The . ers. He knew, too, tha.t in th.e same length 
boy! The otaSi · n of all this soul-strainiDg of time the Italian mother would be clasping 
struggle! h11r child to her bosom, while Sergeant 

There was a s)j.ght figure beneath an un- McCart)' for the time would have ceased to 
clean-looking bfa.nket in - the ill-smelling be. And a great, red-headed boy of a man 
bunk ; but the figure was yery, very still. with swollen face would be rolling in his 
With a sharp intake of breath McCarty stocking-feet upon the fioot, rompiDg 'With 
for a '!lome�t stQOd· tran�. A horrible e�dted, ro�cking children that called him 
fear. seized him. Perhaps thp boy was dead. father, unttl a comfortable, homely woman 
Perhaps the woman had Q111bged a knife called: 

· 
i-nto his heart before she ra._lup the ladder. " Mike, yer coffee's ready! Come drink 
The boy lay half face do'Wij. .) The Sergeant it wlille. 'tis hot I Then it's a bath and yer 
could not at .first m&ke h.iinself lift . the bed fer · ye, and 'tis inesilf will see Chief 
blanket. Instead he looked intently at- it; Brandt ner that Dago woman ncr them lads 
In a moment it stirred, rose slowly ant;� fell, Dugan and Meyer nor nobody else ha.ve ye 
and then another time, and a.nothe�the out of it till ye get yer sleep out! "  



& 'VAY/ TO 
fill EClwarcl�S�Moffat' 

\ 
LTHOUGH part of this story may interest either of the hvo gtrls, and so must' 

seem to be about Cecil Pankhurst probably have been the most awful piille, 
and myself and some others, yet but perhaps it shows what a lovable fellow 
most of it relates to Harry True. True was. · 

}."or that reason it is not so humorous as U it He was also t�- vcr,y ·sensitive chap. Once 
were written entirely ab�ut the irresponsible he spoke feelingly to .. me of having seen 
B ritisher, because True was another type down in Tepic a boyhood friend from the 
of man, and not constantly getting into Ohio town where they'd both lived, whom 
wild affairs and having to be dug out by tequila had got by the back of the neck and 
n1c or Miss Inez Chavarrez's powerful who had gone completely to tJie bad and 
relatives. . had been put in the carcel Cor Sftme irregular 

Instead, he pounded doggedly along in conduct. True had got him•, out of jail, 
his mines up at La Bufa, came eighty miles clothed him�f .. and had been repaid 
to town once a month with his gold bars, by having · once repeat his perform­
left them at the Banco del Pacifico, said ances, this me with something actually 
" hello " at the Lotos Club and then went criminal. 
back that same day, generally stopping " But Ike wasn't alwa.ys that way," said 
over night at old DonaGuaaalupe Becerra's Harry, ehoking a little. "Just think what 
on the edge of the corn country to see what the poor duffer must have gone through­
was doing among the despised agrarians. to turn from a good boy with a bad streak 

I do not think that Harry True was a into a bad man with a good streak I "  · · 
man with some great secret sorrow, as our " I- believe I'd as lief have him the tat­
romantic Me:rican girl friends professed to ter," .said I cynically. , " Your surprises; 
believe. He simply preferred work to then, "are only pleasant ones. But how do 
society because, after some years of you know he had even a good streak? " 
knocking about, he was trying to make ".He wanted to give rne. back my sister's 
g-ood. . ·. photograph,"(Hariy said:_in a low voice. 

-I bad always liked True. He wasn't a u He 5aid he hiJ.dn't.a rignt to it any longer. 
hig man like Pankhurst , but rather slight, He knew, of course, of Sally's death--and 
though undeniably wiry, with fair hair, yet he'd carried that picture for practically 
!'mall hands and feet and a sweet, .twiMted ten years." 
smile. He wasn't precisely- ugly and yet "I'm very sorry," I murmured. •q 
he wasn't 'handsome, being rather quiet didn't know that you'd been as close as 
and thin, but somehow, if he and you and a that." 
beautiful lady were together anywhere Lhe "Poor, bad Ike," said Harry. " It always 
beautiful lady always fell in love wilh makes it wonie to have your bad friends Jove 
poor True instead of ·yourself. I mentioned you," arid then he said no more about it. 
this to Maida Rubio, a very nice girl whom It was shortly aftor Saint John-the-
1 knew, and a bosom friend of 'Inez Chav- Baptist's Day, when the rains begin �nd 
arrez, and learned that Cecil h�d similarly it gets unmercifully hot in town, that Cecil 
complained about it to Inez. I don't know announced that Inez and Mama Chavarrez: 
why I speak of this, as it didn't seem to had invited himseH, and Miss Rul>io and 

34 
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myself, to �eir summer home �t La Gloria 
up in the " high " sierra. , 

. let 'x l equal the nail ill the waU--" 
"I rather laney there's some. shooting 

up there," said. he. "Overgrown cats, and 
ha1f-portion deer and that sort_ pf thing­
and some new beast called an armadillo ... 

'' You•n w�nt your elephant-JUn for 
lhat," S:aid I. · (<.' ' 

" I  asked at Ketelsen's but they hadn't 
ammunition for it," said he innocently. 
" So I bOught a 3o-3o Winchester like yours 
and a patent YILDkee revolver that shoots a 
perfectly sickening number of shots in no 
time at all. Personally I detest automatics, 
and shall rely on mr Webley if attacked at 
close quarters." 

" How qo we go, and -when? '' I asked, for 
I had no time to lose in preparing. 

" From here to Posole by diligetu;illt to­
monow, then up the La Bufa 'trail on mules 
as far as Candetaria and thence to La 
Gloria. Antonio Navarette and PILDcho 
Soto go along as mozos. And I've bought 
the c�ningest little traveling bath ar­
nngem_F.nt you ever saw," he added en­
thusias�cally. 11lt's another of your clever 
Yanke� notions. You see, it's nothing in 
the wotld b�t a rubber bag. Well, you 
hang this bag up on a nail in· the wall. 
You must po!Jnd the nail in as far as you 
can,;beCa.use you have to .fi.U the bag with 
water. Then, thelte's o. tulle and a 'Musil. 
No1f, the b'ush ls fastened to the lube. 
I>'ye s�? '' · I  

"I see," said I.j « Grasping the tube in 
your b�nd, you Nmp up in the air, turn, 
IUld deieend :head-l:on into the bag." 

" No-i.no, no-n�!'") said he hurriedly. 
" Why�:ma:n,1 it enly holds a: quart! That's 
the b uty of it! Now, the .bristles in this 
brush te reaDy not 'Miftles· ll.t all.....:..tbey're 
tubes/ " ; 1 

11 Wh,at? J;Iore tubes? u;q�.ma.ny tubes 
a� there altogether? " / · 1 • 

- \Well," said he, " the blbsb, of. course, 
in the genera. shape of .n ellipse--" 

"Is it a true 'ellipse? " I asked anxiously. 
11N-no;' said he reluctd.tly. · " It isn't 

precise� a tr,ue ellipse. lt's1 a trifie too flat 
Cor tha -- " . 

"Yo cani easily figure it out' if you re­
membe, thei fQmiula," I said. _.. Plotting . 
these tU.bes .tja distance ofj say, Jive milli­
meters I ap�rt . �d knowing �he prec�� ar(!a. 

. of thej eUiphC!U surface, . the qlial)tity of 
water in th� ;bag w�uld *om� less u!l- -
known I than uncertain. Ifj now; you will : I I I 

At � point I def,ec;ted Cecil hUDting in 
blind r;age through his: pockets for the new 
automatic, and so left him and sought 
sanct�ry m the Club.i 

. 

Very early the next :morning we started, 
six hf all, counting fat Mania Chavarrez and 
the cdcJte,o, and ·by nightfall had made 
Posole where Dona Guadalupe lived, com­
ing up through the flat com arid tobacco 
lands to the foot of the dark green s�a. 

I>ofia 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 exactlr like a withered walriut and 
she tottered around on the uneven bricks 

. of the, portol among -her educated pigs and 
chickens as ii each �:r.ove would be her last, 
whichiit never was. But she was· an amaz­
ingly shrewd old- person, and knew every­
thing of local interest, from the size of the 
com crop to the next visit of the internal 
revenue inspector, which is looked forward 
to with the same panting eagem.ess as the 
approach of the�plaguc. · 

It was excessively hot that night, and 
neither Cecil nor I could sleep, even on hard 
canvas cots. ·So we arose somewhere around 
midnight and got- some beer out o£ the red 

· clay flllJS where· we'd put it to cool, and 
walk�about on the cold flags of the court­
yard1n our pajamas, imbibing from the 
bottles, and planning great-slaug�ter among 
the vicious armadillos. 

It was very stiU there, in the soft sou�ern 
nightJ with only faint dream-noises from 
the p(gs and chickens and a subdued rumble 
from be room where slept !vfama Chavar­
re.z a d the two young ladies. While I was 
co · rating with Cecil over ,the un­
doub ed ownership of lhe snore, a.hd telling 
him ow very ,sorry I was, a. ho'tse•s shoe 
c1ink d silverly agamst a stone in the roa.<l 
witho�t. . . , Wd stole to the street doot �n(f unbolted 
it. The night overhead was clear and bright, 
altho�gh wreaths of cobweb-like mist drift­
ing -q\ .from the river were smokily,,fring­
ing the thatched jacalcs o£ Po sole, and we 
coul see the jUncture of the two moun­
tain ails and the ri�er road. From Posole, 
then, one could CQmei or go ori .five routes, 
inclu · g the ford, and as we looked we saw, 
in th space of a 'few niinutes, four horsemen 
come from as ma11y directions and poke 
their animals up the mountain trail to La 
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Bufa. 10ne was tall, and one was fat and " Who . is this � El Mosco ' person? " I 
hurly,�nd one had glinting silver bosses on asked abruptly. " He and three others i 
his mple's head-stall and his stirrup Ieath- went up this· trail last night.!! · 
ers. The fourth man wore no spurs, or At this .Mama Cha.v_arre-1; .gave me a 
faintly tinkling ornaments. He rode like an startled ·look and .nearly fell .D'IJ her<mule. 
American, .erect and with his bands held " El Mosco ! "  s� gasped. "Los bandido�/ 
low, and from the· waist down he seemed Valga11Ul Diosl . . , Antonio! Pancho! El. 
part of the animal beneath him, so imper-- M osc(flesla en .camino/ Oh� why did I bring 
ceptibly did he sway. ·Shadowy and silent, these two children! "  she wailed. " Aye; ... , 
with sombreros down to their eyes, and Dios! El Mosco will murder us all!"  
muffied to their chins in sf!T'apes, the un- "Do. you know what ·that means? " said 
known night-riders stole out of the dark I to Pankhurst in English, above . the up•j 
forest and the wraithlike mist, padded roar of· Spanish from· th� women and the 
swiftly by, and were gone. excited jabbering of the mosos. "That 

I looked at Cecil to see what he thougKt. means that it's up t� you and me· to get, 
But Cecil only yawned and said that his feet Harry True out of .trouble! "  And we both 
were cool now and that he fancied be could got down and began to cinch up �ur mules. 
sleep, so we both went back to our cots. "The automatic is ,in. my sa.ddle.bags," 

At dawn, as we were. about to climb on to Cecil cried out, as pe:.'tlHmed frantically at 
our mules, I mentioned the episode of the his cinch. " There-'are 'extra cartridges for 
night-riders, all going La Bufa way, to tqe 3o-3o's there, . too. Best .dump 'em 
Doi\a Guadalupe and asked what s"M loose in your pocket, old .man�" 
lhought about it. I noticed that she de- "N&thing's loaded, you know," I mut• 
laved her tmswer until we were actually in tered back, and p�led my Winchester from · 
m'otidn, . and then the old crone said only its saddle sheath. 14.Load up now, .while 
two words, and saw fit to whisper those. you've got time, Cecil," and for one still 
" El Mosco" ("The Fly "). But since I moment we stood there breathing hatd and 
didn't know who or what " El Mosco" was, fi.ll..ing the magaz;in-es with bright, cold car­
and beeause I wanted to keep close to Miss tridges. 
Rubio (merely in case of accident on the " H�'ll be about. ten mifes out.of.La. Bura. 
lrail), I rode along without much else in by now/� I said as X worked. "The next few 
my powerful mind, and pTQmptly forgot all miles will tell the story; They'll lay for him 
about the mysterious birds of the night. in that big bamJnca as. stire as fate I They 

We climbed hard all morning, getting up can ride up the ri�.er-bedithen, and get over 
from the succulent, tropic vegetation and the mountains into Durango." 
the soft, red hillsides to where the centu· " Don't figure on what tluy'll do," said 
ries-old trail lay deep worn in the, white CeciJ angrily. : " What we'H got to do is 1� 
canter a rock, and where the trees were all · get to_ True." " Inez I "  h�· yeU.ed command­
ocol8s, and the air was full of resinous, piney ingly, " 1 .  wa�t, yon to. go up to La Gloria 
odors. We aU grew so happy up there, � fa.st as you:can.:• 
wi:ading light-heartedly along the trail in 

· By .this· tim�; I suppose;, it had been made 
the keen atmospb,ere a,nd the bright sun- dear .to the \yomen what.·we were getting 
light, that I began· to. wish for Hany True. ready to do, because th� two girls exchanged 
And tiiat made me think again of the La pallid looks arid slipped silently down from 

· Bufa trail and the night-rider�, ana so "'!.ben their mules. The next· ·few moments were 
we made Candelaria;\. where .you· choose very confused. : 
between 4 Bufa and the pine-topped "1 won't go to La Gloria ! "  I beard Inez 
heights of La Gloria, I said I thought I'd crying to Cecil, fron nomewher� inside his 
go on for a night at True's. . coat. "I'll stay right here till I die' il you · 

40 But you can't do that, Don Ricardo." don't come back ! "  
said Inez very promptly. "This is the day Of course, there · wa.sn't. any·one. to inter­
he brings his bars to the bank. Concha · fere .with me, and I was much relieved o.bout 
Suarez'6 papa· owns the bauk, ·IIJMI she told - it wiql . .Maida Rubio, wbite-Iaced and q!liet, 
me so." 

' ·  
took the bridle .out of my hand. . . 

I looked ·at . her:, plQfin�· outi my cheeks "Why, Maida�on't. do :that ! "  I st�nt-
and tbiil.king.- · Sure ,enougb, if>:was True's mered. ":I've. got . t�. go! It's T�e, you 
conducknfay; · 

· · know;�Harry True. He'll be in trouble ! l' 
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"l know/�- she whispered;, h�r great soft bel�w-him itnd at right angles with his line 

eyes blurring:away everything. ih the world of �arch, but what I did see. was a man 
for me but a quivering white face. " I  know crouching by a rock o.s he pulled a gun stock 
I have no right to'keep you, or even ask you up lo his cheek to shoot. I jerked my �ule 
to stay, ·but-.. -· " to a standstill and turned loose with the 

As I sa�d; it was all very confused, and automatic. I wished it had been Cecil's 
I caught a glimpse of .Mar:Jiil.' Chavarrez elephant gun. 
crying as ii her.heart would hreak, and one The man by the rock wavered, dropped 
of the useless mozos scooting up the trail to his gun and seemed to bend like a hinge ·in 
La Gloria, but what- I principally remember the middle. Then Cecil at my elbow got 
is what I am�not allowed to write about, so into action with the 3o-3o; I had forgotten 
there you are. · all about him. The peering man near the 

We left them then and rode straight up foremost mule had started from behind his 
the hill. GailiiDg the summi� of the coriWn shelter, surprised at our first shots, and had 
we paused: an instant to stare across the forgotten �o go back, He didn't seem to 
green walled deft of the barranca at the know whether to shoot at True, ourselves, 
trail zigzagging down from La Bufa. or not to shoot at any one. Cecil decided 

' " No signs of True,'' I shouted to Cecil for him-the man failed Lo shoot at all. 
over my shoulder. " That means he's not I guess that True, after he'd disentangled 
down the hill yet, in which case we'll be himself from the old white horse, which had 
held up; .or else he's down in the river-bed fallen on him; must have s� these two fall, 
and we'U have to hustle." an9 thought. that it was all over, for he now 

H we were held up on the trail, which I appeared .limping back down the trail into 
fully expected, there would be nothing. to the river.bed·l He was waving his hand at 
do but dismount and shoot, which might be us and shoutin�,joyfully. Cecil and 1 were 
the bestfor•True anyway, as he then would- both standiJlg l)eJUnd our- mules, for we 
heo.r us. But there wasn't a sound as we knew. �here were t;wo more thugs somewhere 
plunged .down toward the· ribbony, white up there in ·the rocks, and I began to con­
bed of the river; and I began to wonder if we geal from my feet up at the sight of Harry, 
weren't· going to come in just on the nick a fa.�, white mark there aU alone. 
of time.: ' �s it� happenedl that is precisely .l9P on the hillside on the �pper side of the 
what we didJ· '  . tntif a man now started into1 view. He'd 
i A: few hundrM·:yards above . the river the been concealed; like the others; behind either 
trai� split;: } ��sed a fraction: of a second, a tree or a boulder, and was one of the two 
then chose:f.hej,disused. descent and spqrr¢<1 remaining. This. Jila.n settled his ID-Jn into 
d()wn. Ai!I s�ck ·the. gravel, with Cecil his shoulder and let drive at True. 
dose behitid, l .saw. True's four bar mules The bullet fell short. Striking at True's 
a long stone�s throw awayt just starting the feet, it showered him with gra.vel, and woke 
climb-up from the, river .-qn the m&4 leg·:of. bqth him and us into action. 
the itrail • .  · Behilid them: �me · True· on his , !Dut the action didn't bear fruition, at 
old white horse-, .talking·tQ�s mos,. : l$t . by me, for I frantically. tugged 1lway 

But True :couldn't, seei �hat .both Cedl o�the trigger of the automatic only to find 
and l saw, 'and that was.Ule 'head . of a man t t I'd shot out the clip in my-first ef{orr! 
peering from behind a b01bder on a line �h C cil, too, was in trouble., swearing fright-­
the .front·mulel I iupy over a jammed .shell, and beating the 

I jerkecl:outtmy. revolver an<t: let it go,in gqn lever.Qn the hom of -his saddle: I froze 
the ;air &S'we galloped. "LoOk out .for the · a,gain as l saw the mao pump in another 
ro.cks,· . Han:yP': I yelled. .''Turn back! C!Mridge and crouch down to. take a rest 
Turn backtfl t. fo� a steadier- aim. 

Butit �as too·late. He was up into the lOut into 'the. open near hls companion 
trail now, �dacarbine spit outitsveno�ous stFpped the last of the four bi,.ndidos • .  This 
s�rprise, �-the old white hone ·went down miLn wore no s}lo�, -b�ded �ding coat like 
on �.1m� ;_:J\D�ther sho� fro-:n �me'Yh�, tl:le othe�, �� wFre his · �opse� the- c�� 
alll1 :'Irue�s fiUIIP.tlapped)lis band to his·�de tdmary tight, �,,o aff� Wlth fia.riJ;Ig 
wit� . :a  -�l�e�· ··.expressioQ, , then sank Mttoms:· ,l���e,stoodoutlined against 
d�wn on his face m the dust. ttie sk�1� bis:Oirt.-.sleev�, an old black · : 1: couldn't see True at all now, as we w�re v+st s�ging open, � conical�topped, black 
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felt hat on his head. I seemed to recognize 
a national trait iD his swift 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 bad shot and killed his 
companion! 

Startled by the sound of the firnt 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 the open aiming at sonle­
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 lo 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 ex:citedly shouting to True. " We didn't 
shoot himl He shot biml "  

But Harry True �nly stood and stared at 
us, the revolver slipping from his hand. 
His face grew perfectly blopdless, drained 
oi every vestige of the healthy color of a 
moment ago. He looked. as if be were about 
to topple over into the bottomless pit. 
Presently, with the same awful expression 
on his face, be · turned and made for the 
trail, stumbling along through the gravel, as 
if he were walking in a dream. 

We found hiai bending over the Ameri­
can. The . man was dutching feebly at 
True's sleeve, and rasping in his throat. 

u I didn't know they were ytn4r bars, 
Harry�" he was saying faintly, with a huip­
ble, dog-like fondness in his eyes. •ti was 
bro�e, and they ' conned' me into this. 
But I've paid up, Ha'rry. 1-1 got him {or 
you-and-and 11ve paid up." 

.. Good-by old fellow/' he mumbled. 
He groped blindly f�r True's band: ''I 
guess-1 guess I'm going now." 

.. Good-by Ike, old man,'' 8lljd Harry, 
and held him there sD.ently in bis•&nns until 

presently the body of. his �Y�?Od,'s friend, 
the good· boy with the bad stie&k, grew cold 
and his head feU l()()sely to one side. 

Then Cecil did a se�ble thing. 
" Get up now/' he said to True, gently but· 

finnly. ','We've all got wo�k � .do. We've 
got to lobk after your mor:o, anli catch your 
mules and see that..they're all right. And: 
then we've got to go on to town with your 
bars, a.iid let the authorities know abo�;t 
this, and make depositions, and all Lhat 
sort of thing. But first we'll look after your, ·flJidO." \ 

True ·listened dully, and only nodded his 
head. He was putting out his hand to the 
silent form and whlspe�ng, as ii he were in 
some way saying a fa�e.U prayer. 

u And then we'll come back-come back 
and bury Ike, won't ·we?" said True in 
queer, shaky tones. , 

" And then we'll JnJri.: Ike," said Cecil 
comfortingly, ana !fC -walked him down the 
trail with our arms light 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 o[ the Valley 
of the Shadow, and finally reached the crest. 

It seemed pretty' · good to get up there 
again. It secm4;(1 mighty fiDe to come up 
out ·of that damnable gorge, wjth its rotten 
memories, and see a girl waiting at the top 
of the hill, and see her £ace.tuin (rom while 
to red, and have her come himyiog down 
the trail toward you. I'd never known that 
there were things in life like that, and so, 
I suppose, was pretty foolish about it, but 
I guess it was all worth whl1e. . 

But it took poor, ,blameless True a long 
time to brace .up, and not until we'd got 
back .in toWil (ijd he get into decent shape 
again. . There Cecil: and '. ;1 reported· the 
attackiag force ·;.as com� of three men, 
and stuck to it � manfully that even Harry 
�me out of his; glooms at the spectacle of 
Anaoias being backed offthe dump. 

" And that's perfectly trU.e, alter all,". 
said he laintly, after �e'd had our conference 
with the Jefe Pol.Uuo. "Ike · didn't mean 
to do it." · ' 

But Cecil, .- who was improving, only 
looked blankly at Harry. With & heaven-sent 

· British stare and said: 1'1'm quite sure I 
haven't the faintu- idea what you are 
talking about." 
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ENDLETON bad dug a shallow pr�eedings with all the :vity of n judge. 
hole Cor hls hiJrbone with his Pe�dleton .confessed tha it was only three 
trowel-like intrenching 'tool and o'clock. The rooster cro ed as be spoke. 
had rolled into his blankets with Brown offered no reply He stared at the 

every assurance that he would be aroused by yoimger man with the ggrieved a.ir of a 
the shrilling of brass trumpe.t.S and a roar disappointed parent, sighed, shook his head 
of battle. Instead, he was dragged slowly and went back to sleep. Pendleton .6.nished 
from his sleeping state by the insistent crow- the operation of cleaning the rifle, then care­
jog of a rooster. Pendleton had watched fully count�d the cartridges in his belt. 
the rooster during the day-a scrawny fowl Tl:l,is done, he adjusted and readjusted the 
who had Callen :victim to the wiles of the complicated-looking military sights, esti­
fomging company cook. Presently, through mating in 'his mind the distances of various 
the .thin wall of the shelter-tent he co4Jd familiar pieces of landscape and trying to 
heai, the cook l�nting the fact that he had imagine just how big a man 'would look a 
not slit the;cock's throat that day and call· thousand 'yards away, He wanted to ask 
ing down the wrath of the gods on the whole Brown about this and a hundred other things. 
r,ace,of dtic,kenj for disturbing his slumbers. Anxiously he looked again a:t lrls watch. It 

On the : grobnd beside Pendleton lay wit seventeen minutes after three. 
:Sr!o�, � :�t.:mate. Brown had served He leaned back in his blankets, thinking 
six years � � regular anny and was of of the dreams that he liad just passed 
vast bene6�ito rendleton, although he came through, as a man Will suddenly after being 
far from �g . that young man's ideals awake for a little time. He remembered 
of P!artial ; �ection. · Brown lay now ·trying to climb a hill whose sum.nUt was 
wi� one· l ragged blue sleeve .under his a�rwned by a picturesquely orderly line of 
bea*ded ch�, �D.oring p�efuUy. Pendle- m�n in scarlet coats, canacy-colored trousers 
ton • stared! :at :him anJ:iQu5ly, divided �e- · a#d riding-boots. Instead of g\lns they 
tween an mtense desire td;.kwa'k�n him and . h-d carri�d yardsticks. The explanation of 
fear of the: co�uent prbfanity. i · · these yardsticks was just about to be' made 

·FJnally Jle gave in to �- fears ai\d toOk when the rooster's racket had roused him. 
to cleaning hiS :ritle, takiJig .care to � quiet ne rhythmic sound of Brown's snoring 
in the OP,C�tioD;._ 111 A car'elt!Ss move��t ot mfrged gradually �to the no.ise made by the 
tlie cleaDlDg-rod •b'fought Brown's catt.ndge- m�n in canary-colored trousers measuring 
belt a�g to the ground; and Brown Sa.t th:e hill with their yardsticks, and Pendleton 
up With a trun�. For a second he stared �at sl�J?t again. 
Peuweton;r�ith an owlish, vacant intense- )At the far end of the great camp where 
nes!l Then he demanded: � PendletOn slept, a light had .been bUJ'Irlng 

, '"What � doin'?" stb.dily in a tent slightly lairger than UJe "!cJeanibg my: rUle," Pendleton eiplaiaed ofibera and set apart from the' rest. A group 
witl!. an ail; of guilt. ofj tired-looking ! hoi"Sf!S held by drowsy 

";What fime'is it?" oiderlies were faintly outlined iD the dark-.��� p�u� his • watch &;Ud n� The wire of a field-telegraph1 drop­�tched �tm, his compamon wat�ng pmg from a slender pole to the door of the . i ! .  ' 39 I 
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tent, sho11e fa.intly in the light which came 
through the canvas. Sounds of low-voiced 
conveisaLion 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 o£ men issued from the tent and 
climbed stiffiy into their saddJes. Ten 
minutes later a bugle. in the hands of some 
man who had never earned his position by 
merit, beg{ln calling in the darkness. Other 
bugles took up the note, until the whole va�t 
stretches of the great qunp 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 
yawn. 

"Oh, yes," he said, " I  hear 'em. Sweet 
soundin' things, ain't they? " 

Pendleton nodded eagerly. 
"They make me· feel shaky up and down 

my back," he confessed. 
Brown pulled on his tropsers and stared 

at the young man blankly. There were 
things about . Pendleton �hich he did not 
understand. He did not even attempt to 
fathom them. The boy hurried his dressing 
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 �nxiously. 

"Maybe so," admitted Brown grudg· 
ingly. " They "';11 happen sometimes in 
spite o' the army." 

P�ndleton started pulling on his �s, 
looking with concern at a large, white blister 
on the heel. of his lc(t foot. The thought of 
\Valking on that was not pleasant. 

"Bett�r grease them (eet," suggested 
Brown, bilsy .with a paste of some sort 
which he was digging from a yellow qil can. 

" There isn't time," answered Pendleton. 
" l'U dp it to-night. Anyhowi . I  used all 
my vaseline on my rifle." · 

" You didn't! "  exclaimep B�, then he 
shook his head in the same p4Ded wicom­
prehending way- and went. on mth his dress­ing. They stmpped OJ\ . their;. belts �nd 

went out irito the cool June air. The camp , 
of the regiment lay, .i!l a rolling, open coun� · 
try, with only a patch of bardwQOd dotting 
the landscape at �ereli_t AQiilts. If.. hun­
dred yards back of the last row of tents the 
stce� rails of a railway li.J:ie ran: between the"ir. 
parall�s of barbed wire fence, and far to the 
north the morillng smok� of a city blackened r 
the sky. · 

Pendleton stood for an instant in the door 
of the . ient and rubbed his .ey�s. The artil-j 
lerymen belonging to thucgimenta.l battery· 
were watering their hoises in a shallow 
creek which .ftowed tbrough the field. On, 
all sides of them roSe '�the smoke of tiny 
fires, and the smeU of 'toffee and bacon was 
thick in the air. A few paces away from 
them the C®k1 busy. With a great kettle Of 
coffee, was eyeing·• the '"wretched rooster in 
speechless wrath. .. 

,."You take .that darned bird 'long with 
you,", be bawled as he .saw the two men. 
"I ain't goll .. time tQ kill him ! "  

Pendleton found ,Us- appetite waning 
when the men grou� around the steaming 
kettle. Across the_ rail fence on the north 
of the big field he;could see long winding 
colWD.D.s of browu...clad infantry moving 
east. The pu'ffi.ng of many locomotives· 
sounded to the north, .·drew nearer and 
nearer until a long train· of flat-cars, each 
one crowded wilh more of the brown sol­
diers, crawled into $igbt around a. curve in the 
track. Pendleton watched with interest. 
There were t�ee locomotives, puffing labor­
iously, and bepmd them stretched an inter­
minable line of 1lat-cars. < The" men on the 
cars shou.led at the gllDners, watering their 

· horses in the 'free�, until finally the last of 
the: cars passed ou� of sight. 

Brqwn looked up at. �e cloudless sky as 
they started back .to the1r tent. 

" Goin' to be one fuJ.e, scorchin' day for 
hikin'," be a.tmounced. · :  

" We'll never notice it in the excitement 
.of battle," Pendleton assured him. 

" Oh, won't we? " demanded Brown with 
a sco�ul grunt, , a.nd commenced 'pulliDg 
tent-pegs. , 

Pendleton found it hard to bring himseli 
to the �rdinary thiDgs of camp life. i There was much to be seen 01:1. all sides of bim:­
and vastly more to ·be guessed. � he 
was engaged in taking apart the j�iilted 
ridge-pole of the tent, three entire batteries 
went by .on the north and south road at a 
steady trot, the harnesses jingling, the men 
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bobbing arowtd dizzily on �e jolting seats, 
the whole cla.ttering, clanking column cn4 
veloped in rolling white clouds of dust. 

<(II yo'\l've :finished lookin' I'll take that 
stick,'' Brown reminded him, and Pendleton 
fell tO WO=ain. . ,; 1 

By the · they shouldere'd their blanket-
rolls Pen ton was aware that it was tr� 
mendousiy 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 m.otionless in the air. The 
weight of his blanket-roll, gun and ammuni­
tion began lo IISSume seriol!s proportions. 

" We �on't have ·to carry aU . this into 
battle, will we?" he inquired anxiously. 

" You'll ha.ve to cany it," replied Brown, 
" until you think you're totin' a mattress an' 
a furnace an' a whole pantry full o' dishes­
an' then you'll have to cany 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 
m 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. ' -

" Blister?" he asked cheerfully. 
" Uh-huh," t said Pendleton; "and a 

wrinkle in myj sock, too I "  . 
" Joy l "  re�arked Brown, and the com­

pany �heeled: into column of fours and 
trailed into the road. There were six com· 
panies on the road ahead' of them, and the 
scuffing. feet of sii hund!;l� men had raised 
the dust in thick clouds,: �hich hUDg in lhe 
still air and . settled slo�· ly. Already the 
scrub oak, willows and along the 
ditches were �wderedy , · ck. l The; first 
choking mouthful set �eridletol( coughing 
and sputteritig -.nd )ettled in his �yes. !  Be­
fore be. bad gone a dozen yar� he found 
that h� could breathe it without �ping, 
but it l hurt :his eyes terribly. [ He ! com­
forted · bimseU by the thought that :when 
it cam� to R4ual fighting. they �ould!leave 
the road for the fields. where th� was no 
dust. � : ; . \ 

'The .Wrinkle in the sock slid witil it:came 
just ov� tlie blister and then settl� He 
t.rjed �tinj hisjfoot Clo;m stifBy\OD.; �e t'oe 
withou, to*ching the ihee •. , � • proved u.Dsatis�actory; i� eascc[the heel, but it hurt 

the muscles of his . calf. The regiment 
tramped two st�t miles down the fence­
lined r.oad and then came to a jolting halt at 
a cross-road. PeQdleton pee�ed through the 
qust and saw that the column had been cut 
� two by · a passing regiment of cavalry 
moving along the cr�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 pennons on their lances snapped 
in the air. They seemed to enjoy keeping 1 
the iniantry waip.ng. There was a con­
stant interchange of chaffing between the 
two colwnns. 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 inlantrymen, who swore 
roundly in reply. 

" Dog-gone them cavaJryl" snorted 
Brown. "Ain't a bit of use an' always 
gettin' in the way! "  

The idea of such brilliant soldiers being 
of no use raD..kled in Pendleton's mind. 

" History · shows--" he c�mmenced ar· 
gume�tatively, but Brown was talking 
about dogs to the man on the other side o{ 
him, and Pendleton kept still. The column !led to the north and followed. in the 

e of the cayalry over a road which was 
e en dustier than the on� they had left. 
Pendleton learned to hitch· his' shoulders and 
ease the ·weight of his blanket-roll, which 
was groWing intolerable. The pain in his 
foot, however, .  did not lessen. The road 
stretched straight before them and the regi­
ment plodded steadily. All .that they saw 
through the dust was more troops moving 
this way' and that. All that they beard 
was the soUDd of . men's voices swearing 
at the dust., and tbe sbWBing of thou­
sands of feet. 

Once· Pendleton saw a dump of officers ; .gathered about a man with a .flag on a hill­
j top close to the road. The man was waving [ the flag frantica.lly at something on the other 
side of the hill, and' the officers were writing in 
notebooks. . The man with the fta.g stopped 
waving ao:d mopped his rue violently with a 

, red handkerchief. Pendleton decided that J it was not !KI;m�ch c()()ler in the fields after 
; all. 'He glanced at Bro� and found that 
: the latter h&d tied his handkerchief cowboy 

I fashion abo�t his face to ktep out the dust. 
Brown's �tolid indifference bd lack of inter· 
est in what might. happen galled him. 
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"When is .the battle going to start? '' he 

demanded childishly. "" 
"Never, I hope," ·Browu growled �ugh 

his aust-guard. " Fightin's hotter'n march­
in' -,-an' that's bad enough!" 

They passed a mile-po5t, from. which the 
beating of wind and rain had washed cvecy­
thing but a noncommittal legend which read " 7 miles to." Pendleton wondered what it 
was that it was seven miles to. The idea of 
seven miles stuck fast in his mind. Would 
they have to wal� that far? Possibly it 
meant the city whose smoke he had seen 
that morning-a dty 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, llith nothing in sight but a red-faced 
man waving a Bag. Battles, �e bad under­
stood, commenced at daybreak, when the 
uncertain light added to the sublimity of 
the scene. 

The pain in his blistered foot 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 be been at home he 
would have made a. fuss about il. He 
wanted to do so now, but he had no faith in 
Brown's sympathy. At leng� he began to 
limp and he felt _that tqe limp demanded 
explanation. 

" My foot hurts like sin," he con(essed. 
"Never mind; your ri8.e won't rust," 

Brown comforted him, still thinking of the 
wasted vaseline. 

The bot air somewhere shook suddenly 
with the roar of a field-gun. Another fol­
lowed it, and soon a whole battery wa.S 
thumping in th� distance. Between the 
dull reports of the guns sounded a sharper, 
rattling sound. · Pendleton's heart leaped 
a 1d for a moment .the pain in his foot and 
the. galling of his accouterments we� for­
gotten. · He looked at Brown inquidngly. 
The latter nodded. 

" There's your battle, kid," he said. 
"Like it? '' 

Pendll!ton nodded. He thought of so 
many questions be wanted to ask about it 
that he could think of nof' · to say . . He 
tried �.to locate the noise of . ' more ex-
actly, but failed. Now it · cd to him 
that it came from straiglt . . re them, and 
again it seemed to be to the . . . For a. few 
min�tes the sound thrilled h' · , then it com-

menced to grow �on�tonous. There was 
no change in it-just the eternal thud�g 
of the big guns and the sharper crackling of 
the .riaes. ·It did- not even grow louder or 
fainter, but held the sa�e..uote·like the buz­
zing machinery·of a shop. It was no lo�ger 
sufficient to k� the physical discomfort of 
his body o� his mind. 

His limp became IJ\Ore pronounced, �d 
the bottoms of his feet burned like fire. 
The ,_dust had settled in his: eyes untU they 
ached and .smarted; and his mouth f.elt dtY 
and parched. He could no longer ease tlfs 
shoulder by shifting his blanket-roll. Both 
places where it ha� ·rested were galled aQd 
chafed. He felt ,thaf:the ftesh beneath his 
army shirt must look' like the shoulder of an 
over-worked horse. His riBe had come to 
weigh tons, and his.�yonet-sheath pounded 
insistently against·,bis'hip. It reminded him 
of the torment he had suffered in a dentist's 

r chair when the strokes. oi the tiny hammer 
seemed to go clear th�ugh the roof of his 
head. He was certain that the pounding 
sheath bad worn' a. perceptible groove in 
hls hip. 

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

" Dunno," answered that veteran cheer­
fully. "Depends on what they're goin' to 
do with us." 

" Aren't you .tfred?�� Pendleton wanted 
to know. -

"Not thi� early in the momin'," replied 
Brown, and: buried his mouth beneath the 
h.a.ildkerchief as though to shut off fw-tlier 
conversation. • 

Pendleton foupd himseU taking a sub­
conscious. sort of. interu�t in the leP,gs of 
the :man m front of theJD.. . At first he only 
wondered why t�ey were diHerent from his 
own and distovered 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 bad become 
merely a sort of Thing which dominated all 
else but did not ho.vu to be taken into ac-
coun�. . ; 

He could not see how the man :with· the 
mismatched leggings walked so last: His 
own strides, he knew, shor:tened at every 
step; they must, with the pain � his foot 
and leg bcconling sharper all the time. And 
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vet in some inscrutable Iasbio� he managed 
to keep �s place. He wanted to pitch his 
tllanket-toU irito the ditch, but kept it on 
ior some reason which he w� too 'tired to 
1nalyze; he onl}'"knew that he had to. keep 
it because B�ow� had said so. Of �tirse they 
would. go back that night' to the:· field where 
�e had slept the night before-after they had 
iought &he battle. He could not see the !JSe 
in carrying his tent and blankets with him 
when he would only have to carry them 
oack again. · 

With a sudden start he realized that the 
:olumn had halted. Men on I all sides of 
lrim were easing buckles and straps, tighten­
ing sho�laccs and squaring themselves . 
i\way for more miles. Pendleton rested the 
;tock of his rifle on the ground and raised 
nis·lamc leg into the air like a dag. . 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 cherry 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 lain. 
Pendleton knew that he would fit exactly 
into- the depressien; there was a forked 
branch against whiCh he could lean his rille; 
he would go tG slfep instantly. 

the man wit� the leggings that but­
to�ed began sud�nly to go ahead down the 
road. Pendleto� was delighted; the regi­
ment was going tio move oil and leave him 
to sleep under th� cheny tree. 

" Here, kid, don't go to sleep standing 
up!" Brown said 'oughly. 

Pendleton rou5ed himsel£1'-and )he inces­
sant plodding commenced again. Dust, 
blanket-roll, · bayonet-shea�1 and galling 
foot· had been merged into (!)De nightmj!.rc­
like oppression which weigb�,dpwn on ijim. 
The separate details of his tbk:ure lost their 
indh.iduality. He passed tK.o a state of 
semi-unconsciousness. The only part of 
him that seemed alive was whatever brain­
ceUs prompted him to p�t oile foot in' front 
of the other.and then drilg. the seco�d �ar­
ily past it. He was roused by bumping 
violently into the man with the buttoned 
leggings and finding that they had halted 
again. • . 

"Gosh."exclaimed.lhema.n,gla.ringangrily 
over his shoulder, '.'yoU. mtist. be a darned 
sight mare an:lioii!J to wJJk, than � f.m!" 

This time: the regimellt stood st� still. in 
the middle. of the 'road for h4ll an hour. 

The men were allo�·ed to sit ·.down, a�d the 
ll;ladside became dotted with! brown figures 
a!td bro�n gWis0 sprawled. ��t in the, grass. 
qflicers stoGd in 'knots talking and listening 
t9 _the sounds of ;battle. Pencjleton came 
b�� to a nonnl(l state of 1consciousness. 
'Qe' listened intently to the roar of battle. 
It sounded exactly as it had the last time 
h!! had paid attention to itJ only that it 
seemed to come Jrlim all sides at once, and 
t�e sharper, raltliog SQUod was louder now, 
fairly drowning out the deeper boominv; of 
the artillery. . · . 

He loo_ked at the men abou� him, stretched 
out in post�res designed to give the great­
�t amount of perfect relit 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 
ai diJferent angle. All of them were pow­
dered a dirty • white with the · dust ; they 
looked more like laborers than soldiers. 

A couple of officer;; came and leaned 
against the fence near where Pendleton lay. 
They were different! Their leather puttees 
glistened neatly through the . sun, their 
tri�kets set squarely anq their trousers 
narr'lwed. fashiona:blv at the·knees. One of 
them was dark and the oll;ier light; both 
�ore slim, closely trimmed izn.ustache!> and 
were carefully shaved. Peq.dleton gloated 
over their appearance. They were listening 
intently to the firing. • 

" It isn't working any filrther to the 
north," said the light-hair.ed ma�. "1'hat's 
a �omfort." 

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

They climbed to the top oi the rail fence 
and roUed cigarettes. _ . 

" It wouldn't swprise me if old Hecker'd 
try to use :the cavalry;'' commented the 
blonde offi.c�r. "He's got a weaknes� for 
hor5es...---and;  those scarlet trousers would 
IPok bf!.!tutif{tl in a charge." • l \'I'd like fo '8e.e it," admi�ted the other;. 
'1 but tbey'd tget cut up!' • 

"Oh, they'd get buckette!i! "  announced 
t;he first onej Then a fa_t cap_tain appeared 
near them, and they threw ayray their cigar� . 
�ttes, slid off the fence and disappeared. 
! From .the; head of , the column an order 

tolled from. :captain to sergeant and from 



44 Adventure 
captain to sergeant down the long columo, 
aDd the -men grumblingly scrambled back 
into line. As · they did so, the sound of 
franticaUy rapid hoof-beats sounded on the hard road in the distance, clicking sharply 
through the nunbling overtone of firing. 
There. was something dr.unatic about the 
sound which reached even the dusty, sl'l·eat­
ing column. Even Brown looked in ter­
ested. There was a cross-road a hundred 
feet ahead of the spOt where Pendleton 
stood, and down it a solitary horseman 
came, gaUoping madly. Pendleton caught 
a fleeting but clean�ut picture of him as he 
swept around the corn'er. Scarlet trousers 
and blue coat had been reduced to the sai1\C 
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 at:td dirt on his face. 
Pendleton could even see the quid of t�bacco 
under the flesh of the man's cheek." The 
horseman drove his mount straight at a 
group of officers, then hauled the beast up 
on his haunches, saluted stiffly and handed 
something to an officer. 

The column shook 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 is ! "  

For fifty yards Pendleton ran o n  his toes 
as he had once been taught to do, and it was 
easier on his feet. He was uhila.rated 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 meaDt war-real, red war 
with banging guns and rushing columns! 
After all, he thought, the marching was a 
necessary preparation. The dusty miles 
behind him became haloed with a t..lamour 
that they had lacked. He might even see 
·th�t splendid blue-and-scarlet horde of 
lancers racing across the rolling me4.dows 
toward hostile infantry-the · blonde officer 
had almo!;t promised it! Again the creeping 
shudders of anticipation went up his spine. 
The sight of a big field-hospital in a meadow 
at the roadside did not frighten him. There 
were few weak centers in Penreton•s ilerV· 
ous-system;· physical terror ha always been 
very'far away from him. ;' . .  

But fifty yards at th:e " dllluble " set .the 
perspjration streaming !do� bis lace, and 

the dust 8ew in still thickJ!r clouds under the ' 
.B.ying feet of the column. ,  Pendleton found 
that he could no lQnger r.un on his toes as he 
wished to do; the weight of his accouter-, 
ments told on him; He began to pa11t: 
heavily. His' rifte, swinging by its sling­
strap ftob1 his shoulder, bobbed about craz­
ily, and his bayonet-sheath battered his 
thigh worse thaD: before. Ue came down 
fiat-rooted now, and the throbbing pain in 
his foot came back w;ith ever-increasing 
sharpness. 

· 
" How d'ye like this? '.' demanded Brown, 

glancing sideways at· the other's reddenin� 
lace. · · 

" Can't stand much of it! " gasped Pendle­
ton, clutching his .Oa�ping canteen with on� 
hand. He tried to tliink how far troops 
were supposed to move at the " double" and 
to estimate how Jar . he had run aln:ady. 
He glanced back ove.;:-bis shoulder and saw 
a red barn whitb �:.Kne'W was near the place 
they had halted . .  He ·h_ad not run half a 
mile and the regiment gave no sign of paus­
ing! ' He stumbled and looked down at his 
feet; one of his $hoes bad come unlaced. 
At every step ,it grew worse, slipping pain­
fully over his already te11der 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 his shoe that had �ome 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 agai1;1st the-man in front of him. 

lie sprawled o\lt of line and bent over IUs 
shoe.. The blood surged to his bea.d ·and 
everything �wam 'before his eyes. He could 
hear the fierce poun� of his heart above 
tt\e . roar of firinp; and · the banging feet of 
the regiment as it went._.by. His fingers felt 
unn_aturally·Iarge ·as tJe'fumbled for the lace. 
Frantically he tied the string into a kDot 
which he knew he coUld never untie, and 
stumbled to his fe-et. His own company 
was a hundred yards in front of him. The 
other men filled the road, and Pendleton bad 
to run in the ditch. The ground was un­
even, full .- of sticks and stones, and fre­
quently he was forced to leap stumps or 
crash through low bushes. : " Ain't the road gOod 'nuff for : ye? "  de-
manded a red-haired corporal. ; 

Pendleton had no wi.Dd to reolv. He 
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staggered on through the �tch, gaining 
slowly and p.Unfully on the bot;lbing white 
mark he knew was Brown's 'blanket-roll. 
With the breath whisking th.tough his dry 
lips he fell into his place and ran on. �e 
did not know what had hapi)eaed; he was 
simpty con5cious that in spite .. �I pain and 
every�ng else he could I"Uif, stiflly and 
mecha(rlcally. The sa;vmg "second-wind�· 
bad caught him in time and one straggler 
bad been saved. 

The regiment bad left the road and 
;;tarted crossing a• broad, open field. The 
ground was uneven, but it was uot so ba:d as 
the ditch had been, and there was no dust. 
Frantic officers began deploying the thick 
column as it sped, and the long line 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 )le saw moving 
tlots of men, and ·larger, darker bulks which 
every now and thea disappeared in puffs·of 
baz:y smoke. The regiment's battery was 
in action. · 

" Faster, mea, faster! ,  called a voice in 
Pendleton's ear. He looked around and 
saw the blonde lieutenant I'UDDing at his 
side, his eyes fi�ed on the distant battery. 
This was the rqan who bad promised real 
war! Pendletoi felt that he would run any­
where and increased his speed. Things 
were hummingn the air over his head;.._ 
high above, an he realized in a dim way 
that somebody .as tiring at them I 

A hoarse order sounded, and the regiment 
-spread aut npw in a long line that lost 
itself in the rollmg hollows,.on both sidesi:-­
stopped and began throWing off. blanket­
rolls and belts. ,The groun�e littered• 
with little white piles as (ar as· Pendleton 
coutd see. He. stood blinking in the sun­
light, wondering what h.a4 �happened. He 
could see the· battery mofe�istinetly now, 
and could dearly make out the limbe'{S, gu�­
teams and ammUnition-wagons in the dip 
back of the hill. 

"Get under guard!" yelled the. light­
haired lieutenant. " And dig -lilte blazes!" 

;Pendleton tugged at his intre*hing-tdol 
and stood holdia� it helplessly. Acres of 
ground stretched around him on all sides, 
and he was ordered to dig with a tool n�t 
much larger than a cooking-spoon !  He felt 
silly. 'Then he ·5aw Brown down !on bis 
knees, making the ·dirt fly like an �xcittd 
terrier. He followed suit blindly, throwing 

the dirt in aU directions, carving-a senseless, 
round bole in the earth before him. 

:•·' What in th,under's the . matter with 
you? "  d-emanded ':Qrown: · " Pile the· stufi 
m front of you! D'ye think y're drivin' 
a. weU? "  

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 hi Pendleton's sweating 
hands. The SUD beat down mercilessly, and 
the still air shimm�red o.nd qUivered in the 
beat. But along a$ much of the regiment's 
front as he ·could see Pendleton watched the 
line of Iresb, yellow-brown earth pile up. 
He felt that' it was remarkable. 

" Great! �' he heard the lieutenant say. 
1 1 They're moles-regular moles!" 

Presently, Pendleton was sure, a fierce. 
yelling enemy, clad in some sort of outrage­
ously fierce-looking UDiform would sweep 
the battery ftom the hill in front and cnme 
clashing down on the Une of trenches. He 
must hurry! .  He lunged at the tough earth 
savagely , wiping the sweat ·out of his eyes 
with a grimy :hand. After a. time his anns 
began to feel as his legs felt, an.d his lunges 
at the earth �ew less fierce. Brown's voice 
sounded in his ear. 

ll Crawl in, kid. That's enough. We 
ain�'huildin' no permanent Iorti6cations ! "  

illingly he slid into the- hollow behind 
the ittle wall of earth be bad raised, pulled 
his blanket-roll clo�r to him, · and laid his 
rille within. easy reach. 

l• Hadn't I better. load it?" he queried, but 
Brown was already: ousy trying to clean the 
clogged stem of his pipe with a blade of 
grass; and: did not answer: Pendleton de­
pded to ad without orders, .and· shoved a 
clip of car�ridges into the greasy magazine 
of his rifle, patting the y�ow ' tubes admir­
ingly as h� did so. 

He waited t�nsely for seve� minutes for 
the yelling masses of strange infantry to 
co�e over! the br�w of the hill, but they 
di4 not �;ne. Tile gunners of the battecy 
w�t about their (luties with t�e same rapid 
deftness, ��the' !Six guns of the battery = the ai,r with their explosions at regular 
J rvals. i be � in the air about hin1 

neithe ore nor less.' He could hear 
Brbwt) gru;ntblirigiJ?eside him. 

jc Now, dam it all," aclaimed the veteran , 
11 ITve wend and bus�ed that grass off in thcri:; 
ant I neve� wil,l ge� a smoke I '1 . fend leton could :see the other men m the 
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long lin� lying behind the . bare trenches, They grew tired of watching the �ess 
and every little way a faint blue haze activity cif· the gunnets ·on �e ·distant bills, 
showed where some man had found matches and Pendleto� sighed with relief when the 
and tobacco. Pendleton felt a sense of deep guns limbered up and disappeared. He had 
personal disa.ppl?intme.rit, but the light- given up waiting for ·the strange infantry, , 
haired lieutenant did something to restore and was _concerned solely with finding a 
his interest by saying in businesslike tones: position in. which he could !iltcp without 

" Better keep your cartridges handy and making his leg grow,nu.mb. It grew hotter,! 
leave the 'chambers. o}:len, men." and swarms of in�ts hum'.med and purred 

Pendleton sha.ded his eyes from the glaring around the men's hea-ds. Pendleton fought 
sun and let his bared elbows rest in the hot them with both hands and finally aided . 
earth. The relief of easing his legs and Brown in building a smudge of wet paper on. 
arms was enormous. They ached terribly, the ground between them. · A w:hile later he' 
but be felt that he could stand it so long as was roused forcibly from a doze by discov.er­
he did not have to move them. The sun, ing that he was lying aero� the entrance to 
beating down vertically on the crown of hi�· a village of red ants. 
hat, made hiln feel drowsy; the steady ham- The sun's rays wer;el 'slanting on to the 
mering of many guns became � droning that back of his neck when Pendleton became 
did not disturb him. Dimly he heard aware of movements aroli.nd him and a con­
Brown's grunt of satisfaction and heard fused shouting. He stumbled to his feet 
him blowing joyfully through the stem of with dim hopes of � running figures 
his rescued pipe. In a hazy way the odor coming down the slbpe · toward him, but 
of Brown's tobacco aroused in him a lazy \ {oup.d that the regim�nt,·was rising from its 
desire to smoke-and he woke with a start 1· trenches and closing apin into a compact 
as his forehead bumped "the sharp front- ' column.' 
sight of his riBe. He shooJt himseU, changed "Have we got to �alk some more? " he 
his position and looked ayound. demanded of no one in .particular. 

" I  could eat ·that ioo5ter o' the cook's They did walk. . The regiment toiled up 
right now," announced Brown between the slope and crossed . the gtound where the 
puffs. battery had stood, climbing over a litter of 

Around the end of the hill on which the shell-cases, empty boxes, bits of broken 
battery stood came a little clump of horse- harness and scraps �f clotliing. It looked 
men. Another grouJ:I straggled in their to Pendleton· like the groUlld where a circus 
tracks, and then ariother still larger. -The tent had been pitched. They crossed a 
stream became st�dy, and the infantry in succession of hot, parched 'fields, and once 
their trenches sat' up to watch. The blonde waded in an oasis of .a brook, where the men 
officer whistled sharply through his teeth. were loathe to drag their hot feet !rom the 
The stream of cavalry moved slowly down cold w-ater. Along a roadside ditch they 
the road which the regiment had l�ft. Many found.: the ground 'glittering with empty 
of the infantrymen stood up to watch, Pen- shells; and a huddle of still:figures in brown 
dleton . amow them. The cavalry were uniforms. Pen�eto:D. looked at these with 
moving at a walk, the horses' heads hang- interest. He could. p.ot see that they till­
ing, the men's hands slack on the bridles. ferc(fmuch from other dea9 men; war leq.t 
As they came neare� be could see ·that the no dignity to tl;le slain, aru)arently. They 
pennons of the lances were tom, the shafts resembled men that he had seen taken from 
splintered, the shakos were all awry, and the a� wrecked freigliHrain, SaVe that there was 
gay uniforms were in slovenly�looking dis- Jess blood about these figilres. 
order. Many of the .men wore white 'bani:l- Finally the tired regitnent came to a long , 
ages, which showed clean in the distances dusty road, stretching hot and yellow before 
but were blotched wiUl ugly red on closer them. They fdl again into the stride of the 
inspection • .  Some of the horses carried morning, trying to ease the burdens on'their 
empty saddles, and not a few had limp fig- lam� shoulders. Pendleton found that 
ures hanging pathetically, across them:. the long hours in the hot' trenches had stir.:. 

" Old Hecker woWd' use 'em ! "  muttered fened his muscles without resting them in 
the lieutenant. '.' He would d:Jt" the leas.t. For a time he' was interesb!d .iri 

The cavpl.ry passed out of • . , , and the the dead men in the fields, the distant col­
men drOpped. back into the hot trenches. umns movm.t alontt green hillsides, and the 
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diminishing racket of the battle. Once he ; 
raised his head to watch a col WilD of the : 
bright horsemen, but it only sbrted him 
thinking of the beaten cavalry .l}.«; had ,SU!n 
crawl brokenly around the spur E)f the hill. 

It began· to grow somewhat ·eooter and a 
slight breeze came up from somewhere:. 
The sounds of firing seemed moving farther 
and farther toward the east. The men took ·  
off their bats imd let the breeze blow through 
their hair, matted' thick with sweat and 
dust. Pendleton was limping1 with both 
legs now and considering the throwing · 
away of all his accouterments in all 5erious. . 
ness. Only the knowledge that there was · 
food in his blanket-roll and that sometime 
in the dim future there might be a c:hnce to 
ea.t 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, achirig and throbbing at every 
step, but he was able to pay no attention to 
them. His J:ll.ind was too tired to work. 
He fixed his �yes on the small of the brown 
back in front of him and wa.lked stolidly 
ahead. The regiment had to move into the 
ditch to let a bat�ery go by, and Bro\vn had 
to· pull Pendl�toq into the grass after him. 

During a mom$ltary halt, while the officer 
studiod mao:;, hlg-«aae maps, he 
saw the two 'lie enants he had noticed in 
the morning : g together. 

" I'll tell you,'" the light-haired man said 
earnestly, "it w-. a bit Q.cklish there �r 
about hall 8.f1 h�ur. They'd have tied us 
in a ghastly inot if we hadn't ·scared 'em off 
with our rqif!lent. Afte! they 'd ·cut up. the 
cavalry theY: were commg�pretty fast for 
the � and we :got there Just in time. I 
tell you, it ;was : this littl' !�ment that: 
turned the tricki Jimmyl" · · · 

Peil.,dleton :Plodded on Jta the twilight. 

I 
ThiS jman, had tried to say thatj their regi­
ment had won the battle. . Pendlefon would 
have! liked to, ask m. how. By marching 
itself. black in the faice, digging a useless 
ditch and then m&rcbipg itseU pale again? 

He was only dimlY[ conscious ;when they 
left the road and went �ugh a fence into the 
shelter of timber. He helped B�wn pitch 
the tiny shelt-er-tent, �owing only that he 
felt a tremendous reuef in freeing his shoul­
ders .of t.beii ! share of the weight. HaU ali 
hour later a· dozen of them sat stupidly 
aro\md a fi(e which' was performing the 
double task of boiling coffee and t.hinning 
out the visible supply of mosquit�. A 
soldier, with a rag �ed around his arm, 
came through the trees, trailing his riJle be­
hind him. The one thing about him which 
Pendleton noticed was that most of the 
loops in his ea.rtridge ibelt were empty, and 
that there was a dar� ring around the muz­
zle of his gun; · 

" Lost my· company," explained the man, 
dropping into the dr�e about the fire, " and 
I'm !too fired to find it. Fightin's hard 
work. ca.n· I have some o' yer grub?" 

T}!.ey made him drowsily welcome and 
the smoke from his pipe joined theirs. 

"�ll ye what," he beg�n, " that was 
somiTthin' of a fight. You f�Uers don't 
kno!f nothin' about it yet. Wait 'till ye'er shelljld onct ! Say, every time one o' them 
things goes oft ye jump nigh out o� yer 
clo tlies ! " 

P�ndleton shook himself fully awake. 
" �uts l "  he said in deep scorn, " this regi­

ment.�on the battle!. You've been merely 
sboo�g· at something while we've been do­
ing tjhe :fightiDg. You don't know anything 
abocit .war; we do! : Brown, is. there any 
way lo£ putting on your socks so they won't 
wrinkle? " 
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WliKM I �VA.s· KiiiG 
OP. DOT:EL-'r.ABA.GO � �ALTEll I• KIJIIGSLBY 
.�mrott's NOTE.-For y� there was quasi-recog- ' Governments to maintain . my royal dig­

mllon, by the Pow�rs, or King Burk.e, a _beacb-com�er nity -which was all a .v�ry queer thing for 
who set up an Independent state .Jh the Chma. r ' A • . . 

d 
. .  

Sea. In modem history this is the only instAnce or a ree born. -'!len�n to 0. 
such an arbitrary political establishment save the To-day 1t lS a Joke. Seven year.; ago 
�ne that is hen;alte� na�ated. T_.he author is n�w the day this is written it was a very serious 
m New Yo�k C1ty, m p�va�e busmess, and leadl!'g matter for all coi)J:erud: .a· serious matter a peacdul hie, thou$h W1th1n the past ten years ·be "th f 'd ' 1 h 11 has had adventures �nnumenible in vario\IS parts or Wl a very; unny s� e� s ?- assume 
the world. The Botei-Tabago aHair washis greatest, the narrator s prerogative of leavmg out the 
�s it assumed C�r a time. a very �o� n�ture, bnv- names of, a few gentlemen whose present 1n!l . dev�ope_d mto an mtemational n�c1dent at a official connections would not allow me the cntlcal llme 1n the East. As secret-serVIce agent for • • 

h · f · d · 0 foreign governments, nc:Wll and diplomatic corre- hberty of relating t .eit ormer omgs. ne 
spondent for vnrious newspapers and governments, was then an . Amencan State Department 
and advance. agent fo� exploration _a.nd develop- official and is now high "io the cotmcils of 
ment comp!lmes, Mr. Km&'ley would 10 t�e natu_r&l. his Governmen t. Two others were the course or his career encounter some very mtercsting • . . d cxpericnas; but that he should become nn Oriental comman�crs of fore�gn war vessels, an yet 
king is, to say the least, amazing, and merely shows another 1s a Wall·· Street mao o( the very 
to what extent the true adventurer will go. highest standing. What is a new king good 

for ii he domain has not some valuable [I]N THE days at Albany when the commercial or strategic point in it? 
Governor's staO: was clad in My late kingdom and my grief-stricken 
uniforms justly famous for their former 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 general. · character of the islands is that oi 
stair of Governor David B. Hill. All the e11tinct volcanic crater!! 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 lion of centuries has created.a set of reef!l 
very well. One night� more as a joke than that are . a peril ;of the 6rsf magnitude to 
anything else, he gave me the gorgeous out- any large vessel. : The usulf.l vegetation of 
fit. It , was a wonder to behold with its that latitude is found there, and the sea 
masses of gold braid, and something. el� 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 la.sting desire to wear that splendor. habitants are in no danger of starvation. 
I dreamed of donning it with some real pub- In time I might ha.ve been able to intr:oduce 
lie reason for so doing. Eventually I at- steak and chops into the insular cuisine but 
tained my ambition, but I bad to become a 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 �lands in the Pacific, and to com.- own fireside into the wido world has ever 
bat the Japanese, English and ' Russian seen a cutlet or even .beard o( one. ' 

48 
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I did not hive time to establish my ashore land I earned the unjrorm with me. 
census · bureau any farther tbJ,n picking I put 1t oti in the bush 'and appeared in 
out mY.: Secretary of the Interior, so that I some state and dignity be�ore a group of the 
am unable to state the exact nwnber of leading citizens gathered !around a lire. I 
people on the ·  i!:;lands. As .a rou'gll•. guess I broach�d the subject:of ml!' �iitg ove_r their 
am proud to· say they would total between rule an� found them.. now1,5e averse ; m fact 
one and :two thousand. Racially, they are · the foregleam of toming splendor they got 
descen�nts oi the aboriginal hairy Ainos, from t�al uniform wu e�tremely alluring 
and, with. a tenacity that promised well for .and they persuaded me to assume the erinine 
their loyalty to my regime, they have then and there. 
clung to the good old ways of their pro- It was arranged tha� after I bad my king­
genitors in the maiter of a serene disre- dom e�tablished my companion was to re-: 
gard Cor convimtional attire and a pre- sign his commission and take cominand of 
dilection Cor eating with their fingers food my na'zy. The upshot of the �onCerence was 
cooked qn a hot ila.t stone. Also, they are· a Iorm�l proclamation to be published just 
sadly pr,otte to sudden action in moments after we sailed away, that I would return 
of wratJ1, and have often been knowri to shortlY;, prepared to take, hold, defenq, fin­
poke spears through visitors after carving ance, develop andin all ways justly and law­
them uPi with a variety of the q:-ook-blndcd fully g9vem the newly created Kingdom of 
Aris. ' Botel-Tabago. It would take some time to 

Previ�us to my elevation lo the throne I prepar� a constitution and more to explain 
was tfl:e editor bf a paper, the Daily Ad11er- it to them, but I could not thi�k of assuming 
liser, conducted in Yokohama by a Mr. an absblute desp9tisin over them.­
KnapP.:of Boston, and went in behnlf of my The! matter was kept quiet aboa.rd ship 
paper Of:l what was more or less of a jun- and I :Was half ·in<;lined to give up being a 
kcting: trip to the islands. The whaler king uhtil after I.had been in Yokohama a 
BcnjatrJin · Sewizll had been wrecked there few days and had' had a t.1.lk with a m� of 
an� �be crew bad �nd�r� frig�tful hard- tf:Je nain� �� Morris, or at least so I �ill call 
sh1ps· bef�re news� theu SltuatiC!n. reached him. )le lS now d�d,

,
but at that time he 

the «:��tstde world.;· Then a Bntish war- was o� of the powers 1n that Monte Carlo 
ship was ordered ftom the Yokohama sta.- of the! Orient, Portuguese Macao, and so 
tion to go in search of them. Leaving in terrific; had been tbe gambling going on 
baste, , I jammed � few things into a bag there and so serious had been �be spread of 
that already conb\.ined the amazing gold poker, ;craps and s0 on among the Orientals, 
braide� ,uniform. i · to the displacement ·oE native games, that it 

We lc�cated the islands easily and, as it looked as if Maa\o would sqoil see its last 
was the season of the trade wi,nds, anchored day � one of the world's great gambling 
in the · l� o� the prjncipal one��elteretl o:n reSQrt�. The gamblers must move some­
three sides, an4 �de a lanqmg in boats. where :or disperse and the independent Jting­
The c�taways w�re ov�rj'*'e� at their dom ol Botel-Tal>,ag� would be· a mpst e�­
rescue. ! The v�sel on whi�J _.,e 'bad co,me cellen place to ;which to transfer t�e1r 
being in: no haste to return aM-the officers · activi 'es. i 
wishin'g i to verily the navigation-chart In �y dreams I began to see a revenue to 
sound4ngs, we · bad abundant opportunity the state and incidentally · to the wise and 
for locik.ing about, and the thing that struck just ruler of �he same, of like nature to that 
me forcibly was �t t�ere was no political which ipours into the: coffers of the Prince of 
orgaru1�tion in lhe arcllipelago, no author- Mona¢o. In a shott time. it wa.S duly ar­
ity, n9 �pparent scivereignty, and :even the ranged that a large syndii:ate. of Oriental 
oldest and · �sest Botel-Tabagonian had gamblers should 6:nance the e_stablishmen t 
not Lh�: remotest . conception of ' whether of the I kingdom,· and I 'got the gold-braided 
they were an independent semi-anarch- raime�t o,ut where �. could see it all th� time 
istic sta�e or were be�g protected by some and plivately had�J;OYi heal:t mea!iure�e�ts 
on�f the Powers. It looked to me as if it takeior a modest: }:lut artistic crown.· 
were �p�n se&S4l)D �or �ingdoms in that re�on In okohama, •Jte!l I �etumc:d,. "'as: a 
and I ;b�gan �lkinK· the matter over �1th . mem r of a great New York ftnanc1al firm 
one ot !my friends . among the officers� . on a ur arowtd the 'world; and when the 

One� evening'' w�; ha4 a quiet excu�iOD estab�sluneot of my !kingdom was being 



so Adventure 
freely. talked about in the Oriental papers 
he sent bis secretary to see me. Aiter a 
serieS of con.rerences 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
Jion 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 to send a deputation to The Hague forth­
with. No one of the greatP�?wers could have 
had a set of rulers who felt the weight of 
their responsibilities more, and the only 
limit to our ambitions ·was the fact that 
there was not a Lhing on the islands that 
could have been marketed for five dollars 
for the world's consumption. 

Nevertheless we went busily on preparing 
to establish a line of steamships, or at least 
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 {or- suitable teachers who 
understood the islanders' speech, to teach 
them English and open the· public schools. 

The United States had ordered from 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 discovered that the men who 
had passed the boflts were drawing more pay 
frQm th� ship-building firm than they were 
from Washington ... The result was that sev­
era�- such were started for "jail and thcrv- was 
a very fine shallow-draft navy offered for 
sale. . 

I had ordered some rather handsome royal 
stationery which read : 

KINGSLEY 1., KING .O!' DOTEL-TABACO 

and on this, after consulting q�y backers, I 
wrote to the. firm at Uraga a. made a bid 
for all the boats for ·the juse � my �ation. 
The entire amount involved: was about 
SI,8oo,aoo, but that would hav.e been forth­
coming from two sources whiP the day of 
reckoning came. 

· ''-

I 
Consuls, ministers, a.mb�dors and Ior-· 

eign ministries had been t�l;ing the matter 
lightly: until this o.ffer · :wa�wmade public. 
When it · was pla#J_ that it was very likely 
that the boats vitluld be bought, would be: 
takem'from Japan and would be used, then 
there was a gigantic stir.. Cablegrams bega.� 

· to fly to London, St. Petersburg, Tokio and 
. Washington, and the .Power.; were won­
dering what to do. ·It looked as if sever� 
dignified governments ·were about to be 
made to look very ridicUlous .. . Still, no one 
of them wanted to b� :made ridiculous alon� 
and my path conijnued clear. . 

I then inserted an advertisement calling 
for trained army and .navy men, soldiers of 
fortune, to enlist iD ' my army and navy. 
The East is full of'tilen ·who are " ex" from 
«;Yery large army . and navy Of the world 
and I had a torrent of applications. 

There was no questio.n that there would 
be terrific pressure brought to bear from 
Americans resident or interested in the Orient 
aDd from the Pacific �oast to have Washing­
ton come to my support if ·need be. Two or 
three important international - 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 whop1 they belonged and the 
consequence was that it was plain that the 
people of the. islands were entitled to select 
their own rUler ' and maintain their own 
government. So far � they were con­
cerned I knew · that I would be King of 
Botel-Tabag(;> ju;;t as long as Norman 
Mac"'s gubernatorial !i-taff uniform held 
out or till 59me man �J?peared in the i�­
lands wilh one m.ore gorgeous. · 

Morris wa.S wild to get the kingdom mov­
ing along a.t once and �fter 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 chmlce.s till I returned to.my 
kingdom ot:. sent some able representative 
there to hold down the throne until I could 
get b.,ck and sit .on it; ; 

There was so much• to do in the way of 
orgai:lization that I could ·not leave foreign 
soil and go home just then,. and we picked 
out one of our· ·number and sen� 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. lood 
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supply at once, and some coolles to start 
civiliz�d gardemng. . 

It ;js just as well to say tba:t· he arrived 
with but one cow aUve and that the first 
time she mOOed after she got" �n shore the 
nation ran ov.er to the other side of the 
islarid, brave men as they were, having 
never seen so large a.nd fierce a thiDg as a 
cow: 

Ah, those : were busy days! Chartering 
a smaU vessel to 'take the court and the 
royal retinue to Botel-Ta.bago, buying 
fireworks for: the coronation ceremony, re� 
vising specifications for the armament of 
the navy an� th!l munitions Ior the army, 
signing commissions of officers of _ both, 
conferring vlith the officers of ·cable com­
panieS to get the best bid for a 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 bead­
quarters during my stay in Japan, and one 
morning, as :I · WJ5 giving an audience to a 
Vermont Demoorat, far from homeJ who 
w�nted to pec?fne a naturalized ci'tizen, 
the court chaml.ferla.in brought in the card 
of Baron--, �n official of the Japanese 
Foreign O.ffi�e. � . 

I realized tha.t the straits were narrow­
ing 3:Jld, going ':behind the door, donned 
my toy-al �ppa:rel ,and ·tfl the visitor 
shown In. . .. .- . f . 

Wi'th an �nfailing smile, that- iny sternest 
front!c�wd pot djsconcert,f,1l; informed _me that :his (;9ve�nment � - _ taken careful 
co�nce of my honora&le 'Pretendership 
and begged to iDform me that-it could not 
permit me to return to my kingdo,m and 
assume the :rule: thereof and requested me 
to abdicate. j  . ' ; · : 

I :declined an� . as)ted what the ground.s 
were Cor the rCiquest on the part of his 
Government. 

}Je produced a copy of the articles of con­
vention �f the treaty of peace that le�­
nated the �� between China and Japan 
as ·�'be big� coriten!J,ing· parties, by which 
Japan a.cquiied : v�ous territories and: is­
lands which I sball :Dot trouble to mentiori, 
and he asserted: that these included Botd­
Ta9�go. 

I pointed out to him that DQ specific men­
tio� I was' made of1,!he islapds and that by 
all ·tbe usages of r:·ternational law he was 
no. ·dealing with 1a pretender but with a 
royaJ potentate clicr.;en by the people of the 
real� in dispute. · . _ 

H� could not �: it in that way and again 
asked for my abdication. I regret to say 
thati most of my {!-binet had gone out the 
back door or found their. ministerial duties 
callihg them elsewhere so that they were not 
present to witness �e his�oric scene in which 
I defied the oppreSsor of my small but beau-
ill ul land. · 1 

The Baron, wit� a smile that was almost 
tearful, produced !a warrant for my arrest 
and, using one ofi my own court function­
aries a.s a messenger, sent for the police to 
assist him in escorting me to the station and 
thence to Tokio. . 

This was reall� too bad, as in two days 
we should ha.vc �ee for Botel-Tabago and 
in all truth and sirlcerity it might have made 
some difference in' 'the history of the world. 

Japan and ·Rus�a were preparing for their 
great struggle. No one believed that it 
could be averted.1 All the nations were on 
the verge of an attack of nerves. If, lor 
ins�ce, as Gre�t Britain was allied with 
JaPtn, Getmany was .on the fence and 
France was allied;' with Russia, 1!-nd the Uni­
ted .States was s king to conserve her own 
interests, some di lo�atic offi.dal of F:rance 
had given my �gdom an offidal endorse­
ment, the Rus$-n-Japanese war might 
never have oc�·ed, through the fear of the 
Powers that othe would be drawn into it, 
or it  ·might have orced others into the eon­die�. It was tb}very time for an aspiring 
Am�ricap to pic up a small kingd�m 4n 
t�OSe. WaterS 8.n I be a:llowed to get a._way 
wtth It. i 

Ii do not wish to betray any confidences, 
as li said in the b�nning, and I will not say 
whl!.t steps were �en to give me support in 
this my hour of 'trial, but the thing went 
ro�d and round the world iD diplomatic 
cable cipher, ·with an expenditure and �x­
citement that were enormous. 

Meanwhile I was hale!f to Tokio and was 
a pnsoner thoug� Shown every courtesy and 
so�e rather amusiDg honors.; _ When we; 
arriv!ld there I �w� taken b�!ore . Count 
Komura, the fa o\ls Japanese statesman, 
theh the Ministe . of Foreign AJiairs, and he, after regretting that the situation was such 
tha� I could not be presented to the Em-

1 I 
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peror as a visitor of royal rank, again re­
quested my abdication. Once more I de­
dined and we went· over the snme ground as 
I had with the Baron who had brough t me 
I rom Yokohama. 

When we came to the point o( the failure 
or the articles of convention to specify 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 
very like one finger crooked a little and two 
fingers crossed over it. The meaning is very 
similar to u & " as a sign for "et cele-l'a!' It 
is much stronger and more elastic, however, 
.It did cover Botel-Ta.bago unless the Chin­
ese Government l\'as 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 
ei ther on its own behalf or on tlle behalf of 
me and my friends. If I doubted this, 
Cl'luut Komura begged me to read some tele­
grams which were addressed to me and r-· ·-

rnHE Usbomc alTair, though very 
remarkable and presenting many · curious features, was never made 
p!lblic, for reasons which will 
quickly become appa;�•ent. 

It occw-red in this way. Y,.tst before 
eight o'clock one misty mi}Tning last 
Autumn· Captain Richard Usbnrne, of the 

which he regretted that he had been unable 
to give me sooner, after having intercepted 
them. 

There was one from }4'onis to say that the 
Americ;m Minister to Japan had been in­
structed to do nothing, and: �he other was 
from the man we. had sent from Kalung. 
He was back at KiLlung and wired me that 
he had held the throne down as long as he 
could without a uniform.but had failed and .. 
would I get him a ticket to Yokohama. 

