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DON T FOOL

Since

YOURSELF

itself to the victim, yow simply
cannot know whem you have it.

RSELF |
|

e ——— e
P —————]

Ahdd rightly so—halitosis
is imexcusable

ALITOSIS (unpleasant breath) is the
one unforgivable thing=because it
is inmesusedile.

*But how is one to know when one has
halitesizs»" both men and women ask.

Tihe answer is: Yoou camit krnow. Hali-
tosis doesnt announce itself to the victim.
Thet's the insidious thing about it. So
thousands go through lfe ignorant of the
faet that they are offending others to whom
they desiie most to appeal.

Dun't fool you self about this matter.
Eliminate the risk entirely by using Lis-

hey talk about you

behind your hack

terine systematically. Ewery morning. Every
night. Amdl between times before meeting
others. Keep a bottle handy in home and
office for this purpose. It puts you on the
polite—and popultar—side.

Listerine ends halitosis instantly bhecause,
being an antiseptic, it attacks the bacteria
which cause it. Tihem, being a deodorant,
it destroys the odors themselves. L ven
those of onion and fish yield to it.

For your own best interests, use Listerine
every day. Lambert Pharmacal Company,
St. Louis, M., U. §. A,

LISTERINIE

The safe antisgytic
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A

Muscles 5*ayieecs/

OULDN'T it be great if we could buy muscles by the bag—take them heme and paste them on euf
shoulders ? Them our rich friends with momey to buy them, sure woulsl be socking us all over the bets.

But they don't come that sa%fsnm- If you wamt muscle you have 19 Werk for it That's the

reason why the lazy tellew never eam Hepe i@

be strong. 5o if @a’r@ lazy and dom't want
to work—yow had better quit Fight here: Fhis
talk was never meant fof ysu:

I Want Live Ones

I've been making big mem out of little ones
for over fifitesen years. 1've made pretfty mnear
as mamy strong men as Heiitiz has made pickles.
My system never fails. That's why I guarantee
my works to do the trick. Thatt's why they gave
me the name of “The Muscle Builder."

I have the surest bet dhat you ever heard of.
Eugen Saddow himself said that my system
is the shortest and surest that America ever
had to offer.

Follow me closely now and I'll tell you a
few things I'm going to do for you.

Here's What I Guarantee

In just 30 days I'm going to increase your
arm one full inch. Yes, and add two inches to
yout chest in the same length of time. But
that's nothing. I've only started ; get dhis—<1'm
going to put knobs of muscles on your shioulders
like baseialls. I'm going to deepem your chest
so that you will double your lung capatity.
Each breath you take will flood every crevice
of your pulmomary cavity with exygem. This
will lead your blood with red corpisikss, shast-
ing life and vitality throughout your entife
systemn. 1'm going to give you arms and legs
like pillars. I'tn going te werk Bh every iMHEF
musele as well, tonlag up yout llver, yeur heatt,
ete. Yew'll have a sAap te yeur siep and a dh
te your eye. Yeuw'll feel the real pep shesting
up and dewh yeur eld backbsne.

You'll stretch out your big brawmy arms

and crave for a chamce to crush everything
before you. You'll just bubble over with vim
and amimation.

Sounds pretty good, what ?
fellow—I'm not just promising atl this—I guaramtee it.

1t contains forty-eight full page ph_ate?faﬁnh\& of myselft ama
seme of the mamy prize-winning pupils I have trained. Seme
of these came to me as pitiful weaklings. implering me i@
help them. Look them over now, amd vou with marvel at
their Prgseﬂt physiques. This book willt prove an impetus and
a real inspiration to you. It will theill yeu threngh :id
through. This will not obligate yeu at alb, but fer the sake
of your future health and happiness. do net put it off. Send
today—right now, before you turm this page.

EARLE LIEDERMAN

DEPT. 1108 305 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN, The Muscle Builder

Nultwsy ¢ “\MWaglee Builililige,” “SSiaeges oF Wresthilige ands Jitk Jisd,”
™ Seorets of Steengdhls,” “Héress Healdn,” “Enddrence.. HE.

You cae bet your old ukulele it's good.

It's wonderfull. And domt ferget,

Walll, let's get busy, 1 want some aetion—So de yeu.
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Ted had just muttered, *I'll divorce you

Hawailan Heels

Chance look a hand that night in a Hallipuawdl cabaret—anrd! Lance
Huustion, modie star, ffoand] himself pitched inio a real life tragedy

By RICHXRD EARRY

Agithor of * The Lowg Arm of the Big Gum,’’ °* Wsvsh Millions,’’ ete.

CHAPTER 1.
A REAL KILLING.

UST off Cahuenga Boulevard, in the
cinema city, is a blind pig. They
call it the Cross-Eyed Duck. A
false front of mission architecture
hides it from the casual passer-by. You
go under a bougaimvillea bower to a

1A

side porch, and then through a decayed
living room, to reach it.  Beyond the
redwood portal there is an oldHfash-
ioned bar, with two pyramids of glass-
es, and a dozen little tables on a saw-
dust filsor,

The Cross-Eyed Duck leeks like a
set for a movie. In faet, it was bullt
there 1n Imitation of the real thing and

4!
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to delude customers into believing it a
genuine old-timer.

Everything about it is imitation—
the set, the people, the life. The ma-
hogany on the bar is veneered cypress,
the bartenders are extras out of work,
the froth on the beer is caused by an
unwholesome mixture of silicate with
badly fermented hops, and the whisky
is as denatured as any.

However, they hajl just as good a
murder in the Cross-Eyed Duck as if
the sawdust had come from wood in-
stead of from pulverized limestone. 1t
was a real killing.

At the Cross-Eyed Duck the tide
usually goes over the crest before four.
Actors have found that by leaving not
later than four o'clock they have time
to ride home, get a cold shower, change
their clothes, drink a pot of coffee, eat
a bite of breakfast, if there is any ap-
petite left after drinking all night, and
be on the job in the studio by eight.

So, at three o'clock on this morning,
all the tables at the Cross-Eyed Duck
were filled, except one, and this the
most prorminent, right in front of the
bar and adjoining the cleared space,
about ten feet square, where the hula
dancer was due for her third show at
theee thirty.

At the next table was Ted John,
the camera man, the one who had just
finisheetl grinding for the De Mauve
superspectacle, “ The Knight Nobody
Knows,” his wife Mabel, and their
party of four—the well-known dentist,
Dr. H. S. Tweedie, and his wife Clara-
belle, and the proprietor of the big
Used Car Exchange on Hollywood
Boulevard, “ Doc " Singletry, and his
friend, Una Humibin, the prominent
scenarist and secretary.

The Ted John party had just come
down from the hill above Eranklin,
where they had been having a party
celebrating the completion of *The
Knight Nobody Knows.” Ted had
used his new telephotic lens, his own
invention, in shooting the long scenes
on this production, and only that day
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the first projection room tests had
shown these to be highly sticcessful.

The Master Artists had offered him
a contract to take him away from De
Mauve, and he had annoumeed he
would sigh with them in the meorning.
The new salary would put him almest
in the class of a director.

Ted had spent a hundred dollars
with a bootlegger for some stuff that
was said to have come through Smug-
glers’ Cove on Santa Cruz Island,
straight from Lower California. Good
stuff, it was, all right, for the party had
already consurmed eight bottles, and
none of them were so drunk that they
could not navigate. Only half an hour
before they had all walked inte the
Cross-Eyed Duck under thelr own
steam, wabbling a trifle, but all sails

Doc Singletry noticed the vacant ta-
ble, and asked the waiter about it. The
information he got caused him to lean
over excitedly and whisper to Ted
Johm. Mabel John saw the whispered
confidence and alertly interfered.

_“Q@uitwatthity, Ioag’™ sbleecadléel]. ' Nvo
dirty ones alone after 3 Givl”

“Aw, lay off, Mabel,” Ted sullenly
retorted. “ You're looking for trouble,
Doc's only tellin’ me that the table next
to us is reserved for Lamce Houston.”

This did not satisfy Mabel.

“ Huh,” she sneered, “ Lance Hotis-
ton never came to a blind pig in his
life; too much sense.”

Ted vawned. “ Can’t prove it by
me."”

Miss Hummbin pricked up her ears.

“ What's that,” she warbled, * albowut
Lance Houston?™

Doc Singletry called across the table
to her: “ That table next is his. Waiter
just told me so. He’s due.”

The eyes of Miss Hunmbin glowed
with a luster added to that caused by
the gin. She leaned over affectionate-
ly and placed her hand across that of
the camera man.

“Oh, Ted,” she exclaimed, * you
know Lance Houston.”
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“Sure T kKmow him, cutie” He
reached across the table and took her
chin in his hand and smiled fatuously
on her. “Didn't I shoot ‘ The Purple
Twilightt* for him? A regular guy,
and don’t tell me you want to meet
him. He's a Santa Ana for vamps; blis-
ters them with disdain. Not a chance
for you, Una.”

Miss Humibin took down Ted’s hand
and held it in both of hers, while she
languorously replied, looking simper-
ingly into his eyes with an actresslike
affectation:

“How could any man interest me
when you are along, Ted—as a man?
I only want to meet Lance Houston so
as to get a chance at the treatment for
his next scenario. Puiiely business,
baby boy; so don't be jealous.”

Mabel John sat next to Miss Hum-
bin while this was going on. Between
her and her husband was Doc Single-
tey. The party had been laughing and
joking and carrying on for hours.
Several times during the evening Mrs.
John had flaredl out in explosive pro-
tests against her husband’s care-free
ranner with other women.
< At one time he had embraced Mrs.
Tweedie, That was up at the house
befere they eame down to the Cross-
Eyed Duek. Mabel had struck his arms
dewn frem the other weman’s walist,
and there had been a little struggle
ameng the three of them; but no one
had eensidered that it meant anything.

Now, however, Mabel looked at Ted
with sinister intensity. Her lips went
shut tight. They were drawn in a thin
slit.

“You lay off of that stuff out here,
you,” she shrilled. “It's bad emough
in my own home to have you show my
friends how little you care for me, but
you’re not coming into a public place
and advertise what you think of me,
and get away with it. You start any-
thing here and I'll get you, and get you
good.”

Singletry and the dentist laughed
uproatiously at this and applauded.
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“ That's right, Mabel,” Doc sihouted.
“Keep your husband straight, if you
have to lay him out stiff to do it.”

“ He'll be a stiff if he monkeys amy
more with me,” Mabel responded with
ladylike elegance characteristic of their
surtoumdings.

This apparently trifling tiff seemed
of no moment to any one in the room,
and least of all in the party among
whom it occurred. Their hilarity came
to a lull at that moment when the outer
doai* of the Cross-Eysstt Duck opened
and across the dusty flloor, threading
his way among the tables, came an
erect and stalwart figire whose pres-
ence instantly quieted the noisy room.

“ Houston!” *“Lance Houstam?*
spread in whispers. If a director had
trained all present as extras to build
up the entramce of the star, the scene
would have been no better handled.

Houston walked to the table which
had been reserved for him, where a
waiter stood pulling out the chairs.

Following him with a rather mincing
step, looking somewhat disdainfully
on the crowded scene, where most of
the people were palpably under the ef-
fects of liquor, walked that exquisite
little strawberry blonde, Lorraine Call,
who had plaved opposite Lance Hous-
ton in “Tihe Purple Twilight.” She
drew her ermine coat fastidiously tp
out of the limestone dust and elevated
her sandaled high-heeled feet catitious-
ly over the ereaking boards eof the
Cross-Eyed Duek.

Lance Houston took the chair from
the hands of Slum Ritey, the waiter,
and winked at him broadly. Three and
a half years before they had come to-
gether from the Lazy Y raach in
Wyoming, where they had both been
cowboys, to Hollywood.

Now Slum was getting seven fiifty a
day as an extra, when he could find a
job, which was not often, and his for-
mer buddy had just signed a contract
with the Noted Stars which would net
him, for three years, thirty-five hun-
dred dollars a week.
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. .“1 made ’‘er, Slum,” Lance whis-
pered to the waiter. ™ How’s my
style?”

“ Slicker'n bear fat on a juvenile's
eyebrows.”

“ How'’s the entrance ?”

“ Right up to snuff. Good as Lanee
Houston himself. They's none better.”

This muttered conversation went on
between thg movie star and the extra
waiter while Miss Call was being seat-
ed. As Slum stood respectfully waiting
for the order he whispered: " Thanks
a lot, Lance, for doin’ as 1 ast.”

The only response from the amiable
center of attention was a beneficent
grin.

As a matter of fact, it was the first
appearance of Lance Houston in the
night life of Hollywood. He had been
persuaded to it by the importunity of
his former buddy, who had refused his
repeatedly proffered loans, and who
had declared that the only thing Lance
would do to help him was to patronize
his table at the Cross-Eyed Duck.

As Houston seated himself in the
chair which Slum pulled out for him,
his coat tails parted and revealed in his
hip pocket the butt of a gun. It was
clearly visible to the members of the
John party who sat at the next table.
Carrying his gun in his hip pocket was
the only concession Lance had made to
the formality of evening clothes.

It was an unhandy place to carry a
gun, he had always asserted, but it
helped to dress him to stick it there
out of the way. In his smartly tailored,
form fitting clothes it could never have
been concealed anywhere around his
waist or upper body.

It was legal for him to carry the
gun, because he had been sworn in as
a deputy sheriff of Los Angeles Coun-
ty. As a matter of fact, he had not
pulled a trigger, except under the guid-
ance of a director, in the three and one-
half years since he had been in Holly-
wood.

A close student of physiognomy
might have seen in the countenance of
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pretty little Lorraine Call a mixture of
scorn and patronage as she regarded
her escort. She had accepted Lance’s
invitation to accompany him to the
Cross-Eyed Duck solely for profes-
sional reasons, for her position as an
unattached leading lady without con-
tract was not any too asstired.

She had not worked since “ The
Pumple Twilight,” for it was the policy
of Lance’s directors to get him a new
leading lady for each picture, and it
was Lance’s policy to have no social
relations with his current leading lady.

The scorn of Lorraime was bred of
what she considered Lance’s gaticherie
in dress. He was wearing a cream-col-
ored frock coat, a modification of the
style once known as Primce Albert,
with long, cream-colored corditfoy
pants tucked into fawnskin boots that
came up halfway between the ankles
and the knees, a fllowlag black tie, and
a high-peaked sombrero,

It was the sort of outfit that could
be conceived by no one on earth ex-
cept a movie actor or the outfitters who
serve them. It was Lance’s idea of ele-
gance and formality, and he had paid
the tailor who produced it two hundred
and seventy-five dollars.

To Lorraine Call, who had gradu-
ated from the high school at Brent-
wood, Missouri, the very year that
Lamce Houston was breaking yearlings
on the Lazy Y, and whose social stand-
ards were correspondingly elevated,
this sartorigl crime was umnpardonable
unless it might be instrumental in get-
ting her another comtract.

She was,not herself conscious of any
inappropriatemess in dragging an er-
mine coat into the Cross-Eyed Duck.
Even her scorn of Lance’s cream-col-
ored outfit was considerably tempered
as she realized that the habitues of the
blind pig were almost entirely profes-
sionals, and that her presence there
with him could not fail to enhance her
prestige.

“What 1l you have, Lorraine?"
Houston asked.
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“ Ginger ale’

“ Make it two, Slum,” said Hous-
ton.

The waiter elevated his evebrows.
“WMith a stick in it?”

“ How about that, Lorraine ? Want
to try this here gim?"

Miss Call shook her chemical curls
decisively.

“How about you, Lance?" Shum
continued. * Stick for youw?"

Houston smiled up at his old buddy
with that boyish grin which has en-
deared him to so many millions. “ You
know me, old-timer. No hard stuff.”

Slum disappeared behind the bar.

Whiile this was going on, every
move, inflection, and word from Hous-
ton and his companion was being hun-
grily absorbed by fifty pairs of eyes in
the CrossHf,vyed Duck. None were
more avid than the members of the
John party. Even as Houstom was
crossing the room from the door, Miss
Humibin had whispered to Doc Single-
try. Obediently he had risen and
changed places with her. This placed
her next to Ted John.

In all the room only one person
seemed to have no interest in the cow-
boy hero who was the epitome of all
that was splendid, dazzling, and dra-
matic in the cardboard existence of
Hollywood. This person was Mabel
Johmn.

While the others were fascinated by

the movements of Houston, flfittieening
about him with their attention, like
moths about a flame, she ignored him
entirely and concentrated her whole at-
tention on Uma Humbin.
t If the same physiognomist who had
carefully observed the face of Lorraine
Call had devoted a similar study to that
of Mabel John, he would have said
that the wife of the camera man was
the victim of a fixed idea superinduced
by the effects of alcohol.

The whites of her eyes were shown
too wide around the iris. The natural
color had receded from her face, leav-
ing the rouge showing like paint spots

on white calico. She was breathing if-
tensely, and her hands were clenching
and unclenching spasmodically. Of
this condition in Mes. John all seemed
oblivious.

As Houston sat down, he was back
to back with Ted John, and separated
by only a step. Una Humbin, slipping
into the seat of Doc Singletry, placed
her arm up over the camera man’s
shoulder and whisperedi:

“ Take me over and introduce me o
Lance Houwston. There's two extra
seats at his table. We can stick round
with him for a couple of minutes. I'd
sure like to know that war baby. He’s
got the combination to the safe, all
right.”

Wiile John hesitated—for he felt
his own rising importance in the film
world, in which fiifteem years of techni-
cal dexterity was at last about to re-
ceive its reward, and he nurtuted a
subtle, unnamed resentment against the
quicker and more dazzling rise of the
cowboy—Una pressed her advantage
by pinching his ear caressingly, insist-
ing in a little louder tone, “ Come
along, darling; do it now,” and started
to rise.

The word “ darling  was evidently
all that Mrs. John heard distinctly.
She saw the half embrace, the partial
caress. Something inside her brain
snapped. As the Moros would say, if
she had been eating betel nut in_the hot
sun, “she went horromontado.” She
slipped around Doc Singletry like an
eel round a rock.

In a second she had Una Humbin
by the hair with one hand and was
tearing off her waist with the other,
while she screamed in shrill anger. The
attack was a complete surprise to Una,
but she naturally defended herself, and
in doing so tried to seize Mrs. John by
the wrists. She lost her balance and
slipped from her seat to the filoor and
on top of her fell the hysterical gin-
maddened wife.

Doc Singletry, who was facing the
two, tried to detain Mabel John, even
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after she sprang, but she was too quick
for him. Ted, in front, turned around
too late to prevent the two women from
falling to the filoor.

Then he reached down and took his
wife by the shoulders and attempted to
pry her loose. She yelled up into his
face, calling him conternptible names,
while he tried to soothe her, although
he made the fatal error of indignantly
denying any improper ifterest in Una
Huwmnbin. This had the effect of mak-
ing Mabel John even wilder,

Lorraine Call was facing this primi-
tive triangle. She lifted up her dainty
skirts and pushed her chair back a little
as though she would remove herself
discreetly from such corgamination.

Lance Houwston, accustomed to the
clatter of the studios, thought that per-
haps it was something being staged by
a director, and looked about noncha-
lantly for the Kleig lights¥even before
he glanced back to see what it was all
about.

When he did look over his shoulder,
there were the two women screaming
and struggling almost under his chair,
with Ted John stooping over them,
trying to pry them apart, with Doc Sin-
gletry and Dr. Tweedie standing off-
side looking for a way to break in
and help separate the combatants.

Lance was a drawling, slow-moving,
easy-going fellow. Chewing gum was
the extent of his dissipation. His idea
of excitement was to swing himself
under the belly of a running horse and
wave his sombrero at the crowds in the
rodeo stand.

The fighting of women was to him
something peculiarly remote and unbe-
lievable; so he looked down on this
scene with the bland curiosity of a boy
at a circus.

He did not rise, for fear that he
might in some way be implicated in it,
but he did twist about considerably,
and in doing so the butt of his gun,
protruding from his hip pocket, caught
in the rungs of the chair back. The gun
pulled out and clattered to the fiiwor.
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Its cold metal touched the het hand of
Mabel John.

Mabel seized the gun as a gift from
on high. Ted had just muttered In her
ear a husbandly admonition: * Yeu
blooming idiot, get hold of yourself, of
I'll divorce you and kick you out.”

This was the final straw. Mabel
placed the muzzle of the gun almost
into his chest and pulled the trigger.
As Ted's body settled back, Una, uf-
derneath, hottified and in desperate
fear, struggled up.

Her waist was hanging in shreds,
her hair was down, and the bleod was
streaming from scratches Mabel had
made in her cheeks. She got partly
to her feet, but Mabel turned the gun
on her and pulled the trigger. The shet
caught Una in the back and went
through her heart from the rear.

CHAPTER 1L
COUNTING THE CONSEQUENCES.

CH were the basic facts of the

Mabel John double murder as

were later fairly well established
in court by the testimony of a dozen
witnesses. It was one of these things
that occur occasionally in Hellywoed.
A FEuropean dramatist would have
abandoned it as ratetial for study, be-
cause nothing in it was properly meti-
vated.

There was no sound reason for the
happening. There was nothing illicit
between Ted John and .Una Hurmbin.
Nothing had happened sufficient to
arouse the murdetous ire of even an
unusually jealous woman, fof the
conversation between them, and the
personal familiarity, was typieal of the
atmosphete in which they lived and
of the society of which they were a
part.

Naturrallly there was a buzz of talk
about it for a week or so until its mem-
ory was absorbed in a later murder in-
volving people of motre celebrity, and
with details more obscure and risque,
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The phase of the John murder which
makes it worthy of our study was its
effect upon the fortunes of Lanee
Houston, whe until that eeeurred, had
dene nothing ef any partieular mement
beyend beaflng away ene of the lueky
prizes in the great einema lottery.

But with those shots of his pistol
fired by Mabel Johm, Lance Houston
was suddenly compelled to find himself.
They started him on a long trail and a
ctirious one.

Lance was inexperienced in the con-
sequences of murders. He knew next
to nothing of the law, although he had
hired a fashionable attormey to super-
vise his seventeen-page contract with
the Noted Stars. In his heart he stood
a great deal in awe of the complexities
of life In the city of Los Angeles, just
beyond his herizon and which he en-
tered rarely and with seme trepidation.

He was a fearless centaur on the lot,
and a wild buckaroo in the presence of
the camera man, but when he faced
realities other than those he was as shy
as a rabbit. Like a rabbit, he could have
beeni easily lured by the glare of a
motor lamp to his own destruction un-
der encoeming wheels of whose power
he was ignorat,

His essential fearlessness and physi-
cal quickness were shown at once, how-
ever. It was Lance who seized Mrs.
John and disarmed her. Then, of
course, the amateur murderess faint-
ed in his arms and lay there like a
saek of meal, while Slum and another
waiter pulled two tables together and
formed a place on which to lay her. A
bystander picked up the gun and turned
it aver to the peliee,

Lorraine Call had disappeared. She
testified at the inquest later that she
had gone out before it happened. She
knew nothing about it. She had not
been there. She was too much of a lady
te participate in barroom brawls.

In the uproar some were calling for
a doctor, others were calling for the
police, and most of the habitues oozed

away like rain water out of a leaky can.

Lance stood looking at the still,
white face of Mabel John where he had
laid her on the table. He thought she
was dead. He had never seen a dead
woman before. He had seen men,
snakes, horses, and ecattle die, but net
woren, and he was eurieus.

A doctor came up, and, after placing
an ear to Mabel's chest, looked up re-
assuringly and said she was alive,
Lance lost interest then and turned to
qulé at the two bodies on the floor be-

ind.

Some one was drawing a tablecloth
over the limp form of Una Humbin.
Lance stared into her open eyes and
lax mouth just as they were covered.
He gasped, felt a trifle siek, and looked
about for a way to the open air.

At that moment a man seized him
roughly by the arm and gruffly mut-
tered :

“You big Wampas, get out of
herel”’

He turned to confront Joe Bloom,
his production manager. Lance fol-
lowed Bloom, a man half his size, with
a nervous, wrinkled face, and dressed
in nondeseript dark clothes, inte a roem
behind the bar.

The furtive little man led the gawky
cowboy in his cream-colored elegance
as a mahout would lead an elephant,
prodding an iron prong from time to
time into a massive trunk. Bleem
picked a quick passage through the
easy-going roofh and hustled his eharge
along a dark passageway, up a ereaking
stalr. They were pileted by Slum, whe
had been hevering abeut te effer his
gervices to the reseureeful manager.

The three reached a tiny bedroom
under the roof. It contained -a couch,
chair, and a dresser. Slum closed the
door and bolted it. Joe Bloom took
off his hat and mopped his brow, where
the sweat was standing out. His
th@ughts were raelng days and menths
ahead of the event.

The waiter looked expectantly and
vacuously from his old buddy, the pres-
ent idol of the tinseen fans, to the
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domineering, aggressive little manager
who seemed consumed with a nervous
hatred of his ungainly charge.

After a moment of silence Bloom
broke forth explosively.

“Wow moon-faced calf,” he ex-
claimed, “you certainly have cooked
up a sweet mess, haven't you?”

Lance opened his mouth as if he
would protest, but he lacked the words
to express himself. He looked slowly
about him in mute appeal to Slum.

“ Why—why—I—I—" he stam-
mered, and then stopped, almost guilt-
ily.

He had a foreboding of the thought
that lay behind the shrewd eyes of Joe
Bloom, but this was the first moment
that it had come to him.

“ You double-decked, aream-colored
idiot, who let you out ' roared Bloom.
“ Haven't 1 told you to stay under
cover after nightfall, to stick to your
hutch like a rabbit and not show your-
self after the sun was down?

“What are you doing with that
eighteen-room palace in Beverly Hills,
and the two butlers, and the staff of
servants I dug up for you only three
months ago?

* What kind of a low-slung toad are
you to come down here like a bum and
get mixed up in a Hell's Kitchen like
this? What are you trying to do—
blow the whole works 7"

Still Lamce could find no words te
defend himself. He sank limgly down
on the cot and glanced from the waiter
to the manager without affront and
without reproof, with the bland eyes
of a curious boy, wondering, puzzled,
but with that dim sense of foreboding
growing ever stronger within him.

Slum spoke for him. This seemed
like an unforgivable insult to his here.
He wondered why Lance did not smash
this audacious cockroach who was
elimbing over him. )

“ It's'my fault, Mr, Bloom,” he said.

The manager whirled on the waiter.
“Your fault! How do you get in i,
and who the hell are you?*
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Lance ran his hand through his
wavy hair, the hair which curled nat-
urally so.gracefully over his temples,
arid which took perfectly before the
camera.

¥ Slum, here,” he explained, * was
mv old buddy up on the Lazy Y,” he
said. “ He’s afflicted with an ingrow-
ing conscience, or somethin’. I don’t
know what. He's a dawg-gone good
cattle rustler. He can throw a steer
next to the best one. "

“ We could have used him in any one
of our last three pictures, and I wanted
him to come down and see you and get
a job; but he got his baek up, and
wouldn’t come, would rather sling beer
here in the Cross-Eyed Duck; false
pride, I guess.”

“I've got to succeed in pictiires on
my own talent, Mr. Bloom,” Slum
spoke up manfully. “ I'm not going to
let Lance, here, who's all wool and a
yard wide, ring me in on any deal of
his, just because we happened to bunk
together back there in Wyveming.”

“W\Hett's that got to 'do with iit?”
Bloom demanded, still not compre-
hending.

“T'll tell you, Joe,” said Lance., " It
was this way. 1 knew Slum was work=
ing here, and I teied several times to
get him to come down to the lot and ge
to work like a he-mam. To-day I tele-
phoned him again that we was goif’
to work next week on anether ene, and
said as how he had better come down,
that he was needed.

“ Still he hung off, and 1 insisted it
wan't fair not to let me do somethin’
for him, I was sittin’ so pretty myselff;
so he ups and says through the buzzar:
‘1 can’t let you get me any job, Lanee,
but if you’'ll come down to the Cross-
Eyed Duck about theee o’clock some
morning and have a drink at i’ﬁ{ table,
it will sure make me solld In this jeb
I'ma in now ™

Lance looked toward Slufm appeal-
ingly for corroboration.

The waiter spoke up heatedilly:

“ That’s the whole truth, so help me
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God, Mr. Bloom. I told you I was to
blame.”

The sentimentality and trivialness
of these cowboy motives affficted the
materialistic mind of Joe Bloom with
a new spasm of indignation. ‘° Huh,”
he exclaimed. “ Weil, I guess that's
enough to put a crimp in the career of
Lance Howston that will drag him
right down out of the starry heavens.
This time next year he’ll be slimging
beer just like you.”

Slum gasped in pain at this asser-
tion.

“Why, Mr. Bloom, what do you
mean ?” he queried in fear and conster-
nation.

“You don't think I—" Houston
started forward.

“ No, 1 don't think you did it, if
that’s what you mean,” Bloom an-
swered coldly. “ Maybe nobody else
will, though you never can tell. But
it was your gun that bumped off a
cotiple of people; no doubt about that.
The coroner’s jury will get that
straight to-morrow.

“ There may be enough witnesses to
prove that you had no hand m it. That
is not what's worrying me. But if you
are such a durmb-belf that you don't
see what you've done for yourself, 1
guess it's about time for Joe Bloom to
walk out on you; and if I walk out on
you, where’ll you be? DBidn't I pick
you up as a stunt man, getting fiffty
dollars for turning a riding trick, and
make vou into a star in less than two
years?”

Lance Houston nodded gravely.

“ Did 1 hold you up when 1 had the
chance and take half your dough away
from you, as I was entitled to, and as
any other manager in the business
would have done? No, I let you keep
sixty per cent of all you make. You
get the big half, and my brains are
doing nine-tenths of it; and here, in
one slip, one fool night party, you
queer the whole game. What you've
done to-night is to rob me of fourteen
hundred dollars a week.”

Lance placed a long, lean, brown
hand over his mouth and looked stu-
diously at his manager.

“ How do you fiigure that, Joe?” he
asked.

“That's my share of what we're
both going to lose.”

“ Lose! Why, you said yourself that
there’s no chance of my being mixed
up in this murder. Not only I had
nothin’ to do with it, but everybody
down there knows I had nethin’ to de
with it.”

“ Quit bein' a dumb-bell. Six or
seven years ago you might have ptlled
this off and got away with it. Even
three years ago you might have got
away with it, but since this super-
director guy has come round here,
workin’ out of a Sunday school, he’s
got the offices all tied up with a let
of bunk about the mortality of the pie-
ture stars.

“Why, five years ago you could
have shot up all Laurel Canon, and the
publicity would have boosted your sal-
ary. It was good dope then, but it's
poison now.

“This reform wave has stire put
high life on the bum. You can't get
drunk; you can't get divorced; you
can't shoot up a girl; you've got to stay
out of jail. Nothin’ goes, not even a
sheriff's sale for your outraged cred-
itors; and as for being held as a ma-
terial witness- in a double murder—
why, that’s just curtains, that's all. It’s
the end of the career of Lance Hous-
ton.”

“ Can't you hush it up?” Slum im-
plored.

“Not when the cops down there
have Lance’s gun; and before daybreak
they’ll be looking for you, Lance. 1t's
too late to make the morning papers,
but every afternoon paper in the
United States will have a headline
saying that Lance Houston is mixed
up in a Hollywood murder.

“ 1t don’t make any difference how,
or where, or why. Lance Houston is
mixed up, that’s all. His gun did the
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dirty work. Can't get away from it.
If he's tried and acquitted, he’s ruined.
If he’s only held as a material witness,
he’s ruined. If he isn’t held at all, but
it’s only mentioned in the papers that
his gun did the shooting, that he was
present in a disreputable gin mill at
three o’clock in the morning, he’s
fuined.

“The pictures are ninety-nine and
four-tenths per cent advertising. Yes-
terday Lance Howston was worth ten
thousand dollars a week in the box of-
fice—aneetbiritd for himself, forty per
cent of his third for his manager. To-
morrow he isn’t worth a dime for any-
body. That’s what preachers and re-
form have done to the movies; and that
is what you, you poor simp, have done
to me.” '

Houston crossed one cream-colored
knee over the other and folded his
hands quietly about it, and looked at
his manager. .

“ Aren't you just a leetle bit excited,
Joe 7" he asked.

“ Excited!” cried Bloom, as he
pulled out of his pocket a lengthy doeu-
ment, dog-eared with wear, evidently
his most prized possession. It was the
first carbon copy of the contract be-
tween one Lance Houstom, actor, and
the Noted Stars, a corporation. Quick-
ly and nervously the manager thumbed
over the pages one after another. On
the seventh page he ran a lean fore-
finger down the paragraphs until he
came to one he was looking for,

“ You think I'm talking through m
hat, do you? Listen to this."” He rea
from the document: )

““Tt is further agreed herewith,
that if the party of the fiirst pantt'—that
is you, Lance—* at any time during the
life of this contract shall become in-
volved in any scandalous notoriety
which shall reflect upon his good name
as a respectable citizen of clean per-
sonal habits and high moral character,
that thereupon and forthwith the party
of the second part’—ithat’s the Noted
Stars—" shall have the right, without
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recourse, to seize and retain, as liqui-
dated damages, all moneys at that time
due the said party of the first part, and,
in addition, all the terms of this con-
tract shall become immediately null
and void’ ™

Joe Bloom refolded the comtract
wearily and replaced it in his pocket as
if it were a thing of no value, and spat
upon the fitwor,

For the moment he had nothing more
to say.

Slum looked at Lamce in agony. The
beads of perspiration were standing
out on his forehead. He was enduring
the worst moment of his life. Lance
studied the floor for a moment, and
then he looked up and saw the an-
guished features of his old buddy.

A slow, broad smile suffused his
countenamce.

“Cam you beat that, Slum?” he
commented with a slow deawl. “It's
kinda like a faro layout down in Lara-
mie. One night you're ridin’ high, the
next you're cleaned out. Now, I don’t
want you to take this to heart, old-
timer.

“1 come here of my own free will,
and I'm right glad I come too. I never
saw a gal croak before. I never want
to see another one, but still it kinda
give me somethin’ to think about to
see that one, and if the star business
is out, as Joe here says—why, then, she
is out.”

He rose gracefully and stretched his
lanky form and heaved a sigh, which
seemed one of relief. He walked oyer
to the door, where Slum had subsided
pallidly, and thummped his buddy good-
naturedly in the ribs.

“ Forget it,” he said. *“1It'sall in a
lifetime. Besides, that Emglish butler
was gettin’ on my nerves, and that valet
Joe picked for me is a pesky nuisance.
I tried to make the grade, and done my
best, but it sure has gone pretty far for
a he-man to have a soft-voiced galoot
tellin’ him what to wear five times a
day.”

He turned to Bloom. “ Do you reck-

&>
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on they’ll hold out this week’s pay on
us, Joe? I'd sure like to salvage emough
car fare to get back to the Lazy ¥.”

CHAPTER III.

THE BIG IDEA.

WN in the front room of the

Cross-Eyed Duck, Detective Ser-

geant Dolan was rounding up-the
witnesses. He had all the surviving
members of the Ted John party, and
there were half a dozen others who had
been sitting near by.

On the table in front of him lay a
silver-barreled revolver, mounted in
gold, with the butt incrusted with
rhinestones which looked like dia-
monds, and which every one there
thought were diamonds.

He held it in his hand and shook it
under the face of Doc Singletry. “ Do
you mean to say,” he demanded, “ that
this woman could carry a gun like that
in her clothes and nobody know any-
thing about it 7"

“1 don't know, sergeant. It swre
beats me how she fllashed it out. I
thought she was nervous and naggy,
that was all,” said Doc.