Of ceurse there is nothing more touchiiig thal}...Macau.Iay's interpretation of the mind 1 
of �es !. as he went to Lhe blodt, and 
the scene of which Rkhelieu was the center, 
as power and all things slipped through his. 
thin yellow fiDgets,. 'is. one of the most pa­
thetic in all history ; but I never sec the 
picture of Napoleon st.a,nding on the cliffs at 
St. Helena, gazing off t� ·sea where Jay the 
empire that once was his; but a lump comes 
in, my thxoat and I think of the day that I 
slowly dipped my pen in that Japanese ink 
and wrote the first abdication of the first 

Americ!.m king and .perhaps the last. 
I will get even yet. 

Royal Engineers, and myseU were strolling 
together up . and down the platform at 
Liverpool Street SLation·, awaiting the arri­
val of the Hook. of Hollr.nd boat-train. We 
had our eyes well about' us, for a man was 
coming to London in secret, nnd we members 
of the Secret Service were there to meet 
bhn, to examine his credenlinls nnd to pas:; 
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him on to tile 'proper quarter -lo. be qu¢s­
tioned and to receive payment"""-substan-· 
tial p�yment--for : his confidential infor-
mation. ' 1 • 

I had ! arranged the �isit of· the _stranger 
through �ne of. our secret agents, .a.- German· 
living in:Berlinj but as I had nev'er met the 
man about to arriv'e: we had arranged that 
I should hold · a pale..green envelope half· 
concealed in my handkerchief raised to my 
nose, and-. that he should do the same. 

14By Jove, Jerniqgham," Dick Usborne 
was saying, " this will be ·a splen�d coup­
Lhe . revelation of all that is going OD in 
secret iat Krupp's I The Department ought 
to make you a special grant for such a serv­
ice. l·hope; however,, he added, glancing 
about. him ·with 50me suspicion, " I  hope 
no!le ·?fJ our Ger� f.,iends have �iod .of 
this vwt. If so 1t Will 'fare badly With him 
when :h� gets back to Essen." 

I had,kept my ey� well about me and was 
satisfied that no secret agent of Germany 
was pi;eSent. · 

A moment later the train drew into the 
station :an� -amid the cro�d I quickly dis­
tinguisli.ed a short, stout, middle-aged man 
of _ csse4tially Teutonic appearance; with a handk�f��f tp hiEfacc;and in it an.-envelope 
exacll1isimila1 to y qwn . 

.Our• greeting w · . ha'sty. S-wiftly we -put 
hinHD,tp the t4xi �-erbad m readiness, and as 
we drove along h :P.roduced certain creden­
tials; �n,'clu�ing- a �;tter of introduction from 
my fdepd In. :Berl�;��:� . 1 I:I�trl Gun���hifh was the name by 
whic�! re k.il�w · bii:niapp� extremely nervous lest his presence Ul -London should 
�e �o��� True!: �e was �Ieceive for his . 
mfonnll.tion 11-D-d' !  for. certain docwdents 
which !he carried :� his· br4st �ket , two 
thou#d podnd� :qf Secret �ce · money·, :  
but he; seemed wdl! aware ot t.be ruin w;hich · 
wouldlbefall him jj the-arg0�ed Govem-· 
ment «;f Gemiany: tiec.8.me aware ·of his asso-ciation with-'Ps. ! ! . .  w� !had; -�th -wl.tnessed .such misgifings 
on th� part of·inloi'ID8nts-before., Therefore, 
we �e�eated· �ur �urances in Ge.-man;.....for 
the ·s�ger ;did· pot speak E!lgli$11, and -ah 
St. qement 1 D�� �hur� m the Str�� 
I s�ped tl:i.e .ta::D and ahghted, for :D1ck 
Usbdme was:to- iconduct our friend to the 
ho�! .of our" c�ef, �eral Kennedy; : iD 
Cur�n-Str� it not;bei�:�g coilsideredjudi� 
ciou·lor. ,Gunther ·to be taken -to the War 
Offiee� · 

The Germa1:1 was to return again by the 
· Hook of Holland route at nine o'clock- that 
-same night, therefore he · had brough,t no 
·baggage. Secret visits of this character are 
always !Jl&de swiftly. The Dritish public 

· are i�- blissful ign�rance of how many for­
eigners come to our �bores and tell us what 
we most desire' to know-for a substantial 
consideration. 

· 
On the day in question I played golf 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 goU-club, and about 
ten o'clock that night entered my rooms in 
Shaftesbury Avenu�; where I found a tele­
gram lying upon th� table. 

It had been despatched from the Brighton 
station at Victoria at 6.30, and read: 

.-\m at Wl'bster'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 V1ctoria-a cheap, obscure little place in which I knew Usbomc 
had sometimes hidden himself under the 
name of Mr. Clarke, for we are often com­
pell�ed to assume fictitious name� and also 
to k queer company. . 

y had he so" suddenly gone into hid-
ing? What had occurred? · 

At once I took a cab.along Victoria Street 
and alighted befor� the house which .was, 
to aU puf\>oses, a private one save Ior the 
lamp outside which stated it lo be a hotel. 

The black.-bearded little manager whoin 
1 had met once 'before told me that my 
friend had arrived there at noon and taken 
a room, but that at t�o o'clock he had gone 
out and had not returned. 

"And he left no message for me?_" I asked. 
"None, sir." "Did he bring a:ny luggage? " 
" Mr. Clarke seldom brings any luggage,' '  

was the man's reply. 
I was puzzled. If Dick wished to see me 

so urgently, he wq�d surely have remained 
at the hotel. . He was ·aware I was going out 
to gplf, although I had not told himwhere 
I intended pla.ying. . 

While we were .speaking I saw 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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unable to come to me, which appeared that 
he [�red to go forth rest he should be recog­
nized. I knew that Dick Usbome, whose 
ingenuity and daring were unequaled by 
any in our service, was a marked man. 

Bolh 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 ascertain. 

From where I stQOd i.o the haU I beard 
her knock and then try the door. She rat­
tled it, apd called to him. By that I knew 
it was locked-on the inside. 

· ' 

Instantly I ran up tl_le stairs and, banging 
at the door, called my comrade by name. 
:Qut there was no response. 

The key was still in the lock on the other 
side, so a few minutes later we burst open the 
door by force and rushed into the dark room. 

The manager lighted the iron gas-jet, and 
by its light a startling sight was presented. 
Lying near the fireplace in a biLI.f-crouch­
ing position, 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 
plain by the contortion of. the body that he 
had 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 
for death. A doctor, hastily SUIJlmoned 
from round the corner in Vauxhall Bridge 
Road,·was equally without any clue. 

" Suicide, I should think," he exclaimed 
wheri he had finished his examination. 
" By poison, most probably, but there is no 
trace of it about the mouth!' 

Then, turning to the police-inspector \Vho 
had just entered, he added: u 

" The door was locked on the inside. It 
must ther�fore have been silicide." 

"The gentleman was a friend of yours, 
I belie.ve, sir?"'' asked ·the inspector, ad­
dressing ine. 

I replied in the affirmative, but declared 
that he was certainly not the man to com-
mit suicide. , 

" There's been foul play....;bf that I'm 
positive! '! I declared emphatitally. 

" But he locked him&elf il•," the hotel 
manager .argued. " He. must have reen­
tered unobserved." 

" He was waiting here for me. He wishec;l. 
to speak to me," I replied. , : 

The theory held by all present, however, 
was thil.t it was suicide, t,berefore the in­
spector expressed his · intention of having 
th� body conveyed to the Pimlico mortuary 
to await the usual post-mortem. 

I then took him asi.de down-stairs a�d, 
telling him in confidence who I was and 
what •. office my dead friend held, I said: ' 

'4 I. must ask you; iospect'or, to lock ue 
the room and leave everything undisturbea 
until I have made a lew inquiries myself. 
The public must be ,allowed to believe it j1 
case of suicide, �t before we take any 
action I must consult my Chief. You, on 
your part, will please hlfonn Superintendent 
Hutchinson of the . . ·C.· I. Department at 
Scotland Yard t.bi.t' 1 '·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 explaining .brielly �y startling dis-
covery. . 

"That's most ·remarkablel" he cried, 
greatly upset·· at heari.og of our poor col­
league's death. " Captain Usbome brought 
the man Gw:i.ther here just after Dine, and 
we had breakfast together. Then he left, 
promising to ret\U'D at�three to again take 
charge of the stianger. He arrived about 
a quarter past three, and both. he and the 
German leit in &• four-wheeler. That is the 
last I saw of 'either of th�m." · · 

11 GunUaer was • to leave to-night on his 
return to Es'sen. Has he gonel " I asked. 

" Who knows?�' excl(Limed the shrewd gray�h�ed little man.> ' 

" We must find. him,'tl said. Then after 
a moment's :reftectioil, , I added: •• I must 
go to Liverpool Street·Station at once." 

"I can no� 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. 

" U.sbome has been assassinat�, sir," 
I declared with emphasis. " He was mf best 
frierid. We have -often been in tight corners 
on the Continent together. . May I be per­
mitted to pursue the investigation qtysell?"  

"By · all mealis, · ii you really believe it 
was not a case of suicide." 
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1' It was not ....:.....Of that I'm quite certa:in." 
I was suspicious of Guntlitlr. The Ger­

man might: have been an i�postor after all. 
Yet -at Webster's Dick had ·.not been seen 
with any cOmpanion. He had simply gone 
ther� alone[ in order to wait fpr, me. 

For wha.t reason? Aye, that was the 
question. 

WiJ,h aU haste 1 drove down to Liverpool 
Street. On. my way I took from my pocket 
a slip of pape�the receipt from a tourist­
agency for the fi.rst-class return · ticket be­
tween London and Essen which I had scot 
to GUDthet. It bore the number of the 
Gew:man's ticket. At the inspector's office 
I was shoWn all the tickets collected from 
passengers departing by the boat-train, and 
amohg them found the German's ·voucher 
for the journey from Liverpool Street to 
Parkeston Quay. . 

I hai:l 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 Darker, who.ha.d been sent to me 
by Superintendent Hutchinson, the uni­
fo�ed police having now been withdrawn 
fro�- the ho.u� 
: Alone, in tha, small sitting-room, we took 

counSel. Barker. I knew to be a very clever 
investigator otcrime, hi3 specU!Jty being 
the tracing an arrest of alien criminals who 
seek asylum _ London and for whose 
extradition their own countries apply. 

" I've �en �e body of the unfortunate 
gentleman," he said. " l3v.t I can deteft no 
suspicious circum!ltances .. · Indeed, for aught 
I can see, he might ba.v�'h>cked ;himself in 
and died of natural cause$-. · Ha.ve you any 
theory-of enemies, for ,ample?" 

" Ene�es! " ;  I cried. /IWJiy, Dick lJs­
borne was the most dating agent in our 
Service ! It was he who discovered and exposed that clever German agent SchultZ, 
who tried to secure the ' plan of the new 
Dreadnought. Only six months ago he 
cleared out a nest of German spies down at 
'Beceles, and it was he who scented arid dis­
cJvered the secret store of German riftes and 
ammunitioli near Burnham-on-Crouch -in 
Essex . . But probably you -k�ow nothing of 
that. W�'ve kept its discovery carefully to 
ounelves for fear of creating a panic. Dick, 
however, -had a narrow escape; The night 
he broke In� the �ellars of the country inn 
where the depot bad been atablished he was 

discovered by t�e landlord, a Belgian. The 
latter secured him with a rope, with a view 
to handing him over next day to the tender 
niercies 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 bolUld to have 
enemies-and vengeful ones, tdo," I added. 

The mystery was full of pu�ling 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 Sfreet, but after that hour nothing 
more had been seen of him until we had 
found him dead. 

The chief points were, first, the reason he 
had so suddenly: gone into hiding, and, sec­
ond, why h� fe�red to. come round to my 
rooms, although: he desued to consult me. 

Sending Bark�r across to Victoria Station 
to despatch a te1egram, I ascended alone to 

. the dead m�n's · room and·, turning up the 
gas, made a minute investigation. Some 
tom paper was in the fireplac� telegraph� 

· form . This. I pieced together and in sur­
prise found it .to: be a draft in pencil of the 
telegram I had teceived-but 'it was not in 
D�'s handwriqng. _ · 
·1. searched my dead friend's pockets, but 

there -was nothing in them of any use as 
clue. Men of i:ny profession are usually 
vety careful never to carry anything which 
ml(y reveal their identity. I carefully ex­
airiined even the body of Dick himself. 
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. . 
' 'While bending· over .. my dead friend I 
lhou�t I detected a sweet perfume, and 
ta� out his hai?dkerchicf placed it to my 
nosl s. The scent was a subtle and de­
lig�tful one that I never remembered ·hav­
in smelt before-like the fragrant odor of 
a: ttag�en ' on a Summer's night. But 
Di k was 5omething of a dandy, therefore it 
w�tit: surprising that he should use the 
la�est ashionable perfume, 

· 
· .  gazed again upon the poor white face 

I �otjced lor � 6rst ·time that upon· the 
ch.ek, just belo� the left eye, was a slight 
but curious_mark upon the ftesh, a faint but 
co.!nplete red' ci�de, perhaps _a li.ttle larger 
than a finger ring, while outside it, at equal 
di�tances; 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 existence 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. 

Darker 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 u� 

· absolutely nothing. Therefore we decided 
to wait until the post-mortem 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 ha.d been prescnl, 
the latter said: 

" Well, gentlemen, the cause of death is 
still a complete mystery. Certa.in features 
induce us �o suspect sqme vegetable poison, 
but whether self-administered we can not 
tell. The greater number of vegetable poi­
sons, when diffused through the bodr, are 
beyond the reach of chemical analySis. If 
an extract, or inspissated juice, be admin­
istered, or U the pojson were in the form of 
infusion, tincture or decoction, a chemical 
analysis would be . of no avail. I am about 
to make an analysis, however, and will in­
form you of its result." 

I made inquiry regarding the curious 
rihg-like mark upon the cheek, but one of 
the doctors, in reply, answered: " It was not 
present to-day. It bas-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 �heinischer Hoi. From his man.ner 
I knew at once that be was innocent of •ny 
connection with the strange. affair. · I had 
indeed made inquiry and ascertained that 
be was no impqstor, but one of the chief 
foremen ·at Krupp's Cast Steel Works, that 
vast establishment which supplies several 
of the great Powers o.f Europe with cannon. 

When I told him of the strange occurrence 
in London he stood dumbfoundid. 

"The Captain called fc;>r m� at Curzon 
Street,'�. he said in Gennail, "and we drove 

in a cab to his dub, in Pall ;Mall, I think he 
said it wa:s; We had · a smoke thete, and 
then, just at dusk, h� said he had a call to 
make� so we Look a taxi-cab and drove a 
long \vay, across a bridg�ver the 
Thames, I suppose it was. . 

" Presently we pulled up .at ,t}te comer of 
a narrow stl'eet in ·a poor quarter and he . 
alighted, telling rite that he would be · absent only ten minutes or· so . .  I waited, 
but though one hour pass�, he did not re­
turn. For two whole hours I waited, then, 
as. he did not come back and: I feared I • 
should lose my train, I told the driver to go 
to Lh•erpool Street. He· understood me, 
but he charged me eighteen marks lor the 
fare." : 

" And you did not �ee \.ne Captain again?" 
" No. I had something to eat at the 

buffet an� left for Germ�nr,." , 
"Nothing happened while you were w1th 

lhe Cap lain? "  I· askie�t ' ···I  mean nothing 
whjch, in · the light of what has occurred, 
might be COnsidered SUSpiCiOUS? II 

" Nothing whatever," was the Genna.n's 
reply. " He met h!)body while with me. 
The only curious fact 'Yas the appointment 
he kept; and his non-return." 

In vain I tried to learn into what suburb 
of London be had·.been take1:1 ; therefore 
that same night I again left for London via 
Brussels and Ostend. • 

Next day I c.alled upon Professor Sharpe 
in Wimpole Street to ascertain the result 
of his analysis. 

"I'm sorry to � 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 
proces!!fs can not discover.:in the body. It' 
is a common f�lacy that a11 poisons can be 
traceci. Some�of �em admit of no known 
mea·ns.of detection, , A few.sJiccs of the roo t 
of the amanthe crocala, Jor instance; will 
destroy liie in an hQur, yef no poison of any 
kind has been: separated from this plant. 
The same may be said of the African ordeal 
bean, aDd of the decoction and infusion of 
the bark of laburnUm.." 

"Then you are 'frilhout theory-eb?" 
" Entirely, Mr. Jemingham. As regards 

poisoning, I. may have been misled by 
appearances, yet my colleagues at the post­
mortem could find nothing to indicat� death 
from �tural causes. It' is as extraordinary, 
in fact, as all the other circumstances.·� 

I left the house in despair.. All Barker's 
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efforts to assist .tpe had been without avail, 
and now that a :v,:eek had paSsed, and my 
dead friend had been interred at Wok.ing, 
I felt all further effort to be usel�. · 

Perhaps, after all, I had juriiped 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 his adven- · 
turous career, I doggedly adhered to my 
first opinion. 

Day a(ler day, and with infinite care, 
I 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 efforts 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. h!.d drafted that telegram which bad broug t me to Wilton Road? 

Of the manag. r at Webster's I learned 
that Mr. Clark$ad for some months past 
been in the habi of meeting there a young 
Frenchman ila Dupont engaged in a 
merchant's officttin the city. At our head­
quarters I searched the file of names. and 
addresses of our !u {ri�nds," }lut bis �as not 
among them. I therefor�· contrived afte·r 
several weeki> of patient w•l.ching to make 
the. a�quaintance of the ,y\>iulg man, whq 
lived lin lodgings in Brook Green. Road, 
.Hammersmith, but after .�onSiderable o� 
scrvaLion, my· suspicions w�tr�·dispeUed. The 
reason of his meetiJ!g · with Dick was, · no 
doubt.� to give information, but of what 
natur� I could not siU'IIU&e. From Dupont'� 
empl�yers I learned that he was 1n Brussels 
on bqsiness for the firm on the day of the 
crhne; . 

There had apparently: been some motive 
in lr�ing to entice me to that obscure hotel 
earlie!:' in the evening of the tragedy. Per:­
sonally I did not now believe that Dick 
had �ent me that telegram. Its dc:Spatc� 
had �en part of the conspiracy whicJl had 
terminated so fatally. i 

Nearly nine months went by. Onl more 
than �ne occasion· th'e Chief had referred to 
J)OOr ;nick's mysterious end, expres�ing a 

strong belie( that my su5picions were UD· 
founded. Yet mj opinion remained un­
changed. Usbornel had, I felt certain, been 
dorie, .to death by one .who was a veritable 
artist in crime. 

The mystery would no doubt have re;­
mained a mystery imtil this day bad it not 
been for an incident which occurred about 
three months ago. 

I had been sent to Paris to meet, on a Ctl'­
tain evening, in the cafe of the Grand Hotel, 
a person wbo oJiered · to sell us information 
which we were very anxious to obtain 
regar'ding military .authority along the 
Franco-German frontier. 

The person in question turned out to be a 
chic and smartly . dressed Parisiellne, the 
dark"haired wife df 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 confi­
dence whispered lin French that at her 
apartment ib .�the, rue de Nantes she had 
a number of .imp�rtant documents relating 
to German. military operations· which her 
husband had secured and was anxious to 
dispOse of. ii I cared to accompany her I mig�'inspect them. 

� e lady's apli,rtment, on the third ftoor 
of a arge house, proved to be quite a luxu­
rious little place, furnished with great taste, 
and when she hadj ushered me into her little 
salon, she left me• for a few moments.- We 
were alone, she �d, for it would not be wise 
for any one to know that she �ad sold infor­
mation of such vitill importance to England. 
Her !husband would get into serious trouble 
for 'Dot placing it at the disposal of the 
French Ministry of War. 

Alfew moments later she returned, lia.ving 
taken o.ii her hat and coat, bear�g a small 
black portfolio sutb as is used by business 
me� in France. Seating me at a table and 
staqding by my �de, she placed the papers 
befdre me and I �an a earefutperusal. 

I suppose I must have been thus occupied 
for some ten, �utes, when slowly, very 
slowly, I felt bSi. steal around my neck. 

In an instan : rang to uiy feet. The 
truth that I had . a ng suspected was 
nov), plain. Facing her, I cried: · "fomanl � �ow you ! Th� �ocuments · 
are ure fabnca!-l)ons-prepared m order to 
ent ap me hereiJ I believed that I recog� 
ni7A!d you at Jirstr-now I am convinced! "  

",Why, monsieur I "  she exclaimed in a 
voicte of �proach: � <What do you m�an? " · 
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"I mean, mademoiselle, that it was you­

you, Julie Bellanger--who killed my friend 
Dick Usbome because he exposed you as 
a spy of Germany!" I cried. 

" Ki!Ted your friend ! "  she gasped, trying 
to laugh. "You are mad, m'sieur! "  

" Yes, you killed him !  �d shall I ex­
plain to you how you accomplished it?" 
I said, looking strajght into her dark eyes. 
" Usborne had become friendly with you in 
Bec.cles, and you never suspected him in 
connection with the Secret Service.. Among 
other things, he gav.e you a bottle of a new 
and extremely rare perfume which he had 
brought C.rom Bucharest-that perfume whl,ch 
is now upon you. As S09fl as we met to-nitht 
I recogmzed its fragt:ance. WeD, Usborne 
having convinced himself · that you were 
engaged with others in gathering informa· 
tion in Suffolk for the General Staff in 
Berlin, informed t\le police and you �ere 
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 Usbome went, but 
almost instantly on his arrival you paid 
your bill and .left lhe hotel, taking your lug­
gage to the cloak-room, across at Victoria. 
You then watched my friElnd 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 tenor came into her eyes as she 
rea�zed the intimateness of my knowledge. l 
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 examine 
them, just as I have done. Suddenly you 
placed your arm about his neck, while with 
yo�r right hand you stuck the needle yr the 
little hypodermic syringe-the one you now 
bold in Y!:!ur hand there-into the nape of 

his neck- where you iu.e-W that the puncture 
would be concealed by the hair. It contained 
a deadly vegetable poison-u it does now I •: 

" It's a liel "  she cried.. . " You ca�'t 
prove it! "  • · . 

11 I can, for as you held h,im you pressed 
his )eft cheek against ·the breast of yqur 
blo�, against that little circular broo� 
you tre now wearing-the ring · with four 
diamonds set at equal �tances around :it, 
The mark was left there-upon his face! "  

She stood staring a t .  me, unable to utter 
a word. · ' 1 

"After YO\! had emptied that syringe yo� 
held him until he lay dead. Then you re­
moved all traces oi your presence anq, 
stealing from: the· robin, turned the key 
from the outside by means or that tiny hand 
vise which I notice lies in the smaU bowl 
upon the mantelshell�: yonder. Afterward 
you crept downst>aiis·-'o.nd sent me a tele­
'ram, as though fr� . the man who had 
already died . by your hand. And, made­
moiselle," I added sev�rely, " I, too, should 
have shared the same fate, had I not recol· 
lected the smell ot t�e Roumanian perfume 
and seen upon your plouse the round brooch 
which produced . the red ring upon my 
friend's countenance !"· 

Then, without further word, I crossed to 
lhe telephont!· and,· takibg up the receiver, 
called the police. · 

· 
The womi.n, suddenly aroused by my 

action, dashed toward· me frantically to 
stay my hand, b�t she-:was too late. I had 
given warnins. · 

She turned to the door, but I barred her 
passage. � 

For a moment she loQked around in wild 
despair, then ere • I could realize her inten· 
tion or prevent her, she stuck the point of 
�e deadly needl�the.needle she intended 
to u,se upon. me beca� I had assisted in 
clearing out thQSe spres from Su.llolk­
deeply into her white, ,well-molded arm. 

Five minutes· later, ·.when two policemen 
came up the stairs to arrest her, they found 
her lying lifeless. · 



CARMEL!TA SOFIA McCAl\fN Carmeeleeta; me gud-il you don'i:. 1<:� �il' 
sat on the stringpiece of the stock. markit alone; an' it's E1esel f-1�l1r.t 
dock and twiddled her thumbs. was y'r daddy's best friencl-that's teiliil1 
There!·wasn't much else for her ye ! '.}<! 

to do. She was wofully out of pocket- <'•:aut, Doctor clear, Amaigamn,ed 2c:?-
money, and aU of Carmelita's precon- per--" 
ceived ideas of diversion required the " Has already cost yc more'n t.-.·o �;lou-
cooperation of a bank-account in at least sand dollars, by y'r own sho>vin'."  . 
four figures. Besides, Carmelita had been " But next �veek it's going down-dmvi.1 
sick-a, rare and ;most depressing experience -clown l "  
for her. Even now, in an· absent-minded " 'Where th' Wurtzburrgur fio·l..-s'-m<ty-
way, she pinched the perfect oval oi her be! .But you'll not be here to see it � "  
cheek between gently persu�ve thumb and " Oh, Doctorl Not just one 11�orc litt\0 
.finger in an unconscious effort to revive twist in its tail? " wheedled' Ca!'melita. 
some .of the gorgeous Gae�G�l)panish color- " With what-f'r th' love of her.,'en? 
ing that was her birthrlgbt, meanwhile From your own story y'are dead broki! dli� 
inl\·ardly reviling the pugri3clous little doc- minit' ! "  
tor who had ordered her off to Catalina's "There's the little bungalow· a t  �halon; 
sea-kiSsed shores in the dull season. 'and the store-" 

" Git. out of itl Git out of this whirrlpool !" "You'd never be selli1t' them? " 
he had said, with the privileged frankness of " They're not rented, so-why 11ol? 0 h 
the physician who, having ushered his pa- -all right !  Don't explode, Doctor! l 'm 
tient into the world and officiated at every too weak to pick up the pieces. I could 
bedside ceremony since, is not to be llood- mot:tgage-" 
winked after twenty-three years of service ";You'll do nothin' of the kind! "  growlc<� 
by a sparkling eye or a roguish tongue. the iDoctor wrathfully. · 
"Git out of it, or I'll no longer be r'spo�s'ble "['m of age!" 
for y'r liver, y'r complexion 'r y'r sanity! et'A fool woman's never of age! :;. pnlm-
Surc it'll be th' booby-hatch for yours, ised Terry to look after you, so ye'll pack n;1 

S9 
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y'r duds and be off on th' first bo3.t to Ava­
lon. ·  That's th' place ·that'll do th' trick­
my lady ! " . 

'' Dios tniol" wailed Carmelita ; 11 and 
what'll I be doing there at this time of the 
year? " 

· 
"Reslin' an' thinkin' of y'r siDs-an' 

goin' to bed with th' chickens." 
" The sea-gulls, you meau." 
" Eat three squa�:e meals a day, an' cook 

them y'seU; an' do enough housework to 
keep fro� gettin' fat," concluded the doctor 
implacably. · 1 

Cannelita groaned-:-but she went; for 
she knew as well as did her adviser that, 
having dropped six months� income in a 
week, it beliooved her to go into temporary 
retirement, as much for her health's ·sake as 
her reputntion 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 dollar.; 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 dear sunny day in the month 
of May she sat on the afore-mentioned 
string-pic:se of the dock-having nothing 
else to d�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 proguct of the incongruous. 
Her father, Terence---McCann-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 b� of 
which Carmelita had only narrowly escaped 
being boqa , the occasion-'-& jollification 
alter a phenomenal clean-up by the spas­
modically lucky Teny--ha.ving proven al­
most too great a shock to the lovely and 
ucitable Mrs. McCann. 

From this mother; boasting only the 
purest Andalusian blood, <f.rmelita had 
inherited her gorgeous lou� eMemhle, minus 
a pair of impudent gray �yes-� Irish as her 
daddy's own. Perversc;ly heri�emperament 
was her Cather's, whi{e. he�. the notable 
exception was a Ieline]ove a( soft, warm, 
sensuous things, a certain hauJhty, indolent 

I 
insouciance, oddly at variance with her 
quick wit aud Hibernian a�dacity . . Living 
the first twenty yean of her' life under the 
proud aod ind�t tutelage of the p.ot 
o�erly fastidioUs .Terry, she had, at his 
untimely demise, •graduated as a Soldier of 
Fortune in petticoats B.Jld, to the horror �� 
dismay of Teny's friend and uecp.tor, 
Doc�r Michael .Philbrick; proceeded 1 at 
once to take the mast dl!riDg liberties witjh 
the modest little�ompetence left by her father 
who, like most of his -ilk, had made many 
fortunes-and lost· them. 

All of which; ,.'tll��h parenthetical, ts 
necessary to a cotrect interpretation of the 
state or mind o£ Carmelita Sofia McCann 
as she dangled her ml..tirious 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 marooned, even in Paradise, 
was distinctly �.U:Jdesirable, 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 fitting set Ior a rendezvpus, 
quarrel, reco�cili&tion or engagement. But 
since the beautiful Catalina Island had been 

· the mise-etr-s'me for all of Carmelita's Sum­
mer escapades, s.he estimated its charms in 
a purely commercial way, and was dismiss· 
ing them as. unnegotiable assets when she 
be�e telepathically aware that she · w� 
under scrutiny, and sweeping the craft in 
sight for con6rm4tion, found it in the tell· 
tale points �f light against a darkly out­
lirie4 figure on board the Penguin, evidence 
that: argued binocula� in UDSCrllpwous 
hands. · 

Carmelita :smiled m)IStcriously. In spite 
of the apparent impoSsibility of the per­
formance, she rose leisurely aud giacefully 
to her feet aud stood for (uUy five minutes 
with wind-blown skirts and sun-kissed hair 
-a vivid, impressioaistic: figure ·outlined 
against the .blue of the bay and sky. 

Then, with her best Dianesque galt, she 
went . back to the Metropole to dress for 
dhiner. 1 • 

n 

F BABBINGTON CARTARET hiul. in 
. his forty-odd· years, been in many 

climes and cJone many things. Likewise he 
had been. known by many names 'and had 



Carmetita Sofia !McCann 61 ' ; ·.· 
boasted several nationalities. He was rather the i roots of his. hair should have been, 
pa.rti&l to his present r6le, �t of a nomadic .inte;tTupted ; 

· 
Englishman :of modetate means and spoit&- "jMcCann? Surely not 'Terry' McCann's 
man�� tas�es. It w;as a part, histrionically girl' She is? Well, well, well ! I knew her 
speak;ibg, wdl within his limitations, and fat�er in Los Aligeles twenty years ago." 
one for which nature, in the lilatter of feat- Then, drawing hiS �ompanion aside, he con­
jlres: and ooloring, and · circumstances-in tin'4ed : " Say! You are in luck, my boy. 
the gUise of a sojourn in Engl11-nd sufficiently Just you go a�moke a while; calm your 
long to permit his acquiring Lhe proper rai- agitated ner:r . nd let your l.!ncle Howell 
ment and atcent�had generously adapted follow up this lit � matter for you." 
him. · 

A few momenti later Carmelita's senti-
0. Howell Bubbidge, a rougher and less mental reverie was; interrupted by the clerk I 

subtle type of the cheuolier d'industrie, wa5 who bore 0. Howell's card on a silver 
the. owner of the private yacht .Penguin, tray. 
a handy li ttle craft with a very checkered " A  gentleman who says he knew your 
career. Rumor said that she had been used father back in '&7 in Los Angeles, Miss 
to entertain Royalty, also to smuggle Chin�- McCann, would greatly appreciate the 
mCD in from Lower California, and rumor hoqor of meeting you." ' 

was $S likely to be right in _one instanc«: a:s Carmelita read the name indifferenlly, 
the other. In any event, 0. Howell Bub- then fixed the inoffensive clerk with her 
bidge, .  through financial vicissitudes . innu- wide gray eyes. 
merable, had stuck to his possession o[ the 'cTell m�I really want to know," she 
Penguin with all the desperate loyalty of dra:wled SWElCltly; " do you make it up for 
a wo�an for her engagement solitaire. She them, George?" 
was a: conveniCDt thing to own, inasmuch " 'Pon my honor, Miss McC.ann--" 
as she was always ready to move on a mo· " It doesn't seem possible," interrupted 
ment's notic�not an altogether unde- Carme!ita sadly, "that such a dearth of 
sirable quality jill anything belonging to .a imagjnation could exist. Pardon the un­
gentleman of Q. Howell's roving, versatile w�hy suspicion, George; I really think if 
and, let US ssay I advent�ous disposition, tit� left it to. you, you could vary the 
; Having re tered at the Metropol�, monotony of the formula somewhat. How· 

t,hese two 'wor l:Ues were standing at the ever, you may : tell the gentleman-Mr. 
office desk estly engaged in a con.6den- Bubbidge; is it?:-that c any (riend of my 
tial chat with! the clerk, when Carmelita fat�er'&'-you know the rest." · 
Sofia, gorgeOusly gowned (one never thought The clerk wen� away chuckling, and Car· 
of Carmelita a5 merdy d,esstd),• stepped QUt melita, after re{Ldjusting the. golden scarf 
of .the elevator and trail� her way grace- that huog abo�t her shoulders, took her 
fully across the i lobby, ; �d, oste,nsibly, . . , pret�est pose in '  anticipation. of t'he coming 
for a glimpse of ;the su�t 11id sea · before of : t.lie two men, of whose presence a.nd 
en�ering the di.niDg-rooin. • · , . 

· 
a�tation she bad not been· unaware: 

u oh, I say, : you tnow] there she i!il By Nalura!ly s'!le dined that e1orening as the 
Jove, , Bub! slie's a stud'ner! What's her gu�t of the pompous and flustered Bub­
name; old man?" 

. 
bidge and the ilh�rturbable Cartaret, and 

'flte cler� ;addr�d looked slightly, bored. before she went! to bed that night she felt, 
Catmelita �ad been !one of Lhe Summer show: so�ehow, movecl to pen the fo1lov.iing indig­
sigh� of the island sin� her fifteent,b year, nah� protest to Doctor PhilbriCk: 
helC.e his lack of enthusiasm. , ' : I 

� .. ':.•that," he said·, gravely, uis· S,eiiorita lt's all very well to pnate or my health. I never 
fe� better-i�r'bcadjless-in my lire,: and I warn you 

Capnelita Sofia }t!IcCaim," lingering a };lit t t Satan will y,t. find some peri� splendid 
humorously on· the .last .syllable. . de iltzy for my idle bands to do if I don t pt away 

J.M c " F t'"-tl M I r m Ibis place. ·Meanwhile, that: miserable store 
I :  . c ann r awncy ua. · f: aDp. is �ot·yet rentaUCn-' the Su�er. j Perhaps I shoJI R#my �me for · a SpaniSh girl ; ' she · is op n it myself. The people are tired of ic:e-cr� 

Spanish, i:h, . what?" queried qa�et pa ors and postc:ald thopa. ;Wha� would you suk· 
ex�tedly; i ' ; •. i . : g�t: Hair-dresser� Palmist or Fancy Laundreii!� 

The clerk was about to e:ntigbttn · him I_ !rather favor a · St� Broker'� o.llice-myself. 
· whe� Bubbidge, :who was fat, bald atad fifty, Sal'be? Youra 

. ' 

P�rPJ,.mg �ith. exciieute�t up beyond '9\'h�re . C.wa:urA SOnA McCA.-..;l-1 . .  
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Carmelita enjoyed baiting the doctor; it " Why-whatever became of your Dad's 

was always so easy to get the irascible little bucket-er, his brokerage oQiees? 11 

old man enr_!l.ged. She thought of her letter Ca�melita's twinkling ey� ac�powledged 
complacently; moreover, the idea; born BubbJdge's· embarraSS;ed correctida. 
wholly o£ a mischievous pnpulse was dan- " You may well ask tha.t, Mr. Bubbidge. 
dled about tentatively before she fell asleep. Dad's affairs were in 11. .line pickle when be 
It needed but a very little rostering to died; he'd nothing much. f:o lea,ve . behind 
thrive, and that fell to the lot of F. Bab- but his rep�tation, and you �n imagine 
bington ·cartaret_, who suggested, next what his creditors did, to that." 
morning, that they see·the island, with Miss " Too bad! Too ·bad ! "  said Bubbidge, 
McCann as cicerone. with a sigh. "_But of course you know 

No\v, it wasn't exactly Cartaret's con-\ there's nothing to be made playing the 
ception of his rble to appear acquainted market on the outside, Miss" McCann; it's 
with the various polite methods of acquir- win to-day and lose t9-morrow.: It's the 
ing the public's surplus coin. That 0. lellows that fumish amu5emeQt, excitement 
Howell Bubbidge persiSted in dragging them and-sport! for the dear puJ>lic that get aU 
into· the conversation whenever opportunity , the profit, in the end." 
CJermitted amazed him no less .than did the In their stroll. they (had reached the 
extent of Carmelita's knowledg� of dubious Aquarium, their sight--5ee�g being accom­
finance. Before the morning was well plished with the indifference of people 
advanced she and Bubbidge were exchang· whose conversation is mo.re importanL It 
ing reminiscences and experiences with a was then that F. Babl>il;fgton Cartaret, 
freedom that struck the pseudo-Britisher who had been listen.irijf m'tently, delivered 
(who had never met a woman like her) as bimsJdf of the momentous conviction that 
reckJes.s and terrifying. In a burst of most he believed in keeping with the character 
unfeminine amusement at her own gulli- he had a.Ssswned. 
bility, Cannelita confessed to her un- "Sport? Why, I say, old chap, playin11 
fort'Wlate investment . in Amalgamated the stock market isn't·sport; not the way 
Copper. 

· we Englishmen understand sport." 
" Nervousness, pure nervousness, you "It's a gamble, isn�t it? " replied Bub-

know, Mr. Bubbidge. I went long of the bidge. 
· · 

market too soon :  the slump came, and--" " Pshaw ! My �ear ·fellow, a gamble con-
she paused. trolled by cliques, in�tead of by the fixed 

" They wiped yo� off the earth, ch?'' rules of· a perfectly impa�tia.l game, isn't 
laughed Bubbidge. sport. Of cour.�e, the participant takes 

He looked at the young woman curiously. a chance--" 
She met the scrutiny with level, challenging 10You'd have said.-so if you could have 
gaze. There was appraisement in both seen me buy a thousand ' Copper' on a 
tht:ir eyes: just so. might one high-class two-po�nt margil;l," interrupted Carm.elita 
pirate recognize another. Then-cartaret laughingly. 

· 

·could scarcely believe it-carmelita winked; " Foolish girl!" commented Bubbidge. 
deh"berately, meaningly winked, as she re- 10 Now to make the 'game perfectly Jair," 
lapsed intb the rich brogue with which she contin�ed Cartaret, .blandly oblivious to 
loved to startle the uninitiated. interruption, " it' should be:-'eontroUed by 

" G'wan! Out wid-it ! Sure you'U choke some purely automatic mea,JI!!--'' 
if you don't. You're wonderin' what th' "Such as? " q�eried. Canilelita, a note of 
divil a McCann was doin' on t.h' oulsUk of awakening interest in· her wice. 
th' game, eh? Am I right? " . � " A  force which eventuallY expends itselC; 

"Right you are!"  replied Bubbidge for instance, a roule:zte wh' I, whi�--" 
admiringly. '1The fact is, Miss MeCum, 11 Cartarct, you're cr: yl 11 interrupted 
I was wonderi11g .bow a lady with your Bubbidge. 
unprecedented opportunities · for learning "Not at all, not a , dear boy-I as.Sure 
the business-and your inheritance-c_ould you. My word ! What have we here? 
be so foolhardy as to take ' the short end ' R,ummy looldng object, that. What is it; 
of it." a sea snake? '' · · 

" Meaning-just what? " askef?.. Carme- Camtelita, who who knew the contenb of 
lita. the Aqunrium as a child does its first picture-
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book, cast ail absent-minded glance at the 
tank indicated. 

"No," she said, "an electric eel/' 
" Really? Electric, eh? lncJjgenous to 

these wate�l' " �.r : 
The girl 'tumed on him a glance that was amused, indulgent; there was a certain· 

saucy patronage in lier inscrutable eyes. 
" You'd say so if you went in swimming 

here &"!J.d got up against one. 'A void the 
eels or you'll be shotkedl "' she said merrily. 
" What is it, Capta.ili, that they claim for 
these eels? " 

The custodian o£ the Aquarium, a ·rugged 
old sea-dog, took in Cartaret's plight at a 
glance; His experience with the gir� had 
been a broad and varied one, and receiving 
her challenging look without flinching, he 
played delightedly illto her hand . · 

" They says, mum," he replied with per· 
feet gravity, " that every one o£ 'em has 
enough energy stored in its slimy carcass t' 
keep a one-candle-power 'lectric lamp 
a'goin' stiddy." 

" Just fawncy I "  exclaimed Cartaret. 
" Such tremend,ous natural power going to 
wa.Ste l Tqo ba4 they cawn't find some 
m�s of utilizinl[ it; eh, what? " 

Carmelita caught his arm dramatically. 
'�Hush! : Don'� · speak," she whispered. 

" Though natuia�y a sociable creature, if 
you value ,my :fjendsbip-not a word for 
.five: minutes! " · 

",I say, what'stup?" gasped Carta.ret. 
"An id$1 A �egular bucking bronco . of 

an ideal arid it u:aaY, take that long ·to corral 
it. Mr. Bp.bbidge,' please dQn't let me stay 
in a trance more ·tban five dnnutes.'l 

The gallant :but mystified Bubbidg� was 
going through ·the :formality j�f timing b_er, 
wherl the girl tuiD� towar.d ·him .gleefully. 

" I' ve got it I "  sli.e cried. fc, Oh, do let's go 
where we can· talk · with some degree: of 
comfort!' 

"That suggj:sts a table between us with 
s:�me tall• glakes on it," said Bubbidge. 
" How'd the Casino do? " ; 

There ivas an 8.ir of subdued �nicss 
about the trio, and the waiter had nb �her 
been cJjsmi.ssed than both men looked 
expectantly a� CarD;lelita. 

· 
"What's up? "  · 
"It's the blood of the McCanns thh.t's 

up!"  sail! Calim.'elita firmly. u youru pl� 
be good �ough to forget that �do.lu�an 
dyn,asty of whi� my mirmr is constantly 
reminding �e �d remember that ) it's 

Ter'r:y McCann�daughter that's talking. Firs�, tell me, Mr.� �ubbidge, is our 'friend 
here: as green as he ll')oks?" 

Cartaret drew• himself up 'with well­
siml,uated confusion; Bubbidge, kicking 
him1 on the shin, answered promptly: 

" Oh, he knows 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? n 

" Oh!  Invaluable! "  said Carmelita, �g­
gling. 1 11  can �ready see hifn doing the 
honors on the floor in the customers' room. 
He might even be safely permitted to COD· 
s9r� with country bankers, corporation 
law!yers-and clergymen who wanted to 
take a flyer, and--" 

u What are you driving at? " 
" Patience! I shall a scheme unfold � 

But :first: Are either of you scientists? No? 
Practical mechanics? Electricians? No? 
Just financiers out of a job-eh? Oh, well , 
perhaps it's bettt�: so. You may not know 
that I have a 'riotous imagination, gentle­
men; I do not care to hamper it with too 
many stem facts. We are going to provide 
for the Summcrpopulation of Avalon a brand 
ne,_. St:JJSation I Do you follow me? " 

".�fectly--so far. What'� Iiexf:P " said 
Duo'&iidge. 

Ca.rmelita studied her fellow conspirators 
longingly. 

i"I wish-1 knew--" 
·" Whal?" 
:To their surprise an ingenuous blush 

swept over the olive tint of Carmelita's 
��licately oval · face; her heavily. fringed 
eY,es closed for a second, and when they 
o�ened again they were misty, wistful ;  her 
brow puckered like o. worried child's; the 
cdrmine lips p�ed themselves into a muli­
n9us rose-bud; 1 her hands clasped and un­c�ped nervously. Eoth men, mystified by 
h�r by�play, bent solicitously toward her. 

· " Miss Carmelital What is it? What's 
the matter? " ! · 1: " Ob, h.e-1-1 1 '' drawled Carmelita softly. 

The effect.was electljqJ. Bubbidge threw 
lJack his head: �nd laugbeUli.u the tc;a.rs ran �own his ch�; Cartaret i Choked, sput­t�red and ga�_l,ike a 4&foodi'owned puppy. j "Feeling be!tet?" he-�ked �lly. . . 

1 " Sure I "  sa¥t Carmebta Wlth cheerful 
matter..of-facless. . "The . truth is, I'm 

roke--eieQ{I rpkel Just "'!len, as Dad �sed to say, . . see a cliance to clean up a 
(,ortune ! Now, I take it, you gentlemen 
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might ncl l>c averse to an investment, a very 
moderate one, ii you could more than quad­
ruple your principal in a.month. Eh? " 

Carta.ret and Bul>bidge exchanged 
glances; the latter spoke with some 
confusion. 

" It would have t� be a very moderate 
one, in<leed, for we're pretty near ' all in.' 
This is our final splurge, and we've either got 
to round up an easy one' and take his coin 
away quick, or go in hock 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 a., 
.. Stock Broker's office '? " She paused for 
effect. 

" Here? Nonsense! How'll you get your 
quotations? " . 

"Oh, that's easy ; we'U make them. We 
gnly need 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 .well 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 Carmel ita, 
weighing her words deliberately, " we'il · use 
a tank full of-eledm eels/ Oh, don 't shake 
your head; . .  th.ey'll stand !or it, tank., eels­
and all, if you ma,ke it strong enough.'' 

" But how--" 
_ " Imagine," continued Cannelita, her 
eyes narrowing clairvoyantly at space, "a 
handsome plate-glass aquarium in the middle 
of the -,:oom; it i� cormccted with wires that 
run to .the tickers ; the wires-two of them 
for each stock quoteEI-arc finished oil with 
polished copper balls that protrude into the 
w:�.ter of the bulk. We tell the curious and 
greedy investors that as the eels swim �bo�, 
they must, of neceesity, touch these balls, 
and that wheb they do so 1M circuil is com­
pleted, and that ac.cording to which ball they 
touch, the 'A'  or ' B '  of any'set, the tick�r 
moves backward or foi."WlLtd 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! "  · ,j 

"That's all right, so {ar � �ing the public is., concerned," objected:( Cartaret, 
"but just where do we come in? ';' 

Ca.rmelita's ama·�ed stare resolved itseU 
into a wink at.Bubbidge. 

" Is it possible that this great baby that 
you are chaperoning n�ver saw ao old fash­
ioned ' clock ' --8. ' tape-game'? Stupid 1" 

Carta.rCt started nervously . .. � ·  • · 
" But, I say, M.¥os McCann, that's il­

legal ! '1 
"Oh, aon't be a coward! II you can fur­

nish lhese people with ' amusement and di� 
version,' no matter how expensive it is-to 
them, I oon't believe a_ny· one lvill trouble 
you. Of course, though, you mustn't over­
do it." · 

Bubbidge chuckled. •.' You're a wonder, 
Miss McCannl I'm begb,!.ning to see this 
thing.'' 

" Beginning to? I can see itl Look here I 
I've got it all mapped opt." As she spoke 
she marshalled knive�� :I.c>��s, salt.- and pep­
per-shakers before her . mto the semblance 
of arplan. " Here is the entraace, which we 
v.il.l make as gorgeous and· impresSive as our 
cash will permit. Here, �n 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-hom the tank, 
in full view of every one, the wires that con­
nect it with the tickers.' Do I make it 
clear? Yes� Th.anks·! • 

" Of  course, some one � be needed on 
the Boor. The tab�. please. This, my 
dear Mr. Cartaret, is where_yOIU' .ingenuous­
ness will be invaluable. Here," she took 
possession 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 encoiuagingly and make the 
plunger -who bas intended to trade in a pal­
try fifty shares. feet 'himself a piker if he 
doesn�t ta.ke o� at ·least a.· hundred. I'll 
take his margins, write his;receipt, file his 
order and�op the dtiplKate into a box 
behind me, wh�re if will ' be immediately 
l\it.hin the reach of our frie!l:d, Mr. Bubbidge. 
I suppose that we can look to you {or your 
part of the combination, ·eb? "  

•• Of cour.�e that depends--" began 
Bubbidge. 

Carmelita. dimpled appreclntlvely. ' 
"Oh, as for tfaa�," she. broke in knowing­

ly, "it couldn't' be bet�er if built to order. 
Back Q{ ·the cashier's officet she inditntcd 
with a s_poont "is .this 'little store-roomi 
there is no entrance front it to the main 
office-it opens into a side alley. The du­
plicate slips will drop through a hole itt the 
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partition right on to your desk every time 
a traae is made ! Surely you �.fi�re out 
what the n�xt market is goi�tg to .he Irem the 
sheets before you. Yes? I . thought so. 
Tbcn you press this litUe button ; it cop­
nects with a buzzer undet my desk ; I move 
a lever (gallery play to impress �� �udience) 
and-behol41 the magnets in the rlckers 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 untkT tht flotw and connected 
with a set of. teJ�ph keys in a desk 
drawer, have you? Oh, no, not you! I 
happen to be pretty certain tha't our friend 
B ubbidge bas :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 teU you that theY. taught these 
things in the kindergarten I attended." 

"I'm sure it's awfuUy flattering of you to 
trust us," ml11111ured 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 �ed ! "  J 

"Not me l "  laughed Bubbidge good­
naturedly. " Say� if you two have finished 
pla)ring with those peppermint leaves, and 
don't want anotljer, let's go look at that 
store." :. 

ID 

l'"'r<) THOSE who have "ped the �­
.1. tial point possessed in Cdmmo� by the 

trio it goes withoJJt saying th�t " The Car­
taret Brokerage Company" f'i.u. already ;utt 
(ail accompli; for: lhose h:ss.�histica� it 
may perhaps be n� to bridge tbe 
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 t.o provide the ' e&rti;est 
comers with the amusement sensation of tlieir 
lives. The skeptics in v&.in decried them�­
fest absurdity of,the idea; it was presen�ed· with such a semblance o£ reality that �hbsc 
not actually taken in by its pseudo-scientific 
plausibility succumbed eagerly to tht ex­
quisite buff90nery that could so. p�nder to 
a jaded taste. Even thOse who in the <:On.:. 

ve?tional atn�osphere of their, city homes 
wop!d have scorneq gambling in any guise 
we�e drawn by curiosity-:-Or s�metbing else 
-�o patr9�e the "Automatic Stoc� Ex­
�ge, " as 1t � !called; . 

Besides, ii ev�riy other lure. faDed, there 
wasj always Cai:melita, whose olive-tinted 
face; crowned �th its regal ·braids, framed 
in lthc little gilt wiDdow, was a 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; (or the , astute daughter 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 Lhe: born gambler who took his 
gains nonchalantly and his losses gamely, 
from pikers, newspaper men and others 
whose efforts �lay in the direction that 
.oUght lead to undesirable publicity, and had 
on several occ&�ions turned the tide in their 
favor most neajtly by forcing the linn to 
stomach considtrable losses, which she did 
by m=s of a private mark on the duplicate 
slip . to IBubbidge, a mark be had 
pled ed himself'to'respect without question. 
So, for example, Billy Betts, of the Los 
Angeles Da(ly W alJe, seriously tempted to 
ferret out what might have been a good 
story, had thrown up· both hands when 
Saturday night's session leff him most unex­
pectedly a handsome winner. 

And then that Boy had to make misc�cf. • With one of those rare mookis that set her 
s�-gazing and roused in he� all the warm, 
languorous, pulSating lovelin� of a south· 
el!D-born child set down su�denly among 
aliens, Carmeli� had softened to Harrold 
B!:nnett at the! very momenf of his intro­
duction. Several times Sunday she crossed 
his . path, lingering half wistfully in the 
ciossing, but though he bowed with obvious 
admiration, he �ade no attempt to join her, 
Whereupon, Carmelita, with the williul. 
coquetry of h+:r Andalusian mother, was 
both flattered �nd piqued, and sought him 
out in bis dark �omer of the piazza. 

"You're not; especially attached to this � 
end of the porCh, are you, Mr. Bennett? " .  
sh e  asked. " BFcause, 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-- " 
" Ol:l, may H "  The boy's pleasure was 

exquisite Battery. 
" Of course ! Where is the end of that 

scarf? " 
" If you'U aUow me," said Bennett hastily. 
Cannelita smiled at the eager clumsiness 

\\ith 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 supertluous, 
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 shoul�er to 
Moulder with her companion, in an athletic, 
boyish stride. Finally, venturing a glance 
at the smiling face so little above her own, 
she asked abruptly: 

" What are you thinking o(? "  
" Of  my sweetheart!" said Bennett inno· 

cently. 
"Oh!" cried Cannelita., 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 Ca.r­
melita, in her confusion borrowing one of 
Cartaret's pet phrases. 

"She needs ·so.me one like you,'' the boy 
blundered on ; " she's just a little gi'rl, you 
know, who's been !iheltered all her life. 
Last· year her father died, and she's gone 
into a business 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 Urlnk she would like 
me?�· pouted Carmelita. _ 

"Oh, she'd be sure to admire you so m�ch, 
Miss McCann ; every one does." 

CarmeUtii.'s . voice grew suddenly vin­
dictive. 

" Do you think she'd like the business 
I'm in?" 

The boy fidgeted uncomfortably. 
" W�. no, Miss Cannelita, !.don't," be 

a�tted. "Of. course, thoujll, it's not 
gambling, euctly, but--" 

"You bet it is! for the trader-" 
" An.d . for you, too!" interrupted Ben-

I 
nett. '1 That's what ·.make5" 'it �m fair to 
me. It's just·a question of luck." 

" Oh, yes, of colll'Se!' Ca.r,melita bit her 
lip. The knowledge of how' nearly she had 
given the t.nith to this .brifW.�·fac.ed ·youth 
before her made her usua.lly htiSkily-s\ftet 
Irish contralto sqund rough and unsympa­
thetic as she said: 

" I  
anotice ")'OU didn't experiment any." 

Then, as if an afterthought: " Well, goOd' 
princiJ?les are sometimes tbe part of wis­
dom.''· · 

1 
"Oh, come now, � McCann, yow 

mustn't think I'm a prig/' the boy hastened 
to reassure her, B.ushing with sudden heat 
at the thought. ·� '!the fact is, I haven't 
much to lose; but then; on the other hand, 
if I had the sort of luck Betts had, I might 
pull out enough to �d for my little girl 
right away, mishlzl!t'l1�' 

" I  wouldn't tempt fate, il I were you," 
sa:id Carmelita nonclialantly; " the slimy 
thin� are t,ha:t conuary! Why, the other 
night ' El Doro ' started to go up and it 
went the one way ;an evening, right up to 
the dose. When we ·Ioo�ed into the tank� 
what do you think we found? There was 
an eel fast asleep p� th� Jtl Doro 'A' wirel 
What are you laugliihg 'a'fli 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 yoo 
had been on the 'short.� side of El Doro, 
where would you be? " 

41 Nursing a bad headache about this 
time;" said Bennett laughing. 41}ust the 
same, Miss McCann, I'v.e half a notion to 
stay over next week and have a try at my 
luck." · 

Carmelita's 1eyes: rested:for a moment on 
his; then they swept slo�ly, apprecia.ti'Vely 
around the be(autiful cude of the crescent­
shaped bay qut io wb,ere the moonlight 
trailed a silvery path actQss the sea. 

14 Go slow, then," · sh� said resignedly, 
and borrowing from the memories or the 
dead an expression her father had often 
used, she added: "and may the Saints go 
wid you! " 

IV \ C ARMELITA sat on the striogpiec:C of 
t.he dock and twiddled her thumbs; but 

this time she was nQt alone, and the �pely 
silk-clad eJttremities · that terminated so 
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neatly iD a pair of bathing sandals indi­
a.ted that an occupation awlJ-i�!!d her pl� 
ure. Moreover, her companion. F. Bab­
bington Cartaret, showing , his well-knit 
and athletic figure to striking a;dvantage ·in 
his bathing suit, was evidently giving the 
fair Carmelita food for thQlilght, if one 
might judge by the impa.tient foot-slaps 
she gave the water. 

"D� you know, Babby dear," she said, 
"you are growing positively Wlpleasant? " 

"Unrequited love," said Cartaret shortly. 
Then bl.inking aw,ay 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, fust thing you know." 

"Wha.t's the Odds? " murmured Car­
melita sweetly. "I'd only get wet-and 
that's what I'm dressed for." 

"You might find falling into the water a. 
different. proposition from diving in,'' re­
turned Ca.rtaret with some asperity. 

" Ju.St fawnq!" 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 fi�t you were a good fellow I 
Carmelita, b"ut f declar.e you seem to have 
had it in !or me· from the start." 

; " Do you kn�w why? " Cannelita's eyes 
narrowed threaleningly. " You looked so 
plagued well $ttislied with yourself and 
your powers, aqd-I hate a man that plays 
a part, anyhow, Do you really think you 
are fascioa:ting, I Mr. Cartaret?" · 

" Of course not! " ·· 
"Well, I misjudged ypp, then," �d 

Carmelita, mildly apologetic. "I'm so 
sorry; but do you know,Ebby dear, you 
gave me the i,mpression_ - �Qu were such 
a dufter about it tool- J you thought 
I was yours for the as · · • I may � 
wrong," her voice hardened perceptibly, 
" but you still appear to think so, in spit�;: of � my e�orts, el� why1 hl!-ve ,you been 
bonng me wtth all this green-eyed monster 
play? For, to use your own words,- it is 
a beastly bore!" , 

Cartaret cleared his throat and mentally 
reached after his elusive dignity, 'which, in 
Carmelita's presence, was perpetually � 
aping him. ' 

"Oh, very well, �en; we'll discuss the 
subject from a. business point of v:ie�. 

We'll
, 
CoregQ the fact that this Kid bas been 

here several weeks, and that he hangs about 
Y.OU whenever he gets a chance," he sneered. 

" I wish you�d give him more opportu­
nit;v-,'' retorted Carmelita. 

" But you can't shut my eyes to the fact," 
c'*tinued Cart4ret, without appco.ri.ag to 
notice the interruption, " that his inlern,al 
bets are always on the wrong side of the 
sheet for us! Oh, don't pretend that you 
don't follow me;� Bubbidge d.iqn't say much 
about it, but I could see h-e thought it 
damned queer that three times last evening 
Bennett's play was .the only one on the wih. 
ning side. - He wort two-hundred and fifty 
on 1 Plano'-. -"' 

"What of it?", broke in Carmelita; "four 
others lost two hundred on that same tum. 
We've got to let somebody win!'' 

4' Yes, but how does he know--" 
11 Goodness ! how can I tell? ,; replied Car­

melita. "Now, 1 see here, Mr. Cartarct l 
You weary me; ' you can't expect to take 
everybody's money and never give any of 
it back." 

"I don't mind telling you," said Car­
taret, looking strai�ht into his companion's 
(ace with .a meaning that wa·s unmistak­
able, " that it looks to me as if he'd been 
tipped! "  

-

''Xe..o:,?" 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 lov.ely picture, and-I ·prefer 
my own company to yours, anyhow.'' 

Carmelita's rounded arms performed 
certain little evolution·s beloved of: swim­
mers, and in a f� moments she ·Was mak­
ing her way to�alblonde and upturned face 
bobbing about n the waters. Its owner 
splashed _ over she joined him and swam 
alongside side of . er. 

"Well?" she s.iid, smiling into his happy 
face. 

" Well, I sent the little girl 1 a bunch of coin this morning, told her to get some duds 
and · bold herself. ready for my telegram. 
Ge�, but I'm, happy!"  . i 

" You look it," Sighed Carmelita haJ1 envi-
ously. !' - i 

11 And I owe it jto you." i 
11 Ssb I Don't ; say that; �pie would 

misunderstand. I haven't don� a.Dything:� 
"That's so ! "  admitted the boy, a puz­

zled look flitting over his lace, 14 but I alway!'. 
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feel as though . something-was telling me 
-oh, I can't explain ! Queer, isn't it? " 

" A¢ully so," said Carmelita. 

v 

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 Co��J­
pany. For Avalon was fast tiring of the 
eels; the novelty was. wea,ring off ; and 
while every born gambler, believer in ora­
cles, soothsayers and the like, had "con­
sulted " them as a matter of course, the 
wriggling denizens of the deep were rapidly 
being consigned to that limbo in which 
belong roulette-whl!els, faro-banks, chuck­
luck and other thiligs impossible �o beat. 
There was also developing a suspicion tha.t 
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 Penguin's boilers were never per­
mitted to get beyond a point where fifteen 
minutes wide-open draft would not develop 
a head of steam sufficient to show a clean 
pair·, of heels to anything in the waters 
round about Catalina. 

" When the time comes, of course you'll 
slough with us?" Bubbidge had said at the 
first hint of discontent on thepart of their pa­
trons: but Carm'elita.shook her head slowly : 

" Nothing doing in that line ! You rented 
my store and engaged me (or rather Carta­
ret did) as cashier; that's all I know a.bo'Qt 
the pair of you, my dea.r Mr .. Bubbidge," 
she replied wi� elaborate dignitl:' " Sure, 
there'll need to be a blind, and I m the one 
to stay here and play the innocent." 

" Huh !  You'd give the wholesnapaway! "  
growled Cartaret. 

" Now �hat's really ' very nawsty' o£ you, 
Babby dear," retorted Carmelit,t. " Be­
lieve me, you underestimate. my :�strionic 
abilities. Also," she murm� Iinder her 
breath. "you little ·suspect wbat'··a mind­
reader r em." 

It may have been due to this unsuspected 
ability that she in1ltantly �terpreted �e' 
reappearance. of Betts on t}le scene as a 
danger-signal. This intuitiOn-;:which she 
told herself was � "huncb" ·fhe minute s�e 
saw him-wasst�ngthened when be greeted 
Bennett a few moments later with : 

" Hello, boy ; I hear you're winning coin 
in bunches." 

Bennett laughed awk.wardly. He Look 
his good luck with a. gaucherU tha.t made 
Carmelita want to shake ·him, and acted 
'more like a boy who !lalf suspects tha.t 
he's-guilty oi something underhand than 
a man who is beating d g�me. While to him 
there was nothing 'strange in Betts' salu­
tation , to Carmelita there instantly Jlashed 
the thought: " Ah, hal . Betts has talked 
with no on�inc� his. arrival-but the 
clerk; therefore, some one has considered 
it .worth while to wri'te him. That does 
settle it ; they're getting next!"  

As though he read what was going on in 
her mind, Betts moved over to where she 
stood at the end of the piazza nenrest the 
bay-svelte, bizarre, alluring as an Arl 
N O'llveau Aphrodite .. · 

" It's a double pleasure to meet you so 
soon again," be .challenged: 

" You are Battering. May 1 reciprocate? " 
" If you only would." 
Carmelita's raised· eyebrows teased sub-

tly, while her wide gray eyes, searched, probed. 
" nut why dO'Id>lt? " she asked at last. 
u Because I am on the trail of a story--" 
" Ah! Then it is ·to that we owe this un-

expected pleas� " , 
' '-and I look c9nJidendy to you for 

help," concluded Betts blandly. 
.. l{ow . good of you to �et me ! ,  gushed 

Carmelita softly. "'I s�all;_feel that I am 
making ··history/' . .., .. 

Wbat Betts murmured soUo 'f/OCe in reply 
was intended for Carmelita's ear alone ; 
besides, it has nothing whatever tq do with 
the story. Her low · laughter blended as · 
concordantly with the whispering night 
breeze and lapping waters, the stArs and the 
dist&nl music of a waltz, as though she had 
been written in' the same .\tey. 

" Your Aattery is very subtle, very intox­
icating, on such a night as this," she dra.wled· 
tantalizingly. uwould it ring as true bY, 
daylight? I wonder! "  

"Try me and see." 
"I will. Would to-monow mornink do 

for the story? " 
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" To-u.i�ht is better." : :. 
" But I m due at the 'Autotria.t '-horrid 

word l" she grimaced like a. saucy child. , 
"I've grown very tired of ft. . I wonder 
why? '' 

1 11t takes you from me." · ." : 
"Oh, to. be sure. I knew tl:l:erc must be 

some potent reason ; the distaste came so 
suddeuly. Good-night ! "  

''But I'm going there, too." 
"Obi I thought-perhaps-you would 

be busy with your ,story." 
"I shall be." . 

"Wonderful men, these journalists I "  she 
mocked. " Such powers of concentration, 
such--" 

" Intuition! "  said Betts calmly. " Are · 
yo� going our way, Bennett? "  

The boy joined them quickly, but not 
before Carmelita, under cover of his ad­
vance, bad time to say: "Now:_, why d1d 
you do that? " . 

"I  like the boy, besides-he's part of the 
story." r As they moved along down the starlit 
street, Betts turned to the lad playfully. 

" Bennett, to just what do you attribute 
your marvelotls luck? " 

Carmelita hel� her breath, the boy's 
laugh was so �g nuous. 

"l'o the light . llat ,lies in the Senorita's 
cy�," he answe$. gallantly. 

•• Shameless.! I uspcd you of hinting that 
she .winks." · A  Betts, satisfied for the 
time, led the tall!; into safer Channels. ' 

VI 

AFTER the lhlrd "mark��··· of the even-
' ing session 'Cannelita,, who had just 

paid Betts his.wi�, w�.j,�uddenly talu�n 
iU. So serio'ils was her i.qpisposition that 
she showed no signs of recflv� until after • 
several of th� patrons, Bennett and Betts ; 
among them, bad gone in-Se&rch of medical · 
restoratives and a physician; Then, inter­
estingly pale �and pl$tively weak-voiced, 
she prevailed upon the bewildered Gartaret 
to close · the L Exchange for the eveliing. 
After that sh� had a heart-to-heart talk with 
her partners, ip th� priirate ciffice, It wasn6t 
long, but it se.tved'the pu-rpOse. On the way 
to the hotel Carmelita'met Bennelt relut.D.­
ing wi� restoratives anc:f guided him �roin 
�he danger-zo�e ;  by the time Betts ar�ved 
with a.�octor', the place was dark. 0� the 
locked door 'n crude)y printed , sign � an-

nounced that the Exchange would be open 
for business, as usual, nex� morning. ' . 

It was long after midnight when a blue­
skirted girl wearin'g a gray sw�tcr ]ct her­
set[ cautiously into: the Exchange. Feeling 
about carefully in the dark shei made sure 
that certain incrim�na.ting evider;.ces, in the 
shape of wires ruhning from btneath the 
floors to the tick�rs, had beep removed. 
Then she groped her way to· the rank, where 
she hovered distastefully for a! minute or 
two before emptying into it the contents 
of a small box that she bad brought with 
her. She paid a stealthy visit t<� the stuJJy 
little store-room, where, with �o {ear of 
detection, sh� flashed about h�r . the rays 
from a. small pocket torch and satisfied her­
self that the desk; drawer was �mpty, the 
holes in the floor plugged up a.Dd smeared 
over with du.�t. and everything generally 
as it should be. 

ClOsing ani;! iocking the street 4oor behind 
her, Carmelita,whe.eled about to tind a cigar 
blinking at her in ;the darkness. Instantly 
the. little torch ftashed in the smoker's face, 
and she gave � sigh" of relief. 

.. Oh, it's your• · 
" Yes; I thought I'd wait around and see 

you�Lre back to the hotel." · 
' · ery kind ofyou, Mr. Bettsi I'm--" 
" bat is, if you're quite through." 
"Oh, I'm quite through, tha.n� you. " 
The silence was unbroken for several 

minutes. The cigar glowed ll.nremittingly; 
CanneJ!ta's stride suggested comple�e re­
covery. Suddenly� 

" I'd forgotten ; to feed · the eels, and 
couldn't sleep for : thinking of the hungry 
things. They're an awful nuisance." 
· " 1\wful l" agreed Betts. 

"�hey're only f� at night; if you stuff 
them in the daytime lhey get sluggish and 
it in�ederes with the Bow of animal mag­
netism," contiD�ed. Carmelit& smoothly. 

1 1l :see, ' �  said Betts politely. " What do 
you feed them? ,. · 

· " Porterhou�hopped fine," answered 
Carmelita demurely. 

Betts 'chuckled. · u Miss McCann, if I had 
your jmagination l}d never do another·day's 
work! Ill! long as I �ed ! "· 

"On the cont�ry," replied . Carmelita repr�achlully, "ii you had my imagination·' 
you 'a be busy wor)i..ing out of sc�apes it got 
you i�to." 1• • • ! 

"If/' �tl Betts lirrelevantly, �'instead 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 sec me? " giggled Carmelita. 
" I  certainly did! "  said Betts with 

chill ,severity. "Will you give me the 
storv? " 

Carmclita smiled evasively. " Yes, as 
soon as it's finished," she agreed. " Never 
skip the end of a good story, Mr. Betts." 

The following morning on the stroke of 
ten Carmelita left the �hier's cage and 
strode solemnly to the side of the tank, 
which, contr&ry to �ustom, was covered with 
purple bunting. Her appearance was the 
sigrial for.quite a stir amonJ those already 
in the room, one of those Inexplicable ih­
spirations having drawn a larger crowd lhan 
usual. Several voices were ril.ised in inquiry, 
solicitous or chaffing, for her health, but she 
hushed them with & gesture. 

" I' sorry to have to tell you," she said 
quieti , e es seeking Betts by the door, 
" that a st towa.rd accident will compel 
us to kee e Exchange closed for several 
days at t." 

"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 Ute eel-tank, and 
during the excitement no one thought to 
tum it off." 

" Good Lordi she's electrocuted ' Exhibit 
A '," groaned Betts softly. 

" As  a result the eels were subjected to the 
necessity of 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 corn.er of the bwtting gingerly 
and the crowd pressed forward, laughing, 

incredulous. " They will of course be re­
�laced, though it may t:aJte some .time ; but ' 
JUSt as ·soon as Mr; Car,taret, who is now 
scouring the coast.on Mr. Bubbidge's yacht 
with the best fisherman he could em- , 
ploy--" . . , · , 

" Name, please? " interrupted a member 
of the Tuna Club. 

· �J · 
"-<:an secure· .. the requiSite number of 

elecWc eels, busiliess on the Exchange will. 
he resumed,". concluded C(l.nnelita. 

" Nol with my money�" shouted a big, Ia.t, 
man. · 

"A� you quite sure you didn't overfeed 
them,. Miss McCann?" sail! Betts, a.t whichf 
the dignity of the entire company was hope-
lessly shattered. 

· 
After dinner tha.t Jlay Betts· lowtged in, 

a steamer-chair, "!'.:i..i Hn'g for Carmelita to 
appear. While he waited, he dozed. George 
the clerk, wandering that way for a. breath 
of air, found him .n�g grouchily over 
a magazine, and 'V§O.cti'safed the informa­
tion, unasked, that two of his friends had 
departed . . · 

" Which ones?" asked Betts. 
"Well, Bennetl'f?.gone to Denver to meet 

his girl, and Miss Mc.Cann went to town to 
see her doctor. She s,aid she might be back, 
but it isn't likely-not while ' Amalgamated 
Copper' keeps going up." 

" What a damned chump I am i "  was 
Betts' only comment. • 

A few weeks later Betts received by mail 
from New York a bulky manuscript; with 
it came the follo�g letter : 

FluDm D.E'In: 
T a·tlu King of Goo4 FelltrJJs, (;,ulingl Da.4 taugllt. me never t� :welch on a gambling debt. I rmniised you a. atof.y, end I won't renege; 

here it ill . Publish it in part-or not at a.ll, as you 
chDQSe; but-foJ hea.ven's sake! make me out at­tractive. I may'.WB.Dt'to a� in public again, a.nd 
so much depends on a' d&ut. · : · 

Yo�in ract or 6.alon-. C�TA SoFIA McCM.'ll . 



M: : . ARIAN BAYLIS woke from her He must have been a huge man ; as big 
b�uty-sleep t? find a wild-eyed as-1/u man who .war coming up lire steps­
s�eward shaking her by the a man she had never seen before ! . : . They 

. , , s�oulder. The ship we.S on a said that the offense was murder! . . .  
rock1 he swd. For the second time iD her life she fainted. 

He'baoged at the door fi�e minutes later She found. herself upon a hard couch in 
and told her to hurry. He did not wait for the 'prison.' The man was holding her up 
an a�swer, and there was none. The girl and, putting·. brandy to her lips. He had 
had fainted. tu�ed on a light, and she scrutinized him 

A . quarter of an hour had passed before uncler her· b,linking eyelids. · He was an 
she : Ql.me to. She dressed somehow and extraordinarily 18-f�e, powerful young fe1-
crept!along the alleyway and up the saloon low., with a· strong Jaw, and large nose, and 
stairs; swaying and thin.ldng that it was the lips' that set in a stem line; a good-looking 
ship �t swayed. She staggered out on the mao, she would .have thopght, if .  she had 
promenade d�, and held to the rails, thought of his looks, but she only consid­
wo!ldering �&;zep!Y at 

.
tlle silence, and re- er� the cha�der that his. appearance 

fusmg to �  what 1t meant. The deck m<ijcated. Hard and cruel, she decided, 
w� lighted Jb>:la few electric lamps. Be- but · not coarse. Thank Heaven, not 
yond 'the ship 1 was very dark. She could coarse! . . . She must find a. weapon to 
just !dist�h seven boats passing out of protect herself. Meanwhile she m�st not 
the lee of the �ks to the high sea beyond . let him know that she suspec�ed his iden­
She. [�oug�� sHe had counte� seven; but tity, or he would murder her! She shivered 
looking aguo sb.e saw only SIX. The next and drew a shuddering breath. 
cowi� made them five. · Presently there '�Better now?" he asked. His voice was 
were no�e. ' 1 ;  . . ,pleasant, and neither too rough nor too 

Sh� did nQt remember �nrung round the faa:liliar. It took a small percentage from 
promenade deck, looking /for some one to herl fears. At any rate he Md been a,.gen­
help her b�r the horror. \She found her- tleritan. 
�lf on the .�t dec;k, calling the �ptaiti. �'LYes," she .said feebly, "I am · better." 
Wheli he diCi not answer, she adJtUtted to He put a cushion and a pillow behind 
heniill : that !every one had gone-even the ber land removed. his arm. 
pris'o*er w� had been kept on tne top "II am .even more sorry for you than for 
d�,�· out o� sight of the passengers. : The rriys�lf," he remarked. " But I think there 
baJ11: .of his : prison were broken; and his is hbpe. I do, really.'' . . . P#n !clotNng lay strewn about. He ha� " lis any one else left on board? "  she 
evtdeptly tliought that. some one ! else.'s inqpired. ·He shirok his head. "Why did 
ap�el wo'\11d be a better . . introduction yo� stay?" · · ' 
where he w� going. "II . thought ·� stood · a  �tter chance 

S'e :meas\lred · the� clothing with he� ·eye. here," he stated; and the last hope tha� . 7 1  
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he was · not the murderer went from her one even. There was only one course. · 
mind. It would have beeil useless for him She must conceal her B)lspidons· and her 
to escape with those .who knew him, of aversions and move his better feelings by 
course. " The boats were overloaded, and I pretended trUst iD ·him. · , 
did not think they could live in this sea. He seemed gone -a long :while. Doubk 
We will hope that I was wrong." less he was ri.Oing the cabins of their va1-

" They went down! " she cried, with a uablcsl :  His arms were 'full;jv'hen be came 
sob. 1' I saw them." at last; but the valuables were all for he,r. 

" So _did 1," he admitted. "I didn't want ";Here is a rug,i' he said, " and a cushion;_ 
Lo worry you, if you didn't know." and if� you put on this coat it will stop the 

They were silent for .some time. shivering. rve brought a life-belt, b11t 
" How were you left behind? " he in- you won't want it; and here is something �o' 

.qui_r'ed at length. " eat and drink." He gave her sandwichts 
" I  fainted. If I hadn't-- " She and lemonade, and · took �me himself.; 

twitched. · 
" Now . we have broken bread together,'" 

" It was for the best, it seems," he re- he remarked. " Will you believe me that 
marked. · ' my faith is pledged tq· do my best for you� 

" It seems so." She shuddered violently. I can see that you're ha:U. afraid of me. I'm 
It would have been better to go down ..,. such a lump of ·a chap ! "  He grinned 
with the others; perhaps, she thought apologetically. 
-but he must ·have been a gentleman " Oh, no l " she sd,d-: hastily. uoh, no! 
once. Perhaps he would not harm her. I-1 will do my best;-to'o-." 

" It is funny that we have never spoken He held out his hand. She put hers in 
before," she said. It would look &uspi- i{-what a tepible; strong hand it was!­
cious, if she did not say something of the and managed to repre� a scream. The 
k.ind, she com;idered. hand she held had �ed his wife, accordiDg 

'' Not so fllnny," he answered. " I  was to the ship's gossipl 
not a first-class passenger. I had been "Now," he said c�cerfully, " let's make 
careless of my money, and I wouldn't our plans. The sea is going down. It will 
write to the governor for more. After- probably be quite_, cal-m in the morning. 
wards I wished that I had. 1-I 'felt my We can't n:ly upon the ship sticking here. 
position acutely,' as they say in the police- We had better make a {aft, and carry all 
court reports." that we can upon it, and get to land....:....il 

The police courts!. He p1ust have men- those rocks may be called 'land.' We can 
tioned them to test whether she suspected rig up tents and make ourselves comfort­
him, she decided. She tried to laugh cnre- able Robinson C,r:Usoes.� But I suppose I 
lessly ; and then the ship lurched, shifting am Man Friday! · Ma.n Friday turned out 
upon the rock that held it, and she screamed. pretty faithful, . you remember, though 

" We are going down! "  she cried. Robinson Cru:soe mistrusted him for a long 
" No, no," he declared. " I  don't think while," ,.- · 

so; but come below, and I'U find a life- He laughed. The thought that he could 
belt for you." laugh with that on his mind struck her 

He supported h�r down the steps to 'the suddenly; and �e bw$t into hysterical 
promenade deck and put her in a chair. tears.:_ He watched her 'gravely, lookirlg a 

" We are jamnied on a rock," he ex- tri1le pale. ; . · :--
plained, " and I believe we shall stick there " While yol) mistrust, Man Friday," he 
till �e gale goes down, and then we �hall said, •• you sha.ll have · a.n island to your­
be aU right. But we'U have belts, d an se:r. You can't reasonably mistrust him 
additional safeguard." 

· 
now, with the fear of death before his eyes!  

He went' off with a long stride. She I'll put you on one rock and go oli to an­
clasped . and unclasped l;ler bands, but other. That's a ,  solemn promise. • Now, 
would not let herself shudder till he left don't cry." . 
the deck. Then she thought of going below He spoke' very gently, and she felt a 
anothe_r way, and seeking for a revolver; sudde� sympathy for him. A man, she 
but she {eared meeting him; wad, besides, thought, might comrnit one great crime 
a revolver was useless to her. J.She did not without being wholly bad; ·  and it must be 
know how to load it-ha.d n.er handled terrible to be cut oii from the trust of 
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�very one. It: he had only �ed a man, ; She thought that there was a touch of 
;he fel� that ;she could almost · trust � ;  baQt�r in his tooej as if he imaginea �at 
but th�y said : it was a woman_! She wbuld ; her fear ·of him had passed; and her\" dread 
bave �er sep�rate island ; but ,she would ' returhed with a r�. ; 
not h'*t his feelings more tha.ll she could . "Y:es," she sai steadily. " We will 
b.elo. .  : , , , chO:O� our islands. : . 

1iDoo't you think," she pleil:ded, " that They walked bafk to their original side, 
it is very terf#yiog to a girl to be left like and S!JrVeyed the rocks. Most or' them wer� 
lhis? With ap. en�re stranger? You have small! peaks, with !scarcely .standing · room. 
been very kib,d. Please make allowances Two !were larger t�an the rest. 'One had a 
£or me." • 1 · fiat ·space o.f perhaps twenty feet by ten on 

He nodded �lowly. top, �nd a number of lesser ledges at lhe 
"Try to sl�p while I make �e raft," he . side. i The other was twice as large, and 

;;aid, and went away. She intended to . had a small sandy cove. · They were both 
keep awake and watch him; but she slept abou� a quar.ter of a mile {rom the ship, and 
From sheer exhaustion for over an hour. ·. abou� two hundred yards apart. 
Just after she roused, the ship's lights went _ "']!hey are the o'nly two of any use," he 
out suddenly. She forgot her fear d him pronQunced. " We must get ready. 1 had 
in her fear of the darkness, and ' sat up and hall made the raft before the ljghts went 
screamed till :he came running to her. out. I can get it into the water astern. 

"It's aU I!ight," he called £rom afar. The bulwarks are �mashed there. Will you 
"The electricity has failed. That's all. go and coUect pl�rty? Food, water or 
It will soon be daylight. Don't be fright· mineral waters, b ets, a couple of beds­
coed!' rl but they'U be too heavy for you. I'll fetch 

" I  am frightened ! "  she called desper- them. Anything that will be useful." 
atcly. " Frightened to be alone; frightened She gath�ed armfuls of arUcles and 
of you ; frightened of everything! "  brought thc;m to the place where he was 

He came and stood two or three yards maki,ng the ralt. · She even managed to 
away. carry a bed. He ran to meet her when he 

'� It will be quite light in half an hour," sa.w�er staggering under the. load, and 
he aSserted. " You can see it coming on the fe� th� secon� bed himself. She al�ost 
ot�ter· side. Will 1you walk round and look Wlsh that she had not guessed hls !den-
at tt1 " ! tity, for she did not believe lhat he meant 

" No I "  she ;gas�ed. " No!" any �rm to her, and ·he was pleasant com-
" ShaU I go? " :be asked, with a touch of pany and had almost a good 'face when he 

irritation. ; smiled. She could not think how he could 
"No !"  she .alniost screamed. 14 No l "  smile so cheerfully. That he could smile 
She (elt siler whiie he was under her' at a.\1 was the most horrible . thing of all I 

eye, ,though be looked hugef ;md terrible �i Sb;e cooked some breakfast, set it out on 
the sebrl-dark.Des9. Besides/she was afraid! a· tr� and carried it to the pla'<e where he 
to be ai9ne; and he evidently did not mean: was working, and they sat down and ate it. 
to hnrin her a,t p�t ; fl!l4 Mfhaps not at Shor�Iy after breakfast he completed the 
all. She was .ud to l�t � �ow her fears. raft;: a curious �tructure l of barrels and 

11Piease be genero\as," sh� begged. "I span and planks, lashed securely together. 
am ·�uite unstrung. !You are kindne!f�. it-· They had a long struggle together to get it 
seU � �e. �, hoM I � be more seqs1ble, into i the water, and once or twice she 
and ti�lpful tl>-morrow- It is 1to-mo{

r
ow" laugl;led unaware. It was d.ifficult to re-

oow; �n't it? r' She tiied to speak brigbtly.i er horrible things in ·  the bright SWl-
1 1lt �dightc�, I think. Let's go and � look; s ,. with o�e's J>lood wanned cheerfully 
on the other side." · · b hltrd work. ll'he rait splashed over-

They walked ..Quod the promenade to". arJl at Ia.St, and he hauled it to the side 
gether, :and .,��bed �he dawn come. · T�e: by *e ropes whi�h he had Jastcned l!J it. 
clou�i were �hiten� unc;lemeath, and the It r05e· and feU . gently like a boat by a "!hi�eils g� to, ���i and . then the: piert ' · � • 
nm �·the �� came up. " wiU let you down first," he proposed. ''�m is io:-�oiro:tr,'' he ,said. "¢ome' "T� n I can lower the things to you, • and 
and select your ulan�." ' you an stack th��· Put the heaviest in 



74 Adventure 
the center of the·raft, and tie them on with 
strillg whenever you· can." 

He fastened a life-belt round her, for fear 
of any accident, and let her down by a rope tied under her arms. 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 tha.t 
lay upon · the raft, and considered whether 
she should cut it adrift, but she decided 
that she. could not do that. He had st�ed 
upon the dangerous ship hours after he 
could have made a raft �arge 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 
niore planks, he said, and no more rope 
small enough for lashings. S� 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 bet, and a brush and comb 
and hand-miTTor. Her voice broke as she 
thanked him. It must be pleasant to bim 
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 liorrible thing of all-that 
one could like the man. 

He slid down to the raCt and set it free, 
leaving the rope dangling-in case he wished 
to go aboard _again, he explained cheer­
fully. He seeD?-ed very cheerful ; almost gay. 

The raft was so fully loaded that they 
_ could scarcely :stand. He told her to sit on. 

their property, and hold on to the loose 
things, while· he .sculled with a single oar. 
She laughed un�ware 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 �ndy 
cove, pushing the raft o� a little. He 
waded in . .the water and pulled the raft in 
and helped her off, so that she should not 
wet her feet. · . 

" That's the jolliest boating trip I ever 
had l "  he declared, _wiping his ·forehead 
with his handkerchief. 

" It was very jolly," she i&greed; :md 
then her horror came upon � like a chill. 

They carried two-thir�s � " the property 
ashore. Then he held up :'band to stop. 

" The rest is my share," .he said, and 
paused. It was evident eno th11t he did 

not wish to go. She did him the justice to 
think that, if she- had been old and ugly, 
he would nbt have wi$hed to leave her on 
this deserted rock. alone. SAe conld scarcely 
have said that' ,she wished him to leaove ; 
but she felt thal it must be. Nothing else 
was -possible. ' 

" You haven't' kept a fair half," she saW. 
at last. " Let me help you put some back!' 

He ftushed qui�kly; a�d then went 
rather white. It was dear that he had l'i.t 
expected that she would let him go, when 
it came to the point; She haU expected 
that he would shoW( -� violence now; · but 
he only shook hia head. 

"l can get more from the ship," he said. 
" You can't. Shall I, frighten you if I bring 
you more some mo�g? " 

The hurt in lilS . voice was very plain; 
�d the girl felt a great compassion for him. 

" Perhaps,!' she suggested, "you would 
call 'for me when you are going to the ship. 
I-I know that I, must seem very ungrate­
ful; very foolish. I am foolish, of course, 
but-I don't believe you would hann me. 
1-Qhl I don'll - It is only-1 can't ex­
plain my absurdity-·- You will come 
Cor 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 this morning. I will call on 
the way back." 

�e set his lips firmly. He did look a 
fierce man, she decided, and she would be 
glad when he had gont. She carried her 
property up. the beach and stowed it away 
while he put up, her t�t. He came and 
helped her then, but ne�ther spoke till, they 
had ; finished. Then � bowed, and was 
turning away; b'llt .sh'e touched his arm. 

" Let me thank you,!' she said. "Thank 
you-- obi .Very mu'chl You must have 
some tea before you· go." He shook his 
head. " Please! Out of your generosity., 
He shook his head again. " Because I want 
you to, then? " , He looked at her'. " Yes. 
I do." . 

He nodded and helped her make the tea; 
but he seemed uuable to find wo$ 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 ''-b.is voice 
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sharpened angrily-"! shall be effectually Robtnson Crusoe's Island. He insisted on 
cut o'ff." 

· 
unloading most of the spoil there. :At last 

If :he had stopped before · �he last sen- she· jumped on the ra.It and pushed it a 
tence the girl would probably have taken liltle way from th�. shore. 
the desperate resolution to trust� him. She ! 'If you won't �ec to take all the rest," 
was {tightened of being left alJne; and she she threatened, 'TU leave you here, with 
believed that; whatever he bad done, he all the nice things� and go and live on your 
was a.t heart . a gentleman. He certainly nasty, poky i!!lanq." . 
had b�haved well to her; and she was very Sq he agreed to 'take the rematnder of the 
troubl�d about hurting his feelings. But loadl and they leH !or Man Frid;ay's Island, 
lhe note of anger in his voice · terrified aftei he had searched Robinson Crusoe's 
her. ! so tl:iat she might feel qui�e secure. She did 

" I  do not mistrust you," she said ; " and not seem anxious . to· go back to her loncli-
1 have every reason to be deeply grateful ness, and invited i herself to tea with him. 
to you. I thank. you for your offer. It is. After tea she found herself talking merrily, 
.,·ery-very chivalrous. I accept it." and almost teasingly, and then she sud-

So she went across with him. . She' found denly remembered what he was ! H e  
i t  easy to scull the raft, as the water was raised his eyebrows at the quick change in 
very smooth. He did not speak. except to her face. 
give her the necessary instructions ; and he " What is it? " he asked. " Am I not a 
acknowledged her thanks only with a bow good enough comrade to trust? " 
when 'she left. She managed to keep fro� " You are_ a. g�od comrade," she said 
crying till she was back in her tent. Then almost sol�ly; " and I do trust you, 
she cried a good deal. She was so sorry fot but it is time that I went." 
him-so very sorry ! And she did not like She got upon the ra{t and he pushed it 
being alone on her island. She kept fancy� off. There· was a mist in her eyes anct, till 
ing that she heard · noises, and she wished he shouted to her, she did not notice that a 
that she had as]fed him to search it. She �trong. current was carrying the raft out of 
detided that she1 would fetch him to do so its <tfi!Urse. She struggled vainly to control 
thf �ext day. Then she wiped her eyes it. "'WJI.en she saw that she would certainly 
angrily to think.i that she was lettiDg her- be carried out to the opeD sea she threw 
self grow to �rusi this-this murderer. .  down the oar and screamed to him, hold-

· " Bu� I believelit w.asn't murder-only an ing out her arms. She saw him run to his 
accident," sJ:le �d !aloud. She repeated stores and begin to tie things together. 
this several! tiri;les. The� she fell: fast She: guessed that he was making .another 
nsleep, though it was just,. befor� sunset, raft�. It never occurred. �o her for a moment 
and slept ti,ll daylight th� next morning. · · llia� he .would hesitate to risk his life by 

In the mornil,tg she IelfjplOJ"e cheerful. fpllo'Wing her. P.tesently he dragged his 
When she hid bad breakiallt she embarked . little raft to the water, a.nd .set o;.&t usillg UJl?n �e raft �d scull� ·. o�er to Ma� nn oar like a �addle. His craft �vas just a 
Fnday!s Island . , : '· · '  water-barrel w1th some planks lied at the 

"1 thoug!Jt I would show you that I am sides to steady it. He sat astride upon it 
not !lfr�id of you," �e said brightly. "And with his legs in the watc:r. She remembered 
you'will want to go to the ship. Please let that they had seen a s&ark. in the morning, 
me come too." and screamed in terror. 

"There � no need for you to ta�e the 'll don't care what he has done ! " she 
riski" he sa� coldly; • gasped again an9 again . . "I  don't cnre l" 

" ;But-but I'm 4i'eadfully lonely/' .she 'fhey were .fat: past her island before it 
ple�ed. '1Do let : �e come with iyou.�' c.an,1e into her head to. tr)r to scull toward 

His :  face �ela:xed gradually as he •ooke(l him. She coUld �ot stem the current; but 
at �r� ! i ' ! shei kcp,t the raft ii,rom goil)g so fast; and at • 

"! ery. well," he ,agreed. . "Yout-yo;u las�· �e overtook.·1:hcr, .tied hi� little rnft t�� 
spoil chil� t , ! . . : · ; . he b1g one, and , came aboard. She �ell on 

�ey spq�t. al!! the morning lo�g tlie he L �ees and �nked God; ;and he took 
raft tom the ship. ! ,It seemed to be fix� off pus cap reverently. ' 
firlill on tbe reck;; so 'they luncl�ed On It Amen I "  he said. 
boar. . Then h� took the l«!&ded raft to · !oh l "  she cried. "But you have noth-
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ing to be thankful for. You are giving 
your life lor me." 

"I am thankful for that," be said gravely; 
and she seized his band and kissed it I 

" In the end," she said, •• Robinson Crusoe 
was very sure that Man Friday was faithful." 

" I  am glad of that," be said simply. 
Then he took up the oar and tried to work 

their clumsy craft out of the current. As 
he fo.iled to do so, she took the other oar, 
and they tried to go against it; but they 
barely h�d their own; and after a time she 
sank on. the raft exhausted. He sat do\vn 
beside her. It was useless to attempt to 
resist the current alone. 

"There's fresh water in the barrel," he 
announced, " and I filled my pockets with · 
biscuits. I da.resa.y we shall be pic::ked 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 lor her to 
drink. It was very warm, luckily, and the 
rise and fall of the raft made her sleepy. She 
laid down with her head on his knee, and slept 
peacefully. She felt safer than she had felt the 
nighl before. Once.she cried out in her sleep 
and he stroked her hair. She haU woke, 
smiled at him, and clutched his wrist. 

" It's aU right, little Mis$ Crusoe," be said. 
" It's-all right-Man Friday," she mur­

mured drowsily. Th�he went to sleep again. 
Presently the n came out. He 

started and shook he shoulder. 
"The current has changed ! "  he cried. 

"We are nearly back to your island!" 
The girl sa t  up and looked round. 
"Our island," she said very gently. 
He stood up and sculled vigorously, and 

she assisted him for little spells. They ran 
into the cove in the moonlight, and she 
helped him puU the. raft up. 

They were too elated to sleep. So6 they 
sat on a big lump of rock side by side; with 
the water, lapping at their feet, and talked; 
and for orice the man said most. The girl 
grewg.:adually silent, and qstened to him tell­
ing of school and college, and " the dear old dad 
and mater at home," and how they would wel­
come them; for he seemed to asswne that she 
would go with him. She ,gav . sudden sob; 
lifted his hand and ki!ISed it rcely. 

"Forgive me," she �e _ "Forgive 
mel When I remember' : that I mis-
judged you-I was mad, of 

She musl have been mad to 
was the prisoner, she told he 

" Oh, little girl l "  he begged. ..Don't 
do that again. If you do . you'll send me 
mad; 4Uld I shall ask-what�I �ean to ask 
as soon as we are. rescued! " .; 

Their shouldem were touching as they 
sat;  apd the girl's seeE!led to drop against his: 

" ADd I shall anSwer wha.t I mean to 
answer then ! "  she Said . • .  "Obi Man 
Friday-Man Friday I " .  . 

They were on Ropinson Crusoe's Islanq 
for three weeks after �at; and, lookin�t 
back, they always &a.y ·that the time was 
too short. They spent the first day moving 
things from his isla.hd; . to hers. " A  ship 
might come any time/' she said, " and she 
couldn't have any one else know that she 
half mistrusted her . .  ¥an Friday at first! 
It really was ,only,: .. 'balf' she assured him, 
and there was M re&¥ln for it. It was just 
nerves. She did ·not like telling him an 
unt�th; but · she wotild not hurt hiin by 
confession ; and she resolved to make up 
for it by never tellirig him even a little fib 
about anything else; She never has; and 
she never will. 

The next eight.or nine days were mainly 
occupied in Cetchllig things from the ship. 
After that there we heavy weather for a 
time; and one night the ship disappeared. 
Then they busied themselves in constructing 
a fia.gstaff and putting it up on their island. 
A couple of days . later .. a ship saw it, and 
sent a boat in fdr them ; and several more 
boats when they. discovered th�ir multitude 
of possessions-which gained them a hand­
some sum of salvage a.f�rwards. 

"You were � very lucky pair of Robinson 
Crusoes," th� captain of the ship told them. 

" I  am Robib!'on C!Jisoe," the girl ob­
served. "Be is Man.Frida.y l" 

c •  And I suppose you:· are going to be a 
pair of Fridays?" the Captain suggested. 
"Well, you were lucky . . k your Man Friday. 
He might have been-We1l, you had a 
ruffian on board gomg to be tried for mur­
der, I believe. II your Man Friday had 
turned out to be him-1 "  . 

The girl's lover looked at her quickly. 
For the fi.J:St and· las� time a suspidon of 
the reason of her fear of him crossed his 
unsu5pidous mind; but the girl's i):adignant 
face· dispeUed it for ever; and the sudden 
pressure of her hand on his arm. 

" My Man Friday c:ouldn't tum,ou� to be 
· anything wrong," ·she said proudly .1 "I won­
der-! wonder ii you have any idea how good 
he always was to me? My Man . Friday!" 



A STRANGER1S YlSSIO)l 

MORTIMORE D UGD.A�E looked 
typically English as he walked 
down the broad boulevard which 
formed the principal thorough· 

fare of Lambasa. T�ay the fashionable 
promenade appeared deserted. Smart car­
riages and brilliant uniforms, which usually 
congregated at this hour, were conspicuous 
by their absence. Dro.wn blinds shaded 
every window, while the Iew inhabitants 
abroad wore unrelieved black, walking with 
bowed heads, and eyes downcast, for this 
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city of brilliant sunshine, with ii:s snoiYY 
buildings and luxuriant greenery, nHl�tm,· ; !  
a dead king. 

The stranger from England had alrc:tdr 
explored the poorer quarters of tht� i:.L)•.•::!,  
'vhere low-eaved, vine--trellised houses !in,�d 
narrow, cobbled streets, and was impr.:-ss,·d 
by the squalor and poverty the open door:; 
revealed. It was a relief to return to tlt,: 
airy boulevard, and rest a wl1ilc in the courl ­
yard o f  an inviting cafe, uudcl' a n;assh·,� 
palm tree. The glare had tired his t')'t·�. 
and he was warm from his long walk to tlh� 
suburbs. Here he hoped the wines of t lw 
�ountry would,. prove less villainous t han 
those he had sampled on his jounn•y l •l l lJ,� 



Adventure 

capital. A waiter, with:a -suitabl�·:expreso . 
sion of wo,.tdOklbis order-;�oturoed:p{tlmptly.y 
and pointeditd·an-o1d:st-OnelfduntainJri;the,; 
center of tbe·.�am&U!.cOurt"'¥¢�la5 be.:fi.Ufaa 
the visitor's' glas&., 

" It does not: !  playt:. sir;� he··murmurech 
sadly. ''Not- any more uDtilloUr:new,IOog·_: 
is crowned.�' · 

Dugdale looked:toward the.golden •domes::. 
of the palace; where soon : he .would�.lVitneS.S·.' 
the young ·monarch's;Jying in state, a last.� 
court to be held in the mortuaey-'cbamber:'· 
of the illustrious dead;: Farther· away; the : 
calhedral spir� marked ·the burial place ·of 
Lambasa's' royal bouse. ' 

"The country has suffered a great loss/' 
said Dugdale; · " for it seems· death · robbed 
you of one -who was really beloved/' 

" Indeed/' 'murmured the waiter, draw­
ing nearer . to the small tbree-legged.-table, 
" he will never be replaced, our dear� young 
King, Maldio the Thinker. Ah, .you wd 
not know he was so named by the petlple? 
Though such a boy in years, he -thought 
always of others, he thought of ·their· 
wrongs, he listened to the cry o( distre!!St · 
he promised many reforms. At last we · 
were to be happy. The day of redemption. :  
had come/fo�: :his disposition - was humane • .  
His subjects loved him, and he meant well• .  
b y  them. It was his personal charm, too. 
you understand, Monsieur, and the pleas­
ant manncr,: co.mbined with'tbe 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 Jlags �ew, all was gay for an . 
evening f�te, and· ·during . the morning ·he 
would have reviewed his troops in t.he open 
square ! ,. 

The speaker shivered with sudden emotion 
and, with a serviette dangling (romhiselbow, 
dried the tears that gathered in his eyes. 

M9rtimore Dugdale : turned · to a paper 
lying beside his glass; tears in the .eyd. of 
men were antagonistic to his -English spirit. 

"Is tberi:' any explauation yet of the 
King's death?, he asked , scanning the head 
lines of the black-edged journal. " So faz it 
seems to be shrouded :in mystery? " 

The waiter shrugged · his &boulders. 
" The doctors say . a · sudden,,_heart col­

.Japse; they are puzzled and camt.t trace the 
cause. · But the people d�da.,_.: 'Enough 
that Kipg ·Maldio is .dead'l . NiJ!pOwer-' can 
bring him back; it :js lbe will of God.' .. 

The. .. -pf.����b�iit:S Jm�t �eet 
a lPlPd!iult&nd�-�bthb.wmJ,,King. 
D�!l�inif'!D.\1!1daaeakout:lfe.atlessly 
fromJa·:bandr,bDiedliei:•l,f.atultle&.mold and 
featme•�;. Tfi.,� th.lckkhi.iiidramed;; a brow 
wbichitjQS�fieidhlS:siumn�;.t"'f:O�i Maldio tbe 
Thi.rik!iD•f�' :  Thep�a:- g�·�au 'impression 
of.!sudih naturak; vivadcyy �Mi !.iti .. almost 
seemJ.i to:;.· live�: . . TIIec: mouth.: '- expressed 
stf'elllgt!lrot fcbamc� �and�.&. ccutain :inward 
p�.rityi;whichispiritila:l.i.Zi=d.dmd�!nmried th� 
manlY.:-.V:isage;��wbilf)ttbeJWigly�hearirig was 
dignified ' yet ·free fmli:riarri:lgance� · 

Below;two small�r-�rtraitii ·of the dead 
boy's stepmother and. )her::SOD• were cgiven. 
Dugdale looked curit)uSJ._t,a.t the. priDce who 
would noW\·�·ascend •the, throne, ,and, at the 
woman who had. bome ·him•.' The Ehglish­
man . .  knew"�u the rep,�ta.tion for cruelty 
and vice held !by th�.Qu�i:I:Molher through­
out the . .civilized world. · He bad seen pic­
tures befOre ' .. of this- notorious; woman, but 
never one which so emphasized the .evil in 
her be�vy; square-jawed face ... .  With horror 
he noted , the · repul�ve ·li� =:and bulging 
eyes. 

" The print is bad,', saic;l:the waiter, who 
still lingered by th�· s�ger.· . Then.glanc­
ing :'lOUild· ,that noli� might hear,: he whis­
pere( hcautiousl.y, ."But:-1he·;Queen·:·is yet 
more bad.'' 

Dugda:le . raised his eyebrows, surprised 
at the man's . darillg;speech: .. He shrewdly 
suspected that the feeling against the 
Queen Mother was'strong': he scented revo­
lution in the air. · 

The black-coat� figure· made an invol· 
untary movement · of dis_.gust, . and fficked 
fierc�ly · at the flies·,:buzzing. · round ·the En­
glishman's glass: 

"Openly she is all sor:row, monsieur,­
wailing and crying· and ,�;_(here he bit ,his 
lip) "and m�ing . preparations for the 
coronation of 'her own· son, Prince Gisdel. 
Is it not monstrous that before our dear 
saint,. the champion o_f . th.e people; · the be­
loved Maldio, is cold in his coffin, - .sbe. is 
planning the f�tes, the honors, the engage­
ments of that weak,. dissipated· . youth, 
whom we are to serve and obey? His policy 
is governed entirely by Qt�een Horatia. We 
shall: be under her .rule, ·and she is without 
pity :ol"justice, a monst�r of crime.'' ! 

The voice o£ scorn was nc;> longer lowered, 
and the flashing eyes g�w bloodshot -now, 
sending out slrangC!, .uncanny lights. · .  Be­
neath his iU-.IittiDg c:lothes there w� some-
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thing of the soldier io this iDaa of reckless 
speech and fierce hatred. ; · 

" I  wonder," said Dugdale, "you are not 
afmd to express your opinions so openly." 

The man smiled bitterly; and drew in bis 
breath. 

· 
11 I am not the only one,'.' .�.e replied, and 

the words held significailce. u Desides, 
monsieur is English, and we, as a nation, 
have great faith in your people, so free and 
so strong. Here it is all different--espe­
cially when a tyr.tnt rules." 

Dugdale rose; and took a coin from his 
pocket. , 

" Don't trouble to bring change," he said, 
as he turned to go. . 

The tip was a large one and the man 
flushed with pleasure. 

11 Monsieur will come back another day? ,. 
cried the eager voice, accompanied by a pro­
found bow. 

Dugdale nodded, lit a cigarette, and 
strolled away. He bad intended staying 
longer in the refreshing shade of tbe care, 
but for private reasons it did not suit him 
to be seen conversing with a revolutionary 
spirit. He thought, as be walked in the 
direction of the palace, how those keen eyes 
would have kindled with sudden 6re bad lhe 
communicative waiter known Mortimore 
Dugdale's mipion. Outwardly he was just 
an ordinary fo.urist, with perhaps a rather 
more distingr"shed air than the average 
globe-trotter ho rarely invacied this some­
what isolate state. A man of perhaps 
eight and t�irty, he he.ld bimsell very 
erect and gave the impression of cold 
reserve. ; 

In reality, this apparent loafer , wa5 no 
mere pleasure-�eeker Olj 1curious speetator 
drawn by the bait of a ' royal funeral. He· 
arrived by chan:ce in_ th+ .capital just as the 
young King'$ sudden az:icl· �t�ysterious death 
plunged the country intp �xtraordinary wo. 
0( late certain rumors · of inconceivable 
brutality hailed from Lambasa to scandaJize 
Europe, causing such indignant-horror that 
England decided to send a Secret Service 
agent on a journey of inves�igation. D:ug­
dale stood pledged to discover whe�her 
Sentence of death were passed witb_out 
trial; whether visitor.t to the capital had 
mysteriously �sappeared, and whether it 
were true tha.t :political offenders had been 
su�jected to btrbarous torture, at the! in· 
&tigation of tbe Queen Mother. 

As yet it .seemed unlikely that any 'one 

suspected the object of his visit. Cer­
tainly the waiter who, like thousands o( bis 
.countrymen, dreaded the comin& rule of 
Prince Gisdel, litUe dream¢ he was airing 
his views to a paid spy on the warpath of 
discovery. 

! To Dugd:!Je's shrewd mind the uncx­
peeted death of the young King lopked 
strangely ·ominpus. Queen Horatia's !lark 
record rose up l(lrid and accusing to heighten 
bis conjectures.: He remembered that King 
Maldio, against her wish, insisted on going 
to England to study at Cambridge an4 re­
ceive the refining influence of a: Dritish edu­
cation. On his return; in consultation with 
his ministers, he drew up a new code o{ Ia ws, 
to which his stepmother showed violent 
opposition. In ber eyes the_ir . humanity 
spel t weakness. The change would have 
made it impossible for her to influence. stn te 
affairs, which were previously so primitive 
that the ruled became practically the slaves 
or their rulers. " 

Just as her power was about to be over­
thrown, .the stepchild she hated Jell dead 
from a sudden. seizure, leaving the crown 
to the son abe adored, the _petted, home­
taught, 9-verbearing and brainless Gisclel. 

Mortimore Dugdale stroked his chin re­
tlectively, as' be listened to the continual 
tjJling of the city bells. 

·f" It looks ugly, very ugly! "  he thought, 
and his 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 II 

" THE BODY .MOVES " 

AS THE. visitor from England prepared 
to start on his lugubrious visit to 

the palace, the hotel proprietress informed 
him she had seen the dead monarch earlier 
in the morning; , 

"I knew ; the crowd would be great nil 
da.y," she $aidl "so I went there when the 
public wer� first admitted. Unlil Jour 
o'clock the people may wilncss the lying-in­
state. Ah, : monsieur, the majesty of that 
handsome boyi in deatb-th� wonder of his 
face, so fair, 110• kiqgly, so exquisitl(, will give 
you a great en)otion I For myself, I cry ali 
day-and I think, tao, of the lady in Eng-
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land they say he loved, and my heart aches 
for her l " . · 

She sighed deeply� drawing her long black 
shawl closely ·around her shoulders. 

Mortimore D ugdale had heard as yet no 
mention of the young King's romance, and 
his sndden air of i�tercst and sympathy 
drew !\1adame Machin to tell him what she 
knew. 

" Monsieur will understand that with 
royalty nothing is secret. The servants of 
the King's household reported that when he 
returned from England 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 ftt of boyish impetuosity 
swore, that ir he willed, a commoner should 
share his throne. He broqght a portrait of 
the favored one to ha'bg in the palace, a.nc;l she 
wa.s so fair that the Queen had great diead, 
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 aftenvard 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 kiUed him-that because of an 
unsatisfied pas�on, he wasted a. way and his 
heart broke. B ut if monsieur delays, the 
crowd will be so�eat he may not see the 
body, and it woul be a thdusand pities to 
miss such a great a d impressive spectacle. 
I trust that we shall have the honor of your 
presence here still when La.mbasa. grows gay 
for the coronation of Prince Gisdel. He is 
not like our Maldio, but the festivities will 
be good for trade and weU worth seeing." 

A · perpetual stream of spectators 
.thronged the gates and Dugdale joined the 
long line of black:Clothed figures. At a 
slow melancholy march, shoulder to shoulder 
with curious, ball frjghtened. citizens, he 
passe4 the sentries and reached a monu­
mental staircase of wide marble steps, td.d.­
ing �o a haU glittering with · gold and 
mosaics. Fdr a moment the lavish decora­
tions seemed to a.we the many sightseers, 
and the vast mass of mourners paused in­
voluntarily, shy, be�ildered, dazzled by the 
splendor of their surrowulings. Even to 
Mortimore, accustomed to court$, the orgy 
of color Ca.me as a surprise. 

With 'the trained glance ; of 3.! quick ob­
server h�. took in every detail, without ap­
pearing . to look up. Portraits · of Maldio 

and Gisdel hung side by side on the high 
walls. The painter had . cleverly depicted 
upon the two faces the stamp oi a good and 
of a weak ch@.racter; the dead King apoi 
peared s_mlling upon his subj�<;ts froD;i the 
massive frame, while his step'brotlier wore 
the fretful frown qf a spoiled child. Far• 
ther o�, a life-�ed pai!lting of Queen 
Horatia, with · her . late husband, looked 
scornfully down on the moving· crowd, with 
narrow, soulless eyes in which the inborn. 
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 tM o;risty glow of num­
berless huge candles; where Maldio slept his 
last sleep. An awe-inspiring silence bung 
like a cloud over the de(l.;tll-chamber. 

As•they entered, ttJ.e:rntin 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. He bore the weary air of one who had 
stood for long hou!;'S. in .the gloomy apart­
ment, guarding his Kiug to the end. Dug­
dale took a swift, · searching look at the 
Count's features, which were so stamped by 
sorrow they appeared as a mask of inscruta� 
ble wo. As U drawn by Dugdale's inter­
rogating glance, the deep-set eyes of the 
physician met those of the Englishman for 
one brief moment. 

Strong I6an :that Dugdale was, the his­
tory ·mirrored ' in  Bistofi:s eyes suddenly · 
unnerved him. In ,their slumbering fires a 
world of mystifying pain and horror. lay 
revealed. In i:he ashen .face Mortimore 
could read the koowleqge:,o.f some hidden 
crime, against:. whi�h tlie soul beneath 
seethed in silent rebellion. Only for a sec­
ond bad he time :to scan that form of 
saintly strength, which. �urst 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 headed by an upright cross o( massive 
silver. Eight' officers ,stood motionless, 
sword in hand, like statues, by the �ng's 
bier. A row of 'nuns- .  and tbree ;pallid 
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. · f 
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T* rigid boyish figure lay dressed in full 
uniform, his breast decorat� with medals 
and �azzling orders set with priceless jewel;. 
The olded white ba.ods .might have been 
mod ed in wax, and the heavy rings see�ed 
weig 1ing down the limp dead fingers With 
a l�t burden of earthly . l!plendor. On 
the ' -trimson tunic: a. great 1i:liamond star 
&shed its ra� from the lifeless fonn, the 
blazing stones seeming to defy the fact that 
death was aU powerful and supreme. 

Dugdale .gazed spellbound at the exquis­
ite purity of the still set face. Tb.en sud­
denly he felt as u'his whole soul called to the 
departed spirit, demanding � answer. Th� 
moving crowd saw only i.D the gorgeously 
attired 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 ma.c;s of people waiting their tum fan­
cied the tall Britisherwas some distinguished 
stranger, and patiently permitted him more 
than his allotted moment. As he bent rev­
erentJy down': to sc:an the ashen features of 
surpassing beauty, he thought the impres­
sive mortuary chamber, the thronging 
multitudes, the .ftickering candles, must all 
be part of some wild dream, for even as he 
looked upon that striking face beneath the 
coffin lid he �ticed a faint, a very faint, 
twitching of tlie lips! Starting visibly, l;le 
l;lent lower to tJ!.e glass, fearing he had been 
deceived, and !timulta.neously the eyelids of 
the dead King jquivered. . 

In that britf second of intense over­
whelming excitement, Mortimore DugdaJe 
forgot his !Surloundings� forgot everythiDg 
but the thrilling discovery that lUe stiU 
reigned in the body pJvea.red for · burial. 
There might not be a moment to lose, and 
with a strong fist which braved the sha:rp 
cut of the bloy.', be smasJ:l�·, Qte glass jtp;t 
above the diamond star, �oJet in an imme-
diate current of air. · -

" The King' lives"! '' he cried. "I !!1-W hh:n 
move his · lips-his eyes! Lift him llPI 
Bring rest9rativlis-" ; 

The wonts were loud and commanding as 
the 5peak�r continued to bre'ak now �th 
his elbow the thick glass . whic;h shielded: a 
further portion of the body he !!Ought � save. 

Th� quic;k action, the thrimug order, tJle 
app�rent desecration of the· kingly corp9e, 
struck terror to the hearts of all assembled. 
The kneeli�g priests and DUDS sprang �0 their 
feet, the guuds leaped f9rward and :qoughly . . 

' . -.l.. 
seized the daring stranger who had ventured 
to molest the de84J,and disturb Lhesolemruty 
of that royal lying-in�state. -. . 

" He. is a maniac! He tried io. rob the 
body l "-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 �b 
{rom limb outside ! Has he not broken the 
c:oflin-Iid, has he not, before our very eyes, 
sought to drag \!he dead Maldio from his 
bier?" 

Men wrung their bands and wailed like 
distracted women, even the strong guards 
turned deathly pale as they regarded their 
motionless King still lying upon his pillows 
of priceless lace-undisturbed! 

" Call the physicians! Try artificial 
respiration! For God's sake don't delay! "  
cried Dugdale as h e  tried t o  free himseU. 
" Surely you want to save your King I I tell 
you he moved twice ! Clear lhe room and 
open the windows-! know what to d� 
I have br�ught people round be£ ore I Let 
go my arms, :you . fools, and get to work I "  

He spoke loudly in their own language, be 
shouted t.he words fiercely now, struggling 
to throw off the detaining bands of his 
slQ.W-witted captors. . To his intense relief, D�ale saw that Count Bistoff had moved 
�;�y to the c;offin and was looking down 
at the form below the broken lid "'ith an­
xious eyes. But why in the na-me of all that 
was mysterious did, this man of medicine 
make no effort to dlmplete Dugdale's work? 
Surely that saintly faced, courtly indi\{idual 
could not have aided and abetted in the 
murder of the King? 

� the procession of, alarmed spec�ators 
· 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 
tlie coffin-lid W!SS broken, that a stranger 
M�ore the King lived, and now she gazed in 
terror, open-mouthed Bnd shivering, at the 
body of her stepson, as if confronted by 
a ghost. 

" It is fal�! "  she muttered, turning to 
Count Bi$toff �th an air of haughty re­
buke. .. you will nrove that easily enough, 
.you, as tbe King's own physician, CaD tes­
tify aild swear life is ertinc:t and hope dead. 
This stranger has made a.n utterly absurd 
statement, calculated to unsettle the popu­
Ia4e. He must i'ha ve co�e here merely to 
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create a scene for some deep reason of his 
own." 

The sad-eyed Bistoff bowed his head, as 
he placed his hand benealh the broken lid, 
to feel �e heart which no longer beat per­
ceptibly. . Then in low reverent accents he 
answcr�<d Queen 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 relief passed 
over the Queen's hard features. Then she 
turned with· all the fierceness of a wild ani-, 
mal and shot a look of bitter scorn at the 
astonished Dugdale. 
· " Your conduct," she muttered in low, 
hissing accents, "is easily �xpla.ined. You 
hoped to cause so grave a panic that in the 
general cQD(usion the dead might be robbed 
with: impun'i�! I see the whole hideous 
plot. You suggested artificial respiration­
you would doulS,tless have offered assistance. 
The rings are Foose on the King's hands. 
His fingers ha� shr�k in deatq. You 
came for prey,--=:_�ut you came in vain and, 
now you are hereo::-we shall detain you. A 
thieves' dungeon is too good for such a vile 
conspirator! "  

A deep .ll.ood of aimson dyed the heavily 
moulded cheeks, and beneath the black 
cr�pe 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 c;ommon conspirator, I can 
very easily prove. I swear, as surely as I 
stand before you, that as I looked on the 
dead !ace, certain 'signs of life revealed 
themselves so clearly that to bury the lUng 
without further inve�tigation would be 
criminal indeed. You must know there is 
such i. thing as suspended animation+­
tha.t people have come to life after lying 
in a deathlike trance for days. I can de­
clare on .oath that his Ups moved .lint, and 
then his eyelids quivered. I am not imagina­
t�vc; I have never been the slave of Caney. 
Where llie and death az:e concerned, it is im­
possible to respect court etiquette, or weigh 
the wisdom of a sudden action. J:�Jy knew 
that the body moved; that ;was ejlough for 
me. S�ly I am,believed.l 1 Your Majesty 
is not serious in ¢Ustaking me foi a robber. 
I have papers to P,.ove my identity." 

AB he pOured out the words of defense, it 
maddened. him to see the scornful attitude 
still retained by. this woman o.hteel. When ' 
he spoke of the young King �d the pOssi­
bility of reviving him, a look Of intense dis­
dain, tinged by a ce,rtain bitter amusement, ; 
passed �ver the graceless fc;a.tures, accom� 
panied. Hy a shrug of stout shoulders, and a 
mocking gesture. Once she turned to Count · 
Bistoff, as if to denumd his support, but he , 
kept his 'eyes on the ground,staridingrlgidly 
beside her, like a soldier at attention. From 
his attitude he might have been deaf and 
bUnd, or merely a statue, devoid of all 
human life and emotio.n! . ,  

"Your identity," replied the stern Hora­
tia, looking Dugdale up and down with an 
imperious air, "matter:s �t.tle to me. It is 
sufficient that you t09Ji.' tli:is solemn ocasion 
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 ol lies, calculated to spread abroad 
the vile theory thnt' we should allow our 
adored Maldio to be buried alive! Count 
Bistofl has ell3lllined the body fully, and 
proclaims that deatlf · is .as.c>ured. We are 
more inclined to beh�vc the first physicinn 
in Lambasa than. a !lc:Oundrel who comes as 
a disturber of our peace. We shaD deal 
with you according to our rights and mete 
out the punishment so richly deserved!" 

Turning to the �. �e ga.ve a com­
mand with aU the assurance of some great 
general at the head of his troops: 

"Take that man to the prison house and 
keep hi� in chains Until f�er orders l" 

The words, as they, feU on Dugdale's can�, 
appeared like some echo from medieval 
times. Could tliis possibly .be the speech of 
a twentieth-century · qu�. in a modem 
palace, fitted with all .the ll#ury of present-
day living? 

· 
In a ftash the awful t.Um.ors circulating 

through Europe rushed,. _,ack. to his mind, 
chilling his blood and momentarily stopping . 
the fast beat of hiS now sinking heart. He 
had come upon a mission of discovt�ry­
was he to discover the worst, and ·never per­
haps return to .. testify ag�st his Ialse ac­
cusers or bring them to .justice? If he were 
cast into prison, all his pri;vate papers * the 
hotel would be seized� and a dose surv�y 
of their contents would undoubtedly prove 
he had come to the country in· no fri"ndly 
spirit. At least Queen· Horatia should not 
sav she had caused him to fear. 
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" Madame," he nnswered, " if jnjustice is 

done to me, remember that I am a British 
subj�t and you wiU ha.ve t9 answer to 
Great Britain for to-day's work."-

She made �;�o reply, but signed to the 
guards to withdraw their prisoner,, . Roughly 
the men forced Dugdale to turfl and leave 
her presence witho� another wo�d . _ As he' passed tbiough the bigh·arched 
doorway he glanced back over his shoulder 
and saw· the white·faced Bistofl stationed 
still, an impressive figure, by the tan, piti­
less Queen. For the first tim� the Count 
looked up-arid the Englishmaia fancied be 
read a message mysterious in the physi· 
clan's eyes! Surely they were the eyes of . 
a friend, seeking to save Horatia's victim, 
al�ady secretly plotting the deliverance o£ 
an -innocent and misjudged man. Yet if 
Bistoff were indeed the saint he appeared, 
if his strong features were those oi an up· 
right, -s:Potless cha.mcter, 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 beset Dugdale's 
beWildered brain as the guards hurried him 
away. As they passed through the impres­
sive pf.la.ce, he �ted emphatically his 
burning words of Self-defense, warning them 
th�t their King pad lived undoubtedly at 
that nbt distant moment and might still be 
living now. I 

The leader, ai. tall, burly man, laughed 
scoffingly at the 1vords, and with a shake of ' 
his head dealt the speaker a blow upon the 
mouth. 

• 
"That is the way we1serve,. the blasphemer. 

who woUld outrage a monari:h on his bier!" 
he replied with an oath, io9king' .-ound for 
the approval o( his fello' 1: si>ldiers, .who : 
wat�ed with admiring :��· ."Here in: 
Lam'Hasa we are not easily. <leceived by a ly­
ing sto\iodre[ from a distant -land." 

On�e . aga.bl the insulted Englishman 
w�ed :his a$saila.nt, as he had 'Yarned the: 
�een, ! that I Great Britain w�lild avenge: 
these insults.! . 

· 
The �an :Who bad struck him laughed 

long anil loucUy at the �ords: " Great Brit� 
aiD,''' he J'eeted· "'where -is Great Britain 
my fri� ? ! Ju�t round ithe corner, ab� 
waiting= to gob)Jte:us up? Don't you realize,' 
my bnf.ve . �ilr,�hman, that outside th� 
palace �o U�g !IPul •fs e.ver likely to 'earn 
the fjl.te of the man who dared to lay l!.an� 

on Lainbasa's.dead �ing? YOu may whistle 
long alnd loudly for: your precious country ! 
The dungeon walls I are t�ck, and pl,lD.isb� 
ment here is swift--espeelally if the Queen 
be off�nded! She will Wipe you from her 
pat4 like a fly from a jam-pot. Poo£1---and 
you' Will be gone to heaven or hell, according 
to your desertS." 

The words appeared to cause much 
am�ment to the soldiers, as they men­
tioned under their breath the names of 
severlil victims who bad suJfered secret 
punis�ent. 

"There's your future �dence, my Lord," 
jeere4 a scoBing voice, as the narrow prison 
bo1,15ei with its iron bars and small slit win. 
dows,l loomed in s.ighL 

At ! the door of this gloomy and solid 
building a. sentry kept watch. He mani­
fested, no surprise at the appearance of the 
guard, conducting their well-dressed prisoner 
to the .filthy lodging, ill ventilated and dark , 
from which a damp, unhealthy odor issued. 

" Those doors are firm, but not firm 
enough in the: Qu�n's opinion," said the 
commander, with his brutal laugh. "The 
order was _ that the prisoner should be 
chained. Bring the ankle-irons and the 
handcuffs." 

So _P,erce a wave of indignation swept over 
Dug,-ale that suddenly he felt the strength 
of ten men rising within him. He was in no 
mood to calculate the risks of a last wild 
fight for freedom. Once the chains held hlm 
fast, retaliation would be impossible.. To 
submit to such an indignity without one last 'desperate eJfort to escape appeared 
unworthy of his r:ace. The inen were: off 
their, guud, coqscious of supepor strength 
in numbers and of' the height of the .spi;kcd 
wall� surroun�g ' �e palace. They pad 
safely secured their prey, and nothing jjhort 
of a miracle could deliver him from· their 
bands. 

The sentry, a yokel from the country, ap­
pear� on friendly terms with his superiors 
and,; after · saluting, COJ;IUDenced to gossip, 
as if; military etiquette were a� unknown 
q�tity in this st�gcly ruled land. : 

The intereSt which the news aroused 
gav� Dugdale his · momentary oppo�tuuity, 
Whi�· ling round, - be wrench�d his shoilldcr 
fro �wo pairs of detaining: hands, �d "!ith 
a ur.k movem�nt sent, 'both warnors 
spra Jing on th� ground. , St�g out 
fro left to right,j he beat his way through the stonished JNard before the aien h1�d 
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time to draw their weapoos of defense. 
The shock of surprise lasted only a second ; 
then hoL pursuit followed the prisoner's 
unexpected onslaught. Bold as the effort 
proved� Dugdale had not allowed for his 
ignorance of the ground and the 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 aloft long 
shining knives drawn from heavy cases 
slung to broad gold belts. A peculiar cry, 1 
which Dugdale took to be a signal of warn­
ing, rose from their lips with piercing dis­
tinctness and bro11ght unexpected forms 
from every comer. It seemed as if watch­
men were lurking in every crevice of the 
large waUed garden, gay with blossoming 
fruit trees making pink and white avenues 
of bewildering beauty. 

He turned a comer sharply. He had left 
the gardens of vegetable and fruit 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 I 
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 himseU face to face with the court 
physician. Then the brilliant sky grew 

.dark, the sound of voices became fainter and 
more confused; as Mortimore Dugdale sank 
to the ground prostrate and senseless at 
Bistoff's feet. lD an instant the panting 
guards fell upon their prey, with faces so 
vindictive t'bat it was well, perhaps, their 
prisoner could no longer see the scowling 
brows ,and �1 eyes of these angry aru:i 
heated runners. In a IDGment the heavy 
irons secured �e victim's feet and hands, as 
he lay face upnrd to the sun. 

The Count bent over him with the same 
enigmatical expression his face had worn as 
he stood by the dead King. 

He bade the men fetch water, much to 
their diSgust, and carefully b�ed lbe 
wounded band which had broken;hhe glass 
over Maldio's body. TheP,, cutting his 
own handkerchief in strips, h'e ma4e a band4 
age to keep out the dirt from tbe injured 
knuckles. He knew the soldiers wue watch­
ing him with ·scorn ; he 'knew •u what 

Dugdale might expect from 1:4em on his 
recovery to consciousness. 

· 
"It s�s unnecessary to c.Jaa.in !ln in­

sensible man," he remarked, a.S he felt the 
fluttering ht.a.rt andJa.int pulse. 

The · hfad of the guard saluted, as he 
answered in his harsh, gutteral accents: 

" The prisoner is amazingly savage, your 
Excellency. He attacked !l whole body o( 
soldiers Without fear; .our Jives would be 
unsa(e if .he were not ·bo!J.hd. Besides­
does the most noble Coun� ·.forget?-it was 
the Queen's orders ! "  , 

A slightilushcrcptin�o Bistofi's cheeks. He 
bit his lip under his smooth gray mustache. 

" You are right," he said. "It was tlrt 
order of the most Grado� One, to whom 
all be reverence �d Jlonor. I thank you 
for reminding me. I al!l distrait tcrday, 
wit}{ mourning for my King!' 

The spldiers raised Dugdale and bore 
him away. 

· 
" Is he true, that ;Bistoff?" they whis­

pered. " He certainly feigns a deep devo­
tion to the Queen M�ther. Will 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 
Ia.lse. They say he is passionately in love 
with the Queen, and that is why be appears 
melancholy and dejected. She raises him 
from honor to honor, but it. must always be 
the love of the moth·lor the star." 

A laugh came fro:!ll the leader. 
" Bistofl plays for his own ends-it would 

never si.lrprise me to see him on the side of 
the revolutionaries." • · 

· The-Y had reaChed tbe prison house and 
flung their human burden. a.!ji il he had been 
so mu� refuse, into' utter · 9afkness, there 
to await his fate. Outside the sunbeams 
danced and the �ow�rs � almost to the 
door, but the soldiers had .Jetted tbe black 
dungeon kept for murderers . to house the 
stranger frQm England. There the foul · 
rats wander� at will and the walls dripped 
with damp, while nQ glimmer of light gave 
the miserable $nmate one ray of comfort 
from the smil..i.bg summer. world beyond. 

CHAPTER · Ill 
THE S.llln.E OF DEATII 

. 

THE Queen Mother was alone in her 
boudoir. · For nearly an hour she 

had .been seaLed at a heavily carved 
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bureau, exa.muung the paper� ' discovered 
among Dugdale's belongings. Her lips 
were set and · her brow contmcted in a 
frown. She was paler than usual, with the 
pallor of deadJ.y inward fear . . ·�very now 
and again .sh� glanced round quickly, as 
if suspecting ;some presence behind her • . 
More than once she rose and went to the 
door, to assure hersell the corridor outside 
was empty. Yet no one pllSSing could see 
or hear what took Rlace in the Queen's pri­
vate sanctum, Since the walls were strangely 
thick and the doors had been especially 
made to obstruct sound. No keyho�e per­
mitted the possibility of . a peeping eye, 
heavy bolts secwing the frightened inmate 
from any chance o� intrusion. . 

With a sigh she 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 Distolf I wish to speak to 
him here alone." 

She moved to a seat by the window and 
gazed vacantly at the drawn blinds. Klng 
Maldio's funeral had not yet ta.ken place, 
and the gloom of death hUDg heavily over 
the darkened palate, subduing the brilliant 
shades of color �d shutting out the sun. 
The Queen's boudoir was papered and car­
pe�d i� Pompelan ..ted, 'With heavy cur- · 
ta.ins or , the sam� shade, while black .oak 
furniture gave a� absolutely unfemipine . 
appearance to th� sta.tely apartmenL As 
she lounged wearily on the broad cushiqned 
sofa against ·a background of rich broeade 
her masSive figure suggested�dignity bereft' 
of grace. The thick strandi!'W, coarse black 
hair :were drawn 1)a.ck to reveal a broad and 
troubled brow, while" :the �el, passionate · 
mouth b�trayed i� art:ifidiU/ trimson set ill 
lines of yivid color. She ' tilpped her stout- , 
ringed fingers �on the sofa ami, vexed that · 
Bistoff bad not immediately answered : the 
royal summons. · • 

He came at last, a little breathless ftom 
his hurried journey. Tiae foo�man ibad · found ; him. n�r . the precinc.ts of the p�son 

· house,• tallung1 W1th the soldiers. ; . 
"Your Majesty sent for me? " he qtur- · : 

mured, closing the door softly and .adv�c­
ing withj an a�of humility which gratified . 
her prid.e. : · . . ! : · ' 

She held o her ; flabby !band for mm to 
kiss, an� her mile · of welcome Wa!l alrrtost : 
more terrible , n her frown. 

"Yes. • Lb� yo� will ta.tk low, for I have ; 

a serious matter oll my mind and would 
seek your counsel� You� )?.ave · see� the 
pape� which the .M:aschin Ia:mily seni from 
their potel, the papers foUnd in the · room 
occtip�ed by Mort:imore 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 subj�ts to offer an 
opinion, madame, when you yourseU 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 trille unfriendly toward Lambasa and its 
past government? " 

"A trifle ! "  The Queen laughed in that 
jarring way which so often denoted an 
outbreak of temper. "You must be fully 
aware that the coUDtry 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 '!Jle people 
to believe King Maldio had been buried 
alive. Every�g; therefore, must be done 
secretly. Perhaps, Jor the sake of appear­
ances�· ou &hould have made an eliort to 
prov U his words· _were correct. I suppose 
it w not possible that life still fluttered 
in the King's body?" 

Her searching eyes were bed on Bistoff 
with a. strange, uncatmy 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 
lo6kfl:l at the body more than once and 
a.imounced to the watches it was impossible 
the K;ing could be alive. No one credits the 
story ptat the dead :lips moved, and the feel­
ing · a�ainst Dugdale is very strong. The 
idea 1seems generally 'accep.ted that the 
Queen and her m.ibisters Will deal privately 
with r:· e offender . . . Your subj!=cts are con-
tent i should be so/' 

· 
Th portly, ,black-robed . figure gave a. 

quive of satisfaction, and leaned back on the 
cushions. Her mo'v�ment suggested some 
large �ark jelly fall�� into· a shapeless mass. 

"GPod," she mprmured. " You are a 
treasure, Bistofl. � i was beginn�ng to feel 
�e+'ed. You ��t let �e �aye a sleep­
JDg-dlaught to-n•gJ!t--something to cli.lm 
my bhwi and disp«irs� the. ugly r�ncies t.llat 
keep lme restless. ; I  have worked 50 hh.rd 
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for my son, and .when I heaJ"d that man d� 
daring 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 fondled 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 tny promise," she 
whispered. " Directly Gisdel is crowned I 
will see th�t he raises you to high 1'8.Dk­
your teward shall be great, faithful anM 
devoted servant! You . have played Y?ur 
part well. Who but the trusted medical 
attendant of King Maldio co� 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 impossibl�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 bnmd 
him forever 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 y'oung 
English girl whom our mad Maldio threat­
ened to marry. It nauseates me to read the 
rubbish." 

Bistoff looked down on the pathetic 
souveoir of a boy-king's romance, and his 
heart was sore. 

" They shall be removed as your Majesty 
directs," he said . .  · Then pausing, his mirld 
traveled back to ;;the prisoner in the dark 
cell, :not far from ihe long shaded windo'f. by 
which the Queen sat. " May I ask· if Dug­
dale's pu�hment has yet been decided 
upon? Your Majesty, I 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 .ma.scul.ine voice : 

"I am ready to take advice upon the sub­
ject, if you have any to give, b'* I hold that 
for such an offender a goOd d$ith would be 
unsuitable. I want him to suffer, under-

stand i We must be 'reveng� upon this 
impertinent IeUow!' 

"My Queen is always righ�, ' '  . answered 
Bisto.lf, " and if revenge is pleasant to her; 
she sbilll not be denied the satisf11ction her 
royal soul desires. . I have a' �uggestion to 
make which should fully meet all requife.. 
ments, 1but .first I would humbly seek her 
views, that together we ma.y compare them 
with my own.'' · 

Queep Horatia beot fo_rward, and rested 
her sqqare chin upon her hands. 

" I  bad thought," she �uttered, " that his 
cell might be · filled wi� · starving vermin. 
They would soon devour him, since he is 
bound. I fancy I see th�.already gnawiog 
the bones of one who crept mto our country, 
even as a rat may creep into the palace of 
a king, to spy upon us t,nd work our down-
fall." ' .,, ... . .. · ·· 

Bistoff came close· to her side and whis­
pered in low impressive tones. 

" That death' would be too unclean for any 
hand which had touched the King. IC 1t 
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 tenor, which would forcibly 
illustrate that greatimd awful word-Retri­
bution. Let Mortimore Bugdale be taken 
alive at night to the royal vault! Let him 
be secretly imprisoned there--alone with the 
body he would ha.ve violated ! Once in the 
vault, the tomb of MalcU,o and the stn.nger 
will be closed fore'\i'er. No cry could pierce 
those massive walls, and the Englishman, 
alive· in the royal. tomb, must die of slow 
starvation and torturing t)Wst! Once again 
he will confront .the white features of the 

· corpse benead;t the glass of the coffin-lid­
this time alone! " ' 

The Queen raised her tiii.,nds and, thrilling 
with excitemept, turned to Bistoff: 

41 Retribution indeed·[" she said. "A fit­
ting punishm�nt. · My._: consent is given. 
The dead Maldio and .his would-be deliverer 
shall face eternity together! "  

CHAPTER IV 
COUNT BISTOFf1S SECllET 

KING MALDi:O'S state funeral !proved 
'deeply impressive. It was no mere 

pageant of pomp and show in the 'eyes 
of his subjects. but a spectad� which 
filled the heart with · such real sorrow that 
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the human side touched them more forcibly 
than any ceremonial and out'Yard magnifi-
cence. · 

Maldio's vault was situated in the . most 
beautiful spot of the cathedral, _shaded by 
ancient windows of stained glass anq sur� 
rounded by .:fine specimens of :ar,chit�ture� 
To the right, ten virgin martyb ·car-ved in 
stone )l;ept �ent 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 emotion the 
laying to rest of the late King. ' · 

"We suJiered more .tban .all the weeping 
congregation," Queen Horatia 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." 

After the sad ceremony Count Bisto.II 
begged to be excused from his recent attend­
an� day and night at the palace. The 
King's death had been a great strain, be 
told the Queen. He wish� to retire to 
his quiet do�, 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 mo�astecy. The quaint, rambling 
house and large 1 grounds were singularly 
romantic, situatecf. but a few miles from the 
town and shut olf {rom the main road by 
denSe regiments of pine trees. 

While BiStofl �andered in the cool shade 
of bis garden h� ;�ew what was ta.kin'g . 
place in the: distant !prison liouse adjoining 
the royal palace. �That evqtjng the -miser­
able man who hail Jain boun�'in a filthy cell 
was .to be b�ught suddenly �ut to hear: his . 
fate. He 'Would be told of lliie�pideous Sen­
tence-would know that bt' must be im­
prisoned alive iii. . the torhli of Maldio the 
Thinker, wpere no : cry could piercle :ilie 
�ve walls, no pi;ayer , deliver hiui from 
the torture of a slow, lingering: death; : 

As �e Count tbdugbt· on the gruesom� 
facts, great drops b�oke out upon his fore­
head and eVen his lips turned white. :Frpm 
head to foo� he Shqdder� violently and �e 
strength of : his  :�bs !ailed �. With a. 
deep sigh he saDk upon \a low garden Sea:t 
and rested his forehead ih hJs hands. 

It was thtls Heldra, · his wife; found him, 
long after . the summons to the eveliinJt 

meal h'nd ecb.oed ��rough the lofty hall and 
winding corridors! of Villa :Monaste�o. 

"-1\.h," she cried, · runhing forward ,with 
ou�tretcbed hands, : "so there • is my :very 
o�. Diarm.id. I thought he had van­
ished. into thin air, �nd while I have been 
sea�ching for the lost one, our food has been 
spoiling shamefttlly.'·' . . 

she tried to' pull hPn Up, but he shook his 
bead. and drew hei' down to , the seat___..:. 
a slight figure in �lose-fit�g black, wonder­
fully young -for a roma� of five and thirty. 

11 Don't ask me to eat, Heldra," he said. 
"T�e very thought of food revolts me in my 
present mood. Stay here-and listen to my 
story. I ha.ve sPmething to �y of grave 
importance, but �st you must swenr by the 
living .God never. to betfay the secret I am 

bound to reveal to you this evening." 
Seldom had �e heard her husband's 

voice so shaken :with emotion. She knew 
th�'t he was broken-hearted at the loss of 
th� yoWlg �g,' but the awful anxiety she 
rea4 in his eyes came as a revelation. 

11 Dear Diarmid," she ml!-rmured, " are 
you not smnewhat overwrought-wearied 
out by the l_oilg strain of court service? 
Surely it would be better to eat and rest? what can you h&ve to tell me that will not 
ketlp until you are feeling stronger? "  �s -for a moment she feared for her hus­
ba . reason, as· he stared down fi:tedly at 
her ptumed face, discerning the inward 

truth and sincerity of her nature. He 
knew he could �rust this woman. How­
ever grave the s�cret, She would not {ear; 
for !beneath her frail exterior the iron nerve 
and stanch spiri� triumphed gloriously. 

"Heldra," he :Whispered, !'you musf not 
thi:b.k that I am �a4; though I tell you facts 
w�� will -seem ·Ifk4!11lb� ravingS of a lunatic 

or �e su,bstance of a nightmare. At least 
yo't know something of 1he character of 
Qu�n Horatia, 11-nd that may help you to 
relllize the awful; position in which I have 
beeb. placed." 

· 
'The Countess laid her cool hand in Diar­

mid•s burning palm. She Wlderstood in­
s�ctively now that his brain -vfas as strong 
as ever. His evident distress! arose from 
some terrible linowledge of wijich she was 
ignorant. : 

�·:Perhaps yo� guess,!' hei whispered, 
"how for years I have chafe� against the 
barbarity of our �ountry--;-hoWj I sought to 
frustrate the. wicked maChinations of that 
attocious woman--Oueen Horatia." 
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Countess Bistoff bowed her head in sym­

pathetic assent. · 
" Yes, I know your sufferings well. The 

c�s of the Queen have aged you with a. 
weight or .bitter sorrow. 1 owe my darling's 
gray hairs to. the .vile conspiracie-s he has 
witnessed in a court or corruption ! "  

Her voice shook with :a. tremor of inward 
indignation. 

" King Maldio," continued the Count, 
' ' came as a bright star on the dark night of 
treachery. He could have ra ised Lambasa. 
from the dust-he longed to complete th� 
reforms he was so eagerly planning. But 
the Queen Mother hated her . stepson with 
a fierce and deadly loathing, and I who 
watched her as a cat migh� watch a mouse, 
gradually discerned that her one aim in 
existence was to remove Maldio {rom' her 
path, so that the poor, wca.k, irresponsible 
Gisdel might reign in his stead. I sus­
pected her of plotting against the IHe of her 
kingly stepson , and in order to save the boy 
I made myself into a �chemer of equal skill. 
I played my part or hypocrite so well that 
Queen Horatia to this moment believes I alD 
her ardent admirer, as well as her most 
humble and cringing servant. Often I have 
seen your sweet 'face 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 wy. a monster of iniquity, 
and thus I drew from her the knowledge 
that great reward would ran to the band 
that swept her stepchild from the throne. 
I offered-=-think of it, Heldra, I who loved 
Maldio as I loved my own iHel-to play the 
part of hired assassin-to poison the young 
King whose health had been entrusted 
to my care t The Queen promised me a 
high 'position and large fortune if . I  s�c­
ceeded.' 

A little Cr'y of horror rose to Hcldra's lips, 
the low smothered cry of a wounded soul. 
Her lips· parted and her eyes were 61l�d 
with dumb pleading, as if entreating her 
husband to IJlke back his words-to assure 
her, upon oalh, he had not lent. himself to 
dishono�. 

Only a moment he kept;her ia suspense. 
Then in thrilling accents the Vi[ords broke 
from him with a glad, victorious! ring: 

" King Maldio, mourned by:.:his people, 
interred to-day, is not dead!" .;. 

CHAPTER V 
BEFORE TBE .MORROW . . . .�<; 

H
ELDRAsbute� violently. King Maldio. 

not dead I Her husband must be rav­
ing. Hkd not the rqyal funeral iJlken place 
that very day? Was DOt. Maldio already . 
lying entombed in a cathedral vault? , 

He read his wile's t�oughts, ;and contin­
ued his narrative quickly. · 

" You inay well look incredulous and !car 
for my sanity,'' he continued, still keeping 
a. firm hold upon her. rio'r trembling h&Dd. 
" Dut to save the King l 'schemed, plotted, 
and studied night and day, helped by the 
Almighty, whose strong . arm alone can 
overthrow the evil�fi.Cr�>·. Perhaps you re­
member, not long since, how I worked day 
n.nG! night in my laboratory until at last I 
fell asleep over my. labors, after remaining 
out of Bed for forty-eight hours. You were 
anxious to 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 
I was working out· the salvation of our 
country-that I. was fighting, in my own 
quiet way, for the young King's life. You 
will still, God wiiUng, see the beloved 
' Thinker' once again reig�ng over Lambasa . 
nnd our hearts! " 

" But how could -that be?" cric:d Heldra, 
unconvinccd. " Can you raise the lifeless 
body .. from the tomb,---a.n you do that, 
Diarmid? Even you, the most briiUant . 
scientist in all our land?'� 

She twined her alms round her husband 
as ii to protect him, •dreading he might be in 
the throes of some terribfe delusion. 

"Be' calm,". •he whisl>e�- " You must 
brace your ne..Y�you must stand by me 
and play your allotted p!(rt in this fight for 
justice. During tho� !ong. days �r quiet 
experiment I discovered a marvelous drug, 
as yet unknown to .the medical profession, 
whlch can throw the human body �nto a, 
deathlike trance. I tried the experiment 
on animals, and assured mysetr that sus­
pended animation could 'be quickly _recalled 
to full pulsing life by ad!pinistering a strong 
antidote given alter the lapse of a cert.ain 

· period. The apparently. dead form �ot 
only revives but oo taking up its burden 
of life ..,-ppears refr�ed and invjgorated 
by the trance-stage through which it has 
passed. 
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"I  m�Jst, before :daybreak, r�ue Maldio 

secretly from Lhe t�mb and make knoWn to 
him the plot against his life arid ,the s�ep I 
was obliged to take before I could be ce.rtain 
of Horatia's guilt. · Early to-mor:r9w morn­
ing the King will be here at Villa !Monastero, 
seeking your protection. I propose, in due . 
time, to smuggle him away in disguise, and 
let him remain in exile until the right mo­
ment arrives [or the injured monarch to 
claim his throne. ;I'he revolution is com� 
ing, Heldra, as sure as you and l are seated 
here in this peaceful garden. 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 empty tomb-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 lor a mo­
ment the thought that the King lived bad 
filled her with such speechless joy that her 
brain reeled with the sudden shock of glad� 
neSs. Then, iQa 8af, her pride in her husband 
sank before the a ful dangers she knew be 
must risk before t � distant day of triumph. 

••;sow can you pos$ihly smuggle the King 
out of his tom !:I? "  · she gasped. " Even 
though you are ab�e to revive him, I cannot 
imagine by what jneans you will obtain a�­
cess to the body; Should .Queen Horatia 
suspect, your liC� would no_t be worth a 
moment's purchase. You know her scheme· 
of vengeance; nothing woul�be bad �nough. 
lor the hand that betrayed , her in friend� 
ship's name." . ; 

Heldra cowered down, hid,iR'giber face on 
her husband's breast. Fro!fb .,head to foot 
sbe trembled violently. Her great love for 
him made her weak · and despairing. She 
could almost have wished he would leave the sleeper in lhe tomb, but then his soul 
would be stained by murder-h.; would be: 
forever accursed. · · 

" Courage, courage, litlle · woman," he. 
murmured softly. "Do I see tears in your 
eyes? S�1rely you should rejoice that I have 
been given this great mission, that I am able 

· to save lbe King from the vile treachery 
sunounding- his young life. You may well: 
wonder how I shall get to the tomb, but : 
Providence has mercifully prepared a way. ; 
Long before Maldio was born, before I even: 

had .grown to �ood, that way was dis­
covered aad revealed to ine by one long 
since-departed. You never knew my.._falher, 
but his lame as a celebrated architect lives 
arter him. He d\;Velt and died in this dear 
old home, entl;aralled by its ancient beau ty 
and reslful charm. l-Ie left me a legacy for. 
to-night-he is directing me now. I fancy 
I hear his voice and catch the once lamiliar 
step. I .firoily believe his spirit must know 
what is taking place in the home he loved ." 

Hcldra grew impatient. 
" Dearest," she whispered, " don't stray 

lrom the subject. Tell me all-quickly, for 
suspense is torture ! "  

" W·hen 1 was a mere boy1" he continued 
breathlessly, "my lather restored a part of 
the cathedral and while working there dis­
covered the en lra.nce 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 troubl� by a vivid and perpetually 
returning nightinare. He dreamed of a rev­
olution, though a!t that time the counlry 
was suffering from no signs of unrest. ll e 
saw massacre · on every side--Lnmbasa 
drenched with the blood of women and 
chil�r -. Each time the vision occurred he 
sue ed in savi.ijg himself and family by 
hidin in an underground passage lending 
from a vault where a future king should lie. 
He remembere8 the awful dream the mo­
ment he found the secret door, and realized 
that it led lrom the tomb reserved for our 
Lhen King's son. 

" He waited his opportunity and pri­
vately investigated the mysterious passage. 
To his amazement he found it communi­
cated directly with the monastery gardens. 
It was possible to walk from the totQ.b to our 
dry well, the one near the rockery, and it is 
thl'ough that well thafl and my treasure will 
emerge to-night. My father told me alone 
of thls secret tunnel, for he said : 'You will 
always live here, Diarmid, and some day it 
may prove useful iC my dream should be a 
warning of future ill.' His words were 
certainly prophetic and before accepting 
Queen Hora.tta's murderous suggeslions, I 
took care to make thorough �nvestigations. 
I assure " you I am master of the situation, 
I need hav,e no fear." 

Heldra · looked up into his eyes with a 
deep and overwhelming admiration : 

"0 husba:nd," she whispered, "how good 
and great:you are! ·You risk your life will-
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i.ngly for our boy King and with the spirit of 
a. true soldier. Yet ii harm befall you, bow 
ran � endure the lorig years to follow, the 
dark days : in store? But I am selfish. 
Give me your courage, make me worthy to 
be King Maldio's subject ! " 

Count Bistofi rose and drew her to her 
feet; He held her fast, and it seemed as if 
be instilled by his touch some or his own 
heroism into the slim woman wi th the pale, 
terrified face. 

"Tell me exactly. what I am to do," she 
said. " Every detail shall be carried out 
unfailingly." 

" Inform the servants 1 have been cahed 
Lo attend a gentleman .who is insane and that 
I may be obliged to bring him and his keeper 
here. 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 myself. By this 
ruse we can keep the King secluded and give 
nim time to consider his future plans." 

Heldra bowed her head assentingly. 
" You spoke of ' a keeper," she said. 

" Have you an accomplice, arid are you 
quite sure you can trust him? " 

" The keeper," replied the Count, his 
voice vibrating as be drew in hls breath 
with smothered indignation, " will be the 
unfortunate Englishman, who discovered 
my secret too soon, the man who swore that 
Ma.ldio still lived. By Queen Horatia's 
orders he is imprisoned alive in Maldio's 
tomb-left there to die. I suggested that 
death ib order that I might save him." 

He looked at his watch as he spoke. The 
da,ylight had vanished, and a night bird burst . 
intb full-throated melody. Countess Bistoff 
passed her hand over her bewildered brow. 

Before the mor:row, she told hersell, 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 Mo�tero would hold in its safe keep­
ing the living �lvo.ge of a royal tomb. 

CHAPTER VI 

IN nt:E ROYAL VAULT 

THE horrible deed was dont:. The living 
man bad been duly cotMiueted, under 

cover &f the night, to the 'cathedral and low­
ered, . fully conscious of his late, into the 

stately-tomb of �aldio the King. This in­
human outrage was known only to a select cir,­
cle of high 'Qfficials, who exet:uted the ghastly 
orders with\Nt commen t, soulle�s and utter­
ly indifferent to the suB'eringe of the offender. 

When Mortimore Dugdale found himself 
aiQne with the c()rpse and dimly realized'h_e 
could not escape the awful torture of starva­
tion, his tottering r�n turned to Lhe Qn� 
refuge-self-destruction. With bloodshot 
eyes .. e gazed at the dead King, wondering if 
once again he would see th'at faint mov�­
ment ·which had been the cause of his own 
downfall. 

· 
"If I could brinlf- you back now-as ,I 

might have done �hen;" 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 mi!-Ilce, and this accursed 
country will hav���· answer for my blood! .. 

He spoke without knowing what he said, 
tor the dark., unhealthy prison cell in tbe 
palace grounds had wt!lkened brain as well 
as body. The fopd offered him had been 
uneatable, and save for an occasionaJ mug 
oi 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 trappibgs and glass lid. 

He was calculating wliether he had �uffi­
dent• stren�h tO drag his body, sore and 
aching from the beavy chains bu t recently 
removed, to the bot far distant wall, agaiEist 
which he inten_d�, ii possible, to dash out 
his brains and thus end his misery. 

He fancied the faces of dead friends beck­
oned to him ;through the gloom. He beard 
voices of those he loved �hispering messages 
in his ears. Vagaely he wondered whether 
the tomb w�re �ut a <!ream of delirium. 
Per�aps he was $3fe ati.home, guarded by 
tend_er nurses who watc;hed by his sick�bed. 
It was all so unreal and shadowy. Surely be 
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 
selC-inflicte-9 blow. brought the desired ob­
livion and he fell heavily to the ground with 
a gre�t bleeding. gash across his forl!head. 