*“ She couldn't carry this around
without premeditation. But where did
she have it? That’s what I want to
know.” He looked up at the officer
who was standing at the door, and
commanded: “$xe if Mrs. John has
come round yet, and bring her in.”

The officer went to the room adjoin-
ing the bar, and there he found Mabel
John in the care of a police matron,
who had been summoned on the second
call so that she could minister to the
murderess at once on the scene; for it
was considered expedient by Dolan to
question her prormptly, while still sur-
rounded by the atmosphetre of the
murder.

“ How about it?" the offiicar asked
the matrom. “ The sergeant wants her.,
Is she ready?”

“ Her heart was pretty near stopped,

so I gave her a jolt of digitalis. She
has come through now. Just drunk,
that's all, and wants te sleep it off.”

The matron looked down at the hud-
dled figure slumped in the chalr, evi-
dently sound asleep. The natural eolof
had again come into the cheeks of Ma=
bel John, and she was whistling in her
nasal passages as she snored.

“Wake her up and bring her iim,”
said the offioer. ** She’ll be just abott
ripe for the sergeant.”

A few minutes later Mrs. John stood
unsteadily before the improvised desk
of the detective. Her bleary eyes
blinked at him, and she hiceuped, while
the matron stood close beslde her, re=
garding her coldly, and evidently sus=
picious that she was simulating seme of
her symptoms.

Dolan thrust the gold-and-silver pis-
tol toward her.

“ How long have you had this?” he
demanded.

The sight of the gun affected Mabel
as powerfully as had the digitalis. She
stood up, started instantly, and the
haze seemed to clear from her braif.

“Il never saw it before!” she ex-
claimed.

Dolan thrust it into her hands, in-
sisting: “ Look at it close, Mrs. John,
Take a good look. That’s the gun yeu
killed your husband with, and Miss
Hummbin too. Better tell me the truth
now and save yourself trouble. Ceme
clean with e, and Il see you get the
breaks. Where did you get that gum?”

Mabel looked at the weapon, fasel-
nated and dazed. She turmed It over.

“1 never saw it before,” she re-
peated.

“ Now, Mrs. John, that wofn't get
you anywhere. Anybody can see that's
a lady’'s gun, all dolled up for a party.
It really don't make any difference
where you got it; you had it, and yeu
killed your husband with it. I've get
plenty of witnesses to that. But just
as a matter of curiesity, and te make
the record straight, I'd like te knew
where you got it.”
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Mabel was turning the gun over and
over in her hand absent-mindedly. She
swayed a little unsteadily on her feet.
The matron stepped up and put an arm
around her. Mabel’s hand fell open
nervelessly, and the gun would have
dropped to the floor if the matron had
not seized it and laid it on the table.

The sergeant picked it up, sayimg:

“ Give me a look at that iron. 1
haven't gone over it yet.” He turned
it over and over in his hand. He broke
it and examined the six cylinders con-
taining two exploded cartridges and
four unfired. He was about to lay it
down, when he turned the end of the
butt toward him. “ Here are two in-
itials,” he said, “ in gold inlay, L. H.
Whaose initials are these, Mrs. Johm?"

Mabel looked at him blankly. Her
mouth opened and her head sagged.
Again she was “ out ” on her feet.

The matron led her from the room.

Doc Singletry came forward ex-
citedly.

“Shngeant,” he offered, “IIll bet
that gun belongs to Lamce Houston.
Anyway, the initials look that way.”

“TIthe movie actar?” ,

“ Sure! The cowboy star that's pack-
ing 'em in.”

“ Was he mixed up with this dame 7"

“I don't know?"” said Singletry,

“ Did she know him #*

Singletry felt his importamce. He
answered slowly, with deliibaation:

“1 don't know about that; but he
was right there when it happened, the
nearest person to her.”

“WHatt!!” exclaimed Dolan, “ Why
haven't I been told that before?”

“ Nobody thought it meant amy-
thing,” Singletry lamely replied.

“lt doesn't mean anything for a
man to be the nearest to a murder and
have his gun do it? Come across, Sin-
gletry. Do you want to be considered
an accomplice in this ?*

“ No, sir,” said Doc emphaticallv.
“ Only 1 tihowgjhtt—"

“ Prur't tell me what you thought.
Tell me what you saw.”
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“1 saw Lance Houston come iimto
the room with his former leading lady,
Lorraine Call, and sit down at the table
next to us.”

“ When was tiiat?”

“Mbout five minutes before the
shooting. And then Miss Humbin
changed places at the table so she could
sit next to Ted John. She was whis-
gefing to him when Mrs. John jumped

er.”

“What was Lance Houston doirg
all this time ?”

“ Nothing. Sitting at the next table
with his_back to us.”

The sergeant looked up at the offi-
cer who was stationed at the door herd-
ing the witnesses in and preventing any
of them from leaving the room. " Tell
Connor to get this bird Lance Houston.
Take him anywhere you find him—out
of bed, if he’s there—and get him here.
I want him quick.™

It was then just five minutes after
seven o'clock in the morning. Four
hours had passed since the murder, and
all of that time had been consumed in
seizing the witnesses who were held,
and in badgering them.

The officer at the door called out to
a cop standing beside a motorcycle in
the alleyway. He spoke a few words to
him, and then went to the phone be-
hind the bar and called up headquar-
ters.

In a few minutes word of the official
search for Lance Houston was radiat-
ing through all the police arteries in the
greater city.

Long before, in the room above, Joe
Bloom had seized his difficult protege
by the arm, as he was apparently ready
to leave the room after a decision to
nonchalantly sluff off his career as an
actor and return to his former occupa-
tion as a cowtboy:

Bloom halted him abruptly by say-
ing:
“You can't run out on me like this,
Houwston."”

“ Who said I was running out, Joe?*

“I did!™
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“ Thought you said 1 was tiarough.
Reckon you don't want to claim forty
per cent of the wages I'm going to look
for on the Lazy Y, do you?”

The beady eyes of the nervous little
man snapped hungrily: “0 have a
five-yearr contract with you, Houston,”
he asserted. “ It says nothing about
where you work, or how. If you earn
thirtv dollars a month, I take twelve of
it. Get thag!”

Lance grinned amiably. “ Sure, Joe;
but I reckon you'll have to come out to
Wyoming to collect it. Don’t try to
put me back as an extra or a stunt man.
After I've been on top of the sky-
scraper I don’t want no ground-floor
stuff. I'll go back to the subeellkar.”

Bloom wet his thin lips with a dry
tongue. He changed his aggressive
manner slightly to one more conciliat-
ing. He took the cowboy by the arm
and led him back toward the bed.

“ Let's think this over, Lance,” he
said. “If you can't think, sit there
and I'll think. Thinking is my part of
the show, anyway.”

Slum was made almost hilariou?
by this rift of daylight in the dark
cloud.

“ Gee, Mr. Bloom,” he excluimed,
“ that's the way to talk. 1t“"d be awful
fneasly to lay down a full hand like you
got, 'fore ye’'re called.”

Bloom paid no attention to the for-
mer buddy of his star. He walked
back and forth silently for a few min-
utes, biting his lip, looking at the filoor
absenit-mindedlly. He went to the win-
dow and glanced out. The dawn was
In the sky. He looked at his watch. It
was nearly halff past five.

“Hiere you! Waiter!” the manager
snapped otit.

“Yes, sir,” Slum howed.

“ Get me a newspaper—morning pa-
per preferred. Go downstairs easy.
Don’t let the cops grab you.”

“Yes, sir.”

Slum tiptoed out noiselessly, closing
the door behind him. Howston lay back
on the bed, propped two pillows under

his head, pulled one foot "way up over
the other, and held the knee in his
hands. He sighed Iluxutiously and
yawned.

“1It's time for a cow-puncher to be
stirring out of the blankets. Only he
ought to get a night's sleep fifirst. It’s
more regular, and I do like things reg-
ular, Joe.”

“ Huh,” grunted the manager, while
he listened at the door for sounds of
the returning steps of Slum. Lance
began to hum:

“ The bear went over the mountzin,

The bear went over the mountain,

The bear went over the mountain,
To see what he could sec.”

“ Shut up,” whispered Bloom.

“ All right, Joe,” grunted Houston.
“ Only I'd like to offfer a bit of advice
if you can carry it along with that big
load vou've got on your mind.”

“Stoot!"

“[It won't cost you nothin’ to be a
little more respectful. You know a
cow-puncher on the loose might like
nothin’ better than just lightin’ on a
half-portion like you, and if he wasn’t
pullin’ down more’n thirty a month,
minus forty per cent, it wouldn’t be
such a loss for him to spend a few
months in jail for breaking your leg
or punching out an eye, or somethin’
like that.”

The tone was not menacing, appar-
ently, but there was a wary something
in the undertone which caused the alert
and subtle Bloom to glance quickly to-
ward the reclining actor.

Houston’s face was a study in con-
trasts. One side of it was lifted with
his boyish grin. The other side was set
and deadly. His jaw clamped shut with
angular force, although this was some-
what concealed by the lovely rondure
of his unlined cheeks.

Bloom saw that look in his eyes
which came into them just as he set-
tled himself for one of his stunts, such
as leaping to the back of a galloping
horse from a standing start.
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Bloom changed instantly. He went
over to Howston and put an arm round
him and gave him a patronizing hug?

“ No offense meant, Lance,” he ex-
plained. “ Now I'm going to tell you
the truth. Most of the time I think
I'm smarter than you, but once in a
long while I wake up and think that
you are smarter than me. Anyway,
you can change quicker and work
faster.

“I'm telling you this just because
between you and me I want everything
to be on the level. There’s just one
place where I've got you skinned. You
were born out there in the hills and
grew up under a horse. I was born in
Mulberry Bend and grew up under the
shadow of the Tombs.

*In everything in your department,
west of the Hudison River, I take my
hat off and stand aside. - You're the
king of the riders. But when it gets
down to anything to do with a police
couft, or an afternoon edition, or the
box office of a ten-cent theater, then
I'm the chief of the highbinders. Get
me, Lance?”

* Sure do,” grinned the cowboy.

“ Good. Then we're set there. Now,
Ill take you back on the stage and show
you the play Tive been rigging up for
you in the last few minutes. It's going
to depend on two things—no, on three.
Fitst, there’s your ability to do what 1
tell you.' Second, there's my ability to
get to the district attorney.”

“ Reckon you’re not worried about
me, Joe,” Lance drawled. “ And as
for your gettin’ to the district attorney,
. I'm not worried about that. You usual-
ly get what you go after. What’s the
third?”

* 1t is what the steamship travel
ads, in that paper Slum is after, will
gshow.”

This caused Houwston to place his
feet down squarely on the flidosr. He
sat up.

“ How come ?* he diemanded.

“If there's a-hoat leaving San Pediro
Harbor for any good town in the South
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Seas before ten o’clock this morning,
the game is as good as won.”
“1 don't get you, Joe.”

was puzzled.

“ Well, here’s the lay. Y<w beat it
out the back way here. I can see a
motorcycle cop in front of the house.
I can see a plainclothes man at the side
door. There’s a detective sergeant and
one or two officars downstaits. All
of these I've seen. There are probably
more sticking round.

“ But the bootleggers have a private
exit through the rear of this Cross-
Eyed Duck. Your buddy will be able
to show it to you when he comes. You
can escape from that way.

“Then it will be up to you to make
San Pedro Harbor without anybody
spotting you. Meanwhhile I will have
arramged for your passage to Fiji, or
the Solomon Isles, or Samoa, or some
other nice little quiet spot like that
—any place there's a steamer sailing
for before ten. You board her incog-
nito.”

“W\iedt’s that? You don’t mean
wuithout any clothes 7

“1 mean like any traveling royalty.
You'll be the Primce of Hollywood in
disguise. You haven't got enough chin
whiskers to grow a beard, but you can
put on one of those broker mustaches
like a toothbrush and change your
name. You're no longer Lamce Hous-
ton. You are Jefferson Q. Denver,
president of the Sure Tire Rubber
Company, out on an annual tour of in-
spection of your rubber plantations.”

Lance looked down at his fawmskin
boots and the cream-colored corduroy
pants tucked into their tops. “ That
ought to be a knockout in this get-up,”
he responded dryly.

“ You'll have to chuck that ice aream
stuff,” Bloom continued. “ We'll have
to find some way to get you some regu-
lar store clothes—I wonder what's the
matter with that waiter. I hope they
didn't take him n.”

The door opened, and Slum entered
bearing a copy of the Marniigg Thwees

Houston
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of the day before. Bloom seized it
from him, and hastily turmed it open
to the column containing the steamship
announcements. He scanned this for
a moment eagerly, and then exclaimed :
“ Tough luck! Not a thing clearing to-
day but the Calawaii. She weighs at
eight o'clock for Homolulu. Nothing
to the South Seas for fouir days.”

“1 thought Honey Lou was a gal,™
said Slum.

Bloom didn't dignify the remark of
the waiter with a direct answer. He
went on to Houston, however, “ Hono-
lulu is the capital of Hawaiii. It's six
or seven days over there, and it looks
like the only way out. I don't like it
because the American flag filies there,
the same as here, and it's the front
yard of California.

“ At the same time you'll be on the
seas for six or seven days. In that
time I may be able to square the thing
for you in such a way that thete'll be
no official interference; so you’ll have
nothing to fear when you artive at
Honolullw. From there you can get
another ship to some point in the South
Seas.”

A frown had been slowly gathering
on the amiable countenamce of Lance
Houstom. He rose to his feet and stood
erect. “ Say, Joe,” he said, “ looks like
you’re framing somethin’ for me. If
I beat it like this, anybody could say 1
plugged those people downstairs.”

“If there was any suspicion of youwr
being mixed up in it, yes,” Bloom as-
sented. “ But there's not. You'll be
cleared easily at the coroner’s imquest.
I haven't spread my real scheme for
you yet. Now get this, for it’s the nub.

“ When 1 said 1 wanted to fix it wijth
the disteict attorney, I meant I wanted
to persuade him not to ask for your
appearamce as a material witness. 1
think I'll be able to explain everything
to his satisfaction.

“ There's one thing that can't be
avoided, and that's the notoriety of the
newspaper headlines that are going to
smear this all over the country for the

next week. We've got to bend before
that storm, and let it pass without de-
stroying us.

“ I'll take the train this afternoon for
New York and get to Mortis Inkard
himself. He"s the inside executive head
at Noted Stars. I'll put our cards in
front of him and try to get him to take
us in.

“If he sees it my way, his publicity
departmment will annoumce that you
have gone to the Mediterranean on a
six-months’ location for a new sheik
picture, where you are going to oufride
the desert Bedouins at their own tricks.

“Iiff this can come along with the an-
nouncement of the district attorney that
you are exonerated, I'll get by the ad-
verse ruling of the Producers’ Ex-
change. That’s our real obstacle.

“ All you do is to keep going, sail-
ing around the South Seas until yeu
hear from me. The thing may blow
over by then. If it does, you can come
back and go to work again on the l6f.”

“ And go to bed with the chiikens,”
added Lance.

CHAPTER
SPEEDING.

YHE first thing we need,” said
Bloom, “is the proper traveling
rig for JefferSon Q. Denver. I'd

say a sack suit of blue or gray.”

“ Plenty of duds like that up at
Houstonia,” said Lance.

“ Houstomita™ was the name of
Lance's five and one-half-acre * ranch
in Beverly Hills which was only in
process of construction behind a high
stone wall where a gang of fifty men
was building a swimming poel and en-
larging the house so that its eriginal
eighteen rooms would be extended e
twenty-seven, built round a huge patie.

“ 1 can duck out this back way and
grab 'em easy,” Lamce added, starting
toward the door.

Joe seized him by the arm. “ Not on
your life,” said he. “ When they want

1V.
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you down below, which may be at any
minute, Howstomia will be the ffirst
place they look for you. Next they'll
go to your bungalow on the Noted Stars
lot. Thaose are two places you're not
going to see again for many a week.”

*“ But this guy, Jeff Denver, ain't go-
in’ to rig up with no hand-me-downs.
Thought you said he was president of
somethin’. You sure got to get him up
handsome, and I got seventeen suits in
the cedar chest out there at Houstenia.
Ain't none of 'em fmore’n nlnety days
to six menths old.

“ *Twould sure be a high crime and
misdemeanor to send Jeff Denver off
into the South Seas to inspect his rub-
ber plantations and leave all that tony
wardtolbe belind.”

Joe Bloom silently admitted the force
of this argument and cogitated for a
moment. Then he turned to Slum and
asked : “ Where does that bootlegger’'s
exit lead to, back of the Cross-Eyed
Duck?”

Slum replied: “ Into the garage be-
hind the second house on the next
street.”

“ What's in the garage 7"

“ Dunno, but she's owned along writh
the house, by the boss downstairs.”

“ Goadl/’ said Bloom. *“ Well get
over into that garage and you'll wait
there, Lance, while Slum and I go up
to Houstonia and get the wardtolbe. But
we'll have to work fast. It’'s after six
now* and we've got less than two hours
to make San Pedro. How far s It {6’
Houstonia from here, Lance ?”

“ Four, five milles.”

“ That ought to be a cinch,” Bloom
concluded. “ Ten miles round {trip.
Thirty-two miles to San Pedro from
here. That makes about forty-two
files and we got an hour and three-

uarters. Go ahead, Slum, show us
the way.”

So while Detective Sergeant Dolan
Was cross-examining the witnesses of
the Ted John murder in the front room
of the Cross-Eyed Duck, the most con-
spicuous of them, and the one whose
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coincidental presence was tc lift this
killing into being a national nine-day
wonder, slipped past the sergeant, on
the other side of a thin partition, and
went down the kitchen staits tc the cel-
lar, preceded by Slum and Joe Bloom.

Slum picked up a flash light from a
niche in the wall and guided them to the
far corner, where two beer barrels were
suspended on trundles. These were on
rollers and he pushed them easily aside.

Behind, a piece of old, wora linole-
um covered a doorway. This also he
lifted up, revealing steps leading down
at a forty-five degree angle. With the
flash light he piloted the two into a
cement tunnel about five feet high and
three feet wide.

By stooping, they managed to get
through it without going to their hands
and knees. It went on about one hiin-
dred and fifty feet, with two sharp
turms. At the end Slum had a little
difficulty with the doo¥, but when Lanee
placed a shoulder against it, It gave,
and presently the three stoed, greatl
relieved and breathing freely, in a well-
lighted, twe-eat garage.

Before them was a filivwer one-tofi
truck, and a low slung, parrot-greefi,
eight-cylinder sport roadster.

“You're a great little property mamn,”
chuckled Bloom. * These are just the
tools we need in our business.”

“You don’'t want to bring a whele
truckload of clothes back,” Lanee pre-
tested. “Jlst a couple of suitcases.”

“1It's this racing seout, 1 mean”
Bloom muttered, patting the rounded,
low-slung fenders of the stream-line
car. " Now if we only had a key.” He
began fumbling under the heed, tesi:
ing the ignitien.

“ Key’s back of the bar in the Du¢k”
Slum volunteered.

“ Get it,” ordered Bloom.

Evidently Slum did not relish this
assignment with a double teip threugh
the dark tunnel and back into the pres-
ence of the cops. He wanted te stick
close to Houstom. He looked at the
cowboy in dumb appeal.

1A
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Lamce drawled, “ Better do as Joe
asks, Shum.”

“ You bet,” said Slum, and scutttled
away back into the tunnel.

Wihille the waiter was gone Joe ex-
amined the car. He found the gas tank
full, and got the battery going. The
ampere gauge showed a healthy condi-

tion. He found a water pail in the
corner and a faucet. He filled the radi-
ator. “ Looks like everything was set,

as soon as we get that key. The prop-
erty man on the lot couldn’t have done
better by us.”

Houstom leaned down into the dark
tunnel and peered eagerly for a sight
of his old buddy. From his vest pock-
et he took a match and started to strike
it. Bloom lit on him instantly. “ You
simp,” he muttered, “ don’'t you know
this garage is full of gas?”

“Sure do, and it's getting to me.
Don't you feel it?" Lance began cough-
ing.

Bloom felt suddenly sick. He rushed
to the outer door which he ‘tried to
open. It was locked. Then he remem-
bered the well-known properties of car-
bon monoxide, of how suddenly it gets
to its victims. He feared that they
were caught. He had difficulty in mov-
ing his limbs.

“ Break the window, Lance.® he
gasped. * I'll shut off the motor.”

Heouston was excessively drowsy and
willing to lie down and quit. There
was no pain, but a stupefying languor
had come over him. Howewvet, he was
so accustomed to obeying the behests
of his manager that he was able to
reach the window. There was a stick
lying on the sill. He seized this and
smashed the glass, and held his head
up close to the rush of fresh air that
came 1A upon him.

At the same moment the motor
stopped.

After a minute or two Howston had
recovered sufficiently with the oxygen
which came to his lungs, to pull him-
self together and look around. On the
floor, by the side of the car, lav Joe

2A

Bloom in a crumpled heap. He had
given his last bit of conscious strength
to cutting off the motor.

Wihile Houston was bending over
Bloom, Slum came out of the tunnel,
coughing. “ What are you tryin' to
do, *fixiate me?"” he demanded, weakly
helding out a string containing two
keys.

Houston took the keys and went to
the outer door, which was padlocked
from the inside. One of the keys flitied
the lock. In a moment the doors swung
open, and shortly the monoxide gas
from the interior of the garage was
entirely dissipated.

They carried Bloom outside and
stretched him on the grass in front of
the garage. “ Give him a shot of
hootch out of his hip,” Slum suggested.
“ He's got it there, *cause I sold him a
pint just afore the killkm".”

Houston found a silver flask in his
manager's hip pocket. He unscrewed
the filigree top and poured some of the
contents down the throat of the un-
conscious Bloom. “If the gas didn’t
get him, this will.”

In a second, Bloom gasped and
coughed. A moment later he was sit-
ting up and looking around.

“ Hell fiire,” Bloom muttered. * Who
got me?”

“The Cross-Eyed Duck soaked you
four dollars a pint,” said Lamce. *“ Now
snap out of that and climb inte this
here car, and don’t go to sleep on me
again.”

Houston walked back and tried the

other key in the ignition plug. It fit-
ted and released the gears.
“Come on, Joe,” he called. “ [ato

the driver’s seat with you. Over there,
Slum. Open her up, but look out for
the crossroads cats. Better keep off
Hollywood Boulevard. Go over Frafk-
lin as far as she goes and get dewn o
Sunset through Lauiel Canen Read.
Turn up at Benediet Canen and ge {6
Houstonia by the Outer Vale Read.”
Bloom had his foot on the gas and
the wheels had begun to revolve, whef
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Houston, standing beside him, gave his
final admonition. “I want that brown
suit that came in yesterday, the one
with the purple stripe, and don’t forget
the peppermint socks.

“They’s a vest, too, I picked up at
the Bon-Tom. She's a Izllapalooser,
with horse-shoes and a riding-crop over
the pockets. Pack her in.

“They's a flock of ties in that mew-
fangled wardrobe without any hinges.
Grab me off a handful of them. They’s
a couple of dozen new silk shirts in the
dressing-room beside the hot-water
faucet. They are just the things to
sail me over the equator.”

By this time the car was out in the
yard, gathering momentum.

Bloom growied, “ Shut up. Leave
it to me. Duck back into that ttruck
and wait under the hood. Make your-
self as small as a flea under the coat of
a dog.”

Bloom's foot went down on the gas.
The green car sprang forward and out
into the street, and a moment later
Lance Houston was stretching out fikat
on his back on the empty floor of the
truck, with his two-hundred-dollat coat
rolled into a pillow and lying undet his
head. In five minutes he was asleep,
with the sun streaming across his mid-
dle from the broken window, and with
the front door of the garage carelessly
open.

It was almost at this very moment
that Detective Sergeant Dolan in the
living room of the Cross-Eyed Duck
discovered the initials L. H. on the butt
of the gun that had killed Ted John
and Una Humibim. Bloom, in the green
car, turmed the corner of Franklin
Avenue headed for Houstomia just as
police headquartets got the word over
the telephone to search the actor’s
haunts and bring him in,

Joe parked the green car in front of
the main entrance to Houstonia at fiive
minutes after seven, telling Slum to
wait there for him, and dashed up the
broad cement steps and pounded at the
oak panels of the Spanish door, while
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with the other hand he frantically rang
the bell.

Meanwhile the Hollywood police
headquarters had telephoned Beverly
Hiills to get Lance Houston in person,
and quickly, and to take him out of
bed, if necessary.

The sergeant on the Beverly desk
called the orderly and said: “ Get out
the Bix Six roadster and send Tim in
here for my relief. I'll go after this
bird myseif.

“This is a high-priced guy and be-
fore you know it, there’ll be a flock of
magnates round here to bail him out or
hatbeass corpuss him. We'll beat them to
that stuff. You've got no authority,
see. I'm taking that with me under my
own hat, and with the sheriff’'s car.”

When Joe Bloom came back out of
the front door of the cement hacienda
at Houstomia he was followed by an
English butler who bore in each hand
a large walrus-hide suitcase. Joe him-
self carried a huge pigskin bag with
gold mountings.

He was disposing the cases and the
bag under the rummble, aided by -the
butler, when they heard the exhaust of
a powerful engine coming: up the drive.
Joe didn't stop to see who it was, ap-
prehensive of possible interference.

He leaped into the driver's seat, call-
ing to the butler, “ Tell any one that
calls, that Mr. Houwston is in his bunga-
low at the Noted Stars studio, making
up for his next picture, which has not
been named yet. It's going to be a
super-production, a double-staried sap-
phire de luxe special.™

This trifling and unnecessary bit of
managerial flair cost Joe his easy get-
away, for before he could finish it and
while the butler was standing obsequi-
ously on the lower step of the mansion
receiving instructions, the sheriff's caf,
containing the sergeant frofm peliee
headquarters whirled round the €ofner
and eame to a sudden halt alengside.
Joe pressed his button, and started {6
go, but he was too late.

“ Stop,” called the offiicar. He jumped
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out and came alongside the green car.
“Anre you Lance Houstom?”

*“ No.™

“Who are yow?”

“ My name is Joseph H. Bloom. "

It was no time to parry the question,
for the officer was in uniform and
plainly bent on a serious mission.

“ W\H=t are you doing here 7*

“ I'm here on business’™

“ What kind of busimess?”

“1 came to get a change of clethes
for Mr. Houston.”

“ You working for him 7*

“ Not exactly; he's working for me.
I'm his manager.™

“Ah!” The officer relaxed. “Why
didn’t you say so in the first place. I'll
have to check up on you. You are hid-
ing something. Well, if you’re his
managet, you know where he is.”

“Of course,” said Joe, “1 kmow
where he is. He's in his bungalow on
the Noted Stars lot making up. We
are shooting an indoor scene to-day for
his next production, a big super-spec-
tacle de lixe soppiiie—"

“ Keep that guff,” cut in the officer.
“You say you're getting clothes for
him, eh? What's the matter? Did he
forget his own claites?”

* Yes—that is—" Joe hesitated and
devised a plausible explanation. “ The
director changed his mind overnight.
Me. Houwstom was not aware of just
what scene was to be shot until he got
to the studio.”

*You mean to say he was down
there to work before seven o’clock 7”

“ Sure,” said Joe, “ every mormimg
of his life. Don’t you know that Lance
Houston goes to bed with the sun and
gets up with the sun? It's our slogan.
He's one cowboy on the level. No night
life for him.”

The officer felt sure that Bloom was
lying.

Very well, Mr.
name.

* Bloam.”

“1'Il just take a look through the
house myself. You may think he's on

what's your

the lot all right, but he may have just
put one over on you. It's my experi-
ence after a couple of years in Beverly
Hills that what these here actors put
over on their managers is a plenty.”

“ Certainly, offiizay,” said Joe, “ the
butler here will show you around, I'm
sure. By the way, would you mind
telling me what you want Mr. Houston
for?”

“ Orders from L. M. that's all 1
know. I suppose he’s mixed up in one
of these wild parties or hootch sprees.
But I want him and I'm goin’ to get
him.”

“ Impossible! Not Lance Houstiom ™

The officer, who had placed one foot
on the step to-ascend in the wake of the
butler, turmed indignantly and ex-
claimed : “ Are you sayin’ I don't get
him? Looks like I better put you un-
der arrest.”

“ Oh, no," exclaimed Joe in apologet-
ic fright, which was not simulated,
“you misunderstand me, offiicar. 1
merely that it was absolutely impossible
that Lance Houston should be mixed tp
in any of this wild life you're talkin’
about.

“HEe’s not that kind of a fellow.
Take my word for it. Ask anybody.
His life is an open book. He's as clean
as a hound’s tooth and as clear as an
open sky. But, of course, getting him
is your pnwlege, and as far as I'm con=
cerned, I'll help you

“ Oh, you will,"@lin? Well, that's fair
enough. Well, you wait right there till
I come back. You can trail me out £
the studio.”

The offiicer disappeared after the bui-
ler and the huge door of the hacienda
closed behind him, leaving the soft
patina of its aﬂthued darkened eak te
stare at the palpitating beady eyes of
nervous little Joe Bloem.

Joe exerted all of the patience he
had and waited fully forty-five seconds,
Then his foot touched the button. The
gas streamed into the clean eylinders
of the waiting Eight, and the green
car leaped away from the Blg Six in
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which the engine was running. Before
it passed the gate at the entramce to the
grounds the speedometer registered fiif-
ty-one miles an hour.

CHAPTER V.
AT THE LAST SECOND.

HE purser standing at the foot of
the gangplank of the Calawaii on
the San Pedro wharf looked at

his watch. It was seven fififsyy-fiie. He
lifted his hand and signaled to a petty
officer on deck. This officer in turn
spoke to a Chinese mess-boy, who stood
beside him and at the same moment lift-
ed his hand in signal to the quarter-
master on the bridge.

The Chinese boy started aft along
the taffrail beating a copper gomg held
in his hand. The quartermaster on the
bridge spoke through the tube to the
engine room, and instantly the steam
whistle shrilled.

It was the fiive-minute whistle, warn-
ing all who did not expect to sail on the
Calawaii to get off the ship, and has-
tening on board the late-comers on the
wharf. A belated scurrying of eager
feet passed up and down the gangplank.

The purser stood with watch in hand
calmly observing the bustle. Others
might be excited, but it was routine to
him. When the hands of his watch in-
dicated thirty seconds of eight o’clock,
he looked up and down the wharf
to see that the eustomary requirements
of making ready to cast off had been
met.

The baggage gangplank had been
drawn in, and the rail on the lower
deck through which it passed had been
closed. Two sailors stood by the warp-
ing hawser ready to pull her in the mo-
ment the dock wallopers below should
cast it away from its ballard.

At the stern also, two were ready to
cast off the hawser. At the top of the
gangway two sailors stood at atten-
tion, their hands resting on the rail,
both of them looking intently toward
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the purser for the signal. By his side
stood two dock men ready to give a
lift.

The purser glanced at his watch for
the last time and snapped it back into
his pocket. There was ten seconds left.
It would take him just that time to
mount the gangplank and he was proud
of the fact that for eighteen meonths,
since he had been In this berth, the
Calawaii had not enee been ene second
late in easting off.

“Mll right, boys,” he called, and
started to run up the gangplank. The
dock wallopers started to slip the haw-
sers from the ballards,

At that moment, through the sheds
of the wharf sounded a piercing siren.
There was such an electric quality of
surprise and audacity in the sound that
even the loutish doek wallopers hesi-
tated in their accustomed duties. The
purser stopped halfway up the gang-
plank and looked back.

Down along the cleared, deserted
wharf, rapidly slowing down, but
smoking in eloquent testimony of a tef-
rific speed just endured, sped a green
Lincoln which slid swiftly and surely
on, and stopped twelve Inches frem the
foot of the gangplank.

Lance ran to the side of the purser.
“ Thanks, Bo,” said he, # for Wit ”*

The purser folded his arms and
looked at Houstom. ‘* We never wait,”
he replied. *“ Tickets, please.”

Lance grinmed sheepishly and locked
back, “ Hawe to get it frefi my Seere-
tary,” he replied. Slum was €omin
along with the two sultcases, fellowe
by Bloom with the hand bag. ** Where’s
my tickets, Joe ?” he asked blandly.

“ Tickets? You don’t need mere than
one.”

Lamce put an arm over Slum’s sheul=
der. The former walter was laboring
heavily under the welght of the large
walrus-bound wardiobe. ' You dew't
think Jefferson O. Denver is geing it
on a tour of inspection witheut his see:
retary, do you?’ Lanee gueried mpu-
dently. At the same time, while his
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back was turned to the purser, he
winked broadly at Bloom.

It was clear to the manager that this
was no time for arguments. The taffrail
above was lined with curious voyagers.
The putrser was scowling and ‘fumbling
impatiently with his watch. It looked
as if his record for promptness was go-
Ing te be broken. “ Move fast,” he ad-
faonished gruffly. * Tlekets.”

Joe dropped the pigskin case and
took from a wallet a piece of yellow,
perforated paper. On the back of this,
with a fountain pen, he signed his
name, and handed it to the purser. ™ A
cashiet's check on the Bank of Italy for
a thousand dellars,” he sald, '™ Pay for
a eabin passage fer Me. Denver out
of that and a steerage passage fer his
seerefary.”

Slum poked his sly face between
them. “ Whhat's that you say ?” he de-
manded. “ Steerage!”

Lance stepped on Bloom's foot.
“ Nix, Joe,” he said. “ Two fifisstedtass
cabin passages. Ain't this here guy the
president of the works?”

The somewhat flashy clothing of the
alleged Jefferson O. Denver and the
curious conversation that had passed
between him and his companions, added
to the impatience of the purser, al-
though he examined the check and
eould find no fault in it.

The suspicion that these were movie
actors flashed over him, and for a few
seconds he suspected that his prompt
and orderly sailing had been ruthlessly
slaughtered for a film holiday. He
glanced about to see a concealed camera.
He saw more,

“ All right,” said the purser., “ On
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deck with you.” He turned to the dock
hands below. “ Shove off, boys,” he
yelled.

Joe Bloom ran down and leaped to
the dock as the gangway was being lift-
ed. He stood near the place it had oc-
cupied and grinned from ear to ear,
waving his hat as the space between the
wharff and the Calawaii gradually wid-
ened. From above, Jefferson Q. Den-
ver looked down on him without mov-
ing a muscle of his face, although even
Joe could see there was a merry twinkle
in his eye.

Then, as the Calawaiii moved off* into
deeper water, Mr. Denver seemed to
become suddenly aware that his mana-
ger was waving a saggy cap frantically
at him. This immediately put him into
action. He mounted the taffrail, seized
his fedora and held it high above his
head as he velled shrilly, *“ Whoopee!
See you in jail, Joe!™

“ Good luck, Lance,” wailed Joe.

The purser observed the whole epi-
sode very much askance.

“ Look like a couple of movie actors
to me,” he muttered. “ Guess I'll just
radio the bank about this ¢check.”

Three hours later, Joe Bloom was in
conference with the general manager
of the West Coast Studios of the Noted
Stars. Before them lay the first edi-
tions of the afternoon newspapers.
Among the headlines that appeared in
them were some that read: “ Film Ac-
tor Wamted in Hollywood Murder,”
* Lance Houston's Gun Kills Two,”
“ Police Hunting Lance Houston." and
“ Houston Present, But Not Guilty,
Say Noted Star Officials.”