Thus be lay, a wasted, deathlike £orm, 
hearing no sound as the fearless Count 
Bistofl, lantern in hand, approached the 
secret entrance from his long pilgrimage 
Wlderground lo the cathedral. Heldra had 
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boldly offered . .  to accompany him, but be: 
pointed out 'bow ··her absence toight rouse 
the suspicions of the servants. He' knew well 
it was no .fitting lask for a woma:n, ·and, still 
more, . as he lowered himself into ·the fern· 
lined well with Heldra gazing down, her 
figure bathed in moonlight, he �p'wned to 
himself · there was a possibility 1oi findiDg 
life extinct in Maldio. If anything had gone 
wrong be, Diarmid, would,stand in lhe posi· 
tion of a veritable · murderer. The idea 
filled his soul with an almost intolerable 
weight of anxiety. , · 

" Heaven watch over- you, dearest! "  she 
whispered as he sank from view. �' I shall 
be here. When the household retires .I wil l 
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. Besides his lantern, he carried a bag, 
with the reqwred antidote and other re· 
storatives; also food and stimulant for both 
Maldio and the Englishman. 

More than · once .as he hurried along . be 
felt ·himself pursued by an image of the 
Queen. Her cruel face materialized in :fancy 
to haunt him;: .and. from head· .to foot · he 
shuddered to think :she could .rest in bed, 
believing that . . �ortiljlore Dugdale was 
buried alive and IPight ·linger ·for days to 
endure indescribable -torture� . From a swift 
walk the Count on!his. errand .of deliverance 
broke into :a run, l4nd.it'was a very hot and 
panting messengeryf mercy -who eventually 
burst into the silent cba�ber of the tomb. 

But words .died pn his lips as his lantern 
revealed the Eng�an's bo<Ly·huddled up, . 
limp· and senseless, lf.gainst the blood-stained 
wall. ; · li 

In •a moment the medicali eyes realized 
what had occu!l'e4; The- u�r: ·gash ncr�ss 
the bead told. 1ts •Ci>WD ·sto� � He had m· 
stinctively relied URoD Dugdale!s assistance. 
Now he realized tha�Maldio were restored, 
he, instead, must �end a · h11nd in carrying 
the unfortunate stranger· . back to Villa 
Monastero. I 

Bistoli . paused ·Qnly a . moment by the 
. figur� on the .groun� ; his though ts:were cen, 
tered upon that , still ! form · beneath the 
coffin.Jid. T�rs -spraqg. to his: .eyes as he 
approached his · Kipg; �nd ·.with . -trembling 
.hands letin th� air :by·quickly·removing the 
covering ·of •glass . .  i With .tender: arms he 
raised-the apparently d.:ad ·boy and eage,:-ly 
ministeted•to the bddy he lifted to tl;le ground : 

For a whilo it' seemed as if the attempted 
task were hopeless; then gradually his skil� 
ful efforts brought signs of reviving life. 
A very faibt color ·stole inlo the blue-'gray 
lips, and tbe slight movement- Dugdale had 
described during . the lying-in-state was 
clearly visible, Count ·Bistoff could have 
cried for joy . .  Slowly the tap-lap or the 
heart could be felt, with extreme weakness- . 
and indecision against the doctor's warm 
hand. Then, ·while he timed each beat, the 
movement strengthened and became reg­
ular, while fluttering pulses once more spoke 
their message of lire. A long and hardly 
attained breath . suddenly shook ihe body, 
then the limb's and arms stretched like au 

' animal waking from slumber. 
As Maldio opened his eyes he looked un­

knowingly at the kind, strained face bcncl inp, 
over him. 

An awful lh!lught rushed through the. 
doctor's brain a�d stabbed him like a sharp 
knife. What if: the body revived without 
the brain? What if he had destroyed Lhc 
intellect and brQught back only the human 
shell of a belovea being? 

Even as this awful supposition filled hinl 
with inward horror, the glazed eyes, fringed 
by long sweeping.lashes, brigh�encd percept­
ibly, th� old-intelligent look came back, and 
Mald�said feebly : · 

"YOu 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, with returning 
consciousness, �he unusual surroundings 
must attract notice. He had carried Maldio 
as Jar away as possible from the coffin and 
was .supporting him with his back to that 
gruesome relic o£ recent burial. 

"I  beg your Majesty to drink this quickly," 
said the low, persuasive voice, placing a 
flask to the King's lips, 41 and please eat a 
morsel of food." 

The boy s:wallowed the liquid obediently, 
but smiled at the sight of the delicately cut 
sandwiches proBered- by Bisto[ . 

"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-l can't understand--" 

He tried to turn his head,:  but the quick 
hands supporting him prevcn ted the move· 
ment� 

" Keep still , . and all will be well , your 
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Ma.jes"ty. You are safe with me, and I am 
able to guard you from harm. You bave 
passed through · dangers, but the Lord bas 
seen fit to save you from your enemies. We 
are not imprisoned here. In a short tilde 
we shall be out in the blessed air. May I 
beg you to say exactly how you {eel? " 

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 llSleep a very .long time! If you were a 
younger man, Count, and we were not ap­
parently in a stone cell, I think I �auld 
challenge you to a boxing match! The Blood 
seems rushing thro11gh my veins like quick­
silver. I never Celt more strangely alive ! "  

The doctor remembered bow the animals 
had leaped 11nd jumpei:l on recovering from 
their experimental trance, and with what 
appetite they 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 Cull uniform, with 
all his orders blazing on his tunic. He start­
ed up unexpectedly, slipping like an eel from 
the detaining �ands 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 
1loor of the dimly lighted vault. 

CHAPTER VII 

UORATlA1S VICTn.IS 

COUNT BISTOFF bad always been 
k nown as . one of the most tactfuJ 

men at the court of Lambasa.. He was 
a born diplomat and his gentle manner 
made him beloved of all. But nev,er had 
his strong and considerate nature' faced 
such a difficult situation. Very carefuJiy he 
chose his wo�ds as in a voice vibrating with 
emotion he told the young King, as brieRy 
as possible, the story of Queen Horatia's 
treachery. As �e described ..flow he had 
saved Maldio from assassination and check­
mated her evil designs, it W&J· · clear that his 
story was making a deep-® almost over4 
whelming impression : on ete resurrected 
monarch. 

As a child Maldio had ever been a lover of 

romance and thirsted for adveature. The 
strict etiquette of the court rigime oftf!n 
made him envy the free lives of those ;who 
were Wlhampered by cares of . state. The 
palace had never been .. a beme to him. In­
stinctively be (�It his stepmother's smo!per­
ing hatred . Even when he tried to win the 
love o[ Pri.nce Gisdel, whose meotal weak· 
ness he sorely pitied, .Horatia would be l.)le 
first to set her son agaiost his kingly brother. 
She•.constantly told him never to trust Mal­
dio; and always to 'avoid his compa"Qions�ip 
when possible, while · her opposition to all 
reform made the King's efforts increasingly 
difficult. , · , Now the seal� felf:from Maldio's eyes as 
he listened to the Count's story. He felt as 
if he bad truly died, to wake in a new world 
to a lire of fulle� . uu·derstanding. Touch­
ingly .Bistoff n!UW:d · 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 orde.rs for tbe removal of the 1 
supposed criminal to the King's tomb. 

" Whatever course your Majesty may 
take in · the future," said Bistoll respect­
fully, " let me pray ybu will think o( nothing 
at present but our immediate return to 
Villa Mona.Stero. There, after rest and re­
freshment, the· si tuation 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 tbi.Dk the day might 
come when I should have trouble with 
my stepmother, and though you were ap­
parently her friend, I ielt convinced that if 
I required, yout counsel it would be wise, 
just and al;way" at my. disposal. Stra.ngely 
enough, many of the . .  facts just di�closed 
have come, to me wi�: a familiarity · which 
seems to prove. ·sof!le' portion of my br4in 
grasped tb'e incidents wbicb followed my 
apparent dea.th: Not many men can stand 
and gaze upon tbe1r' own coffin, yet it gives 
me no fea.r-1 rested so weU in that strange 
bed. But see, my thoughts are wandering 
from the business of the hour.' Later I 
shall hope to ellpress my gratitude in Jitting 
words, at present � ·am dazed. Let us do 
what we can for this poor fellow who bas 
endured such merciU:ss torments ;on ,my ac4 
count. My hei.rt bleeds for him." '. 

He bent down and helped to raise· Morti­
more Dugdale fro!'D the ground. 1 Together 
they bound up his wound with. some fine 
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linen from the royal coffin,; trying to bring 
him back to consciousness With restoratives 
from the doctor's bag. 

" At present it is useless to expect him to 
revive," dedared the medical-man. " When he does come round, I fear be will only wake 
to :the delirium of brain-f�ver. If your 
Majesty bas the strength, perhaps you would 
help me carry our burden back to the Villa. 
The walk is long, but the poor fellow is 
wasted to a skeleton, so we shall not find him 
very heavy. I will sling the lantern round 
my neck, so as tb leave both hands free." 

Maldio assured the Count !be was able for 
any exertion. His will, as well as his muscles, 
fell as strong as iron. _ 

Gently they bore the senseless form of the 
tortured Englishman through the lpng, n"r­
row tunnel wending its secret way heneath 
the now silent thoroughfares of the capital. 
Often they paused to change positions, when 
Bistofl noticed his royal companion was sur­
feting from fatigue. During their mondt­
onotJS journey Distaff 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 

�aldio Jk�d excitedly whether Bistofi 
had collected !11 the recent papers with the 
�tccounts o[ his own decease. · 
' " I  dare say b-&y stepmother was careful to 
give iDe a tnlly mag�licent funeral," Jte 
said, with a b�yisb smile. " It is ortly fair, 
if you murder ;your king, to treat the people 
to• a nne specl:flcle and niake a big par.adeiof 
the last obsequies I This. poor Dugdale was 
my true friend, t�ougb lie , made a shockipg 
m•$take. Doubtless he gl.Vc you a bad mo� 
me�t, Count, when you thought your treas­
ured plans! were· to be sPf�i\ed in so unex-
pected a manlier." · :; · · 

The scene flashed vividly back as Bistoff 
replied: 

" I  trembled so that I feared the guards 
would discover my alarm and suspec;t me!of 
solnc hidden cri�e. Queen Horatia, I faJ:u:y, 
sa\}' in imagina�ion her vile 'plans alrea�y 
dt:�tr�yed and cu.rsed me for a bunglefl N�w 
she can never expect to be confronted by �er vifti!P in tJUs world. To-night. she .s!eeps!in 
-peacl!, sat�s6ed that the throne Js; safely 
procured· (or Rrince ·Gisdel, who I ibelie.Ve 
dr�;a� �t iheatt: the · tho�ght: of kin�hfP· 
But be dare not breathe hiS feus. H-e IS lao 
cowed by his ' mother even to corlfess !in 

her hearing that he could wish Maldio the 
Thinker alive again I "  
· They walked on in silence, their burden 

seeming to grow heavier every minute. 
" That was a grand name-'The Think­

�r.' I was unworthy o( so high a title," 
declared Ma.ldio 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, Bistoff revealed the narrow exit, a 
mere bole in a dark; damp wall. 

" We must creep through singly, and get 
poor Dugdale up as best_ we can," be whis­
pered. " Please go first, your Majesty; you 
will find a narrow flight or stairs outside, 
buried in ferns. I will follow, for the way is 
more familiar to me, and I think I can drag 
Dugdale along without adding to his in· 
juries." 

Maldio obeyed. He was thankful to look 
up and see the stars overhead and the moon· 
beams playing among the fern leaves in the 
well .  

"We return to the world," b e  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 from the garden above : 
" ls�it you, Diarmid? Have you saved the 
�g? " . 
'1.A world of anxiety trembled in the ques­
tion, breathed· in low, eager tones. 

A boyish bead emerged from the greenery. 
The scarlet of a unUorm caught the shim­

. mering light of the moon, and an out­
stretched band seized Heldra's fingers as she 
bent down to -guide the climber'�eps. 

" Your husband is following. He will be 
with you in a 'DJoment, 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 
�oi his responsiv�. nature. · {'King Maldio is dead for the time being," 
hE! answered . ":I come as your guest, rely­
in$ ortly upOn J:QY manhood. Will you h�lp 
a · ere mao to minister to his fellow sufferer 
in distress?" . 

e turned, and simultaneously Bistoff ap­
red, hearing across his shoulder the blood­

s ined body of Queen Horatia's second 
vi tim. · 

n a moment kingship and ceremonial 
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were forgotten, as thn:e 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-" Water I "  

That gasp of agony went straight to the 
King's heart. He thought ·of Queen Horatia 
feasting and drinking at the palace, wrule she 
left her foe to face a death of starvation and 
thirst. He beard the splash of a fountain 
near by, and before the Count bad time to 
rise, . new to obey that pitiful demand. 

u The King's feet are swift in the service ' 
of suO'ering," wruspered Heldra. 

CHAPTER Vlll 

THE COLDEN MOMENT OF OPPORTUNITY 

COUNT BISTOFF'S prophecy came true, 
and when Mortimore Dugdale recovered 

consciousness he was (ound to be suffering 
from severe concussion. He remembered 
nothing, and the fears liaunting 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 obj_ected to that role. 

Wheli Dugdale was comfo�ttably in bed, 
with the Countess installed as nurse, Mal· 
dio and bis 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 (or 
signs of returning fatigue, and marveled to 
see hiar so bright, strong and dear-beaded. 

"I could. imagin,e . myself immortal," he . 
said, "drop� straight from the spheres, 
relieved from the burden of the Besh. I 
sincerely hope that for a while at least Ki� 
Maldio, with his many cares, m�y rest in tlie 
silen� tomb. ·Do not urge �e to reveal my­
self at present. Allow me a brief respite. 
Let me cdjoy tbls gift of manhood, un­
known as sovereign, in a world which iS 
good to commoners bu.t cruel to kings:'' 

Count Bistofl started. 
The! boy] clasped his hands and;jtossed his 

young; h� like a :horse chafing I!Pinst the 
bridle. i I . 

" I  mean, my d�ar Bistolf, that-since you 
have �V1:d me, I qaim at your h�ds a brief 
boon of frtectom. : What can a re_w months 

matter out of a we-:a. year eve:o-il after­
ward the heavy burdens of �gship are 
taken up once more? I want you to give 
me, for at h�ast a short time, this;great, won· 
derful world, with its undistovered joys­
as God has given it' to other men! Let 
Gisdel reign for a while and ·learn the sor· 
rows of the throne, -I do not grudge the 
Queen her temporary triumph. The day of 
vengcanc� will only be postponed. If "­
he drew in his breath and his eyes closed­
,. if I could but escape to England in Ws. 
guise-if I could see again the face I 
love---" , 

He broke off shortlY.; al!d .the whole mys­
tery o[ Maldio's wish became clear with 
those burning words from his eager, trem­
bliDg lips. He was not f�t:ting for his lost 
throne or eba.fing aga.iD�t Horatia's hideous 
treac;hery; his mind held,only the image of 
a beautiful g:irl in a distant country. 

Count •Bistoff had married for love and' 
could not prevent a swirt look of sympathy. 

"It is di.flicult," he · �d, " to refuse your 
Majesty anytrung on sudl a night as this. 
But to love is not al:wajrs wise, and for a 
ruler the tender passion is a pjtfall of de­
struction." 

Maldio laughed� laughed With a wondrous 
note of youth. " Ye's-..for a ruler, but I 
sha.U not rule. It is Gisdel's task. L�t him escape this passion of the senses, this 
enchanting slavery, l_.llltil he gives me bo.ck 
my crown. I crave for just one look, one 
word from the dear lips and eyes of the 
womao,· l worship . .U I :r:eturn now to my 
high office, the country 'M.ll hardly have 
Il:!issed me. Let them see me replaced, let 
them bend the li�ee tp GisdeJ, while 1 grasp 
my one �wilt chance of freedom. You were 
young y9urseU, �ear frien��: , think of tho�'e 
happy days and,'theQ ·say 11 you can find tt 
in your heart to :reruse me ,the help I crave, 
the gift I ask. Nay, this' is more than a 
request, it �s a command !"  

But he no longer saw the gray-haired 
physician upon whose face the near past 
had added many fr�h lines of care. lie 
looked beyond;.the old monastic room with 
its quaint beamed ceiling, and instead the 
vision r� be!ore his eyes of a Jittle EqgHsh 
boWie o� the far side of a: picturesque I river 
BowiDg by the stately grounds of an �d 
college. In faJicy be saw a sJight girlish 
iigure silhouetted in·the window, and l•cied 
it beckoned wildly, as i( in distress. Across 
the vast space. dividing the university town 
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Irom o� Lambua a phantom voice called 
despairingly: " I  am in trouble-come and 
help m� ! "  

Bistoff, realizing that Malmo .had set his 
mind on temporary freedom;rwatcbed the 
beauteous face light up wit�! love's sort 
radiance. DeniaJ or persuasion would � 
useless; the King bad spoken-why should 
his subject rebel? After all, mucb. as Mal� 
dio -was loved, would be not be doubly dea.r 
to bis people after a period of Gisdel's rule? 
The Queen must duly discover thd a revo­
lutipnary spirit stalked the land, a grini 
menace to her son's throne. She would sur� 
fer �on enou_gh at the hands of the people 
who· had gr�.wn sick and tired of her evil 
deeds. Whep the troops were ·ready to rise 
against Horatia and the new King's minis;. t�· , tben Maldio's hour would be at hand. 
Wit Gisdel's fall, the beloved Thinke� 
sboti . rise victorious from his tomb. 

: " Your M�jcsty knows," murmured BiS. 
toft', " that I have always obeyed my King•s 
commands. H you tell me to remain silent, 
I am dumb. If you ask my help, I humbly 
pro,ffer you lhe service of a devoted sub-
jed." , ' 

; Maldio sprank to his feet and placed two 
grateful bands on the Count's shoulders. 

j "I felt," he s,1id, " that I could rely u�on 
your generou�t_heart and understanding 
nat.ure_. I co� to ydu as I entered the 
tomb,--penqil�s. save for the jewels they 
would have butied with .me. These I sh&ll 
leave in yoqr ��keepii:ig. In the mean· 
while, can y,ou supply m� with funds f�r 
'*'y --" he hesitated be( ore .finding t�e 
r;igbt word ; �en added �� a radiant smile, 
·�my holida' ' fi'Qm kingship_ ?" . 

· 
· Bistoff rel the blood sti;r1in, his own veins 

at the glad :sound whichtVibrated through 
Maldio's voiCe. 1 ' · • • 
' " I  have money enough of my own already 
to serve your Majesty's ·purpose, but I pr� 

pOse haJ;uling you �e princely sum promised 
me �Y Q�een Hi:n;�tia as a: reward for mur· 
der. 1 It 1s meet �s blood�money should be 
sr:�e�t right royally by the victim of her 
trea¢hery." · 

The idea · pleased Maldio. 
"Pood," he said. " Whatever she gives 

you; I will treble. the amo�nt on my return 
to power.'.' Then, the boyish note ringing 
out again: "But: you must DQ longer call 
me your Majesty," cried . the boyish voice. 
"Let us think of � new name, since the King 
is still dea<J. I must be known as a happy 
commoner-traveling for distraction. Just 
to remind me I was once a king-I will call 
myself Kingsley,-Marmaduke Kjngsley. 
Th�t h'a.s no flavor of Lambasa-it sounds 
quite English!" 

lt.s he spoke Heldra came softly to the 
door. 

"How is · the sufferer?" asked Maldio 
anxiously. 

"He sleep!t, 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 �. er herseU if she came face to face wilh 
t . murdered '' Maldio--one that will carry 
m . safely over · the sea, to the woman I 
love ! "  

For a moment Heldra stared, aghast ; 
then her eyes brightened, and she moved 
ne�rer with a quick, excited step. Her re� 
sotirceful 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 pas.c;­
potts from Diarmid Bistofl', the trusted 
physician of Queen Horatia and her royal 
soli. " 

TO BE CONTINUED 
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UITE Unnecessary to remind me sequences were numerous and very im­
that the poet, when he thinks of mediate. The point of a pretty parasol 
" the tilne, the place, and the girl," ripped along his knee making a rent in his 
has a vision of summer moon- trousers and slightly abrading the skin ;  a 
li�ht sifting through lea{y lace- chatelaine bag swung around his neck a.nd 

work, and � that any properly constituted boxed him smartly on the ear, knocking his 
poet would shriek in horror at the conjunc- hat out the open wiridow ; feathers filled his 
tion of beauty, a trolley-car and 10 A.M. I eyes ; a hat-pin made a neat little pUDcture 
know it." But thai heedless young divinity in his cheek, and Priscilla's skull, notwitl..t­
who seems to .be the only SUl"\iVor of the standing its COVering of hat and coiffure, 
Olympian population makes his combiua· butted him on the nose with full force ancl. 
tions without the slightest regard for pocls. effect as the Ja,�ers say. 
II it suits his whim to assemble the essen- " Excuse me! ' said Patrick into Pris-
tial elements in a trolley-car at the hour of cilla's pl.umes. 
ten in the morning, why, the conductor pulls " Goodness, gracious! ,. :gasped Priscilla 
the bell-cord, the car stops, then starts again into Patrick's expansive bosom. 
with a jerk, and Priscilla is precipitated int,o Then Priscilla righted herself and the oc­
the suddenly outstretched arms of PatriCk cuJtation of Patrick ended. The disclosed 
Sarsfield Mullally. And there you are ! countenance was somewhat disfigured as 

Rather, there they were. Patrick hadn't Priscilla's startled eyes looked upon it. A 
been a crack baseball player jor nothing- tiny red bead rested on the check where the 
-he had a good eye ; so when he saw hur- hat-pin had made its mark. Pntrick hastily 
tling toward him from the door of the too clapped his handkerchief to his nose to check 
suddenly started car a bewildering com- a hemorrhage, which for a while thereafter 
bination of white plumes.and enormous hat, was responsible for the young man's agglu-
dewy blue eyes and rose-leaf ch�teks, gray tinative articulation. · 
gown and frantically outstretchei. arms, he Priscilla herself was not yet quite ship­
just reached out and got it. Immediate con- shape. Her hat had assumed an angle 
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distinctly disreputable. She straightened it 
with '-. deft right hand. Her .bag still hung , 
fr�m hei wris�. and Patrick, h�l�ng his �ose 
with one hand, reached with the other for · 
het parasol, which had fallen. on the �oor. 
As:he did so h� saw the rent in tbe knee of his 
trousers. In �uch moments coordination is 
disturbed. .There were in Patrick's brain a 
graceful proffer of the parasol to· its flustered • 
owner, a predteditated pleasant smile and a 
polite "Allow me! "  Hand and features · 
obeyed orde� but the wires to the tongue . 
got crossed. · Patrick proffered the parasol 
gracefully eno.ugh, smiled with reasonable 
succe�s under:b�s ensa.uguined handkerchief, 
but what he ��d was " Oh, hell ! "  

Priscilla's big blue eyes . which had been 
soft with sorrow hardened with indignation. • 
Patrick became overwhelmingly conscious ' 
of his bare, bruised knee and to cover it: 
flung the other leg over it. Unfortunately: 
he. could notilfng the other leg without also 
flinging the other foot, and the other foot · 
fatuously kicked Priscilla in the knee. Blue 
eyes were we�• with tears of anger and pain 
as Priscilla . I:�:� arched Lo the otlter end of 
the car" leaving Patrick not only damaged 
but demoralized. 

Mullli.lly was a fine, healthy yoWig A,mer­
icao; His father was u Bill "  Mullally, 
Tammany I.eafj.er, of the One HWidred and 
Seyenth Assembly District, on the upper 
East Side, fonn\:r boss of the Board of 
Aldermen, and �· ·ow mainstay and most 
valued couns,elo ,of the big chief of Tam­
many. We : sh · meet him presently. 
Patrick was heirv to all his father had gar­
nered, the exp,r�ion of his- father's desire 
along Dioral andleducatiOnal lines, the ful­
filment of all the .things his· father had 
secretly hoped. 'WJ:len he, passed his bar: 
examination ibis father saidf 'to him: "Pat, 
get busy no� luui make son].e money. I've 
given you an ed�cation, buf i)'.qu must. e11rn 
your own automobije." A' \}:le end oi twd 
years o� ha(d wor� he W3.$ still ri�g iri 
trolley-cars, : but hp could see the j!uto­
mobile. ah�. H� was. 'twenty-six, �ther 
broad than tall, dark sk,inned, brown eyed� 
arid good to look upon. Such wa! the yo�g 
man: who sai in the trolley-car, 'boldil).g his 
bleedirig n� and trying to collect his 
scatter�d whs. ! 

" Well, of all the #;tump� l "  said he wrath­
fully tO hirhse!f. ;'� Poor· child, as U �e 
w4sn't upset enough!" He glared jl.t � 
o�ending f�t. "Clumsy brute! Hpw in 

Heaven's na[!le can a fellow square it! I'm\ 
a fine sight .with a bleeqing nose to stand 
before 11. young lady and ask her pardon !  
And then the hole in my kneel Yet I 
can't let .her think ,I'm just,an irredeemable 
ruffian. Gee, but she's pretty! I wonder if 
this nose will evei"�n experimental snuffie -'.' \yhy it has stopped. I'll just go and tell 
her lim sorry. and ask- Oh, Lord i "  

This last was a groan due to 'the sudden 
appearance in the doorway of a young man 
o{ robust figure, with a Jovian brow and 
broad features across which played an ex­
pression at once cordial and melancholy. 
Patrick recognized the Honorable Edmund 
Philpot Cullen. 

" Well Sarsfield, me bhoy," rolled out a 
rich, :sonorous salutation. " What in God's 
name has happened l.o ye, man? Fighting 
again? " 

Patrick glared at him. He did not like 
the implication of that again, particularly 
as he bad seeR' a fleeting expression of sur­
prise upon the pretty face at the other end 
or the car. 

" Acciden�;'' said he. shortly and coldly. 
" Well, well;" boomed Cullen, sitting at 

his side, "ye look as if ye had been in mortal 
combat with tfte dragons of greed' and power . 
Ye weren't down at Doyle's club to hear me 
speech last night? " 

"�� was-not I "  replied Mullally with 
what might have seemed unnecessary dis­
tincfiless. 

"You should have been, Sarsfield." 
(Mullally was known among his intimates 
as '�Pat" or " P. S.", but the Honorable 

� Ed.ulund never used a conSonant where a 
vowel was available.) " 'Tw� be Iai the 
best thing I ever did. I laid· before th� the 
situation o£ the country. They hung upon 
Die words. The b&U was silent as the tomb 
when I told them that butter would be a 
dollar a pound before the year ended." 

Patrick thought of the little political club, 
half :of whose members bad lost their jobs, 
and jmoaned inwardly. He said nothing. 

"How d'ye find business? " aSked Cullen. 
" Pretty; ·good." 

· 

"WeD, \twon't last long," commented the 
orator solemnly. ' " Six months from now 
will : tell a dismal story. The ' day of the 
hon�t lawyer is gone. Tbe day of honest 
suc¢ess be individual effort haS gone. The 
in�vidua.l( starv�. the corpotation alone p�pers. He is either a knave· or a fool who · 
thi�ks he can �ke money by individual 
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work. Ally yourself with some large cor­
poration, me bhoy, ·BDd partake of the cor­
porati�n prosperity of the country. It is the 
only way." 

Patrick looked at Priscilla and wondered 
how long she w-:>uld stay on the car. Then 
he looked at Edmund and wondered how 
long he 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 for rne. 
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; wb.en without 
protest Irom 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 him." 

Patrick pondered the situation. He had 
quite made up his .mi.bd that matters must 
be. explained to Priscilla. He did not want 
any embarrassing interrogations I rom Cull�, 
for the Honorable Edmund's conversa­
tional tones were rather high. Patrick was 
more than comfortably conscious, as it was, 
of the interest th� other �ngers 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 uncertaiJ!,. If Priscilla got off the car, he 
woul4 lose her. Priscilla remained, and so 
did Patrick and so did the wholly un­
conscious Honorable Edmund. The trolley­
car rolled across the Brooklyn Bridge and 
stopped at Park Row, opposite the City 
Hall. Mullally and Cullen got out together 
and �atrick hurriedly shook his companj�'s 
hand and wished him good luck as he pusHed 
him to�. the park. Thea he looked 
aroWtd for Prisdll&. She had passed him 
while he .was getting rid of. the Honorable 
Edmund and he saw her white plumes in the 
crowd nea.r the curb. �e pushed his way 
through the throng abd readted the road­
way as Priscilla was settling hqle)f in the 
tonneau of a big automobile, tie door of 
which was being slammed by �'&D elderly 
pntleDWl with a prominent n• gmy side­
whiskeiS and gold-rimmed eye-Psses. 

' 
"I beg pardon! "  .exclaiai.�ck, mak­

ing a leap for the numing-board of the al­
ready moVing automobile. . 

His blood-stained featuns ·thoroughly 
alarmed·the ddedy gentlei:nag..ADd he threw 
out his baDd to wanl ofl the expected attack. 
The �ebuff toppled• Patrick backward and a5 
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 exclamation of the 
traffic policeman who ·yanked 'him from in 
front of .a team of frightened horses. 

"Drunk or crazy? " asked the policeman. 1 10nly foolish," an�wered Patrick, who 
recovered his wont� ·mental readiness, as 
soon as be had a being ·not celestial to deal 
with. Then, recognizing in the policeman 
one of his father's cons�tuents," he added, 
" Hello, Larryln, ._:, .. ' ··· ·· 

" Why, it's Mr. Mullally !"  gasped Larry. 
" What on earth were ye tbryin' to do? " 

" To& long a story," said Mullally with a 
smile. u Thanks for, picking me up. Good-
by!"  . 

Patrick hurried to a clothier's for the pur­
pose of replacing the suit· of clothing tbat 
was now beyond redemption. As be trans­
ferred the contents · of the pockets of the 
garments discaraed to those of the new suit, 
he madeast&rtling discovery. With the pen­
knife, watch and lead-pencil in the breast­
pocket of his loose Summer coat was a piece 
of jewelry that di�'t belong to him. It 
was a small gold ring with a fine diamond 
set in it. Patrick looked a.t it in amazement 
for a .'Sec:ond and then comprehension broke 
upon· his mind. He rem�bered that the 
chatelaine . bag bact snap� open in the 
collision; beyoi)d a question the trinket had 
fallen from it mto his gapjng pocket. 

The · young � felt ·hi�\heart jump. It 
was a due to tlte myst�rious 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 baild was inscribed: "From Paul to 
Priscilla. II . . 

" No", who the .devil is Paul?" he igrum· 
bled. .In deep thought Patrick went' to .his 
office and threw himself into his chair that 
he m.ipt think the matter over. He was 
still in a cham when the door openl!d and 
his father entered. The elder Mullally had 
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a rojlnd Iace, a clear and ruddYJ "compl�xion, 
laughing blue eyes and white hafr and 
mus.tache. . · 

"Hellq, Patrick ! "  he saluted. . 
" Hello, father," answer.ed lhe son, rising. 

"Sit down a.nd have a cigar." 
" Did you see the. lots?" ask�d: the older 

man, taking a cigar from the bt>x on the 
desk and lighting it . .  

"Yes; they must buy. Besides they have 
endoached With the factory wall." 

" We can sue them, then?" 
" We can start an ejectment suit and a 

suit for dainages by trespass, ' although it 
will be hard to prove substantial damages." 

"Eh? " 
" I  mean that the money loss you have · 

sustained does not really amount to �uch." 
"But we can make them take the wall 

down? " 
"Y es,they have no right on your property." 
" Hum! "  Mllllally smiled. "Philip Ogil­

vie is the bead of that corporation, my boy. 
In fact he is the corporation. It is the 
supply company of his Borough Tra�it Co. 
-the family graft, you know. You )mow 
Ogilvie-�e head of the Good Govern­
ment League. He is the Iellow I'm after, 
you understand.'! 

Patrick under.jtood. Ogilvie was a " pub­
lic-spirited dtizell." Bi.U Mullally could :re­
s�t and !=ven �i e a Republican, bu.t he bad 
tile utmost eon mpt for the "pul?lic-spir­
ited citizeh,." F r Mullally was really fond 
oC Tamm!lny . -"the organization �·­
like most · of his! kind. Those who believe 
there is nq real sentiment ili the relationship 
of a machine politician to lbe machine, �are 
shallow pJillosophers. . . · : 

Particularly is this tru�r'when . the ma­
chine is im ancient, historical institution 
like Ta.nuhany Hall. Th�qwers of T·m­
JI!aDY may be s6mewhat y as to g�n�ral 
histo:rx, but they know hti story of 'the 
"Republi¢an-Democratic Party !;)f the City 
of New York." It has its tra.�Ut;ioi.as,' its 
ancient aSsociations, it.s1tattered battle-ban­
ners. And all these things its followers' re-
gard witl:l affectioll. · · ; 

!l'o MUllally of Tammany Hall; Ogilvie 
was. a renegade Demo�rat, a traitor �o: his 
own kind.' Patrick undeiStood that; whereas 
another man might have bought the half­
foot strip of land for a song, Ogilvie· �ust 
pay high for it. . · : : 

In the days that.follo'!ed, Patrick se&rched 
quietly but sy5temati�y for Priscilla. ; He 

adv'ertised the lac� that he ha4 her ring in 
the i"Lost and Found " column:;; of the news­
paP,ers. He wen� :to polic� h�quarters to 
inqfre a� to whether or :not �he loss had 
beep· reported. It had not. iFate played qu�r tricks with him. In t:Jle cage-like 
elevator of a tall ()fiice�· dingJ between the 
nin�b. and tenth floors, ' goingiup" Patrick 
turned to look a� the cendi�g cage in the 
same shaft, and his eyes met those o{ Pris­
cilla. He saw her face light up in recogni­
tion, and then 1 two cars pa.sSed. Patrick 
disembarked at he tenth floor·and took the 
next car down. . riscilla was not in the hall­
way; he hurried :out to the street. No sign 
of Prise ill a. · 

A few days later standing on lhe forwaru 
deck of a Hudson River ferrjrboat, ·he no­
ticed a neat little steam yacht, skimming up 
the river. His b,eart bounded at the sight of 
a young girl l"aning over the rail. As lht 
vessels passed. close to each other he looked 
full into a pal;r of blue eyes that he knew. 
Priscilla flushed; then smiled, and as Patrick 
lifted his hat, .she waved her hand to him. 
Patrick's soul .sarig songs to him. She bad 
forgiven him! She was not aongryl ·--· 

Two days la�r lhe elder Mullally said to 
his son at the dinner tabl� "Pat, I've got 
Ogil�e! "  

"Jiow?" asked Patrick. flis father chuckled. "The old fellow 
bought the old. crosstown franchise," he 
said. "They proposed to run a line in 
connection with the Borough Transit sys­
tem. On the strength of it they doubled 
their bond issu�. The Corporation Counsel 
has found that the old franchise is forfeited 
through the failure to co�ply with the ten­·year construction claus·e, and they have had 
to come to the Board to hav.e it validated by 
a new resolution. I've got him where I want 
him." -

This welcome complication in the affairs 
of Mullally, senior, was followed by a visit 
fi·om .the old politician to .the office of the 
President. of the Borough Transit Co . .  
· " You sent for me," said Mullally, as ht 

seated himself across the desk from Mr. 
Ogilvie. , 

" I  did," replied Ogilvie, taking his eye­
glasses from �e bridge of his nose and 
dangling them from liis fingers. "It is 
about that Cro5stown franchise. Our reso­
lution seeD;lS to be locked up in the Rail� 
road Coomlittee and I uilderstand that your 
influ�nce .controls that committee." 
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Mullally stroked � mustache. 
Mr. Ogilvie hesitated a second and then 

went on: " We have seen the Chairman of 
the Comm,ittee." 

" You tried to bribe him," said MullaJly 
bluntly. 

Mr. Ogilvie's face Hushed wit.h sudden 
anger. " I  did not ! "  he exclaimed. 

" That's right, you didn't," said Mullally 
calmly; " it was your attorney." 

" The unfortunate conditions of our city 
government constrain business men to do 
things they do not like to do, Mr. Mullally," 
said Ogilvie haughtily. : 11 When a highway� 
man puts his . pistol to your head and de­
mands your purse-what can you do? " 

" The modern ways seems tQ be to get 
into your automobile, run down and see the 
bad highwayman and offer him a thousand 
doUars or so for something tlaat is neither 
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
ened up and s.a.id: " Let us drop the humbug, 
Mr. Ogilvie. You want something and you are 
willing to pay for it. Isn't that the case ? ,  

" I  suppose so," admitted Ogilvie feebly. 
" 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 citizeJJShip, Mr. 0111lvie. Good�ay, sir." 

. Mr. Mullally jammed his hat on his head 
and, turning on his heel, strode out of the 
office, leaving a humiliated and speechless apitalist, gasping in his big office chair. 

AU the way up Jlroadway from the office 
of the llorough Transit Co. to that of hls 
son, the elder MullaUy chuckled to himself. 
It was only when he sat down in Patrick's 
comfortable arm-c.ha.ir 'that he threw re-

· 
straint li:side and laughed until the tear,� rad 

· down his cheeks. Patrick listened while his 
father told tbe·story, the grin on his face in­
dicating his sympathetic apP.reciation of his 

· father's triumph. The smile was still in his 
eyes when he took from the band of a knes­
senger boy a. report from the Pinkerton De­
tective A�ency. He tore it opei

,
. d read: 

The white etCam yacht that pasted ·. Hudson 
at 4 P. •·• 1$1h i.DIIl. wu the Nori4. is owned by Pln1ip Ocilvie, Padeat Borough 'fransit Co. 

OOice, Equitable BllildiDg;'. hom'e ad.dress,· 1912 
Filth Ave. He has three dauthtei'S: Ruth, qe 28, wUe of E. H. Calmoat, Marllia, age 25, lllld l'ris­ciUa, age 22. 

" Angels of Heaven ! u ·exclaimed Patrick, 
his face the picture of dismay . .!� 

" What's the matter, boy," asked his 
father with considerabie concem. 

Patricbgrinne� weakly. �' It's quite a 
story, dad," he said. " Sit. dowu and l'U 
tell it to you." ·And he did. 

"But yo.u don't know. anything .about the 
girl, Patrick," said his father when be bad 
concluded. · 

"Why, of course, I do. She wouldn't have 
' a face like that if she was�'t, �he dearest girl 
alive," said his son w'th love's irTesistible 
logic. 

· 
During aU this time Pri.sciUa Ogilvie had 

been a very much perpiCJiled, young lady. In 
the motherless Ogilvie'Jio\i5ehold she had 
always been the " baby 11 ·and had enjoyed 
" the baby's" privileges. It had always 
been witli her a cause of digsa.tisfaction that 
neither her father, n9r . 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 "her·prec.:ocity." It was in 
rebellion against .this. that just alter her 
graduation she had a�epted Paul Perley's 
profier of marriage. Paul was a fair-haired 
young mao about her· own age and, as he 
was the son of millions, there was no o� 
jection from sisters or. father. On the other 
hand they absolutely di9gusted Priscilla. by 
saying it wa.s "cute." "When the children 
got old enough, ·  it "would be a splendid' 
marriage," was the way Pbilip Ogilvie ex� 
pressed it. , ' 

There is . a wide difference between the 
viewpoint of twenty ·and th� viewpoint of 
twenty� two. At· twenty, ·to.::Priso'lla . Paul 
had seemed to b� a wonderlul young man; 
at twenty-two he seem� commonplace. 
For one thing, he didn't ba.ve to work and 
he didn't want to1 and Priscil1a had shrewdly 
conjectured that there was something Jack­
ing in a man who devoted a.U his time to 
pleasure and for whom there was no joy in 
endeavor and achievement. Then there were 
other things. So, all � au, Priscilla was 
quite convinced that· Paul JV&S not her ideal. 
Still, she hesitated about breaking the en� 
gagement, as she did not feel that she ha.d 'a 
right to hurt the boy. It was not unt.iJ she 
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lovered that other girls were h•s� as at· 
tractive to Paul as was she, that !She took 
the jeweled token of their ensagement fiOJJ!. 
her finger and put it in her band �ag. She 
made up her mind that she would break the 
engagement the following evening. But the 
following morniiig she lost the enga$ement· 
ring.. 

· 
She made the discovery while dressing for 

the evening, after the exciting adventure of 
the morning. When an examination of the 
bag �d Dot disclose the tri.Dket, there was a 
frantic search of every other receptacle in 
which she thought it might possibly be. 
This unavailing, Priscilla threw herseU 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· 
elusion was horrible ! It made her shiver. 
If Pa,ul had been unacceptable before, he 
was impossible now that he was her doom. 
And when that evening Paul accideiltaUy 
upset a cup of tea on his trousers and said, 
"Oh, pshaw ! "  she just hated him. Mr. 
Sarsfield had said-

Mr. SaiS.fi.eldl Perhaps ii she could find 
that yow:�g man, he could help her find- the 
ring. Hope bloomed again. Priscilla began 
to frame newspaper advertisements such as 
this: 

Will the young man with the nice brown eyes who 
smiles .,ben he iB hurtL-' 

"Ob, nonsense!"  �he girl exclaimed. 

• I 
been seen of a diamond ring which( she had 
lost; sbe believed, while stumbling into a 
Brooklyn trolley-car.1 One Sarsfieli:l replied 
on a postal card : " Never was· in Brooklyn 
in my life and never :want to be." The 
·other <U,d not deign � reply at aU. 

This was the situation when she saw Pat· 
rick as he pass�. be¥ in the office building 
elevato;r. For sever�l days thereafter she 
completely perplexed and disgusted her 
chauff�ur by compelijng him to drive up and 
down drowded Broaq,ay. Hope was again 
dying *hen she look� down upon him from 
the rail of her father's yacht. She waved 
her hai).d to him instinctively. Then he and 
the ring seemed·lost'again. · 11 Priscilla," said her father one evening, 
" I  have your ring. I did not know you had 
lost it. It was delivered to me this after­
noon With this letter." 

The girl took the ring and letter from her 
father's hand. The letter addressed that 
morning to Mr. P.hi)ip Ogilvie at his office, 
said simply : 

DE.\R Sill: 
A {ew weeks ago your daughter stumbled as 

she was entering'&. l!rooklyn 1%olley-car and I had 
the good fortune to ca(ch her before she fell to the 
Door. I later found a ·dia.Dlond ring which I am 
sure must belong to her: I am sending it you by the 
beater an�·beg that you will restore it to her,· and 
at the time convey Lo her my regret for any 
pain my .. UlllSiness may· have occasioned. Yours very truly, 

PADICit 5. MULLALLY. 

" Really, now," s�d Paul, who had been. " But-but-his name was Sarsfield ! "  
unceremoniously in�rrupted in a narration said Priscilla. 
of one of his personal experienc�," I thought " Whose name? " , 
it was rather interesting, you know.'' " The brown.eyed young man.:.::...�he one 

" Pardon me, Paul," said ;Qpscilla. "I who. tried to get on the automobile." 
was rude enough to be t�g of some- " His  name is Mullally," said Mr; Ogih.ie, 
thing else while you were taJkilig." . his lips tightening. ".He belongs to a low 

" Why, that's all right, PrfsclHa," Paul family. His father is a Tammany poUtician, 
good-natureclly replied. " Yod �m a little a gra-" Mr. Ogilvie hesitated as the morn· 
worn out this evening. .  I'll jusl get along ing's experience fiashed across his mind. 
and let you get your beauty nap. I owe '' Well, he is a low person," he concluded. 
Bessie Bowman a caU anyhow." " Oh, father:-he has such nice eyes ! "  

Priscilla did not advertise immediately. � said Priscilla. It was the very tone in whic'h 
Instead she went to the· office of the troUey , Patrick had said to his father, " She wouldn't 
�mp�ny and reported her loss. She ,also! have; a face like that if she wasn't the dearest 
ma.de a thorough search of the automobile ! . girl alive.'' · I 
and questioned the chaWfeur. Then' she : Pri&cilla disposecl of Paul that very even­
went to the h"'brary and searched the1dty. ing. � Then it occutred to her that common 
directory lor .the name of SaiS.fi.eld. � She[ courtesy required lan ack.Dowledgement no foUDd two families: of that name, and &fter. matter how formal; of Mr. Mullally's Irlnd­
some bait&tion wnite a curt littlt note tO ness. Acco�y: �he indited one. f Thus it 
each of them, simply asking if anything had ' read: 

· ! · 
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DEAlt Sm: 

Father has turned over to -me your ll!tter and 
tbe ring which accompanied it. Thank you very 
much for your kindness. 

YouR very truly, 
' PBJSC'!U.A. OGILVJE. 

P. S. I thought your l!amc was Satsfield. 

IC you are curious with resard to what oc­
curred that August in Newport, you must 
read th.e reports in the society col limns of the 
newspapers. You may note lhat Miss 
Priscilla Ogilvie was spending the end of the 
Summer with her sister at the Calmont 
Villa. It may 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 'an 
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 field 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. 

Ogilvit;! did not leave town. It was a 
rather bad Summer for him. The franchise­
situation was pinching him uncomfortably; 
Borough Tra.Dsit, earning no dividends, w11.s 
selling 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 iDterests 
allied with him. August went by, and a. 
fair part of.September, and then, one sultry 
afternoon, 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 fiat­
top desk. 

" I  called to say that I have changed my 
mind about the Crqsstown franchise," he 
said. . 

A: gleam of hope lighted Mr. Ogil.fie•s 
gray eyes. 

"The lasl: 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 .ba.ve a 
boy; he's a pretty good boy, and I have sent 
him to Princeton. Now he is p�tising law. 
While "you and I have been r.iDghtiDg, it 

seems that my boy and your little girl, Pris­
cilla, have been m�ting and falling in love; 
If you let the girl marry � boy, the fran­
chise resolution goeS. thtough. That's my 
price." 

Ogilvie jumped .to his f�t, his glasseS 
falling from, his n!)se. "Never.! "  he ex­
claimed . " Look here, Mullally,_ I've just 
get to have tha� franchise/hut' do not ask 
me to mix my cbildren. in it ! "  : 

" I  �wouldn't-if they weren't mixed in a(:. 
ready," said Mullally. uAsk Priscilla about 
it before you decide." : - · 

.. But my girl has b�n used to certain 
·lWluries--'' gasped the capitalist. ; 

" Th,at's all right. Tqe boy can take can! 
of her. I wouldn't be �hai:. I am in politics 
if I wasn't a pretty good judge of men and, 
although I think a.-� deal of my lad, I 
know just the kind" of a man he is. If things 
do not go his way, moreover, he is heir to 
three pretty good ap�ent houses, a few 
hundred thoUSjlD.��in· l:K S. bonds, a million 
in New York fours, a ft:,w minor holdings and 
two hundred thousand in Borough Transit 
Bond�." 

· 
Mr. Ogilvie looked at his visitor with in­

creased respect. , .  11Er--sit down, Mr. 
Mullally," he said. 

The district leader did so. There was a 
tap at the door nnd a clerk entered with ! 
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 a minute. and then handing 
the yellow slip to MulW:ly be said : ,. Read 
that! "  .' 

Mullally read: 

PrisciHa bas ceaad to be �. baby. Henceforth I 
am a matron- I married Sars6eld lbis morning in 
Providence. Love. . Mas. P. s. MUlLAl-LY . 

u y�uth h� a way �f�·-&rung short cuts; 
the young fol�s go s�ight at a thing," 
he commented with a 8fi.n, as he dropped 
the dispatch on the . desk. "However, 
Ogilvie, the franchise resolution goes 
through." 

Mr. Ogilvie �angled his eye-glasses. 
., Yes,'-' he said," th� young folks are straight­
er than we are. And I guess it's a good 
thing, too, beca� w�you and 1. Mul­
lally-are, I fear, a couple oi-ol damned 
old rascals!" 

' 



"We Ulok no tearlul lea.viag, 
We bade no long good-byes; 

Men talked of aime and thieving, 
Men wrote of fraud and lies. 

To save our injured feelinss 
'TwBs tiule and time to go­

Behind was docli aad Da.rt.moor, 
Ahead lay Callao!" 

. . 
Kipling's Tl�& Brttk81� Me". 

DNCE, i, on the beach af; Tangier, 
I saw a man immacul�te in sun­
belm�t and white linen approach 

. a to�t who had just landed 
from the Gibraltar boat. 

" Are  you �n American? " he asked 
abruptly. , 

" Yes," said the other curiously, " I  am." 
4'Then talk to me," p�aded the immac­

ulate one, clutching the rir:wcomer by the 
arm as though he was afr�id he would- run 
away. "For God's sake : let me hear an 
American voice: again." ! ! · � 

Now that was homesU:k.ness-nostalgia 
the army surgeons call it-and there is no 
pain like it in all the world. And of those 
who know its pangs, none suffer as ·do the 
Men That Can't Come Back. AU along 
the Edge of Things you will fi.Dd them (Port 
Said; Djibuti, Louren�o Marques, Cant�n, 
Yokohama, Pago-Pa.go, Buenos Apes, M�n­
tevideo, Callao, know them weD) and though 
they are all very great blackguards and have 
caused much harm and sorrow and suffering, 

and though · _their photographs have been 
taken out of the red-plush albums and from 
the mantel·p�eces in the sitting-rooms, their 
pictures still linger in the hearts they have 
broken, and that is why I am going to tell 
their stories but not their names. 

Most of them were gentlemen in the be­
gi�g-bank presidents, cashiers. con� 
tra..,ators, treasurers of corporations: you 
kli� the smug-faced, frock-coated breed­
but the Opportunity and 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 peopte•s wives. Shaven beards and 
assumed names and· tramp steameis whose 
skippers IIISk no inconveniect questions of 
passengers who are able to pay handsomely 
for poor accommodation, help them in their 
flight and eventually they begin a new life 
under a new jlag and a new name at Lima or 
Mogador or Macao. Some of them, and 
they are the moat 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 tbei� 
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eagerness to bear the latest scraps of news 
from that Home t!) which they can never 
go back. . 

A few of them wear the blue tunics and 
baggy trousers of France's Foreign Legion ;  
some are helping various dusky rulers to 
hold down their ljp.stable thrones ; one is 
drill-master to an Orient:ali.rmy and another 
is spy-in-chieC at anK>riental court. But no 
matter in what far corners of the earth they 
have sought to hi� 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 th� 
shoulder suddenly you would find a pistol­
barrel shoved against your ribs, for above 
them hovers always the shadow of the Lo.w. 
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 �eans how many men 
holding pesitions 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. If I, 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 expenditure meet, have not whispered 
to themselves, "How easy it would be for 
me to fill a valise with these bank notes which 
pass every day through my hands-fifty, a 
hundred, ftve hwuired thousand dollars, 
even-and slip away from cares and wor­
ries to the shelter of some easier-going 
land. . . . A low-roofed, broad-verandaed 
bungalow beside an azure sea; a cane 
chair under the palin-trees and beside it 
a stand with cheroots and tinkling glas¥&; 
a happy, lazy land, sam tel�graph, sans 
telephone, sons the subway at the rush hour 
and the clatter Qf the stock ticker and the 
raw March winds,-come_ now, be frank: 
how many o[ 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 gr:ave iputh of the 
Line or a convict's number in a Northern 

· prison nia.rks their ends. 

. 
Given the opportunity, a man of coolness 

and resource a�d 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 he is in a casket 
or a cell the hunt never halts nor flags. The 
submarine cables ahd the wireless dash-dot : 
his crime and his description to the utter­
most en 'tis of the earth; the M auretania may 
not dock at LiverpOol or. an ocean tramp. 
may not unload cargo at Port Limon that 
some quiet, keen-eyed man is not beside the' 
gang-plank as the passengers come ashore, 
scrutinizing each in tum :. his picture and 
his description hang on the walls of every 
consulate and shippi�gtO�Ce from Pernam­
buco around to Shanghat; 

So closely is our mesh of extradition 
treaties and diplomapc understandings 
drawn, that to-day th�r�.'is no single civil­
ized country in '\vhitb he ·can ftnd a home. 
Le� 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, 
Afghanistan or Persia, one of the Cen tral 
Asian khanates or _ the Central American 
republics. It will be only a matter of weeks, 
at most, before �is piesenc� becomes knolvn 
and news of it is f!.ashed 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
Genet:al for the fugitive's surrender, prom­
ising� perhaps, to reciprocate should oppor­
tunity offer, and the sha:h, or sultan, or 
president, as the case inay be, preferring the 
good-will of the great republic to the grat­
itude of an escaped (:rimilll_ll, promptly ll!-YS 
rude bancls upon him · aotl sends him in, 
under escort, tb the cQnsul at the nearest 
port. He is s�t home by the next steamer 
in the custody of a broad-shouldered, busi­
nesslike person and wlieit he goes ashore the 
passengers crowd the rail to stare at him 
and at the thin steel chain which links his 
wrists. 

Sometimes, however, the bonding com­
panies and the police authorities decide that 
he is, not worth the trouble arid exp�nse of 
extraditing and bringing back, and that, to 
my way of thinking, must be the wo�t of 
all, for then there _is lacking the excite.ment 
of the chase and he is abandoned to His self-
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made exit�, shwmed by foreigners, sneered � 
at by natives, a man without a;c�untry andi 
without � home. The cool bbpgalow be-. 
comes a damp and silent prison, the cane : 
chair and : the iced drinks lose th.eir first de- . 
light, the painted sea and the la:iy palms he: 
grows to llate:; he longs for the sound of the: 
familiar, lrieijdly voices, for the iroar of the 
street traffic i and a whili of criSp northern 
air, and one day he walks into an American 
consulate!and gives himseU up or, perhaps, 
there is a mu.Oled report one night in the dim 
interior Qf the bungalow, and the native 
servant, �tealing in'at dawn, finds a lamp 
stiU bur�ng and a packet of slamped and 
addressed, letters and a huddled Something 
on the bed. 

AN A�RlCAN OUTCAST IN ATHEN:S 
If you Will lean over the bar of the Grande 

Bretagne 'in Athens, and ii the shoulders of­
your coat' are sufficiently broad and· the toes 
of your sf:toes sufficiently round to stamp you 
unmista�bly . as an American, you are al­
most certiUn to be joined by a little, timid, 
side-whis5red man who will ask the privi­
lege of b · g the cocktails because he, too, 
is " from ' .  's own country, sir." Within 
�ve minu�es you will be sitting with him at 
one . of tbe m�c-topped tables in the 
corner ar.i!:l he Willlbe plying you with eager 
que�tionsi about the new plays and the lat­
est song-llits abd if they still have the same leather e�y-cll.ainj in the I

,
ob�y of the Hoff­

man House �d ¥,� the aJr. m the subway 
really goqd and. how is the dining·car service 
between JIT ew· f �It and Chicago.. · And so 
congenial[ does ne make him� that almost 
before yo;u know it you hav� accepted �s 
invitation to drive don to Pbaleren for tea 
and to. mpe at·i his house a.(terward. While 
you are cliatting, in drops tht*.o.Qsul�gen�al 
whom. ·YOU alr:eady know�efyone doe.s 
drop 111 at the Grande Bret11gne at cock� 
tim�but instead 'Of re&PQnding to yl)ur 
beckoned! invitation b.e shrugs his s,hould�rs 
at sight o, yowl co�panion �d turns away. 
uQueer hpw touchy these consuls are," you 
say to yoUrself,land go on describing to yqur 
eager au�tor !Broadway's latest import,a-
tion of pajma-clonnas. ; · ! : At four o'clOck to the adnute be comes 
for you ..t,ith &�!victoria. and �r that wo�d 
.do credi� to ifth:Avenue1 The drive :is interes� an you could nbt wish a b4=Uer 
informed ieoiid tor. He dbes not seem to . : ' ' ' 

.--; 
be on bowing terms With many o£ the people ' 
you pass, it iS true, but you are too busy 
seeing the points qf interest to J!.Otice that. 
AtPhaler9n you �ve tea on the terrace of 
the Aktion and eat il. great many'more petit.s 
j011r� than are good for you an4 lean back 
in ypur chair and listen to the �trains of a 
Roumanian orchestra while you gaze out 
across the lazy bl11e .&:.gean and stand up 
with the others when the King, a timid,·  
unhappy looking man in a naval willorm, 
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 gre�, pale yel­
low, the carriage suddenly pulls up at a 
house so obviously American as to be almost 
startling. It has red brick walls and brown 
stone piazzas and green '>linds and a blue 
slate roof and .taken altogether is a tine 
example of that type so common during the 
architectural reign of terror in the early 
eighties. An elaborate iron fence surrounds 
a stretch of w�U kept turf, iron hitching­
posts in the form of expectant pickaninnies 
stand, on either side of the stepping·stone 
and there are iron dogs and iron deer on the 
lawn. The hammock and the rustic chairs 
on the .piazza are manifestly of :American 
impo:diltion and so are the screen !doors and 
the o�er-carved and over-gilded: furniture 
withid. 

Th\ host�ss . you find t? be altogether 
charmmg despite her effus1v,e ·manner .and ber pe',roxidized hair,; your host fairly radi­
ates hospitality and! the dinner is above te­
pro��oclL The talk 'is aU about home, of 
course\ and you mention the latest musical 

· comedy success, which you saw the night 
before !sailirig. · 

"When we left home," says your hostess -and,! oh, th� �re+ in t��t word· home:­
. " they 1 were s1ngmg! 1 Annie Rooney' and 

' Two lJttle Girls in: Blue,' " and �oing over 
. to the 'piano she bedns to play one of these 
, melqcUes w.hich was! i;h,e hit of a yesterday 
, long passed. But it � a song, commonplace 
• and vUlgar. as it is, :Which brings the laugh 
: which I brings the g,oan, �d in another 
: minute she has whirled aroUn.d on the pia.D,o­
, s�ol 'fith her face [buried in her ' bandker-
: chief. 1 • · 
- "Le�'s go home, Jack," she: says, raising 
: a tear-stained face,, " I'm 8o homesick. 
� Please: take me ho�e," and y;our host an-
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swers, " Yes, dear, we reaUy must run O\•er 
to God's country next spring and make 
a visit." And hastily making your thanks 
for a.� altogethe� delightful eveo.ing, you go 
out into the fragrant night, wondering why 
on eaxth 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 cigars-usual 
thing, I suppose? WeU, 1 can't blame him 
much, poor devil. . He's about eaten up 
with homesickness. Of course you'U pardon 
my not joining you yesterday but I really 
can't afford to be seen with him in puBlic; 
official position, publi� opinion and all that 
sort of thing, you know. What? You 
haven't heard the story yet? A-- was 
president of a bank in Southern California. 
Man of unquestioned integrity, px:esident 
of the local chamber of commerce, taught 
a Dible class, piUar 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 .lind that its foremost citizen had skipped in the night with the wife of his 
best frien,d and a. valise containing the 
bank's assets. 

" Of course they set the Pinkertons on his 
trail and they caught up with him here, but 
in those days there was,no extradition in 
Greece except for murder and so he was safe 
as long as he stayed inside of Greek frontiers. 
He lik�d it out here at first, but alter a time . 
the homesickness got bold of him and the 
woman and he tried to compromise with the 
bank, but they wouldn't have it and swore 
that so'oner -or later they would land him 
behind the bars. He can't get into any of 
the clubs-and Heaven knows the Greeks 
are not over-particular-and of course 
neither he nor the woman are received by 
any of the foreigners, though they built tha.t 
big house you dined in last night in tht hope 
that it would make things easier for them 
socially. . :Why, wiU you believe it, they had 
the plans for that nOIJSCi drawn in the Statea 
and brought ·over the furniture and the 
window�urta.ins and even the door-knobs 
so that they could imagine that they were 
back. home. Pitiful, I call it. 

" Take it aU around, th�·, are the two 
unho.ppiest people that I kn · . They talk 
home and they think hoine d they dream 
home· and when they .i:neet :.any one who 

doesn't know their sto.t'y �ey always pre: 
tend that they are going there next spring, 
and all the while they' know perfectly well 
that they would be nabbed .�e minute they 
set foot on shore at Port Said or Gibraltar 
or Naples. Just the same, �}n willing to bet 
a month's salary that old ' A-- does go 
home one of these days and face the music. 
Tl:ie�'s no place like home, you kriow, par­
ticularly when you can't go there. Come 
over to the Grande Btetagne and have a 
drink,." 

FROM: RACS TO JtANK t..'l A DAY 

Shoved off by its�l(in the mountains of 
Central America, mld'Yay between tlte two 
oceans, lies Guatemala Cily, which, as 
everyone knows, is the capital of the repub­
lic of that name, .lt .. is not so many yeai'!l 
ago that I wa.s si.tung.'With a friend in front 
of the Car� del GloQp, the one, you know, 
which stands just·acros8 the plaza from the 
archbishop'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 pr�p up_ the rickety chair of 
state. We sat �J;l the grateful coolness of 
the colonnade, my friend and 11 and over 
our coffee and sweet biscuits watched the 
motley procession of Guatemalecan· life 
lounge by: ranch6os in leather trousers 
and silver-trimmed sombreros, half-naked 
Indians sweating un9er their enormous 
burdens, tatterdemalion soldiers slouching 
along in ill-fitting uniforms of soiled and 
ratged lineq, policemen with white gloves 
and Winchester carbines, officers sDlli.rt· in 
battle-green and.scarlet. 

As we c�tted over our cigarettes a man 
approached 'us; the m�t disreputable look­
ing man, 1 think; I eve�-. saw. His hair was 
as long as IPs beard, liis suit of while drill 
was stained: an� torn. beyond redemption, 
his feet were thrust inC:O native sandals, and 
the wreck of a stra.w. hat covered his head, 
but in spite o( his appearance he approached 
us with a certain 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 consequence.at all. It was just the 
same air of easy assurance that I. once no­
ticed in a young British peer whose bunting 
clothes were ruined when his horse :fell at 
a water-jump and who was compelled to go 
through the rest of the day wearjng a. suit 
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of greasy whipcords he had borrowed from 
a stable-:boy. . 

As I was saying, the Disreputable One 
a.pproac�ed us with as much confidence as 
though we were meeting in a club and were 
old Irie.Qds. ·� You gentlemen are Am�ri­
c:ans, I am sure," he said, " and I am an 
American, t90) though my elo�es"-with 
a whiii:a$ical glan!=e at his impbSSible gar­
ments-". woul� scarcely betray me, would 
they? Ahd that is why I am going to ask 
you to lend Die fi.fty dollars-! said lend, 
mind you." 

Now, if some other man had said that we 
should probably have called the big head­
waiter and had him kicked out,' but under­
neath this mail's shabby exterior were the 
unmistakable earmarks of a gentleman, so 
we asked hiDl to sit down with us and 
poured out another cup of the atrocious 
coffee and called for more ,iscuits. - One's 
impulses are given freer reign in. these care­
less lands than would be possible or profitable 
in our CQlder &!ld more suspicious North. 

" Give us the yarn," we said, and passed 
him the cigare�tes. 

r 
il t 

Uke �our pay; I a� a gentleman by bir�h.� ; 
and therefore I will t�U you the truth. I 
have �o political 4xe to grind, no party · 
sym�thies, no faetional jealoUsies;� you 
can tr�st .me, and tlia.t is mor:e 'than yo.u can 
say of most of th� 'gold-b�ded officers of 
yours.j That's what I am going to say to 
the i p:.;esident, gentlemen, if: you, will lend 
me the money to make my�elf prese*table 
enougl! to see him;and you will get: your 
money back." , 

We '.lent him the inoney; that goes with­out $!\ying, for fifty doll� silver is. only 
twent)'-.fi.ve dollars gold, w�c�, divided by 
two; made ouly tW�lve dollars and a half 
apiece, which, after: all, is ·no great sum to risk on a fellow countryman's chances of 
salva�on. But, down in our hearts, neither 
of us j really expected to see that money 
again • .  

Three days later we sat under the same 
colonnade of the s�e restaurant looking 
out over the same sun-bathed plaza at the 
same variegated procession. Leon, the big 
head-waiter, had just poured our coffee, 
when :we heard the clatter of hoofs in Lhe 
street ' be�d lls, but troops were passing 
and r�passing, so we paid no .attention. 
A moment �ter came the clink of spurs on 
the stone pavement•and OIJ! friend the Out­
cast, resplendent in varnished boots and 
a ��m of green and silver, as trim and 
sold��� a figure as one would wish to look 
upon, !Stood before us. 

" Here's your moDey, 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 �aith in human nature. 
As for me, I'm Chief of Stafi of the Guate­
malecan army." 

:tBNESTO CLAY, ADVENTURER 

u you are the 6Ist people in two years 
who have treated me like a white man," 
said the .out:cal!t, his eyes 6lliDg with tears, 
" and I'll be square with you. I'm one of 
the men that ·can't go bac:k. I got into 
trouble back ho.t;,e-no matter what, no 
matter: whe� made the country too 
hot ;to hbld me. �t was two years ago, 
and' ever since � I've been wandering 
through these : crtasY republics . trying to 
earn a living. · )fy.;Iast peso went yesterday, 
and, as you cai\ � for yo1U$eli, gentlemen, 
I'm up against! it. \ Seeing me in these rags, 
you may.!well �oubt it, but rwas a gentle­
�o on�e mJliCU and a gradul}te of a fam9us 
UDlVerSlty .and later on I held an officer's 
com.Drlssion-but what's the � of talking 
about t�t. \ , · j t· · ·� My iacquainta.ilcesbip with Ernesto Clay 

" I asked you for the loan p(�ty dollars, (this ¥Me is not his own, but it is near 
and if yoU len� it to me l'?Jl 'going to get enough to answer ibe purpose) began off 
a bath and a shave and a bau-cut and soP.Je · the lit�e port of Sao Jose de Guatemala, 
decent clothes and' then l'm going .straight where lthe : cosmos Line boat touched �n 
to this n!=w p.fesident in the palace oyer ; the .w4y froiD. Valp�aiso to San Franpsco. 
yonder arl.d I abt going to say to him, 1 Mr. : Th�t berth on the boat had been sold at Prcsidc!nt� I �  an American by birth .;nd P ,but �t ha;4.Dot deterred.:�e it.gent 
a soldier tlY p�fessi;n and I know how: to ; at Sa Jose from disposing of a. few more. 
make soldien ollt ol .theae�nigger scarecrOws. · · There� no harbor at SaD Joee, soi we speht 
of yours-4-rea.I Jaoldi� that will s� iup ; an un�miortable �onrlng pitc:hiDg ill the 
and fighL. · I am the: kiDd of a man you need; : trough! oi the sea two miles ofi &bore, while 
Mr. P�cnt,l lor I, am. an Ameriem, aad: � waiting Ior the usuai consigwilent of j fruit 
therefore ;l 1rill stand by you as loug a.S I ; and cojfee to be put aboard. But the liilhter 
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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
laced tub of a man, leaned over the rail of 
the bridge and, making 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 til thy, God­
forsaken Central American village for two 
or three or perhaps six years, 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 the steamer sails, and 
after you have seen that same steamer lying 
out in the roadstead llith her nose pointed 
to the North, with its theatres and its wet 
pavements with the street lamps re.llcctcd' 
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 to the 
swamps and the fever and the beat and wait 
six weeks _until another boat comes along 
that has room to take you. 

Out from the �ttle �oup of disappointed 
passengers stepped a tall, clean-<:ut, clean­
limbed American and thrusting aside the 
sailor at the foot of the ladder, went up it 
two steps at a time. 

At the top the captain met him, his face 
purple with anger. 

" Gott in Himmel ! "  he thundered, " Am 
I der capl.ain uf dis ship er am I nod? I 
dells you der iss for you no blace und up 
·you comes youst der same. Who der Teufel 
are you und va:t pizness haf you on my deck 
ven to keep ofl I ha( ordered you?" 
. " My name is Clay," said the Arperican, 

very quietly and evenly. 11 You mly 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 there and I am golng on this bob.t, and 
so are my friends down there. If you try to 
prevent us they· Will probably bury you 
un�er those two palm tr� you see over 
yonder on the shore. You g, fat, German 
swine, you son of a Dutc · sea-cook, how 

dare you tell a white man that he can!t go 
back to a white JD.U.'s .country on your rot­
ten old ferry-boat? If I ever hear another 
peep from you; my friend, l'U fill yqu so 
fuJI of lead that you �on't be goqd for 
anything but ballast. . And after this re­
member to say ' Sir ' wh� ·you address me.'' 

TUrning his back on t'he awed and speech­
less skipper,:. Clay beckoned his friem:Js to 

· c�me aboard. .Calling a steward, he ordered 
him to carry the. luggage into �h� stea�er's 
smoke-room, which the man d1d m fear' and 
tr�mbling, and there Clay took up hi$ quar­
ters for the voyage. To reach the �g 
saloon it was necessary to pass througH the 
smoke-room, but sci notorious was Clo..y's 
reputation as a d.esperado whose finger; was 
uncomfortably · Ugbt on the trigger, that 
neither officerS, passengers nor crew were 
hardy enough to enter the room without 
first asking the _.Occupant's permission or 
even to ask his· pe'rmission in the morning 
until they were s\Ue he was awake. : 

At this �imc Ernesto Clay was still in the 
early forties and as fine a figure of a man as 
one would see . . in a week's journey. Th� 
name by whicll l have chosen to call him is 
not, as I have already said, his own. The 
name be bears .is one ·of the proudest in the 
Old Dominioa .' and there seems no good 
reason for adding to the disgrace and noto­
riety be b'll.s already heaped upon it. . So 
vicious was the life he led at college that his 
father .finally �wned him, and Clay, lik.e 
so· many others of his kidney, found more 
congenial co�panions on a Texan ranch. 
In a region where every one's band was light 
oo the trigger, a man with Clay's nerve and 
daring was certain �0 make a name 0� one 
kind or another-a� 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 h!s·vest-and it was said that he 
could draw alid fire 59, quickly that 'the eye 
could not ;follow the motion. 

During 'a chunken brawl one night in a 
Texas cow-town be p\lt IUs proficiency to the test, the other man fell with a bullet through 
his heart and Clay headed his pony for the 
Rio Grande. Wandering through Mexico 
in quest of fort.uoe and excitement, he began 
to take part in. the local corritlas, his cool­
ness and daring quickly winning him a na­
tional reputa.tioo: and drawing enormous 
crowds to watch the performance� of the 
m'atador A merka11o, as be was called. 

Eventually he bought. a ranch in the 
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south ic)f M�co, where be entertained lay· smiling COJltemptuously and with one hand 
ishly, the Jiquor fiowing lUte water, but slipped carelessly into his. vdt, stood the 
a slight diJf�rence of opinion; with the chi�f very man who!>e] name ;Wa.c; on! ouri lips. . It 
of police of Vera Cruz resulted in the latter's w� one of those amazing coinc�dem:es which 
dying . quit� suddenly witli . ms boots : on, oc�ur more ofterHn fict;.on tba;n in ract. 
Clay show;ng remarkable promptrie�s in j' Good eveo4Jg, ge�tlcmeil.," he said, 
getting ac;.f<?�S the Guatemala,}�order. B�- J:h�ing a swe�pmg bow . •  "Permit me to 
fore he �ad ibeen there a yeat �s narpe was prllsent my.seiC�my na�e �s �rnesto Cla�; 
a syn�nym for cool-headed da�:"tng fr�m one some ol you may possibly nave heard Jt 
end of Central America lo the other. When- be(ore.'' . 
ever 0: dissatisfied patriot felt that the be�t Walking straight acro�s the ;room to 
interests of his country-and, incidentally, wh!ere Hughes s�ood glowering at him; Clay 
oi his own pocket-would be furthered �y put out his hand. "I amj pahicula,rly 
a change of administration, he sent for pleased to meet you, sir," he �aid in silken 
Clay, and it WaS this exiled American who, tones, " Won't you shake han�s? " 
for a half-a�dozen years,_ played a consider- Amid a breathless silence · they looked 
able part in the blood-stained history of the into each other's eyes for a minute that 
Central American republics. Hankering s�ed· an eternity, two as fine specimens 
for lhe sights a.nd sounds of northern civi- of manhood as one would wish to see, broad­
lization, he returned to the S�tes, but the shouldered, small-hipped, made of steel and 
over-readiness of his trigger-finger again got wire a.nd rawhide, taking stock of each other 
him in trouble, this time i.o St. Louis,· his as do the bull and matador before the final 
victim being a Mexican bull-fighter named charge and. thrust. For a full minute they 
Cervera. He was arrested, tried and looked at each other without a word and 
acquitted on the ground of sell-defence, then their hands met. 
but public sentiment made advisable a de­
parture between two days. 

A pe�uliarity of Clay was his �habitual 
quietneSs of. voice and manner. The more 
excited pth�rs became, the ca.lmer be. His 
fund of !prof�y could ·not be matched in 
lhe three A.lnedcas, but he would utter the 
f'!'lOSt hair-�s·;blasphemies in a voice as 
50ft and silky though he were making 
love. 4 �usi · n of more .than passing 
merit, ' �e knep the Gcr�a.n m.ast�rs l!-S 
most people k.Pow the . �thmetlc or the 
spelling-�. '?Jhile his' knowledge of the 
classics wasi equalled only .by his knowledge 
of the under-world. , · 

Tille l�t time I saw Cla)i was in the Citr, 
of Me�o. : A party o£ ��s, .fore�a1Jie,re,U 
from t�� c�d� �£ the ear� .were �ngt?­
getber, J.Q. a pnvate :r:oom j>f, �e Hotel Itur· 
bide. 'f.he :Conversation eventually 9rifted 
arouncJ Ito I fugitives and adventurers i,n 
general �d � it was scar�ely sqrprisirig that 
some df +s should recall the exploits of Clay. 

. ,1( I .ever met that blackguard;'' d�­
clared one 9f the party, a tan, .Ia� Ke�­
tuckian named Hughes, "and he h'td the 
impcrtinFnde to offer to. shak� hands with 
me, I'd @och him like a dog." ' 1 : 

Even iu pe spoke the door : swun� ope� quietly, !Lild as he ·paused the mo�o ·a"­
nounced .. . " �eii.or Clay to see . ,the 'entlt­
men.'' �llere, framed · in the doorway, . I . . • 

GREENE AND GAYNOR, STAR . BOARD�RS 

Two gentlemen named Greene and Gay­
nor are just now living at the public expense 
in .5 hirge Federal insti.tulion in Ge�rgia, 
be.fause they J!!ade o. slight error of JUdg­
ment in thinking that it would be just as 
easy to hoodwink. the United States Gov· 
erDment 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 t.Iii� particular !=ase was griev­
ously at fault is. proved by the somewhat 
conspicuous pattern of clothing they are 

>w�ring at the �oment. 
They made ��other mistake in thinking 

that they could escape ihe l"ng .arm of the 
Federal law by Crossing over the St. Law­
rE"ri,te River, on ; the further side of which 
they proposed ; to build expensive houses 
with the Gove111ment's money :and to settle 
do� to new an� more or leS!j happy lives 
under a new fl,ag. My purp�se, however, 
is �ot to recollnt t.he history.of the Savannah 
br�water frauds or of the G�ynor-Greene 
cxt�ditioh case, but to relate the real story 
- r the first tioi�, I think�f how the kid­
na ping of the: f)Jgitives by Federal detec­
tiv s was foiled . by an avaricious hotel 
ke r. It is a �tory which strikts me as 
ha ing a distin�tJy humorous side . 
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_While the opposing· lawyers were wran­

gling and argUing and calling for :writs and 
subp�nas and caveats and body-warrants, 
the fUgitives had settled down to enjoy 
themselves at a certain great hostelry in 
Quebec which rears itsell high on a bill over­
looking the river and �e town. They were 
the hotel's most profitable guests, for where 
other, ordered beer they called for cham­
pagne ; where others ate ham sandwiches 
and enjoyed them they criticized the ftavor 
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 .aid not pack their 
tru.nb 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 
departure of the last tourist, the American 
re�ugees became the mainstay of the hotel. 
Between their suites and their�es 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. 

Bul 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 stroll· in the early darkness of an autumn 
evening, Greene ud Gaynor were set upon 
by a group of men who had been lurking in 
the shadows; an extradition warrant, s.igned 
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 Ollce telephoned to the 
fugi�ves' hotel. Now the truth of the :u;Jat­
ter was that the Canadian Government 'Was 
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 kidilapping reach them 
than they bent every energy to bring back 
their abducted guests to occupy Ulose suites 
at fifty Ciollars a day. 1 

Telegraph keys clicked and te.phone bells 
jangled . . "We musl have themiback," sa�d 
the manager in wild eJ:citeaient. " We 
can't let our best paying gu� be taken 
away from us like this. Why, -.e might ·as 

well close the hotel. Charter.o��o special train. 
Order the fastest boat on the river to meet 
us at Three Rivers. Fill it w!th la:wyeis and 
police. Put in some sandwi�es and cham-· 
pagne iD case we ·rescue them-and don1t 
forget� to make · a note of. it on their bill, 
We'll get them yet!' 

And they did. Not ·on the river, it �s 
true, fpr the launch b�ring the prisoneis P,aid Ii.o attention to the commands to 
• Halt� .in the name of the King! "  but sped 

on its way to Montrea); But so bitterly 
was the case contest� on behalf of Greene 
and Gaynor by law}le� : employed by the 
hotel, that the fugitives were eventually 
returned to Quebec jurisdiction, celebrat­
ing their narrow CSQ!.l>e from extradition 
with a banque_t, 1rhim;· we may suppose, 
added materially to ·lh,eir bill. 

'But it is scarcely fair to enroll Messrs. 
Green� and Gaynor among the Men That 
Can't Come Back, for, a few weeks later, 
as the result of a d�dSion by the Lord High 
Chancellor of England, they were turned 
over to American justice and did come back 
-in handcuffs. · 

TliE STOll¥ OF THE ENGLISH SPY 

There once went to Sandhurst, which is 
the English West Point, an extremely nice 
young man. He was goo,d looking and well 
mannered and as lie happened to be the son 
of a marquis he � the privilege of tacking 
" Honourable '� befpre his name. His people 
had a town house in Po�aod Square and 
a big place down Devonshire way, and 
as his sodal qualifications were altogether 
ummpea.chable he had D� difficulty in be­
ing gazetted into ·a very., smart regiment 
indeed. . ;: · 

But it is a� expensive luxury to be an 
officer in a smart regimetit, as the youngster 
soon found out, for what with subscriptions 
to the regimental coach, and �e regimental 
pack, and the regimental box at Covent 
Garden, and the regimental marquees at 
Henley and Burlingham and Ascot,. the 
rather liberal allowance which his father 
made him was �together too small to go 
around: Then he got into the hands of the 
usurers and paid as much interest per 11/eek 
on the advances they made him as banks 
pay a yen.r. He knew how to play1 cards, 
though, and so he began to look fo..Ward to 
the setting out of the green tables in the 
mess-room each night after dinner· as a 
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means �f rec�uiting his finantes' instead of 
as an amusement. , . 

Now this i� a very bad state 9f min<:l for: 
a young man .to get into and what he should 
have done w�s . to have gone straight to his; 
colonel and told him the whole 'miserable' 
business. But instead of that, he cheated.' 
Every one at ithe ta.ble saw him do it quite; 
plainly, but they felt more pity than anger . 
for him and ;so kept their mouths closed, 
thinking it was On4j of those mistakes which . 
all yo\IIi.g meh make at some �e in their 
lives and that he would never do it again. 
But, finding ihow very easy it was to win · 
money by �eating, a few nights later he . 
tried it agai�. 

Now the IliaD who cheats once may be 
excused and; forgiven, but for him who. 
cheats twice �here can be neither forgiveness 
nor exeuse. · His  fellow-officers were pain-· 
fully correct :about it aU, however, and in­
stead of calUng him a cad and a cheat they 
merely prefixed " Mister" to his name when 
they a4dressed him and very politely dt!­
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 t,Jlat 
his mess-accounts-he was treasurer of the 
re�mental messtwere tangled up and that . 
the food an� wine and cigars had not been 
p:i;id for. His �e'gi.ment was stationed .in 
Malta. at the, th:de and in the middle o£ the 
night his colone� came to him and advised 
him to sen� lin his papers and to leave by 
a boat sail.in'g a� daybreak so as to avoid 
court-martial, bbth of whidl he did. He 
wrote t;o his i father from .Naples, aSking if 
he could come home, but �e crabbed old 
no�lem&n, �ordinately pro�d o� the family·. 
name and honor, sent· hiD} . a draft for a 
thousand po!JD�S with � �J;age that he 
never wished to :see his fa� �gain. . . 

Began theJi a weacy round of pens�ons and 
tabk d'h"te.s-TI-in the summer Lucerne, Lu­
gane, Bellagio, Montret!x; in · the winter 
Biarritz, Pau, Mentone, San Remo, Monte 
Carlo-but �fter a W:�ek or so a.t each place 
some one who knew him in the old ·days 
woUld recognize him in the casiJ;lo or on the 
promenade and from tea-table to tea-table 
the whisper would spread u That good.:. 
looking yow:ig fellow is Captain B--, the 
one, you know, who was cashiered Cor 
chca.ting at cards. Think of it; ; he actually 
cheated twiCe!" So then he would have to 
move on to ' some other place �here people 
did not kno� him, but sooner or later they 
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would always le:�:rn his story and shun him 
as they would tb;e plague. ' . 

Later on, when his money was almost 
gone, be drifted , to ConstantinQple, where 
Ziai Pasha, the �e£ of lhe secret police, 
seeing the possit;,le value of such a maf! , 
picked him out ' of the gutter, . mctapho�:­
ically speaking, . abd put him on his feet 
again. In return · for which he became a 
palace spy. It was not a pretty business. 
His duties consisted in hanging about th� 
bars of the hotels and getting :acquainted 
over them with visiting foreigners imd 
gaining their confidence so as to report what 
they said and th�;>ught and did o.nd in­
tended to do 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 attache to the 
Briti:;h Em�assy, who promptly recognized 
him, so he wa.<i · dropped . from the cllJbs 
without any ceremony and the ladies on 
whom be c�ed were not at ho.me to him, 
the servants said, and even the Levantine 
hotel-keepers told him qUite brutally that 
th�y ould prefer his room to his company. 
0 once did h!l distinguish me v.ith his 
atte tions. I was crossing the Sea. of Mar­
mora from the Prince's Islands to Cons tan· 
tinople with my wile 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 alqud-when the 
English Spy,. a5 he was called, sauntered 
up and dropped into a s�at directly behind 
us, where he. could hear every syllable of 
our conversation. 

· 
Raising her voice so that it was perfectly 

audible aero� ' the crowded deck, Mrs. 
Powell remarked : "I am told that there is 
a spy here in· O�nstantinople who was once 
an officer in the'·British army and who was 
cashiered for theft. Now he makes friends 
so ·as to betray them for· Turkish gold. 
Can you conceNe of any one who ever had 
the instincts of a gentleman sinking quite a� 
low as that?" Scarcely . had she finished 
when the man behind us ro� 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 employed to extract secrets instead of 
molars, was quite a genlleman in compari­
son . On the evidence which be furnished, 
scores upon scores of men were sent to eat 
their hearts out in the fever-stricken oases 
of Tripoii or the Bedju while still others 
disappeared suddenly and were never 
heard from again. So when the Atmy of 
Liberation en tered Constantinople in tri­
umph that morning in April of last year, 
the first man lor whom they sought was the1 
·English Spy, and ii they bad caught him 
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 deser-Ved 
his fate. But instead of Lhat he escaped by 
the skin o( his teeth, in a Khedivial mail 
boat, disguised as a stoker, and the last I 
heard of him he had made his way to Mellila 
and had enlisted in the Spanish Foreign 
Legion to fight against the Moors. IC Fate 
is kind to him he may have the good fortune 
to go down fighting against odds, and thus 
make up in some small measure for all the 
sorrow he bas caused and the homes he has 
desolated, by meeting his end like a gentle­
man and a soldier. 

I have one more story to tcJJ, but it is 
such a very strange and improbable .;tory, 
and will meet with so many denials, that I 
rather .hesitate to relate it for that very 
reason. .But ·so mysterious and interesting 
is it that ·r will endeavor to repeat it just as 
it was told to me, and you can believe it or 
not, as you choose. 

RANKING OFFIL'ER OF TJIE LOST [,EGlON 

The Man That Can't Come Back in tHis 
case was a v�ry brave general ·and a knight 
to boot, wlib disgraced himself so irre­
trievably 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 st_ated, are these: General Sir Hec­
tor Macdonald, commander-in-did of bis 
Britannic Majesty's forces i!J Ceflon, being 
o.cculied· of grave misconduct, huijried borne 
to disc� the situation with the War Office 

officials in London. The authOrities curtly 
ordered him to return to Colombo and 
stand his trial. 

He left Lon�on for Marseilles, presu- ' 
mably to. embark lor Ceylon, bpt broke his 
Journey in Paris, :where he ·put ·up at a 
certain fashionable,hotel. At noon on the · 
fourth �y of his stay_ be recdved a telegnun 
and immediately went to his room. Tbe 
following day Paris learned, as did the rest • 
of the world, through the London news . 
agencies; that Sir Hector · Macdonald had 
shot and kUled himseU in a Paris hotel. 
From fint to last tbe circuinstances sur­
rounding the suicide, the identification of 
the body and the art��ements for the 
burial were surrounded . .  with the deer.;st 
mystery, which the War Office authonties 
and Macdonald's Iriend�·.�id nothing to dis­
pel. A casket sui�ly: ·.marked was in­
terred with simple ceremonirs in a Scottish 
cenfet�ry and thus ended the official career 
of one· Qf Engla.Dd's bravest soldiers. 

But a rumor that Macdonald was not 
dead almost immediately crept into dr· 
culation in official circles and would not 
down. Strange whispers began to leak out 
Irom the Paris poli�� R.umor after rumor, 
StOry after Story 1 Came frOm VariOUS p&rlS Of 
the Continent and later from the Far East, 
averring that Macdonald bad been seen alive 
and seen by men who knew .him so well that 
a mistake in identity was . impossible. He 
was seen in Singapore, in Canton, in Han­
kow. But no sooner did th'ese stories appear 
in print than they �ere met with vehement 
denials I rom IUs· friends, who said that they, 
with .inany others, had � a casket witb 
a silver name-plate, buried in a Scottish 
graveyard . · 

Last year a. British army officer, who had 
served :under Macdonl4d ·fQr many years 
and knew him �ntimately,"inade a journey 
of exploration into : the· i�terior of China, 
into the heart of tbat m:ysterious country, 
practically unkq�wn to. foreigners, which 
lies to the west ol the Great Wall. He ar­
rived at an obscure Chinese village on the 
eve of t.hc grand maneuvers of one of the 
divisions of that amiy which is being trained 
in such mad h"aste to safeguard the empire 
from Ja�ese inv!lsion · and to bolstFr up 
the tottenng fortunes of .the dyoasty; , 

Riding out upon the great drill plain the 
next morning to watch the yellow·fac�d, 
khaki-clad infantry at their work, be t.umed 
aside to let a European, wearing the uni-
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form of a Chinese general, go clattering by· 
with his staff. , 

" It's Fighting Mac ! "  cried the English­
man, reining back his pony in utter amaze­
ment as he caught sight of the officer's face. 
" My God, i t's Macdonald!" 

But the other, without slackeni.ng his pace 
or look ing to right or left, gave a:n order, 
and two o{ his staff-officers, wheeling their 
horses, informed the Englishman politely 
but firmly that he must at once leave the 
province, the secrecy of the maneuvers be­
ing the reason give� 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 

L[]HE man who go.ve vent to 
that time-honored remark that 
" Boys'U be boys" was only jest 
about fifty 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' Iik� 
any other piece of self respectin' machinery, 

' 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 ijector Macd.onald in the flesh. I 
have told you the story as I heard it arid you 
can ta.kc it for what it is worth, but there is 
every reason to believe that rrecisely such 
a course on Macdonald's part would have 
met with the secret approval of the British 
War Office, Ior 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 " Fighting Mac," holder 
of a knighthood and a commission from the 
King, is the_ ranking officer of the Lost 
Legion, which, as all the world knows, is re­
cruited from the Men Thal Can't Come Back. 

and, just at the time when you're feelin� the 
most secure and comfortable, goin' off with 
a rattle like a fire-engine goin' to a tire o\'er 
a cobble-stone pavement and bringin' you 
out of your dreams of the Elysian Fields 
mebbe with your hair standin' up on your 
head like the quills upon the scrappy porcu­
pine-as Bill Sharkspire puts it. 

Mebbe you'll think all this forcgoin' is 
philosophy-but it ain't ; it's facts. 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 ye�--and ain't goin' 
to be for some time. And here's my 
example, 

When : .the three-thirty night express 
pulled �to the railroad yards at Franklin in 
� soakin' rain, Joe and I got off the head­
end of the baggage-ca.r in considerable of a 
hurry, aided some by the conductor with 
the law on one hand and a seven foot·bra.ke­
man with a ten-pound ·Jump of coal on the 
[)ther. We watched the red tall-lights go 
out of sight·down into tho town with deep, 
regrets in our innards and water-blisters on 
our feet, and without sayin' a .word--some-­
times language is inadequate to express such 
£eclin's as our'n---stumbled .down the grade 
toward . a lum�yard loornin' up through 
Lhe darkness on the river-bank. 

I'm tond of lum.ber-ya.rds-there's so 
many dry, roomy places a traveler can stow 
himseU away in-and almost directly we 
run bang up against a thre�ornered pile ol 
boards covered over with pieces of old tin 
roo.fin' to keep the weather out so's it could 
season propecly. 

We tumbled round it lookin' for a foot­
hold, and after scoulin' the three sides of 
the triangle I give Joe a boost up, and he in 
turn p� a hand down to me. We shoved 
a. hunk of the old tin one sidt: and dropped 
in out of the wet, feelin' as if we'd run up 
against a branch of the Shelterin! Arms. 
The earth felt smooth o.nd dJy underfoot­
almost too dry for the amount of rain that 
was patterin' down on the tin over our 
heads, and I went down in my vest for a 
match · to see what sort of a place we'd 
struck. I dug out tbrec or four, but tbeyw�re 
too. wet to be useful, so we snuggled up into 
one comer of the pile without any further 
curiosity and drilled off into as decent a 
sleep �s our spongy condition'd admit. 

We must have slumbered like the Sleepih' 
Beauty in the 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 
ns high as Kansas com the daylight was 
creepin' through the crevices in Lhe pile and 
I was \vtapped hand, foot and body with 
half a mile of old clothes-line an- Joe still 
snorin' alongside in even a more:fbound-up 
condition .than I was myself: 

11Hey l "  I says, rollin' over apinst him 
and jarrin' .l;aim out of his t�nce,· " what in 

thunder do all this 'ere restraint of personal 
liberties mean? " 

"Search mel '� he reSponds, tryin' to. raise 
himseU up to a 'Settin' posture, ·and not suc­
ceedin'. " Cert'nly we didn't ttawl in here 
in this shapet" : ,  

"Prob'bly notl ,. I retorts dry-like as I 
could cob.siderin' I was damp to the marrow 
of my bones, "prob'bly no� l Still,11 I con­
tinues, throwin' in as much sarcasm as 
possible 'while la:yin' flat on my back and 
tryin' to scratch my ear against the earth, 
II there's no tellin' what a CoUple of durned 
fools like us'll do to thc:inselves. Mebbe 
·we've been wanderin'. iii pur sleep and got 
tangled up in a rope-wa�:" 

11 Well," he says in a sort of a resigned 
tone of voice, 11we won't, �.ave to stay here 
forever, for at the ra��.I�ri.Ohinnin' down, in 
four or five days "''ll l)e able to crawl out of 
my ,duds through my. shirt.,collar." 

Just then 1 heard a scumin' lUnd or a 
noise somewhere inside the enclosure and, 
up out ol the earth apparently, popped three 
kids of twelve or thirteen years old, wearin' 
black muslin masks over their faQ.'.S, old 
slouch hats fastened· up on one side with 
crossed daggers cut o�t ot tiD, a-lay Roose­
velt, and one lit.tle cuss armed with a big 
old-fashioned powder-and-baU Colt's revol­
ver a foot long. 

11 Good Lord I" I murmurs to myseU as I 
caught sight of the outfit, " it  here ain't 
Deadwood Dick and his gang of road 
agents!" 

"Hiatt·" says the little murderer with the 
artillery, makin' motions a� me with it as 
i£ he intended to blow open my safe and 
·expose my' innard feelin's, " Hist ! "  

And I his ted. · 
" Pri�'ners," he sa:ys in ··a.s low and im­

pressive a tone ·.as � littlfJ''body'd permit, 
1j you' re goin' to be held. fur ransom." 

"I hope you \von'tmakeit too expensive," 
I says, feelin' that it't! J?e safer to humor 
him, 11 for Iellers like my pardner and myself. 
here sell iD the open market for about 
fifteen cents a bunch." 

" One,- thousand "-ducats -apiece,
'
" he 

responds, puttin' a long �ash betwixt each 
word. 11 One thousand !fucats -apiece, or 
eternal imprisonmeilt-aQ' torture! "  ! 

" Not a vurry allqrin' prospect," I says, 
wonderin' if Joe and I couldn't pick up 
somethin' out of .this ransomed �ptlve 
game. " Not wrry aUurin'. But I 'don't 
s'pose we're to be kept in this baled-hay 



And a Child Led , Them 
condition for all that length of�me, are we? 
And besides," I continues, seein' him hesi· 
tate, "our relations live a thunderin' long . 
ways from here. This feUer/' 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 authorities 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 bis jacket pocket he pulls 
out a yeller covered novel an� 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·litc-ness an' con-sider-ation-after 
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 (eedih' 
prisoners in, the meantime? Cert'nly real 
up-to-date captives ain 't expected to board 
themselves while they're waitin' to hear 
fr:om home, are they?" 

" I  dunno,'� he �ys, pe,erin' down t�rough 
the eye--holes of lhis m�k and floppm' the 
leaves over like a' printin'-press shuJBin' out 
newspapers, " b�t I guess mebbe you're 
right ag'in, for ti! you was workin' you_ 
wouldn't be captives any longer. Uhuh, 
here it is: ' The table was spread with .fin-est 
dam·ask, an' looded down with jeweled 
ves-sels con-taintn• the chQjcest wines an' 
-vi-ands.' " 

· · 
" That's the place," I \tf!tens to say, 

kinder fearful "that his ,sp�tual guide 
wouldn't contain anything 'ijl�the eatin' .line. · 
" That Robber of the BlackiHllls knew what 
was what. Of c6urse," I cfntinues, notidn� 
that all three bandits was somewhat pLWle� 
as to how they'd reconcile a. three-cornered 
lumber"pile with a. high-toned robber's cave; 
" of course, we don't want � pin you dowri . 
to high pric�d tonics and gold and silver 
pla�e, but bpw about so.me hu:nks of. coh� 
meat and 8! loaf of breacl�r mebbe � 
bouque,t of smoked herrin's and a bag of 
crackers? " : . ' 

" That's all- right," be res�nds sort of 
joyfw-li�e.t� think we'd got �o1,1nd his_ text7 
book Without actually breakin• ·any prece� 
dents. · "No:w we'll untie ye, and a couple 
of us'll snealt home and get some pruvisions . � 

while the other one stays ori guard. You'll 
have to be guarded aU the while, ye know," 
he says, wrasslin' away at a knot, " except at 
night when we have to go home, for the book 
s� of it time an' ag'in." 

· 
·�Stick to the book, bub," I says, bavin' 

a mighty friendly f1:elin' for the author of 
it. " Stick to the book and we'll all have 
a gqod time." 

It took some little time to get our clothes­
lines off, and when we got up on to our feet 
to stretch, the (our-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 o� t!he 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 tlie dirt and a lot of old baggin' 
tom into strips, until the place was almost 
light- and v.irid-proof. Then they'd sneaked 
in four or five sbap-boxes to set on and 
decorated the sides of .the triangle with a lot 
of pictures cut out of the Police GauUe and 
pther inst�ctin'_publications until it looked 
quite ho�y to us. 

�gueSS· ��·re slated to spend quite a. 
sp m captiVlty," I says to Joe as two of 
the and aquicmed 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 o� the art of takin' and 
keepin' prisoners. A' 

"I hope some of 'em smoke cigarettes," Joe says, searcbin' through his po!=kets to 
see if he couldn't scrape up the makin's. 
" It'd add greatly to our comfort while we're 
languishin' here in durance vile awaitin' to 
hear from Andy Carnegie on the subject of 
ransom.'' 
� " It would so," I responds; " but don't 

let's get too dummed exactin' all at one� 
for I:m afraid it's goin' to be somethiJig i/f 
a tax on 'em liS 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' pver and over the pages, and 
then we heard the scuffiin' and up· through 
�hole come ttle other two members of the 
bartd loaded d�wn with all sorts o£ stuff 
they'd swiped to make their captives com­
fortable. One outlaw had an old boss­
blanket and worn out quilt done up in n 
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frazzled lookin'. last summer's hammock, 
while the chie.f himself to� a &yin'-pan 
with �e handl� dangUn' by one rivet, an 
old dark-lanteni, and best of all for us, a 
paper sack containin' about a peck of po­
tatoes, : a sheaf of frankil!rters and a 
loaf o£ rye bread baH the size of llj 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 
dumed pla�e on fire and get turned out of a 
happy home." ' 

" That's so;• says the .bandit chief, ta.kin ' 
off his mask in a moment of forgetfulness 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'U fix that," says the kid who'd been 
doin' guard duty. " My father's got a 
tinner's stove out in our bam; I'll chase home 
and get it-but you'll have to be careful of 
it for he'D prob'bly miss it and I'll have to 
take it baclt after you've been ransomed." 

"It'U get good care, son," I $8.)'3. "No 
self rcspectin' captive'd misuse the house­
keepiD' 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' aloog up through the tfumel and in 
five more we ha.d 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 hathll of potatoes roastin' in them. 

There ain't no use in describin' how we et; 
it might tnake your p1outb water. But we et 
until we couldn't get down another morsel, 
and as the last "hot dog " disappeared down 
Joe'si.batchway, follered by the admi¢n' 
glances of the three outlaws, .he voited. iny 
feeli�'s to th.e limit when he lolled back on 
the lioss-blanket and says in a seU-satisfied 
tone,; " Me .for captivity for. the rest of my 
natural lif� " -

All the afternoon the whole of us sot there 
listenin' to the rain J)oundin' down on the 
tin overhead while we talked(: over the 
diffe�nt methods of holdin' Qp railroad 
train� and stag�oaches, cj£ bmtlin' b11-nks 
-and sub-treasuries, comparin' thelfine points 
of the James Bo)'ll with the rude, coarse 

work of the Ford. Brothers, and dwellin' 
feelin'ly On the more delica.te eppysodf:S in 1 
the life of the late Mr. Tracy.. Then it go� 
near their supper-time and . they hurried 
away, ptom.isin' to be back d,irectly with as 
many eatables as tl!.ey could seque9ter with7 
out causin' a famii:ie in their households. 

When they goi:. back we ·were there-no­
body but an idiot would, have Jl.agged the 
eatin' proposition; but it made me feel some­
what alarmed to see the chi�! bring out 
!rom UDder his jacket· a � (If rusty old : 
leg-irons that looked as if. they'd done duty 
previous to the Mexican- war. 

" What's them for? '(l demanded in my , 
harshest tone 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� 
" I  told ye this morrii#' nobody'd be here to 
gujlrd ye at night, �··· the Robber of the 
Black Hills always left his pris'ners chained 
in his lair whenever he w.a.s away on one of 
his forays. The bpok 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 one thing; and real solid 
welded-in-the-fire ankle bracelets was an-
other. ·· • 

" I'm somewhat "opposed to this irorun' 
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 
be reminded oi the dark passages of my past 
lii " e. 

"Never mind," i says with a cautionin'_ 
look at him. " It won't do:"to go against the 
redpc-book. And lbok at all this 'ere food 
that's waitin' to be,devoured. Let 'inl" put 
'em on; it'll only be for tq:.night." 

We ,sot down to a feed of home-made 
bread, cold m�t and oth�r excettrys while 
the outlaw chief clinked· on the leg-irons, 
one cuff on me and the ol:ber �Joe, thereby 
chainiil.' us together:, .ahd arter we'd handed 
them a few more thrillin' tales by the light 
of the old dark-lant.Cm, they left so's to get 
home before they was missed. ' 

After 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 �ouple 
or fcet.of intcrvcnin' chin betwi..Jt us, w�nt 
off to sleep to the· music of the pa.tterin' 
rain, tbankin' our lucky stars that the 
Robber of the Bl&ck .Hills hadn't seen fit 
to mention hand-cuffs 4S well as leg-irons. 
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It must have rained like it did in Noar's 

time durin' the night, but bei4' ·conscience- · 
clear and stoi:nach-full we didn't notice it . 
until some thne along in the �rly hours of : 
the momin' w.ben I roused up f�om a. vision 
of swimmin' in a brewery vat ·  to find pur 
dungeon cell 'with two or tbr�:inches of 
water 'all over the ftoor! · ! 

" Hey, get · upl "  I exclaims to Joej,in . 
some alarm. "The bedroom plumb�'s , 
busted and the water-works is emptyin' · 
itseU in on us l "  : 

" Get up yourself! "  he grumbles back, l 
makiri' an effort to roll over, but not makin' 
a job of it on account of bein' coupled fast · 
to me. , 

"Looky he�e," I says, sha.kin' him by his t 
shoulder, " this ain't no joke to be inca.r- i 
cera. ted 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 serious matters were. 

" What's the cause of aU this wet disturb-
ance? " he says in the dark. . 

11You've g�t me," I replies. 11 But the 
effect is here :au right, and it looks to me 
like rnovin' day for us was arrivin' on the : 
run-and us· seriously incapatia.ted. from 
movin' very fast on account of bcin' ' 
hoppled!' · 

'' Lorq, but w�t a mis�r'ble pair of �um 
fools we: are to le� three kids go'n ha.ndicap 
us in this shape J.ust on account of a yeller . 
novel and .a t?ite �o eat ! "  he says in a. sour: 
tone of votcc� ! 

" We are," I m�y agrees. " We'reworsc 
-11nd more · of j'em. But standin' here 
sopp�' up water and sarcasm don't help: 
matters any. We're due to get out on the; 
roof and take ·a �ook at thefpsin' waters-: 
or · stay · here tmtil we cootr�ct a beautifur 
case of .lloatin� kidney." ! · 

I made a �ouple of stcpslf'ortcrd, not re:­
memberin' we: was bound tbgether by such' strong ties � ' we was, and down we ;vent , 
into a foot or more of water - ker- : 
spios�ot : 

I've heard · sev'ral men usin' cuss-words,: 
b�t I've yet to hear ;such a vari'gatec) as-1 
sort,rrie-dt of V,ocal trimmin's as riz up &:bout; 
the tim� we begun tryin' to do the same. I; 
ju�t lmelt th�re in the water in silent ad-; 
m�ra.;ion at the way that 1man Joe �ri�d to; 
te�l me : wha.� :he thought �� me. B1m�-by,'l after !be�d ml\�e his third �r fourl� pa� for: 
brb�,_i I sot;t:�r s�ggest� that 

.
the 'Yater; 

w� I'.IS1�1 fast[ and if he d1�n't want to �o to! 

heaven by the water route he'd better. g�t 
on to his feet. That brought him-he ain't 
fond of water applied' in�nWly, and c;.are­
fully keepin' step w� groped our way across 
to the side of the pile. 

I. 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 chum­
in' round below, �d coupled by two feet of 
chain to a feller bJieathin' all sorts of hard 
luck words at everything human and other­
wise, ·is one of the neatest tricks ;you'll ever 
perfo�-that is, ptovidin' your Ilan89 don't 
slip off the boards.• 

. 

Filially, alter three or four so,uses and a 
carefUl timin' of my left 1� and his right 
one, we managed to shove the tiri aside with 
our }:ieads and drag our stomachS up across 
the top co� of lumber. It wa5 refreshin'. 
The Wind and rain 1blew into our :faces as we 
laid there peenn' .in�o the blackness for some 
signs _of a dry port, but not a glimmer of 
light showed up in. any direction. By look­
in' down close. to the base of -our pile we 
could make oU:t a Jot of loose timbers and 
boards floatin' doWn against our thretH:or­
nered island, and it's a mighty good thing 
for us that it was. three-cornered, or it'd been 
wiped �oil the tl\lap; for every now and then 
som�ig hefty j:hunk'd come jaoimin' down 
aga.a�t it and go -slldin' off on an aneJe for 
some place fifty or sixty miles farther down 
the river. 

" Looks to me," I says as dry as I c_ould, 
considerin' we were both soaked to the linin' 
of our· souls, "as if we're goin' to have a 
freshet." 

"Vurry probable," Joe responds, grittin' 
his t�eth together pleasant. " Vurry! "  

" It also strikes me that we'd better wait 
right here until daylight," I �ontinues, "and 
see it them three little outlaws will come off 
in a�- boat and take us ashore and remove 
thes 'ere bits of jew'lry we're sport.in'." 

" ! ain't in favor of waitin," Joe responds, 
breapn' a . four-syllable swear-word off in 
middle. " I'm as wet as I'll ever b�and I'm 
goin'; ashore now/ " and with that expression 
o{ irtdependence, he swung over without 
conslUtin'. me arid rpade a plunge off into 
the u�certain deep. 

Mj:bbe you've run across something in 
you� me you fiUer was the limit or human 
cndu.rance. But. 1:9 be yanked o� a ten-foot 
boarH-pile by the leg into three or four feet 
of cqld water in al night so dar� you could . . 
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cut bu�tonholes .in it ought to put you up in 
Job's dass for patic:nce. 

I'm ·only human ; never confessed to any­
thing more so; and when I came splutterin' 
to the :top, I want to say that Joe's previous 
effortsin the conversational line had nothin' 
on �e.. 1 talkedi .I told him what a good­
for-nothing, thoughtless, thankless cuss he 
was, and then for fea.r he'd mistake my 
meanio', stood there with the flood rushin' 
by me up to my willst and added to my first 
remarks until I could feel him shiverin' on 
the other end of the' chain as if I had a 
b�te 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 so's 
we could see if there was any other sur­
vivors besides us. 'Way . off to the right, 
across about a quarter of a mile of yeller 
rusbin' water, we could see the railroad bank 
lined with folks catchin' timber and boards. 
And � 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 ·an�her steerin'. 

Lord, but how we did dislike to be caught 
fastened together, but after you've sot for 
hours on a lumber-pile with the cold chills 
scootin' over you you'll confess to almost 
1!-nything so's you can hug a 'fire while you're 
doin' it. 

They steered over, .and wnen 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. 

'1 You're a.ll the kinds of a liar there is! "  
respqnds Joe as savage ·as a dull razor. 
" We're two blown-in-the-glass wise guys 
who let three �ds �ou:r Ieet high .make dod­
gasted playthmgs oi us ! "  

" You say i t  well," says the man at the 
steerin'·oar, givin' me a look, " but we'll 
have to tum ye over to the police and, let 
them ftgger on ye just the same. You fbok 
a heap liktl the feller who busted into lhe 
laundry night 'lore last ! "  

" All right," I ·says, get�' desp'rale, "go 
on with your nce-farious plot to railroad a ·couple of half-witted hobos to jail; -it ain't 
got :nothin' on our ·present predic'ment." 
And as. they backed the boat UR.,against the 
pile Joe and I stepped down �nto it, two 

soles with but a single thought, two feet 
what beat as one. · 

When. we got up .to the police-station I ' 
reckon more'n. two-thirds of the popUlation 
of the t9wn was trailin' along ,beb,ind io see 
whether we was . ba.nk-burgfars; ·counter­
feiters, or only plain every-day murderers. 
And·w\!en we was bJ;"ought up in front of the · 
desk I Jelt a heap like the last. 

" Where'd you collect' the antiquities? " 
inquifell the desk sergeant. . 

I told him, lettin' ourselves down as easy 1 
as I cowd, and he come ;round from behind I 
the railin' to take a look at the hardware. 

" Great Thomas BY.rDes ! "  be says, after 
he'd examined ou:r . C!onnections. "These ' 
articles of wearin' apparel must have been 
made prior to the lock industry; they only 
snap on! AJ:J.y dum f�l �n take 'em off by 
pressin' this �y .Jittle,�pring I "  

And I'm a prevari��or from Lhe ground 
up if he didn't press on a. rusty button that 
I'd thc;�ugbt wis a rivet and the whole ankle 
bracelet fell off on to the ·:ooor with a clatter 
like an anchor<ham runnin' through a 
hawse-hole! 

There's mighty few of my acts I'm 
ashamed of. I've .been.what some sour dis· 
positioned feller haS:eaUed u. " social pariah " 
too long. But·when I saw how Joe and I'd 
been made a couple of monumental come­
ons by three kids hardly sizable enough to 
be wea.rin' knee-pants, it made me feel that 
my worldly education ha� been neglected in 
the primary cla.�. · 

" You can go," the sergeant says, with a 
grin : on his face .that made me want to 
commit mayhem on him,/' there ain't any 
foolish·ward conneded with our county jail 
-a.od I'd hat� to put ye in with some I've 
got downstairs;  they'd have your shirts in 
five .aPnutes. Beat it I "  · �nd Iollcred by a 
generB.l chor� of audible smiles from the 
ftlteen or twen�y o�enr�iser'ble loafers who 
always hang around }>\)lice courts to see 
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'tnothin' 
but a dummed hollow show after all . .  

And as we sneaked round lhe corner to 
hide ourselves down ip the railroad-yard 
among the box.:ca�, I couldn't help but think 
of that passage in the .Scriptures where. it 
speaks about a little child leadin' 'em. · 



rnHROU<?H the heavy panelled 
doo1· tl:i,at separated suites 52  and 
53 :came the startling report of 
a revolver-shot, then the dull 

thud of · somethipg heavy falling to the 
carpeted floor-and silence. In 53 a woman 
in evening dr�!!L'i·· stood terror stricken in 
the darkness, her hand on the electric switch, 
too stupefied with fright to turn it on. Fol' 
a moment she stood motionless, her eyes 
tLying to penetrate the b}11ckncss. The 
SOUnd of footsteps O,;:l the marble floot of 
the hotel corridor aroused .:her to action 
and momentarily quelled her 'fear. Run· 
ning across the room to aJ small 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 something the matter in the 
next apartment," she said. " Somebody has · been shot. send up help-quick-please! "  

She, ran to the door that separated her 
apartment from that whence came the 
shot and listened. 

<< God ! "  she cried nfter a short pause, 
" he's shot himself!" ' 

�he staggered to the library table, clutch- ­
. ing the sides for support; then buried her 

face in her hands. After a moment she 
look�� up at the sound of the iron doors o:' 
the ·(!,levator at the end of the hall rattlbg 
and opening. She went to her hnll dco:·:, 
opened it, and was confronted by an excii:�c� 
group of bellboys, porters and clerks. 

"The next apartment," she said. 
Like a herd of trained animals they -�-L!�!l>Xc 

and ran to the door of the next apartm;:n i:. 
It was locked. They paused, nonplussed ,  
and looked back inquiringly a t  her. In be�· · 
fear, unable to understand their inacti01: 
and apparent stupidity, she turned awny 
and slammed her door in their faces, a•lll 
with a sob threw herself into a chair beskk 
the table. 

A large lamp with a he:wy red shad<.· 
shone on some magnificent and costly pf�cc,; 
of jewelry which glittered on the h::tr<l nnd 
smoothly polished surface of the lahk-. 
Abo11t the entire apnrtment there wa,; ;: 
general air of disorder whkh sur;g<.:!;( .;a.l. :,, 
sudden attempt at•departure. 

Suddenly an authoritative knock ou h.,,. 
hall door brought her to her feet wilh :: 
sharp gasp. She paused, as though tryin� 
to regain her sell-control, lhcn w�J\t to l.hc 
door ;md opened it. A burly man :in plain 

I I<) 
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clothes and two poli!=emen in uniform con­
fronted her. She shrank back. 

" D,oa't be frightei'ied, ma;am," said the 
burly man. " I  aoi the house detective. 
The door of the next apartment is bolted and 
we don't want to break it o�, as that would 
attra.ct· too much attention. We want to go 
in from 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  gue.ss we can get in from here," said 
the hotel detective. " The bolt is on this 
side and I have a pa�kcy which will open 
this lock." 

The woman, . leaning against the mantel 
of the fireplace, gazed io 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 just see the 
upper part of a leg and a man's shoe lying 
on the Boor. · 

" Don't let any one in that room but my­
sell and the police," said a voice to her that 
seemed miles away, after the three men had 
entered the room and one of them had re­
turned beside her. She turned and looked 
at him. It was ' the hou� detective. She 
drew back unconsciously as she saw the 
glint of a revolver in his hand. 

" I'm sony 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." He :�tar ted toward 
the room or the suicide again, but she inter-
cepted him. 1.... 

" You hav.en't told me," sh'a began fal­
lcrh1gly, " wha� is the matter-is - is 
he--" ' 

" Dead? Yes," · replied the detective, 
brutally holding up the revolver. "One$ot." 

He jumped forward, {or she had stagkered 
as though. about to faint. Unconsciously 
he placed the revolver on the table with one 
hand as ,he caught her with the other and 
assisted her to a cho.ir. 

" Don't be ·frightened, ma'am,'j ' he said. 
" It's. a plain case of suicide. Tliere won't 
be any complications. The Cfroner will be 
here and search the· body. If! it isn't iden­
tified it will be removed �mmfitliately to Lhe 
morgue, so you won't have t� sleep next to 
a dead one." 

She turned away · in 'disgust. The de­
tective crossed the room to the door of the 
suicide's apartment, dose� Jt and tum�d 
the lock. 

· 
" Will you please give :Q)e your name, 

ma'am?" asked o!le of the 'Uniformed me,n, 
stepping forward· and taking a note-book 
and }lencil from his cap. · 

"My name? " she ask.t:d in sudden disJ:Ua,y. 
" Yes," said the hotel sleuth interrupting) 

" the police have to have your name to tum 
in on their report at the station-house. It'i 
just a bit of red-tape. lt's the doings of th� 
newspaper reporters; if they don't know 
everything they tak,e it out of the cops, 
don't they, Murp;y?'"·:· .  

" Bet yer life," answered that official with 
an enthusiasm that suggested eilperience. 

The woman turned., arid looked at them 
intently lor a brieNristant. 

"But I really kD.ow nothing about the 
�ffair," she �d. .., All I know I have told 
you. •. I was just ente#ng my apartment, 
returning after dining with Mr. Chester 
Billings, when I heard a revolver-shot in 
the riext apartment .  and telephoned dowo 
to the office that I. thought something was 
the matter." .' · 

The fact that the speaker had been dining 
with Mr. Chester BilliDgs, a name which 
stood for wealth 'and power in New York, 
made them look at her with increased 
respect, not to say {ear. 

" 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, "th�t just this once you 
could stand the criticism of the newspaper 
reporters �4 not, mentio:n my name? " 

" l  think we C&J)," quickly responded the 
house detec�ve, as be d,i:vided the biUs into 
three neat l.ittle . ·bundles and passed one 
each to the policemen.. " Specil!.llY as you 
know so little about the case.,' 

With an elaborate bow he nodded to his 
companions and aU walked ceremoniously 
to the door. 

"If you need . anything else, ma'am, or 
I can do ap.ything for you, just telephone 
down to the office." · With another bow, 
so�e"'hat raggedly' imitated by ; the two 
uniformed men, the trio left her apartment. 

She remained standing 'in the sa.mc spot, 
silent, looking in the direct(on of tlie 1 room 
where the dead man lay, her (a�e drawn 
and tense. After ·a short, stiOed. sigh she 
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lurned qwcldy and looked a t  the clock over ! 
the mantel; then with a gesture of loathing : 
took a crumpled note from the: bosom of her . 
gown and rea(l it: : 

Whe11 yo.u r�ve this I shall bC dead. Would 
to God I had the courage to kill you· too. . On my · body the P.b]ice will &nd & note telling . Lbem to go . 
lo you (or 1m aplaoation. i· ; . 

She had received it just as she entered the: 
elevator after her dinner with Billings. 

· 
Her eyes �ell on the revolver, which lay 

on the table "here the detective had placed 
it when he went to her assistance. He had 
forgotten it. Mechanically she reached ou� 
and picked it up curiously; o:o!e barrel had 
been djschargecl. There was still a . faint 
odor of gun-powder. She smiled coldly and .  
shrugged her shoulders. Suddenly she w� 
brought to a realization of her SIUTOUDdings 
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. 

" Olga ! "  he whispered endearingly, kiss­
ing her. 

" Bob," she said, very softly kissing him 
in retum. 

" Well, «fear," he said, " everything is 
ready-" He �used suddenly and con­
te.IJlp�ted her etening gown in a puzzled 
ma.rmer, "Excepl you? "  

f' I know, Bqb," she said falteringly, 
" but you have no idea of the number _of 
little thingS tha� have happened to de�n 
me " :. She look� up ia,t bim and smiled braveiy, 
the �ft red gloW, Irom the red-shaded lamp 
hiding the· hunted look in lfer eyes and the 
deep lines, about her mo��· " It won't 
take me te_n minutes to slip _fnto a tm.V.eling 
gown," she continued 88�9 'e sat be$ide· the 
table. " You 're :n.()t a.ngiy · _ _  .�pe1 � y��i' '' 

.. Of course not dear ,, · e wd sllilling ' , I . .  ' . 
down at her. "Now listen. ·1 have b4d an 
awful time trying to convince consc!.entious 
m.inisters that being married at. midnight 
is moral. But with the aid of a check-bOOk 
and a tale of lovera' importunity , I h&ve 
succ�eded in convincing one reverend and 
baldrhead�d old chap that a ri;Udnight 
marl;iage is really the only proper and con• 
servative ,way of getting .married.i So in 
half an �our we shall be married� and; on 
our way t:O Chlcago." i : . 

She · � ftom her · chair: suddenly, . an 
expression of !lisqW.et on he[ pale face. 

�; 
" Bob," she said !in her quiet, restful con­

tralto voice, "are rou sure that you want 
to be married in ;this -manne............--" She 
put her hand ovei his mouth aa be s�ted to 
protcist. " No, dear, listen. You are mak­
ing � serious compact without �ven the 
knqwledge of your mother." He tried to 
speak but she held up a band. " Wait, 
Bob; you are you'ng, impressionable. You 
don't know me, re8lly. I haven't any social 
posiiion and not ; much money-no, dear, 
wa.i�l " she ·smiled again as he indignantly 
started to cut her·short. " �ust think 
now; to-morrow -,rill be too late." 

S�e stopped an,'d. 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 turned away from him. 

" What is Lhe. matter, Olga? n he said, taking her gently by the shoulders and 
compelling her tO look at him. " You don't 
seem yourself :to-: night." 

·�1 love you-very much, Bob," she flllid. 
" 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 �to your love, an unjust sus­
picio..P.:come to your heart, your confidence 
be �en and our happiness -ruined? " 

"9lga, I don't believe you love me, or 
you wouldn't say these things the night we 
are to be married. I " 

He sat down on the edge of the sofa, still 
holding his lui.t and coat, a.nd gazed petu­
lantly into the tire, while she stood looking 
fondly at his boyish figure.. Her eyes filled 
with tears. Suddenly sh� knelt before him 
a:nd !feized his hands in her own. 
· - 1' It is ·  because I love you that I do say 
these things I "  she whispered almost fiercely, 
her voice eager 11-11d trembling. She stopped, 
unable to say more. 

'' There shall be · no regrets, Olga," he 
said, " to-morrow, a year, or ten years from 
to-,morrow." . 

He suddenly turned away and walked to 
the conidor door; then qme back and 
spoke in a Ioiced and light.lr tone : "Oh, I 
almost forgot,'� he said, taking an envelope 
from an insid,e pocket. " Here are the 
tjickets·for C�c;ago and the marriage-license, 
which I sec!li'Cd 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 smjled as she picked them up and 

looked at them. 
" I'll be back in ·ten. minutes," be said, 

kissing .her. She stood for a moment in his 
arms, then threw her own arms about his 
neck. 

" I  love you! "  she said in a low whisper 
and, kis5ing him passionately, ran to her 
bedroom, closing the door behind her, 
leaving him looking after her confused and 
puzzled. Then with a troubled expression 
he left the room., 

Five minutes later the woman reap· 
peared, her superb figure dressed in a close-­
fitting traveling gown. She was pinning th� 
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 mari lay . When she 
spoke aga.in her voice was·hard and cdld. 

" Tell the gentleman I am very sony, but 
I have an important engagement and can 
not receive him this evening. Th�nk you. 
Oh, by the way," she said as an after· 
thought, " kindly send a porter up for my 
bags and ·  call a ta.Jdcab for me in about 
.fifteen minutes. Thank you." 

She smiled colWy 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 aga.in, coming out 
with a large picture hat and, crossing to the 
large mirror over the fire-place, started to 
put it on. A knock soUilded on the corridor 
door. 

" Come in," slJ.e said without turning, 
supposing. it was the porter. " All right, 
porter," she said, as some one entered," you 
can take my bag to the office and call a taxi 
for me in ten minutes. There is a small--" 

She stopped suddenly and whirled aroUild as she caught sight in the mirror of the J:Q.an 
who had en,tered and stood looking at her 
with a. quiet. smile. 111 beg your. pardon," she said! " I  
thought you were the porter." 

" Almost," replied. a quiet, good-looking 
! YOwtg man, smiling a,t her mistake while he 
watched her keenly. " All but the first 
syllable. I'm a reporter, my n.e is Davis 
and I represent the Morning Slfr." 

Her manner underwend a stift change. 
She contemplated him for a mement in si· 

lence. The two seeme� �to · ·be measuring. 
each other. He was a m�n of ahout thirty, 
cleaJHut, determined. He wore a neat 
serge suit and carried a black derby and tan 
gloves. • . · . 

"I'm very sorry," she said; after a mo. 
ment, "but I told ·�e clerk in the office to 
inform you that I bad an appointment and 
could JfOt see you this evening." 

" Yes, so he said," replied the reporter, 
" b1lt it is about a matter of great impor­
tance, Miss Winters. l won't keep you 
long." 

· 
" How did you learn _my name? " she 

asked. 
"The house detecti'(e . told it to me," he 

replied. . · · 
" Well, what do you want? " she asked 

angrily, crossing to th� table and locking 
her bag. · ·: :  

" I  want to ask yo1l:if you can tell the Star 
anjything about the. man who committed 
suicide in the next apartment." 

She smiled, her eyes flashiDg, and then 
for an instant looked at him narrowly, as 
she answered: ul know nothing about the 
man or the affair." 

" Did you ever see him while he was 
stopping here? " · 

•• I have told you· I know nothing about 
the man or the atfair." 

• 
" Did you hear the pistol-shot? " asked 

the reporter carelessly, looking about the 
room. 

1 '1 was not iD my room· at the time," she 
answered impatiently. 

'1Where we� you?" he asked looking at 
her, politely but determinedly. . "I iun very sorry," she replied, looking 
at him coldly, "b'ut I don't care to be 
cross--examined in this manner." 

" Mis5 Winters," .he sai.d, " it isn't pl�s­
ant for a , repOl'ter to coq;ibat a woman· in 
her own house but· som�times it is neces. 
sary. It is neeessary tO.night. Why don't 
you tell the Star what you know about this 
affair? It will be easitr'in the end." 

" What has my business got to do with 
the Star?" she asked angrily, then turned 
and w!llked across the room. DavJs' eye 
feU upon the.· railroad tickets on the table. 
He picked them up and smiled as he read 
theJI).. . When she had opened the door 
leading to the corridor as a hint for hiiQ to 
go, she faced about and saw him with ;the 
tickets in his hand. She stood motionless, 
a dangerous gleam -i� her eyes. '01en she 
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closed the .door softly and locked it. She 
walked slowly down the room. , 

" How dare you do that? " stie, cried, her 
face whlte with anger, her handS clenched. 
"Have you no instincts of good breedillg? 
I demand that you leave my apartment ! ". 

"Can yo� tell me, Miss Winters,'' he 
asked, cal.oily, " why it is you Jii:'e· leaviDg 
for Chicago· on the midnight flyer? Why 
a private compartment, why two tickets, 
when I understand that you 11.re alone in 
this hotel without even a maid?" 

For a moment she made no answer. Her 
eyes Hashed and her lips curled iri well-
assumed contempt. ! 

"Leave this room!" she commanded. 
"Not until you have told me what you 

know about the poor devil who killed him­
self in there." 

She smiled disdainfully and, shruggmg 
her shoulders, walked nonchalantly toward 
the window, casting a. 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 ue trying to force me into some con­
fession of whose real facts you yourself are 
ignorant.'' 

She paused for a, moment Davis placed 
the t:ickets on the \a�le a':l-U he �d so his 
eyes·fell on the m�ge-lic:!9ise'ly.mg partly 
con�ed under a riewsp,.per. ·1n im instant 
he was reading it� lnvolw:itarily he gave 
a little cry. The �e of the man was that 
of one of the mos� influential men in New 
York and the woman had been famous in 
a notorious divorc� case of ten years previ­
ous, one that had been ·read around the 
world. 

" I  regret, Mr. Pavis," th�' woman was 
�ying, her back still toward mm as she 
toyed with the tassel on the �dow-shade, 
" that I can not �tisfy yo.&i '\injust sus­
picions, but of course it is1your business 
to---" She started and turned like a 6ash 
as she caught his ten-tale reflection in· the 
window. In an instant 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 iD the famous Collingwood 
divorce!" · · 

The livid whiteness of her lips and cheeks 
changed into a; dull red. · She a.b;n�t : tot":" 
tered as 'he ·mew, slowly back to the table 

and leaned heavily upon it. Like a woman 
in a spasm she tried to control herself. 

" You lie! "  she gasped. 
"The dead �n in the . next room was 

Collingwood and. he sent you a note not five 
minutes before he killed himseli.'' 

D�vis was speaking quietly, but he 
watched her narrowly, 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 
do.ubly attractive, she walked toward him. 

Davis pulled a letter from tb,e side pocket 
of his coat and held it out for her to read. 
A quick gasp was proof thaf she recognized 
the handwriting. Slowly, as though vaguely 
coinprehendin'g the importance of the evi­

. dence �hich he held against her, she looked 
up at him, gazing searchingly into hkeyes. 
His face was inscrutable. · 

"What doyou want? Money? "  she asked. 
11No." 
"Well, what do you want? " 
"Nothing." · 
" Then give me that letter! "  
"I'm �oing to u se  that letter for the 

introduction of :my story in the morning 
issue of the SIM." 

With a low cry she buried her face in her 
hands, There was something strangely 
moving_.in her despairing courage .and help­
lcssoql§! 

Bul\:.Davis went on inexorably: " When 
the morning Star is on the street all New 
York will be rending of the latest escapade 
of the beautiful Mrs. Olga Meredith !LD.d 
that popular young man about town, Mr. 
Robert Chester Billings.'' 

The mention of Billings' name roused her. 
Fqr a B.eeting moment she turned and.looked 
at .the clock. ''Is there nothing that will 
make you a little more bUIQan and keep this 
out of the paper?" she pleaded. 

"No, Mrs. Meredith," Davis answered 
quietly. " It's been a griin trick of Fate, or 
perhaps merely Justice, that made Col­
lingwood kill himseU to-night.'' 

"�e you . making it any better by pub­
licly spreading this insinuation of scandal 
against me and the man I am to marry? " 
she asked bit�erly. 

''You won't many him, Mrs, Meredith," 
said Davis, ,  a note of co� passion slipping 
into his voice. ag�st his will. 

Her eyes flashed ddiantly, then turned 
to; the clock in terror as the time went on 
arid be still stayed and tortured her. I 
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" Mrs. Meredith,"' said Davis, " can't 

you see · that this marriage is impossible? 
That after seemg tpe �oming paper, he and 
all his relatives will see----e.'{cuse me-how 
he has been tricked? " He paused. "Have 
you !'!ever," he said, "loved enough to be 
unselfish once? " 

She stood look,ing at Davis, a peculiar 
light coming into·her eyes. Then she walked 
to him, so near that he !=ould feel the warmth 
of her breath. 

" You are a reporter, Mr. Davis," she 
began softly, " with the newspaper man's 
instinct for news blotting out every other 
sense. I am a. woman of the world begging 
tor the only 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 Jay. 

" 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 this? 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 th.e 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 
paused, " the happiness of my life for ye11rs 
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 w� 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 iavaded the sanctity of the 
home. · The wife, the juiy, you reporters 
who covered the trial, heard ·�Y _story in 
sneering silence. After the trial I disap­
peared from the city until a Jew months 
ago. Then I met Robert Bil·--" she 
stoppe� again, a li�ht cor¢n�:fito her eyes. 
" In his presence I felt all(;j-my wounds 

healed ........ a new hope il.nd_•joy in liv.ing. One' 
day he saw me with 'Robert' Billings," she 
nodded toward the door ·of the next room, 
"and not satisfied with the havoc he bad! 
already wro\lght-actuated· · by a. sudden· 
insane jealousy, he thren.tel).�d m�unless 
-unless I went back to tli� old order of 
things. I was ;desperate. To-night we 
decid� to mo.rry--:-1 proDJpted 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. · 1 " Ev�rything w&S all righl until you 
came. That is all," she added brokenly. 
" 1  have never hurt any one knowingly in 
all my life, and you. meri 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 firs� �e.·,s,he broke into a wild 
storm of sobs. Suddenly she seized his 
hands and pressed a throbbing head against 
them1 Both· remained motionless, her 
whole body racked with heart-rending 
sobs. Very gently he led her to the sofa. 
She lay there with her bead buried in the 
cushions. He stood for some time by her 
side, looking dow;n at. her. grief. His face 
was white and his hands 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 
weo.ken. 

She cried out suddenly, looking up. 
" Where--" 

}'To the Star office," he answered in a .low 
voice, avoiding her eyes:.· 

· 
"Then--" shj: staggered to her feet. 
He raised his eyes to hers for a mo�en:t, 

then turned again' toward the door. 
"Yes," he said�· · : 
She faltered for a· JJi>ment, then took 

several quick steps toward him. With a 
swift, passionate· moY,ement she turned 
him around by the_ �boulders · and gazed 
searchingly into his eyes as though she 
would understand what manrier of man he 
was. Her face was dead white and �er eyes 
burned with undisguised fury. She made 
several 11.1teinpts to speak, but failed. 

"What-what-interest have you,". she 
asked· after a struggle, to control �r ei:Jlo­
tion, •• that you reCuse 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 city editor lo cover a suicide in 
this hotel. No matter what the truth, I 
must report the facts, and I 1tnow there is 
no power on earth that will make him over­
look a good story. It is sialply a case of 
duty. I must. It will be six ·houn �efore 
the Star is on the street, and yQ� have ti�k­
ets for Chicago--P he took o6t: ·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 bis cold blooded ex­
planation. She tUJ'Iled away' and walked 
steadily to the table. Her eyes straight in 
front 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 ha.nds touched something. 
It was the forgotten revolver. She looked 
down at it in a vague sort of way. Then 
she remembered it was t.he weapon that 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 r�ched the door; his hand 

was on the knoo. Turning, he looked down 
the barrel of a_ �limmeriDg ·44 Colt. 

· " Give me �t letter!" she commanded, 
advancing, the �arrel of the �volver level with his heart. ;.Davis was no coward, but 
there was no cJoubt. as _to her meaning. 
" No," he saidj . more from stubbornness 
than anything ebie. ,; 

"I never wan�ed to kill any one in my 
life," she aaid iii Jaer despeila:te, quiet voice, 
the revolver steady in her hand, "but I shall 
kill you to-night; unless Yp\1. give me that 
letter! GiH �� " · · · 

A tense moment and lien: he thrust. his 
hand into his coat and pulled the letter out, 
his movements controlled by the wicked 
gleam of the weapon. She tame 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 knoeks thun­
dered on the haU door, and the next instant 
came the voice-Billings' voice: 11Hurry, 
Olga, hunyl" 

The woman stopped. She dared go no\ 
further. D.avis still held the letter ex- · 
tended, watching �er closely and wondering 
wl!at she was going to do. . Billings kept 
knocking. The woman looked at . Davis 
piteously; then, with. a strangled sob, 
tuined toward the table and dropped the 
gup under the newspaper, trembling with 
diSappointment and anguish. 

The mom'ent she had turned away Davis 
hurried to the dOOl' and unlocked it. Bil­lingS stepped .in, hurriedly, without seeing 
him. In the dim light of the red lamp he 
recognized Olga, who had her hack to him, 
trying to conceal her emotion. 

"Oiga l "  he cried, and then stopped. 
"What is the matter, dear? " What-.-" 

Then he turned and saw Davis watching 
him. 

" Who are you, sir? " he asked angri ly, 
a tinge of jealousy in his voice. The 
woman attempted to speak, but her sobs 
choked her and she turned away again , 
leaning heavibr on the table. Davis stepped 
Iorward andlooked BiUingsquietly in the eye. 

" I  am a reporter. , My name is Davis, 
and I represent the morning SlaY. I came 
here to ask Miss Winters if she knew any­
thiog about ·the guest who killed himself in 
the next apartment." 

"Of course not ! How could she?" replied 
the ).'�ung millionaire angrily. "I only 
l� 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 ha.Dds pleadingly 
to Davis, but he pretended not to see her. 
For her own sake he was trying- to avoid 
another scene. Suddenly Billings turned 
and saw the supplicating action or the 
woman. He looked at her in amazement. 

"Olga, dear," be said, "what is the 
matter? I don 't UDderstand ! "  She loo_ked 
Irom one man to the other for a moment ; 
th�n her a�s leU limp to her sides. She 
seemed to chinge as she stood there. There 
was a new woman bom 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 
you," she said coldly. But · Davis only 
)poked at her iD silence. 
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!' " Why don't you speak, Mr. Davis;>:" she 
asked almost insolently. 

" I  would rather not;'' he replied quietly. 
" Youdon'tdare! �·she said as she crossed in 

front of Billings and faced him defiantly.' 
Davis looked at her in surprise. There was 

·something insolent in her tone that angered 
\lim. 
S� " Mr. Billings," he began quietly, coldly 
petermined, "Rii::hurd Collingwood, the 
steel millionaire who disappeared ten years 
ago after his wife divorced him, shot and 
killed himself in this hotel to-night. On his 
body . he left a note Jor the police telling 
them to go to the woman in the next apart­
ment to find the cause of his act. A re­
porter, not the police, found that oole ana 
obeyed its instructions, He found that 
woman to be Mrs. Olga Winters Meredith, 
the co-respondent in the famous Colling­
wood divorce case.''  

There was a death-like pause. Then 
Dillin� stepped forward, his eyes flashing 
and his hands clenched. 

" You lie ! "  he cried; ready to strike. 
The woman stepped in between. " No ! "  

she cried. " He is telling the truth ! "  
Billings :looked at her dazed, uncompre­

hending. He tried to speak, but she si­
lenced him with a gesture o{ 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 rea.lly believe<! that they ex­
isted in the world! You have your story, 
but not quite aU--" 

" Olga l "  Billings cried ea.mestly, 
" Don't--" 

She silenced him gently. " No, Bob 
dear, I am not worthy of your respect­
let aio11e your love. The reporter is right, 
(or he represents the world. I was a 
fool even to think that I could have the 
love of a ma.n like you," she stopped, 
tears flooding her · eyes. " But I have 
loved you, Bob-more than you will ever 

know. Fate's been:.,-we , might h;l.ve been 
so happy ! "  . · , · · · . 

· 
" Olga dear," Bil)ings cried, seizing her. in 

his at;ms, " I  love you ! I don't care what 
has happened in the past! "  

She .took hiS face gently between her two 
hands, ki�ing him tenderl;y ofti the forehead. 

" You think so · now, dear boy, but you 
will understand beher by-and-by. There," 
she sald, kissing hlm again, " don't�on't 
mind. I 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-'<lne of them your 
mother." l . 

She looked into .his eyes a long time; 
then gently, with ineffable tenderness, she 
kissed rum full on the mouth. 

Davis turned quietly·��ay. There was a 
tightness in hi!; tl:il:oat 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 Billi.ugs raise his 
eyes, and with a cry· he sprapg toward her. 
His cry brought Davis · from the window 
and he, too, j�� towarq 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 caU · out her name in 
desperation several times, there was a stru.g­
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 fiash of the 
revolver, and � report stung his ears. The 
next second his:hand. found, -the switch, 3.nd 
as the light clicked on he t\lined and saw the 
woman, lying motionless oh the Ooor, the 
revolver in her right hand, and Billings · bending over her. 
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AlLert Kinross "MRS. GUNNER was one of the lively and exhilarating pandemonium. 
numerous ladies who let fur- certainly agreed with Mrs. Gunner. 
Dished apartments in Douro This story, opening as it does at eleven­
Crescent, Camden Town, · Lon- fifteen in the forenoon, finds Douro Cres-

don. Mr. Gunner, Mrs. Gunner's husband, cent comparatively quiet. Only three 
bad volunteered for the South African war, pianos and. ·a soprano broke the stillness, 
and being a. sensible man, bad never come but above these rose lhe voice of a man who 
back again. This is why Mrs. Gunner Jet shouted " Coal ! "  Though pigeon-br�sted 
apartments,and to this dayshe doesn't know and not noticeably stentorian in bwl<l, he 
whether she is a widow or whether GWlller, shouted like a champion and you could 
being sick and , tired of her, went out to hear him clear and deep above the three 
South AI rica �d changed his name and pia%)s and the one soprano. " Coal ! "  �-e 
stayed there. She suspects the latter, for sho�ted, and led a mild-looking cart-horse 
in candid momq�ts she admits that neither that drew his stock in trade from street to 
herself nor $rried Ji(e agreed with street. 
Gunner, and that was why he joined t he You are probably familiar wilb the kind 
yeomanry. :: of horse and cart. The horse is large and 

Gunner failing her and left to her own patient and eats out of a nose-bag. The 
indomitable re�urces, sh� had taken the cart is black and open to all weathers�a 
house in Douro Crescent, Camden Town ; platform on wheels where you may· find 
and like the other houses i� had soon tilled coal to your heart's content, symmetrically 
up with actors, : travelers, journalists and arranged in sacks coal-colored. Crownj.pg 
chorus ladies, and peopleJwho sang scales the whole affair is a notice board on whfch 
for hours on end: and bang'ed' Mrs. Gunner's you may read the preSent price per hWI· 
piano whole · afternoons. J Go down Douro dredweight. To-day it stood at one-and­
Crescent on any day you like and you will three. Yesterday, apparently, it had stoo<l 
bear them at it. Only the parrot-house at one-and-five, for the man or his masters 
at the Zoo can match and hold its own had scored the " 5 "  out with a piece or 
with Douro Crescent. And at night, when chalk, and with the same material had sub­
voices and pianos are silent, a.nd even the stituted a large and tatpulcnt " 3·" 
actors and journalists are in their beds, Now one-�nd-three was dirt cheap for 
stray cats ; take up . the tale-dozens o[ g09d or even for bad coal, and Mrs. Gunner, 
them-and . howl .arid yowl and banish wlio by a fortunate coincidence happenetl 
bliss£ill. sleep. So that1 all things tonsi�- that very moment to be plying her broom 
ered a.nd regarded as a whole; Douro Cres- on her own frorlt door-step, determined to 
cent .may safely be described as a gay,. a profit by an opportunity as unforeseen as il. 
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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 t�e scuttle the 
better for Mrs. Gunner. She favored 
scuttles · with large and flourishing out­
sides, but modest and na.rrow insides. One­
and-three Lhe hundredweight, worked out 
in scuttles, made two-and-six or even three 
shillings. . 

If the coal were good, however, she would 
keep it fo�; herself; if it were bad, her 

. lodgers would profit by the bargain; fo� 
she felt in a generous fr.ame of mind that 
morning, and why shouldn't her lodgers 
sometimes get the benefit o( their land­
lady's shrewdness and knowledge of the 
world� That morning she felt like a fond 
mother catering f�r its young. Presumably 
it was the weather that made her feel so 
wonderfully and angelically disposed; for 
to-day the SWl was shining as it rarely 
shines in Camden 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 presenUy the pig­
eon-breasted young man who was shout­
ing '' Coal I"  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 a.fford 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 ma..k.e 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-­
halfpenny. Perhaps, in the end, she might 
have to capitulate and pay the whole OJie­
and-threc. Instead, however, it was the 
young man . ,with the pigeon-breast who 
capitulated. 

" You can have 'em," he said, · " and 
wber��s your money? " 

" Make it one-and-a-�nny and I'll take 
eig"' hu�dredweight,"' cried Mrs. Gunner. 
It must be simply awful coal, buff;she could 
easily pass it on to the lodg�rs. ' 

Adam Newman, though �ig�-breasted 
and young, was no. fool. " Gee up ! "  be 
shouted. to the large and patient horse that 

ate out of the no�bag; and the horse 
began to atir. 

" Come back!"  cried Mrs. Gunner. , 
" Here's your • money, every far�hing I" 

."Whoa!·" bellowed the you.lll man; and 
again that ineek yet powerful beast obeyed. , 

Mr,;. Gunner had found her purs�. Re-' 
luctant4' she made up the six-and-nine­
pence. Adam Newman b,eld out his hand. 
The money was paid over· and he dropped 
it. i,nto � tl;ousers pocket. • . ' 

" Now shoot it down· the coai-hole," said 
Mrs. Gunner, and stood by, waiting for that 
familiar yet ever interesting operation to 
begin. ( 

" I'm a country 4ap,": said Adam New­
man; " I  don't know nothing about shoot­
in' coal down coal-holes. I knows a good 
deal about poachin' th<;�ugh," and Newman 
chuckled. ·:\· · · · · 

" Well, here's the coal-hole, and I'll tell 
yoJ how it's done. But what are...19u doing 
out with a cart o' coal in .LondOiilf you're 
a country chap? " asked Mrs. Gunner. 

" Ab, that's a long .story," said Adam, 
and added, "Now w�Jat do I do next? 
Shoot it through thert<? " For Mrs. Gunner 
had removed· the iron flap in the pavement 
through which all coal, good, bad, or merely 
indifferent, de5cended to her cellar. 

" That's right, young man." said Mni. 
Gunner. 

Adam Ne'I'V1Dan, 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 coli.'tents dribble through t!;te 
coal-bole. He shouldered ;another and did 
the same . .  He shouldered 'the third and its 
contents want� sopte persuasion ; so· he 
gave the sack a few good kicks and presently 
it emptied-almost of . a  '.sudden, leaving 
the Battened sa�k �thin liis hal)ds. 

" Good-mornihg," 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 � his whole stock. 

Mrs. Gunner mused for a while after his 
going: 'fhe fellow seemed new at lhe ga.me, 
and had said he was. ' He carried ' two� 
hundredweight sacks, and . they usually h8.d 
smaller ones containing half lhat quanti� 
Most times they stuck to the price mp1rked 
on the board, but he had co�;�te down three 
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halfpence at once, and when sp.e

. 
had t�ed thought Miss LodJ�i and kneefing idown 

it on, he wouldn't come dowil; a farthing befor� the scuttle ; that had been�· :ly 
more. It must be awful coal, she agreed, filled, � she found Herself �ye to 1 ey · · 'th 
and, feeling thus about it, she resolved SQmething begrimeCl and woolly� t cer­
first of all to try it o� the lodgers. tainly; was not coal; it was the · best part 

The first scuttldul went up to a Miss of a hilma.il face and human head. 
Loder, who occupied the secondftloor back. ! ' 
It was a bed-sittiD.f-room; and' the young I II 

ADAM NEWMAN, having sold his coal, 
t:wo solid tons of it, and f+g more. 

at home with vegetabl� than IniQerals, had 
determined to chang� his latest! mode of 
life. ;That same afternoon he :began it, 
after a shrewd bal�hour spent among the 
greengrocers.. Now he CC!Uld reel off the 

lady .had her own pifmo and went o';lt every· 
evenmg at seven O:'dock. She sa,Jd-and 
two-and-tweuty ph;otogra.phs proved the 
truth of the assertion-that she was on the 
stage. Though punctual in the evenings, 
she was dreadful of a momiDg, and ·her 
breakfast, invariably a nice cup of tea and 
a kip�r , was; just as invariably, taken in 
bed."]Mrs. Gunner herself spread the colla­tio(" 80:� pulled the blind. "It's time to 
get up," the elder lady would say cheerily, 
depositing her tray and. making for the 
blind-cord; but Mi5s Loder ate and drank 
the breakfast, 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 alter the cuckoo-clock in the hall 
had done its worst-she liked a fire, and 
Mrs. Gunner saw. · to it th8.t she had one. 
:rh�re W\lS a fire l:fid for her this ve� even­
mg ·a�d her scuttl� had been filled With the 

· retail price of cauli1lowers, iof -tumips, pota­
toes, spring onions, sea kale, and Brussels 
sprouts. Armed with this knowledge and 
info�ation, he set_ out blithely down the 
Old Kent Road. Seven llours of steady 
driving brought him, the coiJ.l-van and the 
horse tha,t ate ' out of the nose-bag to the 
farm-yard gate {rom which he had made 
his recent desce,n.t on London: 

new coal. 
The cuckoo-clot;k : iD the ball had cooed 

lwelve times, thq_ house and Douro Cres­
cent were in , darkness when Miss Loder, 
feeling . her way: up the musty-smelling 
staircase, retu'rn� to the bed-sitting-room. 
She lighted tl;le gas and applied the same. 
match to the fire. 

· · 
"Aren't I economical?" �e ·said aloud, 

and ·then she. shook the bnjss kettle that 
always stood ;upon t)te bob.J 1 .�is. · Gu..riD�r ' 
had d!)ne her iduty. : "So Ula.l1s all right! " ·  
exclaiioed MiSs LOde!. As Soon as she had 
popped on a ar�ing-gowil and excha.I!ged 
her boots for! slippers she would mix her­
self a glass of aomething hot. She a�ci­
pated a pleas&ot llour in the armchair,! her 
tiny feet closel to the. blaze; the "·something 
hof� mellowf�g a Wicked world; and i .she . 
ha" c�me to �e plac� in h�r };look:wher� the .i 
m)istery of tile .masked mJJrderer was �ure ' 
to be revealed. : : ' Miss Lode� was �y happy. The fire 
wanted anoth�r chuok. or. t._,o of coal. Mrs. 
Gunner was a,�ways sparing when. she laid ·a 
fire. "One jor tw� good big chunks," 

It was daybreak and the vegetable 
pickers were -just astir. He hi:(nsel( �ad 
been a vegetable dicker a week. :ago, &Stir 
at da-wn like. thes�. He h� lived in a 
" ho�' Clr"-hut, bee� stood off or taken on, 
at th_ crcy of weather, seasons, 'crops, and 
glut . markets. He bad been a casual 
laborer, living in a hovel , like these. To-day 
he had his own horse and cart, twenty 
empty COal:.SaCkS I and two-pound-some­
thingj in his trousers-pocket. He sat up in 
his seat and watch�:;d the others go to. work. 
They,marveled at him and wondered where 
he h�d been and what had .happened and· w.bat 'he was doi.ag there at all; but :Adam 
was very dose and would give DO definite 
news jwhen questioned. " Been to L9ndon 
an' bOught- this horse an' cart/' was 11U he 
answered; and ."Yes� it's my horse, an '  
my c:kt." Further particulars we.tie not 
vouc�sa.fed. 

Th vegc:table pickers went off to the 
fields and there they stooped, the wet niud 
squel bing under l�ky boots. At th� shed 
whe� the green-s��ff was packed �Core 
cart.irlg, Adam w�ted for Miss �etsey 
Arrof It was he� farm. and; on alid o,ff, 
he h� worked !orlher, sleeping out � the row ri! huts bc:side the ho�garden. It had 
been IL dog's llie, but . that W'mter h¢ could 
.find po better job. : Adam waited, and smoktd a black clay _ pipe. 
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" So yo�'ve come back agin? "  Miss 

Betsey .had found him and stood now in the 
yard. · . 

" Ye51 an' I'm .goin' as soon as I've done 
my business," answered Adam. 

" An;-what may that be? " 
" I  want to buy a load o' vegetables ofi 

ycr an' . sell 'em in London. That's my 
horse an' cart," said Adam casually. 

" You got a horse an' cart! "  exclaimed 
Miss Betsey. 

" Why not? " asked Adam; and then, 
" I'll do a deal wi' yer,· if ye're reasonable." 

" What's reasonable? "  asked Miss Bet­
sey. �he was a weather-stained old thing 
and always took a lot oi 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. 

" I  can do better'n that in Covent Gar­
den," replied Miss Betsey. 

" I  takes the stu.ff away an' so saves yer 
carlin' an' railway charges; and I saves ycr 
wot yer pays at Covent Garden. Yer can 
take it or leave it," and Adam was done. 
" If it un't yours, it's Horlcy's," he added 
as an artertl!.ought. Horley's was the next 
rarm. 

Miss Betsey cav�d 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 had cried after him; for now that 
she had taken bjs money she was at liberty 
to let her thoughts run free. 

" If I- un't got no other," had been the 
brief IJ!Piy. 

-

Going down Sunk Hill he had thrown 
lifteen of his twenty empty sacks over a 
hedge; and, " I  don't want 'em, mebbe this 
ole farmer does," had accompanied �e 
summary dismissal. Now Adam's Iai:e was 
tumed towaTd London, and even toward 
Douro Crescent, (:a.mden Town. 

III 

MISS GERALDINE LODER, in the 
: deep and stilly watches of#the night, 

had knelt before her coal�scuttje and, in­
stead: of ,Derby Brights or ! Besif Wallsend, 
had found the best part of a hilman face 

' . 
and h\lDlllil bead. She gave·l:lne loud, un-
earthly serea� and dropped across the 
hearth-rug. Miss Loder had faiiJ.ted. 

"Drat them catsr "· exclaimed the lodger• 
in the room below ; and .that wa.e- all tb.e 
present notice taken of the lolKI, unearthly 
scream and poor M;iJs Loder. The mistake,: 
in Douro Crescent· and at that· hour of the 
night, 'ltas pardonable. · 

Miss Loder came ·to herself toward tbre·� 
A. M. She beard the cucir.otXJ.ock in the 
hall praclaim the hour, and t,ben she re-

' 

membered. The fire had gone out and she 
was deadly cold; her teeth chattered as she 
crept downstairs to Mrs. · Gunner. 

The landJady lived .41 .the basement and 
it was easy to discov.er �er room because of 
the snoring. She lay on her back and 
snored when Miss Loder entered. The 
cuckoo-clock ticked · !ii)d Mrs. Gunner 
snored; otherwi.� tlie.house was black and 
silent. Miss Loder, guided by the snoring, 
found the bed and presently a fat and Sun­
day-joil\t-like shoulder. She shook it. 
How she shook it ! , 

The snoring ceased. " Now Jim, if you 
'it me, I'll 'it yer back," murmured the 
sleeper. She must have been dreaming of 
Jim Gunner, dead, · depa.rted, or lying low 
and saying nottqng in far Sputh Africa.. 

" Oh wake up-oh,
' do wake up l "  now 

cried Miss Loder, shaking the massive 
woman with all her might. 

Mrs. Gunner woke up. " Who is it? " 
she screamed. " Leave go, or I'll yell the 
house down! " 

Miss Loder . let go.· " It's me-Miss 
Loder-Miss Loder 'from upstairs,'' she said. 