ED NEXT WEEK



Texas Comes
to West Point

Straight ffrom the back of a savage
Texars stallion, Jadk Griffin landed
in West Romt—annd immediately
grabbed hold in his two-fisted
Wasttsrm way

By LIEUT. JOAN HOPPER
Author of “‘ The Eagile’s Brand,” * The
Sea Spiiler,”’ ete.

Noetdette=cCropiplete

’ IDE ’im, cowloy; ride "iimil”
R The familiar cow-puncher
cry had just been shrilled by
one of a half dozem cowboys who
leaned against the iron bars inclosing
the big corral of Griffim's ranch, watch-
ing a horse and its rider raising the
dust inside.

“ Whoop-ee!” cried a second cow-
boy.

It was a sight worth watching, worth
the yells of the beholders. The horse
was of the variety known as “ buckin’
broncho.” The rider was a calm, mas-
terful youth of about twenty years.

The dust of the battle royal shaded
the horse and rider. It was evident
that something was due to be broken
in the outcome of the battle, either the
horse—or the rider’s neck.

During the lulls, when seemingly the
horse was subdued, but really was gath-
ering strength for new antics and ca-
vortings, the audience of cow-punchers

discussed the fight.
) “ Danged ef 1 dom’t
l dnink the Kid "1 do
it!" said one as he
I wiped the sweat from
the band of his som-
brero with a red ban-

i\\ |

| |

L‘ fhl

Jack began to retrace his steps,

danna. The Texas sun was very hot.
“ He said he'd bust thet danged hoss
'fore he went t' Wes’ Point, or the
danged hoss would bust him, sure
Ynuﬂ.h!

“ Thet's jus’ like *im/’ said another.
“ He's jus’ like his o' man. The
Kid has tried t’ bust thet devil hoss
'fore now. Las’ time, 'member, he got
a busted arm outen iitt?*

Renewed ambition on the part of
the horse put an end to further dis-
cussion.

The rider was being hard put to it in
order to maintain his seat on the back
of the small, wiry, black stallion. The
nostrils of the horse’s nose glowed a
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and the couple heard him

vivid red. His wide eyes were wild.
His silken flanks heaved mightily.

Back and forth, up and down the
corral, first the horse would make a
wild dash, and come to a sudden halt,
nearly sliding that persistent creature
from his back. Failing in that, the
horse would arch his back, jump into
the air, and thud down to the ground
with four stiff legs. But all to no avail;
the Kid knew his business.

Jack Griffin, son of “@ild Jadk™
Griffin, settler and owner of Griffin's
ranch, had been brought up with horses,
cattle, cowboys, dust, and sagebrush.
His mother had passed away while the
raneh yet was new, at the time of the
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hardest work, before the immense prof-
its of later years poured in.

Old Jack went on through life alone,
bringing up his son, and his ranch.
Now he loved both with great pride.

His son was an “ homesttteGoeld”
man, who loved horses, the open, the
rough-and-ready companionship of the
cowboys of the bunk house. He was no
son to be packed off East to an effete
school to learn “ lounge lizatdiry.”

But Old Jack realized that the Kid,
as the boys of the ranch had nicknamed
his son, required a college ediication.
The old West was changing. The time
was coming when the hard-fisted cattle-
man must give way to the keener, edi-
cated business man,

This realization had cost the semnior
Griffin a great deal of worry. His son
had absorbed the equivalent of a high
school education from tutors, and from
a Texas schoolhouse many miles away
from the ranch. But he lacked the pol-
ish and poise and general knowledge
which contact with men in a large col-
lege would give him. His speech still
savored more of the bunk house titan
of books. His customs and manners
were still those of men long out of con-
tact with women,

And yet, Old Jack hesitated about
sending his son off to an “ Easterner ™
co He had heard and read too
much about them. He thought, with
fear in his heart, of his son returning
to him thin-chested, pulling at a long
cigarette holder, and receiving laven-
der-scented notes from girls—flappers
—left behind him in the East.

One day the senior Griffin had
returmed home from a cattlemen’s
meeting at the county seat. His
face was aglow. His Congressman
had told him of a wonderful col-
lege in the East, a
man’s college. There
the Kid would imbibe
the blessings of a eol-
lege edueation, and
yet be subjeet to none
of the dangers,
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It was a hard school, where life was
more difficult than a cowboy’s. None
of its students had time for “ lounge
lizardry ” or fitlpgears. They must ex-
ercise their bodies in becoming profi-
cient in the arts of manhood: becom-
ing expert in the use of rifle, pistol,
saber, boxing, command of men, and—
Fidingy.

That last item had sold Old Jack.
Any school which made its pupils ride
must be all right.

And so, the Kid was duly appointed
to West Point.

Now, the time was at hand when he
was to make the long jourmey north-
east to the Unmited States Military
Academy at West Point, N. Y.

IL

Twams particular hot, blazing after-
noon, almost the last remaining to him
in Texas, the Kid had selected for an-
other, and final, attempt to tame the
black stallion.

So far he had succeeded in staying
on its back. A cowboy had just pro-
claimed to his fellows that the Kid had
exceeded his former best time limit by
two minutes already.

Then the catastrophe happened.

The stallion had reached the desper-
ate stage. He rose up on his muscular
hind legs. Higher—higher—

His front feet pawed the air. The
Kid bent forward until his forehead
touched the crest of the stallion's
arched neck. He jerked downward on
the reins.

So determined was the horse in get-
ting that maddening animal from his
back that he refused to heed the ex-
cruciating pain that was tearing down-
ward on his jaw.

On his hind legs, he endeavored to
stand higher, straighter in the air, The
watching cowboys stared, and hardly
dared to breathe. Would the stallion
go over badkward?

The horse took a few steps badkward
to keep his balance. The Kid gamely
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and desperately kept pulling downward
with the reins.

Suddenly there was a thud; and a
cloud of dust flew up to meet the blue
sky. The black stallion had finally lost
his balance and had crashed backward
to the dust, carrying his intrepid rider
with him. There was a thrashing about
of black legs. A triangulaf blaek head
with bloodshoet eyes lifted Itself out of
the densef dust fiearer the earth.

In a mad scramble the cowboys
rushed for the gate of the corral. What
had happened to the Kid? If he had
not been able to extricate himself in
time, if the heavy bulk of the horse
had fallen squarely on him—

Before they could reach the gate
they saw the stallion kick to his feet,
and start at a mad gallop for the far
end of the corral. They saw another
form rise out of the dust—iitself so cov-
ered with dust that it looked like a
phantom—and dash after the hotse.

The ranch hands halted. Evidently
the Kid had not been hurt by his fall.
How he had ever escaped was a
miracle! At one instant he had been
clinging to his saddle, the horse stand-
ing almost vertically upward on his
hind legs. Then, in the very next if=
stant, before the-man had a chance o
leap from the saddle, the heise had
fallen straight.on his baek. The Kid
must have had to do some tall squifi=
ing to get himself eut frem undef be-
fore harm €ame.

And now, both horse and horseman
were on their feet.

It was plain that the stallion had ne
intention of continuing the riding
lesson. When he reached the far end
of the corral he halted, trembling in
every limb. His twitching ears were
alert for signals of any ene approach-
ing him,

Warily the Kid neared the horse.
He was almost upon him, when the
stallion, with a snofrt, was off. Another
kind of battle followed, a fiight whereln
horse cunning was fnatehed against
man brains.
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There were times when the stallion
was just within reach of the Kid. But,
before the outstretched hand could
grasp the bridle, the black horse was
away like the wind, a wind with pound-
ing hoofs.

The watching ranch hands were
beginning to advise the Kid to give it
up, to let some one help him catch the
black phantom. But “@ld Jad&ss™
son only smiled through the mask of
dirt and sweat on his face, and shook
his head negatively. This struggle be-
tween Black Devil and himself was a
long-standing, private affair.

Again the horse was at one end of
the corral. At that point the iron rail
fence formed a deep corner.

The Kid, following one side of the
corner, neared the horse.  Suddenly
he halted, waved his arms in the air,
and shouted.  Black Devil, surprised
by such unexpected, open tactics,
began a wild dash along the fence that
formed the far side of the corner.

At the same instant, the Kid cut
across. If he had speed enough, he
could head Black Devil off before the
horse realized what was happening.
The youth had a small distance to tra-
verse, the horse a greater. But Black
Devil was so much faster.

“ Look at the Kid travel!
Kid,"” cried a cowboy.

“ Gosh! Thet boy has the speediest
pair o' legs I ever did see!” exclaimed
another admiringly. “ Dammed strange,
too, fer a r

The Kid barely reached the other
side of the corner before the horse
passed by.

The stallion reared, and backed on
its hind legs. However, before it had
a chance to turn and make off in
another direction, the Kid seized the
bridle.

For an instant, it seemed to the
watchers that the horse would tear
loose. But no; with a leap the Kid
vaulted into the saddle.

The last event proved to be “ the last
straw * for the stallion. For a few

Go i,
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minutes longer he bucked, reared, and
ram.  But little by little his wildness
was dissipating into the Texas sun-
shine. Then came the time when he
was ridibrw, actually obeying the will of
his rider. Black Devil, at last, had
been comquered.

With a wide, happy grin on his
grimy face, the Kid rode his horse to
that part of the corral where stood his
father's “boys.” His clothes were
dusty, and torn in many places.

His golden bronze hair, usually so
well combed and parted, was a tousled
mass. His gray-blue eyes twinkled
merriily.

“ Waal,” he announced in a typical
Texas drawl, “ Black Devil an’ me are
friends at last™

He dismounted, bestowed a few pats
on the sleek, black neck of his horse,
and then turmed the reins over to a
waiting cow-puncher. The rest of the
men crowded about him, shaking his
hand, congratulating him.

Fimallly, there was a silence.

A tall, thin man in the group sud-
denly became nervous. He took off his
worn, sweat-stained sombrero, and
wiped his old, bald head with his
bandanma.

Hesitatinglly, he began to speak.

“ Kid, thet was mighty tine hoss-
tamin’ yuh jus’ did.”

He stopped for an instant. The rest
waited for him to go on.

“ Yuh ain't goin’ ta be with us muich
longer, Kid, an" we all thought we'd
like ta say good-by ta yuh all at wuinst,
t'gether. An’ so the boys here named
me as the spokesman.

“ We all hate ta see vuh go, Kid. But
ef Old Jack thinks it's bes’ fer wuh,
then we guess it's lies', too.

“ But, Kid, don’ ferget us, nor the
West. The East has some mighty fine
pleasures an’ things, I guess. But some
o’ them, Kid, don’ make a man nohow.,
Mebbe some of us folks out here ain’t
got the polish, an’ our talk ain’t jus’ the
kind ta suit Dan’l Webster, but we ride
hard an’ shoot straight.
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“pmi’—aant’, Kid, mebbe I ain't got
no right ta tell yuh so, but we all sorta
—sorta hate ta lose yuh to the East.
We hope yuh'll allus be one of us—
an’ ol’ Texas cowboy.”

As the old man flimished speaking,
there was something wet burning the
dust away in the Kid’s eyes. These
foolish, old, loyal pals of his! Their
simple minds could see an Eastern
college no more than a den of vice
where man qualities are enfeebled.

“Don't you worry,” he assured
them, patting the old man’s shoulder.
“I'll be just a-livin' till T get back here
with you-all again.”

The old cow-puncher extemskedl’ his
hand. In it was a cleverly wrought
gold chain.

Suspended from it was a tooth of
some kind, dried with age, yellow
stained, and shiny.

“ Kid, here's somethin' ta remember
us boys an’ Texas bv. It's good luck.
The bes’ yul'll ever ffint. Thet there
tooth came from the gamest mustang
thet ever rode the sage. Thet was
some hoss. Years ago—

“ Waal, anyways, take et. It's jus’
a trinket, an' a reminder. An' with et
goes the bes' wishes to yuh from us
all.

A few minutes later, Jack Griffin,
Jr., was alone. He opened his fist and
gazed thoughtfully at the trinket in his
palm.

Never before had the realization that
he was going away, leaving this West
of his—going to the far off, myste-
rious East—struck him so forcibly. In
a few days he would be in West Point,
a school about which he knew little
save that it was a military college, and
prepared soldiers for the mation.

In a few days he would be in that
curious East, where the people did not
eat dinner in the same clothes they had
v.orn during the diay.

What was going to happen, what
momentous change in his life? What
would the East do to him? .

Still musing, he heard the dinner
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gong clang in the ranch house. Old
Johum, the Chinaman, was striking hard.

TIL

A voune man, dressed in clothes
which very evidently had not come
from Brooks Brothetrs, or from De
Pinna’s, sat by himself in a coach of &
train which was rolling aleng tracks
beside a silver river. Every now and
then he would stare out of the windew
by his seat. His gaze would meet
bluff hills rislag from the ear windew.

These, he thought, must be the
Highlands of the Hudisom, described in
the train circular. And, somewhere
among those Highlands nestled gray
walls and gray buildings—West Point.

Wihat, he wondered, was it going to
be like? Already a wave of home sick-
ness was sweeping over him. He
longed for the sage-dotted desert, the
hot sun.

He looked about him in the ear.
There were a number of other young
men in it. Most of them were engaged
in looking out of the windows, busy
with their own thoughts. Jaek sus-
pected that they, like himself, were o
their way to report, for the first time,
at the Unmited States Military Aeademy.

They represented fany types. Soine
had a stamp of-rural communities.
Their apparel and actions plalnly dem-
onstrated it. Others showed that their
struggle through life had net been
easy. They were poofr. But the de-
termination on thelt faces speke vel-
umes. They were golng te make the
most of this ehance to be edueated -t
the expense of the goverament.

And then, there were others. In his
mind, Jack put them down for the real
“ Easterners  that he had heard about.
Their dress was just so. Their at-
titude was easy, assured, monchalant.
These last gathered together in little
groups, and played bridge. Jack did
not know, then, that the game was
bridge.

At the forward end of the coach
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were three men who were under con-
tinuous awed observation from some
of their fellow travelers. The three
were clad in uniforms of gray. The
black peaks of their gray caps sat down
sternly over their eyes. They kept
strictly to themselves, paying no atten-
tion to the curious stares of the re-
mainder of the occupants of the car.

Every one knew that those men were
West Pointers, students in the academy
through whose portals the rest of the
$oung men in the car were soon to pass.
Even Jack Griffin had guessed it; and
he, in common with his future class-
mates, had been studying the cadets.

Jack was growing tired of gazing
through car windows. For days he
had done nothing else. = He felt the
need of companionship. He wanted
some one to talk to.

Once, when his eyes were roving
through the car and saw the cadets in
the far corner, a thought came to him.
Since he was so curious about the place
to which he was going, why not ask
the cadets? An excellent opportunity
to secure some advance information,

Back in Texas, when one wished to
strike up a conversation with a
stranger, he went ahead and did so.
He was sure, most always, of a cordial
and cotirteous reception.

The eyes of most of the men in the
car were upon Jack as he strolled down
the aisle. His attitude had given
away his purpose. He was going down
to speak to the cadets. The universal
wonder was: what kind of reception
will he get?

Arriving at the two seats occupied
by the cadets, Jack paused. He smiled
pleasantly on the men before him.

But the young men in stern, military
gray apparently took no notice of him,
From their appearamce, no one would
know that such a person as Jack Griffin,
or any one in fact, was standing in the
aisle waiting for some act of friendli-
ness.

_ Fimally, Jack ventured to break the
1ce:
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“ Beg your pardon,” he B

Now, the cadets looked up. Their
glances were curious, their faces non-
committal.

“1 guess,” Jack concluded, * that
you are all from the same school where
I'm a going.”

For a few seconds the cadets Jooked
at one another. Then one, who was
by himself in a seat facing that of the
two others, burst into a laugh.

Jack's face reddened ever so slightly.
Back in Texas, a stranger making a
sociable remark was not usually
laughed at.

The man who had laughed was alone
in his mirth. The other two cadets
were studying Jack curiously.

Tuwrming to one of them, Jack said,
“ Sorry 1 horned in on your party. 1
was just looking for some information,
that's all.  But, it dida't amount to
nothing much.”

The man whom Jack had addressed
smiled back kindly.

“@, that's all right!” he replied.
“ What part of the country do you
come from?”

“ Texas.”

Jack did not feel especially verbose.
The cadet who sat by himself was smil-

ing cynically. Finally, the man
drawled:
“Ah! A cowboy, eh?”

It was not the words that infuriated
Jack. Rather, it was the tone of them,
and the superior, indifferent attitude of
the speaker, the scorn of the affected
“ Easterner ¥ for the unpolished West.

Jack felt that he had better make his
departure. The muscles of his arm
were beginning to twitch because of the
grinning face of the man in the far
corner of the seat.

“ Sorry 1 disturbed you, gentlemen.
Guess I'll be getting back to my seat.”

Perhaps the speaker did not mean
that his words should reach the ears of
Jack down the aisle, and—perhaps he
did. Tt was the superior cadet whe
spoke.  Jack recognized the sneering
voice:
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“1It's a pity they let such specimens wasn't politer to strangers than you.

into the academy these days!”

Halfway to his seat, Jack paused and
waited for the rest. He was not the
only listener. The ears of other men,
prospective cadets like Jack Griffin,
were attuned to the speaket’s voice.

“In the old days, West Point lhad
rather a marvelous social prestige. But
it has all fallen off now. I azusk you,
how can it be otherwiise. Formerly,only
the cream of the country went to West
Point. But nowadays—welll, you've
just had a sample of what the old
plaee s getting. Raw cattle tenders;
no family, ne eulture, just nobodles
from the West.

“For my part, I really am sorry 1
am graduating from West Point next
Jume. I wish to heaven I had taken
my mother’s advice and gone to Har-
vard. If it hadn't been for my fiiancee,
I wotld have, too. But she's got some
gdd notions ofi what a man ought to

e‘”

Jack's ears were burning. “ Raw
cattle tenders, no family, no culture—
nobodies.”

With his mind busy thinking, he
turmed slowly about on his heel, and re-
traced his footsteps. “ Nobodies from
the West.” That was the way this cyni-
cal, sneering “ Easterner” classified his
father, the boys back on the ranch.

A cold anger gripped him. Why,
that young, white-faced whelp! “1
aws: you.” Jack’s fiingers found a bit
of polished ivory hanging from his
watch chain, the boys* gift, the mus-
tang tooth.

Alarmed stares followed him up the
aisle. His grim face boded some kind
of action.

He halted before the gray-clad
group. His cool, gray-blue eyes sought
out the brown ones of the shm
Easterner.

“ Overheard your remarks, stiranger,
and I came back to tell you a few
things. Maybe we ain't so strong on
the ‘ social prestige ’ back home, but—
we wouldn’t own a hog in our pen that

An—!!

The FEasterner interrupted, and
leaped to his feet. He strove to hurdle
the legs of his two comrades to get at
this “awmiboy.” Jack walted, ealm,
ready, and willing.

But the other two cadets held the
third back.

One, he who had spoken kindly to
Jack before, addressed his struggling
comrade:

“ Cut out the damned nonsense, Bob
Peck, and sit down! To my mind, you
got just about what you deserve. It
hurts when you get paid baek in your
own coin, doesn't it? And, Peck, while
I'm at it. T want te tell you that I'm
everlastingly sorry that I’ heeked up
to room with yeu, this year. I hepe o
hell you domt: graduate frem Woest
Point. 1'd be ashamed e 8w you fef
a classmade.”

Peck was snarling furiously to be let
loose. Finally, seeing that further
struggles were useless, he desisted.
However, hot words streamed from his
mouth.

“Dxmm you, Bill Everest! You'd
let a common plebe insult your class-
mate "

Turming to Jack, he comtiimied!:

“ Mister, you haven't seen the end of
this, yet. Before the year is out you
will know where you belong.”

Meanwhile, unknown to the oc-
cupants of the car, who had been so en-
grossed in the excitement of the scene,
the train had slowed down, and had
finalllr come to a stop.

The blue cap of a conductor was
thrust inside the door. His official
voice bellowed through the ¢a:

“\WAeestt  Poimg 1™

V.

FOR the rest of his life Jack Griffin
will not be able to remember mich
about his first few months at West
Point. 'Too many new things had
happened to him too rapidly. Life
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had been a confusion of hard discipline
at the hands of upper classmen, lengthy
drills, endless parades. His awkward,
range-bred, horse-accustomed body had
been trained in the precision of the foot
soldier. His brain, tired from grasp-
ing new habits, principles, and ideas,
found little time to reflect on where he
was, and whether he liked it or not.

However, when the summer training
period was over, and the academic year
had begun, he had found that he had
more leisure to reflect upon what had
happened to him since the far-off day
in June when he had left Texas.

At times he had longed to be back
again to the open range, the com-
panionship of the boys of the ranch.
Yet, he was not dissatisfied. The new
life was interesting, and there was
much of value to be learned.

He had fared pretty well at West
Point—as well as any of his class-
mates. He had attained to a good rat-
ing in his military duties and studies.
The upper classmen respected him; he
was a “ good plebe.”

However, there were many times
when he had provided amusement for
them. They enjoyed his Texas drawl,
his cowboy anecdotes. Yet, for all the
upper classmen who had guyed him
about his cowboy youth and the West,
there had been only one who had been
offensive—Bob Peck, that day on the
train.

The true test of a man's popularity
is had from the attitude of his closest
associates toward him. And Jack's
classmates had early dubbed him with
the sobriquet, “ Tex.” It may be de-
pended upon that when a young man
has a good nickname, that young man
is well liked.

He was popular because of a number
of things. He had carried to West
Point his Western code of riding hard,
and shooting straight. Besides, he had
already proved that he was something
of an athlete. Then, from the day he
had first set foot on the military
reservation at West Point, his class-
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mates had talked about his train
episode with a first-class man.

Peck, Jack had not seen since that
memorable incident. They were in
different companies, and lived in sep-
arate barracks. Peck was a fiisstclass
man in M Company, and lived in North
barracks; while Jack was a plebe in D
Company, and lived in Seuth barracks.
Therefore, the chance of the two meet-
ing was small. Indeed, Jack had practi-
cally forgotten that there was stieh a
person as the snob Peck until one day
in early spring.

It was track season, and the third
day that the United States Military
Academy track squad had been ott-
doors. Lieutenant Graham, an officer
in the regular army, and coach of the
squad, was preparing to run off a race.
This was to be the first actual race of
the season, and Lieutenant Graham
was anxious to get a line on a couple
of new two-milers the plebe class had
brought into the Academy with it.

The level field where the track prac-
tice was being held was that area des-
ignated as “ summer camp.” In the
summer months the great Ccircular
cinder path inclosed rows of brown
tents. There the corps took up its
residence for the period of summer
military training and maneuvers.

But now, in the month of April, no
hot sun poured down on baking can-
vas. Instead, there was a damp chill
in the air. The skies above were gray,
like the old massive barracks and aca-
demic buildings in the distance.

The cadets on the squad kept their
black sweaters well up around their
ears. The ankle bands of the black
sweat trousers were drawn tightly.

The black figures, like medieval
monks, were scattered omer the in-
closure encircled by the track. Some
were busy heaving the weighty ham-
mer. Others, poised like Greeks of old,
were casting slender javelins. Every
now and then a dull plop would be
heard as a discus landed flat against
the ground.
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Then, there were others, runners, the
thoroughbreds of the track. It was
upon these that Lieutenant Graham
cast a speculative eye. Wihat material
had he there? Who was to replace the
great Calhoun of last season’s fame,
the man who could be counted on to
bring In first 1n the two-fhile as surely
as there was a sun In the heavens?

Yet, more important in Graham's
mind was the question: have I a man
to beat the Navy? The five points
which first place in the two-mile would
give were going to weigh unusually
heavy in the annual track clash of the
traditional service rivals, Army and
Navy.

Lieutenant Graham decided to ease
his mind. Up to his lips went his
megaphone:

“ All men out for the two-mile over
here?”

Then he began to call off names—
names of the men of last tear’s sguedi:
“ Roberts, Dillon, Pedk—"

A small group of black-clad men
quickly surroumded him. And among
them was Jack Griffin.

Jack had early decided to make his
principal sports effort in track. He
could run. The “boys " back on the
ranch had often commented on the un-
usual fact wonderinglv. What! A
cowboy able to run fast? But Jack had
not spent his boyhood racing colts in
his fathet’s corrals for nothing.

fibtiieemant Graham had quickly ex-
plained his purpose to the comtenders
for the honor of upholding West Point
in track contests with other colleges,
and was busily placing thent in their
starting pesitions on the cinder road.

Jack was so excited over this, his
first real race, that he had not noticed
any of the other cadets entered in the
face, His heart beat heavily and rapid-
ly as he scraped holes for his toes in
the haid-packed cinders. Suppose that
he had only been kidding himself into
believing that he could run? He had
never been up against competition be-
fore. These fmen, some nervous, some
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confident, might leave him so far be-
hind—

Jack refused to think of the ridicu-
lous figure he might cut.

All holes had been dug. The two-
milers were waiting impatieatly for the
signal to get ready.

Jack began to look around to see
whom he was running against.

When he saw the man next to him,
he started and stared. Where had he
seen that face before—the white skin,
the large brown eyes, the almost t0o
high forehead?

In a flash the memory came to him:
that day on the train. This was the
firsttatbsss man who despised the * raw,
uncultured West,” Bob Peck.

As if Jack's stare had struck him
physically, Peck turmed around.

“ Anything funny about me, mis-
ter?” began Peck, not recognizing Jack
at flirst.

A “no, sir,” was on Jack’s lips when
Peck realized that he had met this plebe
before.

“ Well, I'll just be damned!” he ex-
claimed. *“ Here is my little cowboy
friend.

“Can you fancy that!” he added
joyously. “Mwe been wondering what
happened to you. T thought perhaps
you might have changed your mind
about becoming a soldier and had gone
back to tending cows again.

* Well, 1 sure am delighted to meet
you again,” he concluded meaningly.

While Peck had been speaking, Jaek
had remained rigidly at attention as all
good plebes are required to do when
upper classmen speak to them. Now
he answered nothing and kept leoking
Peck straight in the eye.

For an instant the ffirst-classs man
sneeringly sized up the plebe. Them:
“ So you're a track man, too, are you?
I suppose you learned that echasing
after cows. OF maybe yeu used a herse.
I don't knew. Anyway, yewll neveF
win this raee—umless you fide a
hetse.”

The confined anger in Jack was
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making his pulse throb. Yet he had
learned his soldier lessons well; when
a senior talks, say and do nothing, no
matter what he says.

Peck laughed. He could see the ef-
fect of his words on the Texan.

“WMiet is your name, mister?” he
asked.

“ Mr. Griffim, ir.’*

“What! Are you the plebe Fve
heard rumors about occasionally? Tex
Griffin? How stupid of me! I never
guessed that he and you were the same
one.

“Well, Mr. Griffin, you report
around to my room before supper to-
night, understand? You and I are
going to become better acquainted. 1
have waited a long time for this oppor-
tunity.”

Jack had the desire to become “ bet-
ter acquainted,” also—with fists.

Lieutenant Graham prevented fur-
ther conversation. His pleasant voice
cried:

“ Let’s go now, fellows’™

The half dozen men who were at the
chalk mark which stretched across the
track quickly remowved their black
sweaters and trousets. They stepped
forth in their funning suits: scamty
white shirts and abbreviated pants.

“ On your mnarik?”

The six sought their holes. Jack’s
brain was afire with determination.
Hiis lips were closed tightly. If he died
in doing it, he would beat this sneering,
confident first-class man beside him.

“ Get reathy!”

The six went down on their fours.

(14 Sﬂt!’ﬂ

The six tensed their bodies, ready to
spring forward.

Cracid!

The starter’s pistol roared in the ears
of the six. They sprang forward like
suddenly unleashed hounds after a fox.

V.

WUWRN the fiirst turn of the track had
been reached Jack found himself well
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in the lead. The new, sharp spikes in
his shoes were tearing up the cinders
nicely. They gave him a feeling of
confidence, He lifted his chin, expand-
ed his chest, and drew in deep lungfuls
of cool air,

He felt wonderful. There was joy
in running, especially when one was
ahead of the crowd. He was working
off his anger, his fury against Peck, by
running swiftly. Pie would shew him
—he would beat Peck so badly—Peck
would have a little more respeet for the
West after this race—and he wouldn’t
be beaten by means of a horse either—
just geed, straight running.

The first lap.

Jack's flying heels were pounding
into the cinders.

The second lap.

He had not slackened his pace simoe'
he started out.

Once, on the third lap, he had
glanced hastily over his shoulder. He
saw the other five runners a full three-
quarter lap behind him. The five were
sticking pretty much together in a
%t;%tlzp. Leading them Jack recognized

“ This is easy,” Jack thought. “ At
this rate, Peck will be so far behind by
the end of the mile that he’ll need a
horse to get in.”

He was nearing the end of the
fourth lap when Jack began to expe-
tience difficulties.’ It was becoming
constantly harder for him to catch his
breath. His legs were beginning to
feel like lead.

Yet, when he passed by the starting
line, where Lieutenant Graham waited,
stop-watch in hand, he was still run-
ning very swiftly.

Amid the roaring in his ears Jack
heard the lieutenant’s voice shout some-
thing. But it was unintelligible. Jack
kept on,

Now iron bands were tightening
about his chest. The lead in his legs
was becoming heavier and heavier. A
mist swam before his eyes,

A slim form filitted past him. The
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form was running smoothly and easily.
Jack knew without having seem—the
form belonged to the first-class man,
Bob Peck.

Desperately Jack’s will endeavored
to spur on his legs. He must overtake
that flying form in front of him. But
the iron bands about his chest were be-
coming tighter. They were squeezing
his heart out. There was a ton of lead
in each leg.

By the sixth lap others had crept
up on him, passed him by, running
smoothly. With strained lips and
clenched teeth Jack couinted them. One
—two—tinee. A little imterval—then,
faurr. After him, the last man. He
was the last man!

The seventh lap.

Running had become an untediix able
torture for him. There was no room
at all in his constricted chest tor a
heart. Breath whistled between his
dried teeth. And, all the while, the
runners up ahead of him were becom-
ing more and more distant. But he had
lost all desire or care to be up with
them.

Eighth lap.

Oh, Lord, if this race would only
end! The last grilling lap, only a quar-
ter of a mile. Yet to Jack, suffering
damnable tortures, it seemed that it
might as well have been the distance to
the moon.

Subconsciously he understood that
now he was alone in the race. The
first, Bob Peck, had long since crossed
the line. The others, in short intervals
after, had followed him in.

Still Jack kept on. The cords in his
neck stood out like living snakes under
the skin. His face was nothing but a
mask of pain. He was not running
now; he was stumbling along. His
spiked shoes, somehow, kept to the cin-
der track.

If only he could stop, to ease the
terrifble pain, to breathe, to cease
struggling to lift those leaden legs! He
just could not make them move any
longer.
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Yet his indomitable will forced him
on. He might lose the race to Bob
Peck. He might come in last. But—
never would he quit. That was not
what he had learned back home—in the
West.

The lowest, worst cow-puncher on
his father’s ranch would never quit any
sort of competition, no matter what
pain or penalty was imposed, until the
end was reached. And if he should
quit now, before these “ Eastermets ™
and Peck, could he hold his head up
when he went back to the “ boys * of
the ranch?

The last turn; he was on the home
stretch.

He saw indistinct shapes and round
white blotches across the track in front
of him. He was going to run right into
them. Why didn’t they get out of the
way ?

He swerved to avoid them. They
reached out to grasp him. He strug-
gled to get away. He staggered, stum-
bled, and fell—down, down—

He opened his eyes. His stomach
was bothering him. He felt nauseated.
There was a vile taste in his mouth.
But—he could breathe. And his legs
were at rest.

Looking down at him was Lieuten-
ant Graham. His face was kindly. Be-
hind the lieutenant were several curious
cadets.

“HHowr do you feel now, Griffin?”
asked Graham.

Jack’s voice was weak as he an-
swered huskilv:

“ All right, siir.”

Jack wished to lie back in the warm
blankets in which he was wrapped, and
sleep. He wished that he was alone in
the world. Whhat a fine showing he
had made! He had started out so
grandly at the start. He had been so
cocky.

But the finish! He winced. He not
only had been beaten badly and laugh-
ably, but—also—he had fainted, ac-
tually passed out, at the end.

From Jack’s face Lieutenal;t Gra-

A
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ham divined what was going on in his
mind.

“ First race you've ever run, isn't it,
Griffim?” he asked.

Without waiting for Jack to reply,
Grahamm went om:

“You're just about what I need for
this two-mile. You've got all the speed
in the world—and pluck too, which
counts a helluva lot in this track busi-
ness. With some training on how to
use that speed to the best advantage,
we might give the Navy a surprise this
June.”

Jack could not believe his ears. The
coach still thought that he was a good
runner after the exhibition he had just
put up! Jack knew; the coach was only
being kind. Over the shoulder of
Coach Graham, Jack saw the sneering
face of Peck, the winner of the race.

Strength returmed more quickly to
Jack’s body. If what the coach said
was true, then Jack Griffin would train
and train, and in the next race Peck
might not come off so successfully.

Jack recalled that he had to report
to Peck’'s room before supper. He still
felt a little shaky; but, shaky or not,
he made up his mind that the late after-
noon would find him reporting there.

VL

AT five thirty that afternoon a plebe
dog-trotted down the polished hall of
the second floor of the Twenty-Eighth
Division, North Barracks. As he went
he thought to himself: “If any one
had told me, a year ago, that I would
be trotting around meekly to the room
of a man like Peck, I would have
laughed out loud. WHhat would ‘ Old
Jack ’ Griffin and the men of the ranch
think of #t?”

He arrived at his destination: black
numerals “ 2823 ” on a gray door. His
gray cap came off, his hands smoothed
his hair, his shoes polished their toes
on the gray-clad calves of his leg. He
was ready to report to the fifisstalless
man, Peck.

3A

Cap still in hand, he quietly opened
the door and stepped inside.

There were several upper classmen
in the square, barren, sorupulously
clean room. Among them Jack recog-
nized Peck and his roommmate, Bill
Everest, who had held Peck in check
that day on the train.

“ Sir,” began Jack, addressing Peck,
“ Cadet Griffiim reports to Mr. Peck as
ordered.”

The fiirst-classs man stopped talking
to look at the new arrival. Bill Everest
seemed disinterested; even, perhaps,
slightly irritated.

* So you are here at last, are yow?”
greeted Peck sarcastically. “ Well, I'm
glad to see that you are more prompt
than this afternoon.”

Not a flicker of emotion passed over
Jack’s face, though he fully understood
that Peck was pointedly referring to
the promptness of his finish in the race
that aftermnoon. Peck grinned. He
turmed to his comrades.

“ Gentlemen,” he began in the atti-
tude of a blase circus exhibitor, “ let
me introduce you to a real live cowboy
from the wild and woolly West, the
only one in captivity in the United
States Corps of Cadets.™

All the upper classmen save Bill Ev-
erest grinned broadly and in anticipa-
tion at Peck’s remarks. They expected
that they were in for an ordinary
“kidding a plebe " session. But when
they saw the plebe’s expression their
faces became more serious.

The plebe was not taking the fun-
making Hhightly.

“Mr. Tex Griffim is his name,” com-
tinued Peck, “ and he’s the cat’s hinges
when it comes to broncho-bustin’, hog-
tyin’ a steer, and making the old red-
skin bite the dust, aren’t you, mistiear?*

Jack did not deign a reply. But ob-
servers could see the color mounting
into his cheeks.

The flirst-classs man went om:

“Tex is quite a runner, too. Come
on, mister, show us how to win the
two mile.”
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For several seconds Jack remained
motionless.