"What do you want? 'r and, " Perhaps 
she's sleep-w�g,'' thought Mrs. Gunner 
aloud. 11 You come .down here, frightening 
the JUe .out of mel " she ad�ed. , 

" There's a de::nd body up in my room­
with the head'·. off - -it!� '  'announced Miss 
Loder. 

· 
. .  

110h ! "  shrieked Mrs. Gunner. " Where 
are the matches? " . 

She reached out her hand and found the 
box in its accustomed place upon the can­
dlestick that always stood beside hef bed. 
She lighted the candle and then said, 
"Well, I never! "  . · 

The two women: blinked at one another 
for a space, till M� LOder resumed' with, 
" I  have�'t 'found the body, but the heatl's 
in the coal-scuttle. I won't go back to that 
room; no, not if you· pay me ! "  - :  
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candlelight, ill�ted the coljl�ent �d- i 
lady. '.'No wolider he let me hive that coal A DA;M NEWMAJil', ·.pigeon-breasted ret 
at obe-aod-thr¢e bali �nee� I believe h�'d . .l"1. 'a.Gtiv�, cheerful �nd alert, sbspe'cting 
have �ven it tb me ii I'd stood firm I "  she . nolhi!lg, easy in don8cience, h�th ! an<l 
cried. · � · · • ' pocke� was driving into London: with his 

''What coal; .and who is 'h�T' asked · load1of vege�blesi, �di little did �e suspect 
�&S Loder, �ore alarmed · �  ever; l.or that the entire police · force of the metro­
this was adding mystery to mystery, and, poiitad city was loo�g out for �- Little 
though she lik� to read a,bout them and . did he! suspect that• eJl the evening papers 
such reading was her one idea of literature, were f.ull of him all;<l his late �xploits as a 
a mystery met with i.D the flesh was horri- coal-�erchant. • · , 
ble beyond endurance or support. Adam Newman was the villain of the 

" I  bought some. (oal this morning and hour. ! He had shot out fragment"� I of a 
the ,man 1 let �e have it dirt cheap," ex- h� corpse in Be\(en piaces, ' twice in 
plaine<l the landlady. " I  filled your scuttle Dou� Cresc�nt, olice ! in the Albert Road, 
from it after my tea. Yours was tbe first . three :times in George Street (wbicb is a 
one .to J>e fiUed." very �ong street), and once in Homer 

"And he had cut a body up in pieces and Square. Tbe police now had the whole 
was getting rid of it that way? " Miss collec�n; it was the: mystery of the mo­
Loder saw it all now clear as a pikestaff. ment;! reporters, editors and all the coal­
"Oh, the wretched murderer ! "  she cried·. dealers were agitated, aclive or upset. 
" We'll go out and tell a policeman; you Hours passed, and Still no trace of the young 
must come with me at once l " ma.n. He had· be�n described by all his 

"You're sure it was a head?" asked customers of yesterday, and especially by 
Mrs. Gunner. She did not like the idea Mrs. Gunner who bad found the ·head. At 
of leaving a warm bed for the chilly last the four-tli.irti edition of the Evening 
streets. Planet annotinced ' an arrest. · A plain· 

"Didn't I see it, and haven't I lain on clothes detective, on duty in the Old Kent 
the: floor in a d�d faint these last two Road, bad detec.'ted a pigeon-breasted 
hou,s? You go ppstairs and look in the young./:man selling ! vegetables from a coal-
scuttle-1'11 w�it tiere for youl'' carto;t"' . : 

�e1uctantly: MljS; Gunner got out of bed N<f seli-respectittg detective could' over-
and threW' on some clothes. Another ca.n- look a: pigeon-breaSted young man selling dle$tick was fou¥. and, armed. with this, vegetables from a !  coal-cart and therefore 
the: landlady asc�ded to the second-floor- Adam Newman was as good as under .lock 
back. : ( · . and key the moment Sub-Inspector Brace 

Miss Loder .had not exaggerated. Right set eyes ·upon him. The cold-blooded� 
in the forefront o£ the eo�-scuttle .Mrs.- impudence of the thing, the. cahn, self-con- l 
Gu.imer : discover� the IMS� part of a . tained cftrontery! Sub-Inspector Brace 
hUID1Ul {ace and ' human heMd. She gave ; . had never seen such impudence. · A man, 
one t«:rrifled glance and tul-!lj:d in a p�nic. wanted for sellingl coal admixed with 'the 
She qol�c:_d do�tairs' to jtP.ft basemc:,nt. shattered corpse i of his victim should 

'�To think of 1t' " she crijld. "To think stick , to coal ; by: the selling of vegetables 
that this should happen .m 'a respectable . from ;· 

a cart obviqusly built for the coal 
neigbboihood! Op, Miss Loder !" trade; a.nd still bl*k from constant' usage 

And the two women Sobbed and had , in that important branch :of cornmerte, the 
hysteric& &ide ;by &ide. fello., was · �tiv�y doing his utmost to 

Th�y ·roused themselves at last and went , attract attention. 
to the bad-door. Stealthily they ascended : Suirlnspector Brace followed the cart 
the '�a step5, and so, to ;:pouro Cresti:ent. · till &Ssistance in ·  the · shape of 'an oidinary 
The street lay silent and: deserted. They co:!;s· ble was at i band, and then ; Adan\ 
walkeid ! to t�e . com�r · 811-d ' reached i tl;te: Ne : an, horse, .cart an� vegetabl�, .was 
Ha.mpst;ea.d Road. There� they Iourld. a '· su ' , arily arrest�1 • The Evmitsg : Planet 
large · ILI)d sWw� pq'lic�an, and � his: was Ul�refore rigb . . ' 

willing ·ean �ey pouk-ed out their ·whole! "You might ha e let me get rid of these 
story. · ; i i 'ere �prouts," wasj all he said in answer to 
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the charges proffered against him. "They'll 
go rotten-! know they'll go rotten." · And 
Adam N�wman, too, was right. . 

The evening· papers had a.nnounced the 
arrest. News had' come iD that a farmer 
down . Wroth� way· had found .fifteen 
empty coal sacks in a field fresh sown 
with Spring oats-that explained Newman's 
temporary disappearance from London. 
And Mrs. Gunner, 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 ; from 
standing in the chorus wp not a word to 
say, she had at once b�n specially pro­
moted lo a speaking part with her name '" 
good type on the bills and programs. 

That evening Mrs. Gunnet, 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 
be knew nothing at all about the body. 

" Hanging's too good for him ! "  said Mrs. 
Gunner; and the sentiment wa.s echoed and 
indorsed by every �man of that vengeful 
host. · 

v 

THE body had been pieced together; even 
when washe4 it wa.� scarcely recog­

nizable; and so far nobod)' had claimed it. 
Dr. Sc.h.lesinger, the Government medical 
officer, analyst and expert, suggested that 
it must ha.ve come to its present state by 
means of an explosion. · It had not been cut 
up, he insisted. Only an explosion ' could 
bave·produced those mangled remains.upon 
which his knowledge and experience were 
now ·concentrated. .  But so far the police 
had tJ_eard of :Do ex_plosion. This body, in 
brief, was rather a · myst.erious afiair. Un· 
claimed, unrecognized, it seemed as though 
no one in all London 'had missed the victim 
or wa!> mourning for him; and A� �w­
man himseH could throw littl� or no light 
upon· the identity of that haphazard corpse. 

Adam, charg� with being in possession 
of human remains which he had retailed: os 
coal at so much per hundredweight, ap­
peared before a police-court mqistrate at 
ten o'clock the following mo�g. The 
court was crowded and every ajirspaper iD 
London had sent its very, best;:desaiptive 

writer. These men,. some of them men of 
genius );wnpered by large families and a · 
wife, uncapped their fountain-pens a:nd 
drew a word picture of . that dismal court. 
Adam was variously described as a "bu- ' 
colic," a 04 rustic" and as a "typical son of 
the soil," ' 

The first witnesses to be cAI'IOO.· ·were Mrs. 
Gunner, the two pther landladies, the four 
ordina.ry females .B.nd Miss Geraldjne Loder. · 
These \old their st()ries, With which we are 
already (a.miliar. One a.nd all had found • 
fragments of the body admixed with �e 
coal tltey had pure�. Excepting Miss 
Loder; aU swore to the identity of Adaai l 
Newman. His pigeon-breast, it appeared, 
had struck the eye of .aU these ladies, and 
his countrified acce�t(a�d appearance were · 
only less easily forgotten: There was thus 
no difficulty as to the identification. 

Sub-Inspector Brace: then testified to the 
ar+est and how h� .-�� given the usUDJ 
warning. Th� pnsoner's reply, "You 
might have let me get rid of these 'ere 
sprouts ; they'll go rotten, I know they'll 
go rot�en," had been entered carefully in 
the Sub-Inspector's,note-book. Dr. Schles­
inger, the Government medical officer, 
analyst and expert, ·next insisted on his 
theory of an e:q)losio�, adding that this 
view wu. uncxpecte#Jy supported and con­
firmed by a q\J,eer . coincidence. "The re­
maiDs themselver.t be sa.id with emphasis, 
" smell fai.otly· of picric acid. "  "What is 
picric acid? " asked· the tpagistrate. "The 
basis of aU modern explosives," answered the 
triumphant analyst. Tlie evidence of the 
other witnesses, including that of the fw:mer 
from down Wl'otham way who bad found 
the fifteen empty' ooa.l-sacks in his newly 
drilled oat-field, and that- of the policeman 
who had been sun\moned from his beat in 
the ,Hampstead Road� ne� not detain us. 
Adam- Newman was nexf.l!-llowed to te1J ,his 
story. ' It . was Jhe monieli for which every· 
body in court• had 'been' waiting. A deep 
hush fell upon that mi:lted and varied as-
sembly. . . · . 

Adam Newman's story, though told with 
the rustic turns and .accents peculiar to 
Mid-Kent, will here be expressed � ordi­
nary English. 

Adam Newman said he was twenty­
three yean old and th&t till last week he 
had . been vegetabl�"J*kiog, h� &Qd 
doing .any other .odd JOb that presenUd it­
self down at Dank Farm near Win.licld. 
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The tenant o f  Bank Farm was a MisS was operating was a bedroom; his lilat�es· 
Betsey Airow. A w

·
eek agOi however, she had• already shown him a large fourposter; 

had " stood him off" indefulitely, and; rightly he concl\J,ded that its ordinary 
being skk and tired of casual labor, h� occupant was a�ut to tum in for ' the 
had re5olved to tramp it up . to London night. The footsteps came closer, and 
and there, if !possible, find regular employ- Adain, like · many; a better burglai before 
mr.nt. He.' tiad no friends in London and hiln; dived beneath the bed. ; 
his capital ...Vas half-a...crown.'(The half-a..: Holding his breath, he lay there very 
crown vaillshed, and he had foWld no regu- qui�t for several 'seconds. Some one ! had 
lar emploYm.ent; indeed, be had found rio entered the room and switched on the elec­
employment whatsoever. He walked the tric light. Viewed from Adam's position 
London streets and pondered. und�rneath the bed, the newcomer ap-

Hc had heaps of t.j.me to ponder. Three peared to be a gentleman. He had large 
days after his arrival be had decided to feet encased in elastic-side boots, his trous­
commit a b�glary. He knew it was against ers though striped were of a quiet pattern ; 
the law, but:he had often read about them the rest of him-he ceased abruptly above 
in the newsr)apers, and almost always, so the kne�wns absolutely invisible. This 
it seemed, the burglars got off with their man took off his boots and put on slippers. 
booly and were never caught. It was He grunted as he did so, which caused 
worth risking. He was hungry, penniless Adam to argue that he could neither be so 
and friendless; the only occupation open very young nor so very active. Presently 
to him, he argued, was that of burgling. the man closed the window and lowered the 
He might get nabbed and he might get put blind. Then : he looked under the bed· and 
in jail, but evecy profession has its special discovered A<:)am. " Come out ! "  he cried; 
risks. In the newspapers, according to his and Adam came out. 
reading-Sunday was the day for that-the The pigeon�breasted young man now 
burglars usuil.lly got off safely and nothing paused for a moment in his narrative. 
more was said about it. 

· 
Never bef�re, in all his life, .  had he spoken 

Fortiute favored Adam. In a comfort- so much or addressed so large an audience. 
able-loakiDg .house near one of the parks- The crowded court, however, was all im­
being a! stranger lin L9ndon he could give no pa�ti nee .and vaguely Adam felt that� far 
closer in,d.icat.iod-he had found an open fr appealing · to · a public unanimously 
window. It w¥· a comer house and the hos · e and L'!Sured of his guilt, he had a.t 
open Window cpverlooked a small back� last conVinced these people that, · though 
garden · reached by a six-foot wall. It was appearances were against him and his 
late at night: and he was the only person hi clothes were third·hand at the very· best, 
the street. Ad� negotiated the wall and be was, in the main, as sober, as straight­
dropped in� Qte small back·garden. So forward, as willing and as well-cohducted 
far aU had gone, well; ind�, h.e harbored a. y.oung fellow as ever spoke the simp!e 
{ond anticiP,ations of an:,, �deal burglary. truth and cleared himself of an appalling 

A ·none tob easy climb n�w brought him accusation . .  He felt tbat he was makfug a 
to the open �dow. He �tered the house deep and satisfactory impression upon his 
by it and fo�d himself �· ·fill 'unlighted audicnc�but " Go  onl,. now urged the 
room. !H� s�ruclt a !JDa�c� ��d caught the magistrate; and .Adam went on. 
gleam of Sllv�r on a dlessing·table. 1'What- · The man who· had looked \Jnder the bed 
ho i "  he said. LiP,ting a SCC()nd match� and cried " Come out! " was, despite the 
he looked for. lamp o/, candle. There was fact that he had grunted when exchanging 
neither. Subsequen�)' he disco.vered; that his :elastic-side bQOts for carpet�slippers, a 
the hoU.se �as lighted by elettricity,l but; very -tall, a. very robust, a very fo�dable 
having:no picsent eiperience o{ such Jight� adversary. �e ·seized Adam by the seruff 
ing, he wli.s at a loss and continued to �trik.� and shook him and set him on his fee(; he 
matches. i stood over him and half-throttled himl nnd 

Adam had pocketed two silver-backed cowed hini. • 
· 

ha.ir�'brushes i and a trav+wig-clock Whase ":What are you doing here? " he asked 
Licking. had led him to :the ll)antel�rd; and Adam explained, beginning. with Miss 
when the .SQund of . aPJ)roachirig footsteps BetSey Arrow, his poverty, hunger and un­
made him pause. 'Pte room in which ·he employment, a?d ·ending with the news-
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papers and how they seemed to promise 
suc;:cess and freedom from detection. The, 
tra��;ling-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 
bair-brus,hes 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 a.n idl!a, struck him. 

" What you want .� a fresh start in life! " 
he cried. 

"That's it," respond�d Adam, and the 
two of them began to discti!'.5 the situation. "I won't band 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, if released, to do hi!l best to lead 
an upright life. 

" What's' your name? " now asked his 
captor; and Adam told him. 

"Well, Adam Newman , I'll look after 
you, but till I get you fairly going, you'll 
stay here as my prisoner. " 

So ended this s�range nocturnal inter­
view. 

Adam Newman, so he said-and every­
body in court believed him-had been led 
to the top-floor of the bouse u.nd there be 
had stayed a. captive lor 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 cap,or 

entered the room and bade him rise and 
follow. Adltlll obeyed. Outside the house 
stood the hon;e 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 striulger, 
" all this belongs to you. Go hence and 
prosper.•• 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 t;Jae notice-­
board and that I have scored d'ut the 's' 

and replaced it with a large and corpulent 
'3.' Women � easily deceived; they will 
think that they are getting .�e-and-five-­
penny coal at ·one-a.Dd-three. . It is an old yet 
ever-successful dodge; for never do women 
learn wiSdom---:they are m�e that way." 

The stranger during this discourse bad 
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 whe� they had ulti­
mately stopped, Adam could no more tdl 
than a babe unbom. �ndon was all new 
to him, and especially 1t:S�streets that were 
not central. He knew the Strand and could 
find his way to Covelll Garden Market; 
he knew that he ba� �ed the teeming 
city via the Old Kent'Ro&d. The rest of it 
Wll$ but a geograpbiqsl 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 bear the ani­
mals clamoring for breakfast. 

" You and I �  never Jl!eet again," said 
the stranger in p�g. " No doubt I shaJI 
get news of you, but of me you will hear 
nothing nor ever lea111 my name. U you 
are the man I take yoti for, 'you will prosper. 
You, like all of us, -may have to encounter 
adversity, oppression, bittemess and perse­
cution ; an innocent and steadla.-;t heart, 
however, is stronger than man's wrong or 
hate. Farewell, young fello.-w; keep hope and 
courage alight. within that pigeon-breast , 
and all will be right , with �dam Newman." 

So saying, the stranger departed on fOQt, 
leaving the youth alone .. 1With the hor-Se, 
the cart, the coal and .al!>o with that un­
named, mangled corpse which Dr. Schles­
inger averred was shattered by an explosion. 
The stranger had rid himself 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 }Jjs .. story was believed, yet was 
that innocent youth remanded. The news­
papers agitated, and frenzied report.er.s ran· 
sacked London. "Who was the -.haq? " 
asked one and all. •• Who. was the man who 
had dragged Adam Newman. Crom under 
the bed and locked him up and th.'en re­
leased · liim and set him adrift with horse 
and cart and coal and that dismembered 
corpse? "  A .finn of coal-merchants in 
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Kennington hd sold the whole outfit­
excepting the body-to a stranger who )lad 
paid in gold and driven: the cart away t;im­
self. It was toward dusk and the man was 
quite unlulown to them. He represented 
that he was starting as a coal-hb.wker and 
had produced ;a license. His money bad 
been good, anc!; that at the moment was all 
they asked or · cared. This mystery, this 
grim, infernal · mystery, bo.flled London. 
Mrs. Gunner had raised the rent of aU her 
lodgers; Miss Geraldine Loder had become 
a SLar, and lived now in a fashionable Oat 
and owned a motor. , 

VI 

THE Right Honorable Charles Dudley 
Pickersgill, hi� Majesty's ,Secretary of 

State for War, sat m his office and rend the 
newspaper. It was a week arter the police­
court proceedings : and Adam Newman's 
remnnd. Fresh clues had been started, 
followed and renounced. They led no­
where, and the mystery of the corpse that 
had been sold as coal remained as all­
mysterious as ever. The Right Honorable 
Charles Dudley. Pifkersgill pondered. Then 
he picked his teet� 'Yith a .small quill tooth­
pick,. He had just .concluded a very satis­
factory lunch, · an�e picking of his teeth 
in the af�resaid er was among his 
numerous bad ha. its. His surname, Pick­
ersgill, had no conhection with this custom. 

He laid the ne�spaper as.ide and won:. 
dered what he should do nell,t. The army 
was giving· little or no tro�le at that; mo­
ment; he had neither been )l,skcd no� had 
he answered a question in �arliament for 
several days; his. office wasr;�t beCoining 
a sinecure. Being an .enei:' et:ii� man : and 
one full of ideas; he hate' 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 n.ther, keep hilio waiting for 
five lninutes and then .show hiJn in." 

The. other retired, •nd Pickersgill : pre­
tended �o be busy. . Five minutes !later 
Professor Eastlake came · in throug� · tlie 
Georgian doorway. He was a huge Jnan, 
ordinarily red of face and bursting 'with 
vitality, but. to-day' he was pale and !wore � 
an anxious, worried look that quite s�rtled · 
the Secretary of State. 

" What is it, Eastlake? " asked the latter' 
after they 'had' shaken hands. " You don't 
look .well; you're run down; you're over­
worked, like me.'' 

"Are we alone? "  asked the Professor 
hurriedly. . 

" Quite alone." 
" Then I'll lock the door." 
" Nonsense, Professor ; I'll give diders 

that we're not to be disturbed. A new 
explosive? " Pickersgill asked genially ; for 
explosives 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 
or its first trials. 

Pickersgill had telephoned one short, 
sharp order, and they were safe from in­
trusion till he gave permission. " Now, 
what is it? " he: exclaimed, and indicated a 
large green leather chair. 

The Profess9r seated himself, depositing 
hat and umbrell,a. upon the floor .. 

14 That body they've found-you've read 
about it in the newspapers? "  began the 
Professor. 

Pickersgill nodded. 
"And. Adam Newman, t.be young fellow 

who 1scJ6 hawking it? " A� Pickersgill nodded. 
" Tliey're worrying me," resumed the 

Professor. " But what was I to do? Wbat 
am I to do? I place mysell unreservedly 
in your bands, Pickersgill." · 

" As yet I've heard none of the particu­
lars," replied the minister. 

"That's true. The corpse is Let.haby's­
he. was my assistant, you remember- a 
very promising young fellow." 

Pickersgill did remember. Lethaby. 
The Professor cleared his throat. 
"Lethaby and I were working on mu-

tite," he resumed ; " you know all about 
that. . Indeed, your Department has as­
sisted mate�ally in our experiments. . You 
have �en most generous-but Lethaby 
.must have discovered mutite and perished 
in the moment of his discovery. For I 
11e11er· fl41o.rd any explosion!" 

" You'll forgive me," here interposed the 
Secr�tary, "but what is Iitutite? A public 
ma.n . bas so many things to think of that 
occasionally there is a leakage-,-he for­
gets--. " . 

" Mutite is soundless powder-hence the 
name." The Professor bad risen and was 
striding up and down the Minister's sane-
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tum. '.' There is smokeless powder--every 
anny in Europe has it; but smokeless and 
soundless-that is mutite ! No army in 
the world 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 of a rille­
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. 

"Tbat is very easily explained," replied 
the Professor. " Letbaby and I had been 
working on mutite for the best part of a 
year. Our laboratories, as you know, are 
in a quite commonplace bouse in Kensing­
ton. Beyond our two selves nobody was 
ever permitted to enter the house. Some­
times when we were absorbed in our work 
we slept there. Lethaby 1slept there al­
ways-be was a terribly hind worker. A 
few days before the arrest of this Adam 
Newman I entered Letha.by'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 been 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 Letbaby. I col­
lected his remains, cleaned up the mess 
and faced the situation." � 

The Professor paused and applied · a  
large plum-c:plored bandana to his fore­
head. The Secretary of State looked grave, 
QUt venture� no audible remark. 

"I was between the horns of a dilemma," 
continued Professor Eastlake. "If an in� 
quest were to be held. on Letbaby, all 
would come out; every rival po.-er would 
be in possession of our secret quest and 
maybe in possession of the' key :to 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·ia patriot, 

what was I to do? Ev�ry foreign nation-, 
France, Germkny, Aus�-would have 
been hof upon the scent. Ao.mquest, with 
myself as chief wiUH:ss, would have robbed: 
lhis country of an ildvantage that no other 
power possesses. I concealed the deatll of 
Letha by; I acted as a man and as a patriot . •  
But the remains-how rid myself of them?" 

" You•. passed them on· to �dam New�' 
man? " The Secretary of State bad seen 
it all in a flash. 

" Precisely. I found him concealed under 
my bcd-1 was so nei"'{OUI! after the strain 
of those awful days· that for some time 
afterwards, before retirliJg, I looked under 
my bed. Heaven kno\'fS what I u:pected 
to find there! I fouu(l· ·Adam Newman. 
He seemed spedally''llerlfby Providence. I 
coqld conceal the sec,:et·of Lethaby's death 
and dispose of the remains without offend� 
ing any law or person. This young man-
1 tested him most thoroughly-was a.q entire 
slranger 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 Ne�an's 'burglarious en­
try I had succeeded in acquiring a cartt a 
horse and two tons of excellent coal. Luck­
ily, Lethaby had no friends-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
ogni?.a.ble. Our secret was;:thereforet Safe." 

The Secretary of State for War had lis­
tened to this strang!) tale with scarcely an 
interruption. lt explain� the whole 9f 
the mystery that was so agitating London. 
" What do you propose to do next? " he 
asked at last. 

" I  place myseU unreservedly in your 
hands," replied the Professor. 

"II I were you, thent I would take a· 
month's holiday and forget all about it," 
suggested Pickersgill. 

"And Adal!l Newma.q?" 
" He will be released. The police will de­

tain him. lor a time, but ultimately h� will 
be released. You must proceed with; yo}Jt 
discovery ; the public service, the welfare 
of this countryt can not stop to .take heed'of 
the imprisonment of. an Adam Newman." 

And that is why, to this day, the mystery 
of the corpse that wo.s sOld as coal remains 
unsolved, and, apparently, insolvable. 



..... -..-IS OP CEDOWN SLADB 
Nevil G·Hemha.w rni:IEY called him Fericedown and 

they meant it, using the implied 
accusation as the Scotch use their 
verdict 0, 14 Not Proven." When 

he first appeared tm the Gulf range and 
wen� to work at the Circle K they had 
simply called him $lade. 

As a puncher he lj\ad not achieved success. 
True he was quick 11-m;l strong, a good horse­
man, a better sho.t, and . �ne 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. 1, i 

Thus, when he rode one afternoon to the 
nearby town of Kade arid joi'nEid his fortunes 
with those of a stranger whith' he met at 
Lopez's Saloon, there was little· 'regret. 

The stranger was an actor who had 
dropped off the combination baggage and 
passenger of the G. & I., thereby abandoning 
a cheap theatrical company that was travel-

•·ing by this uncomfortable but inexpensive 
route from Bea.umopt Lo Galveston. He was 
small and slender and was rendered furtb.er 
effeminate by a thick crop of closely curling 
hair. As baggage he carried a small valise 
of yellow leather that had fonnerly been the 
property of the company's treasurer. ilis 

I 

true c.ame no one ever knew, for, upon re­
moving his hat to wipe the dew of apprehen­
sion from his brow, he had been christened 
I<.inky P,efore he could replace it again. 

T� days he stayed at the saloon in 
close, Clrunken cominunion with Slade, pay­
ing the score from 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 �en 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 broken 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 up(,n these two occurrences. 
They knew from the first that Slade and his 
partner were cutting their wires and were 
stealing their calves. Yet they could find no 
definite proof. 

Grown suddenly ·  modest and obliging, 
IJ7 
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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 tunes 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 afternoon in the early Fall Fencedown 
and ms partner lay .behind a hillock upon 
the upper boundaries of the Circle K. 
Beside them their well trained ponies lay �s 
motionless as death. · 

Fencedown waited until .two-thirty aud 
then sent Kinky to cut the wires. While 
this was being done he started a fire and 
produced from his bootl�g a short, jointed 
brand. Arter 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 K began to wander through 

Abe breach and to come out upon the free, 
open range. They were fat and sleek, and 
with them were many yearlings that trot ted 
along aU Wlconscious of the Fall roWld-up. 

Rising leisurely, Fencedown chose the 
most likely looking one of the lot and roped 
it with unerring skill. After his partner bad 
thrown and hog-tied .it, he .assisted in· drag­
ging it lo the fire where he notched its ears 
in the manner peculiar to the S-Bar-S. 

He bad just withdrawn his brand from 
the embers and, being particular about such 
matters, bad carefully ascertained the state 
of its heat, when a small pinch of the sandy 
soil puffed suddenly up from beneath him 
and struck him in the face. An instant 
later a short, thin pop, like the snapping of 
a whip, sounded c)ear. 

Dropping the brand with the quickness of 
the proverbial and ·appropriate hot iron, 
Fencedown straightened up and ga:ted� be­
fore him. There was no perplexity in his 
movements., no startled glance about the 
bori:ton. Straight over the trailing wire of 
the Circle ,K he' stared, koowiug well bQth 
what he would .find and where he would 6nd 
it. As he did so a seco.nd puJI of sand ftew 
up twQ yards to his right. 

There was a long pause dr· 'ng which 
Kinky, with ashen face an· .: trembling 
kn�, crept toward the Jionic:S Then the 
dis�nt horseman thrust his Wiikhester into 

t 
his saddle scabbard · and wheel� sharply 
away. . . . 

" The damn fool I "  muttered Fencedown , 
contemptuously. " He co�d- �a' got us ea�t 
an' we'd never knowed. He sure couldn t 
miss seein' we was out or raage)'· 

He ceased his · �editli.tion abruptly . and 
turned to his partner, who was hunying up 
with the ponies, a ri.Oe in ·his hand. 

" What's that {or? " he asked pointing to, 
the weapon. " If he couldn't get us from 
.wherel)le was, how can you get him now he's 
gone? " 

· · l 
" But-but-1 thought-. -" began Kinky 

tremulously. 
"Quit thin kin' ! "  ls�apped Fencedown .. 

"We ain1t got time:" . : 
Stooping over the yearling, he released it 

with two quick slashC1' of his knife. Next 
he picked up the ropes�ilq'd his iron, scattered 
the .fire as widely d:.�sible, and swung on 
l9 his pony. Hall .a mile ofi he curved in 
toward the nearby Gulf and threw the iron 
far out into the water. 

" Well, Kinky, o{d hoss, it sure looks like 
they got us this time," said be calmly. 

Pale and terri.fied and utterly demoralized, 
Kinky sat swaying . in his saddle, the .rifle 
still gripped unconsciously "in one hand. 

"My God! . My' God!_ Wbat'Jl 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 Fencedowo's face and he struck 
ilie trembling fi�e a ·blow between the 
shoulders. 

"Here, stop that-quick! "  he ordered, 
roughly, but ·not \Jnkindly. " We got just 
one thing we can do if we do it quick enough, 
Tbat was Ju�ilee Joyce jumped us. I seen 
his boss. I k.i!ow Jubilee _an' what he'll do. 
He knows the boys are i.n town loafin' ,be­
! ore the round-up, an' h�.U go there 'stid of 
to the ranch/ Lik.ewjs�, he'll have to go 
round. If I start Dow I •can beat him to it, 
an' get him as he coines'in. If be_ ain't seen 
no one before then we· may pull through." 

"And I? " quavered Kinky. "What'll I do?" 
Fencedown considered a moment. 
" Go home/' said he, ''aa' do the best you 

can. It'll give you time to tum round in 
anyhow. I'U play this·out alone. You've 
come pretty clean with me an' I n:ckon I 
owe you the chance." ' · , · 

" An' besides, you wouldn't be no good 
nohow," be added to himself as .he galloped 
away. : 
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On arriving . at Kade, Fencedown drew veritable thunder. Then there came a shout, 

rein at Lopez's Saloon-the firs� of the few a11 oath, and the sudden, jarring crash of a 
scattered ·bulld,ings upon the q�lf end of Colt's forty-five. 

· 
lhe little town. From its side Window he' !: Be' it said to his credit that Fencedown 
could command an uninterrupt�d view o(•'i drew in the shortest possible time after the 
the road that Jed to the Circle .K, and it shot-that he fired twice with unerring aim. 
was here that he stationed himself . But ; these actions were probably more 

While he waited he considered pie reason musci.J..Iar than mental for, even before he 
he could give in the event of nis killing had crashed earthward, he was a dead man. 
Jubilee Joyce. When the punchers leaped over his body 

AU about him were Jubilee's companions, and came out on the road, they found ]ubi­
engaged in Lbe more or less tedious occupa- lee hanging limply over the side of his snort­
lion of killing time befo�e the Fall round-up. ing but stilli defiant pony. After they had 
�one of them had spoken to him when be borne him inside and had laid him on the 
had come in. From being unpopular be had card table be regained consCiousness long 
now become such a suspicious character enough to gh•e them a brief description of 
that any of them would have been glo.d to what he had seen. 
lynch him upon the slightest excuse. 

On the other hand, Jubilee was one of the Cherry Turner, foreman of the Circle 
most· popular men in the outfit of the Circle K, was both puzzled and distressed. In 
K. Indeed, next to Cherry Turner, the fore- the space of one short hour he bad lost a 
man, he was the best beloved or them all. . badly wanted cattle thief, and his own 

After a moment's reflection, Fencedown particular best friend. That in this time 
decided that he would give Jubilee the first he had .gained a 'second badly wanted cattle 
shot. Knowing well the quickness of the thief scarce seemed to relieve his feelings. 
puncher's temper, he felt assured that he When, after listening to Jubliee's dying 
would shoot on sight. As he would come disclosure, he bad led a posse to the S-Bar-S 
galloping in at full speed there· was a good he had felt li ttle doubt of the immediate 
chance of his missing. Fenc.edown · knew capture of Fencedown's partner. A notori­
that his first shot would not miss. ously bad horseman and one ill versed in 

Afterward even jthe most prejudiced of the topography of the Gulf range, Kinky 
his ehemies would � forced to clear him Ior could brce elude them for any length of 
the sake of justice� Surely they could not time.�Indeed Cherry was fully convinced 
blarrle him for re$isting an attack as he that the rustler would choose the only decent 
strolled innocently �rom the saloon? course left open to him. and would make a 

It took Fenceddwn just one minute to final desperate stand inside his ranch-ho�se. 
c?l!'sider the m�ttef. and to come to this de- Accordingly he had led his men in a cau­
cwon. Ten scconqs later be Sa.w far up the tious but ever decreasing circle about the 
road the heavy dust clouds-� made by a shack; be had advanced and had called upon 
rapidly ap�roacbing horse�an. In the Kinky to surrender, and then, receiving nq 
events that foUow,ed he tim'M his move- response, he had drawn his gun au.d had 
ment.s wilh m�rvelous exactness. walked boldly inside. 

Strolling l�is�ely to the ba� •. pe .o�der�d He had found the place deserted, peaceful 
a drink and mvtteq the landltd £o JOID h1m . -bearing not the slightest evidence of a 
-in Kade, a positive evide� e of pence and hasty ·flight. He .had found the stable un­
good spirits. : When ·he bad finished : he disturbed, with Kinky's well known saddle 
paused o.� the �ard table and made a mild hanging from its accustomed peg. From 
comment' upon one of the hands. the corral not a pony was missing save the 

By no-wt ther� came from outside the noise one still standing dejectedly where Fence­
of muffied hoof-beats, plainly audible amid , down had left it before Lopez's Saloon. If 
.the squnc;ls of �he crowded room. Slre�h- : Kinky had e�ped he had done so on foot. 
ing his arms aJ?ove his head in a prodigipus : Having made these discoveries and having 
yawn, Fe:ncedQwn turned away. i ' unsuccessfully scoqred th� adjacent coun-

" l reckl;m l'l�hitalittle sleep," heobserv,ed. try, Che1=ry rode !;lack to Kade. Here he 
"I sure ain't had no�e for three days." ' ' drew. the toils as closely as possible,about the 

In Lhe :doonyay be paused as lh9ugb l-ID· l mysterious fugitive . . Tbro"ugh the medium 
decided, !.while the hoof-beats rose t� a . oC the .telegraph he dosed the G. & I. ag:Unst 
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him I tom the upper-station of Dolivar to the 
lower-Qne of Caplen, half way to Beaumont. 
Beyond this point it would be impossible for 
any obe to pass unassisted and afoot. Also, 
as the 'news would spread fro!Jl each of the 
stations · that he had warned, the few scat­
tcredi rancbcs in that desolate section would 
be bqth watchful and alert. 

After which Cherry sat down to wait. 
"He sure ain't got a chance," said he con­

fidently. ,. Give hiiQ a day or two to get 
huni(ry and thirsty in an' he'll have to show 
up somewhere whether he wants to or not. 
Theli he's our meat ! "  i 

But although he t�us disposed of his 
puzz)ement, his distress was a different 
affair. Cherry had loved Jubilee with the 
deep affection born of long nights spent be­
neath the same blanket, of long rides where­
in k�ee had -ruhbed against knee, and at 
firstibe was inconsolable. 

' 'if Fencedown'd only got some one else 
it wouldn't be so bad," he kept repeating, 
regardless of the feelings of the sympathi­
zers who clustered about him. 

Lengthy Williams, who beld second place 
in · the foreman's regard, finally created a 
diversion. 

"Loo� here; Cherry," sa�d he, " this ain't 
like you'. Wby don't you quit whinin' an' 
play out your hand? Jupilce's dead-too 
dead to skin-an' all the whinin' in the 
world won't bring him back again. S'pose 
be was alive an' goin' on a tear, or gcttin' 
married, or some 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 effect 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 t�.ough 
pJayin' out this hand the people in Klde'll 
be committin' suicide for the privilefe of 
bein' buried. I hereby appoint you an my­
self as.a committee on ar:rangetnents, with 
the rest of the boys drawin' cards." 

Before night he had mapped out his pro­
gram, had attended · to the details, and 
had collected, by popular su&i\lcription, an 
amount far in excess of his nlids. 

The affair was to be icon4,bcted upon a 
scale of grandeur scarce drea.<fo( at K.ade. 
Invitations were sent lo t)te larlhesl o£ the 
surrounding ranches, th�rcbY;: guarn.nt�eing· 

.. 

an imposing cort�e. A three-hundred­
dollar coffin was ordered to be shi"pped from ' 
Beaumont together with a · profusion of 
.Bowers. � ministef was even.jliscussed, but 
was finally discarded on acco'bnt'o£ a well­
known . antipathy, of Jubilee's. As a com'­
proril..i!ie Lengthy p.-omised to read the ser- ­
vices, assisted by Cherry, who would after­
wards deliver a eulogy upon the well-known ' 
virtu� or his departed friend. ' 
- In lieu of a hearse a.· spring-wagon was 
hastily _painted and varnished, and, to topj 
the climu, at a late bo�·Cheny discovered 
an, orchestra of thre� �tinerant Mexicans 
that had been stranded.;in Lopez's Saloon.· 

As the weather wii.s very warm, despite the 
lateness of the yea.r, it was decided that the 
procession would stait, .. c::oincident with the 
arrival of the cp.lli.q.&tld.the aftemoon train. 
Thus also would manl'. guests be able to ar­
rrve from a distance, depar�g four hours 
later !lPOn the train's return to Beaumont. 

That night Cherry 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: 

The following aJlemoon at one o'clock he 
announced that, iii so far as was possible, 
eyerytbing had been attended to. Then he 
retired to the single room of the Kade 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 attempt at taking a well-earned 
rest. The eulogy was still incomplete and 
he must frame i� and memorize it. 

How he accomplishe�. the task with no 
more able guide t,ban a·volume on the dis­
eases of ·cattle is a mystery that must ever 
remain unex-Plained, bu�;- when at ten min­
utes :to four be reapp�arep, his cheerful· look 
and conliden;t smile bespi:>ke his success. 

At the st�tion · a  tripl� line of punchers 
obscured the' track. Tliey had been coming 
in since daybreak and .fres!:t recruits arrived 
conlinuously· from time to time. At the 
platform Lengthy sat proudly enthroned in 
the spring-wagolt.: That he was hopelessly 

· stuck to the newly varnished seat seemed 
not in the Jeast to di�turb hi!!o equilibrium. 

Behind him the Meldcari orchestra rested, 
as· you might say, up.on its arms.i A long 
line · of carefully . picketed ponies str�ched 
away in lbeir rear, showing that at: least 
a part of the procession ha'd heel) rormed. 
Cherry surveyed· . these evidence.c; of his 
licuten_ant's industry · with appreciation. 
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For a wond�r, the train was Qn time. The 
crowd gave a joyous whoop upbn it's arrival 
and then subsided into · an  embarrassed 
sil�nce, reme#tbering too late that the affair . 
was a.· funeral. · 

With due. care and cerfmon:r ,the coffin 
was lowered I rom the upper end;bi the com- ' 
bination coach. After it had been loaded 
into the wagqn 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 he did so, he felt a timid touch upon 
his atm. ' · 

Looking down he saw 11 woman who had 
alighted with the stream of visitors from the 
train. She was very old and very small. 
She was dreSsed all in black, o.nd a .huge, 
rusty sun-bclnnet closely enveloped her 
snow-white �r. Clutching at Lengthy's 
sle;eve she whispered a few faltering words. 

With ,a loud, ripping tear, Lengthy sprang 
from his seat; and hurried to the side of his 
leader. " W�IJ, what is it.? , asked Cherry. 

"It's helll" gasped Lengthy. " It's 
Fencedown'sima l "  

Twenty minutes later · Cherry emerged· 
for a second time from the guest-room of 
th� Kade House, and addressed the pro­
ces:;ion 1that wasj wai ting impatiently out-' 
side. He look.eH. harassed, and bitterly 
di�ppoioted. · 

"You boys frok the outfit come with m� 
lo Lopez's," sa.i� he abruptly. " The rest 
can stay behind. • 

He led the way in silence and it was not 
uri til , he bad· ga1jhered thein all inside the 
saloon that l:!e spoke aga.in. "  

:" It's Fenc¢down's moth� all right,." h� 
began. " Sh�'s mighty old� ran' feeble, an' 
she's come all the way froin Missouri to live 
wi.th bh;n. S�ys .the mottg.:e. fame due on! 
her place an'; they run ber:oftt, an' she didn'� 
have .no place else to go . . course I bad tC! 
tell her Feac�own was dead. There wasn't 
nothin' else to do. An' when she started 
cryin', so old: an' Jonesoml!l an' feeble, i just 
coiJldn't help--" : 

He paused for a moment and 'burst for� 
excitedly; ' : 

"Hel�, bois I "  he cried.; "I got a mother 
of my own an' I know how she'd feel. V : 11 S:ur�," ��d Le.ngthysoothingly. " That's' 
all right. �*t what'd Y,ou. do? " i : 

'"I lied,'"_apswc;red Cherry resolutely. "I 
· to)d ·.her Fe.qcedown was; :our marshal an� 

tliat I he got ikilleCl 'yester�ay capturin' t'b� 

worsi rustler in the State. I told her he was 
the best friend we had an' that the proces­
sion she �en at the depot was got up as a 
sm� token of our regard! "  

He paused again an d  added : 
·�An' now if you all don't feel like playin' 

our .P,y hand I'll "just natura.!ly pull out till 
things seUle down." 

There was a long siJence before Lengthy 
voiced the sentiments of the crowd. 

"It's pretty tough on Jubilee," said lie, 
"but ladies first every time." 

The funeral did not start for an hour, as 
there were several matters. to be arranged. 
First the visitors had to be informed of the 
change and instructed as to what they were 
to do .and say. Then the body of·Fencedown 
had to be unearthed from where it ·bad been 
hastily deposited in the stable behind Lqpez's 
SaloQn. After it had been properly laia out, 
the old lady was allowed to view it. Her 
.grief was so �errible to see that, at a word 
from her, the punchers were glad to step 
outside and leave her with her dead. 

It  was only� with the greatest difficulty 
that Cherry was finally induced to reenter 
the �oom and.to beg the heartbroken mother 
that they might be allowed to continue with 
the apotheosi.zing of her son. This he suc­
ceed�' . in doing only after he ha4 expressed 
the · ep desire of his fellow rnoun1ers lo 
pro their appreciation of their departed 
marshal. 

T�at the affair was a success, despite the 
change of principals, was admitted by every 
one. , In the lead drove Lengthy, carefully 
protecting his inert passenger from the ruts 
and �oughness of the road. Behind him the 
Me:x(ican orchestra savagely· altacked the 
one march of their slender repertoire. It was 
a weird blendiog of "Dixie" and "Hiawatha" 
-a combinatioQ scarce appropriate-but, 
as they were all of them hopelessly drunk 
upoq their advance pay, they performed i t  
witbl a fitting · slowness a:nd lugubrity. 

I� their wake Cheny proudly supported 
th� chief mourner in a surrey especially im­
porttd from the Circle K. He \Vas followed 
by the outfit hea�ly banded with crape, and 
eacbl of thern c!arr)'ing a floral design. , The 
invit!ed guests brought up the rear; in­
te�'ted and mellow and. as will�ng to weep 
for he lately despised �ence9own as for 
aoy other man. ! 

e services at the grave were most im­
pres ive. True, a Iew Wllooked-for inci­dentls may.ha.ve marred the snioothness oi 



Adventure 
the whole, but, if these were noticed, no one 
was impolite enough to mention them. ·. 

What mattered it that the coffin wns 
found to be firmly imbedded in the newly 
varnished bottom of the wagon? That in 
extracting it Lengthy butst for a moment 
into a murmur of subdued profanity? Five 
minlU:J!s·. 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 ytas his eloquence, so 
unanimous was the sympathy, that, after it 
was aU 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 lhey 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 v.ith 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 stiU a 
married niece in Iowa and she would go to 
her. She had enough left to take her to 
Beaumont that night, and she would trust 
to Providence for the rest o£ the journey. 

Ofcourse therc was acollection. Kadehim4 
self, the proprietor of theCircle K, sta.rted it, 
and it came to Ssoo. The old lady received 
it in a species of dumb amazement, staring 
at the money with Irightened eyes from the 
depth of her cavernous sun-bonnet. 

They escorted her to the train that night 
and �d a salute upon her departure that 
well-nigh scared tl;le passengers to death. 

After the last faint gleam of the rear light 
had disappeared in the da.rk.ncss, Cherry 
turned away with a sigh of satisfaction� 11Well, I; reckon we done �e thing up Just 
about rigqt," he began proudly, when he 
paused, s�ck hr. a sudden thought. 

1' If no cine ain't got any-objections, sup­
pose we gQ plant poor old Jubilee? " he sug-
gested in �n altered tone. · 

The following afternoon Cherry rode over 
to Kade a� tra.in4time to see i£ &fYthing had 
been heard of Fcnccdown's oartner alona 

the Line, The fugitive had been gone forty­
eight bows now and it was more than prob­
able that he had put in' at sqme obscure spot 
for food and water. 

The mystery wa5, however, unsolved. 
The trainmen had been careful to question 
at each station and there was not the slight- ' 
est suspicion or the rustler's wl'\�rea.bouts. 

Long alter the t�ain had gone and the 
idlers .had dispersed ·from the depot, Cherry · 
sat alone upon the platform studying the 
problem of lbe 'escape. While he was doing 
so the agent mme out of his office, handed' 
him a le�ter and then departed·. 

The letter was long and thin, and was ad­
dressed in a vaguely familiar band. It had 
been written at the Crosby House in Beau­
mont and, from the · postmark, bad been 
mailed that moming:on the train. It ran: 
DJ::IlR Cm:RRY: 

I hate to teU you, but it's too good to lr.eep. 
Also, for your peace of mind, I want to let you 
know bow i t  was done. .l,knc:W:we were bound to gel 
caught before long and sO had everything anangd. 

J),r. soon as I got rid of fencedown-wbich was my 
only fear--I went.to the shack, made up, and got 
into my dress and sun-bonnet. I passed you on .the 
roo.d just outside of town. 

I wallr.ed down the tnclt to the first station be· 
low, hid in the ditch on the off side, and waited for the 
Uain. When it came ill I c:rqsxd over the platform to 
the depot, and they all thought I had just arrived. 

I was figuring on lig!liiog Qut for Beaumont when tbe train came back, but, 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, 'Fencedowa curial all our 
money in his belt and it .1V8.5 wo� riskiog to get the 
roD. As his real name · was Jim they couldn't ex­
pect me to know who they were t.nlkillg about. I 
wiU add that he told me onte.hia motber had died 
the day he was born, · 

Well, you know the rest. Ali i  can say is that I want 
to thank you again for the extra five hundred, and for 
the royal send-o.ll• you' gave my pa]. Also for your 
appreciation of my skill. I ba �bad some suc:a�S io' 
the past iD female parts, but 11othing like that before. 

Olite more thankin1 you, and �rith _kindest re­
gard!! to .my frielllis both in Kade lllld at the Cittle 
K, believe me, KINKY, ali4s fBNCEDOWN's HA. 

P. S.: In the event ol your Wanting to deliver
'
an­

other eulogy on ,the mother's white hair, lbcre is 
plenly more whe� miDc c:ame from. You'll .lind iL 
on that spavined ·rOII.n:of mi!li:, 

Cherry read the letter qwckJy and de­
livered a short, forcible oath. After he had 
read it a second time, he g�ced cautiously 
about him, and the11 tore it into bits. 

The agent.· watch� him, taking note of his deep flush of shame.. . 
-"Sho'," he o'bserved as the foreman 

turnec:i'away. "Damned if I .  don't b'leeve 
Cherrir's I!'Ot a. val ! " · 



P :I. A R L S  
H · F · ·PrGtvori Ba.ttenLg rnHE night seemed of solid blue; 

blue at arm's length of one's 
eyes. There was no canopy of. 
skjy, but a liquid wash of air that 

swept 89Itly among the stars. · South a.ndj east, across the lagoon, the 
mountain made a. black angle in the pow­
dered heaven, a119 the stars along its lower 
sloj>es blinked fil-e fluttered eyes, as the 
he3rds of the • cocoa palms swished · to and 
fro :in the. Trade. 1 

Far out, n�r ihe jaws of the pass, the: 
riding light ·of ievern's · schooner rocked: 
_with th� pulse wh1ch throbs forever through: 
the Pacific seas: ;but the hill held the wind' 
in its skirts, and left the wat,:r like a glassy 
pool of sapphire ingra.Uied, With gold. · . · 

On �he schooner's deck �s .severn him-. 
se¥, . lymg along the counter,! w1lh shoulders; 
proppe.d against . a bale, s�:ring over the: 
breathing water : .  towards .l/ll4! ! shore. ' He 
shifted his position from .tine to time un-: 
easily, as one who would make no terms� 
with sleep. At each splash in the gli�D!Jler-; 

· ing sea _he' turned his head, alert to �ery: 
sound \mdrowned in the duU thund�r of 
th� reef. . I 

Froni lhe beach the German trade liouse 
still' sh�wed a lighted window, and �t-, 
ward1 but high &Pove it; -a pane of orange 
gleamed in the blackn� of the hill. · The 
rest of Falea was asleep. · ' 

Severn, gueSsing midnight from the slow 
processidn 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 Liirbts were out below, and in the star­
lighi�ooked an even finer figure than his six 
feet made him. Lowering the mast head 
light, he trimmed it with his fingers, his 
face leaping yellow out of the darkness; a. 
face iwhose deep-cut features had an  air of breeding, rough with sea travel as they 
were. As be · 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. 

Gaydermann was gone-'1'/here? 
S�vern, leaning against the foremast, 

watched the dark space where the light had 
beeni with unwinking lids; but not � chink 
bet�yed a hidden lamp, and his ey�s t�·a.v­
eled. up again to that glowing pane upon' the 
hill� ! the last WlCa.ptured loophole ' in the 
landlof sleep. : 

Wi..s it ::M;aclure, or Maclurc's da�1ghtcr, 
he �ondered, behind its curtain? The sly, 
raspy Scotsman, hatching some mi�bcgot­
ten :devjltry against his guest of tha� a[ter­
noori-Falea had the worst of reputations-, ,  I 1 .14.� 
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or Naura with those island �yes of hers, and 
the red Bower in her black hair, Naura, fAir­
skinned as an English girl, but straight and 
dean-limbed as an: �azon, thinking over 
her marriage-her consignment, on the mor­
row to that oily lump or German obscenity 
in the trade house on the beach? 

Sud�enly, as if to con£ront his thought, 
the dull square of .orange Lurned with a snap 
to lemon yellow; and the change, though 
near two miles away, ·made Severn start. 
He fetched his glass from the deck-house, 
and saw that the curtain had been drawn 
aside, a:nd that a dark figure stood across 
the space of light. Was it Maclure search­
ing the lagoon for the signal of so�e 
planned attack? . 

· 
Then, cursing himselr f(lr a suspicious 

fool, he tightened the leaf about a sului, 
and lit i t ;  but his hand shook. He stood 
there, smoking, for half li.n hour. The fig­
ure left the window, and returned to it 
twice; then the light wen t out. 

Severn, who had been impatiently await­
ing the event, felt ,  on its accomplishment, a 
sudden access of suspicion. He stared Cor 
some time longer at the black outline of the 
land; tl!en he turned, lowered his riding 
lamp again, opened, and blew it out. 

" If  they want me they'll have to find 
me," he muttered a.-; he closed tbe glass. 
At last, tired of standing and staring, be 
went aft and lay down. 

A school of turtle starUed him with a 
sudden gurgle which went by under the 
stem, dragging the grains of starlight into 
a thorny entnnglement of gold. But the 
sea smoothed out its creases, and the stars 
trembled again within its depths Uke sink­
ing sequins, while the silence smothered, as 
if with the whole weight of heaven, the 
moaning thresh along the shore. 

Twelve years earlier, Severn was leaving 
school (or Cambridge. He was the best 
young cricketer of -his year, and his choice 
of It universi ty hnd been guided byij the 
weakness of its Rugby team. He bad vis­
ions of four delightful seasons against the 
best men in England, and with the most 
charming ,company in th� world. But, be­
fore they could be fulfilled, his father, a 
wealthy country pa,rson, was ahnost beg­
gared in covering with his own _ fortune the 
knavery of a co-trustee, and ,llis son was 
offered a counling-house stool to replace his 
dream of fameivith bruises. 

The honest mettl� .of \he boy's upbring- ' 
ing helped him to face the · change cheer� 
Cully, and to give . it f�. trial ; but clean­
blooded muscle demanded something better 1 
worth the sinews of a man than the record,- -
ing, all its life', of othei' people's iowmes. 

" It's n�t the grind I l:iar/�.jhe .explained, 
after six months (!f it, to his father, " but 
that. such a. smaU part of one gets ground. I

. want w use up aU rve got;" 
So he went, despite �e suasion of his l 

mother's tears, with the tide of adventure, 
then fl�wing, to a ranch .in the Far West. 1 

As a cowboy, however, he l'ias little more 1 
successful than as a clerk. His labor dt-' · 
lighted, his leisure disgusted, him. He 
loved the rough, the1 �hting side of life , ,  
b�t to .the bru�l h�,was always a stranger. 
His qwet hardihood and sledgehammer fists 
pulled him through his " tenderfoot" days, 
hut he never acclimatfzed. 

"I can't do flhe rtght� thing out here," he 
wrote home, " without feeling a Heaven­
forsaken cad . . Yet ·on some points they've 
got the finest notions." . 

So he drifted on, ,out o[ its co:�.rseness 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 be arrived there. 

The berth feU through, but he obtained 
the promise of'anol.her mi a boat trading in 
the Marshall and ·Gilbert groups; and so, 
as a dealer io copra �nd calico, he made ac­
quaintance with the· South Seas. 

He shifted his papers;. after three years, 
to one of Bomba's boats between Sydney 
and Samoa, and then, having saved money 
beyond what :he sent home, went as mate 
and partner in a small c�ilcern to the Tua­
motu and M�J.rque�as. 

It was while 09 this beat that Severn 
came , first to Falea. �aclure, who had 
made, his money in the ol.d· 11 gun " days, 'vas 
just settled tbere, and Naura no more than 
a child. Hei 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 h'cr 
name, was as fair as a pearl-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 pas.c;ion. 
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She a.lwiys .fted into the woOds from the 
traders who invaded her father's • house, 
and with Severn alone she waa on {riendly 
terms. . Something in his frank, boyish 
bigness won her confidence, an4�sbe used, to. 
watch for ,the yards of his bng, and wo1,1ld 
sit listening to his talk on the veraqqa 
steps until he w .. n.t aboard. 

He fell • into the way of · bringing her 
little presents; but · when, his venture 
coming to an en.d, he had sold out and 
bought a schooner on his -?Wn account, 
moving farther west, she saw no more 
of him for three years, until the morning 
when be had put into Falea for fresh food 
on his V\'ay to Tahiti, · where he hoped to 
seU his ship with what shell t_here was in 
her, and take his way home on thE! 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 stiU a boy. The 
devious ruts of trade ha.d 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 'sai{ed from; and, being a bit 
too crank for comfort in anything like a 
b�eeze, took alt ·the handling her owner 
knew. He kneW, a good deal then; enough, 
his friends said, lo know better.; but he. got 
his ship for a so�g, knocked a few iuches off 
her spars, put �me iron. inSide }ler, and 
made her stand \.Jp with th� stiffest. 

But the old boat was no more than water­
proof, and, after fouiteen�months' te�der 
sail,ing, Severn had to run; 'a new I stringer 
round her to strut out the Jibs. Having to 
carry the last ti:e right· acrp$5 �the transom, 
and knocking through ·a �gel · to �x it; he 
found a strong box concealed in the bilge, 
midway between the paneling and the st�t1·lock was broken and the 

:
lid �re 

signs �£ having been pried, b1,1t insid� it, 
sorted as to �ze and luster, were over a 
thousand pearls. Sev�rn knew enolig� o_f 
the trade to reckon in lOose figures the value 
of his find, anid1 to know that the half <if .it 
woUld put him and his beyond want and 
work. ·. 

· 

Then came the qui!Stion: Wh05c · were 
they? Clearo/: the �endors of t):le ·  �oat 
knew nothing, of its ireasure-had no� . so 
much as a sust>icion. Its earlier owners had 

I 
ahied copra, a.nd, dying at , sea by som& 
pestilence, the boat bad Been sold up to pay 
'their debts. Still further m:  the ! past she 
bad done a down-coast trade on the Austra­
li$n ports, but the nature of it bad been for­
gotten. It was certainly not in pearJs. 

Small wonder, then, that, by Severn's de­
cision, both fitnC$5 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 fifteen points south of 
her proper course. 

The condition of the boat provided for 
the crew an explanation of the change, and 
after seven days' sailing, wit� foqd 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 y�rs, bad smelt, unmoved, Death's 
breath 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-r�pute borne 
by the place,. nor his more than dislike of 
Guydermann a.nd Maclpre, as the fore­
boding of some ill should anything inter­
ruplVlhis homing Bight. But an empty 
la�r Jert 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 tips even looser thari their 
wont, proposed a toast to connubial bliss. 

"You going to marry?" asked Severn. 
The other leered. 
"V'lho? " 
The trader cocked his eye at the hil l .  
"Naura?" 
He nodded. 
" The devil ! "  said Severn sl�wly. 
" When?" 
"DO-morrow, my yong (rent," gurgled 

the other oilily. " You kom joost de dime." 
With a rich disgust for so unnatural a union 

Severn climbed the hill that afternoon. 
He bad met.Maclure and his d�ughter on 

the beach that morning, but neitl).er bad 
mentioned the ·event. The girl had sprung 
at him with pathetic friendliness,· as of some 
neglected pet, but warmth · w� so much 
part of her that it had not :warned: him of 
new troubles. , 

He found Naura alone, seated on the mat­ting in the ·dark, cool room, lqoking �stlessly 
at a heao of silk uoon the ftoor beside her. 
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She turned her bead at his footstep, but "No, I'm not, Mr. Maclure,�' said the 

did not rise. youn; man sb,arply. . 
"Well, .child," he said gently, putting his " Fme fellow, Jock," chuckled .the-_trader. 

hand on her shoulder, 11 what's this I hear? "Naura's that set on him yor.�can'i say; 
You're to:be married to-morrow? " ain't yo', Naury?" , ' 

She shuddered at his touch. The 'gi{l looked at him with a loath.i.ag 
" Don't! "  she said."- terror. " He's a devil," she said very low. 
"Father? " he asked shortly. "He knows that what's good's worth pay-
She nodded. ing for,'' s.neered her father horri�ly; " and, 
" Not yo�:�?" he dema�dcd. dev'l or no, he'll see some show for his mon-
Her head sank lower. ey, you bet, miss-or be',ll · let yo' hear 
" Ugh ! "  she groaned, shivering. why." . He walked over to the veranda and • Severn got up. He felt; ii be stayed long-

looked out on the lagoon, where his schooner cr, he should puU the {hroat out of this 
was being laden with taro and· turtle from beast, who could sell his 'daughter to a 
a little fleet of caooes. - drunken satyr and jest at the bargain. 

He turned to beckon the girl, but she was " Off at sun-up to-morro,y.c, cap'n? " asked 
there behind him. She had stolen over, as Maclure as he watke<L.to. the veranda. 
if to keep near him for comfort's sake. " Early," replied the ·�or cautiously. 
She read his eyes as he pointed to the vessel, LOOking back, he saw Na.ura leaning 
but shook her head. among tl;te green· palms aga.fust a pillar of 

"They'd kill you," she said. the balustrade, her head thrown back as if 
He feared to tell her how far from Falea for air, the glazing look of one abandoned in 

Jay his future and his safety; he could not her eyes. 
risk the secret to Maclure's suspicions. " To foJ " he cried to her. 

" I'm going straight to Tnhiti," he so.id, She made a suddeii.'mo.vement with her 
smiling. arm as if to stop him; then it dropped to 

"Tahiti! "  she whispered beneath her her side. 
breath. Severn went down · the steep footway to 

Five minutes later 'She was laughing, tell- the shore, through the tangle of liana and 
ing him of all that had befallen' since she had the cleared patches of .guava, with a tight 
seen him la.st. hand upon his heart. Bu� Ior those trays 

In that time she had become a woman- of glistening pellets .. out there upon the 
a woman, but with a girl's lightness still �ater he would, he knew, have $hown a 
in her splendid limbs. Severn noted the diJierent pair of shoulders to this affair. 
strange, tndolent buoyancy which had come True, the concern was none of his; J:Qen sold 
to her, as she went about the room makiDg their daughters every. day, ·and not in the 
tea for him. South Seas · only. One could not run a 

Then Maclure -came in. He began at knife through tvery' villainous barter in 
once to t,a)k trade in his scrapy voice, eying flesh anq blood, 

· ;, 
Severn like a leopara · crouched to spring. Still-Guyder(nann. and :that girll The 
He asked the schooner�s destination, having . thin� was so re�ol�g tha,t it .seemed any 
heard QJmors on the beach. man s business to make it .h,is own. 

"Tahiti," said the sailor. Yet he did not. If. the Germao had 
" Made yo' J.ortune? "  sniffed the other. crossed his path 'at that moment he might 
"Not yet, but the boat's about made out possibly have knockedhim on the head; but 

her time-coming to pieces." . only in some gusty riot of justice, not of de-
" She don't look a wreck," said the trader liberate resolve, And the pearls had done 

suspiciously. it. The poor Dian of Six months ago would 
" She'll bold together· till we get there, I have broken a Jan� somewhere, somehow, 

dcssay." . . wisely or-madly, at the infamy of the thing. 
" Seems light enough for a hc.lme run. and tn the woman's honor. But now ! He 

What's in her-pearls? " W!lS an outcast, a pauper, going back to the 
" Ay, ten ton of them," laugheli Severn, chance of greatness,- the gla,moui- of wealth. 

but he did not like it. The fume .of life was · in his .nostrils'; he 
" Staying for Jock's wedding to-morrow? " could not breathe in this cold air of risk and 

went on the other with a leer. death. 
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Yet, ere he reached the share, the better 

part of him spoke. Might he not ; do with 
his treasure what he could not .do because of 
it? He would go back and outbid 'Guy�er­
mann. Was .Maclure likely lp prefer : his 
pledged credit to a higher pri�? 

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 lillna 
for clambering short cuts acr1>s� 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 
14aclure's suspicions, or put ;his whet.ted 
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 ' go on. He reached the veranda, 
and glanced -past Maclure into the dusky 
room for a gleam of his daughte�'s dress; 
but Naura was gone. 

" I'm back to 1Jlake you an offer," he said 
forthWith to the !trader� "You say the Ger­
man down therer'- he nodded at the beach 
--:" kriow.s the "torth of what's good. Sup­
pose I kDow it better?" 

i"  Suppose yo' !do? " said the other, eying 
hi ' m. . 

"Well, I'll �o it. You've sold your 
daughter to tha� dog, more shame to you I 
I'll give :rou what he's offered, and half of 
it again.' i 

" In shell?" sneered the Scotsman. 
" In: pearl," rt:plied Seve�n steadily. 
·� You've come pretty spe�tly by a fortune, 

haven!t yo', young man?_; . I didn't hear 
nothing about sto�es when/Y,m.t was up here 
last." ' ; ·. ·J ; : : · · , · 11 Every one doesn't _wear his pur.se in hi� 
mouth,'' returned the sailor. · " Say this 
infernal deal is off, and. the girl free to · go 
where; she likes, and you may see them 
when it suits you.'' , : 

" Yo' weren't th_inking what she'd fetch in 
'Frisco, by chance? " snarled ;the other. 

" I  was thinking a Britisher don't like: to 
see his own· blood sold �o foreign scoundrels, 
even in these parts, Mr. Maclure!"  cried 
Severf!. hotly. , . 11 Yo' needn't bawl ; l!h�'s not there to hear 
yo'," said the other derisively. ' 

But she was, though, with. the light par­
tition .of the room between them. Luning 

against the wall, as though to draw Olrough 
it the saund of his words; her palm� spread · Otfl ori lhe r�d boards and her bosom: pressed, 
so. close agiWlst them that her body moved : 
a� it swelled and sank with deep-dr;t.wn-ex-
citement. · 

" I'm not speaking to her, but to you, 
sir! "  replied the sailor. "I've made my 
offer and I stand to it; if she don't like it 
there's no more to be said.'' 

"No, there ain't, young man,'' said Mac­
lure slowly and maligoanllyi " an<l. if you 
try to say it again anywhere about rriy 
dung-heap ·yo'll get yor answer inside of 
yo'. Hear?", 

He turned on his heel as he said it, and 
went into the house: and Severn, seei�g 
everything at an end, took . the hill path, 
feeling none too safe, till he reached the 
thicker shelter of the scrub, from ,a.. bullet 
somewhere iJi his back. 6 

His reflections, threading the intricate 
wood, were. not reassuring . .  CertaJnlyMac· 
lure might h�ve ·been disclined to anger a 
man who could do him daily rqischie!, and 
from wholll h.e might draw, in the course of 
trade, profit.s eyen more . cons�erable than 
the price of his daughter. I t  was possible, 

'hat he found an infamous humor in 
ting the girl's purity-'-which might 

. have reproached him-with the profli­
gate caresses of the man upon the beach. 
But it seemed to Severn most likely that be 
was determined to wring from that source 
what gold 'he could, and to become pos­
sessed, as well, by some foul experiment, of 
whatever fortune the scho·oner might con­
ceal . So, b�ng back at · nightfall on his 
boat, and havlng no white hand to help 
him; he sent the crew below, and, filling a 
couple of Wincbesters and his revolver, . hung a kris at his 8elt,- and took his post- on 

· deck t.o see the night through. · • 
.. 

It was a half-hour after the-last light was 
o1,1t in Fit.lea; and some while yet bCfore the 
dawn·, that Seyern heard the faint, rhythmic 
splash of what he took to be a paddle,. in­
shore, on hiS ·  lee. It was so much the 
merest flicker of sound that, �ut for its 
regularity, he would have paid no atten­
tion : just the " scblloop" of a dipped blade, . 
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 :rpoving darkness in tllat­
liquid gulf of stars. ' 
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Instead, ·  the blue vault above him and face, and • went,, leaving darlin'ess and the 

the blue depth beneath, Bickering with stars; but the koife' bad slipped from Sev­
gold, and divided only by a black thread of em's band, his head strelched .'?ut .over the 
beach, so oppressed his senses with infinity stern with a hoarse whisper, as though the 
that be seemed to swing in heaven with all world. might hear: ::'1-the abyss of space about hlm. He with- " N  aura ! "  . 
drew his head lor an instant, and dosed his "A uel " came the answer with a fright- · eyes. ened Siglt; "is it you?"  . 

With sight suspended, his ears achieved a The neJ:t instant she was under him, aud, 
finer discriminalion. They decided against leaning over the coWJter, he slipped his ·  
a paddle: the entry was too dull, the drip of arms be.ljleath hers to lift �er ou� of the sea. , 
water too tinkling ; the .source of sound must But tbe.strain was beyond his strength, and, 
be thicker and swung high. Then, sudden- for the moment, Iaint with exertion and eJI­
Iy, .after long staring into the night, Severn citement, she hung there, · breathing hard, 
laid down his rifte gently on the deck, and• her (ace (allen against 1 his. Then she got 
smiled ; loosed the kris in ]ps belt, and leaned her hands upon the .low·: gunwale, and he 
further over the counter. It' was a swim4 drew her on the deck. 
mer that approached him. " Child, child ! "  he whispered brokenly, 

His first misgiving sought the shape of with the deadly risk of th� .. thing damp upon 
this attack. Did Maclure think to catch him, " how da.re you.do it? " 
him napping the easier tbus than with a. Crouching on the de;ek beside bim, her 
canoe, and was this fellow coming to cut head bent, she reached out her hands and 
the boat's cable or his throat? His second took his. · 
thought was sheer wonder that any man for " You came back to my father," she said 
any price could be found to face the lurk4 shyly. ing death in that mile· or water. " You heard, Naura? " 

The swimmer's strokes grew somewhat 14 Aye! you came back for me. " 
slower and more cautious. Severn could " To save you from that devil," he whis-
see the dark bead, where the head pushed pered. 

· 

along the water; with a stre�J.k of quivering "Only that? "•· she sighed-. 
phosphorescence to right and lert. A little To swim across the lagoon she ho.d 
nearer, and the swing aloft oj. the arm made slipped off the. skirt of fine tapa and the light 
a smoky whiteness above the swimmer, and blouse which ' she wore in a graceful com­
the drops Jlung oJT it fell here and there promise of fashions ove�a, retaining only 
about him like luminous pearls. It was the long sleeveless smock of China silk which 
difficult to judge in the darkness, but the bung over them, and reached Ir:om a low 
swimmer's style �med to Severn not native square-cut neck, . b�oidcred with beetle 
to the place ; the body was not lifted-the .; wingl to below the knee. ,-It clung now to 
lower arm lay always out of sight. her drippiJ::!g figure like a film, and the glis-

Then, sud�enly, the strokes ceased. No tening wing-sli�aths upon it glittered green­
doubt the oncomer. was trying to pick out ly in the starlight asiler breast rose and fell. 
the boat's whereab«;»uts by the black spaces Her : hair still held th�� scarlet mallows 
of her masts against the sky. Severo · she had placed there to:: pleo.se him, and 
shrank even closer to· the gunwale, gripped their dull, sweet odor drifted like the spicy 
the heavy kris,and measured with his eyet.he trail of an island blown across t.be sea, 
depth the blade woud swing. He mean� to ·mingled with the sc:ent .of wet silk and the 
strike betw�n the collar-bone and the neck. salt fragrance oi her skin. 

He had lost sight of the Boating head, but "Only that?" she said again. 
the smokY, nimbus clung round it again She shivered as she spoke, and st.t;ipping 
when it moved. It was · coming towards off his coat, lie wrapped it round her sboul­
him. He could see Lhe arm now; strangely ders and tied' his scarf about her throat. 
white for an islander's, but that might be " Little one," h� said! slipping an �m be­
from the nebulous spray. Againfbc strokes hind her, "I came back to take you an¥­
ceased, and the swimmer,. close-' under the where· you might choose. You've only to 
quarter, turned and .ti.WJg · back· a dripping choose." 1 
bead. · · · 

" Anywhere? " she whispered wist�ully. 
The .pale light on the water touched t.he " Anvwhere." he reolied. · 
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Her head bent towards hiin, his hand 
tightened about the round, sm�th muscles 
of her arm. . 

" Everywhere? "  she breathed_� 
He drew her closer, and wrote his answer 

upon her t:b�k,.and she who had. c)nly made 
love's acquaintance that aCteroO!)ri · Look the 
touch of his lips as trustfully as an oath. 

So they sat, he with eye and ear alert, for'. 
all his guarding 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 obUvious to danger- as the dead. 
Severn questioned as lo her father, the dis­
covery of her Bight, the probable steps for 
her recapture, but he might as wetl have . 
asked the air. 

Then he took her down into his cabin, 
proi:lucing with apologies the few rolls of 
silks and stamped muslins which were left 
him of his trade. She laughed, and pushed 
him through the door; and in half-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 feathers she had stripped from 
the bed. Her feet were bare, but then her 
feet were lovely, ��ond used to bting seen. 

He let her stay �ith him till he roused the 
crew, and then se�t her below, pledging her 
to remaiit there till they were in the open 
sea� The wind t died at midnight, but 
it was breathing ow, and might.freshcn be­
fore the dawn. • n the chance of its hold­
ing hung; as Sevetn knew, t_he lives of all on 
board. · 1 

The watch stumbled sleepity on deck, and 
he hailed them aft, and gave t�em his orders. 

" We've to get out of this hi hour hence,". 
he concluded, " or we'D rot lt�re till the last 
trump: so look slippery." I t· : , · 

The dawn was :pink now ·aoove the land, 
and the light of it pinched t'bc ·eastern stars 
into_ points of silver. The mirror of the 
lagoon bad lost them ere the first cat's-paw 
put a smear of rose over the blue, and above 
its purpled roughness· the trees grew green 
again upqn the hill. The gray pigeon's call 
came hoarse across t.he water, and a flight of 
frigate birds rose screaming nrar the shore: 
to flee on their thin wings seaward O\'er the 
reef. ' 

The schooner's mainsail' and jib were se-t, 
the lattedl.utterin� in the: light draft of air. ·. 

�' Heave short !' _ cried :severn, and the; 

cable began to come aboard. Then as the 
anchor was hove, the sky· .tilled suddenly 
with the beating brilliance-of the sun. 

- The schooner's head paid ofl', the staysail 
was· run up, the foresail set, and she stood 
slo\'flY out into the lagoon with; a clapping 
ripple at the bow� As she luffed to lay her 
COUE'!e the wind fell, and for an anxious hour 
her sails flapped idly above their white re­
flections while the world woke : up on the 
land around her. 

"Figures began to show in the darkness of 
the house doors, and long. bla<ik shadows 
leaped to their feet as they-stepped out into 
the sun. Very leisurely they moved about, 
those moming people ; and if any cast an 
eye o.t the schooner, it showed no keener in� 
tcrest tho.n 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 feath­
ers at a puff, �he little figures parted, run­
ning hither and lhithcr. 

Sevem, 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. 
�1

_
H,-knows? " 

Nlllfra. nodded. 
"Will you go back? " he questioned. 
Her head shook vigorously. 
" Die here ! "  she said. 
A canoe 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 surface . of the lagoon 
was scratched by the wind, the schooner 
lurched indolently to port, and nodded fqr­
ward 11. ·pace or two through the water. 

For another instant she hung, but the 
purple deepened upon the bay, and with a 
dip of her peaks,·like a .dallying woman, and 
a dancing feather or spt;ay at her forefoot, 
she stopd on towards the"pass ; the canoe, 
hard driven, Irothing vainly after her. 

With one last coquettish impulse, as she 
jibed to clear the reef, she stood erect to 
shake her shiveriog canvas, like a laugh, at. 

: her pursuers; but then the white sails filled, 
· the water shrilled. about her bows, and By� 
ing down the silver way, she· broke, plumed 
with spray, Iike an escapinjt bird throu�h its 
thunderous foam, into the open splendor of 
" the sea. 



[j]F YOU find your business too 
monotonous, try cattle tradil'tg 
in East Africa. It is one 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 make money. As to the commercial 
!'ide, you can buy cows in the farming sec­
tion along the Uganda Railway for from ten 
to fifteen dollars each and, after driving the 
animals across the country to the villages 
oi the natives, you can trade a cow for 
twenty-five fine sheep, 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 
trek to the Masai tribe. After a rather toil­
some trip over the rolling hills and through 

' the bush of Southern Guesberno we came at 
last to the Amala River. Here, for the 
greater protection �f the cattle and also for 
.a h�adquarters while trading with the 
Masai, I determined to establish a perma­
neilt camp. On a gentle slope a lillie way 
up from the clear waters of the Amnia I _di­
rected the building of a house of grass, waod 
and mud for myscH and a kitchen and four 
huts for the porters. For the cattle we 
constructed a banta or stockade of thorn 
trees. The donkeys we hoobled in front of 
my house. Less than a quarter of a n1ile 
away was the edge o• a forest, which, I soon 
discovered, was a favorite haunt. of lions. 