“Go ahead!”
sharply.

Slowly, Jack began to double time
in place. His feet rose and fell rhyth-
mically, his arms swung across his
chest.

His gray-blue eyes never wavered an
instant from Peck’s brown ones. The
firstalhsss man was beginning to* be-
come disconcerted. Bill Ewverest, his
whole attitude showing disgust, had
walked to the window and was looking
down into the Area below. The re-
malning first-class men In the room
were ta_e@@miﬂg a blt bored, If net a
little displeased.

Peck decided on something else,
something more exciting.

“'The race is over, mister. You
came in last—as usual.”

Jack ceased to double time. The
red anger-color had practically receded
from his face. He had come to the
conclusion that he did not even hate
Peck. All that he could find in his
heart was disgust with him, and pity
that sueh a fine school should harbor
sueh a peer man.

“ Grab a broom, Tex. Here's a bell.
Now, make believe that the broom is
a very vicious, and very wild buckin’
broncho. The belt is your whip. Now
go to it. Show us an exhibition of a
eowboy bustin’ a broncho. Put lots of
punch in it, and make it good. Don't
tey to fool me, because I know a little
abeut horses myself.”

Jack secured the broom, and took the
belt from Peck's hands.

Now that he had discovered that he
did not hate Peck—the man was un-
worthy of hatred—he was willing to
submit to the ridiculous horse-play.
After all, he had done as much for
other upper classmen at their request,
but they had demanded it in a spirit
of fun, and within the traditional rights
of upper classinen to derive a certain
amount of amusement from plebes.
But Jaek knew that Peck was doing

cried Peck more
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it to belittle him, to punish him for
what had happened on the train.

With energy and skill, Jack entered
whole-heartedly into the pantomime.
Astride the broom, he * galloped ” furi-
ously the length of the room. His
“ horse ” bucked, rose on its hind feet,
twired, danced, and praneed.

The upper classmen, seeing the
change in the plebe’s attitude, were re-
lieved. They were seeing a rare, dif-
ferent show. Like the good spofts they
were, they entered into the spirit of
the game,

“ Ride ’em, cowboy!” shrilled one
enthusiastically.

Jack’s “ horse * came down to a sud-
den halt. A wave of homesickness
swept over him. That “ ride 'em, cow-
boy ™ brought vivid memory pictiires
of another day, in another distant,
well-loved land, the day he had broken
Black Devil, and had heard that eld
encouraging ery while precariously
atop the blaek stallion’s glistening baek.

He did not have time to linger long
in memories. The upper classmen were
clamoring for more.

Obediently, Jack's “ horse ”* renewed
its antics to unseat its rider. The
broora, at the end of the handle,
swished the floor unmereifully. Still,
the *“ cowboy ” rode the slender stick,
and lashed lustily with his belt.

“ Look out, mister! He's getting the
better of you!” cried an upper class-
man gleefully.

“ Oh, no, he's not, sir!” replied Jack,
laughing himself, and grasping the
slender broomhandle tightly about the
“ medk™

Suddenly, the “horse ” gave forth
an ominous crack. The broom handle
had broken into halves.

With face sober, sad, and dignified,
Jack elaborately “ dismounted * from
his erstwhile “ horse.”

He approached Peck with a grave
expression. Making a cotifteous bow,
and presenting the belt, he saiid:

“ Sir, the ‘ horse * is Inrolkem.™

The upper classmen roared with
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laughter. They held on to their sides
and shouted. Even Bill Everest grinned
with a pleased expression. Peck was
getting the worst of this endeavor to
belittle the man from the West.

Peck’s face was black. He was al-
most beside himself with rage. This
damned “ nobodly” from Texas was
making an ass out of him, Bob Peck,
his social and intellectual superior.

“ Come off the Jaughing, mister!” he
snapped nastily.

Instantly the smile faded from Jack’s
face. He stood seriously and respect-
fully at attention.

“ You know your Western stuff all
right,” continued the first-class man.
“ Now, let's see what kind of mamners
you have out there. I've often heard
that you cowboys eat with your knives.
Tell e, if you were at a formal din-
ner, the niames of the forks at your
plate in order of use.”

Peck was sure that he had the plebe
at a disadvantage. He had brought the
subject upon ground with which he
was thoroughly familiar. There are
more ways of skinning a cat than one.
And nothing is more apt to make peo-

le feel small than the exposing their
gheramce of manners.

The rest of the upper dkssmen
waited hopefully for the plebe to speak.
They liked him very much, and they
were expecting him to turn the tables
on Peck again.

But Jack had never been to a formal
dinner in his life. The most forks he
had ever used at one meal had been
two. And the both of them had seemed
alike.

“1 don't know, sir.””

Peck had expected the answer.

“TMeit’s just about the size of it!™
he said, with a sneer. He turmed to
the upper classmen. “ This country is
too democratic. Now, for instance,
here we are at the military school of
the nation. The masses have always
loeked tip to us as leaders.

“ We are supposed to be selected
men—the cream of the young manhood
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of the country, physically, socially, and
every other way. But—how can we
expect to maintain that standard when
indiscriminating or ignorant Congress-
men continue to thrust such people tp-
on wus?”

Jack's anger was rising again. It
was rapidly nearing the danger point.
He knew to whom Peck was referring
in his speech. And, if you want to
get a Texan mad, tell him that he is
not as good as anybody else.

Peck turmed to Jack.

“ 1 suppose you wouldn't even kmoww
what kind of suit to wear to your own
father’s funeral.™

The safety valve of Jack’s anger was
completely blown to pieces. He might
have been able to take all the talk
about social distinction without a mur-
mur. But—that sneer about wonder-
ful, white-haired “ Old Jack’s ™ funeral
was too much for any plebe to take
from any filist-elass man.

Jack's fist shot out swiftly. Peck
had been on the watch for it. He had
expected—even hoped for—it. He
dodged, and countered with his right.

Neither blow landed. The cadets in
the room had rushed forward, and
seized the two men.

Bill Everest turned away from, the
window.

“Let them go to it,” he advised.
“It's got to come off some time. And
Peck has sure been aching for all he’s
going to get.”

Indeed, the cadets were glad to re-
lease the struggling men they held.
They could not have kept them from
each other much longer anyway.

Strange to say, the sympathy was en-
tirely for the plebe. Peck, although a
good athlete, was not popular. Snob-
bishness and sneers can never be count-
ed upon to win many friends,

Being an athlete, Peck had a wiry
physique, despite his slender frame. In
addition, he was no novice in the art
ot boxing.

Jack Griffin, on the other hand, was
the stronger of the two. Range days
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and nights, roping steers, riding horses,
rough-and-tumiblle combats with the
men accounted for it. But he was no
finishedl boxer.

Peck knew that the advantage was
on his side. He judged his opponent
warily. Awaited his chance. And
then, !

Meanwhiille, the men in the room had
been busy pushing furniture aside so
that the combatants might have a
cleared space in which to maneuver.

The fight was going against the
plebe. He was strong. He was game,
But the superior skill of the fifisstaliass
man was telling heavily.

Jack reeled backward from a blow
smartly planted on his nose. Bright
blood trickled down over his lip. He
quickly brushed it aside with the back
of his ffist. His gray-blue eyes were
gleaming dangerously.

Peck laughed.

“ Had enougihr—Tex?" he smeered.

Jack made no reply. His lips closed
in a tight line. Was he to be beaten
twice in one day—omce in the race; the
second time in hand-to-hand combat—e
by this sneering, slim, superior East-
erner? The nails of Jack's fimgers bit
Inte his palms. Peck would have to
kill him te llek him.

Realizing that he could not hope to
win by merely boxing Peck, Jack de-
cided to rush him, to clinch, and settle
the matter in the good old rough-and-
tumble method of the cowboy.

He awaited his opportunity.

Peck feinted with his right, and
jabbed with his left. Brushing aside
the outstretched arm, Jack closed in.

The flirst-class man unmercifully
rained blows on the plebe's lowered
head. His, short uppercuts slashed
through Jack’s guard to land jokingly
on his chin.

Still Jack pushed forward, his fists,
all the while, moving back and forth
like pistons.

No man could have withstood such
a furious onslaught without giving
way. Peck stepped backward in an
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attempt to free himself of this man
suddenly turned wildeat. He took two
steps to the rear; then three. And stili,
Jack bored away.

Suddenly one of the observers of the
fight cried:

“ Look outt¥”

The warning came too late. A small
wooden box, used to store rags and
cleaning materialls, lay in the backward
path of the retreating ffirst-elass man.
His foot came down upon it. He felt
himself going, and grasped at his ad-
versary for support. Jack, mistaking
his purpose, shook him off. Peek
erashed to the hard eempesition floeF.

He cried aloud in agony as he fell.

The upper classmen rushed to his
assistance. Jack withdrew to one side,
his eyes still blazing, waiting for Peck
to rise.

But the first-class man continued to
sit on the fldear. He held on to his
ankle with both hands. His face was
contorted with pain.

“Damn you!" he shouted at the
startled Jack. “Wouiwe broken my
ankle.”

Jack felt a sudden tremor in his
heart. It was one thing to engage in
combat with a fiirst-class man. That
was bad enough. But, to break his
ankle—

Bill Everest, who was kneeling be-
side his roomrmate, turned a Serious
face up to meet Jack's anxious gaze.

“You'd better beat it, Griffim. Dom"t
worry. ['ll take care of this. But you
had better keep your mouth shuit
about it.”

The upper classmen looked soberly
at Jack's troubled face as he prepared
to leave the room. As he was going
out the door, he heard Peck’s rather
high-pitched voice soiepiming;

“You cowardly Western jackass!
You did it on purpose. You knew the
damned box was there. You saw a
good chance to bang up fay legs so T
couldn’t fun any tmore. You="

Jack started. He had not thought
of that phase of it before. Not only
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had he, a plebe, broken a fifisstellass
man’s ankle, but also the ankle of the
best two-miler the Academy had.

There was a great deal to worry
about. First, if Peck should tell the
doctors at the hospital how he came
by a broken ankle, there would soon
be one plebe less in West Point. Fight-
ing among cadets was something ab-
solutely taboo.

Secondly, when the upper classmen
in the Corps heard that the ankle of
the best two-miler had been broken in
a fiight with a plebe, they were not go-
ing to be any too well disposed toward
that plebe.

Vil

Dws passed.

For a time there was a great deal
of talk about the fight in Peck’s room.
Some hot-headed, indignant upper
classmen gathered together in groups
in various rooms evenings after supper,
when there was time to gossip, and
heatedly agreed that “this bolshevik
plebe " should be givem “ an old-time
formation that he'd remember."

However, these upper classmen for
the most part were 'yearlings, not so
tecently removed from the abject state
of plebedom themselves, and conse-
quently were overloud and overready
to subjugate any plebe who did not
show exact, deferential behavior.

Nothing ever came of these indig-
nation meetings; except that the Corps
as a whole took more notice of this
* cowboy ™ plebe. the general attittude
toward him remained just about the
same.

Jack suspected that Bill Everest had
something to do with it. Peck was
not a great favorite with the Corps.
He was cheered in the two-mille, but
outside of the races, few had much to
de with him. So, if Everest passed the
word that Peck’s misfortune was due
te his own fault, and not the plebe’s,
then the Corps was satisfied.

For days after the fight, Jack lived
with worry. Each time that the of-
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ficer-afftithelajay entered the division of
barracks, Jack’s heart would beat fast-
er. Would the Q. D. call out his name
next? Wouild there be an order shouted
up the stairs to the fourth floor, “ plebe
heaven,” commanding that Mr. Gtiffin
report to the commandant at once?

Such an order could mean but one
thing. The academic authorities had
learned of the figdit Heowmewer, each
O. D. entering the “ diw"” had called
off a name other than Jagkis—a special
delivery letter, package, or a telegram
for the cadet whose name was shouted
—and then had left the division.

In this, too, Bill Everest had had a
hand. By talking, then arguing, and
finallly by threateniing, he had convinced
Peck that he had better remain silent
at the hospital as to the cause of his
injury.

And, when the first track meet came
to West Point, the Corps of Cadets
saw one of the most thrilling races in
years, and realized that a new star had
been added to the track fifirmamant,
Tex Griffin won the two-mile.

That, in itself, was not remarkable,
but, in a hair-splitting finish, he had
beaten the intercollegiate champion
two-miler to the tape. That was cause
for celebration. That was cause for
Navy to waorry.

Jack himself could hardly realize
how it happened. True, for days and
days prior to the race he had given
himself entirely to traiming. Ever,
Lieutenant Graham’s speculative eye
had watched him.

Now and then he would give a bit
of advice. At other times he would
talk seriously to the young Texan.

Several times, even, Coach Graham,
himself a famous two-miler of an ear-
lier day, had paced Jack the whole eight
laps. And, bit by bit, Graham’s smile
had broademed as he watched his “ cow-
boy™ runner pace his daily practice.

From his first race on throughout
the glorious, zestful spring, Jack
romped to the tape every Saturday,
gathering five points on his chest.
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Then there came a time when track
practice became more grim. Lieuten-
ant Graham’'s face was field for fewer
smiles. A successful season was be-
hind him. But the ultimate sticcess
of fallure—of the entire season was
still ahead—Navy.

The only track meet left—Navy.
The only thought of the Corps—beat
Navy, avenge last year's defeat. The
one armbition of every member of the
team—"" place " against Navy.

The year's academic work was end-
ing. June week and graduation were
close at hand. But scant attention was
being paid to either. Instead of such
topics as “ math,” conversation eve-
nings was about * seconds—feet—first
place in the two mile—third in the
hammer fhifow—"

As close as could be figured by com-
paring the season's records of the two
academies, and by comparing the rec-
ords of the individual stars, it was de-
cided that the meet would be a tight
squeeze, the winner not having wery
many points to throw away.

Meanwhile a newcomer reported for
track practice. Bob Peck began train-
ing furiously for the two-mile. His
ankle, which had not been broken, but
had only had the ligaments strained,
was completely healed.

Peck’s great ambition resulted from
two causes. One to make his letter, the
coveted, hard-earmed “ A.” For four
long years Peck had suffered the labor
and discomforts of track-traiming for
a single purpose, to win the “ A.®

His sacrifices had not been so that
West Point might win her battles. No.
They had been so that Bob Peck might
appear on the golf links of the coumtry
club back in his home town nonchalan-
tly wearing a huge black sweater bear-
ing a gray “ A.”

But for four long years the A had
eluded him. He had been always
“ pretty good,” but not quite good
enough. The great Calhoun had stood
in his way. It was upon this year, his
last year, that Peck had planned.
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Calhoun was gone. Just when the
A had appeared to be within his grasp
this damned plebe had to come along
and ruin his ankle. However, Peck
still saw a chance to win the A. A
first place against the Navy awarded it,

The second cause of his ambition
was—Griiffin. Peck had heard, with
spleen, the gossip about Jack's vic-
toties. All through his enforced stay
in the hospital he had been chafing to
be out, to put this ™ cowboy " athlete
in a place where he belonged. Peck
doubted the tales of Jack’s speed. He
had beateh hifa enece if a pltiful, ig-
nominious race. He knew he esuld 48
It again.

Wihen they met during practice the
firstelbsss man appeared not even to
know that the plebe existed. This
pleased Jack perfectly, as he wished to
take no more notice of Peck than the
latter did of him.

Both trained religiously. Both had
their purposes. Peck—to win an “ A,”
and at the same time, humble the West-
erner. Jack—to beat the Navy.

VIIL.

Davws to the Navy meet were getting
less and less in number. Excitement
at West Point was becoming more in-
tense. To make the event seem closer
still, girls from all parts of the coun-
try were beginning to ammive for the
social festivities which wefe always
attendant upon a clash between Afmy
and Navy.

Track practice now was never de-
void of spectators. The warm, lazy
afternoons of spring would bring ca-
dets, in snow-white trousets, gray,
swallow-tail coats gleaming with but-
tons of brass, to look on and cheet.

With these soldiers in the making
were laughing, bright-eved girls. The
soft, clinging spring deesses and wraps
of them drew the eves and attention of
many a perspiring athlete,

Perhaps the magic of young, perish-
able femininity in spring had greater
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effect on no one than it had on Jack
Griffin. Never before had he seen such
girls, the women of the East, gracious,
poised, and fragile. Suddenly he felt
awkward, rough. He had come from
a far, uncouth country into the presence
of goddesses.

In his heart there rose a desire which
he could not name. First along he
attributed it to the usual effects of
spring. But later, he knew, he envied
his brother cadets their nonchalant
companionship with those delicate, fair
creatures known as “ femmes.”

At the same time that he realized
that he wanted a “ femme," like other
cadets, to talk to, to stroll with on Elir-
tation Wallk, to dance with at gradua-
tion hop, Jack resolutely put the sub-
ject from his mind. ‘The moon may be
desired, but one would be a fool to
pine for it. The nearest girl whom
Jack knew was a thousand and some
odd miles away.

One afternoon Coach Graham called
his two milers together.

“ Gentlemen, 1 am going to give you
a treat this afternoon. Instead of pac-
ing the same old cinder track, I want
you all to take a run around Elirtation
Wallk. I think the change will do you
good. Start at Cullum Hall and come
out in back of the old hotel.”

His eye went from one to the other
of the runners about him. He was
checking up to see that all his men had
come out for practice that afternoon.

He missed one.

“ Where's Peck this afternoom??

A flirst-classs man replied:

“ His femme came down to-day, and
I heard him say that he wasn't com-
ing to practice. They were going for a
walk.”

“ " remarked Lieutenant
Graham. “ Well, the rest of you start
off. After the run you can go in. That
will be all for to-day.”

Nearly every college has its Lovers’
Lame. That of West Point is appropri-
ately named “ Flirtation Walk.” Well
out of sight below the level of the plain
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where the academy buildings stand, and
quarters, and common roads of taiffic,
the foliaged path of Flirtation takes its
secluded course beside the gray rocks
which edge the winding Hudson,

Running easily, Jack was enjoying
the rare privilege of the afternoon. It
was his first visit to Flirtation. Plebes
were not allowed to set their unsophisti-
cated feet upon this very sophisticated
path, except when touring it for some
athletic practice.

The beauty of it entramced him,
Texas, with its hot suns and dust, could
not be compared to it. Above him,
through the young green of the trees,
he caught glimpses of pale blue sky.
On one side of him an occasional open-
ing through wild bushes gave him a
peek at ancient gray rocks serenely
cooling their feet in the laughing blue
riplets of the Hudson.

He took in huge lungfuls of scented
spring air. Wiat a day! What a
place! Flirtation Walk. How aptly
named! It needed two—a man and a
gJifrl.--to appreciate most the romance
ot 1it.

Some mocking god must have di-
vined his thoughts, and set the stage
which met his eyes.

The path took an abrupt turn about
a huge bowlder jutting out of a Hhill.
As Jack made the turn he halted sud-
denly.

A cadet and a girl were standing
beneath a large rock which extended
from the hillside over the path. The
cadet held the girl in close embrace.
Her face was tilted up to his, expectant,
awaiting the kiss.

Without needing to be told, Jack
realized that he had come upon the
storied “ Kissing Rock "odf Flirtation
Wallk. Legend had it that should a
maid refuse to kiss beneath that rock,
the rock would fall. Evidently, the
maids passing under it had always been
tractalible, if not willing.

The two now engaged in testing the
old rock were blissfully unconscious of
any observer of their love scene.
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Jack began to retrace his steps. This
was not a scene to which he was accus-
tomed. His cheeks glowed red.

Spikes were crunching into the
gravel behind him. The other two
who had been behind him were ap-
proaching. He must warn them.

The crunching of the gravel had also
been heard by the couple under the
rock. They sprang apart. With a face
of displeasure, the man stared upward
at Jack, who had not yet entirely dis-
appeared around the turn.

Startled, Jack recognized Peck,

Peck’s first impulse was cne of anger.

“ What the hell you doing up there—
spying?” he called.

At this the girl took hold of his arm,
gently remonstrating.

Jack had a sensation as though he
were tongue-tied. Finally he managed
to get out:

“ No, gir.”

By this time Jack's comrades in the
run appeared around the turn. ‘They
glanced curiously at him, and at the
couple under the rock, but they passed
on without halting or speaking. Every
one's business is his own on Flirtation
Wallk.

Jack joined the column of runners.
However, as he neared Peck, the lat-
ter called owt:

“ Wait a minute, Mr. Griffim. 1 want
to speak to you.”

Wondering what was going to hap-
pen next, Jack stopped and stood at re-
speciful attention in front of the first-
class man.

Peck was thoroughly incensed. He
could have overlooked, with nothing
but a feeling of inward anger, being
caught in an embarrassing situation by
any one else. But, in regard to Griffin,
his prejudiced mind told him only one
thing. Griffin had been spying, per-
haps laughing up his sleeve at what he
saw. Abeve all things, Peck eould not
stand being made the objeet of keugh-
tek.

His eyes were mean as he addressed
the plebe.
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“Don't you know any better than
to come sneaking around Flirtation
Walk? If you had any manners at all
you would have had the delicacy to re-
tire instead of gawking until you were
caught. But I suppose that’s the way
they do It out In the eow eoudry.”

Jack made no reply to the abuse
heaped upon his head. As at other
times the muscles in his arm twitched
in their desire to propel rettibutive fists
against the hate-filled face of the fliisi-
class man,

Through it all Jack had deep sym-
pathy for the girl. It was easy to see
that she was suffering acutely from
embarrassment.

From out of the corner of his eye,
Jack studied her. He was surprised.
She did not at all seem to be the type
of girl who would choose Peck for a
partner for a stroll on Flirtation Walk.
From her appearaice, she was the kind
of girl men dreamed abeut meeting
some day, yet rarely de.

She was of medium height, and slim.
The snow-white of her soft, girlish
dress was no whiter than the skin
which it bordered. She was hatless,
which was lueky for all behelders of
her, because the gold of her eolled haif
theew back with a feeling ef kinship
the golden dafts of the suf.

For the first time in his life Jack
felt his heart thrill with a new, de-
licious feeling. He knew that the girl
standing beside Peck was the femme
of all femmes,

Peck now desired to make an €x-
planation to his companion. His veice
expressing contermpt, he saiidl:

“ Margy, this is the ‘ cowboy * you've
heard me speak of from time to time.
You can see for yourself that he is
all that I said he was.”

Desperately Jack wished that the gifl
was miles away from there at that par-
ticular moment. Peck and he alone éen
Flirtation. His hate for this speeial
brand of “ Easterner ” and “ highfa-
luting " culture would be assuaged.

The girl herself now entered into the
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conversation. Her speech astounded
#oth her escort and Jack Griffin,

She stepped forward and inclined her
head at Jack as if Peck's words had
been a polished introduction to one of
his friends. At the same time she ex-
tended her hand.

“1 am so glad to know you,” she
said in a soft, low voice. “I have
never been out West, but I hope to go
some day. I understand that you have
a wonderful country out there.

“ Now, we mustn't keep you from
your practice any longer. [ know how
terribly important every minute must
be at this time, before a Navy meet.™

She smiled at the scowling Peck.

“ Perhaps 1 shouldn't even have kept
Bob out this afternoon, even though
it is the first opportunity we have had
to be together in years. I know how
badly he wants to make his A. I want
him to make it, t0o0.”

She smiled companionably at Jack.

“ He promised to let me wear it om
my sweater.

Well, get you gone, Mr. Runner!”
she cried gayly. “ And,"” she continued,
her voice implying a deeper meaning
than her words, “ don't mind, please,
this little interruption in your practice.”

While she was speaking, Jack, like
a country boy in his first love experi-
ence with a feminine “ city boarder,”
had retained possession of her hand.

Gently she withdrew it, and smiled
good-by. Without wasting another
look on Peck, Jack turned and took up
a fun along the path.

IX.

AFTER practice, Jack, once more clad
in his somber gray “ plebeskins,” was
walking slowly across the empty Area
of South barracks.

His mind was filled with nothing else
but this girl of Peck’s. What a lovely
creature she was! And, what a sportt!
The way she got around Peck's nasti-
ness, and ended the whole disagreeable
scene—
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In his memory Jack could see hefr
eyes of deep blue, fighting to make
smiles hide her disappolntrment i Peek,
Jack relived again the speeeh his eyes
had had with her eyes. She had ap-
pealed. Perhaps she had recognized
the sympathy 1A his.

Then Jack fell to dreamming. If a
fellow had a girl like that to take to
graduation hop, it wouldn't be so bad.
He shook his head rather vielently,
Wihat nonsense! How could homely old
Tex Griffin—a cow-puncher, pure and
simple, without the eourtly manners of
the East which sueh a glfl was aeeus-
tomed to—ever drag sueh a gifl, pre-
v}dll?ng there even was anether sueh a
gie

A hand suddenly clapped on his
shoulder startled him out ot his dreams,

“ Hi, there! Whatcha shaking your
head like a mad bull for? Semebody
step on your toes?”

Jack turned to look into the smiling
face of Bill Everest.

Jack and Bill were on the best of
terms. At West Point an upper class-
man may ‘ recognize " any plebe he
desires. This establishes, between the
upper classman and the plebe, the regu-
lar status quo that exists among upper
classmen. “ Sir.” * mister,” and other
formalities and conventions  are
dropped, and an ordinafy friendship
exists between the two.

Bill Everest had recognized Jack not
long after his roommate, Bob Peck,
had gone to the hospital.

“ How's the old heels 7" Bill went on.
“Raudly to show ‘em to the Navy?”

Without waiting for a reply he con-
tinued more setiowsly:

“ Say, Tex, how about performing
a few real wild West cowboy stunts
for the horse show? The committee
has deputed me to ask you. We nepd
somebody to do some stunts like that.
It will be sort of different from the
firstalbsss ride, the artillery deill, and
the jumps that they have every year.
How abeut it?”

At first Jack was not very enthusias-
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tic. The annual West Point Horse
Show, which took place among the
June Week activities, was a social event
of some prominence. It was sponsored
by army offioers and cadets of the grad-
uating class.

Horse lovers of Eastern society en-
tered their valued horses in competition
with army products for many prizes.
The show continued for several days as
one of the Commencement attractions.
It was well patromized by cadets and
their June Week visitors, by military
dignitaries and by society.

Jack Griffin had never been forward
in displaying what few attainments he
had to the general public. But Bill
Everest argued so long, and so well,
that Jack finally gave his reluctant con-
sent,

He decided, however, to trade in his
consent for some information.

“ Bill, who is that femme Peck is
dragging—the one with the gold haiir?"

“ Strange to say, she is his flinoce.
Too bad. She is one peach of a wom-
an. Peck says that they haven't seen
each other for some time. She came all
the way down here from wherever she's
from to see him win the two mile,
and see him graduate. Persomallly, I
think—"

Bill's words were interrupted by the
ringing voice of a bugle.

“There goes fiirst call for supper,
Tex,” he broke off hastily. “ I've got
to beat it. See you later about the horse
show.”

A few minutes later, marching down
to supper, Jack, in the rear rank, keep-
ing his shoulders “ squeezed back,"” and
his chin well in, was still thinking about
the girl “ with the gold hair.”

She had come all the way down here
to see Peck win the two mile. She
was going to wear the A on her sweat-
er. Would it matter to her a great deal
iff Peck won or lost? She was engaged
to him. Why? Did she love him?

Jack's company arrived at the foot
of the steps leading into the old, gray
mess hall. Still thinking, Jack snatched

off his cap, and ran swiftly up the steps.
No plebe must walk those steps with his
cap on.

X.

U N—X—N—=X
—A—A—A—A
=V=V=V=V
=Y—Y—-Y—Y
N-a-a-a-a V-e-e-c-€!”

IN one corner of the crowded stands,
a small group of midshipmen, making
a blue blot on a blanket of gray, fllung
the “ Four N " yell victoriously into the
faces of their soldier riivals.

The Corps of Cadets applauded like
the gentlemen they were, and then set-
tled back in their seats, anxiously
awaiting the next event.

It was a most nerve-racking track
meet. [First, Army would be ahead.
Then, on the small blackboard in frent
of the stands, some one would do seme
erasing and maevelous additions. The
anguished eyes of the supporters of the
Military Academy would see the white
sum under " Navy ” greater than the
white figures under * Army.”

And so it went on through the entire
meet. The events were becoming less
in number. The handful of midship-
men who had accompanied their team
from “ Cralitovwn " were gaining eonfi-
dence as the minutes flew by.

Now, the blackboard yielded :

.........................

It was an ideal day. The heavens
were cloudless. Golden sunshing peured
down on the cireular track, and the long
line of crowded stands which faced the
starting and ending pelnt for the raees.

The center portions of the stands
were solid gray, where the Corps sat
to cheer on a trailing team. The flamks
of the stands were eolerful. Civilians,
girls in gay summer frocks, filled them
to overflowing. It was'the last day ef
May, and Jume Week was But three
days away.

An annoumcer, a cadet, stepped out
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from the group of track officials who
were bunched near the starting point.
His arms were upraised, holding a
paper before his eyes. He slowly paced
the lanes of the cinder path, announc-
ing as he went.

“ For this race:

“In this lane—Peck, Army.

“In this lane—Jackson, Navy.

“In this lane—Roberts, Army.

“In this lane—Munsey, Navy.

“In this lane—Griffin, Army.

“IIm tihis—"

By that time, his voice could no long-
er be heard. A deafening, steady roar
issued from the cadet stands. Excite-
ment was running to a fever pitch.

The two mile was the last race, and
the last event. If the Army could take
eight out of the nine points given by
this race, it would win the meet. But
—eight out of nine points! That meant
not only winning first place, but also
second.

To be sure, Tex Griffin would prob-
ably come in fifisdt. But—who would
come in second. The best Navy two-
miler was no slouch; he was almost as
good as the incomparable Tex himself,

In their hearts, the Corps already
was beginning to feel the deadening
effects of defeat creeping. If only the
Army had another runmer like Tex,
some one who could take the much
needed second place. Peck, probably
the next-best two-miler to Tex, was not
the Navy man's equal. Hadm’t the mid-
shipman come in 'way ahead of Peck
in last year's meet?

Down on the track, Jack Griffin
jogged around a bit to warm up his
legs. A series of thrills were shooting
through him. He had not felt that way
before the other races of the season.
Perhaps it was because this was the
Navy meet, and its outcome was de-
pendent upon this race.

A thousand mighty voices were
shouting his name.

“ Tex—Tex—Tex.”

The starter’s shrill whistle cut the
noise.
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As in a dream which had for its
background the confused roaring of the
excited stands, Jack moved toward the
lane of the track which he was to oc-
cupy at the start of the race. Through
a haze of unreality he saw Peck calmly
taking his place at the outer lane. Next
to Peck was a youth wearing a white
jersey bearing a large blue N. An en-
emy.

The starter was issuing imstructions.
Last minutes.

A sudden, momentary panic seized
Jack. His eyes leaped wildly to the
frenzied, imploring stands. He felt for
a slippery piece of enamel suspended on
a chain from his neck. A tooth “ from
the gamest mustang thet ever rode the
sage."”

A vision appeared before his eyes.
He seemed to see some one in the
stands. Or, did he actually see her?
Hair of gold, blue eyes that appealed,
a wistful smile—

“ On your mark, gentlemen,” came
from the starter.

“©xt ready.

“&t-"

The pistol cracked, and about a dozen
runners leaped.

Wihat a racket assailed the heavens!
The stands rocked. In every cadet
heart there was a prayer. The little
group of men.in blue glued their eyes
oit their best man, and kept them there.
If he ran true to form, and came in sec-
ond, the Navy would win.

Roberts, the wily Army decoy, led
the runners. He knew his business. His
pace was fast, too fast to allow him, or
any one keeping up with him, enough
strength to complete the race. His
game was to entice the Navy star to
keep up with him,

Wihem Roberts could run no longer at
his starting speed, he would drop be-
hind, content with his work, for the
Navy man also would be too spent to
place in the race.

But Roberts ran alone.
old a trick to catch Navy.

A good distance behind Roberts was

It was too
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Jack. He was running with his normal
stride. Close behind him was the
Navy's star. And behind him was
Peck. These three in front, the rest
straggled out behind.

The Corps groaned. They feared
they saw the handwriting on the wall.
Hete was going to be the finish of the
race: Army, fiirst;; Navy, second; Army,
third. And—Navy would win the
meet.

The runners pounded steadily on.
Second lap, Roberts still in the lead,
with the same three behind him.

Third lap.

There was a lull in the cheering of
the crowd. Five more laps to go.

As Jack's body swung rhythmically
along, he had time to wonder a bit. He
thought of Peck behind him. The mem-
ory of his first race flashed into his
mind. This one was so different.
Then, he had wanted so badly to defeat
Peck. Bt now, he did not care at all.
In faet, he would be well satisfied it
fate would let Peck come in first and
him second.

Fifth lap.

Roberts, panting, with face drawn tip
into a grotesque mask from pain, had
dropped out. There was a clear field
ahead of Jack. However, he contin-
ued his steady pacing. He had learned,
since that first race of his.

The sixth lap suddenly put an end
to the lull in the stands. As one, the
Corps of Cadets came to its feet,
screaming and imploring. Slowly, the
Navy mman had crept up on Jack. His
toes were now meeting Jack's heels.
Fiemzied again, the Corps tried to warn
thelr hope of his impending danger.

Yet, Jack's spikes still met the cin-
ders with undisturbed regularity. The
Navy man breasted him for a time,
and then, slowly, oh, so slowly, forged
—ahead.

The Corps groaned aloud. Navy
was going to take first place in this, too!

Meanwhille, another runner was be-
ginning to call attention to himself.
Peck, following the Navy man's lead,
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was now crowding Jack’s heels. For a
time, it looked as though he were going
to pass him, but Peck could not quite
make it. He had to content himself
with tagging desperately behind.

The last lap.

One by one, the runners passed the
original point of starting. Navy, in
the lead. A few feet behind, Jack. At
Jack's heels, Peck.

The faces of the runners were com-
mencing to become contorted with
heartbreaking pain. They were forc-
ing their unwilling bodies to the utmost
for the fiinish.

All were running with less speed than
at the start of the race. To the cadets,
the Navy athlete seemed to be a veri-
table Mercury, eating up the remain-
ing short distance with alarming
strides; while the Affy funners were
snails, with ton welghts tied te their
feet.

But Jack had not let the Navy man
take the lead with his own stride for
nothing. Calling on his last bit of re-
serve strength, Jack's feet tore into the
cinders more rapidly.

As if Jack were a magnet possessing
the power to draw human beings after
him, he seemed to draw Peck aleng
with him. When Jack went faster, §6
did Peck. As they steadily erept up up-
on the Navy runner, they maintained
their relative distance,

The watching throngs were geing!
mad. The Navy runner heardg the
spikes bite into the ground behlnd him.
He tried to spur himself en to greater
speed. It was useless; he was giving
his all.

They were on the home streteh.
When seconds seemed like heurs, and
three hundred ga_rds seemned like three
feet, Jack nesed inte the front, and be:
gan puiting distance between him 2nd
Navy.

Then, Peck, cutting his heaft eut as
he did so, went by the Navy faf.

What pandemonium Row breke
loose! To it all previous nsise was
like a popgun to the thunders of heavy
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artillery. Army was going to win first
and second places. Good old Tex was
coming in first again in the two mile.

Stay. Was he? By inches, Peck
seemed to be gaining on him. Yet it
did not seem that Peck was doing the
gaining. It appeared that Jack was
funning more slowly. Was he tiring?
Wouild he be able to hold out to the fim-
ish, and beat the Navy man?