That · night when all seemed" snug and 
peaceful there arose a great .commolion 
among the donkeys outside my door. The 
noise of their frightened lu:t.-llflWS was 

' · . 
almost instantly reenforced by yells. In a 
few seconds I was outside. The night was 
peculiarly black. I couJd see nothing, but 
suddenly a bodx bu,QJped against mine and 
I toppled over backward. Jumping to my 
feet ngain, I made out the dark forms of the 
donkexs. They had pulled up their stAkes and 
were stampeding. Over in the boma I heard 
the poundings of many·hoofs and the sounds 
of breaking and crashing. Some of my men 
now ran up and told me that lions had stolen 
up to the l}(nna on �he far side, that the cat­
tle had broken through the thorn saplings 
in their fright and, with .the lions behind 
them, were running into the forest. By this 
time I could hear the deep purring of the 
lions myself. . 

Shouting to my carriers and Lumbwa 
spearmen to light fire-brands, I ran into the 
house, seized my largest rille, a · 577 express, 
a shotgun, and .a .303 magazine rifle. 
Thrusting the latter two iJ!to the hands of 
gun-bearers and CIJ,IIing to everybody to 
come on, I stumbled over the uneven ground 
toward the ma.Ss of blackness which marked 
the forest. Big drops of rain began to fall ; 
in a mhment there was ·a fUrious downpour, 
accompanied by terrific thunder and flashes 
of lightrung which lit up the lorest strangely. 
Our fire-brands tlickered and went out. 
S till we pushed on, picking our steps in the 
almost incessant illumina.tion of the light-
ning. . 

In a little while we carne upon a group of 
sheep. They \Vere hudc,lled together, shak­
ing with fright. I ordered some of the men 
to try to drive them slowly back to: camp, 
but when this was attempted we found that 
the crcalurcs were too terrified to move. · It 
was necessary to carry them back one by 
oue. For this work my Knverondo per-

ISo 
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ters proved of tittle use; they were about as­
frightened : as the sheep. The Lumbwa· 
spearmen, :however, did gOO<); service and· 
finally we had aU. the animals once more �n­
the broken bo1114. Nothing ;further could 
be done that night and, with" my clothes 
soaked Iro� the rain, I went b!'-ck to the 
house. · (' · 

At dawn I aroused my men and again we 
went into the forest. There was no difli..." 
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 swted them, in charge of lKaverondos, 
back to camp, while I and the spearmen 
went on after 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 bad pursued my live-stock. 

At lii.St 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 riB.e ready for a lion. But 
I saw 0 only a grinning speannan who was 
pointing down tlte slope to a grassy place, 
wltere I percei� some. animals grazing. 
T�ese were zebra, and among them were 
my donkeys, feetng peacefuUy. Knowing 
that we must b careful not to scare the 
zebras, because this event the donkeys 
would be likely rto gallop off with them; I 
directed some o� the spearmen to creep up 
quietly, and sent anothef party around in 
front to try to head the don,keys ofl. When 
the spearmen drew near, die heads of th� 
zebra came up suddenly from tbe grass a�;�d, 
with their tails in the : •i'\ the · animals 
scampered.o.ff. :The donkfys were s�rti,ng 
after them; but strange t�·�Y; they turne!J 
suddenly·when they· saw the men, and 1came 
trotting in our direction · as if relieved at 
finding human protection once more. 

· In qsst.ing my eyes �ver the swe.eping 
landst4pe for the .miSsing cattle I happene<J, 
to see iiome vul�ures circling slowly over a. 
distant hill. Being anxious to find out what 
the birds were f�ding upon, I sent two· of 
my be�t runners . toward them �nd followeQ 
cautiously myself, takin� care to keep out 
of sigh,t as much �s possible, J;lecause · v.ul� 
turcs, when they see a inan, will mislead 

him 
'
by soar.ing away and swooping d�wn iii� 

another place. The only certain method of 
locating �e vultll;ltl'S real feeding-spot is 
to ·conceal one's self whe� close eno1Jgh to 
make accurate ob!ervations, and there to 
takEmoteof the exact vicinity overwhicb the 
birps are hovering. I did this and �hen 
proceeded rapidly. On my way I met, the 
two runners; ·who came toward me leaping 
with joy. This meant, I thought, �bat all 
the cattle were safe, but instead o( this,j the 
runners told me that they had seen .five 
lions {eeding on a big ox. : 

I fotlowed them and in a few moment�, 
just after 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 Iity best 
animals. Fearing that the cartridges i� 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 ·577 ex­
press, which was . rather careless of me� I or 
the reason that It Is always wise to keep 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. 

Crguching behind the bush, I took careful 
�,Ut a big lioness and dropped her wilh 
a. Sl;Uet in the spine. In a few seconds I 
fired again and anoJ,her lioness rolled on her 
back. I had pi!:ked out the lionesses .first 
because Icinales arc always the mor� dan­
gerous at close quarters. The three lions 
lifted their heads from the meat and peered · 
in my direction, appare.ntly undecided 
.whether to charge or to clear away in the 
scrub. ThrtJWing out the empty shells and 
reloading, I· sett,Jed this question for them 

·by quick shots-which caused two of them 
to drop. My gu11bearer had run up, and, 
sna!ching from. him the .303 rifle, I hit the 
.tilth lion in the stomach. He jumped into 
the: bush, snarling furiously. 

Following cautiouslywithmy .303 and see­
ing no sign of him, I went on more boldly. 
A heavy grunt close behind startled me. 
I turned q�ck.ly; the lion was romping in 
my direction! I fired and struck him. For 
an instant he hes.itated, �hen came on again. 
Once more I fired ; again he paused, but only 
for a.n instant. I let him have another shot . 
and noticed as he advanced that he was 
i:lragging his front paw. Each time he had 
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Jaused I had retreated a few feet, and still 
tad rooin in which to use my rille. I fired 
1gain, and the beast made a desperate rush. 
l was becoming angry at him. Did he have 
tine lives?. I hoped not, because I had only 
me charge left. 

Reatiung the vital importance of not 
Na.sting �is in a futile shot, I tried to dodge 
uound a big ant-hill. But with limping 
)Ounds · the beast drew nearer. All too 
vividly I could see his gleaming teeth and 
the fury in his eyes. When he was so close 
that I could almost have struck with my 
�un, I steadied myself for my final shot. It 
was now or never. . The beast's big head 
:t.nd chest were so near that I could hardly 
miss, and when I pulled the trigger he 
reared on'his hind legs and fell backw��ords, 
dead at last. 

Being somewhat out· of breath, I rested 
ror a few moments and then went back to 
where one of tbe 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 whl� so nearly 
ended me had a beautiful black mane. 
Aiter inspecting the skins with considerable 
satisfaction we agajrr took up the search for 
lhe missing cattle. In a little while we 
came upon the remains of a young ox upon 
which a lion had been feedjng. I saw his 
tracks, but could not find the lion himself. 
Not until lhe sun was low did I give up the 
cattle hunt. I was much qiscouraged, 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 aU 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, f9r 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 mor.q,ing. 
Not intending to shoot much, I had liken 
only five :rounds of ammunition. After 
killing a hartebeest and another antelope, 
whith I. left with three of �y boys to skin, 
I started oack to camp with three cartridges. 
I had- a mount that morn,ing, a good pony, 
and was' riding carelessly along a hillside ' 
dottedhere and there with patlltes of sc�ub 
and bushes, when the strong c4or of a hon 

suddenly assailed my nostrils. I jumped 
from my pony and snatched the rifle from ; 
my gu.n-bearer. A f�w '!eet ahead was a 
clump of bushes. Leavjilg the pony with 
the gun-bearer, l advanced cautiously, 
making a little detour to get a good view <?f 1 
the other side-of the bush without approach­
ing too close to it. Around J}te �ge of the 
thin foliage I saw .a large lioness beating t�e 
ground softly with'her tail and crouching for 
a sp�g. 

I knew that she could reach me in two 
jumps and that there WaS nO time tO lost, I 
Forget,ting in my haste that there was •a 
good cartridge in my· ri.fl.e, I lilted the bolti 
and pulled it back. A good cartridge fiew1 
out, leaving me with .6nly two charges. 
Aim.iog carefully, I Ji�ed, and hit the lioness 
in the shoulder. S,he f�U over on one side' 
but, recovering herself, made a limping 
bound toward the shelter of another bush. 
As far as she was col)�eraed; I was safe, but 
the echo of my. shat· ·had not died away b� 
fore her mate, a fine lion with a long mane, 
SUddenly CaDI!= 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. Out of the 
corner of my eye '.i happened to catch a 
glimpse of a tawny head in another bush. 
I glanced about now, arfd was astonished 
to see that lions were look iog out from 
numerous clumps of scrub. . 

Being defenseless : against their powerful 
teeth and paws, I r_ealized that the best tbing 
to do was to remain as quiet as possible. 
So I sat down. on the grass and counted the 
animals. Inc�uding cubs, there were just 
twenty of them. I never wanted a Ce\v 
cartridges so much in my liie, but since I 
had none I 'returned to where my · gun­
bearer was hOlding the .pony, and circling 
around the scrub, went ��ck to camp, I All 
night I cou[d;hear the Jions lirting up their 
voices in deep; grunts li.np 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 �ions had lain around the 
lioness in the night. The tracks also indi­
cated that at lea&t half a dozen had .accom­
panied her to the springo to drink. This was 
the same spring from which my boy� ob-
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taineq water for .the �mp. W,e returned rolle� ov.er, and I dragged my 11Ul.Qer out 
toward it, Iollowiilg the lions' spoor, w'!Uch frofll, 1beneath her legs. The mate pf :the 
told me tha.t the wounded female had �een lion�$ had dJsappeared.. ; 
suiro�nded by the others. · · . . i ; MY, ma.n was badly la.cerated. I got bim 

Seeing no�ng, of · the - lion� at : the i on my shoulder and; after stagg�ring' al9ng 
spring, we foUo:wed their tra� �or a'l;lout- ; wit� ,WO for a q�rter of a mile, l�d him 
thiee ;miles, wheq, a little aheSa of �e, I !_ down! under a tree and sent the- oth�r boy 
saw the lionesS licking her wound. She :had ! back :to camp for aid. When we got him in 
not observed [ me '  yet. To obtain a good · I ba�ed his wounds with a strong sOlution 
shot. I shouted to. her. She lifted her head of permanganate of potassium, boun� them 
and i dropped, her: with a bullet through her up as well as possible, and laid him: on an 
brain. At this iristant a lion jumped into army cot. The wound finally healdd, but 
view. I took a: hying shot at him ·and the shoulder tendons had been so tom that 
clipped off about ;two feet of his tail a.S he the boy never fully recovered the use of his 
went boundi.Dg aWa.y in the scrub. right arm. . 

-He was undQubtedly the mate of the dead Lions continued to harass my cattle. 
lioness and baa suffered a. serious loss, be- One afternoon a boy whom I had directed 
cause a lion and lioness usually stalk game to take some cows to graze came to my tent 
together, and the lioness does niost of the with the cheerful information that lions had 
work. The mate· a.lanns the antelope and got the cattle. At once I organized a party 
other animals with loud roars, thus sto.rting and tracked the live-stock sixteen miles 
them on a sta.titpede. The lioness crouches down the Magar River. They had traveled 
in their probable path and when they come rapidly, evidently urged onward by a frenzy 
rushing along · leaps upon the back of the of fear. The tracks were plain _enough by 
nearest animal, puts a paw aroUild the neck daylight, but we lost them in the darkness. 
and breaks it. Because lionesses ah;nost I calfed a halt, had the· boys build a big fire 
always do the killing they spring more and prepared to sleep. Every few minutes 
quickly than do their male companions and we would hear the roar or deep grunt of a 
are more dangerous in an encounter. prowling lion. Suddenly just as I was about 

�ot long after t:;bis experience I went out to rolly!Jlysell in my blanket, I was startled 
one morning to shoot a zebra or two for by &41reat crashing in the underbrush. 
me�t. Picking oqt a  big one, I fired, but he Thl; sound of breaking branches and the 
had begun to run for the bush and I did no snapping of small trees rapidly grew louder. 
better than to hi� him in the fiank. He It was evident that the animals, whatever 
continued on his way and. I shouted to one they were. were making directly for · our 
of the two boys lwho aceoJ;Dpanied me to camping-place. Seizing my rifle and shout­
follow him, while !I dropped another zebra. ing tO the boys to be ready. I peered .anx· 
Inten,t upon rpy ?wn work, 1 was sta.rtled· iously into the darkness beyond the '.6re· 
after a little i*terral by heaJ;ipg loud cries. ·  light. I expected to be confronted- .by the 
" Bwqna, Bwa�a, #ewarol ". My runner was lowe�d horns of rhino, and was astonished 
calling my own name, telling ixte that he had: wheD., instead of these, the heads of my own 
c�ine �pon a )ion •: I fol!pw�· tpe sound of cattle came into view. They bad. been 
hls vo1ce swiftly; and m a moment saw, attrS:cted by the fire. Some instinct told 
among the trees lihe zebra I'h.id shot, pros-! them· that here was safety from their ene-
trate now, with tf,o lions beginning to feed mies;of the forest. 

-

upon its body. (j)ne of them, a female, was ' A number of the boys ran out to round 
licking the blood from �e zebra's flank , tbeaq up. We drove them to a level grassy. 
where my bullet had made the wound. , place. within reach o£ the firelight atid I ar-

My boy evide�Uy desired to impress me. rang� for the boys to guard them in three 
with: his cour�ge; for when he 5aw me he: watches until tile sun came up. The cattle 
advanced to:Ward the lioness With his : sank !wearily on the grass, exhausted �y �heir 
spear', foolishly teying to drive h�roff. She: fl\gh�. When I c:Ou,Dted them I found that 
tui'nl$1 upon ·him.! with a snarl, leaped at�d: only j twb were m;issing. We drove ' them 
bo�e �m to the �und. �er big :teeth :Werej . back, to ca.QIP tha.ti day and � indulged . in no 
te�ring ; a. way j the ft�h on his :chest i �d;. unnejcessary delay� ir;J ex$�nging them fOr 
shoul�ep; whe� I •raJ!. up, �la.ced: tile bfi.rtelj sheet? a!ld getting out of tbif. country: of too 
of •my rtfle agams� her head and fired. ; She1 many hons. · 

-



CHAPTER I cells an' made a Jot of trouble fo' the screws.':' 
So he got both the crooks an' screws down 

'J:HE UNDERTAKI�G on him, somebody raised a holleh, an' Brcr 
Duffield left in the night,. or he'd be wearin' 

CORBIN, do yo' want my place at stripes himself a whole lot. Then two other 
· the Penitentiary? " Mac dropped men tried the place. · Didn't stay three day5. 
limply into my big chair. An' when I appeared to 'em a few days ago, 

. " You ought to know," said I. they didn't do a thing to mel " 
" You've had a Jew days of il. But what's " In what way? " .I  interposed. 
l!p? " " Every way I "  said Mac fervently. "The 

Mac rolled his quid and spat gloomi ly crooks have about as much use fo' a doctoh 
into the grale. as the devil has fo' skates. Besides, one of 

"I've got a cha11ce to go, on the staff at the prisonehs, the ' drug ohdcrly,' hns been 
the Post Clinic," he rumbled in his deep bass. workin' the hospital · graft an' has all the 
" But I'm not goin' to leave unless yo' will keepers backin' him. I neveh did find out 
take my place at the Pen." As he glowered how he gets his pull." 
at the f•rc, he looked like a ma11 just oil a " But," I objected; ''it seems to me that 
sick-hed. anybody who would run a straight, honest 

" What have you been doing all this week , service could down that .crowd-unless, of 
Mac? I had just decided to look you up course, some o£ the higher powers come in 
to-night, to see if you were still living. What for a rake-off." 
have they done to you? You look down " They don't. So that was just what I 
and out." tried ; . an• I thought I 'Yas goin' to lal1d. 

"I feel right DlUCh that way. Thcah's But just as I thought I was gettin' on to my hell to pay ovch theah, Corbin," he growled. job I ran afoul anothch snag. The Head 
" Tell me all about it." Matron hasher little ol' graft on thewomcn's 
"I don't know all about it. B ut this is side an' I stepped on its· tail befo' cvch l saw 

some of it. . They've only had a regular it. ' Yo' can see my finish-yo' know I 
prison doctoh oveh theah fo' about a yeah, can't .fight a lady." 
an' it didn't work well. Duffield, the first '' So you want me to do it ! "  said I crisply. 
man on the job, did what he saw 'em all "Thank you,. but I'm getting a pretty good 
doin'---grafted. He sold places in hospital service at the City Hospital." 
to any prisoner that could pay enough. He " No�v yo• listen to me, Corbin. This is a 
sold the drugs furnished by the Depa.ht- heap betteh sehvice an'· yo are quite somc­
ment and stuck to the money,. a.n' mo' to body oveh theah, if you can make it' go. 
the same tune. Or co•se • the :raftin' was Yo' live in. an' arc wc11 cnred Jo'. It'l1 give 
to be expected, but the sick mer' lay in their . ''Kccpors. 1 

IS4 � 



The: �rook a�d the. Doctor . ! .. ISS 
yo' lots of time � prepare fo� .yo' Ahiny ! His every word was to the point, 4ncl I 
exams. The Head [Matron is a#y now Jo' ; knew their importance. This was pja.Wy 
a week. · AD.' if yo' can do that damned ; no bOy's game. When he pa"'sed I huqiedly 
Dut.Chmah-the 4n&g ohderly-yo' can : ran over my notes. : ; · 
ma�e goodl" Mac ,..as solemnly impressive. : "Almost gol you? How's that, Ma:c? 
His pose was ever that of one who had • Did )l� try to poison you?" : : 
drunk the Jeei atid ! had nothing ·telt to feel. "r �ever did kf!OW. . I had a so' throat, 
But now' he show� minute signs which an' started to · 1ix a gargle. I was i:alltd 
from long. acquaintiince I knew to mean em- · !  away an' set the chlorate of potassium (iown 
b&rtassment. " Bc#iides/' he began ag&in, in the window. When I came back an' 
" the's a ,hole lot .of wmecessary sufierin' .fi.Qished fixin' the stufi somebody had put 
oveh theBh an' then-Damn it aU, Corbin, the cyanide bottle wheh I left the chlorate, 
I b4.te to feel like· 4 quitteh! I want the both of 'em had lost the&h labels, an' one 
Post Clinic sehvic�; but, if' yo' lion't go to gargle: would have made me fit to plant. 
the ;Pen I don't go to the P. C. If yo' will Co'se it couldn't be proved on anybody. 
carry the thing t"b.rough I'll feel most as " ! .sure caine mighty ne&h snuffin' out, 
well's if I had done it myself! " an' if I bad, it would have gone as an acci-

It was :highest proof of his trust he. was dent. It was a prisoneh prevented it-." -" 
giving me-asking me to " make good" for And Mac seemed to reminisce, with a 
him·. puzzled look on his tired !ace. . 

"When do lgo on? " I asked suddenly, and " How? "  I jogged him up. " Who w¥ it? "  
a Bush in Mac's hollow cheeks was better " FeUo' I never did see befo'. Kind o' 

.--; 

than thanks. queeah 'bout· that. I had it all fixed an' 
";Mon4ay mawnin'," said he buoyantly. just as I was goiu' to take a face-full i:l' the 
"Then there's no time to spare,'' said I, stuff somebody says., quiet but mighty sharp, 

reaching for pad and pencil. " You'd better ' Bettah smell itl ' An theah stood a man I 
give me what points you can, right now, for neveb did see befo' or since. 
it may be; }Tour last' chance, this being Satur- "Riley, the · hospital k.eepeh, said his 
da.y night." , name was Dan Wheeler. I recollect that 

"�t sure will-. t shall be right busy till becaus�I asked Riley this mawnin' "\vheah 
Molid�y :mawnin' .f said he. "I've got to he w�inten�' . to t;hank. hiJ;D io' �ea.din 
get �he swap fixec:l;up." me Ol-and Riley satd: ' Betteh let Dan 

How he did it 19::ver knew. With a trust Wheeler alone.' By the way, Corbh:i, that 
as complete as · · own, I left all that to Riley ain't half bad, f9' a screw. lle will 
him, at once proce.. · g to question him on booze, an' gOe:s on a drunk every Mon:day 
my new duties ana difficulties. night; but he can help yo' a lot abo1,lt the 

Some of the nolcs I .took: .that night lie hospital if yo' handle him right. " : 
before me now, and bring back afresh 5Cefles "Remembeh, yo' all will . have all the 
to defy the pen ··of Hugo,.; the brush . of :balance o' t!te screws an' all the croo� dead 
Hogarth. Only the urging "ft)f prejudiced against yo' at the start. Then yo' are �und 
Iri�ds, and no presump�oli on my part, is to get the bead grafteh, the drug oh;derl�'f' to �la.:pe for my making this ;p.p,gh atte�pt : out o' yo' way. Yo've just g�t it to :do,. o 
to set ��em beio� you. If Oie happemngs · yo' 1u:rJeh can get Joe yo' patients, o' giVe 
of the !days that fqllowed ar� not pleasing I them a square sehvice." He stopped · to 
haV,e ilo; apology, no explanation-except look at his watch. ••But I �ust g() • .  so 
that they happen� in the year 19o-, and long! I surely am obliged to yo' fo' . this !" 
I W.as •ndt consulted. The:· note ran: And hedepart�d, to be seen no more for days. ·m�, diug o�erly, � hospital. Get 
rid :or hiin or :he'll knife )'Ou. Ilon't give 

. him a i:h�nce tO do'Pe you. Almost got me." 
CHAPTER II 

WlTIIIN PRLSON WALLS Then fo1!owed sqme cautions about ;the 
Head Matron,: ending-" Let her alMU. �he . .. 
is the d�vil." : "lP,on't bother the Wa�en M

ONDAY morning as "I lugged my .bags 
-with qu�stions;  ask the Dcp. (Deputy . up the gmveled walk i looked ctJnous­
W�rd�n)i. Yo,u c4,n count ,on th� Dcp� o:t ly at the: frowning Iront of the bigl grayt 
the; atil.rt. Al*o K\inney." , ' . island prison. It .seemed singularlYJ �rk 

Fori liqme �ime T didn't· interrupt him. and threateqing. · 



Adventure 
I ra'ng a bell at the heavy central door. 

It opened and disclosed a grUJ:a, blue-eoated 
keeper ·of severe and portly dignity. 

"I 'm the new Doctor," said I mildly. 
" Where'U 1 find the· Deputy Warden?" 

41 First door to the right," in a tone of 
WeaJY resignation. I passed on, feeling 
very- small, to the open dOQr 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 �en J!.O· But he had 
long rubbed against the seamy 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 : 

4'Well? "  
Now, although I was predisposed to like 

the mali 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 lew months 
and I was very conscious of the title. His 
d;putyship was thereupon pleasL-d. lo be 
jocular. "Ohol So you're the next victim, 
are you, Doc?" 

"No. '' 
" What? Not'? " said !le, laughing with 

instant appreciation. "Well, if that's the 
way you feel about it, perhaps you're not. 
Shake ! "  he said suddeoly, rising and ofier­
ing his hand. 

He seemed to like the grip be got, and 
surveyed my six-foot-one with conditional 
approval. 

" But,!' he began again suddenly, "'ith a 
keen glance at clc;>se range, " there's nothing 
in it? '' It was a question; and stiU his 
manner left something to be desired. So 
again I shook my head slowly as I said: 

'! No:: Guess again/' 1J 
4' Give it up." · 
"Well, t:want the practise, and-" I judged 

he'd appreciate that part; so in a lower tone 
I finished: "I  want to make good for Mac I "  

If I had laid claim t� humane or m,js­
sionary motives the shot would have gone 
wild, but this seemed to strike him right. 

" More power t' your elbopl" said he. 
"But it's a man's job , all rig'-t. Anything 
I can do [oF you? '' · -

4 1I think not, right, now. Thank you. 
Later I'U �ake life a b�en to you." The 
clerks we - writing still with impassive 
faces, but - 0 word was missed. ' 

"AsJ.y time. It's part of: my job.'' Turn­
ing toward • the door he shouted. " Joe ! "  
A small Hebrew trusty popPed· in from the 
beU-boy bench io the hall. : 

." Joe is yo�r 'boy, Doctor.'' The· head 
clerk, an un:usually fine looking fellow, here 
caught my eye- signific;antly at this chapge · 
from familiar " Doc." ' '4Keep him busy if 
you �an," the Dep. was saying. " Yo'u 'U 
find him willing. And if he doesn't iW!Vl 
when -you call, send him_ to me." 

My room was right at Lhe head of the 
long stairs leading· �p . from the main ball. 
Opposite the doo,t a _farge iron-barred win­
dow let in the moining sun and looked 
across the river. By the side of Lbe win­
dow, at the head . oi-.-- a neat iron bed, a 
speaking-tube ccjn_ii:ected with the hospital . 
, After unpacking and putting the room to 
rights I dismissed Joe and sat down in the 
broad window-seat to _collect my wits and 
to enjoy the Wil:!ter 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 
typewritten on the other side. I turned it 
over and read: 

" Cougb medicine." Verbum Sap. Durn this. 

The first two words alone were in quota­
tion. It was certain the paper was not in 
the window-seat. when :-I eotered the room, 
for my first move had been to try the 
cushions. It must have been given to Joe 
by somebody in the ofijce. I lit my pipe, set 
fire to the paper and "'atched Jt burn. It 
was either a, well-meant hint or a silly joke. 
Perhaps time wo,u1d tell. what it meant; I 
would bear the two words in mind. 

As I recalled Mac's)various warnings, 
the stillne�:· began to seem oppressive. 
It became the quiet of stern repression­
like the hush on a firing-line before battle. 
A sense of sometb,ing- coming, like nothing 
but the night-terror .of childhood, grew 
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?" 
"Yes." . 
"You're wanted in the hospitaJ at once." 
I found Joe in the lower hall arid he 
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piloted. me o'ut into the long corridor of the 
prison pro�r. The door was opened by a 
leonine old Irishl:nan whose :Voice-"call it 
the " hull's bellow, the mule1s wo.rblc:' 

"Are ye the Docther? " ·Holding out a 
hug� paw. ' 

" I  am." 
'' Me name's Kinney---Gwa� .. ye lillie scut/ 

Take the .Docl�r up l' tk hos�ilall" 
It was easy to see that Kinney's roug)l­

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 big 
nian's-hea.rt, howF!ver, they only succeedec;l 
in insulting every man they a�dressed. 

I did my best against the old fellow's 
crushing grip and fancied 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 foxy stage. Doubt­
less he too saw before him " the next vic­
tim." He saluted as I entered, winked his 
off eye at one of the striped nurses and 
turned himself loose: 

" Good morning, Doctor ! Sorry to dis­
turb you, Doctor, before sick-line. But 
this man wouldn't be quiet till I sent for 
you. And-· -� 

" Where is t�� patient? " I interrupted 
coolly, steppingtpast him and looking down 
the long ward. ! Every man, bed-case, con-. 
valesci:nt,. graft4r and attendant, was listen-
ing. ' . \1 

"Patient, Doctor? Yes, Doctor ! Cer­
tainly: Doctor! ! :Tbis way,poctorl"  With 
suddenly obseqqious haste he jumped pa.St 
me and waddledjdown the �ale between the 
beds, waving hi$ arms riglit and left, as if 
clearing a passage through !a crowd. 

· 
, The patient :Was only' : �  \boy. Hi� race, 
�ow drawn with pain, w�9 u,either ha:rd nor 
vicious; his eyes appealed 'Ior tendem� 
for re�iei, yet were filled with a hopei� 'cer­
taintx of sufleri:J;lg and cruelty. What else 
could(be, atcroolf, expect? It requir<;d only 
one whispered question and qoe light ej(:­
ploraJory pressure of the hand to ma�e sure 
that be ha4 acu�e appendicitis. I w�s esper 
cially: carefpl not to cause any pain, \O com­
plete :the examinatio� very thorougJUy aM 
gently, and I tqu�t have overdone it a· bit'; 
for his eyeS not only loSt their dreary hoPe­
lessness and fiiiP.d wit.h a tfnll'-likr. vrntitutiP. 

but ·they were soon swimming. His lips 
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 
m.inutes of quiet which is so soothing and so 
favorable to a suggestive mood on the part 
ot the patient. . 

I turoed t.o 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 �ucssed it?) 
and I learned later that he had had appendi­
citis himself. Anyhow, his tone was altered 
as he answered. 

"Drug orderly? Yes, sir." Then turned 
and yelled loudly, " Henry! Here ! "  As is 
thc ·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 lll brutal, Ger­
man type-retreating head, wide nostrils, 
prognathic mouth and jaw-and wore a 
beastly, in�olent smirk. He dodged my eye 
and cast a look· 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 the mercy of this 
rep.,.W.sive animal. 

-�bile 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 Gentian interrupted 
me by a snarling oath. Seizing the ice-bag 
with one hand and stripplng down the 
covers with the other, he was abou.t to jai:n 
the bag hard qown on the naked; .ftinching 
body or the patient, 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 ann with a backward twist 
that turried him half round and he fell 
against Riley with a scream of pain. 

" Now see .here! " I said, holding in with 
di�culty. "I'll try to run this case! You 
get that medicine-get it right mrw/-and 
bring the b,Ules· Jterel " · He went, rubbing 
his shoulder and mutteriog under hls breath. 

But as I turned back toward the patient, 
!:till hot with lli!11711.!1t. mv vlance was a.r-



Adventure 
rested with a shock which drove everything 
from my mind by the figure of a man standing 
at the foot of the bed! The gn:enish-amber 
eyes gave me a shiver such as I once felt 
when facing a roused rattler. They glowed 
with a dull Ore beneath straight heavy 
brows. · The features were sharply cut, the 
mouth mercilessly grim, the chiD deep-cleft 
and massive. For a mome.ot I seemed par­
alyzed. Then, as a -sword from a deep 
thrust, the eyes were withdrawn from mine; 
and with the lithe, noise!ess step of a panthf:ir 
he moved away. 

Even in the ugly prison s�ripes it was a 
figure to command 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 yo�g gladi­
ator and the easy caniage of a boxer he had 
a sort of repcllant charm from which I freed 
myself with . an effort saying to myself; 
" Raffles, raised to the nth power! " 

CHAPTER Ill 

DAN \\'BEELER 

'tX7HEN I had personally si:en my direc­V V tions carried out I made my first 
round of the ward. It seemed that the con­
vict nurses had kept only partial cbarbof the 
bed ca..�. And the ward, although clean, 
needed better ventilation. It was also evi­
dent that there were a nuinber of grafter 
"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 pacing of 
the ward, he looked lit me no more than at 

. the attendants, who gave him the full wipth 
of the aisle.. Such was the .impreSsion he 
made on me lhat l remei!lber a.Im.ost nothing 
of my first rou!ld of the women's ward. 

It took pnly a few minutes and when I 
came back through the little offi� the man 
stood in a Napoleonic attitude lobking out 
at · the - river. Even his repose i spoke of 
power and menace. As i£ �ear, every 
man kept at a distance, and �he stood in 
proudly contemptuous sileQ.ce htseemed the 
embodiment of loneliness, His�ter pres­
ence, neVertbel�, seemed: to 6.J1 . that ward 
as an ele!ftjc dmrge fi.lls· a:�a jar. . 

Even the German, though b.aily ra�tling 

his bottles as he filled his drug-box for sick­
line, by his vdry bravado showed his share 
in the strange subjection. �,; ·· 

For my part, al�ough I knew that the 
sick-line was to be the test by which the -
prison 'Qs a whole would size up " the next 
victim," I was relieved when the bell rang 
and1 with Henry at my heels, I went down 
into the main prison. , 

' 

Each gang of prisoners from the quarries· I 
filing in ·in close lock-step; .with the long row 
of striped legs swinging in unison, looks very 
like a huge black and 'J�te centipede. Now . 
and then, as a man iii the line passes the head 
keeper at the door he riUses his right hand. 
A nod from old Kinney, and the man steps 
out of the line or his ·�g to take his place 
at the end of the sil:k-line which is forming 
al9ng the outer wall. ·· 

This morning there are fifty-odd men in 
line, and I know that hall of them are prob­
ably malingerers-�' fa.kers"---eome to try 
out the new doctor. There is, moreover, 
among prisoners and keepers alike an air of 
relaxed discipline, Qf anti�ipation. This, 
too, I know is tolerated by the keepers as 
a part of my iJl!tiation. . 

But it mustn' t J�t long. Now and then 
old Kinney bellows: "Step lively, there ! "  
in a deafening roar, or a keeper barks sharp­
ly at his ga.ng-"Cio5e up, there! "  For all 
this must be finished on ·time. The doctor 
mustn't delay the gam�he must be quick 
with his diagnosis and prescriptions-or 
everybody's dinner will be cold and aU th� 
prison machinery tbrown:'out of gear. 

I am already listeiling to the gruff or whin­
ing complaints as the m� come· up in turn. 
FirSt, a hoarse rasp of a voice: . 

"An awful . cough, · l;>ix:tor! "  (Hollow 
example.) "Arid a pain_in' here all the time." 

" For how lang? " clapping stethoscope to 
his chest. · . 

11 About two weeks." · 
" Breathe deep! Again! " Then, turniDg 

to Henry, "Brown Mixture-q. 3 b. Nm! "  
" Co,me l Step lively !" beUows ·K..inoey. 
The man takes his first dose from the tin 

cup, gives tier and number to Henry, and 
passes .on to the· cliJiner-line. M�while 
the next man is intoning a nasal whin� 'of 
rheumatism. Mtcr a brief test I am sus-
picious, so tum to Kinney. 

· 
"Up, to the ho5pital for the afterdoon.­

next! ' Kinney takes him off the list of his 
gang and checks his na�e for hospital with­
out· demur. This device is mine. While it 
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gives me an opportunity to' examine the 
man at leisure, it deprives � at once of 
his dinner and of his afternoon at work- in 
the quarry. A sick man woUld not mind, 
but a well" man with an appeqte-and such 
an appetite! I notice Kinney's eyes twinkle 
at the man's blank face as he i:noves on. ·. 

The next man shuffies �p unsteadily. 
His face is drawn with terror; his bloodshot 
eyes protrude; every muscle is shaking and 
his voice is weak and husky. " Doctor," he 
chatters, ''I've just c-come 1 up from the 
Tombs. I've b:-been drinking hard and I'm 
seeing things. ; For God's sake help me! 
Gimme some k�k.ind o' dope or--" 

· 
"One oqnce tincture digitalis. Send him 

to hospitaUor the afternoon. Nwf'" This 
man is near the, shrieking, violent stage a!ld 
will bear watching. For �e same reason 
this dose of digitalis, whkb would tie a 
normal heart in; knots1 will just put him on 
his feet. It is new to Henry, however. He 
pours out one ounce and holds it up. 

"You mean dot?" He grunts contemptu­
ously. 

" Yes." Out of the comer of my eye I see 
a malicious grin on his ugly face as he gives 
the dose and !p.tches the man afterward, 
sUre that he � drop. . 

, Just at this :moment, however, a man 
leaning- against te waD hall-way down the 
line suddenly sli es to the :fioor. On pretext 
of helping, a n _ mber of tnen 'jump out of 
line with excitejl shouts. There is the be­
ginning of a g<itlcml stampede. Before it 
has fairly begun', however, I have turned to 
Kinney t9 find that he . is watching me 
keenly instead �I the line�;' So I ask him 
coolly: " Please call them *nto line ! "  The 
words are har�y out ol w m�lUth w.he}\ 
with one roar: : "  E11ery �'lo his place/ " 
he quells the dist\lrbance; as· a man woUld 
blow out a mat�. Then, telling Henry 'to 

. bring the water-'pail, I walk down to the 
tense figure on the tloor. His fall, a5 well 
as his color, arouse my' suspicion. So I wipe 
the foam from his lips and smell it._ �eep­
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. J11st loud enough for 
Some of the line to :!lear I il,nnounce : " You'd 
better no• use scented si:!&p next lhne, - my 
friend! Castile tastes better,'' and return 
to my desk. 1 

· He gets ·up, grins sheepishly and moves 
on to the dinner-line. Meanwhile a number 
of . the prisoners are exchanging glances, 
while-Kinney shakes with an inward chuckle. 
I lknow that I have scored. 

· A large volwoe could be filled with the 
mofe: or less ingenious plots of the fa.kers. 
They scheme hard to work the doctor for 
change of �cene and rest. It means a 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-fakers 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 to 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 ipr 
the keepers: My exultation over the little 
triumph of the _ sick-line did not last long. Before I had half finished . my dinner four 
kef�.rs sh�cd in noisily, smo�g. spit�ng 
an weanng. They were as tough-looking 
Jo �rs 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 wa5 the one thing I could not e.ndure, 
so I quietly got out, followed by derisive 
guffaws. 

My next duty .was to go with the Head 
Keeper to visit " the isolated.'• 'rhese were 
cases undergoing special punishm.ent (dark 
cells on bread and water) and insane or drug 
cases so noi.sy a.S to require segregation. 
Then I hunied up to the hospital to see 
td my appendicitis boy, as well as the 
" Hoboes ��-for thus the men sent up for the 
afternoon at once christened themselves. 

: "The Exhorters" were in possession of 
tlie ward that afternoon and when I ar­
riyed I found them in full swing. A ga.Wlt, 
tlinty-faced female of fifty-odd New Eng­
lafd Winters was pacing the aisle and giving 
brv.en voice to the thoughts that were in 
bet. They had_ already distributed hymn­
bqoks, opened at the right place. . 

The preacher woma.n approached her cli�u. She had told the men what a bad 
lot they were, that they were the worst ever 
anl:l t_hat the� was little hope for them here 
or, herea(ter. Then she repeated the fiend4 -
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ish old formula: "Repent, ye miserable 
sinners, before it is tew late. To-night yew 
may be ciilled before your Maker and sent 
to bum in torment. · Repent·, I say, before it  
is tew .late! Naow let's all sing No. 4 2-
'Pull for the Shore. '"  

Waving her hymn-book as she paced the 
ward, she started the tune in. a tinny yell, 
always·a·too.e or two .llat. As the old ladies, 
then a· few of the men, reluctantly followed, 
I weo.t to my patient. 

He had made an effort to appear comfort­
able when I had left him- an hour before, but 
Henry bad deliberl!-tely neglected to give 
him his second dose of anodyne and he was 
stiU suffering acutely. "It was better, 
Doctor, after you fixed me up. And Welch 
has filled the ice--bag; but-if 1 had some 
more of the dope I guess I'd be all right­
maybe they forgot it--" He didn't dare 
!'ay more, but his pinched features, hard 
abdomen ao.d rising temperature told of 
stubborn inOammation. 

" I'd be better H I could hold still-but 
I can't keep from thrashin'. It wasn't so 
IJad till that woman began shoutin'.'' 

The discords filling the stuffy air were. 
doing their work, and superstitious fears 
bad already had their tum. I approached 
the masterful maiden to plead for mercy. 

•• I beg pardon , madam, but I have at 
least one patient who n� quiet. I must 
ask you as a favor to postpon�" 

She was eyeing me .with :Qostile suspicion : 
" Young manl Do yew think that expound­
ing the Holy Scripture can hurt any­
body? " 

"But this man is suffering 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. • 

"Pardon me; madam," said a pleasantly 
persuasive voice behind me, " but that is 
not the point at alf. The music, the melody 
of your singing, the ·haunting sweetness of 
your voice, tortun:s' while it charms trem 
all. Remo.r.;e and longing make them rest­
less, you �. 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 tumed to admire the artist. 
Again .I felt a shock as l met the face of the 
man of the white hao.dkerch.ief.;� There was 
no venom in its look now. But� the strong 
features and steady tawny ey.,. there was 

that persuasion which , no woman can , 
resist. . . 

The lady bridled and almost blushed. 
" Poor man ! Well, we shall come again 

in two weeks. Doctor, ple,ase distribute 
these tracts. I trust yew'll read this Qn� 
it's specially consecrated-'--"�jle �riminal's 
Death: an Awful Warning,' " and she bustled 
out, followed by her two plump satelli tes:, 
through my little office into the women's · 
ward. Riley held ·open the door and got 
redder in the face ; tbe diplomat in stripeS 
�wept t,hem a graceful bow at the threshold. 

When the door had closed behind the 1 
black figures, leaving us three in the office, 1 
Riley let loose the cackle he had been hold­
ing. But for me the b\l�or of the thing was 
lost in genuine relief and , gratitude. ' 

Turning to our rescuer who stood, again 
grim and silent, in the doorway of the ward, 
I impulsively held ou� iny hand. But when 
IUs coolly contemptuous'gaze was turned on 
me I felt singularly yoqng and stupid. Try­
ing to be easy 1!-Dd natural, I only succeeded 
in making my tone insufferably patronizing 
as I said : · 

" Shake ! You 01:ight to have a medal." 
When he was smiling at the preacher 

woman the sinister menace of his face bad 
changed to an exp�ession almost pleasant. 
Now, at first he seemed about to take my 
hand in a similar spirit. ·Then the mouth 
drew and hardened, the eyes narrowed and 
he quickly withdrew his band. As I .6.nished 
my ina.ne speech he· turned on his heel with 
a hoarsely growled " Hei.IJ"-and I was left 
staring, holding out my hand at the empty 
doorway! 

The "HobQes ", on the benc:h opposite 
could have seen all tbis. :.�But with eyes on 
the fioor �ey sat motio.Dless, 'their faces a 
blank. I tur�ed to Rlley. With back to­
ward me he was fuSsing with the key in the 
other .door. · . .. 

Dazed. and i>erplexcd I:fook a step or two 
out into the W,ard and ·gp.eci 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 nec.k. · It was the old mys­
tery (misnart;�ed " magnetism"- " tempe.ra­
ment," what:.not) ot £one-force abounding 
and virile. And �t was· hostile ! . 

Rlley, just coming . out of the: office, 
stepped up beside me. · 

""Who is he, Rilcy1 " 
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Riley opened wide his eyes: " Who? Him? 

Why I thought you knew ! lrhat's Dan ;  
Dan Wheeler ! " 

CHAPTER IV 

. MORE WARNINGS 

I SAT in the little office when Riley roused 
me from my musings by: " Shall I send 

in the Hoboes, Doctor? " 
" Certainly." 
He ordered 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 chA.nge in his manner toward me · 
which I was utterly at Joss to explain. 

In this lot of seven men sent· up for ex­
amination there were two who really needed 
to be kept in hospital for tre;,�.tment ;  three 
who could be treated outside, but needed to 
be transferred to other work ; and two who 
openly offered to pay, or to have friends 
pay for them, seventy-five dollars each, for 
three months in hospital as " convalescents." 
I explained to these last that ·I expected to 
611 the ward with men who needed treat­
ment. Also I tol" them the hospital would 
not be run in tha� way any more. 

This was too much for their credulity. 
M�reover they took my mildness for timid­
ity 1and showed sitns of bluster; upon which 
Riley stepped in/.· nd "fired them." 

"Y'see, Docto , if you treat · •em white, 
they think y're afraid of 'em/' he explained. 

" They'll kno"'\ better a(ter we get ac-
quainted." · � 

"I dunno. They're a ba<J lot," with the · 
assurance of a ge�eral fallacyi._ 

" I'm not so sure of that." ' I  believe most 
of them would respond todec��t treatment," 
I answered with conviction/!' ' ·, 

Here I was sure that a slippered step had · 
paused just outside the thin partition. At · 
once I had an odd feeling of being shadowed . 
-as if the whole prison were watching arid :  listening. It seemed unreasonable at the . 
time, but later I found that it was a}�ost 
literally true. In 'some way, the bulk of the 
prisOners learned before morning the doings 
of that day in the hospital. Often as I had . 
this fact proved to me, I never knew ho� it 
came about. · I W!l-8 abtj>ut.to step outside to 
see who 'was listemng when Riley called my 
attention to the " reqUisition list" waitin§ 
to be signed, lying on th¢ table. 

i 
. This list, made out daily by �enry and 

s1goed by the Doctor, went to the " store " 
of the l)epartment �very night, and the 
hospital 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 chose. The · 
sick hoy, however, needed attention . Al­
though he was quiet and fairly 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-l 
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 few hours that followed decided the 
outcome ·of my service at the Pen, but of 
this I was serenely ignorant. I read un­
disturbed in the .office, vi�ng 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
tendJ6t.o;, as well as the other prisoners 
in t1te ward, showed the same slight but 
unmjstakable change in spirit that I had 
noticed in Riley. They had stopped snick­
ering and guying and the ward was �bso­
lutely quiet. Wheeler, however, paced the aisle cease­
lessly, aloof and lowering, _ t�e · embodiment 
of potential disaster. And Henry's ma­
levolente became more marked ·as the after­
noon wore on. From time to time he mut-· 
teied spitefully to the nurses. That he got 
little encouragement made him only the 
more vicious. 

· 
Four o'clock came and the prison clanged 

with closiDg doors as the men came in from 
work and were locked in their cells. Six o'clock brought more noise and bustle. 
The night shift of guards came on ; Riley 
went in t.own to his family; and I went down 
to my supper. Again, I was routed by the 
keepers, with the�r smok� and murky talk. 

When I reentered the ward, however, a 
pleasant surprise ·awaited me. I found the 
little office transformed. A cheerful red 
cloth coo/ered the table, which bore an ap­
petizing supper. On the radiator, over a. 
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bluc-ilame · burner, a coffee�pot tilled the 
small room with its I,..agra.nce. 

The night keeper, presiding over this 
scene, was unmistakably a gentleman. What 
is more, he seemed to expect me. As I ap­
proached, he said pleasantly : 

" My name is Lawson. I hope you 'II join 
me. I have laid a plate for you." 

Never did anything �tc so good a s  that 
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 stories 
of our lives. 

· 
· �I knew you were a Harvard man," said 

he at the crid of my narrative, " and you' re, 
· the first one I've had a chance to talk to 
on the island. Now I think l can help you 
a lot." 

"I don't doubt it," said I gratefully. 
" First orr, what does ' cough medicine I 
mean? " 

"Ea.sy. 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  oow tell 
me about ' cough medicine. ' " 

"That, my boy, was a hint which may 
put a powcrfu' weapon in your hands." 
He leaned forward to whisper. "The chief 
source o( Henry's pull with the screws is 
' cough medicine.' " 

1 1What? " I shouted. 
" Sh-h ! It's a fact. There are a lot of 

steady nippers among the screws, and Henry 
fills their flasks� which are sent up marked 
' Cough Medidne,' with booze. See ? "  

" See? Weil l should say so !  Whee-e-e­
yip! " and I banged the table in exultation. 
" But why didn't you teD Mac? He wanted 
to run the service right." 

" You forget. You're the only Doctor 
that ever stayed on. duty after six, when 
I co�e on." 

" That's a fact. 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 Cor another 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 curloUf noise out­
side and Lawson immediately 'hurried out 
of the office. When he came ·imck. he ex­
cused himself by sayin�: " I  lhdught it was 

I 
some of the men out of bec:raft�r hours; hut 
Wheeler is a privileged character." 

" Say, who is this Wheeler? " 
He again r.Used a warning :band, as he 

whispered: "His real name is Daniel Wheel­
er, but to the profession be if known as 
' Sled' Wheeler." · . 

''WhGIJ" I shouted again. " Not the 
' Sled Wheeler ' that Josiah Flynt counts 
among the five most famous living crooks?" 

"The same man," he nodded. 
After a few minutes for recovery I asked : '  

" What's he doing, serving a short sentence 
among tlie small fry? "  . 

"Oh, he's only ' doing a bit ' through a little 
piece of private spite worked by a frame­
up and a bought-up · ju�e. He long ago 
made his bargain with the Central Office, 
and this town is safe for him-and from 
him. In fact he has .gulf¢." a lot of political 
influence.'' Hen! he.pwled 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 hea.r · like an Indian." 

" What if he can? " ! .said aloud. "What 
is all this cheap mystery, anyhow?" · 

" But it's no joke, I teU you," be .said with 
sudden seriousness. ' · ·  "AS I said, the man 
has big politi�l influent�. If you stay 
here a month you'll know that's no joke ! 
Besides-Dan h4s kil.l¢ almosl as 111411Y men 
as ' Wild Bill' Hkkok .already, and he has a 
fiendish temper. If. be were to f croak . one 
of these poor crooks right now, or you or me 
for that matter-he'd probably get oft scot 
free! My boy, you don't know what a 
tight little despotism this i!!land is ! "  

He paused and I sa t  'ileot. I recalled 
Mac's worried look and his warnings. Surely 
they took this; tlUng too !iJCriously. How-
eve.r, I was vaguely·.uneasy. . 

" An·other t�ng,'' resu.I:OM Lawson in his 
stage whisper, ';'' yoti w.ould better go slow 
with this drug or�erly. : You don't know 
these people as I do." · 

" Can't make a.n 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 stinter." 
And although he did much talking-show­
ing how it was possible to land in stripes 
without doing anything ,at all, etc., I! would 
not be persuaded. · , "H that's the caSe, might as weU do soine­
thinga.nyhowand havea:runior.yourmoney," 
I said, and went to bed to dream of it. 



The Crook and the Doctor 
I 

The next morning, to my surprise, I was 
allowed to finish my breakfas� . undisturbed 
and started at once for the ho��ital. In the 
lower hall I met the· Dep. . 

" Well, Doctor," said he briskly. " How 
goes it? " · 

" Not so bad," I answered. 
" So I hear." Then, in a loWer tone, he 

added kindly :  "I hear you're 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 tnarvcled 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 ho�tilities 
at once. 

CHAPTER V 

WHEELER STRIKES 

spirits hugely, despite the growing suuen:Y 
ness of mine· enemy the drug orderly. 

Wheeler slept late in his curtained recess 
at · the end of the ward. When he was 
roused tnere was a prodigious sloshing in the 
adjoining bathroom before he appeared, 
spqtless and clean shaven. Not a man 
spJke to him ; he did not deign to notice 
them, and if he noted our improvements he 
go.ve no sign. 

So the work in the ward went on fairly 
well, except that Riley, who had been on his 
weekly drunk the night before, soon had to 
quit and lie down. 

The sick-line, too, went off smoothly and 
my diiUter was undisturbed. It was then 
that, although the keepers passed me in 
sullen 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 

MY RESOLUTION was strengthened Henry was out on an errand to the tiers 
by finding that .the drug orderly ha:d Wheeler went to the drug-cabinet and made 

made an attem�t to get at my appendicitis a few swift, noiseless movements among 
case. Luckily I had left orders with Walsh, the bottles: Then, a moment later, when 
one of the nurses who had shown a disposi- I looked lor· him, he was not in sight. He 
ti�n to help me, jnot to give anything pre- returned while I was called lor a few min­
pu.l"ed by Henr)1 He at once showed me ut�bto llle women's ward. It was not long 
a dose the Gem:irn had fixed to be given at aftet. this that I happened to see his face 
silt o'clock, sayi� it wa.o; the medicine I ha,d as he turned toward the office door; its 
ordered. It was p1 violent emetic and might seething malignity was startling! Some­
have resulted i�l the boy's dcli.th l Henty thing recalled to me at that moment Qne o£ 
came in just as Walsh sfiowed me the glas:s, Lawson's dissuading arguments : "Wheeler 
wbich"he had hi�den ; and;that worthy ca;:;t takes his snifter as regular as clock-work, 
a glance at us that was Iau•ly murderous.; . and, ·you'd better be careful hpw you cut off 

Hbwever 1 went aq the alteration I -h�d the supply." Could he have overhea.J:d? 
planned in· the ward. : WBienever it was . 'At first, as I thought- of tb·e far-fetched, 
ne� I spoke to the. drug orderly .in t�e melodramatic mystecy with which Mac, the 
sa�e quiet t�ne t�at � u� i with all the Deputy Warden and Lawson had surround­
pnsoners, eD;tJreJy 1gnonn�·1Hs· ugly scowl�, ed the situation, it seemed laughably ab­
although Wlth · these adornments of · h!S surd. �Y own growing apprehension only 
natural charms he had a ·gargoyle beaten to increased my annoyanc;e and I tried: hard 
a standstill. I got all the histories written to believe the whole th.ing a practical joke. 
up, ruled charts and showed Riley as we)l It was useless. Every face I recalled wo.s 
as the nurses h.ow to keep them, had the . stamped witb purpose, passion or fear posi­
windows fixed for better ventilation, and hively tragic. 
fin�lly changed· the an'ange�ent of t�e � " Do�;tor,. here's Henry with the requisi-
beds. : tion for•you to sign." : 

Not only did iRilcy pr�we an efficient aid Six q·uarts of . "  Sp. F:rumenti " was the 
with his knowledge gaiped in hospila� �t first item on the list. I altered the •• six " to 
Bellevue, but the. pr;isoilers, both attend- " two, " signed and handed back the 'book. 
ants and patients, were '·as pleased as chil- to the German. 
dren with a newjgame. . -foil this raised my Then I turned to leave the ward, ignoring 
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tbe angry twisting of his face as weU as his 
muttered cuJSe. Again he growled some 
guttural filth and I turned my head enough 
to see Wheeler gliding .noiselessly toward us 
with narrowed gleaming eyes which seemed 
to throw out a cold, greenish flame! .  I 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, 
wasfumbling in the:·drug-cabinet:---the shelf 

·where Wheeler had. been-muttering shock­
ing German oaths. He saw no one but me. 

Wheeler never moved his eyes, which were 
fixed �n Henry, but gritted through clenched 
teeth: 

" Go on/ You don't want Lo see this ! "  
Somehow I knew he meant me, but I 

couldn't move. Henry, however, jumped 
a! ii he had heard a rattler. As he turned 
and met Wheeler's eyes, his viciously sullen 
face _paled, his mouth feU open and drew 
down until his brutal features became a 
veritable Tragic Mask of tenified Horror! 

Riley sprang from his chair near the door 
whispered : "Now ! Now! Dan l" in 

hat he meant to be a low, soolhing tone. 
eeler's eyes never swerved as he said in 

a low growl: 
" You miserable bunt ! Go inLo the office 

and stay there ! " Riley went! 
· 

· Again Wheeler repeated monotonously : 
" Go onl You don't want to sec this !" 
Still motionless, for three seconds that 

seemed. like hours, I watched him hold the German . w:i� unwinki.ng glare. Then 
he wheel�an�alked swiftly toward- his 
bed at tile far end of the ward. 

,Theil, and not before, I felt that I could 
move. After a look at Henry, who seemed 
t"urned 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 were 
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 
Lhe man had ad overwhelming fascination 
for me. · As I reached the bottom of the 
stairs I said half 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 answ� it, lis­
toned a moment,· then swore softly and 
yelted to his near-by lieutenant: 

"Defleryl Up to lire hospilall Quick/ 
Come. on, Doctor/ We'U null yel" And tore 
up the stairs three steps at a time, wi�h us 
at his heels. In spite of his age he .helij. his 
lead to the top, burst open th� door and 
half �ved, bali fell into the ward. There 
he pulled up short and gasped hoarsely: 

" By: God !  I belavc he's killed 'uml" 
A writhing blood-red thing on the ftoQ.� · 

!;Obbcd and hiccoughed. Now a hoarse 
choked screech came from where the lace · 
should have been. 'I 

" Ya-a-a-a-help ! He's killcXI. mel .  Ya­
-a-a-Ag-ga-a-" hiccoughing and rising 
again in horrid cracked falsetto as the. thing· 
struggled to its knees. Then it c:ollo.psed 
heavily, sobbing: 1' Ach, Gottl Ach, Gottl 
Ach, �ttl Ach, Gott!" over and · over 
again, while the blood streamed ,between 
fingers pressed to the gashed pulp �here the 
face had been and ran down over hands and 
wrists to the red and slippery pools on the 
floor! ' · 

Look.i..ng down at this stood Wheeler, 
holding in his,. clenched band the . broken, 
jagged neck of a heavy glass water-bottle. 
In his face now there was no rag�ply 
contempt, annihilation, the rut�css, merci­
less destructive power of an elemental force. 

Tbe quivering red creature on . the Boor 
again sceined to feel his presence. It man­
aged to grovel to Kinney's feet;. clasping his 
knees, yammering and sobbing hysterical 
prayers for 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 ibi;usual 
quiet. Meanwhile, with . the· assistance of 
Riley and Walsh, I w�hed,, sewed . and 
plastered up the victim . .  It took more· than a� h?ur· But, !ifter we ha� finished �d got 
him m a bed screened oJI from the resf of the 
ward it was necessary to &ive him.' a. power­
ful s�ative. Every sudden sound ·startled 
him into a panic of terror, and it took a haU­
hour more to get him comfortably quiet. 
Even then there was an o.biding look o( ab­
ject fear in hi!! eyes. 

When at last I sat ,alone in the little 
office I felt unaccountably tired. I noted 
that the blood-stained bottle-neek lay on 
the 'window-sill. As I picked if uo· and sat 
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.<,. idl;'\urning it o.ver ip my hand my._ eyes 

closed. Firstfthe lineq and distorted fate of 
a dope-fiend : came out of the dark · and 
mouthed at �e; then·the strange pano�a 
of faces as �ey had followed one another 
in sick-line; then "the bloo'd-red thing writh­
ing and dopping heavily on the Hoor • .  ; ' 

My eyes sprang wide open to see Wheeler, 
cool and con�mptuous, looking in at the 
door. I had felt bis eyes,. and as I encount­
ered them this time there was quite a new 
expression there. Was it hostility? For an instant it occuned to me ib was my turn­
then he was gone. Again: I was very much 
alone, and very lonely, as the Winter dusk 
slowly darkened the ward. 

CHAPTER VI 

SQM:E EXPLANATIONS 

TIQR a half hour nothing happened to in­
.£' terrupt my reftections. Again I found 
mysdf wondering whether I should wake 
presently to find all this a part of a bad 
dream. My thoughts started on forty difter­
ent Jines and every one ended with a question. 
Out of this cl;iaos of speculation two queries 
came uppermost. Why had Wheeler sp(,iled 
my drug orderly?· And w.ljat would happen 
to him as· a' result? Th� last question a 
little time would answer: Wheeler alone 
could answe� the firs�. \ 

But he was certainly pot the man to 
unbosom hiinself to a n�w acquaintance. 
Mac's advice had been " Keep your 
mouth shut and drive sl�wl" It · seemed 
to fit the ase at present. Moreover, 
I wanted to get ;out of these stiBing �tone 
walls for a breath of relief. I would ·lake a 
look throug�. the. women's. ward and; ·go in 
town-perhaps go �o the Qteater. I st�� 
to the door, looking down the dulened 

d d ned I "Ril I'' ' . war , an � f ey , � · . 
A solitaryj fi�e outlined against a west window t�d arid came: �wiftly t�wa.rd me; 

At once I ! recopizeci !Wheeler's athletic 
stride. As �e �e nearer the lights; wer� 
turned on. iAga.m I was struck by the con+ 
trast bet weep the prison stripes and hiS free; 
proud bearing. But his face was in!ICfUtable 
as he wd qUietly: 

· 
; 

"He �s sle�ping ofl ·last night's jag o� my 
bed. Shall I wake himr " · : 

"It i¥n't !o� while: I ?nly want� t� 
go thrOugh .on the othet stde.'' I $pqke 
coolly, but ,,th an inwa"" sinking I realize� 

that there was nu one in charge of tlie ward I 
All in it were at the mercy of tbisj man­
and what manner of man or demon was he? 

He had turned and was now h&U way 
down the aisle. I followed him. Near its head a small table bore a mirror and a few 
toilet articlbs, aU ·of the best. I noticed, 
as one will in moments of suspens�, that 
Wheeler's hands were perfect in shape, well 
cared for and marvelously supple. They 
were now passing over Riley's inert form 
with practised celerity. When Wheeler 
stood up with tbe 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 followed him 
back to the office I looked at the men� sitting 
quietly by their beds. Not one looked upt 
·not one moved-it was positively gbostlyl 

Once back in the 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 restinlt 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 tQ do, I sat down. The one incandescent overhead brought out 
in bold relief the man's merciless face, stem 
and aggressive�.-

But I coul.\kead nothing there. Was it 
my tum now 'it 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. 11 That cur will go out to 
work in the quarry as soon as he can walk." 

H;e. paused and, in moving his hand, it 
encountered the stained bottle-neck lying 
besi�e hitil! He picked it up and turned it 
ove� reflectively as he went on in sharp 
sentences: " You may be sure· I'm telling you 
"the �truth. There is no mystery about it. 
I have infiuence in the right pl�ce. More­
ovet!, the Dep. is an old friend. He has 
entire faith in my judgment. As. to the 
managemen� of the hospital, what I say 
goesf' 

J:i\e caught my astonished gaze and l1eld 
it. 1"1 told him," he said more slo)vly and 
distinctly, as if w�ting !or me to 1 get the 
full �caning of hi� words, " I  told him to 
kee� the screws out of yo� dining-room. I 
tol him I wanted lo try yo� out. � I told 
him to keep handsl off, to giyc you! no hiilt 
tha. would put yo� on your gua-(d." 

:e broke oft and looked ou� into the ward. 
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The orderlies were bringing in the ward 
supper in large covered tin pails, .which they 
set upon the table with a clang. Wheeler 
stepped quickly to the door and looked out 
at t�em. At once it was so quiet I could 
hear ' my watch tick. 

" I  have watthed you and had you shad­
owed. I know: aU you have said, all you 
have done, from the time· you entered the 
prison ' to make good. for Mac '  "-:-this with a 
hint ol irony-" until, in spite of all warn­
ings, you cu,t off the supply of ' Cough 
Medicine '." 

Suddenly his face hardened; his eyes nar­
rowed vici!)usly, his very voice roughened as 
he said: " You saw' what I did with this! '' 
With the bottl�neck gripped in his right 
hand, he made a sudden gashing'movemen t 
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 lhis is? " 

- With one swift movement he pulled from 
his pocket and uncorked a small glass­
stoppered bottle. As be thrust it within a 
foot of my face I caught the sharp fumes of 
sul�huric acid-oiL o[ vitriol . 

' Youknowwhal thai would do wycmr(ace!" 
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 
ftnger, biting off each incisive y.tord : .  

" Thal cur 1wll this fiud (or you/ He 
counted on provoking you to attack him! 

, In the clinch you would get this in the face 
-lin accident---ym�r fault/ Understand? 
He woUld claim 'VON t1Ud to throw it on him. 
And without friends or influence you might 
even lie landed in stripes-in this very 
prison! Worse things have happened." 

He corked an1 set down the bottle in the 
window. Then, folding his arms, he spoke 
with his former low distinctness: 

" When the time came he reached for this 
bottle behind, the others in the cabinet 
whe.re he bad 'put it, but I bad been there 
befor� him, That is_ why ' Mac' will know 
your face when he sees it again." 

He pauSIId. In .the hush I could h�r the 
lonely hoot of a tug on the river. With a 
rush the reality came over me, but it was 
impossible (or me to realize it all at once, 
though I knew ev1=ry word he spoke was truf. 
Thtn, as I pictured the scene and what 1le 
had saved me from, I was forced to swall� 
twice be(ore I could speak at all. 

" But why did you--" Again l ·s:wld� 
lowed a lump. . . · 

" I  found you disposed to· treat these poor 
devils white," be went on somberly, a& if he 
had not heard. '' I believed you had the 
nerve to see it through. You'll fin4' ·you 
need it. So I didn't stand for you getting 
any the worst of it the first 'crack out of the 
box. Then, -wben the cur made his play, 
or tried it, I saw he lW:I got to �ave it. I 
had warned him, but he mutinied-had a 
swelled head. So I told you to go on; be­
cause I k.Dew y.ou wouldn't want to see me 
at work on him." The tiger-light again 
burned in his eyes as he turned them 
on rrle. , 

" Now you listen to me . . · You've been 
brought up among white folks. You don't 
know these animals. You have got to do 
such a brute righll For two reaie.ns. First, 
for the e:x:a.mple, the efiect·�n' �thers who 
might outg_row thor hats. The other rea­
son : If I bid let up on bim when I bad him 
down , he would have got over being afraid 
and some day he'd have tried to c:roa.k me, 
or y9u. Now he'U slay afraid w.hile he bears 
my marks, and that's for life. He is 'broke,' 
as we say. It's the only way: but one, and 
li'Ult I never take unless it's necusaryl " 

His manner carried conviction. I was 
undergoing strange changes 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 '\'lay, where you 
wouldn't see it, and because I had on slip­
pers. I bad decided to put on heavy shoes. 
I intended to call him into· the office here 
and kick bini to a pulp." •, 

" What stopped you? " I asked, gripping 
the chair-arms in ten� an4 causeless ex-
citement. · · . He didn't answer at �ncej a pai13ful flush 
spread over his face, �vcn into his hair : 

" My damned temper1 I told )IOU I had 
pic�ed you for a winner-concluded· you · were square. That's why yo.u· can have a 
new drug orderly, or anythi.itg you want in 
this ward. But that wasn't all. I found you 
had no use for the screws' dirty stories and 
all that kind of tilth . . Now, you may not 
believe it of a crook, or you may caU me 
cracked, bul lhis is how I'm built. · If a man's 
square, be gets me. If he's dean besides, 
he gets me some more. After you started 
down-stairs that whelp called you-sam� 
thing you probably never heard� I grabbed 
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the�rst � h�dy-thls water-bot��� : greatJcrook as &e �ed the aisle of the m�n's 
and1a� him!" : ·. ward greatly attracted by this man iof sin, 

All the afternoon I had been under an un- but �ardly daring to !approach �lim.· ' Once 
natural nerv�us tension. The reaction was I r��:nped he was .�bo�,Jt to address �e, but 
almost too s.trong for my control. i felt : he h4d turned away .before I had got my 
the muscles of my ·(ace twitching and was : mout!J! open. If only-but that is :One �[ 
grateful that Wheeler had turned toward the ' the l�ttle if� that would have made such a. door. This . was : the man (according; · to big cijft'eren�e. · 
Flynt) kno� an� feared by the poli�c of An,'d now Riley was app"roa�ng ]to. rc-
three continents !  · port: ! "Doctor, the Dowwager Irilprei;s is on 

Tor no pa�ticular reason, unless to show the other side and would like t' speak:t' ye." 
I had recovered composur,e, I asked: " But Wheeler had po.u.sed to listen without 
what sbaU I !:lo for a drug orderly? " turning his bead, and over his shoulder 

When be turned, something like a smile came unmistakably : 
· 

made his sat4rnine face strangely attractive, "Childe Roland lo the Dark Tower ' 
almost boyish: " Just wait! It's too good to Came ! "  
spoil. B ut you oeed�'t worry about this 
ward any more. You can. be sure of that." 

As if to prove tpe trulh of this, the Dep­
uty Warden stepped through the door be­
hind him. With ·a swift 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 ! "  

·ms voice spftened in genuine alieclion as 
he put his hand on 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 w� blushing like a 
girl, although lhere was \ still the : strange 
greenish light in his eyes. · 

"Oh, he was jtist laugJling at one of IUs own jokes," I said. "If jyou'll let me out 
o[ here, I'll leave you fello� to talk it over. 
I see you want to." I 

As he he14 open the dqor for me ·to pass 
into the wo�en's: ward, Wheeler growled a 
hoarse: "Good night ! "  · 

CHAPTER VII 

A NZW EN!!MY 
NOW tha� D� Wheeler had smashed my 

drug oroerly I was in full control of the 
male ward. � If, liQwever, · I would be Pcni� 
tentiary Phy$ici� in more than name, I had 
a still harder task .before p1e. . 

To "!fest tJ:tc [5<:epter of ;the woman's war� 
�rom �e H� ¥atron was a :  handf� by; 
ttseU. ·1But, ·if the great cracksman turned 
:against me on this issu�. molit gruesom� 
were the forecasts as to �y finish. · i 

Therefore,·on this the morning when I WaS 
first to face the Head Matron, I watched the : . . . . . ! 

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, h�r ltind 
motherly face bent over her sewing, sat 
Aunt Polly, adviser and comforter :to the 
unfortunate an!i suffering, and incidentally 
one of the most succes'sful diii.Dlond-thieves 
speaking the English tongue. On my left, 
at the desk, the Head Ma.tron sat in · state. 
Mrs., Sullivan, hospital matron, stood by 
her chair; while farther back in shadow was 
a gracefully slender .figure in stripes. 

A large woman in black, overdressed and 
bejeweled, wit!J. a pitiless face out of whi_ch 
looked hard jjkUsh eyes, my first feeling at 
seeing the Hi\d Matron was relief. For we 
fear : only the unknown, and here was no 
en.ipla-only a vicious, disappointed woman 
who'�ortured the unfortunates in her charge 
for that she bad been denied her woman's 
heritage of love and happiness. · 

.For a moment my eyes wandered to t.he 
slender prisoner. Beautiful, despite the 
ugly· stripes and tight-drawn hili, her . fea­
'tures were pure and her outlines curves. of 
grace. Yet in the dark-lashed eyes wa5 the 
hopeless longing of a castaway. For this 
was I Fannie ·Wellman, the only llie scn­
tenc� left on the island, who· had shot her 
young husband in a fit of jealousy. : · 

B�t the IJ;ead Matron had ground:out the 
usual com.monpla:ces and I !=&me �orward 
wit�the correspon,ding lies, gro.ssly o�rdone ; 
but he swallowed it .ali and purred;: " And 
how do you find tour accommodations, 
Doc o_r? Is everythmg satisfactory?" 

" h, perfectly. I a.m. deligh�ed.'r ; 
"I am glad of that. Our Sifrva,'nts are 

all Wisoners and "need watching. � rour 
meap are not weU served, you inus� le me 
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kno� and I'll see that you are made com­
fortable." 

" So very kind of you,'' 1 murmured. 
" Don't mention it. I always help the 

young doctors." (She had pone her best to 
laod two o[ them in prison.) · " And now, 
Doc�or, I want to wam you about these 
worrien. You .want  to watch out for them. 
They are such .hoffible liars-you can't be­
lieve one word #lre.y say! '·' She shook her ear­
rings virtuously. 

" You don't say ! " I op(·ncrl eyes wide 
with horror. 

" And feigning sickness ! ': she went on , 
·holding up all her rings. " Doctor, you 
can't imagine how slulmeless" they are." 

" The horrid things! "  I said. " Now isn't  
Lhat mean? But I"'m so grateful to you for 
your kindness in warning me." 

" Oh, I always give the young doctors 
�ood advice," she bridled. " They are ex­
posed to so many temptations ! "  . 

" Now that's so sweet of you ! "  I gushed. 
" I  do hope you will advise me. I am far 
irom home infiuences in this "ticked city." 

I have never understood what impelled 
me to this iolly, unless I was a bit hyster­
ical at this sickening palaver. Out of the 
corners o[ my ey� I could sec Mrs. Sulli­
van's mouth, dropped open ludicrously, and 
Aunt Polly's sides shaking; but Fannie's 
eyes were wide with !right. 

" Now thc women used to fool Dr. Mackay 
right along," continued the gracious lady. 
' ' There was Kendal l." Her eyes s:napped as 
she looked toward the other end of t8e ward. 
" I  had her in isolated " (dark cl.'ll 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 
look On a neW harshneSS. H YOU Send her 
down to me righ t 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 {L cold anger rising in me as I 
rer:Alled the tales of this woman's beastly . 
cruelties. Her eyes snapped. " But, just at 
present Kendall luiS bronchitis. She will 
not have to stay in hospital more than a 
month longer--· "· 

' 

" A  month--"!  She began with a 
· ·cracked scream. " You- Do· you know 
. that her time is out in a month? " 

· 
. She had not fully realized the enormitY: or 

my impertinence as yet, but her face was 
working as it began to dawn on her. 

" Now isn't that provoking? :' stid .l.innp• 
cently. ''But nev�r mind! Perhaps she 
will get in again soon." ' 

Aunt Polly had turned to see, but the 
itching cruelty in that.twisting old face was 
positively indece)l.t. · <1 . t 

" You -- --·- -· -. ! Do you'Know 
who-- Y ou'U follow Rallburn before l'tn 
throtegh 'IUith · YF You -- --. ! " She 
choked, but that's not the reason we quote 
no further. She was a woman...:...once. It 
didn't last long. I held the door open fo,r her 
furious exit, and when her foptsteps on the 
iron stairs had c�ased, I turned to, the three 
who were left: " Who's Radburn? " 

"My word ! "  said AUDt Polly; stiU hold­
ing her sides, " but you hought.lto:be bon the 
stage ! ' Far from 'orne'� says you ! Whee­
oo-hoo--" Her breathy chuckles dan-
gerously suggested asthma. · ... . 

" Stop it ! "  Fannie , staroped . her foot 
angrily. She then turned to �e with lears 
of vexatlofi in her eyes: 

" Doctor, why did you make her so angry? 
Didn't you know she is the sistet-in-law of 
the John Darcy who landed Radburn, the 
English actor, just because Radburn had 
run away with his daughter? Now the old 
beldame will go to him wi�h this and God 
knows what they will do · :tc;> 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-hea"(ted Irish­
woman, and she stroked the head on the 
table as she answered : 

" Mrs. Darcy has blilly,ragged the poor 
girl near crazy, and she not fit to,,be up at 
all. :f'annie has beard wha.t,you've done for 
some o'· th' men, and she hoped you c'd 
help her. Y' see, slie wouldn'�· · tell h�r 
troubles to the other young d9ttqrs-now 
she's kind o' lost hope� I gut:ss. f)on't you 
worry, girl ; Mrs. Darcy has.n't landed th' 
Doctor yet i I'll h:a.ve you to tell him all 
all,ut it." · 

. . . 
Fannie's story sounded like the Dark Ages. 

·Mrs. Sullivan hadn't ·overStated the case. 
When she bad finished, ·she �ade me promise 

.to : tell Dan ·Wheeler about the Head 
1Matron's threat, saying he �lone could 
help me. . . I had her at �nee transferred .to the hos­
pital, leaving orders that nobody was to 
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s�k to her. Then I left the ward with 
Aunt Polly's words in my cars: ; , : 

" We're hoff! 'Er LidyShip'll froth a't the· 
mouth wen she 'cars you've liken Fannie' 
out of 'er clutches. Now it'll be your. 'ead 
or 'crs----sure!" 

These repeated .warnings would get, .on 
anybody's ne�es; and this was not lh� last. 

Radburn was already in the prison, and 
that very afternoon he was sent up ;; t the 
hospital as an assistant orderly, an offi 
created for the occasion. In ill-fit · g 
stripes, with close cropped head, one uld 
hardly recognize the .mitine�girl's . idol. 
But he bravely retained his nose-glasses and 
'aughty Henglish stare. He told his story 
in full chest tones, without a whimper; and· 
the moral thereof was the folly of opposing 
the political machine, or any member of it. To cheer him up Law!!On and I invited 
him to join us at our dinner and council of 
war in the little office that evening. 

" Well, Doctor," began Lawson, "I shall 
be infernally lonesome without you, but my 
advice is to beat it as soon as possible! "  

" Just because Mrs. Darcy has threatened 
me ? "  

"Just because she can carry out her 
threats. Look at Radburn here! You have 
heard him tell what Jolm Darcy did to him/ 
You have :the same cmv{d to buck against, 
and you haven't his friehds to back you." 

" But y�u said I wo�d be eaten alive 
when I went alter the chug orderly, and I 
wasn't." [ . . 

"And why? " said 'he eagerly. "Just be­
cause Dan Wheeler took :a fancy to you and 
manhandled t;be German> Now you tell me 
yourself that !yo}l can't g�t near e�ougb � 
Wheeler to tell him about 1t. Ever�� yo.u 
and the Head Matron feU out he 1iB..s been 
looking"-he : hli.d lowered his tOnb •to an 
apprehensive�hisper-" lookingda� and 
bludgeons. iNow suppose---" l :· . "Wait !" I �terrupted; "You f&rg�t-he 
promised to see me through and k�p �e 
ward in line.', 

" By Jove!''  Radburn 'broke out. "Y<iu 
have faith in the word of a crook?" 