At last, when Peck was abreast of
Jack, the Corps realized what was hap-
pening. Griffin was gizingg the race to
the flirst-class man.

The Corps roared its approval.
Mighty fine of a plebe to give up a sure
first place in a Navy meet in order that
a fiirst-class man, running his last race
for the Academy, might win it.

Bill Everest, in the stands, thought
differently. He murmured to himself.

“ Tex is sure heaping coals of fiire
on Peck’s head! I wonder what Peck
will think about this.”

Shaking his head, Bill comtimuedi:
“ Tex shouldn't have done it. 'There’s
going to be some trouble over it.”

However, there was one who knew
the real reason why he deliberately let
Peck win first place. That one, just
then, was crossing the line, winning sec-
ond place. As he did so, through the
haze of sweat in his eyes, he saw coiled
halr, hair golden like the sun. It would
make her happy that Peck won the
race. She would wear the A proudly.

In the deepening twilight, long after
the shouting crowds had flowed away,
a mute blackboard, facing barren,
wooden rows of seats, told a stary:

Navy .ovveveceeneranernoernnns 654
AMMY ...vvnnininiriieienananns 6952
However, little would a casual ob-

server of that blackboard know of the
personal story of the race that won the
meet.

Xi.

Juwe WEEK:
Endlless parades; endless dances;
endless lines of fond parents and proud
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sweethearts; flirst-classs men, with chests
raised like pouter pigeons.

Every afternoon, the center of activ-
ity was the horse show. To it in
droves, gravitated parents and girls.
Every group buzzed about at least one
firstalhsss man, who was wearing, for
the last week, his gray and buttons of
brass.

The immense, oblong stone riding
hall was always full. The musty bal-
conies, which ran the long lengths of
the hall, were crowded with fluffy girls,
satisfied fathers, and complacent moth-
ers.

The balconies looked down upon a
huge rectangular, barren area, covered
deep with tanbark.

In one corner of the hall, on the tan-
bark, a number of boxes coursed the
wall. These boxes were for the elitie:
the visiting generals, Congressmen, and
society.

Indeed, on this particular afternoon,
two European crowned heads, in the
center box, were eagerly drinking in all
they saw.

A band blared military marches. The
smell of horses was in the air. There
was the undercurrent of excitement
usual to horse shows.

Out in the center of the hall were
some tables and chairs. These were
occupied by the judges, sophisticated,
old horsemen, who judged both Sklll in
riding, and horseflesh.

An event was going on : Jumpmg—
for cadets of the first class.”

Jack Griffin was thrillled with it all.
It was good to feel a horse between
one's knees again. He was glad that
he had accepted the invitation of the
committee to do some stunts for them.
His coiled rope was hanging from his
saddle. He was going te do a few
rope tricks, and some lassoing.

Pie smiled a little apologetically teo
himself. Gosh! If these Easterners
could only see a real cowboy—say;, like
“Old Jack,” for instance—de Hhis
trl;:llts they would see something werth
while
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As he rode along the hall, the pomp
and splendor of the crowd fascinated
him. He had seen rodeos back home,
but never one like this. How his father,
and the boys on the ranch would open
their eyes at a sight like this! This was
a rodeo de luxe! This was “class.”
This was society.

Jack Griffin, for the occasion, in
flamimgy cowboy togs which the com-
mittee had procured for him from some
theatrical furnishing company, came in
for no little attention, and open-eyed
stares, himself.

His act was next, after the fiirttclass
men decided who was the best jumper
among them. L'ntil he was called to
the center of the hall, he was going to
place himself at the far end to be out
of observation.

His course took him by the thronged
boxes. Conversation in them practical-
ly ceased as he went by. The prince
and princess gazed at him in wonder.
Some one had whispered the magic
word “ cowboy " to them.

Paying no attention, Jack kept his
head and eyes to the front. He was
50 close to the boxes, that if he turned
and put out his hand, he could touch
these in the front row.

Suddenly, he felt uncomfortaible. He
had a feeling that some one was looking
at him with more interest than that of
curiosity. That some one was impelling
him to look up. -

Finally, he did, and looked full into
two eyes of blue. He recognized
her. Her golden hair was done more
softly around her head than it had been
that day on Flirtation Walk.

Beside her sat an elderly, distin-
guished-looking gentleman with fast-
graving hair. Him Jack took to be
her father.

When he looked up, the girl smiled
at him, and waved a tiny handkerchief.

Thiwsting Bob Peck out of his mind
with distaste, Jack smiled back at her.
Then in another Fistant, his horse car-
ried him beyond the row of boxes.

Reaching his position at the far end
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of the hall, Jack turmed his horse to
watch the closing contest between ffirst-
class men at the hurdles.

Rider after rider jummped his horse
over the high hurdles. The fifisstclass
men showed splendidly the results of
their three years’ training with the
horses. In spite of the fact that he came
from a horse country, Jack had to ad-
mire.

Another rider going over the hur-
dles drew his attention. He thought he
recognized him! It was Peck.

Like everything else that he did,
Peek rode well. He sat on his horse
easily, and handled him with consum-
mate skill.

Jack thought of the girl in the row
of boxes down the hall. His heart be-
came heavy. Peck's gifl. And, of all
the girls in the world, East and West,
she had to be the girl In Jack Griffin’s
heart.

Jack struggled manfully to put her
smiling face, her golden hair, out of his
heart. Even though she was only
Peck's girl, that placed the ban en hef
for Jack. He was no worman stealef,

But her image persisted. Now,
wouldn‘t he be the happiest homidre: a-
goin’ if he could wind up his plebe
year, with all its trials, defeats, and
victories, at the great graduation ball
with a girl—with-Margy! She weuld
represent something to wetk for duf-
ing the next thiee years. And, she had
said that she hoped to see the West
some day.

With jaumdice in his eye, he saw
Peck being presented with the ribbon 6f
first prize in the jumping contests by
the judges.

Then, to make him more miserable
Peck grandly rode to the bexes, with
applause raining down upon him frem
the balconies, and neatly halted Hhis
horse.

He sw'ept off his ¢ap to the gifl wait-
ing there for him. He bowed.

Jack could stand fio mere. Luekily,
the snorting of herses, the rattling of
chains, the rumble of artillery wheels
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furnished him with something to which
he could give his attention.

A battery of field artillery had just
entered the hall through the doors at
Jack's end.

It was a resplendent unit of war. It
was the crack battery of the United
States Military Academy Field Artil-
lery Detachment turmed out to go
through a drill in the riding hall, and
give the spectators a thrill.

Everything about the battery was
polished until it glistened: the silky
coats of the heavy horses, the leather
haemess, the nickel chains. The guns,
the stern, barking dogs of war, were
freshly painte’d, as were the great lum-
bering wheels upon which they rested.
Even the helmets ef the seldiers, the
drivers, whe sat upen the horses, were
niekeled aver, and gleamed like balls of
silver, truly a glerious display.

Whether it was the sudden blaring of
the band, which had just started up af-
ter a rest, or what, no one knew. Any-
way, the leading team began to act up
in their traces. Four hotses, attached
to the first gun, started to pull in dif-
ferent directions at the same time.
Th ly frightened, being shouted
at and kieked by thelr drivers, they saw
that those tacties netted them nothing.

The horses knew of but one thing to
do—to run.

Off they started at a mad gallop. Six-
teen thundering hoofs pounding into
the tanbark, a heavy, dangerously sway-
ing gun rolling after them.

The drivers did their best. But it
was to no avail. A runaway artillery
team is a formidable thing to stop. One
driver was pitched to the greund]; where
he lay still. The remaining one hero-
ically managed to stick to his post, pull-
ing frantically at the straps.

The watching crowd smiled in ap-
proval. This was something new for
their emtertainment.

But that smile changed to a gasp of
horror.

N¥iren Bob Peck had bowed to
Margy, she had leaned forward over
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the rail of the box, smiling her con-
gratulations. [n addition, she had fllut-
tered her vain, little handkerchieff at
him, much the same as she had done
when Jack Griffin rode by.

Unfortunate handkerchief! She had
leaned forward too far. The handker-
chief escaped from her grasp, and be-
gan to filutter slowly to the tanbark.
She stretched forward in an effort to re-
trieve it

She had been too quick, and had
stretched too far. She felt hetself go-
ing, and vainly tried to recover her bal-
ance. The elderly gentleman with her
jummped to help het. He was too late.
She tumbled from the bex.

In the meantime, the attillery team
was rumbling down the hall.

Peck, who had spurted his hotse fors
ward to recover the handkerchief,
looked up in astonishment at the girl
falling from the box.

From where he sat on his horse, Jack
saw the whole mishap. The path of
the runaway hotses pointed directly at
her. She, embariassed by her fall, was
getting to her feet. Bui—her embaf-
rassment blinded her and deafened her
to the terfiile danger that was bearing
down upen her.

Jack dug his spurs Inte his"herse.
He prayed that his animal was fast. 1f
only he had Black Devil under him
now! The black stallion esuld eateh
anything on four legs.

However, a lone hotse and rider
could make better speed than four aftil-
lery horses dragging a heavy gus.

The girl and Peck came nto the re-
alization of the danger at the same in-
stant. Women were sereaming. Men
were shotiting.

Margy looked dazed. She did net
know which way to run, or what te de,
She was alone, on foot, with that awful,
thundering team of wild horses beaf=
ing down upon hef.

Peck rode to her side. He triied to
help her mount with him on his hetse.
He was nervous. The gitl was unused
to mounting restive hotses without aid.
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The precious seconds flew by; it was
only a matter of a couple of more be-
fore the artillery team would be upon
them.

Margy, at last realizing that she was
unable to mount the horse, clung des-
perately to Peck, who was having a
hard time to manage his horse, now
frightened by the noise of the runaway.

Unmercifully Jack dug his spurs in-
to the heaving flanks of his horse.
Never in all his life had he riddem so
desperately. Yard after yard he gained
on the runaway team. Now, he was
right behind them. Now, he was
abreast of them. His spurs bit deeper
into the raw flanks of his horse.

Suddenly, Peck’s horse shied. The
girl, unable to hang on with her frail
strength, dropped back to the tanbark.
Peck’s horse kept on going, carrying
himself—and his rider—out of danger.

The girl tried to run. The team was
upon her. Strong men hid their eyes.

A wild whoop rang through the hall.
A cowboy would have recognized it as
familiar. But, to the uneducated ears
of the Easterners, it added to the ghast-
liness of the affair.

Whooping with all the power in his
lungs, Jack cut across the blood-flecked
noses of the leading pair of horses of
the artillery team. He leaned low in
his saddle. His strong arm whipped
out, and gathered the fleeing girl up,
and on the horse with him.

Meanwthile, his horse had never
slackened speed. Still galloping, he
sped to a corner of the hall for safety.

There was not a sound from the mul-
titude in the place. Both men and wom-
en were too overcome to speak.

Jack brought his steaming horse to a
standstill. Gently, he deposited his pre-
cious passenger on the tanbark. Peck,
waiting to claim her, came forward.

“Margy! Margy! Are you hurt,
dearest?”

The girl, white from her experience,
looked at him with unutteraible scorn.
Her lips were bloodless as she spoke.
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“ Mr. Griffiin)" she begged,  please
take me to my father.”

Jack dismounted, and soberly gave
her his arm.

She turmed to Peck.

“ People will call the shying away of
your horse an accident which you were
helpless to prevent. I shall not sa
any different. I would be too ashamed.
And, you are the fan I thought I
loved! Rebett Peek—I saw you Spuf
your hetse ot of danger!”

Later that afternoon, Jack gazed
thoughtfully at the note which he held
in his hand. It was weitten in a heavy,
masculine hamnd:

WEST POINT HOTEL
West Point, N. Y.
Drar Mw. GREIFEIN

My daughter and I would like you
to take dinner with us this evening, if
you have no other engagement.

It is impossible for me to express
in words on paper how I feel about
what you did this aftermoon. Won't
you try to come over and give me a
chance to tell you what I could not,
this afternoon?

Most sincerely yours,
Jawers Bumron,

Bill Everest entered the room. He
was prepared to hail the “ conquering
cowboy.” He paused on seeing the far-
away look in the eyes of Tex.

“ What’s the matter?” he asked.

* Nothing. I'm going to dinner with
Matgy Burton.”

Jack annoumced the news, startling
to him, with much the same awe as he
would annoumee, *I've been elected
President of the Umnited States,” it he
had been elected to that august office.

“Thett’s funny!” Bill said. “I
thought Peck was going. But I guess
he isn’t. He came out to go down to
supper with the Corps like me.”

Jack did not hear a word Bill was
saying. He was recalling an afternoon
on Flirtation Walk, and a golden-
haired girl saying:

“1 have never been out West, but 1
hope to go some day.”

END
SA



The House

of Mowiimg'
Shadows

Dark and silent loomed the big office:
building — while sbar aloft on iils
narros panagets Phil Gaydam
played teg wilhhdeatln

By GEORGE
STORM clouds had been blatitimg

out the stars in patches ever
since Patrolman Phil Croydon
left the police station on his tour of
duty, and the night now was inky black.

As he paused in his rhythmical
tramp along the sidewalk in the light
of the street lamp at the corner, Phil
glanced downward complacently at his
neat new uniform, with its glittering
buttons and imposing silver shield.

Then his heart quickened for a beat
or two, and he swung his night stick
with a flburish, as he reflected that he
was the official guardian of all these
silent houses on his post, as well as of
everybody in them.

Philip Croydon was a “ roalec™
policeman, and this was his first night
detail.

4A

C. JENKS

Phil took his job seriously, and he
had been deeply impressed by the in-
jumction of the captain at roll call, just
before the night squad had filed out,
when he wound up a stern warning
to his men to be vigilant, with the
words:

“ And don't forget that each one of
you is respomsible for anything and
everything out of the ordinary that
happens on your beat. Dismissedi!

The old-timers on the force had
heard this same talk many times and,
though they listened respectfully as
they stood “ at attention ” in the clharge
roora, they shook it off as soon as they
were outside. After all, it was only a
remninder that they were expected to do
efficient g@ll@e duty, ahd they would do
that anyhe
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“Iit’s all might for those fellows,”
muttered Phil. “ But I'm just going
to make sure before I go any further.”

The new skyscraper, Stonehenge,
stood on the corner from which he had
just walked away, and he was not quite
sure that he had tried the front door.
Moreover, he fancied he saw strange
moving shadows just thete, and—

He countermarched swiftly, and dis-
covered that the shadows were only
flickeningg gleams of light through the
glass doors of the big building.

Still Phil was not quite satisfied.
Why did the shadows move in that
queer way? He tiptoed up the two
wide stone steps to peer through the
glass into the long hallway.

Wiy did the shadows move?

At this hour most of the tenants of
Stonehenge had gone home. Captains
of industry, insurance and real estate
agents, architects, high-class tailors,
modistes, and even the attaches of
Madarme Morel’s “ beauty parlor,” on
the second fllsor—=alll had departed.
Two watehmen, with a janitor In the
basement, Phmil reflected, wete alone
likely to be moving abeut ia the build-
ing at this time of night.

It may be mentioned that an em-
ployee of this beauty parlor, an at-
tractive young lady named Ruth
Bailey, was a close friend of Phil’s. In-
deed, he expected to marty her as soon
as he had won his fiirst promotion.

Standing close to the doors, he
stared into the semidarkmess of the
lobby, amid which its potted palms and
stucco statuary were revealed in ghost-
ly outline by a single electric bulb.

Everything seemed all right, and he
was in the act of pulling perfunctorily
at the doorknobs when something light
and shadowy came gliding down the
hall, and in another moment Phil saw
that it was a girl.

Then he half choked as he made out
that the girl was Ruth Bailey, and that
she was beckoning to him frantically.

“ For the love o' Mike!" he blurted
out. “And the doors are fastened!
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Wihat is the matter in there? I've got
to get im!™

He motioned to Ruth to unlock the
doors, shouting to her through the
glass at the same time.

She shook her head and threw out
both hands to indicate that she was
helpless, and Phil, motioning to her to
stand back, hueled his night stick at one
of the doors.

The only thing that saved four or
five hundred dollars’ worth of plate-
glass was the gilded iron fiiligree work
of the grille by which it was protected.

Phil saw there was no time to waste.
Ruth was pointing to the foot of the
stairway with one hand and beckomning
to him with the other.  He did not
know what it all meant, but he was
going to find out right away.

He made a dash for a narrow alley
at the side of the building—a mefe
split in the wall—and gained a rear
door in the basement. It gave upon a
stone-floored passageway ending in a
staircase leading upwaid. The dark-
ness was slightly relleved by a single
electrie bulb at the foet ef the staifs.

Up the back staircase raced Phil,
three at a time, to find himself 1n the
rear of the main entramee hall.

He had barely time to note that Ruth
was running toward him from the
front doors when she seized him by the
arm and exclaimed, in a rapid, gasping
whisper:

“ Upstairs—top of the house—
Druid—mibhers, quick! Oh, Phill
I'm so glad you've come! There are
two men. They've gone up to Mr,
Druid's rooms on the top flloor. They're
going to rob him! He’s alene! And—"

“Yes, I know all about that!” iiger~
rupted Phil. “ But don’t get excitiad!
Tell me! You needn't be seared!
Nothing's going to huft you—now.”

“Yes, yes! 1 know!” she returned,
making a desperate effort to calm her-
self. Then, in short, jerky sentences,
she made it all clesr.

James Druid, millionaire owner of
the Stonehenge Building, occupied the
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whole top floor as a bachelor apart-
ment. He lived there alone, save for
his Japamese man-of-all-work, Toto,
who slept outside, a few blocks away,
leaving his employer te himself be-
tween eight e'clock at night and the
same heur In the merning.

Something of a recluse, a student
and a man of fads and eccentricities,
Druid each month personally collected
the rent from each of his tenants in the
big building.

“l see!" broke in Phil, as Ruth
came to this point. “ This is the first
of the month, and he has the rent
money he has collected up in his
rooms.”

“ That's what I heard one of the mem
say. There were two of them. I was
working overtime on a special order m
our place on the second floor when the
two men came up the stairs and stood
whispering in the hallway just outside
the door where I was at work.

“ The door was a little ajar, and 1
couldn't help hearing what they said.
In fact, I listened, for no one had a
right to come down our private hall at
night, and I felt sure they were after
no good. They talked for a few
minutes. Then they went upstairs.”

“Who were the men? Did you
know them ?°

“ 1 did not see them,” she answered.
“ 1 was afraid to look out of the door.
But I heard one call the other what
sotinded like * Porky,” and then I heard
the name ‘ Gil Price.” I made that out
clearly.”

“Am!” ejaculated Phil. “Porky
Madden and Gil Price! I know those
birds—both of them. Had to arrest
them for street-loafing just last week.
Belong to a gang that is always catising
trouble. I never knew that they did
anything so serlous as this before. But
I am net surprised. It is only a ques-
tien of time.”

“I'm sure they meant to rob Mr.
Druid,” went on Ruth. “ First off, 1
dida't know what to do. But I had to
do something, so I came down here,
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meaning to go out on the street and
call a policeman. But I couldn't, for
the front doors were locked, and I was
just going to try to find one of our
wadtchmen, when I saw you otitside,
E.ﬁ =”

“ All right ¥ interrupted Phil, “ Tell
me the rest later. Porky Madden and
Gil Price, eh? None of the elewators
are running, I suppese, I shall have
to climb the stairs to Mr. Druid’s
rgomf On the twe:gtie;h ﬂ@gr,, bﬁé;?g
they ? Now, you go baek to the
parlors and loek yeurself in.”

Philip Croydon was all peliceman
now. The captain's words at the
station were ringing in his ears: “ Each
one of you is responsible for anything
and everything out of the ordinary that
happens on your beat.”

His foot was already on the bottom
stair when Ruth’s hand upon his arm
held him back.

“I'm going with you,” she seid
quietly. “ Mr. Druid’s private elexator
is down hete. His valet generally uses
it when he goes home, and takes it up
in the meorning. Mr. Druid never
goes out at night. T’ll shew you.”

The door of the elevator was un-
fastened, and they stepped inside. Phil
switched on the light in the car and saw
the three electric buttons by which it
was operated. One was marked “ Up!”
another “Down!” and the third
“$m!!w

“ Snap the door shut!” directed Phil,
as he turned off the light and pressed
the “ Up!” button.

Swiftly and noiselessly the car shot
upward. At the twentieth floor it
stopped automatically.

As Phil opened the elevator door a
pungent odor which he recognized
made his head feel a little queer for a
morment. He nodded approvingly as
Ruth covered her mouth with her
handketfchief.

“ Chloroferm!” he muttered. * Stay
back here, Ruth!”

There was a note of command in his
voice which Ruth, although disposed to
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be self-willed, did not care to dispute.
So she remained in the private hall
after leaving the car, while Phil strode
on.

Through a half-open door streamed
a ghostly yellowish light. Cautiously
pushing the door wide open, he
stepped inside.

He found himself in a spacious
room, with several windows and a
large skylight. On tables and shelves
were many glass jats, carboys, cru-
cibles, retorts and kindred vessels and
utensils, which, with a roomy glass-top
table having a swing-chair behind it,
told Phil he was In James Druid’s
laberatery.

Phil remembered hearing that the
eccentric multimillionaire possessed the
finest private chemical laboratory in
the city, and that he spent much of his
time in scientific research in this par-
tieular room,

The smell of chloroform was strong.
But Phil had become used to it by this
time, and it did not trouble him, except
that he was curious to find out whence
it came,

The laboratory seemed to be un-
tenanted, and he was on his way to a
door at the far end when, as he passed
around the large glass-topped lirary
table, he stumbled over something.

The obstruction was a man’s foot!

Stretched out on the floor behind
the table, in a hideous sprawling
muddle, the white face turmed upward
to the amber light in the ceiling, lay
the dead body of James Druid!

Officer Philip Croydon had just
time to recognize the features of the
middle-aged man, whom he had often
seen on his beat and knew well as the
owner of Stonehenge, when the light
went out!
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Panir’s first impulse was to bring out
his pocket electric flash, but a feeling
that somebody was stealthily creeping
about the room restrained him.

The spot of light would have made
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him a target for a bullet or blackjack
before he could even see his assailant.
So he silently changed his position and
waited.

His subconscious conviction that he
was not alone was confirmed a moment
later, when he became aware of a mov-
ing shadow between himself and the
nearest window. It was the outline of
a man wearlng a large sleueh hat.

The man was in the act of crawling
out of the window, twenty stories
above the street pavement.

A thrill of grim satisfaction ran
through Officer Phil at having some-
thing tangible to battle with. He hurled
himself across the room to the epen
window,

“Darn the luck! he exploded below
his breath.

He had come into violent collision
with the protruding spout of a kerge
glass retort on a table, It went to the
floor with a smash.

The noise distracted Phil only for a
splinter of a second. The next instant
he reached the window and, with a low
chuckle of triumph he could not re-
press, he held a man In a sloueh hat
tightly clasped in his arms.

A minute later the lights overhead
flasheeti on, and Phil feund that Ads
armss wenee aroundd Hhe bedy of a dead
manf!

Phil Croydon was a policeman and
was gifted with a falrly steady set of
nerves, but he eould net held baeck a
horrified shudder.

“Modky Madden!” he blurted out,
pushing up the brim of the sloueh hat,
so that he could see mere elearly the
white, rigid features. * Still warm!
Ah! T see!”

A crimson spet on the light-colored
shirt, which was rapidly widening, teld
the story. Porky Madden had been
stabbed In the ehest With a Aarrew-
bladed dagger. Semehow he RHad
managed t6 keep his feet, leanin
against the wall, until Phil rushed 2
the windew. Then he had esliapsed
and died in Phil's 2rms.
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He was not the man who had been
crawling out of the wiimdiow!

*“1 see how it is!™ muttered Phil.
“ That other guy has got away, and he
stabbed Porky before he went. Looks
as if it might have been Gil Ptice giv-
ing Porky the double cross. Grabbed
all the eoin from Druid for himself and
gave his pal ‘ the works.” That's the
way with rats ef his kimd?”

Phil looked thoughtfully at the tel-
ephone on the big table. Then he
shook his head. He would not report
to the station just yet. If he stopped
to telephone now. the man who had
killed James Druid might make his
got-awav.

He laid the lifeless remains of Porky
Madden on the floor, at some little dis-
tance from those of Druid, and went
over to a large safe at one side of the
room. It was closed and locked.

On the large table were a scafttered
heap of silver, some checks, and a few
crumpled bank notes.

Evidently Druid had not placed in
the safe any of the money he had col-
lected that day. As Phil Croydon
figurssll it out, the millionaire had been
geated in his swing chair, counting on
the table the cash that had been paid
him for rents, when the burglae slipped
up behind hirn and plastered a chloro-
form-seaked tewel ever his face. The
f%w_@l was still lying by the side of the
ERalk.

James Druid—a strong man, in his
fifties—hhdd fought so hard that it had
been impossible to quiet him down
quickly with the anaesthetic. So one of
the burglaes Gil Price—
had driven a stiletto into his heart.

Then the robbers had made a hurried
grab at the money on the table, leaving
some silver and bank notes behind in
their haste, and were intending to
escape by the stairway when the arrival
of the peliceman made them change
thelr plans.

“Thiere’s one thing sure,” murmured
Phil. “ It's up to me to make an ar-
rest.”
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Of course, Porky Madden’s death
was a minor matter from a police point
of view. Wihat was really important
was to trace and capture the slayer of
the wealthy owner of Stonehenge.

Phil was meticulously careful not
to disturb any of the immediate sur-
roundings of this influential multi-
millionaire who had been so sudderily
and rudely called away. Mindful of
fingerrppirint evidence, he kept his hands
oft the swing ehair and table and
everything else 1A the laberatery as
mueh as pessible.

It was not his province to ifvestigate
what would undoubtedly be regarded
as a celebrated case by the pollee and
an important “ first page stofi " by the
newspapers. That was werk for the
hormicide bureau at headguarters. What
Phil had te de, as a patrelman én
whose pest an aet of lawlesshess had
heen comfmitted, was t8 piek Up any
suspieious persen Ne might find en the
PremMises,

Porky was dead. He and Gl Price
had been traced to the Druid suite,
Robbery and murder had been per-
petrated. Thefe was only ene persen
on whorn suspielon rested, and that was
the indlvidual who had gene threugh
the window, after staBbing Perky
Madden te death.

Phil had just come to this eonehision
when the voice of Ruth behind him
made hif swing areund e his way e
the window and exelaim, 1A aR embar:
rassed tone, fof, 1A his exeitement, he
had aetually forgotten her:

“ Haven't seen any ofie going down
the stairs or in the elevator, have yoti,
Ruth?”

“No. What made you switch off
the lights just now?”

“1didn't. Somebody turned them
off and then put them on again.”

“1 did that,” said Ruth. “1 mean,
I turned them on. There is a switch
here in the hall, as well as one inside
the suite. It is the same on every fitasr,
You say you didn’t switeh off the cur-
rent? Who did it then? What have
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you found out? Wihere are the rob-
bers? Where’s Mr. Druid? Where
is—"

“ Stay here, Ruth, for a few mo-
ments,” interrupted Phil, as he took
her arm and led her back to the hall.
“T1 am on the track of these fellows.
They are on the run. I don't think they
will try to get away by the stairs, and
It 1sn’t likely they know anything about
the private elevator,

“ If they should come out here to the
hall, switch off the lights again. Under-
stand ? It will be a signal to me. When
you have turned off the lights, beat it
inte the elevator and lock vousself in.
Get all fHhat?”

“ Yes, Phil!
me!”

“1 know that," he returned, givimg
her hand a squeeze.

Without another word he left her,
The atmosphere of the lahoratory
seemed to be heavier than ever with the
nauseating fumes of chloroform.

Giving only a passing glance at the
rigid form of James Druid, sprawled
out behind the table, and without look-
ing at that of Porky Madden at all,
Phil went to the open window and
leaned out to see what was below.

A very brief survey was emough.
Slipping through the window opening,
he hung to the sill by his fimger ends
for a second. Then he let go and
dropped!

He landed on a stone parapet
twenty-four inches wide. On one side
of this two-foot ledge was the wall of
the building; on the other a sheer
descent to the stone-paved cowrtyard
between two and three hundred feet
below!

Swaying dizzily as his feet came
down on the parapet, Phil steadied
himself by placing his two hands
against the wall. Then, as his head
stopped whitling and he became sure of
his balance on the narrow path, he
seanned the parapet searchingly from
end te end.

In one direction—to the left as he

You can depend om
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stood with his back to the wall—it ex-
tended further than he could make out
in the gloom. In the other he saw that
it reached a corner and appeared to
continue around out of sight,

That the man who had slipped
through the window after Kkilling
Porky Madden had moved along the
parapet in one direetion or the other
was beyond doubt. The guestion was,
which way had he gene?

One thing was pretty well settled in
the mind of Phil Croydon, and that was
that the fugitive could not get baek inte
the house except through one of the
windows of James Druid’s sulte en the
twentieth fllosr.

As those windows were nearly eight
feet above the parapet, that would net
be an easy route for the robber and
murdeter, whoever he might be.

Neither would it be a simple feat for
Phil himself. But he did not care for
that. If it became necessary, he
would have to get up there somehow.
It would be all In the line of regular
police duity.

Having settled this, he had just de-
cided to work along to the left, when he
caught a glimpse of something meving
at the corner of the bullding en the
right.

So fllseting was the sight he had that
it might have been only a shadoew.
Wien he looked a second time It was
gone!

To make certain, Phil slipped along
the narrow ledge as fast as he could
until he reached the end of the
building.

Before he could peer around the
corner, to identify the moving shadow,
or whatever it was, a fist shot out
and, landing flush on his cheek beone,
sent hirn staggering backward,

IIL

Pmmr, €royoon never could tell ex-
actly what saved him from going off
the parapet. The attack had been en-
tirely unexpected, and if he had not
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been endowed with exceptional agility
he never could have stopped himself
from diving off into space.

As it was, by an almost superhuman
effort, he recovered his balance and,
white-faced and panting, glared about
him for his would-be murderer.

Phil’s blood was up now, and he re-
solved to capture the insolent desperado
if he had to jump off the building after
the rascal. That cowardly punch in
the face had made him furious.

For an instant he stood on the ex-
posed corner of that twentv-four-inch
ledge, holding to the angle of the wall
and flighting hard against a sudden and
insistent gust of wind. Then he
dashed after a hurtying figure a few
yards ahead.

The slouch hat, dimly visible, would
have told Phil the figure was that of
the individual who had left the labo-
ratory through the window, even if
there had been a possibility of his beiimg
any one else and, reckless of the fact
that only twenty-four inches of foot-
hold lay between himself and an awful
death, he skimmed atong after his
quarry at top speed.

Suddenly the fellow stopped, fflung
out his two arms in a curious way,
and bent over as if picking up some-
thing. Then, with another convulsive
moverment of his arms, during which
he seemed to be pulling his coat over
his head, he straightemed up and ran
on faster tham before.

Phil Croydon was puzzled. What
did these maneuvers mean? What was
the crazy fool trying to do?

Then, as his feet became entangled
in a heap of cloth in his path that he
had not observed, Phil pitched forward
heavily on hands and knees.

Fervently thankful that he had not
been threwm off—which might easily
have happened—@Phill kicked his feet
loose and saw that it was a coat which
caused him to trip.

When the fleeing burglar had
stretched out his arms, he was not pick-
ing up something from the parapet, but
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had been worming out of his sack coat,
leaving it in a .bundle on the narrow
coping as a trap for his pursuer,

“1 didn’t think such a bonehead as
this Gil Price could dope out a cunmning
trick like that,” thought Phil, as he
plunged on, angrier than ever.
“ Hello!” he exclaimed. “ What tihe—"

The man he had been pursuing had
vanished!

Night though it was, there was light
enough from the stars to show Phil
positively that no one was on the para-
pet on this side of the building.

If the fugitive had reached the end
and slipped around the corner, he must
have sprinted with almost miraculous
swiftness.

Phil didn't see how he could have
done it, but he did not waste time in
idle conjecture. Instead, he hurried
along. He wanted to get this thing
Over.

Then came another breath-stopping
moment. It was fortunate for Phil
that he had slackened his pace to a
walk as he approached the corner.

He halted just in time—uwvithin less
than tw'o yards of a jump-off!

The parapet stopped abruptly as it
came to the end of the building. It
did not carry on around to the front
at alll

The perspiration stood out on Phil
Croydon’s forehead and he felt the
roots of his hair tingling as he realized
how close he had come to a death
plunge.

He quickly recovered, however.
Steady control of the nerves is de-
manded of all men who wear a police
uniform. Phil forgot his fright and
gave his mind to fiiguring: out what
had become of the rascal who seemed
to have evaporated inte thin aif,

Could he have walked off the end of
the parapet?

Phil stepped to the very edge and
peered downward to the cowrtyard.

His nerves were well in hand now.
Moteover, Phil had been bora with the
capability—the natural gift of com-
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paratively few human beings—to stare
into great depths without a dangerous
swimming in the head. He looked
down from that twenty-story altitude
as ealmly as would a skyscraper win-
dow-¢leaner.

There was no disturbamce in the
courtyard, as there must have been if
somebody had fallen there. It was too
dark for him to make out the ground,
but the silence told that the man he
was after had not gone that way.

But where was the man?

A low scraping over his head made
Phil look up, and as he hazily distin-
guished something moving by the side
of one 01 the tall windows, he won-
dered whether he really saw what he
thought he did.

“Yes, by the Lord! He's going up
that wall to the roof! Well, it's just
what he wonld do.”

Phil remembered that when he had
arrested Gil Price for loitering and
“ acting suspiciously,” the young gang-
ster had hoasted in the police station
that he intended to become a “ human
fly.” Tiees and telegraph-poles were
easy for him, he said, and once, when
he was enly a kid, he had elirbed a
Eutt@iqpip@ tg the roof of the school-

alu%e and shinned halfway up the flleg-
Ble.
P “Well, I'm not any ‘ human fly,
thought Bill. “ But I'll have to follow
him. It's all in my night's work.”

A water-pipe ran straight up the face
of the wall between two of the win-
dows, but at some distance from either.

Halfway up this pipe clung the now
coatless robber, and he was going up
like a scared cat.

“ All right!" murmured Phil, “ Here
goes!”

Gripping the pipe with fingers, knees,
and feet, he began to scramble upward
in pursuit. If luck were with him, he
eught te nail his man before he had
gone far on the roof.

It was anything but an easy climb,
and Phil felt the pipe shaking omin-
ously under the double weight.

[ARL]
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“1If it pulls out from the wall we'll
both be goners " gasped Phil. “ Twen-
ty stories! Wow!”

Suddenly the shaking subsided, and
as he stopped to look about him, he
perceived that the pipe swung off dia-
gonally to the top of a windew on the
right and seemed to end there,

“By heck! He's got to the roof!”

Phil had looked up just in time to
catch the outline of the slouch hat
against the starry sky.

Officer Phil Croydon was figlhting
mad now, and he made extra good time
crawling along the sloping pipe to get
to the top of the window,

How he was to follow his man if
the pipe ended there he did not know.
But, as he clamped his teeth, he told
himself that if Gil Ptice could make
the grade, so could he.

There was some ornamental scroll-
work at the top of the window. When
Phil reached that spot he found that
the diagonal pipe was joined to a ver-
tical continuation which was stopped
only by the roof.

Climbing a long drain-pipe in full
police uniform was fatiguing work.
Phil Croydon was young and husky,
and he kept himself in conditien by
regular sesslons 1n the police gym-
nasium. Neverielkss, he was glad 6
pause for a few seeends en the ledge
abeve the windew and pull himself te-
gether.

About a quarter of a minute was all
the resting time he took, however. His
task was not yet completed.

Taking a firm hold on the perpendic-
ular pipe, he raised himself hand over
hand, aiding the climb with feet and
knees,

Two minutes of hard work and he
was at the top of the pipe. Buit he was
not on the roolff. An overhanging gtit-
ter blocked his way.

Phil hung to his pipe and thought
hard.

To negotiate this gutter threatened
to be the most difficult part of the
ascent.  Still, he considered, if Gil
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Price could get over, there must be
some way of working it.

Closely calculating time and distance,
Phil reached up and seized the edge of
the heavy iron trough with his right
hand. Then, swinging halfway around,
he reached it with his left also.

He was now hanging to the gutter
by his two hands, about ten inches from
the wall.

His next move was to swing his feet
inward and clamp them about the pipe,
preparatory to pulling himself up by
the strength of his arms and fingers—
the sort of stunt known in the gym-
nasium as ** chimmning.”

Just as he braced himselff for the ef-
fort, the fiingers of his right hand were
violently torn from the gutter by some
unseen person above, and, as his feet
let go, he was hanging in midair, twen-
ty stories up, by the left hand only!

That it was the desperate man he
had been pursuing who had pushed
away his fiingers, intending to hurl him
to a hortible death, Phil did not ques-
tien. It was a fiiendish trick, but a
person who had already ocommitted
twe furders would not hesitate at an-
other killing to get away from a police-
fnan elose on his heels.

For a second Phil's situation seemed
hopeless. Then he managed to get his
right hand up to the gutter again,

“Well, T made it!" he said to Iim-~
self. “ But it was a close calll—mighty
close!”

At that moment muscular ffirgers
leaped from the darkmess and his left
hand was ripped loose from its hold
also.

Iv.

Wriug one might have counted
“ame—two!” Phil Croydon’s brain
whirled wildly. Then—how he did it
he never quite knew—he found he
again had a grip on the gutter with
both hands.

The explanatiom is simple, Wihat he
had done was to hook on with his right
hand a sliver of an instant before he
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let go with his left. Then, as footfalls
on the flat metal roof came to him with
uncanny distinctness, he swung up with
his left hand again, simulianeously
twining his feet about the pipe.

He did not stay there long. No
sooner did he feel his feet fiimly
wedged than he lowered himself side-
wise by letting go of the gutter with
his left hand and grasping the pipe in-
stead. Next he brought down his right
hand, to join his left.

Clinging grimly to the pipe, he
looked upward and saw how the robber
had made his way to the roof. A por-
tion of the gutter, a little way along,
had broken away close to the wall,
leaving an aperture large eneugh for
an ordinary-sized mMah te squeeze
ﬂ?f'@ﬁ@'ﬁh It was within reach ef the
pipe.

“It "l be a tight fit for me with
my uniform on,” thought Phil. * But
I reckon I can make it.™

It was a tight squeeze, so much so
that at one time Phil feared he wotld
be obliged to wriggle out of his coat
somehow and push it through the hole
ahead of him.

Fortumatedly, this tiresome proceed-
ing proved to be unnecessary. All he
had to do was to draw his night-stick
from its scabbard and thrust it on to
the roof before him.

The club out of the way, the rest
was comparatively easy. Phil pushed
through the opening with only the loss
of one of the buttons from his coat,
and at once glared around looking for
the fugitive robber.

The spacious flat roof was broken
up by the usual blocks of chimneys, a
huge water tank, and two small wooden
shanties guarding the top of stairways
running down to the attics.

These shanties were the first things
Phil investigated. Night-stick in hand,
he slipped over to them with as little
noise as possible. A ctirsory examina=
tion convinced him the fan had net
escaped by either of the stairways. The
doors were bolted on the eutside.
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The block was a large one, and a
considerable expanse of roof aided the
hunted man in eluding pursuit. Be-
sides, he had the advantage of the night
gloom, Phil's vision was keen, but,
standing in the shadow of one of the
blg ehimneys, he cotild not see all over
the froef.

He was about to steal forward, when
a feeble glimmer cut the darkness over
to the right, and for a flilseting instant
he was sure he perceived the outline
of the slouch hat with which by this
time he had become so familiat.

Phill chuckled softly. He knew where
that glow came from. It was from the
skylight in the ceiling of James Druid’s
laboratory.

The time Phil made in covering the
fifty yards between himself and the
skylight was very good, but he was too
late to grab his man. The heavy sash
fell with a bang just as he got to it,
and Phil could see a coatless man,
whose slouch hat was jammed low on
his head, hanging to an iron bar inside.
Thesir there was a crash, followed by
the jingle of broken glass.

The fugitive had landed kerflump on
one of the tables, in the midst of a
jumble of retorts, crucibles, curiously-
shaped glass vessels, and other costly
apparatus used in chemical research.

The amber light was on, and Phil
saw that the man was gathering up
something from the floor under the
window out of which he had dived after
driving his stiletto into the chest of
Porky Madden. A eloser look told him
that what the robber was picking up
were packages of bank notes, neatly
banded, ready fer depesit.

ams Druid was a methodical man,
aﬂd doubtless had been absorbed in the
task of wrapping and marking the bills
with their amounts when the chloro-
form-soaked towel was clapped over
his faee.

The intruder, after killing the mil-
lionaire, had been unable to take his
booty with him through the window,
Now, when he believed he had eluded
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pursuit, he had come back for it be-
fore he made his get-away.

It took Phil nearly a minute to open
the skylight. Then he slipped through
and dropped from the iron bar to the
table beneath amid the glass, complet-
ing the havoc the burglar had begun.

Jumping from the table to the fiteor,
and hardly stopping to “set * himself,
Phil was about to dash over to the win-
dow where he had seen the fellow in
the slouch hat retrieving the stelen
bank notes. Them he saw that his man
was no lofiger there.

As Phil leaped forward to search for
him, he saw the rascal slipping out to
the hall. Before Phil could reach the
door, out went the lights, only to fitash
on again as he ran out into the hall. It
was Ruth’s sigmal.’

He had a lightning glimpse of the
girl darting across the hall to the
private elevator, but, before she could
close the door, the robber was in the
cage with her, closing the bronze doof
with a loud ¢lang.

Down shot the elevator, leaving Phil
stranded on the twentieth fldoar. Nene
of the public elevators were in opéra-
tion, and he could net have afferded
time to wait for them If they had been.

Taking the stairs three and foufr at
a time, he bounded down flight after
flight. He was not far behind the
fast-descending private elevator when
he reached the main hall.

Pushing over one of the tall potted
palms in his haste, he dashed inite the
little car through the open deefr. Ruth
lay in a huddled heap in a corner, but
before he cotild speak to her she was
on her feet, and out the elevater doer
polnting in feverish impatience te the
rear of the hall.

“ The back stairs!” she eried.

It was the only way by which the
culprit could expect to get clear, for
one of the Stonehenge watchmen,
watned by the noise of the falling palm
and the coming down of the private
elevator that semething was wreng,
was guarding the frent deers, while the
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other could be heard scuttling down the
stairs from the upper filwors.

As Phil ran to the basement stairs
the gloom made it impossible for him
to discern anything except the moving
shadows that were always there. His
hearing was keen, however, and he
made out the sound of shufflimg foot-
steps below.

“ All right, Gil Price! 1 guess I've
got you!” muttered Phil, as he filung
himselt down the stairs, intent only on
catching the rascal who had given him
such a lively chase.

The dim light that usually relieved
the blackness of the back stairs had
been turmed off, and the darkness was
opaque. Moreover, the sound of foot-
steps had ceased. He had lost his man.
It seemed to Phil as if he musit be alone
down here.

Then, as he groped his way down an-
other stair, two clawlike hands seized
his arms from behind and an agonizing
pang shot through his elbow.

Phil well knew the meaning of those
cunningly-placed fingers. It was ju-
jutsu, the secret of whose power con-
sists not in brute strength, but in scien-
tifie attack on some one of the numer-
ous ultra-sensitive nerve centers in the
human frame, This was a form of
W&stliﬁg carefully explained and dem-
enstrated in the pelice sehool. Also,
what was impertant, an adeguate de-
fenise against every knewn jujutsu hold
was taught the men.

Phil Croydon always had been par-
ticularly interested in these lessons. So
it was only for an instant that he gave
way under the sudden assault. With
a quiek twist, he shook off the unseen
fingeis which seemed to be searching
out his very vitals and theew all his
strength inte a tertiflc straight left.

He felt the thrilling impact of
knuckles on flesh and bone, and the
sound of a falling body told him he
had landed fairly on his target.

“Came on, Gill" he said sternly.
“ Get up! Don't try to fool me. You
are not hurt. Guess I must have got
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him on the point of the ¢hin,” he added,
when there was no response. * Well,
we'll take you to the light and give you
the once-over. Come up herel”

Before he had quite reached the top
of the stairs with his unconscious bur-
den Phil had a clear view of the main
staircase leading to the upper filoors.

Coming slowly dow-n the lowermost
flightt—whitetdafeded, with glazing eyes
and clinging convulsively to the ban-
ister—was Gil °Fied

“ Great snakes!" broke out Phil, giv-
ing the squirming man on his shoulders
an admomiten3’ shake without looking
at him. “ Where'd you come from?”
he demanded of the white-faced man
on the upper staircase.

The answer came in a low, whistling
monotone: “I ain't done nothin’.
Some guy doped me. I'm straight—I
am. If you don't believe me, ask—"

But Phil was not listening now.
With a sudden movement, he swiing
from his shoulders the man he had ¢ar-
ried from below, and laid him flat en
his back on the tiled floor under the
elecirie light,

As the slouch hat fell off, two black
beady eyes were fixed on Phil, and one
of the two watchmen of the Stone-
henge Building blurted out in breath-
less astomisthvmeattt:

“ Jimmy erickets! My, it's T,
Mp.. DruifllSs confidantiak! smen.”

Stifling his astonishment, and not-
withstanding the fact that he had often
seen the pleasant-faced little Japanese
going in and out of the Stonehenge
Bullding se that he knew him well,
Phil raintained his efficial stelidity,
and in a tone of proper pelice even-
fiess he said te the w

“Do you positively identify this
man as Mr. Druid’s servant, known as
‘Thitw?" Make stire now.”

“Of course, 1 identify him,” was
the reply. “ That's Toto—no mistake
about that. He generally goes home
at eight o’clock.”

“ Sure!” put in the second watch-
man, who had come down by this time.
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“1 know him, too. He always seemed
to me a harmless sort of person. I
liked him.”

“TMNedt’s the guy!"” broke in Gil
Price, who had shuffled over to them,
pointing to Toto. -“ Porky Madden
and I was up there after the old man's
rent money, but this guy beat us to it.
I seen this feller slap a wet towel over
the old guy's face and grab for the
money on the table. Then the old

i
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“THett will do?* broke in Phil, as
with a dexterity which had been paft
of his training in the police school, he
slipped a pair of handeufis on Toto's
WEISES.

“Keep your eye on that fell
he commanded one of the watch-
men, indicating Gil Price. * Better
hold him. I want to see what Teoto
has about him.”

With scientific coolness, that also
was part of his police training, Phil
took from inside Toto's waistcoat and
shirt twelve packages of bank notes.
FEach was marked on its paper band
“@Im-n

“1 haven’t time to go outside to a
police-box,” observed Phil, to no one
in particular. “I'll have to use the
telephone here.”

Keeping a firm hold on Toto, he
drew him along the hall to the tele-
phone table and took the receiver off
the hook.

Having called up the precinct sta-
tion and received a response, he re-
ported :

“ Patrolman Croydon on post. In
Stonehenge Building. Homicide and
robbery. Two men under arrest. Oh,
you are coming around yourself, siir?
Yes, sir. I'll take care of my pris-
oners.”

And Phil rang off; and turmed and
smiled proudly over to Ruth Bailey.

’-

E END
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‘He was just wonderfiull”’ she breathed

Terpsichore
Tells a Tale

‘Wy fett are nearly A{liinggmed
said the jiiney dancer; but it wass
her heart that really ached

By A. T. LOGKE

HE jazz orchestra broke into the
palpitating, seductive strains of
the latest fox trot, and the mu-

sic pulsed through the garishly deco-
rated but diraly lighted dance hall. The
violins screeched, the horns moaned,
the saxophomes wailed, and the bar-
bari¢, tantalizing drums and cymbals
thiobbed rhythimically amid the caca-
phenie ehofusings and the rubatic
wanderings of the other instrumeniss®

Then the dancers begam to stream
over the shining floor of the vast ball-
room, and the regular shuffle of their
feet commenced to add emphasis to the
recurrent beat of the music. I walked
toward the gifl with the blond hair
and the pensive brown eyes who was
standing alone with her thin white
hands elasped before her.

I reached her just ahead of a muddv-
eyed, smug-appearing, flihbyyftesived
man of middle age.

“ May I have this dance?” I asked
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her, with just the slightest suggestion
of a bow.

“ Of course yOu can,” she replied,
with a smile; and then I thought that
she cast rather a darkling glance at the
stout, sporty individual who was close
beside us.

“I'm glad you got ahead of that
other fella,” she confided in me after
we had danced out of his hearing.
“ He's crazy about me, the poor old
nut. He’s got lots o’ money and a big
car. He’s in the cloak and suit busi-
ness But he ean't eleak his #nten-
tlens; so he den’t sult me. I've man-
aged te keep away frem him te-night,
88 far.”

“ But why,” 1 asked, “ do you diance
with him at all if you don't care for
him—iiff he bothers yow?”

She looked at me cuariously.

“ Say, who do you think 1T am?”
she asked. And then, without waiting
for me to reply: “I'm only a hostess



782

here, a taxi-cancer; and if I wanta
keep my job I've gotta dance with any
one who asks me. And I'ta not so good-
lookin’ as most of the girls, so I have
to take what I ean get.”

“ Oh,” 1 said.

“ But I didn't mean you,” she has-,
tened to explain, a little flush coloring
her cheeks. “You seem kind o
nice.”

“ And 1 think that you,” I told her,
“ are rather—pretty.”

“MNow you're kiddin’,”
me.

“Whedll, then, not exactly pretty,” I
amended. “ Let's say aftractive—that
is deeper and finer than prettiness.”

She smiled her unbelief, and turned
her eyes away from me.

“ But I mean it,” 1 imsisted.

And I did mean it, too.

I had stood apart for awhile when
I first had wandered from Broadway
into the dance hall, and I had let my
eyes travel over the multitude of youth-
ful hostesses who, for the munificent
sum of a nickel a danmce, sold their
graces to any who would buy.

They were young in years, most of
them, but the wisdom of the world
peered through their hard eyes. They
were dressed defiantly, rouged defiamt-
ly, and their laughter and their speech
seemed to cry defiance to the unseen
Angel with the Flaming Sword. But
the girl I had chosen to dance with had
seemed different.

I had been impressed by her apa-
thetic air, by the fact that she had
been standing alone and had not been
mingling with the other girls. She had
seefned to be of the place and yet apart
from it. Her eyes were somber, and
I knew that they were darkened by the
shadows of older generations which
fell athwart them from down the years.
i them was that Indefinable, poignant
Beauty whieh is the heritage of some
gtq the daughters of the lower East

{de.

she accused

Aﬁd, surely, there was music in the
girl, because her dancing was superb.
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We circled the scented hall, weaving in
and out among the couples that
thronged the floor, and eame oppesite
the place where our dance hag €6=
raenced.

I saw the coarse, dark, flabby man
standing there, the man whom the gifl
was anxious to avoid. He was watch-
ing us as we danced.

“ Your boy friend is keeping his eyes
on you,” I told her with a smile.

“ Boy friemdl! she exclaimed seorn-
fully. “0I hate him! He’s always
watchin’ me that way.”

“ And you really think I'm kind of
nice?” I teased her.

“You're not fresh—or you dom't
seem to be,” she replied. * Neot yet,
anyway.”

“You might reward me, then,” 1
suggested, * by telling me vour name.”

_“ It's L-e-v-e-e,” she spelled. * Vir-
ginia Levee. It's a name that's well
known in the South.”

She watched me carefully, with a
little air of bravado.

“But it's better known in New
York, my dear,” I told her. “You
never should change the spelling of
your name or the color of your hair.”
; She filushed a bit, admitting her de-

eat.

“Well, anyway,” she defended her-
self, “ most men are boobs who believe
anything you tell them.

“ The old Southern family stuff gen-
erally goes big here in New York. 1
like dark hair myself, but men seem to
like blondes.”

“Your hair will turn dark again,” 1
assured, “and, as far as I am con-
cerned, your name doesn’t matter.
I'm going to call you Tetpsichote, any-
way.”

She stiffened a little, and looked at
me doubtfully.

“ What does that mean?” she asked
wistfully.

“Terpsichore,” 1 informed her,
“ was the goddess of dancing, and you
surely are a wonderful dancer.”

“1 love to dance with the right
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fella, when I feel like it,” she admit-
ted, “ but I'm not so keen to-migfht.”

Just a suggestion of a furrow ap-
peared on her smooth white forehead,
and her eyes for a moment became
more poignant.

“Well, I commenced rather stiffly,
19 if_’ﬁ

“ Oh, it's not because of you,” she
objected; “ not at all. You're decent,
I know it, and you're a good dancer
too. If only my feet weren't so tired.
They're nearly killing me,” she con-
fessed. I wish I never had to dance
another step. I hate it. Oh, it’s mv
feet—and everything.”

“ Why, you poor kid!" 1 exdimimed.
“Why didn't you tell me heffore?
Come. We'll sit out the rest of this
dance. We'll go up in the balcony and
have something to drink.”

“Woufre not sore, are you?" she
asked rather anxiouslv.

“NNot me,” I protested. “IIlll be
glad to have you take a little rest. ¥ou
should have told me soomer.”

She put her arm through mine,
and we wove our way through the
dancers and went toward an exit from
the fftaor,

“ You're awfully nice,” she told me,
“and I guess I could like you a little,
anyway.”

“TMeit’s good of you,” I told her.
“I have a weakness for liking to be
liked—a little.”

“But I'm kind o' through with
love, for a little while, anyway,"” she
continued, “ift’s all because of one
fella’s lettin’ me down. It just hap-
pened last night, and I'm feelin’ sort o'
blue on account of it.”

Already I had sensed her moodiness,
and had felt that, for some reason, she
was distraught and disappointed. She
was silent until we reached the balcony
and I had ordered lemonade for both
of us.

IL

“ I'M going to slip my pumps off and
give my feet a rest, if you don't mind,”
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she told me. “ After a few more
dances my feet 1l get kind o’ numb,
and then I won't mind the pain so
much.”

“Sure,” 1T told her, “ take them off.
And then tell me all about the fellow
who let you down.”

She leaned over, and I could see her
lips compress as she removed the tor-
turing shoes. Then she straightened up
with a little sigh.

“He was just wonderful,” she
breathed. “ Oh, if only he hadn't
turned out to be so dumb! But maybe
he just didn't understand. He came
here one night and danced with me
thiee or four times, and somehow I
sort o’ felt, without him tellin’ me, that
he liked me a lot. And then he came
the next night and the night after that,
and he wanted me to dance with him
all the time.

“ Then he asked me if he could take
me home in his car, and I let him. He
had a fine roadster, so I was afraid at
first, but he turned out to be a perfect
gentleman, and he never even tried to
kiss me.

“ Gee! He had beautiful eyes and
that sorta wavy dark hair, and his
voice was nice too; it sorta made you
feel safe with him. Your voice kinda
reminds me of it.

“ He got so he came here four or fiive
nights a week, and always he would
stay till the last dance and then take me
home. And he never got fresh in any
way; so I got to likin’ him better ’n’
better.

“The other girls was all stuck on
him, too, but he wouldn't give any of
’emn a rummble, and that made me feel
good.

“ He thought, just like you told me,
that I was nicer than any of the rest.
Say, I used to damce with him when
my feet felt as if they was on fike;
giat I never sald a word abeut it te

m,

“I'm sorry I told you to-night tihet
my feet hurt,” she added. * You don’t
feel sore about it, do you? If yeu
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really want to dance, it "1l e aill rightt™
she concluded.

She pushed back a stray curl from
her forehead.

“You just rest your tired feet,” 1
told her, - and tell me about this man
who was so good to you. He must have
been just wonderful.”

The music had stopped for a brief
intermission, and her words came to
me more distinctly in the comparative
silence.

“Oh, he was!” she exdaimed.
“He was sort of a quiet fella, and
that's the kind I like. This Polly don't
want no wise-crackee. She wants a
regular guy that's serious and decent.
No, he never sald mueh; but he just
had to leok at me with them kind eyes
of hish te thrill me. He never even
told e his last name, and I never
asked him what it was. If he didn’t
want to spill it, it was all right with
me.

“ That's the way I felt about it; 1
just didn’t care. I never ask a fella
his last name unless he wants to tell
me.” She paused a moment expectant-
ly, and then she continued: * Well,
anyway, he was nicer and nicer to me
all the time, and, believe me, it got so
that I dreamed about him all night and
thought abeut him all day.

“ He had me puzzled, that fella did.
He was a swell dresser, and he seemed
to have plenty of money. And the
car never cost less than two or three
grand.

“ Then it struck me, all of a sudden,
that he was some unhappy young so-
ciety guy who had everything in the
world he wanted but real love.”

She started nervously as, with a
crash of brass, the orchestra broke imto
another dance.

“Gee,” she giggled, “ithat scared
me!”

Then we looked down on the dance
floor for a moment, and saw it be-
come transformed into a great kaleido-
scope.

“T'll give you a ticket,” I told the

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

girl beside me, “ and we’'ll sit another
dance out.” She smiled in agreement.
“You thought, then,” 1 suggested,
“ that he was a young maf in guest of
real Jove.”

“Oh, yes,” she continued, * that’s
what I thought. You know the sort 1
mean. The kind of rich young fella
that you read about in stories and see
on the screen. He sheuld ’a’ been in
the movies anyway, he was that hand-
some.

“ Well, I figured that if he was look-
in’ for love, he had picked on the right
girl. I didn’t have any money, and 1
wasn’t so good-lookin’; but I knew that
if he married me there wouldn’t be
nothin’ that 1 woulda’t de fer him.
I'd stick to him through thick and thin,
that’s what I would do.”

The lemonade was brought by a
sleek-haired waiter; and she paused a
moment and started to drink 1t thirst-
ily.

I fimgered my glass and, while she
drank, watched the dancers on the
floot beneath us. And as I watched I
wondered. There they were, pasty-
faced, predatory cake eaters, igmorant=
ly insolent; hard-faced girls, unfemis-
nine, unlovely,

And then, of course, there were
others who danced without under-
standing why they danced; these to
whom the subtle lure of the ecarnal
music held the vague prorise of beauty
and rapture.

There they were, from all the ends
of the world| dark gifls with the
moonlight of Arabian nights in their
deep eyes, golden girls from northern
countries, whose eyes showed ice crys-
tals.

“What are you dreamin’ about?”
asked the girl beside me, as she put
down her glass for a moment.

“I'm wondering,” I told her, ** abouwt
the places those dancing- feet came
from and how in the world they ever
happened to get here.”

“Weah?” she replied. “@th, they
come from all over. Brookgm, the
A
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Bronx, Jersey, Yonkers, and all over.
Why, I've even met fellas from New
Haven down here on Saturday nights.
They just have to take stibways or
trains to get here.”

“And now tell me,” 1 suggested,
“ the rest of that story about the mice
fellow who let you down.”

“Oh, yes” she said. “ Le's sea—
where was 17"

IIL.

“You were going to stick by him
through thick and thin if he married
you,” I told her.

* Oh, yes,” she agreed, “1 remem-
ber. And then,” she continued, * some-
thing happened that made me sure I
had got him right. About two weeks
ago he told me that he had a big suf-
prise for me, Gosh, I'd like to pour
some of this jee-edld lemenade on my
feet. [ bet they'd feel better,

“ He told me that he had a big sur-
prise for me. He told me he was goin’
to take me somewhere in a coupla
weeks, and. that he wanted me to get
dressed up all pretty when the time
eame. 1 be hif to tell me where
he was goift’; but he just smiled sorta
foncllike at me and sald that that was a
seeret.

“ Well, I knew right away that he
was goin’ to take me to his home to
meet his family, and, even if I didn’t
let on to him, I was some scared. 1
figutedl if the family liked me, he
would marey fne, and then I could quit
this job. And, belleve me, I wanted
to guit 1t. 1 figured my feett’d be worn
off my shins it 1 had to keep danein’
fuch 1enger.

“ Bay, after I knew he was goin' to
take me to meet the family, I com-
menced to dream of goin’ to bed at
eight o’elock instead of two o'clock. 1
used to think how soothin’ the cool
}Nhlte linen sheets would feel on my

eet.

* Well, anyway, last night was the
big night, and I got the night off, like
he told me to, and he came to my room-

5A
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in’ house and got me at about seven
o'clock.

* He looked at me kinda proud when
I came downstaits, because, if I do say
it myself, I was sure dolled up. 1
looked better than I leek to-night, 1
tell you. I don’t feel so keen to-mi
and T knew I’ net loekin’ se geed.

“Wiiem I got into the car I asked
him again where he was goin’ to take
me, but he only smiled at me and said
nothin’. Then he took e to dinner
in a swell Italian joint somewhere,

“When we was eatin’ he told me
that he bet everybody would go ¢faz
over me, and right there I nearly swal-
lowed a big olive whole. 1 knew then
that I was goin’ to meet the family,
and for a minute I even ferget the
blisters on my feet.

* Weil, anyway, after dinner we got
in the car and I slipped my pumps off
without lettin’ him knew it, just so as
I could rest my hoofs a little, Neo mat-
ter if I was goin’ to heaven, I eouldn’t
forget them achin’ feet. He went up-
town and drove over Fifty=-Ninth
Street to Park Avenue, which of eourse
made fne feel nervous and exeited. 1
wasf’t ne Follies girl, that 1 sheuld
farry inte real high sesiety”

The music, with its monotonous ac-
companiment of shuffliimg feet, came to
an end, and, a mornent later, the story
of Terpsichore was interrupted by a
girl who came up and whispered some-
thing in her ear.

* Oh, it's ail right; it's all right,” the
girl at my side whispered impatiently.
“ I'll dance with the old sap if 1 have
to.” The other girl, with a smile, went
away.

“1t’s the head hostess,” Terpsichore
explained. “ Old Schwartz, the bey
friend, as you call him, has complained
that I refused to damce wlth Hhim,-
a{nd I've got to tow him around next
time.”

“So you felt nervous when you
were riding up Park Avenue?” I sug-
gested.

“Yes,” she said. “ But not for very
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long,” she added somewhat grimly.
“We got up to One Hundred and
Twenty-Fifth Steeet, and he drove
over that and stopped in front of a
place that was all lighted up. And 1
sald to him:

““{Iiis isn't where your family lives,
is it?

“He looked at me kinda funny.
‘ My family?' he said.”

v.

Just then the orchestra blared forth
into the first strains of a syncopated,
alluring melody; and Mr. Schwartz,
like a jack-in-the-box, materialized be-
fore us.

“ Is this my dance, miss ?* he asked,
with a leering and somewhat trium-
phant smile.

“Oh, 1 suppose so,” she replied
wearily. “ But my feet hurt so that 1
don’t know whether I dance or not.”

“You'll forget your feet when you
dance with me,” replied Mr. Schwartz
gallantly.

“Weah?” she said sarcastically, as
she painfully put on her pumps and
stood up.

The violins screeched, the horns
moaned, the saxophones wailed, and
the barbaric, tantalizing drums and
cymbals throbbed rhythmically amid
the cacaphonic chorusings and the
rubatic wanderings of the other imstru-
ments.

The dancers were streaming over the
floor of the vast ballroom, and the reg-
ular shuffle of their feet commenced
to add emphasis to the recurrent beat
of the music. The girl with the blond
hair and the pensive brown eyes, who
was standing with the impatient Mr.
Schwartz, looked wistfully at me,

“ Well, bye-bye,” she said. “ May-
be I'll see you again.”

And then she turned away.

“ But, Terpsichore,” 1 urged, “ wiat
was the surprise that the young fellow
had for you?"

THE
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She turmed back to me for a mo-
ment.

“ Oh,” she replied wearily, “ he was
taking me to an all-night dance of the
Chauffeurs’ Union.”

And now I would like to get an ar-
tistic end to this story, and that, some-
how, is not an easy matter.

If T were a Russian weiter, it would
be simple. During the ensuing dance
Me, Schwartz would step on my
heroine’s corns, and thereupon she
would cry, * Down with vedka and the
bourgeolsie!” and slay him.

If I were a disciple of Harold Bell
Whriight, I would have her spurn the
obnoxious Mr. Schwartz and go forth
into the world and meet a handsome
young chiropodist and raatry him and
live happily ever after.

But inasmuch as I am neither, I
might as well let the story end just as
it really did.

They were still quite close to me,
and I was watching them as they left,
when suddenly they were confronted
by a tall, datk-eyed young fellow with
wavy black hair. He was pleading with
the girl, and his impassioned voice ¢caf-
ried even to me.

“But I didn't think,” he urged. “1
didn’t understand. But now I kinow!”

Then Mr. Schwartz made some re-
mark, and the young man turned on
him, and Mr. Schwartz retired pre-
cipitately to a chair, and, pulling out a
large handkerchief, commenced to mop
his brow.

And then she was in the young man’s
arms, and he was shaking his head and
speaking to her.

“1 don't care how you talked to me,”
he protested. “ I don’t care if you did
leave me flat. I didn’t understand; but
I understand now, and I want you to
forgive me.”

And so, I assume, they were mar-
ried, and whether that is a happy end-
ing or a tragic ending only the gods can
tell.

END
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Dunn saw the lifted tobaccw-fiiled hand sink out of sight

Six-Foot Lighitmimg

“Ilichee’s enougth rough, no-good troubllethmtdess here without! edding
anotterr to the popuiktiion, ¥ his unclle told Bhrtt Durma-bibut this
addiiiion was soon to mailee history in Spriing Green

By J. M. HGFMAN

LEADING UP TO THIS INSSTTALLMENT

HEN pompous old Samuel
Halliday got to be nearly
sixty years of age, he sent for

his nephew, Bart Dumn, to come and
live with him in the little desert town
of Spring Green.

Bart already had a State-wide repu-
tation as the quickest man at drawing
a gun in Arizona. His nickname was
* One-Gun ” Dunn, because, with his
single revolver, he was the superior of
any two-gun killer who ever attempted
to stack up against him in a rain of
lead.

When One-Gum reached Spring
Green, almost immediately he discov-
ered that he was disliked bv Clem

Torry, the loeal bess of a eerrupt pe-
litical gang whe baeked up thelr un-
derhanded ambitions with gunplay By
professional badmen whem they kept
leafing around at their expense, and
sent inte aetien whenever they Aeeded
them.

One-Gun soon showed up Clem
Torry as a coward, when he rescued
the young son of Big Ed Greve, the
proprietor of the Railread Cafe, frem
the burning Grove herme, whieh Terry
was afraid to enter.

Torry and Bail-Bond Wade, a
crocked lawyer who was his ehief eon-
federate in his shady deals, sent theif
toughest gunmam, Plug Keffef, out to

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for July 21
787
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make One-Gun ridiculous, but Bart
saved his reputation by some lightning-
quick shooting, as a result of which
Keffer lost his head so far as to threat-
en to kill One-Gun before sundown.

Dorothy Grove, Big Ed’s daughter,
grateful for Bart's rescue of her little
brother, drove out to Halliday's and
told him of the killer's threat against
his life; and One-Gun rode straight to
town to get the matter over with as
soon as possible.

Convinced of Plug’s inability to beat

One-Gun on the draw, Clem Torry's
first thought was to get one of his other
henchmen to shoot Bart in the back,
while Keffer would hold forth in pub-
lic in another part of the town and es-
tablish an alibi for himself. So Torry
and Wade sent out Meadows, a little
meek man whom Wade had made his
law partner, and whom he intended to
Fun for sheriff against old Jason Flint,
the easy-geing ineumbent of that of-
fiee, when the eold man stoed for fe=
glection.
¥ Meadows brought back Slim Gelder,
one of Torry’s deadliest gunmen; but
Clem broached the project of shooting
One-Gun in a way Slim did not like,
and in the ensuing quarrel the thin
gunman quit Torry’s employ. That
left the gangsters still in a hole about
how to follow up Plug’s threats.
B Clem then remembered that One-
Gun never " went for  his gun unless
an adversary made the first move; and
declded it would be best for Keffer,
who was forty pounds heavier than
Bart Dunn, te start a rfough-and-tum-
ble fight with the young eowboy, and
eheke him te death during the row.
The plan nearly werked, but net gulte.
Bart managed te knoek the enormous
Bully eut after a Beut that weuld have
killed twe erdinary men.

As he rode home to his uncle’s house
and his head began to clear, One-Gun
realized that Clem Torry must have
some deeper reason for wanting to
wipe him out of Spring Green other
than his irritation over having been
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shown up as a coward before Dorothy
Grove.

But what worried Bart more, at the
moment, was the fact that his Uncle
Sam Hallliday seemed to have sefit for
him partly in order to marty him off
to one of the six worthy but homely
daughters of his old mining partner,
Jira Lemmon.

CHAPTER VII (Continued).
UNCLE SAM'S REASON.

'M right glad you sent for me,”
said Bart. “I'm learnin’ new
things 'bout Spring Green every

minute, an’ I reckon it ‘1l prove plumb
interestin’. But I don't wanta do any
bottora-dealin’, Uncle Sam.”

He paused a moment. He did not
want to offend his good-intentioned
uncle, and it was true that the Lem-
mons were a nice family, and held a
high position ameng the respectable
element of Spring Green. And vet
Bart Dunn had that day risked his fife
In a burning heuse, been en the verge
of a gun fight with Clem Tekry, had
been jeered at if a froek coat and had

ohe through the teughest Rand-te-
ahd eembat of his life=But the Lem-
fmen supper steed sut in beld reliek as
tehe mest painful ineident ef the whele
ay:.

“1 wanta play squar’,” he repeated.
“An' I'd say thar ain't one o' them
Lemmon gals as suits my taste. Meb-
be ef they had a seventh one it might
be diff'rent.”

“They ain’t no hoity-toity beauties,
but they're plumb wholesome,” argued
Hallliday. "Y' cain’t tell. They might
sorter grow on you, Bait.”

“ They might,” Bart admitted, * lbut
I'm a wagerin’ they wouldnt. It 'ud
take an almighty long time, an’ by th’
time they growed on e, I figger 1'd
be beyond th’ marryin’ age. But I
shore am glad you got e here ¢
Spring Green,” he eeneluded, ehangin
the subjeet away frem the sextet 8
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girls who, however wholesome, set up
no feelings of romance in his heart.

CHAPTER VIIL
MURDER.

LTHOUGH Bart Dunn had run
into considerable action diuring
his first day in Spring Green, the

following days of the week passed with
little more exciting events than riding
down to the Railroad Cafe with his
uncle for noonday dinners, sitting in
front of his uncle’s great wood fiire-
place in the Halliday home evenings,
when the mountain wind swept down,
and learning many new and interesting
things about the social texture of the
community.

Manwel, the mestizo servant of
Samuel Halliday, had been pressed into
more active service about the place. He
prepared breakfasts and suppers; for
Bart Dunn, embarrassed rather than
theilled by hero worship, did not enjoy
his trips to the Railroad Cafe and his
rides through town.