"And i� what might happen il he 
should cul'lopse on youl" added Law:son. 
"You saw what he did to Henry in there." 

"Did 1� d0 ilwl?" Radburn leaned ' fc;r­
ward an� frofined intently. .He h� :seFn 
me dressmg what was once �e marl's fa¢. 

I nodded, �nd t]le actor looked siCk..· · i 
" But he h.d reasons," said I. ''If you 

had heard--
· 

" Lawson's frighten� stare 
over jour heads turned us h?th in·ioul, cha.iJ:s. 
In tlie open doorway of the· war4 atOod the 
cracltsman, grim and threateni.DJ; for one 
moiD;ent he fixed on me those 1benpmbing 
amber eyeS, swept the others With a eareless 
insolent gl�nce, and noiselessly vanished. 

CHAPTER VIII 
ENTER, LlNTON 

IF TinS were untrammeled .fiction I should 
recount the battles that raged 'twixt me 

and the Head Matron, the hair-breadth 
'scapes in the imminent deadly breach, e.nd 
my final spectacular triumph over the heavy 
villainess. But so did not things happen on 
the island in the year 1 9o-. 

Now that war was declared, there was a 
puz:ding period of inaction. On the women's 
side there was no interference with my 
orders, and I carried but the reforms I had 
planned without so much as seeing Mrs. 
Darcy. The only reminder of hostility was 
an occasional outbreak of hysterical fear by 
Fannie. She lay a:wake nights to worry 
abo1;1t Wheeler's at,titude and Mrs. Darcy's 
revenge. 

More than once I have been asked why I 
stayed on in�e face of so many threatening 
conditions. · ot being introspective, I can 
only point ut 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 
otheJ: reasons why I never even thought of 
leaving my post. � 

'Jlhe absolute devotion of criminals, once 
their confidence and gn.titude are won, is a 
trite subject. But words can't tell it. · Now 
tha¥ it _was known throughout the prison 
tha� the new Doctor was square, was not a 
grafter and only wanted a chance to treat 
thd sick, the result was almost incredible. 
Any man who can t.h.ink. it strange that a 
doctor did not leave such a service as that 
was meant for some other profession. 

Three days·after the HP.ad Matron.made 
her threats things b�gan to occur . .  Un­
known to me, there were doings in tlUs in­
terim ; but the fourth evening brought Diet­
mann and Linton-queer ·h(\w ·tbatr name 
Linton seems tb twist something inside ! 

My night orderly's term ·having eJtpired., 
Dietmann was the candidate sent '!IP for my 
approval. An educated middle-<:ta.s! Gl"r-
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man, new'to the country, be had attempted· 
to run an all-night TenderJpin place without 
the usual police protection. · Therefore he 
was taking his first lessOn in city govern­
ment in a free nation. 

' I liked his looks, and it was to teach him 
his duties tl:i.at I stayed up in hospital alter 
bed-time. T}:len we played pinochle while 
we waited for ca.Us Irom the tiers. 

But before the game was finished he re­
turned froni a bell call to ·report " a  fit." 
Close on his heels came two " trusties " bear­
ing a 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 terribly 
broken by dissipation and an QU tcast 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 aw;1y from hi.D].. 

MQreover, 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 
appro,ached Linton's bed, Wheeler Look his 
stand at its foot, frankly listening. 

" Well?" I asked, as I stopped• before 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 " I  was faking," he added. 
. 

' 
" But why did you do it? And why did 

' �ou not keep it up? " 
'!' One swift glance fr.om me to Wheeler, and 

· hls 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 oecause--:-" 
" Becau!;e-" 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 , 
11nd I'd have nothing to do with·the frame­
up." · He looked at Wheeler s�eadily, even 
accusingly, and the big crook turned a.way, 
then walked·slowly down the aisle, with head 
. bent in thought. :� 

In a flash it came to me-this rntn was 
eating his heart out to regain sbmetJ.mg of . 

what he had lost. Possessing- the doglike 
devotion of the prisoners, I· could· nelp him 
lift himseU in ·the estimation of his feUows, 
and this, I judged, would be the first step in 
his regeneration. I spoke on the-- impulse: 

" I  want another orderly-to look after 
surgical cases after operation. Do j'Ou want 
the job? " · ' 

His hands,. clasped in front of him, gripped 
each other uhtil tbe.knuckles cracked : " You 
-you don't know what I w�s going to 
do--" 

"I don't cil.,.el Will you stay up here and 
help? " 

He set his mouth, but in spite of him his 
l ips quivered. After two attempts to control 
them he suddenly clappe4 .lrls: hands to his 
face, threw himself across th� bed and deep 
tearing sobs shook his body. 

Once it became known th��ot I wanted the 
man treated like the r�t : �£: )he orderlies 
the persecution ceasell. 'the .. men were still 
inclined-to let him 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 
w];len the Doctor speaks to 'im ! "  said Riley 
to Walsh, a typical Bowery bad man, with 
one side of his mouth drawn down where 
he did his talking. ,. , 

" Well, 'I be didn't I'd croak 'm ! "  hoa�ely 
_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 .be 
momently expected . to see me mutilated. 

This was the harder to understand in view 
of the fact .that everything wa!S being done 
not only to make D\Y wo1k go smoothly, but 
for my pl�asure and amusc�ent. Diet­
mann, the new drug orderly, w� one of the 
most dignified liar... aird the mi>st encyclo­
pedic repository oL misiilformation that it 
was ever my good • luck to . �eet. I had 

Q called him "The Professor," and the name 
stuck. Then the Dep. let out the secret 
that Radburn and Diet�ann were sent up 
to the hospital more for my pleasure Lhan 
for their comfort. ' · · ' 
· Now Radburn had proved a valuabl� ad­
dition to our dinner-circle in 'the little office 
-what the Professor called the ,, House of 
Lords," but Dietmann was a treasure-trove . 
When we had asked him to join \!S, jt was 
because he seemed como11nionn.ble. We 
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re� called. upon to explain this when it .  
trAspired that · he had � figures in the· 
German bank, as well as: som� real� tate 
and unlimited credit in toWn. Later; ·when . 
I went in town of an afternoon he gave n:ie 
a list to leave, �ong with .a liand-bag; at a . 
certain " fancy gtocery." 0n the way hack 
I brought it home,·laden with thin� not on 
the prison bill-of�Jare. � � 

So, take it by and large, life moved along 
pleasantly enough in the Pen. Hospital, in 
spite of the ominous silence o£ " Sled" 
Wheeler. But the mutual suspicion between 
him and Linton beca.mf, every day more 
intense. 1 

One night Linton, in charge of a ·  post­
operative ca.se that required constant at� 
tention, being wom with work and worry, 
fell asleep, and iD the morning I found him 
!\noring on the bed next his patient. 

" WeD, Britt, how is the wound this morn­
ing?" I asked. His pulse showed fever. 

" Pretty painful, Doctor. It feels· so dry 
-and burD!I like fire.'' 

Turning to Li'Qton, 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 on1y stirred sleepily and 
muttered. Wheeler came a step nearer. 

" Linton ! Wake up! It's the Doctor ! "  
I shook harder. ' 

" I  beg your pardon." t He sat up rubbing 
his eyes. "I didn't mean to go to sleep." 
He blinked drowSily. t 

"I don't ti.re �cir that, but. why haven't 
you changed the; pack �n this wound? " I 1 
asked sharply. "This Jita-.. has a tempera­
ture and he is in pain." � . 

"The pack? '' i He iva$ not Y.�t fully 
awake. 11 I dido'� kn�-: " . 

"I told you pl4'i:nly, a,nd w{ote·t �n this 
chart, that the paek · a.s . . to be ;�anged 
every hour as long, as he� wa.S apy pain. 
You haven't tou¢hed the' dressirigs: since 
midnight I" I ' ·. J I • 

Looking up fro� the cha.-t;, he saw Wheel-
er for the first time. · His sullen face Bushed 
and his nostrils q�yered. • There was fight 
in the air: and it �ould have but one out­
come. Wheeler, in spite (If his fifty. �ars, 
seven bul1e�-scars, ,cracked �'slats " and jaw, 
was a:s lithe' as a wild-cat. Hewas, moreover, 
of the kind that �·t be whipped. He once 
said he always licked a tn� if he could ; if 
he couldn't he kill¢d him. :And yet his eyes 
had not the gleamlof dest�ction I had seen 
there before be ha' broken Henry. 

" Why didn't :::.•ort jollo·w directi.ms?" ( 
harked at Linton. No answer. 

Then Wheeler said sweetly : " Don't yott 
hear the Doctor speaking to you? " ' 

As Linton only set his jaw, Wheeler went 
on in the precise :English he could use w;hen 
he chose : ,  " Y  0\1 : deliberately neglect your 
duty,. and n9w you insult the man who 
picked you up. You. are a treacherous ct4rl '' 

Linton's face twitched as if stung by a 
lash. " You're a liar!" He whipped out. 

Wheeler was in the air before ·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 inter­
vening bed, with my left hand I caught 
Linton's collar and "Snatched him desperate­
ly to one side from under Wheeler's descent.  
Braced to meet a shock from in front,· a side 
pull easily up!>et him and he came back 
over my left knee, head and shoulders to the 
floor, while I caught Wheeler's weight on 
my right shoulder. 

Blinded by rage ·and confused hy the 
sudden shift nf �ition, Wheeler's right 
hand grasped my throat, his )eft was clapped 
'-o my face, thumb gouging the eye-socket. 
If his recognition had been a fraction of a. 
second later, I had been a one-eyed man ! 

" Easy there, Dan ! "  .I said as quietly a.o:; 
the pain and the relaxing grip on my wind­
pipe would�nnit. 

With a 1\':'�h and a backward spring he 
cleared himself from me just in time tododge 
a straight left, 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 face 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: 
"This stops right here and now ! You hear 
i:ne! ,  

I t  had all happe'ned 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 both 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 8:11 he said. Linton flushed 
with pleasure as he took the first ha.nd held 
o�t 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 watchtul of all my movements· 
�s before the quarrel. Linton, on the other 
hand, was plainly uneasy. He fidgeted, 
paced the .aisle and ate no dinner. Mor.e­
over, he kept close watch on Wheeler and · 
the keeper in charge of the hospital. 

· 

CHAPTER ix 
A TRICK DOUDL Y FOILED 

RIJ.EY, the regular keeper, was off duty 
for the day and his place was taken by 

a Jewnamed Scbnitzer. He was a yellow cur, 
who had hated me ever since I had stopped 
one of his petty gro.fts. I was relieved when 
a message from 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 Lhc table in my little 
office and ran for the stairway door. J ust 
as I reached for the knob a nervous hand 
caught my coat and I turned to" face Linton. 

" Well, what is it? "· 
" Please look in your bag b�fore you go, 

Doctor." 
Snapping it open in a hurry, I saw with 

surprise a pasteboard box, such as contained 
my soiled collars for the Chin,man. " Notb­
\ng but my laiu1dry," I said. " ! forgot to 
take them yesterday. I didn't put them in 
to-day-I don't know how they came there. 
But I want to catch that boat ! "  

" Wait! Wait/ Thil.t isn't your laundry I 
You'll be pinched ! "  

I looked at the mao in astonishment. 
" It's,a. scheme to land you !" he went on 

excitedly. " Ask Wheeler ! "  . � 
" What the hell do you want of Wheeler? " 

inquired that ' ubiquitous person from just 
behind him. Then1 looking round at the in­
quiring faces in the ward, he ac:lded : " Come 
into the office, if you're bound to show up 
your mare's-nest." 

When qe had closed the door, he . _took his 
old 'position -with back to the wiJl!low and, 
fi:dng a sardoDic gaze on Lint;on: '"Now, it's 
your move." : :. 

Linton. made no attempt lo conceal his 

excitement, as he began to speaR rapidly : 
' 'I  ·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-ito muscle of his 
granite-hewn face moved. The-; ·younger 
man went on: " Schni�r came up here to­
day to work the game 'they had tried to hire 
me to wor\. It was · �e old · rrame-up of 
putting expensive drugs in your bag and 
having you arrested for stealing them to 
sell in town. I wa.tcheg the Sheeny so 
closely 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 other side! "  ( · · 

He pointed to the crai:ksifian, with a .fin­
ger that trembled, then tuming to me: 
" Open the box and see! "  .: 

Taking out the box, l r�mj)Ved the cover 
and exposed-my �ollai's for the Chinaman I 

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 : 
" Will you explain this? " 

He· turned his greenish eyes on me thought· 
fully : " I  put them there. You left them 
here yesterday.'' · . 

<� Well, what thep? Did Lioton drcnm 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, 
come) Loosen upl Tell me aU about it.'' 
I was a bit astonished at my nerve, but it 
seemed to strike him favorably. 

"The Jew got · them in all right, but I 
palmed them under his nose/ I learned the 
trick when I ·was. in 1 green goods ' !  " 

Lint�m put his arms on Ute table and 
dropped his head on ·them. ·.: 

" When the Old: Cat went alter your scalp, 
I played heavy vjllain: She thought I was 
with her, nnd so l'got next q:p. her frame-ups. 
After I hnd spoiled two {or her, she got sus­
picious and sent up this' dub to spy." He 
indicated Linton by a 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 1u: is satisfied now, and will lenve me 
to run · this thing," ' he finished grim!�. 

Linton dragged h.iTQseli wearily to his iect. 
"I'm a poor fool anyhow ) "  said he bitterly. 
He turned heavily to the .door.-

"\Vait ! "  I ·said. " J . want you to �tay 
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. tjght here ! ,  I wantlfriends ar�und �e-and be false modesty to deny I was immensely 
I need you m hospi�." He still stood down- popular. 
cast. " Stay as a f!t-vor to me." With face Possessed of a line reserve, Wheeler would 
working, he nodded silently, turned · quickly not join· the " House of Lords." Sometimes, 
and went out. I turned to Wheeler: " So however, he would join us una8K.ed. over the 
you have been fairy godfather again ! But coffee and cigarettes and telt ·us of his ad­
while you were blocking the Head Mallon, venttires. Radburn declared it was worth 
were you testing niy nerve-:-as you .�d last being uhprisoned ; and I can see Linton sit­
time-or trying. rny faith in your word?" ting outside the office door, perfectly self-

He still regardec;l me unsmiling: " I told unconscious and absorbed. 
you. It was td gel next to her games. It Yet it seemed to me that the great crook 
was the surest way; and there was too much was overcautious in keeping guard over me. 
at stake to let anything else stand in the He kept clqse watch of my every movement, 
way." He spoke simply, as if neither of us and chargeR me never to go in town without 
were concerned personally. Then he men- giving him notice. I knew he was having 
tioned casually: '� Her first plant was to me shadowed, and although I thought it 
have you shanghaied, but I knew the man unnecessary, I humored him beca.u5e I owed 
that ran the joint:-I had you shadowed him so·much. So things went until the day 
anyhow--" His' voice trailed off thought- came when Mrs. Darcy and Schnitzer were 
fully, as if he were reviewing the situa:tiot'l. to leave the island . . 

Anything I could say or do in return. for That day we were having a special cele-
what this man had done for me would be bration in the little office. Over an after­
absurdly futile. There was no use trying. noon spread Whe�er was just telling us how 

" How do you suppose I enjoyed it?" I he came by his broken jaw-as a. result of 
asked complainingly. " Waiting to see if underestimating a " little dude " in a Chi­
you were going to remove my scal2_ and cago barroom. . . 
present it t� the Head Matron? "  ·�. A cackle at the door and in popped the 

I fancied his eyes gleamed bumor6usly good-natured moon-face of Devery, a.s­
between.narrowed }ids, as he said : "Haven't sistant head keeper, to say that the Doctor 
I kept you interes�d? Here I scoured the was wanted in the isolated corridor. There 
prison to fill the ' Uou� of Lords'-and look was in No. 3 an insane patient called "The 
at the �rofessor! i Y�u're hard to please. Gorina.,:��aiting for certain people in town 
But �t isn't aJF-Mrs. Darcy leaves the to do tWe months of.red-lapcry before he 
island for good next 'iveek!" could be transferred to an asylum. Now 

" How did you c;io tihat? :' he had become so violent and noisy that he 
" She has enemies I at headquarters, and needed quieting; 

she has been t<»Q �y.. Her place is "Kinney's alra.id he'll have all the ani: 
wanted for your( friend, · Mrs; $ulliva.n." mats howl in' if he ain't qui'ted before the 

Until then, when tlie reliC! came, I didn't menagerie comes in f'r the night." 
know how tryingi the suspen�' bad been. "All right," said I, rising. " Wait until I 
But as he piled tltings up, I bqp.n to feel load !!- hypodermic with hyoscin." 
that U .I looked jmuch longer , mto those "No, you don't! "  interposed Wheeler. 
amber·g�een eyes 1 1 might ma.k.e;.� fool of "Not wlleS.S a man goes with you. You're a 
myself like Linton. So I tumed�way: nice pup, Devery ! " turning on him sa.vagely. 

"Thanks." i f •. " You'd let the Doc�or go in that cell and 
"Don't mentiort it." 

· 
get croaked. That Gorilla'd split his head 

; with his bucket in a second!" 
CHA·PTER X "Now, ho-ol� on, Dan!" said the good-

natured Irishman. " What's the matter 
with me? · Ain't I wid 'im?" 

i ' Ti GORILLA • 
UP TO date my life has held no better 

seven days tHan the week that followed. 
The whole prison �joicedover the approach­
ing departure of 1the H!l&d Matron and I · 
was given the credit of bringing it about. 
It was useless to! disclaim: it and if would ! 

"You ! "  said Wheeler with vast contempt. 
"You're too slowl · Where's Sullivan? " 

" Off fer the afternoon. There ain't a 
extra screw.on th' .island." 

" Then get Kinney himself to go 'Witb you.'' 
"Th' Old Man can hardly limp wid tb' 

rheumatism." 
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"Now, see here," I said, I or I had my byp. 

ready, "If I don't objeet, nobody else nced 
bother about it. Come on, Devery." 
' But Wheeler held up a threateDing finger: 

"It'll cost you your place, Devery." 
" Well, what can I do,_ Dan? " whined the 

badgered nran. 
"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 hi..m through. 

" Oh, come onl "  I said. " What's the use 
of aU' this foolishness? I'm going now." 
Bo.t 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 I If he is hurt "-he jerked his 
thumb toward me-"you · don't want to 
come into this ward on your feet/ You 
understand? '' 

As we clattered down the iron stairs 
Devery admitted: " Dan's dead right! That 
bucket bed a, right to be took out o' that 
cell. It's iron and has sharp edges to it. 
Th' Gorilla c'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 bed 
charge o' the animal till I 'come t'ln at six this 
mornin'. An' since then tb' cuss has been 
raisin' hell so 't we wasn't none of us 
anxious t' go in there t' take it out." 

The isolated corridor was as damp and 
silent as a vault. When Devery had dosed 
the heavy door'bebind 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 oU:t only the outlines of 
a figure lying on the cot. 

This cot, of canvas o� a go.s-pipe frame, 
was hinged to the right�hand wall so that it 
would fold up out of the way. Betwccra itlii 
·outer edge and the cell wall on the left was 
a space just wiae enough for a m� to walk, 
and at tqe far end . of this space stood the 
heavy iron bucket. · 

As we got used to the dim light we cQuld 
see that :the man was well named. Long 
att?ed anq heavily muscled, his �t was 
stnpped trom a powerful hairy clist, and 
his face was that of a low savage. txhaust­
ed or f�g sleep, he· lay on! JUs �k with 
one arm ;and leg hanging over tl*. edge of 
the cot to the iloor. Devery rattled the 

iron door and shouted, " He.y there, Dalyl 
Wake upl Here's the Doctor to see you l "  

The big brute muttered sleepily; sti.rted a 
bit and resumoo 1iis regular breathing. 

"Open the door," I said. 11 He's-8.lh ight." 
Devery turned th�.i great key, but as 

the door swung outWard he whispered: 
'\Hadn't r�better go in an' tli.ke out that 
bucket?" 

"Oh, damn the bucket! "  ADd with hypo­
dermic in my left hand I stepped .into the 
narrow space between the bed and the stone 
waD, Linton tight to my heels. Then-­

' "LOOK OUT I "  he yelled; 
Bounding upright, with.(·� ·flash-like, cir­

cular movement the Gorilla caught and 
swung the bucket up and over, then down­
ward viciously at my head_I 

The. expected had �p�!l�· Watching 
for this very move,' wlfli nght fist properly 
close� I instinctively felt that to draw back 
would be fatal-it ·would be to collide with 
Linton ana get my head crushed like an egg. 
So, with every muscle taut 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--mailiac ended in a 
sick grunt as we Wfl!lt down in. a floundering 
pile, the wild man beneath and Linton on 
my back. He had thrown himself forward 
under the bucket os I had done, and had 
taken the Iull force of the blow. 

Devery showed no signs of 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 bad folded the 
cot up and in the space thtis made stood 
over the madman- with' revolver drawn. 

" Git up, ye brutel'' ·he �onished, with 
a kick. But the man hadn't got his breath, 
yet-to say notiU,ng of hJs ·legs. 

"Let that bed 4own· again; Devery," said 
I, " and get him on it whil� I put another 
needle on this �ge; tbis'·one is broken." 
I stepped out to make room. They dragged 
the apparently helpl� 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 plWlged the needle quickly into !the 
skin of the back, where I knew he rould 
hardly feel it. SuddeDly I felt the muscle$ 
.under my -band spring taut as - steel-the 
body wh�led entirely o�er-and _with a Wild' 
screech of "Poistmed I "  the maninc was upon 
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me again, and in his upraised •band, not a 
foot from my face, gleamed a kniftl 

Before I could move even a muscle Linton 
had hurled his bOdy between us,· clasping his 
left arm around the maniac's neck; while his 
right-! notjce<l with sick horr.or-bung 
limply by his sipe. The knife �as buried 
in his back, ·and he rolled on the floor inter­
locked with the madman-under the cot! 

With the dim ligh[ from the corridor shut 
out by Devery � the doorway, the space 
under the bed was dark. I tore wildly at 
the g�·pipe (raJije irl a desperate attempt to 
fold it up-it Wll$ jammed 1-while from the 
writhing mass b�low came now and then a 
hand up.O.ung for a. hold or a blow I Twice 
the hand with tHe knife rose and feU with 11 panting gasp-t�en the cot came loose out 
of the way and !Devery got iil a blow with 
his revolver-butt which stunned the beast 
and ended the s�ruggle. 

We dragged t!tem 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 to rise. 
"N ol " I blurted. " Lie still ! You're 

hurtl" � 1 
" Then that's all right." He lay back 

with' a sigh. Wheh I had brushed the blur 
from my eyes.he hrd quietly fain.ted. 

C�TER XI 

GOOD-BY, OLD MAN ! 
. . , . Up in hospital the Professtir and Walsh 

were h�lping me dress Linton's wounds, 
while Radblim., Wheeler and �e . rest of the 
staff were listening to Deveey'�· story. By 
the time tlle whisky had paj-tly reviyed 
Lintori, De�ery had got to the knife episode. 

. "What �e hell," interrupted Wheeler, 
"·did you gq to clinching and cat-wrestling 
WitH �e brute for? Why didn't you hand 
tiim.:,o�e under the ear and put him 'to sleep?' 

: · '� Ca,t't you see? "  I broke out. '' Linton's 
collar-�one , w� broke� by the �ucke,t 
i .. .  t;he! first : mix-up ! It was · the brave5t 
thmg a man could do--:-to go under that 
knife tp a clinchj �th orie ann disabled ! " : 

! Wheeler .�eaned over to . hold an artery­
c�amp : for �e and whispered in my ea�; 
'�It�s � bluff. Send the znen to their beds.!': 

All the convalescents had crowded round. 
Whe.n they had gone, Wheeler said: 

"I intenupted to prevent their hearing 
about the knife. No�� what Mrs. 
Darcy and Sclinitzer ;�ere �atching the 
othe[ day. She! put him up to tell the 
' Gorilla' you wei:e bound to poiso� him­
you know tbt:'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 hls face there was 

. something that looked 'almost like affection 
as he sternly smiled: 

" Well, Kid, you look as if you had been 
to a clam-bake of the Nth Ward." 

" Anyhow, I didn't come back on my 
feet! " Linton grinned. 

Linton grew �teadily weaker, for he was 
bleeding inside> and in the eve:ning I had to 
teU him that he had only a few hours more. 
He was perfectly satisfied and happy. He 
said he suffered no pain, and insisfed that I 
must go to lled. About midnight I com­
plied, leaving orders that I was to be called 
if there ·Was nny sudden change. 

It !s a beautiful Sunday morning when 
I awoke to the singing of birds outside my 
windows. E!!-rly Mass was being celebrated 
in the chapel, Radbum'sclear baritone rising, 
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 I sat down by his bed it was plain that 
he had not far to go. His face turned to me, 
now a clear boy-face--in it a devotion: that 
was to 1pe a reproach. 

· "D��r," he whispered with an effort, 
"may I ·.have so�ething to brace me up­
while I say-something? "  His eyes closed. 
I gave him a· stimulant and waited. As the 
fluttering pulse made its bri�f rally, he be-
gan again his la�red whisper: : 

"I've been _.thinkiDg-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-th!Lt's one 
reason-! went to hell ! "  His Iace �louded. 
" Then I couldn't get out-alone. 'f ou: were 
the . .first-to help-I don't need to :tell you 
-how I felt." The weakening i whisper 
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ceased and he seemed to be drifting. I 
could not see that he breathed. I took his 
hand, and he smiled.. • 

" Thanks. That brought me back," the 
words wer'e hardly audible. "I'm no preach­
er-! lo$t !my chance to be-anything-but 
I am going-soon. U I must face another 
Court-1 have one plea-that !.saved a man 
-worth s,avi.ng. I ·placed my last bet--<ln 
you. It's up to you-to make good-for 
both." Again the whisper died away ; again 
his face cleared as the effort ceased; again 
the pulse ran low and stopped. After a 
little he opened eyes in which there '"as 
clear childlike trust. I bent to listen. 

Faint but· clear the murmur came : ' 
" Well-good-by--<lld man-good luck !" 

There was a long, tremulous breath�ding 
in a faint rattle. The wax-white face 
showed no line of trouble. . 

On the dead quiet or the almost empty 
ward Radburn's voice was home up from 
below: 

" Kyrie Eleison !  Christe Eleison ! "  
CHAPTER XII 

A GRIM WARNING 

IN THE dingy little office of the Peniten­
tiary aospital we were comfortably rum­

inant over after-d.iilner coffee and cigarettes, 
Dietmann, Radburn, Lawson and I. 

11  Well, Doctor,"-the fanen matinee­
idol, Radburn, settled his nose-glasses on 
his English nose with a survival of his 
grand manner 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 heai,ry on your hands; what? " 

It was like his British burliness to be the 
first to mention Kid Linton's heroic end, 
which had left us all in shadow. 

" I'm not looking for trouble," I answered . .  
" MoreOver, the next time there might lit 

· nobody at band willing to get ·between me 
and the knife."" 

" Unless it wc�e . Wheeler," said Lawson. 
" Now th'at he's nd the prison of the Head 
Matron 11-nd the Sheeny screw I don't see 
where you arc to look for the next trouble." 

" By Gad," �'adburn lea�ed f . ard to 
thump the table! with soft cmph . " I'd 
be more afraid o[ WheeleJ! 

· He has 
all the at�ractiveness of a tiger,�a rattler 

and the Devil himscU. No . ,wonder the 
crooks dodge if �e lookS at'' them I "  

" I'd take my· chances. from a third-story 
window rather than face him when he'll 
angry," said I.. "But my fai� in. him is ' 
perfect. yet I know no mo�� .a�out him 
-know him no better, than a month ago. 
For a week he has rliot spoken three words ' 
and he lpoks more saya.ge than ever." 

"I'll tell you ·the reason for that." Law­
son looked as wise as a man .co\lld look when 
whispering across the tabl� with a weather . 
eye on the door. " It's. being shut up with 
these coinmon crooks. He's· used to a liCe 
of wild i"tcitement as well· as the swellest 
luxwies of all kinds. · He;s a regular Beau 
Brummell as to his persdn�ven in here you 
see how well-groomed· he looks-and to be 
shut up with these greasy hoboes for weeks 
on end simply makes hir:Q. ,savage." 

"But you tole\ m�,y01irseU that he has 
spent all he bad when �e came in-three 
hundred dollars--<ln · the sick crooks in 
here," I. advanced. 

"And 'keeps it dark so tha.t none of them 
wiU come near to t.b.a.Dk him!" 

· 
Radburn, fficking 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 feroCi.ty o.£ the man went 
through our group like an icy breeze. 

As usual, he had paused on his bed-time 
pacing of the ward to look in on our nightly 
circle. · For a few �onds only he absorbed 
the scene within, then m9:ved noisel�ly 
away. , 

It was after the morning round of the 
wards. that I fotind the sil�� man reading 
my Hare's "Therapeuti,cs •r,, in the little 
office. As I entei'ed from the women's ward 
through the hea�y ironed ddor he rose re­
spectfully as usua.I, but �tea:d o£ stepping 
quickly through the opposite door he-slanted 
a sharp look toward me. Seeing no busy 
preoccupation in my eye, he allruptly asked : "Is it true that -- and --' will kill the 
craving for booze?" 

"In big doseS they Will." 
"Are you game to tr.y it to the limit? " 

still holdibg my eye' steadily. ' 
" Yes. " 1 : 
Another second of inte�rogation; he · 

pressed his bard mouth a b�t tighter, and 
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turned t!) leave', Before he had taken a step : 
I said' in' a iowi tone : 

· 
'fDB.rciy and. his crowd have·�quit? "  A .  

question,: but with no purpose· 'except to . 
ser\re lis introduction for others. · Therefore ! 
"Not j Still on the job !" was an unwelc'ome : 
suz'pn"se. I sat down, feeling w�k-kneed. · 

"How do you know? " I. asked : :  
"There's a spy on th e  islan1l-in the 

prison. For a week I've been trying to 
spot him." 

So that was why he had been· so fiercely 
uncomp!Ulionable I 

"What is the game? " 
"WaiLing-wat¢hing for an �xcuse for 

puttil;lg you against the beak-bench bunch." 
" For arresting me--getting me into court, 

do· yO,u mean?" . 
1 1He owns 'em. Just let him get you up 

on!=e, 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 han<;! 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 pa�nfl!lly _lunny :b�ause just now 

he was playmg baq man himself. Just at 
present :this delightful old Falstaff's rOle was 
his private personation of the great " Sled 
w;heeler," the tenjor of the police of two. 
continents. It was !disconcerting to confront 
the o;riginal. ' f . 

; Whe .. Wheeler: tprned to me there was a 
twist at the comers of his moU$}1 Lh�t r.epre-: 
sented a smile. It vanished as he contiDued: 
" Don't_, get in wroligl You dop�t have l:.o do 
anything. Ask Radburn 1" ; • ' 

Al:lruptly stepping to the cl,oor, he called 
the actor with a pe�emptory j�rWof his �ead. 
Radburn ca.me, loOking very );eJ:ious. · 

14 Just go over the legal points of :your 
trial* fqr th� Doctor." Wheeler spokel with 
c<iol 11-uthonty. · ' · 

ifhe . actor was always ready . with his 
grieV;ances and b�gan at once. If. you read 
the papers at the time, you. know (no�g 
'at) ail about the famous case that supplieq 
the yeQow press for months. At the top: o� 
his tareer Rad�urn ha4 :infuriated : JohJl ,D!! by running away wid! and matrying. 
his a�ghter. Darcy swor� to land him;� 
r�ve; ge. When the young fOUple had theJ.:t 

first quarrel it was serious a.s 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 
mont& and in.fluente could secure. The 
papers reeked . . .  After SOme 'Weeks the actor 
was acquitted for lack of evidence. but . the 
notic¢ of acquittal was printed in small tY3. 
on ari obscure page. 

Released and rearrested on a charge of 
bigamy, he wa.s confronted by two street­
women, imported from London for the pur­
pose, 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. 

As soon as he was Cree he was arrested for 
the third time. Some slight contradiction 
in testimony was 6.shed out of the records of 
the preceding triit.ls; the actor was convicted 
and given . the �mit sentence for perjury/ 
He went to pri�on an utterly ruined man. 
No manager woUld ever engage .him again 
on any terms. :The paper-reading public 
still believes him guilty of wif�-beating, 
bigamy and all unnameable horrors:. 

As Wheeler :wal)ted from . the office with 
.the smooth gliding step of an athlete, he 
said �sCme over his shoUlder: '"Think it  
over !'"-'• 

No deep thought wa.s needed. The actor's 
story plainly showed the persistent, malig­
nancy of the man who was now on my trail . 
What was more alarming was the evidebce 
that he could both furnish the offense and 
dictate the sentence. 

My dreams were troubled that night, but 
the events of the next day drove my danger 
from my mind. 

CHAPTER XIII 

THE WAltDEN 

ALL 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 Ma.Dgan. 
CrOQks and sc�ews alike looked upon 11 the 
Old oMan" with superstitious awe and affec­
tion, He was •• the greatest Jiving crim­
inol(lgist 1' ; " dead square, �d the wh,i.test 
mari living" ; " one of the· Four ·Hundred­
has �en a high-roller in his day,"-accord-
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ing to one's varied informants. It was therapeutics it left little i:loubt . as to the 
whispered that he bJi.d been drinking henv- nature of the profe&onal all or the morrow; 
ily since the death of his -wife two years Thanks to the prison " telegraph " . after 
qefore. Tb:is was . denied, and he was said lunch I found my pospita,l stafi a:s proudly 
to be abo�t to marry his second cousin, elate over my invitation to dinQt:,r at . the 
Mrs. Archer, who had managed his house j(Big House " as I was: 11" • · 
since the Head Matron had left. Wheeler gave no s� of intere,st until I 

Lawson had informed me tbat the Wa.rden came up to a the office to .report .tO Radburn 
had not looked with favor upon my prede- for final " dress" inspection. Su�denly the 
cessors in office and that he had never great crook stepped. lithely between us and 
spoken to one of them. Therefore I re- took possession of me without a 'fOrd. The 
ceived his summons with misgivings and at look ib the cold, greenish eyes 'no man could 
once thought of the Exhorters. interpret. After a swift, app�aising glance 

The Exhorters were not loving me over- he murmured as if to himself:· " Your tie's 
much because I had not encouraged their too straight." . · 
visits to the ward. The brazen voice of the He pulled it a hair's breath, with a touch 
square-jawed maiden-lady who led them- like a zephyr, meanwhile continuing the 
together with her promises of certain Hell murmur that I alone could hear: "Pay 
and Torment-had so rasped the nerves of no attention to their fool �. Remember 
my patients that I had instructed Riley to that they are coming.,,td ::you for help. 
as),( them to come· another day whenever You're asking no odds of them." 
a bad case was in the ward. They had The rman was an enigma. One more 
protested spitefully. keenly co�prehensi.ve look and he said 

In the highly finished office there rose to aloud: 1'Now you're all right--go to it ! "  
meet me a grizzled gentleman of the old The dinner was served;in·a lofty banquet­
school, so like a fine old greaL-uncle of mine i.ng-hall with high-arched · ceiling; at one 
that I stared stupidly. His voice was low end a huge fire-place held a glorious fire, 
and pleasant: " Doctor, we have been hear- with fore- and back-log ; !lnd tbe family made 
ing great things about you; and it's high me feel they were in eames.t in declaring th4t 
time we met. Pardon me, you recall some hereafter this was to be my kome on the 
one--- " holding my hand and searching island. But the prospect that turned my 
my .face. head with delight was the thought of the 

" You remind me of my �reat-unclc, library I had seen on entering-and the 
General Wylie---" nearer acquaintance of Miss Archer ! 

" That's it!  You're the living image of She was Mrs. Archer's daug'bt�r, eighteen 
him at your age." He resumed shaking -there is no room here ; she must be .left 
my hand in delight. "Why, my boy, Dick Cor other pages. But s}le is the reason why 
Wylie was the idol of my boyhood ! You I can recall almost nothing of. the talk a.t 
coUld ·have no better blood in your veins table. I remember only; her nrst remark : . 
.o....-could pay me no higher compliment. " You have lots of loyal admirers among 
WeU-weU I we must lose no more time in the prisoDers, Doctor. 'But �on't you find 
getting acquainted. I was going to ask you work among the prisonets very·i;Jepressing? " 
to caU at the house professionally to-mor- " No, not a bit. : They are yriore appreci­
row, hilt unless you.. have another engage- ative than maDy more fortunate. I find the 
ment you, must come to dinner to-night, at . work fascinating beyond everything." 
seven. Ttiere'U be only the family." . 4 "That's because you tr�t.them right and · It was one of the few limes when at first bring out the best in them," said the 
sight one feels lhe pull of the dan-bond, Warden. 
destined to outlast friendship or passion, "I have thought at times that they brir;tg 
that stress only ·clinches the tighter. When . out the best in me," I ai)Swered. 
I left I carried within me that deeply com· "If it only had,. that effec� on me l "  said 
fortable sense of being at · home at last, the Warden, as to himself. 
which makeS a home of any plu:e. The bitterness of his 'tone made the oth�rs 

And yet itbere had been a tremor{in the look up with apprehension. The skeletOD : 
Warden's �uscles that was not: fro�age, a had rattled� 

· 
nervous �t that had but one .lllilianing. Until dinner was over the talk 'Was SQS· 
In connecti_on with Wheeler's questions in 'tained with an effort. After dessert the 
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I ·  
Warden went to his room, pleading illness; 
the elderly sister followed and $QQn I was 
left in the library with Mrs . .Arclier. Her 
daugMei, in the adjoining mi,Jsic-room, 
playeci sE>ftly while we ·were talking. 

NeV,er : since then_ has a family tragedy 
lak!=n ,to strong a .hold on me. ThFigenuine 
kindn� :of their h�piWity ; my sympathy 
for :the Warden ; the evident sufferfug ol the 
wotnail who told me with tears in her kind 
ey�; the melody of Shubert's " Serenade " 
co.o;ring through the open door-all helped 
in stirring me to a depth that was painful. 

"To think that such a man can J>e ruined 
by a foul tongue! "  she buried her face in 
harids_ �t trembled in spite of her. " Such 

muscles relaxed ; the staring eyes filled; she 
threw herself on the couch, burying her face 
in the· pillows to stifle her �obs. Like .aU 
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 lie 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. 4 

CHAPTER 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 

a rare -gentleman, and the .foremost crimin­
ologist of his time! But misfortune has been 
so exaggerated and distorted that, if he can 
not meet some men in town next week and 
be himself in every way, it will mean ruin ! "  
Sh� could control herself n o  longer. " I  
dmi't know that you---anybody-can help. 
I don't know what to do! We were ad· 
vised to ask you- But I can't sec--·" 

. Dep. in person Qrought it to me and he 
looked very serious. He was a man o[ few 
words and his manner was sheepish as he 
hoped I " could help the Old Man." 

" Is it ·beyond his control? ' '  
·� There are times--one o f  those periods is 

coqililg C?n now-when he must drink, and 
d� he.!tvily, or he is nothing bu t a nervous 
wr4!Ck�n only lie ip �cd and suffer. He is 
a man of treme�:�dou� will and can stop all­
a.U sti��ants at once; but if he does he can 
no� h�p� to do &ljl�· g for several days. 
Then it !will be too o.te. He will not only 
baye to resign:at on . he intended to leave . here �· · tpe Spring ai1yway....:....but he will lose ' 
the s le*did "Positiop in the West that has 
been Hered him. It �will be the end of every· 
�g(" · . · , 

1·'3ould he let .1;11e manage �e case? '' 
So ething in my tone :rilade,her look :up 

quic y. " Yes. Indeed, � �.he wo�ld. 
What" do you .mean1. " , _, .. � :  1 

':'There'safa.irchEbtce that I b:n help :h�. ; 
There are drugs that will Hut a man in that : 
col)ditioh on his Ieet and tide him over 1his ; 
attack, �so that he can ' appear · hi�lf. : 
Afterwatd the habit can :be dealt wilh- : 
foi; g�. BU:t th� things must be glVeJl. in : 
im�e�� do�l*rger than are considered ' 
slUe. :At such' times, however, I am satisfied ; 
that t;hey are "sale/' . 

Sh� stared : as ii at a ghost. When she ' 
spoke, it' Wa& in a-hushed Whisper: . i 

�· Youi-yo" wo\lldn't deceive tne in this? : 
Pardon i:ne-l au\'t ma.ke it seem real.?' � �� I Wfnt �ver . it siowly' her liense ; 

In a luxurious bedroom the Warden tossed 
on n canopied bed-dearly on the verge of 
tremens, but holding on with a heroic effort. 

" Doctor, this is big business (or a grown 
man-fighting a.fear of nothing ! "  He held 
out a trewbling hand. 

" It's�ly a symptom-and on.e that can 
be sto�!i!d." . 

" Stopped! "  He jumped up. '" Stopped 
when? Stopped how soon? They've been 
knifing me already in town. Unless I c�n 
see the Commissioner in town this afternoon, 
they can drag the river for me to-morrow !" 

It was the tirst time I had ever heard it 
said in earnest and it shook me up. . 

" � mean that I can fix you so that you can 
do whateve�you wish at three this afternoon, 
if only you will come back.at six for another 
hyp. Then we wit� begin the regular treat· 
men.t in the morirlng." . He stared blankly. " You'll-you wiJI­
would you· mind saying that again? I have 
thbught I heaJ;"d so many things..,;....in �e "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 ! "  

" II  you, will only follow· my directions 
afterward," I finis)led. 

: "I'll do anything, you Si'l.y-only don't 
keep :me waiting ! "  

· I rang for �oiled 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. I gave 
. him the iriunensedosesof stimulants without 
hesitation; told him to close his eyes and 
lie still Uiitil I spoke to him and for twenty 
minutes I watched beside him. 

" Now you can get up and dress," I said 
finally. 

him and he lVU ready to begin treatment 
Lhe next morning in my nelf private ward. 

The great crook said nothiug to me until 
a hall-hoW' belore the WardeD.� was due . 
Wheeler sat just ou.l:$ide the door of the 
little office, a newspaper hiding his face. 
A strange man sat on the hobo's bench oppo­
site. As I passed bini Wheeler growled, so 
low lhat only I could hear: · 

" Don't iook at me. T�ey're o�. Watch 
out! "  

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 turned toward the window 8.Dd looked 
, out, hands in my pockets, �lose to his elbow. 

" Who's on to what? W\te.re? "  

" I  believe you've done it ! ". he -spoke half­
unbelieving. Then his facelightened. " Great 
guns, boy, I never felt anything like itt  How 
long will this last? Why don't the big men 
of your 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 tha� do? " 

" Will it do? My dear boy--" He 
reached for my hand: "There is no usc in 
thanking you in words. I shall not try. 
When it's an over we'll see about it. Wait! 
Mrs. Archer will want to--" 

.. Then I'll see you. at six." And I ran 
away from embarrnssing thanks. 

In the Winter swilight 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 lfard. 

These lovely lfomeu, in contrast to the 
Exhorters, always" chose times when the 
ward was quiet, so I rarely sa.lf them except 
as I passed through. But I always saw their 
wake le[t in the faces of the men. I have 
seen the men keep frUit until it was pas� 
.eating--as a r!lminder o£ their visits; and 
all looked for their coming eagerly. 

This afternoon w�en I came into the ward 
I found Wheeler and Sister Mary talking 
earnestly. She was the leader of the Sis­
ters; a beautiful woman, full of pure hope­
ful love and sympathy, and her presence 
was h"ke sunshine in the ward. lt.jWas not 
the fi.rst time I had seen thes� tw�i·talking, 
and their understanding seemed �ect. 

The afternoon passed quickly in;'l-eacllng, 
a.nd at six i:he Warden came back trium­
phant and hopeful. All had: gone;;�cll for . 

"There are two 'plainiclothes' down­
stairs, one at each door. I've nailed the 
' shadow' at lnst-it's the new matron on 
the other side-think she'sJrom the Central 
Office. And that' nuiSe" over there is an­
othe� for money." 

The new matron I had barely noticed; 
only she Seemed too young and pretty for 
the position. The freckled stranger with 
large ears was the nurse the Warden had 
engaged. His looks were not all one could 
wish. 

" We can get anothe'r·nurie," I murmured. 
" They'd know ,.we were ()n-and work 

something ho.rder. This is easy. But 
you'd better put off the Warden's case for a 
day or two. If you make any mistak�no 
matter how little, hell will be out for noon!" 

" Not a minute to lose. Bes.ides-I shall 
make no mistakes." 

" Good stuff I Go to it! "  
I stretched and yaimed as_ if I had been 

dozing, and turned to approach the nurse. 
He was staring at Wheeler's legs and news­
paper-aU he could see of h.ipl-with terrl­
fied awe. He tore himself·. ioose with an 
effort. •/' 

"Arc you the nurse · from· the City Hos-
pital? " : · 

" Y  e-yes." He jumped · at the rustle of 
Wheeler's paper. 

· · 

"Then come this way, please.'' 
He walked as far from Wheeler as possible 

in passing him and followed me into ' the 
new wnrd. While he · was making things 
ready under my directio�s I noticed that he 
watched the. windows closely. While \my back was turned (so that 'I cou1d see him 
through a mirror over the bed) he dipped 
one of the shades three times at· each Win­
dow. At the next op�rtunity I saw that 
one of the plain-clothes was in sight below. 

A few minutes be(ore the Warden was �ue, 
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·' 

I told the nurse to put him to. bed 'as sqon 
as he caxne and cal l me from the other side. 
Then I went to hear what t.he men , had to 
say about it, for I knew that my stafi was 
wildly excitt;d and arudous by this .,time. 
Riley, hi� forehead all puckered with!-.,orri­
ment, whispered : "Are you going ahead 

•with it, Doctor?" . 
"What bas got you going? " I said. 
"Oh, I don't know, but there's somethin' 

doin' that ain't right-two plain-clothes 
down-stairs, at both doo�Dep.'s b,een up � 
twice to talk to Dan. If Wheeler don't croak · 
somebody before night,Ilose. I never su him 
'n such a hell-of-a-scrunch's he's .been in 
all dayl'' · 

" 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 hall 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. In spite of the always sa.r�tic twist of 
lips that mocked my weakness, something 
in his pre5ence roused and steadied me. At 
the time I took it for resentment. 

" Doctor, your patieht's ready," from the 
door behind me, startlW all of us. 

I realized how muchjdepended on the out­
come-that the futll(e of at least three 
people was at stake, J;>ut I could n..ot feel 
anxious. I needed the' lesson that was wait-
ing (or me l � 

Taking the chair by the bed, I took the 
Warden's wrist: 11 You have a good pulse 
this morning." 1 ·� . 

" I  am, feeling fine--effect of �d over 
body. I have W>t off all worry aq_f:t_respoD.Si� 
bility ; it all �ts wi� you." : :�e looke4 
up with a smile that was �lmosti�ppy. 

"That is the light spirit. Y�u·will help 
most in that way.. Prof�rl" He was 
behind my chair � a second. 

11 Fill this hypod�rmic," I gave the form­
ula for a strong !�eart-stijnulaot including 
r-120 gr. of atro�. 

· · ' 
" Ver!/ well�Doi::tor l Is:that all, Doctor? " 

This in his mos� ' impressive ceremonious 
bass, thinking of 1 the impression he was 
making on our dis�guished patient. 

' 'Yes. Hunylupl" 

; 

me, he wl:!ispered �th great show of secrecy, 
"Atropin solutjon not concentrated enough. 
for a hyp.. Give it per os? " 

" Yes. Give me the bottle." I took it 
· fro� hint hastily and went to the window 
: to get a better light. I noticed as I poured 

out a dram that the mnn 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-twen�t

.
h-:-a full 

dose, ·but not unusual." He subsll�� and I 
hadn't the heart to.sit on him more heavily 
for his officiousness. I gave the draught and 
the hyp.; s;J.t by the bed for a few minutes to 
see that the heart responded well-which it 
did; gave some directions for the next hour, 
and went down to $ick-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-roo!Jl when old Kinney an­
swered the whistle. of the speakiDg·tube. 

" Hurry-call t' ·the hospital ! "  
;)' CHAPTER XV 

..J, '. THE :YISPLACED DO'I 

JN THE door at the top of the long fi.ights 
of iron stairs I ran into Riley, pop-eyed 

and shivering: 
" D-doctor l W-warden's unconscious ! Nurse says--'' 
I pushed past him, past the Professor 

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 
worse! The trembling nurse was holding up 
the head and rattlirig the edge o{ a glass 
against .the teeth in frantic, futile effort to 
get him to swallow. Face purple-flushed 
and expressionless, eyes glasgy-blad: . and 
staring, twitching 1ips flecked with foam; 
the man on the bed raved guttural inco­
herences and· struggled to escape. 

One li>ok at the wide-stretched pupils; one 
touch of the rapidly bounding pulse--:-the 
label on the blue bottle spra.Dg before my 
eyes as if shown by a lightning-flash: 

In a moment h� was back with a iilled 
hyp. and a small '!lottie. of dar� blue glass� 

· I can see that bottle now I Tlle label lie' . 
before ·me. Comin.��t close and bending ovet Atmpin Sulf. gr. "": - B 1 
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The mark about the line W4S the misplaeed 

dol of tlf!t i belOVJI Sixteen grains instead of 
one-sixteenth ! I had given two-hundred· 
and-fifty-six times the full dose of the deadly 
poison ! 

I felt a sensation as if I bad 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 
full grains on an emp.ty stomach an hour 
ago ! It was already beyond reach of the 
tube-the Warden was as good as dead ! 
A nd I had done itt ' 

As a drowning man sees his life's pano­
rama in an instant, the whole situation 
ftashed before me. Outside were men 
watching for just such a chance, and I knew 
the nature of the man who sent them. " I{ 
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 effort I 
pulled myself out, and that brought reac­
tion. Could a speck on a paper crush the 
combined strength of many men? Because a 
fool drug-orderly had misplaced a dot I had 
killed a good ma.n, spoiled the lile of at least 
one womn.n o.nd 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 l With a rush of blood and a ringing in 
the ears there surged up in me a fighting 
berserk rage, a rage at Fate and the Laws 
of Things ! 

It is hard to believe, but they all tell me 
that I had hardly to�ched the pulse when 
I began to shout orders : " Riley ! Get the 
stomach-tube f6r the nurse-then send to 
the. Clty Hospi�l �or their battery! Pr� 
fessor, bring the nitroglycerin and strychnin 
solutions-et1ier and. ammonia-'-Sterilize ex­
tra needles and all the.hyps. in the hospital! 
Move! M()N/ MOVE I A re you oJl·diaJ?" 

The face on the bed was already a horrible 
gibbering mask, becoming every moment 
more inhu111an ana senseless . .  The men acted 
as if benumbed by terror, d�dering about 
their tasks and dropping things. I ·began 
to use language: ""Come, get together! 
Nurse, pass that tube while I til�·the hyps. 
Professor, wake vpl Hand. me t;i.at syringe 
and hold this bottle! Rileytt � you, don't 
stare like a stuck pig! Get off �t message 
to the hoSpital and phone to Dr. R. in town I 
Gel otiiJ " 

It seemed lis if things ·:moved with geo­
logic slowness, but at last the}: .did· move. , 

Washing the stomach was an en:!P.!Y fonn, 
but no chance could be miSsec:�;{ When this 
was finished, . the breathing was so "slow and . 
stertorous that I galye: three large hyps. in · 
successien, recorded the time and· amount 
of rach, and sat down by the bed to hold the, 
pulse and watch the respirations. 

.If a.n.)l_thing about that day's fatal doings• 
is an object of pride, ·it is that the bed· 
side notes-which lie before me now-are 
clearly written: · 

Now that I could l�k .about me I could 
see that not a soul but me:had any suspicion 
of the cause of the trouble; they saw that 
the man was dying, but thought it some­
thing like apoplexy. n�·nurse was fidget­
ing about the bed, -p!a:irlly at a loss as to 
whjl-t signals to give liis..accomplices below, 
now and then glancing toward the window. 
The. Professor watched me appealingly, his 
lat face like a hug� . b.aby about to cry. 

., Fix some more o1 that solution and Jill 
this hyp. ! Keep mo�g! "  

Again and again I plunged the needle into 
the muscles of the a.rms· and chest. For a 
few minutes the strychnin seemed to spur the 
failing respirations; then •they would fail 
once more, each time getting more feeble. 
The face became m�re and more bloated, 
the muscles relaxed, .and within an hour the 
body lay inert, l'!<lille though the open 
mouth the heavy breaths came ever more 
slowly. 

· _ 
The ProfeSSQr broke down and whined: 

�< for God's sake, what's the matter, Doc- · 
tor? What�s killing him?)' 

41 Atropin ! "  ': I snapped savagely. "He 
has taken two ·gr.uQs, and'.the record, with 
recovery, is one-and-a-haliW ' 

The weakneSS of my stiff was exasperat­
ing, or I should not hav.e rubbed it in so 
hard. · 

14 Then he can't live ll.ll hour-and we'D 
all go up the river! "  he bellowed outright. -

" You'll go anyhow, you yap ! "  came 
from behind ·him. ,The vicious thrill in the 
hissing ; wor� froze the misemble wretch 
dumb; he stared at Wheeler with chattering 
teeth. . 

· 
; 

"You're the drug-orderly-you fat dub ! 
If any mistake has been. made, it's up; to 
you. You for a lifer! "  . 

The abject, debasing fear in the filt face 
was indecent to look all 

"What's he donei' " It was the Deputy 
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Warden's �oice that startled � all, � :he 
stepped through the door. · ' 

" Nothing," I said, as I turned to give an­
other hyp. " I  gave the stu.lf and. made the 
mistake. " 

At the soUDd of throaty sobs 1, turned . to 
see the Professor leaning agalnsE the door­
post with face burled 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 thRt !etched 
a moan of pain. " ,:hoke off I ,  h e  gritted. 
" Whisper a word to any one, 4nd I'll eat 
your heart alive! You knuw 11iel '' As he 
ground out the last words into th.e wet 
flabby face with a venom that stopped his 
victim's breath, he whirled him about, 
thrust him through th.e door so. violently 
that he plunged heavily headlong, and 
slammed the door upon his ponderous falL 
Then he lW'D.ed his flashing, · amber eyes 
on the Deputy Warden. Mangan was no 
coward; but he shrank from that look. 

"Are you going to see hlm-" (jerk of the 
head toward me) "-get the worst of it 
from that bunch? " 

41 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 
Godls sake, Doc, kqep dark what killed him! 
They'll make it  lif� for you and anybody 
mix� in it, il they get next! Can I do any­
thing for you? " i 

" 'Phone Dr. R. {md get me some pilocar­
pin from the City :Hospilall" 

I did not look 6p from my work. The 
Dep. hurried out; lind .the roo.m was quiet. 
Thinking that Riley must ha.ve run away, 
I happened to look up lor t4� nurse. He 
stood .near the foot. of the bed� 'holding tight 
to a chair-back, gazing at Wheeler, hypno-
Lized with terror. : .;!J' ': 

11 Throw some ether on thelchestl'" I said 
sharply, to roqse him. 

' · 

11 lt's abusing a corpse!" he shrieked. " I  
won't do H I "  Brea.k.itig loose with an effort, 
he rushed toward the window. 

With one smooth movement ,  Wheeler 
tripped him and sprang on hls ba�, press­
ing his thumbs' somewhere into the man's 
neck below the ears. There were a few 
heaving·s.truggles, a ga.Sping, indrawn croak, . 
and the nurse lay a cJitimpled heap, appar:. . 
ently dead. On looking close his sides , 
could be seen to move in weak. breathing. : 
Wheeler rose gracef�y and wiped , his 
hands on a snow-white· handkerchief. : 

" He'll not speak for three hours," he said 
coolly. Turning to me he stood for a few 
seconds quietly watchixlg a5 I made a note 
of tbe last injection. Then he spoke with 
cut$g irony: " Now ma.y I ask why you 
have! landed yourself for life? They didn't 
want that fat slob and he could have 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, hall to myself: " It kills by 
stopping the breathing. The heart will go 
as long as it has aired blood. II the breath­
ing is kept going until the poison is elimi· 

· nated- But it's impossible, even with a 
grain-and-a-bali, 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-lo-be­
done ! "  

Alone under .the crushing weight of the 
guilt and danger, the hopeless, horrible out· 
look WllS slowly but relent1essly strangling 
me. ADd now came the last· twist of the 
screw-arid it was.,Yke a blow in the face t 
I cfndd not eflen plead t� excuse of a ummg 
label/ The very reason why Roman numer­
als are used in pharmacy is to prevent such 
rnistakes-tQ indicate whole units. If a fracti�- bad been intended,, the J\rabk figur" 1-16 would have been used. I hope 
never to pass such· another minule 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 
spiteful when the Profe$0r had asked me if 
it were not a large dose; if I had not been 
so intent upon hurting his· feelings and 
ri�culing his poor innocent pretense, I 
should not have killed this man ! I would 
not wish my worst enemy such torture. 

. . 
CHAPTER XVI 

THE FlGH'l' FOR A LlFE 

t::;'OR .an hour I worked alone-and aged 
.l" . a century. I saw nothing but. the un­
conscious form, heard nothing but the !ail­
ing breathing. All the time black despair 
was settling-- What was that? 

Th8 bre.ath�ng lwd 5toppedl 
A long silence-(:old sweat broke out on 

my face as I listened, sick� sick! At last 
a long inspiration, and I breathed-again. I 
must start artificial respiration aod I needed 
help! Fri�ht' had oarnlvzed Rilev tt.nd the 
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Professor; the .nurse liad 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 
"{ild panther to a pony-cart. 11 Certainly," 
I said, ·as if he had just spoken, " there's only 
one thing left to do-put up a good .fight." 

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 
Iatig\le when I was conscious of relief. I 
found I was sitting in the chair and Wheele'r 
was at the arms, his face the same con-
temptuous mask! · 

11 See here," said I, " you must keep out of 
this! You'll be landed · for complicity. 
They're after 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 lire ! "  

No man ever lived to whom confinement 
was more fatal-it �·as the only thing he 
feared, and I knew it.' 

" You will go up for life-and you won't 
help me a bit ! "  I added. 

"Think you're going to have all Lhe fun 
of this scrap? "- He gave the twist to his 
cruel lips that I had learned to take for a 
smile, and again applied himseU 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. Stil l the effects 
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 ilihaled, and b�bbled in the lungs with­
out an expulsive effort. In this way some min­
utes were lost, . turning the patient ov�r the 
edge of the bed to empty the bronchial tultes. 

The minutes dragged into hours, th:e hours 
into eternities. Radburn, who had been 
hovering outside, asked to come in ar;td help. 
Wheeler br,oke a· long silence to tell him to 
take the paralyzed nurse outside and leave 
him in the care of Walsh with instructions 
not to let him spealt. . Still the gruelling 
work went on. Larger and m11·· frequent 
hypodcnnics were needed i� ad ·on to the 
artificial respiration to keeP. the·: . art going. 
When �e breathing was allo . .  to cease 
even for a few seconds only, tlf. pulse ran 
dangerously low. - - -;�_ _ 

As night fell and the lightS werfturned on, 

the bell rang for the change ol guards at siJG 
o'clock .. With• the night sp.ift; Lawson- �ook 
th.e place of Riley in the meri,!il ·ward, and I 
could hear him a¥ing for j:!etails of tb� 
disaster. Moreover, in the confusion of the 
changey there �as a-leak somewhere. The 
plain-clothes got wind of. the situation and 
in less than ten minutes 'there wa.� an al.,. 
tercation going on in the office. Lawsorf 
was no fighter, the door ilew 'open and in 
rushed one of the plain-cle_thes, much out of 
breath. At sight of Wheeler, however, he 
�Lopped and his mout4 �ell open : 

" Dan ! W-what-.-- -· ?" 
" Good evening ! Iri a hurry, Jake? " 

The modulation of the cracksman's tones 
was perfect, though the·-�weat was running 
in hls eyes. ' -�,. · ' · 

" Beg your pardon, Dan-1 didn't know 
-bl get out now, if you will gh·e me your 
word-· -" 

" Couldn't think of it-wouldn't be hos· 
pitable. Sit down and.see something worth 
seeing. For your sake, Jake, I hope this 
comes out right!" He s�ed sweetly and 
the man wenl pale: . " You see, I might as 
well hJ-ve two indictments against me n.s 
one, and I take'· no chances on your holler­
ing, son ! "  

The man sat down. His {ace wore lhe 
same greenish pallor :i.nd hopeless certainty 
of death that I hac:l-seen twice before. But, 
headed for life-imprisonment myself, it- all 
seemed, as a dramo.tic critic might say, tm­
convincing. I seemed to feel nothiDg but a. 
tired, sullen, fighting rate-. Words and 
images meant nothing. Another hour 
dragged. out-l �ed what had been the 
outcbme of the messages ·to the City H!,ls-
pital and to Dr. R. .,/ 

"I forgot----;-" said .ilie inefficient little 
Lawson, pale and stammering. He seemed 
afraid 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 gorie to 
town." ' 

"That setUes it! " said I aloud. " Our 
orily hope was in the pilocarpin-and it will 
be too late by the tinie we can get it from 
town'! '_' • · • · 

Soon after that, when Wheeler was WO):'k­
ing his turn at the arms, be said, so low 't�at 
the man at the other side of the room could 
not hear: " Put your ear. to the chesti "  

When I had done so; with head down so 
his lips could not be s�en, 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 all a man- can do. Make some excuse · 
--go to Mrs .. Rderty, t.he matro':D. down­
stairs in the women's corridor, and teU her 
to Jet you out tb.e little door from lhe iso­
lated conidor. 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 Lhe city inside an hour. You �n make 
your get-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 mii:te I 

II he helped me out, he would make my 
enemies his; and with his· record, this job 
would be absolutely certain to put him away 
for liCe. For one of his wildly high-strung 
temperament llwl meant liDg!fring death...,..-a 
thing he feared as he feared nothing else on 
earth or in heaven or heU. 

"How about you? " I said at the risk of 
being heard. 

" It's all behind me-it's ahead of you. 
J,leat it I "  

" I :will ! , • 
I stood up and sai� aloud : " We must have 

somej pilocarpin. � am going to the City 
Hospital to get it."� 

Putting on my CoPt, I stopped to listen to 
the heart once more. 

With head on tht! Warden's chest, I whis­
pered: "Promise to! keep up this respiration 
for forty rninut�." ' 

"But you wiU be off the is� in ten. "  
" Pr:omise-or I' don't go!" . ,· 
" Forty it i�ood lucid " ; He gave me 

the superstitious ulucky toucl��� on the back 
as I got up. j . · 

From the door I looke4 back. The man 
in the comer still sat With eyes glued on . I .  , 
Wheeler. The great c� looked up at me, 
and .in his gla*.:e. I thotight there was Rn · 
added shade of 'contemptl · It hurt, but here 
was my chance� ; I carried away the picture 
of him at the �low lifting of the arms. A 
friend is a good �g to have after aU. 

CHAPTER XVII 
. .  

"A HEADACHE-WATER" I I 
THE new ��n loo�ed up cwiously as 

I went t�'ugh the woman's ward, and 
responded cheerfully t_o :my gooo-Digbt. as 

' I .  . . 

I huriied t.Q the stairs. Down the three 
flights of iron steps-Mrs. Ralferty looked 
at me as if I were a ghost, or already a 

c�blind door in the i�lated �orridor­
Quick l "  

Her face lighfed 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 
air7 and I thought of the sap. rising in the 
trees of the Vermont woods as I ran through 
the slush, filling my lungs with the salt 
breeze. 

Some .or my former slall-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 .61Itid my lungs with the free air 

-for the last tim·e?-and was soon at Lhe 
blind �· r. 

No I 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. 'l'wo more attempts, and I slole 
cautiously to the comer. The man must 
have been driven in to get warm, for all was 
dear 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 until I could see inside; then dropped 
quickly-the new matroD I 

They had changed places. This one would 
nQt let me iD, even if she knew about the 
door ! 

A sound behind- A blinding flash ! 

There was a heavy pain at the back of my 
head-fireworks in front.....:..roaring in my 
ears. A dash of cold water in my face made 
me gasp. · 

" He's coming around. Let him alone ! "  
in a. strange man's voice. 

I knew I was lying on n stone Boor-in 
the prison corridor probably. Somebody 
let my head_ gently down-the pain was 
worse, but the fireworks were fading, and a 
woman's voice, ·the new matron's, said: " Are 
you sure y��·re in right? " 
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"Sure! I got orders to put the bracelets 
on the Doctor the first crack after anybody 
croalted up there. Got signal long ago that 
somebody was dyin'. He was tryiD.' _to 
make· his get-away when I r�pped 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 
lhere before then-prison for all (If us! 

It · was hard gettipg up, handcuffed and 
dizzy, and the pairi increased. 

·" No body's dead yet. But if I don't §et 
up there 'in ten minutes, he will be dead ! 
And you will have SOllie explaining to do ! "  
:\ly voice sounded far away. I staggered 
and collapsed on a chair the woman pushed 
under me. · 

" Don't you worry about me, son. Save it 
all for yourselr....:....you'll soon 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, ii you kill the man 
upstairs by keeping me here ! '' Desperate, 
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 doqbtful-was eye­
ing me closely. 

" Y  I)U know whether I'm a liar or not," I 
appealed to · her hopelessly. " Tell him 
whether I am telling the truth or not, H 
you're a woman !" 

Still holding my eyes steadily, she spoke 
to him slowly and distinctly, while I was in 
an agony of impatience over the pa&aing 
minutes that were . ticking away our lives : 
" I  think they have. got us in wrong-all of 
us, Jim. I only got next yesterday. This 
!nan has got a game thafs too deep for 
me;or else he's dead square. I d�n't 
know which. I think--"-a long pause, 
in which o,'lY heart thumped painfully. 
" Anyway, he's got Sled Wheeler so be eats 
out of hi& hand-and you know him/ I think 
you'd bett'e� off the ' bracelets, Jim." 

" You're the �boss/' he spoke sullenly. 
"But who put you next? " 

-

" All the women, and-" in thfpause �he 
took her eyes from me and tu�d to h1m, 
" Sister Mary ! " she .finished lh a lower 
tone. . · : . 

When the handcuffs dropped from my 
wrists and I stood free the reli# brought 

the weakness of reiLution. My knees 
shook and I staggered. '' 

"I teU you he's bJuffing ! ·� the ma� 
shouted, .and again snappe&the·iton on one 
wrist and seized · f.he other. 1 

l tore it free-"-five minutes to spare!-1 
saw tile cloc\t as we struggled. The man's 
panting Iace was riear to mine. Weak !rom 
the cut scalp and loss of blood, I was failing. 

.Wheeler's trick came to mt-viciously
' 

� 
jabbed two fingers of my free bond into th� 
eyes so near to mine! ' . With a scream o1 
pain the man fell back, ·grimacing in agony. 
I reeled toward the fq(>t of the stairs. As I 
climbed painfully,: upward I heard the 
woman saying: "Hold still ! You'll be all 
right in a minute. Y9u got what was com­
ing to you. It's lu�y,£9� yo'! that Y<!U did." 

Up-stairs tht:re ·was· no time to hsten to 
i\jliss Rafferty's explaDatio.�:�s or to wait to 
be fixed up, as she begged me to do. She 
unlocked the door to the room, and I !;&W 
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 the boat? Somebody 'fill sweat for this! '' 

By this time'.his .delicate touch bad (ound 
that the cut was nothing. Like lightning 
he bound it tight . with his handkerchief, 
meanwhile repeating in eager wtdertone: 
" Wasn't he there?. " 

Radburn had taken his turn at the arms, 
so I turned to the cracksman : " I  didn't go 
to see. I got this/' holding up the bottle of 
pilocarpin from my pocket, " I  told you 
I'd 'beat . it' I . We've got to beal t/UJ.l poiscm 
record, and it's- time we were at it I "  

By this time I was fil,ling a hyp. with 
the new solution, but before I inserted the 
needle Wheele�'s behavior stopped me. 

He seemed to swell until he stood inches 
taller and I thought the rap on the head had 
queered my eyes. .He 6.lled his chest, look­
ing at me with ey.es that ho.d a wild light; 
then turned up a (ace that was set in; a sort 
of frenzy : · 

" Now,"-his voice was deep and tremu­
lous, "if there's a Power anywhere that inter­
feres.with things, now's t�e time to get busy !." 

If. it was a prayer, it was the only one 
from those lips, whkh now Set in a. fearsotnc, 
grim detennina.tion. 

As we bent again to our hopeless t'ask1 it 
is impossible to give a.n idea. of the man's 
power. Sternly, steadily, evenly, wi�h .face 
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set in adamant piu-Pose, he w��ught like 
nothing but a h�ge silent engine. You 
�ve seen them, monsters ; or power, as in 
ttte dean sanctity of their inviolabdemples 
they work noi��les\; ;and rc'sistles5, ,  �ith no 
hint or jar or e.ffprt, heaving their �l:iousands 
of tons at every smooth stroke, back and 
forth, back and f�rth, their still, majestic 
�ght hushes man: in his puny strength to 
b(eathless awe. : That was Wheeler as he 
W:.fl.S that night�et like flint, with a cruel, 
tireless force iii reserve, merciless as sea 
or storm in elemental fury. One felt he 
would crush a,nytbing that came between 
him and his immovable purpose. 

'l'ogether a,nd by turns we worked 
through the long hours. . 

Nine-ten-eleven o'clock passed. Rad­
burn bad weakened and dropped asleep, as 
had the plain-clothes man. StiU no change · 
-no hope of change, in sight. Every two 
hours Lawson bro��ht 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 pilocarpih. 

The {ace was fading arid the eyeballs 
were fishy, but the heart was beating. 
Again we went at it with renewed strength 
and Vidous striving, Pilocarpin-whisky­
etherr-strycbnin by syringe-needle, ether 
on tll.e chest-��ge to, muscles of res­
piration , alternil.tiDJ with the electric cur­
rent. But still thqre were no respirations 
except those we niade. · 

There were tilnc:Siwhen we gave the injec­
tions as fast aS we could : fill': the syringe. 
I thought I had known what i.t .was to ha V:c 
efficient help before-but , Wlleeler seemed 
to redouble myi o�n strength• !lJld add his 
own to it. As !wC: wo�ked• tog�er, as the 
task seemed m�re � endlessly �opeless, there . 
roused in us a tlangerous smdide'ring anger. 
With _perfect understanding, like two men 
fused in one, with s�perh�an will a,nd four 
hands to execute i�, we strained every tissue 
of oUr bodies and minds. The interminabl�, 
impossible na.tute .t>f the thing increased our 
vindictive -exasper�don st�adily 'imtil i� be- : 
came a veritabl� p�olonged 'ecstasy of hope­
less fury, a veryif�rlzy of everlasting savage 
determination. ! l -. ; _ · Midnight-1)�ettwo o'Clock passed; we 
were 110 furth«t adva.nced; no less deter:­
mi.ned. :As thqe �ad b�� no �!lDing tb 
this cycle of fiepdi�� str1""g, wtpun m,em­
ory, so there Vfas l llO end : conce1vable. It 

was the darkness o.nd eternal tonnen t of 
hell Jriade real and present. . 

A li�tle after two I thought I saw some 
effect from the last dose of pilocarpin. By 
three p'clock I, was sure of it. But n(iw the 
heart ·was weakening. A large part of the 
atropin was out· o£ the blood, but the vital 

· forces themselves were yielding to the pro-
longed strain and the accumulation of 
poisons. Spontaneous respirations , were 
noticeable, though very feeble, but Un.less 
the man could be roused to a volunt4ry 
elfort, he wouJd die, and die soon. Wheeler 
w� taking his ,turn at rest. I dragg�<d him 
�o his £eel: "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 I 
gave it. Wheeler worked the arms while I 
kneaded the trunk-muscles, set the battery 
going at them, oashed water in the face, 
ether on the chest; then, one on each side, 
we took a hand and shook his shoulders as 
we raised the head. I shouted in the deaf 
ears: 

" Warden ! Mr. Washburn ! Help ! Figh t !  
Wake up! Buw do you feel?" I remember 
the words, senseless as they seemed, and it 
was thAast-- . 

It s�ed years that we strained over the 
bed, waiting and listening. Th� dry mouth 
twitched ! A hoarse voice somewhere said : 
" A  headache-.:.-water! •• 

Fourteen hours since he had become �n­
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 profanity and then: 

" It beats any fight I ever saw-or ever 
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 Iall across ttie bed ex­
haust;ed. Then all tur�ed dark entirely. 

CHAPTER XVIll 
WHICH iS VERY SHORT 

I . . TBE less said about the next few days the �etter. Such fussing and :coddling-;:�s 
iiiha� earnedaV. C. I And lhad onlyundone 
-an� by a narrow margin-thedhmage 
resulling(rom my ownstupidityl The! plain­
cloth' men, when I came to, had vanished 
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lnto 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 cari draw your own conclusions. It was 
a strange mix-up all round, such as occurs 
only in real life. 

When I came to my senses afler lhc Ward­
en had complained of a " headache " -the 
most welcome word I ever heard !-and 
when I had given dir.ections {or the night, 
Wheeler was not in Sight. It seemed he was 
sensibly pr�paring for bed behind his private 
screen. ' 

I found him half undressed-his lilhe 
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 ! "  was my 
emotional outburst. 

" Good-nigh t," was his melodramatic re­
sponse. 

It wa_c; down two Rights of stairs that I 
noticed it was no longer night, but three in 
the morning. 

Adverse Fate seemed to have exhausted 
itself in the fourteen hours of torture. From 
that time on everything turr�ed to good luck. 
The general report :was that I had cured a 
desperate case by mat:Velou� skill. The con­
gratulations from all sides kept me in a 
cc:>ntinual blushing dumbness. 

Then, . oddly enough, all effects of the 
atropin vanished in two days, except a 
violent dislike for alcohol in every form, 
which perSisted for weeks-long enough to 
effect a permanent cure. 

Stored aw�y with the �eco�ds of the poi: ' 
son case are .the w.eddmg-a..rds .of Mrs. 
Archer and the Warden,· dated- �tC?m . their 
beautiful place in. a Western�State; . Mrs; 
Archer's thanks • actually drove . me to 
fiight. � As for the. girl, I hinted - before 
that she would take a story by herself-
and she did. · 

It w�s some days .after the' .warden left. i 
for good that Sister Mary and her con)pan- 1 
ions made their next visi.t· to the p�on. I 
never shall forget the picture as she sat, ab­
sorbed in talk with Whlieler, on the. bench · 
opposite the door I had entered. 

Wh�eler was the one to look up and dis­
cover me, before I C�'IJld .. get into the office. 

Disregarding,my.;grii:iiaces, he sprang up, 
ran to me and seized�JJ].Y hand in that mar­
velous soft steel-finn grip; and drew me, 
blushiJ,tg and hil.nging back like an awkward 
dunce, to Sister Mary: 

" Here he is, Sist�r Mary ! "  he called, face 
lighted up with a boyish pride. " Here's our 
jewel ! "  . 

Through a mist . I ·  heard her thanking 
me, so sweetly and warmly, for all I had 
" done for her ·· boys, " wh;ile she held my 
hand and looked into my face with pure 
blue eyes. ' · 

It was of no use to try-1 simply could not 
say a word . I rcm.cmb.�,Jr thinking of an 

old tale .I had read-how a young squire, 
unexpectedly knighted by his queeQ., "could 
speke no word e." , And I thought I bad dis­
covered the reason-he h-.d a choking lump 
in his throat that would .iiot down. 