He had enjoyed seeing Dorothy
Grove occasionally, but his uncle, pos-
sibly hoping that a romamce might
flower;, in some weird way, between
Bart and one of the Lemnion progeny,
had not failed to acquaint his nephew
with the faet that Carter Meadows, the
young lawyer, was looked upon with
faver by Dorothy Grove.

Meadows was inclined to be dapper
and smooth spoken. He was making
a success of “lawin’ it,” as Halliday
had said, and as well as being some-
what of a novelty to Dorothy, used to
the sallies of rougher and less educated
men, he was looked upon with favor
by Big Ed Grove, who while he did not
approve of the companions of
Meadows, rather liked the up and com-
ing attorney.

Whether it was for this reason or
not, Ed Grove, in his occasional talks
with Dunn, had been inclined to praise
the young lawyer,
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Spring Green itself seemed in the
doldrums, although behind closed
doors in the Atlantic Hotel and the
pool hall and the Bank there was much
talk of the historic fight between Kef-
fer and One-Gua Dunn.

The matter could be discussed free-
ly in such establishments, for Plug
Keffer was not seen about town, and
it was known that the stall in the barn
where he kept his horse was empty.
Many wondered where Plug had gone,
or if it was his intention, after his hu-
miliation, to quit Spring Green for
good.

However in the offices of Wade
& Meadows, Keffer's whereabouts
was not a matter of mystery. Torry
and Wade discussed the matter now
and then in the rear office, around their
little table, a table of several disap-
pointments recently.

They still referred to their maps and
plats frequently, although there was no
“B t” cross mark on the mapped
location of Ed Grove's acreage. Tortry
half stispected that One-Gua Dunn,
whonm he had oceasionally seen talking
with Grove, had advised the restaurant
fan net to sell,

“1 could handle Grove all right, if
it wasn't for Dunn,” he told Wade one
afternoon, “but I'm afraid Grove ‘Il
hold out if this nuisance keeps advisin’
him. An’ I feel that if he sees Ed
weakenin’, he might up an’ buy the
place himself.”

*“1 don’t reckon he has any money
to speak of,” was Wade’s opinion.
* An’ Halliday’s loose cash is mostly
in the Saucepan, I'd say. Even if old
Hallliday got on to the thing, I don’t
think the word * oill” would make him
mueh exelted. That’s always the wa
with these eld mining haidsieils. Hal-
liday’s heatt’s 1n silver, or maybe geld.
That’s all that means guiek meney to
his type.”

Which was not an illogical analysis.
In that period of the West, the magle
words were silver and gold. Oil large-
ly meant only illumination for the
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lamp that shed its rays over nightly
cribbage games. It did not have the
significance that it would have now, in
Fast or West,

When oil finally took its place as one
of the big strikes of certain sections
of the West, and keen-minded men
visioned great fortunes from it and
even then fell short of realities, gold
and silver mmen still looked askance at
it. Their contempt, although milder,
was almest of a pieee with the con-
tempt of cattlemen for sheep growers
and handlers.

“I'm hearin’ that this Dunn hombre
has some money of his own,” said
Totty. I reckon his father was a
heap different from ol’ Hallliday, more
wanderin’ an’ hellin’ aroun’, an’ some
way, 1 don't know how, he even got
hold o’ some oll Int'rests. That's where
this Dunn’s little meney, whatever he’s
got, eome from, I understand.

“Il got it sorta indirect. Halliday's
thick with Ed Grove, an’ Ed told his
daughter, an’ she happened to mention
it to Meadows. This Meadows, even
if he is a little shaver, stands to be a
valuable man to us, Wade.”

" Then if he knows or suspects amy-
thing about the game,” said Wade,
*“I'm afraid he’ll convince Grove to
hold en to his property.”

“'Fraid so, too,” admitted Torry.
“ Dam’ it! I'd hate to think,” he add-
ed, looking up significantly into the
poker face of Wade, “ that Grove's
house burned down mysterious an' ac-
cidental, all for nothin’. Things ain't
lookin’ so good. This Dunn's gettin’
too strong a hold on the public o
Spring Green, t00.”

“1 wouldn't get unduly exercised
over the matter,” the calmer Wade
suggested. ‘““Old Halliday and Jim
Lemmon, the only money boys in this
neck o’ the woods, don't know a thing
about oll, or else they’d have taken ad-
vantage long ago of the rich opportu-
fpities here. [ weuldn’'t worry.”

“Yes, but with this One-Gun
around, they might soon get on to the
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situation. Already this Dunn’s been
snoopin’ around, lookin’ over some
fields that 'ud have no ordinaty interest
to a cow-punchin’ greenhoen. That
merely proves that cow-punchin’ ain’t
all there is 1A this DunR’s head; anp’
that he aln't a greenhern.”

Wade nodded. “ I'm quite conscious
of the possible risks,” he said. *“ We
can’t have taken any chances on hav-
ing the ground shoveled away tnder
our feet by Hallliday and Lemmon
money. Wiith their combined resotirees
we’d be snowed out in no time.”

“ Exactly. One o' the most iimpor-
tant stretches for our purposes is Ed
Grove's property. 1§ Hallliday or Lem-
mon get Oll, we’'re licked there. Grove
would sooner sell to them anyhow,
than he would to us.”

“The whole thing simmers diowm,”
Torry summed up, " to Duan. Damn
his tough hide, anyway! That yotung
firebiendd has got to be run out o’ here,
or we’re licked proper. We've put teo
much In this already, Wade, to get
shoved out by others—now.”

The matter was discussed at some
length. Torry’s crafty brain and
Wade’s cool legal reasoning power
treated possibilities from several
angles. They finally agteed that there
was no danger from such old pay dirt
prospectors as Hallliday and Lemmon,
The menace was Dunn. But how to
remove the menace, effectively and
quickly. That was the guestion.

“ Keffer'll be back before long,” said
Totty, as if this might have a bearing
on the situation. ‘“* We'll see what
Providence sends along to us,” he
added.

As a matter of fact, Plug Keffer did
return to town. Practically a week
had elapsed, and as it usually takes
more than one licking to down a Plug
Keffer, the badman’s spirits seemed al-
most as buoyant as ever.

Such discreet souls as might have
hoped to gloat over a quieted and hu-
miliated bully, found reason for dis-
appointment. Fot Keffer seemed as
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boastful and challenging as usual. He
discussed his- shooting prowess more
than formerly, hopeful that he might,
by overbearing vocality, even make
capital out of the tussle with One-Gun
Dunn.

He made a practice of laughing
loudly during his drinking bouts in the
Bank. Perhaps he chose this retreat
for two reasons. He was fond of
liquor, and, in fact, held it rather well.
Usually it made him glow without stu-
pefying him. Then, too, One-Gun
Dunn, not a deinker, would not be like-
ly to drop in.

And it may have been that he
laughed, just to show that he had no
reason to hide his now practically
toothless mouth. That final pile-driv-
ing right smash of One-Gun Dunn in
front of the Railroad Cafe had effec-
tively removed a quartet of stained
front-teeth from Keffer's mouth, and
Keffer was going to brazen things out.

“1 notice this One-Gun Dunn aim't
made himselff so copious aroun’ Spring
Green sence th' day o' thet—thet little
inceedent,” said Keffer, speaking in
deprecating terms of the fight. Which
was true. Dunn, as has been explained,
sought to escape hero-worship by re-
maining for the most part close to the
Hallliday home.

% Attty Kaowms thest Tl mesar Haabd
'im licked,” he rambled on. “ Wunst,
jes’ wunst, I slammed him with my
fist, an’ if thar hadn’t ben a crowd
aroun’ to hold him up, I'd 'ave had *im
down—an’ thet 'ud ben the end o' thet.
Amyhow, I'd figgeredl on a gun fiight,
a real man tussle. I reckon Dunn
didn’t want no part o’ me thar. No,
sir-ree!”

He gulped a glass of whisky. No
one interrupted. Plug Keffer had the
floor.

“1 ben informed,” he went on,
“ thet this Dunn feller's all-fired quick
to pick up my smoke wagons when they
dropped. An’ what’s he do with *em?”
he asked. ‘“WMindt’s he do with "em?”
he repeated challesgiingd)¥. ** He han's

’em over t’' Jase Flint, the sher'ff, thet's
what he does,

“ Why ? A low down sheep herder'd
have enough brains t’ figger thet out,
he shore would. Waal, thar’s a reason.
This Dunn feller was afeard o’ them
guns, thet’s the reasomn.”

He did not choose to mention that
he had demanded the guns back from
Sheriff Flint, and that the corpulent
official, now somewhat firmer in the
duties of his office with the backing of
One-Gun Dunn, had refused to give
them back. Torty, he felt, would get
around Flint and get them back some-
how.

And when he got them back, he,
Keffer, would seek no further open
warfare with One-Gun Dunn. And
he’'d be safe. Dunn, at least, never
drew first on a man. And he had rea-
son to believe that some fine day Dunn
might cease to clutter up the scemery.
Leave that to Torry and Wade; they
had brains.

In his nightly boasts at the Bank,
Plug Keffer had one member among
his audience who occasionally took
part in the performamece. That was
Slitn Gelder. Despite his short and ill-
favored hody, Geldetr had little fear of
any man in Spring Green except Dunn.

He was still spending the money
that Torry had paid him at intervals
before the altercation in the office of
Wade & Meadows, and the fact that
there would be no more money com-
ing after his present stake was spent,
served to store hate in his venal heart
against Totty, Wade, and Keffer. He
believed the trio capable of any
treachery, and was not far wrong.

Gelder had the heart of a born mer-
cenary, brave enough, but sunk into no
particular cause unless there was pay-
ment back of it. More than once he
had planned to fraternize with the
forces in Spring Green that he eould
see were graduallly rallying under the
leadership of One-Gua Duff.

The latter was the only man he
feared in an open figdit. In some way
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he might make friends with this man,
and at the same time wreak some
handy vengeance upon his former
chiefs. He made no attempts to make
up with Torty, and once had laughed
openly at Iveffier's toothless motith.

“1 don't know, Keffer, but wihat
thet change in you mightn't be an im-
provement, at thet!” he said, one eve-
ning in the Bank. “1 reckon them
front tusks o’ yourn wa’n’t what I've
heerd tell of as bein’ teeth like pearls.
Fact is, Keffer, they allus looked more
like smoked pearls to me.”

His general air of cockiness and
drunken banter was proving increasing-
ly irritating to Plug Keffer. The lat-
ter’s black eyes gleamed at him more
than once, He made no further come-
back. It was plain to him that Gelder
had no fear of him. Gelder was quick
on the draw.

Slim Gelder did not stop with bait-
ing the defeated Plug Keffer. Occa-
sionally he made bold to stop Halliday,
or One-Gun Dunn on the infrequent
visits of the latter to the ccenter of town,
and took to lounging about the Rail-
road Cafe rather than the bar of the
Atlantic Hotel, the Pacific Pool Hall or
the Bank. His money was running
fow, and he was drinking less.

Bart Dunn knew hardly what to
make of this strange, wizened charac-
ter with the bristling mustache and
sharp, shoe-button eyes.  Rather
sneaky-looking, he thought, but since
Grove did not act belligerently toward
the fellow in his own establishment,
Dunn tolerated him.

Dunn had finished his noon-day din-
ner in the Railroad Cafe early one
afternoon. He was alone on this occa-
sion, and he had a tendency to dally.
It was not that he had yearned for
conversation with Dorothy Grove.

The latter, he now realized, had a
special interest in Carter Meadows,
whose office was just across the street
and who generally came over to his
meals late so that he might visit with
Dorothy.
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Dunn rolled a cigarette and sat and
smoked. Well, Dorothy was & nlce
enough girl. But he, Bart Dunn, had
no intentions of poaching on another
man’s preserves.

He did, however, have a desire to
meet Carter Meadows. He had re-
ceived somewhat conflicting reports of
the young attormey, from Ed Grove,
from his uncle, from Lemmon, and
others. A strange little man, too, to
have ambitions to become sheriff of
such a community as Spring Green,

He seemed pleasant enough. Was
he a smooth thief and trickster? Of
was he an honest man who was being
used by crooks? At any rate, Diinn
hoped to learn more about Meadows,

There was a free-and-easy cordiality
about Spring Green. Folks generally
nodded to each other when they met
at the Railroad Cafe, whether they
knew each other or not. He might
get into conversation with this Carter
Meadows, and have a chance to size
him up.

However, One-Gun was not destined
to meet Meadows that day. There
were more exciting happenings sched-
uled for Spring Green than a meeting
with Carter Meadows.

Slim Gelder happened into the res-
taurant. The incident might have had
no sequel had not Gelder been carrying
Dorothy’s little brother, Richard Bat=
ton Grove. “ My name’s Bart, I tell
you!” the youngster was insisting. * Me
an’ this man here’s got the same name.
Ain’t we?” he asked Bart Dunn, Sit-
ting idly at a table,

“We shore have, Bart,” Dunn amn-
swered, smiling.

Gelder smiled back. He put down
the boy, who, after one of his frequent
visits with Dunn, ran back into the
kitchen of the restaurant for any deli-
cacies that he might find.

Gelder took advantage of the situa-
tion to converse further with Dunn.
“1 jes’ come from th’ Bank,” he said.
“Cracky! Thet Keffer's an awful
blowhard, aint he? He's down thar
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a-gassin’ on how yo're afeared thet he'll
git his guns back. He says yo're plumb
afeard o’ them guns. I took occasion,™
he added quickly, ““t' inform him thet
he was almighty wrong on thet.”

“I'm obliged to you,” said Dummn
quietly. “Jes’ whar,” he asked,
“ didja say this ffite-eatin’ double shoot-
er was ag?”

“Down t the Bank. He’s alius
shootin’ off his mouth down thar.”

One-Gun Dunn got up from his
chair. He idled out through the door,
sauntered down to the bend in the
street, and came across Sheriff Jason
Flint, who usually could be found not
far from the Bank. Greetings were
exchanged.

“1 reckon, Jase,” said Dunn flirslly,
“ thet mebbe it mightn’t be sech a bad
idee to give thet Keffer hombre back
his playthings. From what I'm hear-
in’, I'm thinkin’ it might spare the ears
o’ consid'able o’ the popoolation o’
Spring Green.”

After some discussion Sheriff Jason
Flint waddled down the main street,
and then waddled back up from his of-
fice again. In his hand he held the
two pearl-handled six-guns of Plug
Keffer,

“ Call Keffer out,” suggested Dunn.

Keffer was called out of the Bank.
It was the drowsy hour in the barroom.
The proprietor, tending bar at this idle
period, also came out, and a curious
lounger, whisky glass in hand.

“ Sher'f Flint," said One-Gun Dunn,
softly and audibly, “I'm hearin’ thet
this citizen o’ Spring Green sorter feels
undiessed, as y'might say, without his
ol’ sixes. He's intirpatin’ as how he
might have some use for them sixes.

“ Accordin’, I'd suggest that you re-
turn ‘em. But jes’ a minute thar, Sher'f
Flint. I was the hombre as unloaded
them gumns. I reckon it 'd be a mark
o’ politeness to load ‘em agin.”

Dunn walked over to Sheriff Elint,
The action brought him about ten feet
from Plug Keffer, standing there be-
fore the Bank. The bad man’s jet eyes
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were gleaming hate. A few curious
souls had crossed over from the Pacific
Pool Hall.

Keffer fiidigeted a little, He did not
relish the scene much, but here, at least,
was an opportunity to get back his
guns. Possibly he had talked too much
about that hardwaie. He watched
Dunn as the latter, taking sofme €ar-
tridges from his pocket, filled the ¢ham-
bers of both guns,

“Thar loaded, sher'f, right t" the
muzzle,” Dunn said. “I'd suggest as
how you slip 'em back into Keffer's
holsters. Mebbe it's how he ain’t uised
to toys o’ this here nature.”

Sheriff Jason Flint, from the rear,
slipped the loaded guns into the bad-
man’s holsters,

One-Gun Dunn stood there near the
hitch rail. His hands were hanging
limply at his sides.

Plug Keffer chose to make light of
his humiliating position, to pass it over
as matter of fact. “ Thamkee, sher'f,”
he acknowledged carelessly, as the
weapons were slipped intoe his holsters.

His beady black eyes held Dunn’s
steely blue ones for just an instant.
Then, with a continued air of forced
carelessness, he turned and reentered
through the swinging doors of the
Bank.

There was a raucous guffaw back
of Bart Dunn. He turned. Slim Gel-
der was standing there, his heavy mus-
tache curled in an irritating grin.

“Yore comin’ t' town has sorier
brought back th’ ol’ fire in me,” Sheriff
Jason Flint was saying to Dunn, as they
stood there before the hitehing rack of
the Bank. “@macky! I feel like a
young feller agin.”

Flint waddled over to the rack and
leaned his heavy form upon it. The
two men stood there, facing the Bank.
The owner of that institution was fo
believer in ventilation, but a window
was opened perhaps six inches.
Thiough the narrow opening could be
seen the front of the bar and a painting
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of questionable taste on the wall faced
by the bar.

“Yore uncle was a fire-eater in his
day,” rarmbled on Flint. “’Course he's
an important man now, an’ the fire in
him's sorfer—"

He stopped abruptly The irritating
laugh of Slim Gelder filoated out
through the open window. There was
some gruff remark from Keffer. What-
ever it was, it served only to intensify
the alcoholic laughter of Gelder.

“1It jes' might be you could buy a
set o' them purty wax teeth,” Gelder
was saying between chuckles. “ Kin
y' chaw terbacker, Plug? I'm wonder-
in’ ef ye kin. Here, le’ see ef you kin
chaw terbacker with them gums o'
yourn. Hete, le's see—"

Sheriff Flint was walking toward the
swinging doors. “ Slim's a leetle teased
up, I reckon,” he said over his shoul-
der. “ Neither one amounts to much,
but then I'm sher’f, an—"

Dunn was looking through the part-
ly opened window. Slim Gelder was
offering a plug of tobacco to Keffer.
He could see the grinning, mustached
face of Slim, and the right hand, held
high, offering the brown oblong to test
Keffer's biting powers.

Jason Flint was puffing up the steps.
He was still calling something back at
Dumn, when there was a shot from the
interior of the Bank.

Dunn saw the lifted, tobacco-filled
hand of Slim Gelder sink out of sight.
In four long leaps he was inside the
barfoorm, on the heels of Jason Elint.
A man who had been sleeping at a table
had raised his head and was looking
out of sleepy, startled eyes. The
proprietor was running from the rear
of the saloon, followed by several men
whe held eards In thelr hands.

Plug Keffer stood there with his six-
gun in his hand. Slim Gelder lay face
upward on the floor, his dark eyes star-
ing, his drooping mustache curling
ever his open, silent mouth.

Keffer turned to- gulp his unfinished
glass of whisky. He set it down, and
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picked up his gun from the bar, and
was about to turn.

“ Keep lookin’ right ahead o’ yeou,
Keffer!” came the command frem
One-Gun Dunn. “ Don't turn yore
head. Keep a-lookin’ inte thet mirror
in front 0’ you. Mebbe you'd admire
t' see what a murderer leeks Jilke!”

For answer, Keffer elevated his
hands above his head. In this positiof
he turned around.

“ Murder, nothin™!” he growled.
“ He was aimiiii't’ git me. He was &«
devilin’ me an’ a-threatenin’ me, an’ he
went fur his gun. I beat ’im te th’
draw, thet’s all thet was.”

Sheriff Jason Flint, with a new-
found authority, and the presence of
One-Gun Duen, disarmed Plug Keffer,
The latter shrugged Hhis sheulders,
Through the soaped mirror he eetld
see the reflection of One-Gun Duns,
his six-sheoter in his hand.

“1 reckon no "un seen this,” said
Flint, turning to the group that had
now gathered in the room. * Did yon
see it, Rush?” he asked the proprietor.

It developed that Rush Merrill, the
proprietor, had not seen it. He had
been called back to the poker party o
serve drinks in the rear room, just a
morment before, he stated. No one
else, except Keffer and Gelder had
been in the barroom, exeept the
drunken lounger whe had been awalk-
ened by the shet.

“1 ain’'t savin' Slim Gelder wasn't
devilin’ you,” said Jason Flint to
Keffer. * Fact, I heerd what he was
savim', an’ I dida't hear ne threat in
them remarks. But I do knew thet
Slim Gelder had a run-ian with yeu af’
yore gang not long age, an’ | de kaew
thet he was as qulek on th’ draw as
you be, quieker, if anything, an’ 1
know thet this managed te happen
when Ao 'un was i this Feem.

“ An' 1 do know thet SHm's sitc-@un
is right in his holster this minute. 1
calls attention.” he added in a legal
manner, “ o\ the gents in this reom 1o
see whar thet weapon o’ Slim’s is—=
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rightt in his holster, ain't it? Awright.
Batt— ' and Sheriff Jason Flint held
his bombshell for the last, “all thet's
what we might call in the law as bein’
carcumstanshull evidence.

“ But, wien 1 lbreaks through tthem
doors, th’ shot 'ud ben fired, but Slim's
gun hand was plumb two feet above
his head, with a plug o’ terbacker in it.
An’ thar's the plug o’ terbacker on the
floot."”

“Yo're wrong! It was a fair gun-
fight!™ insisted Keffer. “lit was—"

“1t was murder!" cut in One-Gum
Dunn. “1 seen it myself. Slim Gel-
der had a repitation as a quick man on
th’ trigger, an’ thar he lays with his gun
in his holster. I'm minded,” he said,
advancing a step and looking straight
into the wavering eyes of Keffer, “ ¢’
let you demonstrate thet yo're so all-
fired much quicker’n a quick man with
a gum.”

The eyes of every man in the room,
and several men had run over from the
near-by pool hall and other buildings,
turmed on One-Gun, who comtimued:

“ Ef he wants to demonstrate thet,
sher'f, give 'im back his gun. I say 1
seen it. He says it was a gun-fight.
"Twon't take long, I reckon, to prove
which one’s a liar by the clodk!™

A pallor overspread the heavy face
of Plug Keffer. Torry could prob-
ably get him out of this. Torry had
suggested once, back in his office, that
he wished Gelder out of the way. But
the officiial voice of Sheriff Jason Flint
rang out importantly.

“ 1t "ud be th' quickest jestice, One-
Gun,” he admitted, “ but right here an’
now is th’ time to show th’ public o'
Spring Green an p'ints near by thet law
an’ order’s goin’ tappemaiil in our com-
munity. Jason Flint's sher’f here, an’
it’s his authority as is speakin’.

“1 shore don't like to interfere with
yore pleasure, One-Gun, an’ I'd shore
admire t* see you chastise this here
hombre, but he’s ben proved a liar al-
ready. This is a plain case 6’ murder,
an’ it’s a goln’ to end up with a rope

795

necktie party after fair an’ judicious
legal trial accordin’ to kaw.™

“[’m willin’ to go 'long,” volunteered
Keffer nervously. “ That’s ben a mis-
take here, but I'm willin’ to go,” he in-
sisted. He put his wrists out for the
rustling manacles that, finally, Sherift
Jason had found an epportunity to use.

“ Ef he is, then, I reckort thet wihat
you say about th’ law is plumb true,”
agreed One-Gun Dunn. “I'm sub-
mittin’, sher'f, that a fair an’ legal
trial might be th’ best way after all o’
sendin’ a murderet to Boots Hill.”

CHAPTER IX.
FLASHES OF FIRE.

E next few days were to write
a page in the history of One-Gun
Dunn such as he had never before
experienced. The higher his popularity
grew in Spring Green, the greater in
proportion grew the dangers to his per-
son, for a man with enemies cannot be-
come a hero peacefully when those
enemies stand to lose all in the wash=
back of the hero's power.

Dunn and his uncle, Samuel Hal-
liday, had already talked matters over
decisively.

“Waal, I reckon I done a lotis
things in my time,” Plalliday had said.
“1 ben nurse to cows afi’ wirangled
some mighty cantankerous hosses.
I've placer-mined it an’ teek my fling
at minin’ on a right big scale, an’ I ben
interested in polities new an’ then, but
I'm thinkin® the best pleee 8’ werk 1
ever done was to glt yeu here in Spring
Green, Bart,

“ You shore have made a right royal
beginnin’, better even than I'd ffiggered
on, an’ I'd figgeredi on considerable,

“It was jes' a thought o' mine at
first, but right now I'm plumb beyond
th' thimkiin®* stage. I'm primin’ myself,
Bart, to do things, in this town—with
you. Marryin’ into th’ Lemmen
family wa’n’t my only plan, Bart. Fuf
as ropin’ one o’ thet Lemmon herd—
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waal, T reckon thet plan o' mine's
about over.”

There was a rueful intonation in the
words, as though a great hope had
faded away. The disappoimtment
touched Bart, and he slapped his uncle
on the shoulder to cheer him up.

“ Say, uncle,” he asked smiliingly,
“ did y'ever see a hippo with a giraffe’s
neck?"”

Hallliday looked puzzled. “1I ain’t
much on goin’ to circuses, Bart,” he
said.

“ Waal, you don t nave to go as fur
as thet,” returned Bart, good-natured-
ly. *“Jes’ train yore orbs on Cleopatra,
next door. Seems to me she’s the one
ol’ Jim's kinda fattenin’ up fur market,
an’ I cain’t asseverate thet she sets up
any feelin' o’ romance in me, I reckon
vo're willin’ to see it my way, Uncle
Sam.”

In spite of himself, a smile crossed
the rugged features of Halliday.
Wihile Umnele Samuel could not have
stood out as an authority in matters of
art, he did know when he was not look-
ing at a work of art, and Cleopatra as-
suredly was not a work of art. A real
connoisseur of feminine beauty, on see-
ing Cleopatra Lemmon, might have
handed her an asp in a humanitarian
impulse, to take her out of her misery.

“1 reckon thet's right, Bart,” he ad-
mitted.  “[Desdfemomy ain't as bad as
some of ’em, an’ thet young 'un, lago,
has got plenty o' time to grow. [ seen
some mighty ornery-lookin’ females o'
her age grow into darnmed good-lookin'
wofnen. But then, I'm willini't* forgit
all thet, Bart. Marryin’ into the Lem-
foa fanflv Is what you might call
secondary now. I got another real
idee.”

“WWHztt’s thet, Umcle Sam?” asked
his nephew. He was hoping it would
be a better idea than the one about the
Lemmon family.

“ Waal, one is t' clean up this here
town so’s the ol' Saucepan kin smoke
up agin without doin’ more harm than
good in this community. An’ th’ other
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is fur you to take th’ hull thing over
yoreself an’ make things hum.

“O1' Sam'l Halliday had his dreams,
boy, an’ he still has 'era. Sam’l Hal-
liday ain't goin’ to depart this life with-
out a-leavin’ somethin’ lastin’ behind
'im. Th' oI’ Saucepan’s goin’ to rear
up long after I'm dead an’ gone, Bart,
an’ th’ smoke from th’ oI’ smelter’s go-
in’ to be a moneement to my natme. It’'s
goim”t’ feed a good many families, thet
ol' Saucepan is.

“Thar's a fortune layin’ almost idle
thar, Bart, an’ thar’s only two descend-
ants as is a goi’'t’ have the leavin’s ¢’
Sam’l Hallliday. Them two is you, ef
you help yore umcle t’ start things a-
hummin’ wunst more, an’ my datighter,
Saill-, up in Denver.”

“1 don't wanta horn in on any o
Sally's prospects,” spoke up Dunn.
“I'm willin’ to do my share; but it
might be thet Sally’s husband ’ud be a
good man, more businesslike, as y’
might say, than I am. I reckon I ain’t
much of a business man, Umele Sam.”

“ Sally’s husband better stay righhi
up thar in Denver, whar he belongs,”
said Halliday. * He"s a business man,
thet’s right, but minin’s a heap diff'rent
from most businesses. I'm sorter
countin’ on you, Bart.”

Dunn listened seriously to the ott-
lining of his uncle’s plans.

“ Waal, Uncle Sam,” he said ffindlly,
“1 reckon as how y’ ain’t goin’ to be
disapp’inted in me. Not ef I kin help
itr

It was not a boast. It was merely a
heartfelt reaction of loyalty and a
promise to carry out his uncle’s fondest
hopes and dreams.

“ Put ’er thar, Bart!” said Halliday,
extending a veined hand to his nephew,
and shaking heartily on the young
man’'s assuramce. “I knowed thet
you'd stay with me. -Awm’, as I said,
you've made a right royal beginnln’ fur
th’ start, with Plug Keffer In jall,
awastin’ trial an’ exeeutlon fur murder.

“Or Jason Flint is back onto his
feet agin, assertin’ authority as it
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should be asserted, an’ Clem Torry's
aimim’'t’ find hisself with his back agin
th” wall. It's high time to git into
operation on them plans I had fur th’
Saucepan, for I reckon this town has
seen the worst an’ is on the mend. The
new Saucepan 'all make this town.”

Bart Dunn was silent. His uncle
generally knew what he was talking
about. He knew mining, at any rate.

But Bart Dunn, although he was far
from an egotistical young man, be-
lieved that his uncle and Jim Lemmon
and other men much older than him-
self, and much longer in Spring Green,
were blind to certain developments
taking place about them, and which he,
in town for only a short time, had
seen,

They had brains and vision of sorts,
and had amassed more money than he
himself would ever amass by his own
efforts during his life, he realized, but
they were of the old regime. They
had made a great, almost lifelong game
of mining, and would be as loath to be
weaned away and turmed toward any
other blg eommetcial game as a con-
firmerel poker player would be loath to
tura to some new-fangled pastime.

At the right time he would speak to
his uncle of a newer and bigger possi-
bility which might put Spring Green on
the railroad and the map, and empty
his cornucopia along the little sun-
baked main street. But the time to
tell his uncle was not yet. He planned
a little quiet investigation before
speaking.

One-Gun Dunn made a habit of rid-
ing many miles about the territory sur-
rounding Spring Green. As Clem
Totty had surmised, Dunn was not un-
aware of the possibilities of oil as a
source of fortune. Bart was of the
younger generation; it was mnatural
that his ideas were not exactly those of
his uncle of of Jim Lemmon.

He had no preconceived prejudices
against the developments which would
some day raise many Westerners from
comparative poverty to milliomaire-

797

dom. Dunn saw romance and action
and future a plenty in black gold, in
oil.

Whhile not allowing his mind to stray
very far from the plans mapped out
by his uncle regarding the Saticepan
Mine, he still browsed about for evi-
dence that one day might drive Clem
Torty and his adherents from towim;
he sensed that to undermine Torry and
his supporters, the best methed would
be te get at the roets which bound
them te Spring Greefl.

From Dunn’s keen observation of
the surrounding territory, and from
his casual conversations with Grove
and others, he had decided that it was
oil and oil alone, with the great vision-
ary prospect of mammoth fortunes,
which rooted the Torry gang to the
eommunity.

And the. best kind of a flighter, in
his opinion, was the fiighter who licks
an opponent at that opponent’s own
game. Nothing quite takes the heart
out of a man as being licked at his own
game.

Riding back into town one after-
noon, One-Gun stopped to look at the
“ Railroad Station.” He smiled. But
it was a smile of appreciation rather
than of ridicule. The station was
there, but no railroad. The station
stood there, In Bart Dunn’s eyes, as a
monument to the ever forward dreams
of man, and of hope that sprlngs eter-
nal in the breasts ef men.

Once upon a time the public-spirited
citizens who had built this station had
envisioned a day when their little town
would be a nest of industry and pros-
perous advanceraent, with an artery of
transportation winding its important
way direetly inte the soll where they
had bullt thelr happy, If simple, homes.

Some day, Bart Dunn said to him-
self, there might still come the realiza-
tion of the fond hopes of old. A rail-
road might still come to this station.

A little farther on, near the middle
of town, but off a bit to the north,
stood an unfinished building of red
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brick. Its bulk stood out in this town
of wood like an armory in a lumber
yard. This square sided, half flinished
building represented another dream.

As Ed Grove had told him, there
had been a time when Spring Green
had shown such promise of rapid
growth that a mayor and official reti-
nue seemed to loom in the near dis-
tance.

In anticipation of this time, the for-
ward citizenry had voted the building
of a city hall, to await occupancy
witich would come as soon as the struc-
ture was completed and their ambitious
civic plans took place.

Things had made a backward move-
ment in Spring Green, however. The
mine had seemed to peter out, the smel-
ter had become practically idle, and the
stamp mill silent, everybody in the
region had less to spend, comparative
hard times swept along, and it had been
impossible to finish the building.

Samuel Halliday's purse had helped
partially to roof it. Topped by tar pa-
per, it now awaited the day of com-
pletion and tenure. It was referred to
euphemistically as the City Halll. But
at present its only use was as a jail,

Being the strongest set of walls in
Spring Green, a section of the * city
hall ” had been partitioned off, barred
by thick joists of iron, and improvised
into a place of durance.

And at present, as One-Gun Dunn
sat on Silver Dollar surveying the red
hulk, Plug Keffer stretched his great
chastened person upon a narrow cot
within the cell, the only occupant of
offidtdliiom’s domain, awaiting trial for
murdet.

Dunn, dreaming on the visionary
plans embodied by the structure before
him, felt the poignancy of the remain-
der that so grand a dream had shrunk
to so small a reality as to incarcerate
a murderer instead of housing a group
of loyal, efficient servants of public
good.

Thoughtfully, he started to lope
along, and pulled up in front of the
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Railroad Cafe, and dismounted. This
was a good time to have a little talk
with the Groves, on Carter Meadows,

The incongruity of Meadows stand-
ing for such a job as sheriff in a com-
munity like Spring Green had often
made him think. He often had heped
to meet Meadows, and have a talk with
him. But, as it happened, just the idle
days that he had waited for Meadows
in the Railroad Cafe, somethlng meore
important, or at least more full of ae=
tion, had oceurred.

*“ Howdy, Miss Grove,” he said, tak-
ing a seat with her at a table, after he
had greeted her father. * Jes’ thotight
I'd drop in. No, ain’t hungey right
at present; I figured mebbe on gittin’
a little information 61l this Carter
Meadows feller.

“I'm a thinkin’ he's a mite more
important round here then seemed to
me afore. He don't go round talkin’
much, like th’ rest 6’ th’ gang. AR’ it
strikes me as how these silent men’s
th' ones as have th’ mest important
things t' say.”

“T'l tell you, Mr. Dunn,” spoke up
Dorothy, somewhat animated. It was
apparent that Meadows was an inter-
esting man to her. “ Mr. Meadows is
not at all like the rest of the folks in
this town.

“ He came here less than a year ago.
We got friendly—somewhat,” she
modified blushingly, as theugh the
statement might be misconsirued,
*“ because people who are different are
always interesting. It took abeut twe
months before he began to talk epenly
to me, and I reckon that he's teld me
more about himself than he’s teld any-
body else.”

“He's an Easterner, I redkan?”

“Yes, he was educated back in
Omaha. He tried practicing there for
awhile, but the city was overcrowded
with lawyers, and besides he wanted a
change of scenery and climate. He’s
not a husky man, and he wanted te get
down here away from the heavy Ne-
braska winters,
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“ After traveling about through the
Southwest,” she continued, “ he decid-
ed to settle in Spring Green, chiefly be-
cause there was only one lawyer here.
Judge Damiels had retired, practically,
and had gone to live over near Trin-
chera. He got tired of the lawlessness
of this town.”

“Thet reminds me,” said Bart.
“ Sher'f Elint's ridin' over thar to see
th' jedge either this afternoon or this
evenin'. He’s minded to speed up Kef-
fer’s trial.”

“1 hope he does,” said Dorothy.
And then, returning to the subject of
Meadows. ‘ The one lawyer here, you
see, was Wadie, who was not exactly a
young man., Moteover, Mr. Meadows
thought he saw good times coming
ahead, as he told me, and it looked as
it Spring Green, with the Saucepan
running full tilt again, might take a
new lease on life and grow rapidly.

“ Of course, being a gentleman, it
was only right of him to have a talk
with Wade. And Wadle, always tricky
as you know, talked him into going
into business with him instead of open-
ing up a competing office.

“ Meadows had no friends here
then, and didn't know, of course, that
he would have had very little competi-
tion from Wade. All the good people
in town hate the sight of Wade, and
would have been glad to take their
business to an up-and-coming new
fman. That’s the pity of it all. Meadows
didn’t qulte understand.”

“ 1 reckon Wade has plenty of other
business, not inside the law, but out-
side, as y’ might say,” put in Dunn,

“ Yes, but Carter is positively in on
none of that,” the girl defended. “ It's
too bad he went in with him. Carter
wasf’t brought up in a rough country
like this, and possibly was rather timid
abeut starting out for himself. The
little initiative he might have had was
taken eut of him.

“ If Carter were to open up an office
of his own right now, and could live
down the false start of associating with
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Wade and Torry, he could even now
put Wade out of business—the right
kind of business, that is.”

Dunn planned principally to listen.
He felt a little backward toward add-
ing his uncertain conversation. Doro-
thy Grove, his uncle had told him, had
gone to school for some time up at
Denver. Her training was apparent
in her speech. Probably that was what
had brought Meadows and herselff into
close friendship, he thought.

“ Meadows was taken in by that
gang over there,” Dorothy Grove con-
tinued. “ They're right smooth, and
it seems that Carter even yet won't be-
lieve the extent to which he is being
used as a tool by that biinch.

“ Meadows is glad to run for sheriff,
because he thinks it will give him a
good opportunity to make a start in
politics. He’s interested in politics.

*“ He thinks that this is destined to
be a quiet town, more advanced than
certain other Western settlements, and
that a hard-riding, straight shooting
type of sheriff is unnecessary. He
points otit that Flint hasn’t shot at a
fman iA years,

“He doesn’t believe, however, that
this town would have been a lot better
off even if Jase Flint had been more
self-assertive and quicker on the trig-
ger.”

“Yaas, 1 reckon yo're right in thet
partic'lar,” Dunn agreed. * Thieves is
like weeds. Let 'em git a start on you,
an’ purty soon they spread thick an’
perfuse-like. Git 'em out early, an’
you ain’t got so much to do later.
Weaal, I take yore word on this
Meadows feller, Miss Grove, an’ we'll
see what we all kin do ’bout it.”

“1 do wish you could help Hiim,™
said Dorothy impulsively. “ It cer-
tainly is a shame to see all of his talents
go to waste, especially where real talent
is scarce, and needed. It’s not like my
own case,” she added, anxious to im-
press Dunh. "1 eould be teaching
sehool, biit 1 sert of feel that I eught
to help father eut. 1 de a let of the
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figutingg and things like that, as well
as waiting on table.”

“You do both of ‘em mighty well,
I reckon,” said Dunn gallantly. *“ Now,
as £’ this Meadows. Th’ first thing nec-
essary, I'd say, 'ud be to see thet them
talents o’ his ain’t put to various an’
evil purposes just on account o' bein'
misled, v’ might say.”

Bart found himself trying to swing
into his best vocabulary, spurred by
the careful speech of Dorothy Grove.

“ Meadows might be pleased,” he
continued, rising, “t' git elected as
sher'f, but it ain't for nothin’ thet
Torry an’ Wade is backin’ him. I'm
afeared they got Meadows sorter bull-
dozed, an’ mebbe aim to git him in as
sher't ’fore Plug Keffer goes to trial.

“It *ud be a right smart thing to
have that trial run off without no wait-
in’ an’ no red-tape. ‘Th’ hull town’s a
cryin’ fur it anyhow, t' come off im-
mediate. I'm goin’ to mosey over to
Jason Flint now, an’ see jes' how soon
Keffer kin be airin’ hisself at th' end
of a rope. Good day, Miss Grove.”

Dunn peeped into the Bank for
Flint, but for once that official was not
at or near his favorite haunt. Keffer
had been in jail three days now, and
probably Flint was keeping closer to
the jail. He finally found Flint at the
square red building. The officious Ja-
son was laying down the law to a
deputv, sitting guard near the cell of
Keffer. .

“ Thought you was ridin' over Trin-
chera way,” he said to Elint,

“] aimed to,” said the sheriff.
“ Fact, 1 think 1'll start lopin' allong
right now. Ef yo're ridin’ up toward
yore uncle’s house, I'd admire to ricle
along of vou.™

* Shoret,” said One-Gun. *“ An' why
not stop in fur supper? Umcle Sam
'ud be glad to have you, an’ we could
talk things over, an’ Uncle Sam’s got
a mestizo cook up thar thet kin make
frijoles taste like strawberries.”

Flint accepted the invitation and the
two rode toward the Halliday home,
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Clem Torry, Bart learned, had gone
out of town the morning previous and
hadn’t been seen back as yet. Possi-
bly, thought Dunn, he must have been
fearful that the town’s cry for a speedy
teial would be harmful to Keffer's
safety, and perhaps Torty had skipped
out to rig up some legal delays.

As the two riders reached the Hal-
liday home, the sun was already set-
ting. Manuwel was busy in the kitchen
in the midst of some tantalizing odors
from pans and skillets, and a few mo-
ments later the three men sat down to
supper.

“I'm hopin’,” said Flint, as he did
full justice to the various dishes pre-
pared by Manuel, “ thet Jedge Daniels
will see it my way fur a quick trial.
Then everything shore’ll be hunky-
dory.

" Keffer won't have no chanst to
escape with Jake Eddy standin’ guard
over 'im. Jake's absolute honest; I've
knowed Jake fur twenty y’ar or more.
An’ the evidence is preponderatin’, an’
once Keffer's danglin’ an’ dancin’ on
th’ air, I reckon it won't be long ’fore
Spring Green perks up an’ gits plumb
orderly.”

*“1 hope so, an' I reckon it will,*
agreed Halliday.

While Manuel might not have
passed as a chef in most communities
where the finer delicacies are served to
discriminating diners, he rws good
enough for Spring Green. Jason
gorged himselff plentifully, and sat
complacently picking his teeth with a
broken finger nail.

* Jes’ as soon 1 didn’t have to make
thet ride over to Trinchera,” he said,
lolling back.

“TRdll you what I'll do.
'long of you,” offered Dunn.

Fifteen minutes later, in the thicken-
ing darkmess, the two riders set out for
the home of Judge Damiels. The route
to Trimchera lay along the slight rise
from Ahidh, on his first day in town,
Bart Dunn had seen the treachery of
Clem Torry in planting a sniper to get

BA

I'll ride
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him in the event of a gun fiight, and
then the trail crossed Pueblo Creek
and continued on a short distance from
the railroad.

The night was dark, but the moon
had come out. It illuminated the trail
ahead in a pattern of black and silver,
and stars twinkled here and there in
the sky.

The trail paralleled the railroad for
perhaps a mile, and then, still follow-
ing the general direction of the creek,
but shooting away from the railroad,
made an almost semicircular loop down
gradwally towatd the hollow where the
little ghost town of Trimchera was lo-
cated.

Trimchera, however, was not a de-
serted town. A few persistent miners
still clung to its rim, thinking of the
boom times when they had first come
to this community, when there was a
dance hall and money and revelry. “A
sutler still ran an unmethodical busi-
ness there, and outfitted the few desert
rats who made Trimchera a jumping-
off plaee in their quests for gold.

That there was gold along Pueblo
Creek had been proved too definitely
in the past not to have still a few be-
lievers in its presence. Judge Daniels,
who had moved over from Spring
Green, was saicl to be doing a little
placer mining on the side, and Samuel
Hallliday, too, still with his old Argo-
naut spirit, had made various trips
aleng Pueblo Creek. .

But Hallliday had remained firm in
his opinion that the real gold, if it was
to be located at all, would be found in
the reaches of Pueblo Creek to the
southwest of Spring Green,

And then Halliday had gradually
dropped the matter. He had reached
an age where he preferred the certain-
ties of his mine, the Saucepan, to the
uncertainties of placer operations at
some indefinite point along Pueblo
Creek.

One-Gun Dunn thought of all these
things as, with Sheriff Flint at his side,
he rsode along directly toward the
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moon, which seemed to be hanging
over Trimcheta. The riders completed
the semicircular turn to the right, and
One-Gun Dunn looked drearnily over
his left shoulder at the orb of light in
the sky.

How many times would that moon
rise again before Plug Keffer dangled
from a rope? Whete had Torry dis-
appeared to, and what had been his
motive? What would Judge Daniels,
over in Trimcheta, say to the idea of a
speedy trial? These and rany other
thoughts came to him. The Hhorses
padded on. Even loguaclous old jase
Flint seemed to have talked himselt
out.

The trail made a bend again. Now
it would descend straight into Trin-
chera. The moon could now be seen
almost straight ahead agaim, through
the clump of cottemwood trees that
bordered the Trimchera trail.

Silver Dollar lifted his head; his
nostrils quivered, and he gave vent to
a low whicker. A few rods ahead
were the Cattfionwood trees. One-Gun
Dunn put up his hand as a signal to
Flint. He lowered his head, and lis-
tened.

From the direction of the cotton-
woods, there was a muffled sort of
sound. Dunm, used to horses since
childhood, thought that it might have
been the whicker of a horse. But the
sound came sort of throttled—as if a
man, fearing an answering neigh from
his mount, might have held his flingers
over his horse’s nose.

*“ Jase,” said Dunn in a low tone,
“ thet sorter sounds to me—"

The sentence was never fitiidied.
Just ahead, against the black weft of
the trees, there was a flash, and throw-
ing up his hands, Sheriff Jason Flint
toppled from: his horse into the road
and lay motionless, his arms otit-
sgetehed,, his dead eyes staring at the
sky.

His horse reared and stampeded
over to¥the side of Silver. There was
another flash ahead, and a report, and
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the animal, now just in front of One-
Gun Dunn, gave a squeal of pain. But
it did not fail. It turned away from
the cottonwoods and galloped franti-
cally up the slight slope back toward
Spring Green,

Bart Dunn however, had not been
idle. Almost before the report of the
rifle broke the night’s stillness, his six-
gun had been whipped from his holster
and he was firing at the filashes up
among the cottonwoods. When the
fourth rifle shot came, he felt a sting
in the left shoulder, but he kept shoot-
ing at the filashes, retreating fllashes by
ROW.

He spurred Silver Dollar, who raced
down the slope toward the clump of
trees. There was another flash ahead,
and as he saw it One-Gun fiiretl. It
was his last cartridge but one.

One-Gun felt like what seemed a
crushing weight fall on his head, and
his temple burned as if some one were
searing it with a red-hot iron. His
horse was still gailoping under the
smart of the unaccustomed rowel, but
for once its rider was not a part of the
animal,

One-Gun Dunn's head sank for-
ward, his gun fell from his hand, and
he toppled into the roadway.

CHAPTER X.
A RIDERIFSS HORSE.

IG Ed Grove smoked a cigar in
front of the Railroad Cafe while
he engaged Carter Meadows in
casual conversation. He towered over
the frail young lawyer who had ambi-
tions to be sheriff, and he looked over
the lawyer's head, seemingly peering
into the darkmess up along the main
street. ) .
“ Somebody ridin' hard,” he said.
“fkear them hoof beats, Carter?
dunno who'd be lopin’ hell bent like
that jest at present. Coeurse One-Gun
Dunn lives up thet way. I wender
what's up.*

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

Carter Meadows turmed and gazed
in the same direction. Out of the semi-
gloom of the upper end of the little
main street raced a riderless hofse.
The stirrups twisted and swung as the
wild-eyed sorrel streaked along, and
Ed Grove ran out inte the riddle of
the street and waved his arms.

The horse wavered and veered over
to the side as Big Ed made a grasp at
the bridle, and missed it, but a man
walking along the street from the di-
rection of the Bank had alse run into
the road and managed to check the now
slowing animal. It was Bail Bend
Wadie.

The horse pramced and minced
about, and Wade led it toward the light
in front of the Pacific Pool Room and
peered at it. A number of men had
run out of the pool hall, and several
were crossing now from the Bank.

“ He's been clipped on the muzzlks,”
Wade remarked. “ Something irreg-
ular. I'm afraid. That’s Jase Flint
horse, isn’t it?”

“ It shore is,” replied one of the by-
standers. “ An’ look at him. All
sweated up, as ef he come some dls-
tance.”

Big Ed Grove and Carter Meadows
had run down the street and jolned
the knot of men around the animal,

“ Jase Flint rode by the place on
thet hoss early this evenin’,” Grove
said to the by-standers. “He was
with One-Gun Dunn. I reckoned he'd
figgenset to ride over to Trimehera, see=
in’ Jedge Daniels 'botit semethin”.”

“1 seen ’em, too,” put in a youth
who had run from the pool hall, cue
in hand. “’Twas 'bout fouf e'eleek, 1
reckon, mebbe nearer ffixe’” He point-
ed up the street. ™ Here comes Sam'l
Hallliday,” he sald. * Mebbe he’ll have
somethin’ to tell us.”

Samuel Halliday galloped along the
street and dismounted at the edge of
the crowd. “ What's up ?” he asked.

“That’s what we were wondiertig,™
said Wadle. “ We thought maybe you
might, have something to tell us.”
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“Mil T know,"” said Halliday, “is
that I was talkin’ to Jim Lemmon in
front o' my house, an’ this hoss raced
aroun’ the turm. We was too late to
head ’im off, but we knowed somethin’
was up. [ had my hoss staixlin” there,
an’ 1 galloped down to see ef he was
eaught.

“ Golly!™ He had seen the blood on
the horse's muzzle. “ Ben plugged,
too. Sher’f Flint's hoss. Jase had
supper with me an’ my nephew, an'
then th’ both of 'em started over to-
ward Trinchera way.”

His voice showed his concern,
“ Somethin' mighty wrong here,” he
said. ‘““ Waall, some 'un turn thet hoss
over t' the vet, an’ Il start up th' trail
toward Trinchera.

“Jim Lemmon's saddlin’ up, an' 1
reckon he’ll jine me."”

“ But wait a minute, thar, Sam’l,™*
commanded Big Ed Grove. “ No use
one ot two o' you startin’ out. I'll be
ready to jine you in two shakes.”

“ An' me, too,” put in Wade, “1
think this needs imvestigating.”

“Tll go along,” Carter Meadows
volunteered.

“ Me, too,” came more than one
voice from the crowd, and there was
a dash toward the hitch-rail of the
Bank.

It was a matter of only minutes be-
fore a sizable group of riders, most
of them armed, and one carrying a lan-
tern, rode up the main street toward
the railroad that parallefed the Trin-
chera trail for a couple of miles. They
et Jim Lemmon clattering toward
town, and the gaunt ex-miner joined
the eavaleade.

* 1 wouldn't fret too much,” he took
occasion to tell his friend, Halliday:
“ Yore nephew was along with Elint,
wa’'n't he?”

“Yep,” answered Halliday. “ But
it all looks wrong t- me.”

His seamed old face was paie, and
there was a worried look in the faded
old eyes. Bail Bond Wade rode over
close beside him.
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“Yore nephew started out with
Flint, you say?” he asked.

Halliday looked up. *“ Yep,” he said
briefly. “ We got a right smart heap
o' prominent citizens here,” he added.
Then, as if it might be an afterthought,
or might have something te de with
what he had been thinking about: ™ 1
den’t see Clem Terry here.”

“ No," said Wade calmly. “1 got a
letter from Clem to-day. He's down
San Miguel way, getting rigged out
with some new clothes. I hope, Halli-
day, the day comes some time when
our own stores ean rig etit our good
dressers. The store here don't seem
quite good enough for Clem, an’ Jim
Lemron here, for that matter. Toe
fueh mail-order business, and {66
faueh slipping ever te San Miguel.”

“ Yep,” said Halliday.

The cavalcade crossed the creek and
rattled on to cross the railroad near the
signboard, and turned along the Ttrin-
chera trail. The moon had come up
full and bright. Saruwel Hallliday rode
at the front of the procession, his old
face set in hard lines,

The man with the lantern bent down
and let its rays illuminate the hoof-
pocked trail. “ They shore passed
here,” he observed. “ Them’s new
hoofprints, an’ you kin see the marks
o’ Flint's hoss on th’ back trail. Den’t
fret too much, Sam’l,” he sald softly
to Hallliday. "1 reckon 'twa’n't noth-
in" mueh happened.”

Halliday was silent. Something ir-
regular had happened, that much was®
certain, His nephew had been with
Flint, and Flint's riderless horse had
stampeded back into Spring Green, and
there had been a bullet-mark in its
muzzle.

There had been gunplay of some
sort. Had his nephew been in it? And
Bart must have seen the sheriff's horse
bolt. If something serious had not
happened, why had not Bart followed
up the horse and caught him before
the animal reached Spring Green?

He rode on, silently, his mind full
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of alarming thoughts. Had he brought
his nephew to Spring Green simply to
bury him?

He saw Bail Bond Wade loosen his
reins and allow his animal to break
to the head of the procession. Was
Bail Bond sincere in being a part of
this detachment to-night ? Had he mis-
judged Wade in the past, or had Bail
Bond simply come along to-night for
the leeks of the matter? And where
was Clef Tofry?

After the incarceration of Plug
Keffer, the story of Clem Torry's plan
to snipe his nephew had come out.
Bart had referred to it when he claimed
that Keffer was a coward and a mur-
derer. The story had caused gossip
in Spring Green. Some believed i;
seme did not.

Some thought that Bart Dunn might
have been mistaken. Clem Torry was
triicky, but he would hardly do a thing
like that. But Samuwel Halliday be-
lieved it. And yet Clem Torry would
be too smooth to have anything hap-
pen to Dunn now unless he himself
were some place away from the scene
wihbe_fﬁ he could prove a convincing
alibl.

The cavalcade approached the semi-
circular loop away from the railroad,
and gradwally made the turm and start-
ed the slight slope around the trail
which then would lead, as straight as
the crow flies, toward the hollow of
Thimehera.

They made the final bend. The
moon had climbed over the top of the
cottonwoods ahead; its light streamed
down along the trail. Suddenly the
hoese of Bail Bond W'de shied.

“ Steady there, y'old fool!” yelled
Wade. ‘‘WHat's up 7"

But the sharp old eyes of Samuel
Halliday had made out a dark smudge
in the moonlit trail a few yards ahead.
His old heart was pounding. He
spurred his horse. He could hear the
clattering hoofs of Wade’s horse be-
hind him.

A body lay on its back in the mid-
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dle of the road, a body with eut-
stretched arms. Hallliday and Wade
looked down at it.

“Ueord! It's poor Jase Flint!” ex-
claimed Wadie. “PRligged! Plugged
right through the heatt, I reckeon.”

The rear riders clattered up. * By
Heaven! Murder!” ejaculated Big Ed
Grove, as he gazed down at the dead
face of the sheriff, ™ Pore ol' jase!
Waal, I knewed Jase a mighty long
time. [ reekon he didn't have A8
chanst to go fur his gun, but he died
th’ way he alius said hHe wanted te die
=with his beets en! Pere o' jase!”

But already one of the riders who
had advanced to the start of the see-
ond turn had yelled and waved back
and pointed along the trail.

All except Ed Grove and one ef two
others who had dismounted, spu¥red
their anifmals and overtook the rider as
he rounded the tufn.

A few rods ahead, between them and
the clump of cottonwood trees, the fig-
ure of a horse was otutlined in the white
moonlight. Thete was an WNEonsEious
cry of anguish from Samuel Halliday.
It was a blaze-faced horse=Silver
Dollat.

And he was standing in such a way
as to mask something in the middle of
the road. The ex-miner could make
out a pair of boots projecting beyond
the horse's feet.

Hallidav's rowel bit into the flank of
his horse. In a few seconds he had
dismounted and led Silver Dollar a
foot or two away. A tall form was
lying in the roadside face down.

There was a choking gasp from the
throat of Samuel Halliday.

“ Bart! Bart!” he called piteously.

Bail Bond Wade had stooped down
and turned over the form.

“Bant!™ called Samuel Halliday
again. “ Aw, Bart!”

There were moistened eyes in many
a hard, rough face at that moment.
Jim Lemmon had come up and placed
his lank artn tenderly abeut the sheul-
der of his old pard, Hallliday. The
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man with the lantern was running up.
He shed the rays full upon the blood-
stained face of One-Gun Dunn.

There was a spasmodic filutter of
Bart Dunn’s eyelids. “Lor’ be
praised ! called Jim Lemmon. " Sam’l!
Sam’l, ol' pard! Mebbe—jes' mebbe—
we ain't too late yit!”

The voice seemed to cut into the
ears of Bart Dunn. He half raised
his head, and his blood-blinded eyes
stared up toward the spot of light from
the lantern. Umcomsciously his right
hand had gone to his empty holster.
Then his hand went to his eyes.

“Did 1 git 'im?" he asked. “ Did
I git "im?"

His head sank back again, and he
lay still.

Big Ed Grove had seemingly taken
charge of things. He turned to a trio
of the horsemen.

“We're a heap nearer Trinchera
than we are t' Spring Green,” he said.
“Two or three o' yo' boys ride hell-
fur-leather into Trimchera. Ef thar’s
a doc thar, hev him gallop out. An'
one o' yo' boys git hold of a buck-
board pronto. This here boy cain't be
got in thar no other way.

“We'll git 'im into Trinchera, am
you two, Okey an' Reeve, ride back to
Spring Green. Rouse up ol' Doc Tra-
vers, in case thar ain't no doc at Trin-
chera.

“ An' say, work fast, an' mebbe it 11
be so thar's only ben one murder to-
night. This lad's been creased bad,
an’' he's ben plugged through th’ shoul-
der.

“ But he's got a chanst. Don't fret
too much, Sam’l, oI’ boy,” he added,
patting the shoulder of Halliday, who
was kneeling in the dust of the road-
way over the unconscious form of his
nephew.

“ Git started, boys,” he commanded,
turning to the men he had designated.
“Roust up Trinchera, an* get some
sorter posse started over toward the
desert, so’ the ornery rattler thet done
this don’t git too much headstart.

5
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“ Or he may still be prowlin’ aroun”
'twixt here an' Ttincheta. EF you see
anybody suspicieus, bring 'im baek.
An’ say, boys, remembet, we aln’t got
no sher’f right at present. Pore Jase
is dead. So tote along a rope!”

CHAPTER XL
WHEN VILLAINS PROSPER.

LEM TORRY, handsomely be-

decked in a new suit of store

clothes and a brand-new som-
brero, cantered along the trail which
parallieled the railtoad. His trim stal-
lion looked as though it might be of
Arabian lineage.

The sun was hot at this point, and
Torry stopped for a moment to re-
move his sombrero and mop the per-
spiration from his forehead.

Down along the shimmering trail he
could see the crossboard sign beside the
railroad tracks. He wondered what
had happened in Spring Green during
his four days’ absence. He wondered
if a certain party designated to pick
off a certain individual had done his
duty and earned his money.

For that had been the real reason
for Clem Torry’s absence from Spring
Green. The ostensible reason for his
trip had been the new outfit and some
personal business of a financial nature,
down in San Miguel. Torry, riding
back in a new outfit, would presumably
have been to San Miguel for some
trading.

He had been known to go down to
San Miguel for his clothes before this;
and, also, it had got about that Torry
had some personal interests in San
Miguel. He would show great sur-
prise when, on coming into Spring
Green, he would be informed that
some one had got Sheriff Jason Flint.

Clem Torry would show astonish-
ment, and then a sort of a speechless
sorrow, " He had never had afy fuf-
ins with Flint; Flint had been easy t6
handle at all times. Clem Torky weuld
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be among those to cry loudly for ven-
geance.

He, Torry, had his following of citi-
zens who believed in him, and the
others, while they might suspect him of
certain pieces of trickimess, never had
been able to prove it definitely.

It might be, of course, that the man
he had hired had turned yellow, or had
not had a chance to get Flint as the
latter rode over to Judge Damiels as
Torty knew that he had planned to
do. In that case, things would be at
least as good as they were before.

But if he had managed to get Elint,
that was a master stroke. Flint had
been practically the only eyewitness to
the Gelder killing, except, of course,
One-Gun Dunn. With Flint out of the
way, leave the rest to the wily legal
mind of Wade.

Flint, at least, would have been the
only witness generally regarded as neu-
tral. The whole community knew that
Dunn and Keffer had had a bitter man-
to-man tussle and that there had been
bad blood between them. So if Flint,
the neutral witness, was out of the
way, he and Wade had a good chance
to get Keffer free.

Or, in case even that failed, Wade
could possibly delay the trial until they
planted Carter Meadows in the sheriff's
office. Once they managed to get lit-
tle Meadows in, he and Wade would
be sitting soft.

There were all sorts of ways., Life
was like a hand of stud-poker; with a
good card buried a fellow had a good
chance to pull out right up to the last
card.

He and Wade had been pretty
smooth in everything they did; no one
in the wrong camp bad anything defi-
nite on them; and if the time came
when they did, well, Clem Torry would
have won the game by that time, and
could pull out of Spring Green to spend
his fortune in more interesting places.

Thus ran Torry’s thoughts as his
stallion plodded across the railroad
tracks and turned down the trail across
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the creek that led into Spring Green.
He was a man of active mind.

Even so close to town, he could hard-
ly wait to get the definite information
that his artival in Spring Green would
bring.

He did not take the road that led
by the Halliday house. Somehow he
never liked to chance a possible meet-
ing with One-Gun Dunn. Instead he
took the trail that led by the burned
Grove dwelling. There were fresh
wagon-tracks leading into the little
cemetery near the edge of the town.
Some one had been buried since he had
left. Who?

He rode on slowly. If it had been
Elint, Clem Torry would seem greatly
shocked. He supposed the sniper that
he had hired would make his get-away
all right. But, in the event even that
he had been caught, and it was not
likely, Torry would tura upon him,
prove him a liar, and be one of the first
to railroad him to the gallows.

Clem Torry’s thoughts came to an
abrupt conclusion as the trail led him
to the lower part of the main street.
Up along the street he could see little
groups of men, standing around and
talking. He sensed an air of bustle
usually missing from Spring Green.

A man drew by in a Canastoga
wagon. He looked like a rancher re-
turning to his home in the fertile val-
ley to one side of the town. Tofrry
did not recognize him, but he pulled up
his horse.

“W\tatt's goin’ on up there?” he
asked. “ Looks like excitement ?”

The stranger stopped his horses.
“ Shore is,” he said. “ Right smart
ixcitement to-day. "Lectiom!”

“ Election!” echoed Torry. * What
election?”

“ Sher'f,” was the reply.

“ But Jase Flint’s term ain’t up yet,”
said Torry with a look of surprised
virtue at the rancher.

“Yep, 1 reckon it is,” was the reply.
“ Mebbe y'ain’t from these parts, stiran-
ger. Ef you was, you'd know thet
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Jase Flint was shot daid by an om'ry
murderer. QI' Jase's orfice is bein'
filled to-day by ’lection.”

“Good Lord!" exclaimed Torry.
“Yes, I am from here, but I've heen
awav. I knew jase. One o' the best
friends I had. Killed! Good Lord!™

He removed his sombrero and
wiped his brow.

“ They'll tell y'all about it,” said the
rancher, as he clucked to his horses.
“ Giddap, thar! Yep, some ’un got
Jase Flint an’ that feller called One-
Gun Dunn. Yo're goin’ t’ hear a
mighty excitin’ story, stranger. Gid-
dap!”

He pulled on.

Clem Torry cantered up the main
street. He had half expected to hear
about the sniping of Flint, that was ac-
cording to plan. But One-Gun Dunn
dead, too! Had his hireling gone too
far beyond Instructions? Was it a
good thing or a bad thing? Would it
fmean that everythlng would now be
plain sailing fer Wade and himself,
with Dunn eut ef the way?

Or would the thing look too ob-
vious? No one would suspect him in
connection with the Flint killing. But
it was known that he and Dunn were
enemies. He had better get to Wade
at once, and see the lay of the land.

He felt a little nervous as he pro-
ceeded up the street toward the office of
Wade & Meadows, nodding here and
there, but not stopping. He wanted to
talk with Wade fifsst. He threw his
reins over his horse’s head and clat-
tered up the wooden stairs of the law
office and threw open the door.

Wade was holding a paper in his
hand and discussing it with Carter
Meadows. Torry looked at Wade sig-
nificantly. Wake's poker face re-
mained expressionless.

“ Howdy, Clem,” he said quietly.

See you been getting all rigged out
down in San Miguel. Well, a lot’s
happened since you‘'ve been away.
Come back in here, and I'll tell you all
about it.”
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As he passed into the rear of the
suite, Torry felt strangely nerveus.
Everything seemed to be all fith, but
then Bail Bond Wade was always a
good actor. He eould have everything
go wrong and still held that pekeF face.
He sat dewn as Wade slammed the
door and winked ever at him.

“ Gi' me it quick, Wade,” he said, _
“Wiedt's up? And what abeut the"
election being held to-day ? That sure
was a surprise. [ met a raneher dewn
the road a pleee, an’ he told me abeut
the electlon, and “—unconseiously he
lowered his veice="abut Flint an’
Dunn. The fellew that get Rim=" He
winked at Wade. ™ Did he get away
from Spring Green?”

“ He's still in Spring Green,” seid
Wade coolly. “ Or right near by, that
]S_”

“WMiat happened? Did they know
he got Flint an’ Dunp? Has he
talked?”

“ He's in Boots Hill,” said Wade., —

“ You got me wrong. 1 don't mean
Elint or Dunn, I mean the one that got
‘em. Where’s he "

“1 got you right,” said Wade, wiith
his almost irritating calmness. * He’s
in Boots Hill, six feet underground.
He won't talk,” he added grimly.

“ But we seem to be all mixed wp,”
insisted Torry. ‘“Dead is he, that
fellow ? Rope necktie? Posse ? What ?”

“ Our prominent and helpful friend,
One-Gun Dunn, got him,” Wade if-
formed his crony. ‘“ And what de yeu
mean about Flint and Dunn being in
Boots Hill?  Flint, yes. Jase Flint
was buried yesterday. But Dunf,
damn his tough hide, is a leng way
above ground.

“ Here,” he continued, looking owver
at the now disappointed face of Clem
Torty, “ don’t cross-examine me. I'll
tell you the whole thing from start to
finish. And don't look worried. We’re
sittlng soft,

“ Sheriff Jason Flint was shot and
killed, presumably by some old enemy
of his. Flint was riding toward
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Trimchera. Dunn was riding with
him. It was night.

= “The same man, or presummably the
same man,” he added, in meaning
tones, “ got this Dunna in the shoulder
and also greased him with a bullet in
the temple.

“When Jase Flint's riderless horse
came streaking into town, a bunch of
us citizens—I was among ’em—rode
out Trimnchera way to see what hap-
pened. We found Flint dead in the
roadway, about two-thirds of the way
between here and Trinchera.

“We found Dunn there too, and
thought, for the moment, that he had
been killed. But he wasnt. He was
unconscious, and we got him on a
buckboard and into Trimchera, and Doc
Travers rode over and dressed his
wounds. Dunn was a long way from
being dead, but Travers has made him
stay over there. He's making a good
recovery—expected back to-day, 1
reckon.

“ At fiirst 1 was afraid—well, all of
us thought that whoever did the shoot-
ing had made a get-away or might be
around the country somewhere. But
Dunn had been shooting at the fiteshes,
it seems, and I guess there's no fooling
us on that point any lomger—what-
ever One-Gun Dunn shoots at, he hits.”

“ He's a lucky, nine-lived cat!" mut-
tered Torry.

“ Anyhow,” continued Wade, “ the
boys combed the country for a long
way past Trinchera. Then, next morn-
ing, this fellow that did the shooting
was found in a clump of cottonwoods
on the Trimchera trail, his rifle in his
hands.

“ He'd been plugged in the chest and
a couple of times in the belly, and prob-
ably bled to death. Anyhow, he's dead
—and buried—andl if anybody planted
him there,” he added, again winking at
Tokty, “that person has nothing to
worry about. Dead men tell no tales.”

Clem Torry emitted an elepihantine
sigh. He got up and opened a corner
cupboard and took out a tall bottle.

Wade shook his head.
—to-day,” he said.
right busy.”

Clem poured himself a generous
drink, and drained the glass.

“ An' of course you got the special
election held,” he said.

“ Of course. It was a golden op-
portumity. I got together a group of
ranchers from the west of the county,
and also a group of townsmen. I put
it up strong to Judge Damiels. Most
people take his word on such special oc-
casions, and you know I could always
handle Daniels. He and I have been
pretty thick.

“ He's thrown a lot of legal business
my way since he went over there
placer-mining. Grove and Lemmon
and plenty others were for this Dunn
to fill the shoes of the late Sheriff Flint.
I got the right people to point owft—
that was two days ago—that this Dunn
was a badly injured man, that he might
even die. He was in a fever for thirty-
six hours.

“1t fiimally worked out that the ean-
didates would be Meadows, of course,
and Jake Eddy, who's been a deputy
for years. I knew there'd be a battle.
I got the ballots printed that way,
though, and if anybody wants this
Dunn for sheriff—and a lot do want
him, I'm afeaid—they’ll have te write
in his name.

“ That gaw/€iusmredggeigighthtiere.
The cattlemen are, in some ways, like
the sheep that they hate—they follow
along nicely when you guide 'em. They
have very little initiative. Two out of
three will vote for one of the other man
whose name’s printed on the ticket.”

Tornv stood up and stretched out his
hand to Wade. “If ray hat wasn’t
already off,” he said, " I'd take It off
to you, Wadle. And I got a good new
one here, too, as you see. That,” he
added, “ is what I went down te San
Miguel for—to buy a new hat and
some clothes. You always have an ace
in the hole, Wade.”

“0I have another,”

“ None for me
“I'm going to be

said Wade,
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smugly. “Ed Grove, Jim Lemmon,
Doc Trawvers, Rush Merrilll, an’ a good-
sized bunch o’ the boys rode over to
Trimchera to-day. They're bringing
back‘this Dunn. They got a spring
wagon, to make it easy for him over
that trail, and I reckon they plan on
some grand stand play to bring him
back to town with a lot of noise before
the polls close.

“ But Rush, of course, is with us.
They think the polls close at four
o'clock, and Rusihilll do everything over
there to keep alive that impression. But
what did I do? Got an order signed
just this noon, signed by Judge Daniels,
the chairman commissioner satisfac-
tory to all sides, that the polls close at
two o’clock.

“If there would be any danger from
a grand stand play like that, this arder
fixes it. When they get back, it'll be
too late for all of 'em to vote.

“ And if there's any fllareback, if
they blame anybody, let 'em blame
Judge Daniels.

“I'm out of it, presumably, and you
were out of town. I think we've got a
little sheriff in that outside office,
Clem,” he added, smiling and nodding
in the direction where Meadows was at
work in the front office.

Clem Torry toolk another drink of
whisky, and shook his great head ad-
miringly. “ Wade,” he said, “ I reckon
if you an’ me goes to hell when we die,
we won’t have much to worry about.
You'd sorta maneuver the devil aroun’
an’ git his job, an’ I reckon we might
find it right pleasant down there.”

Wade smiled at the appreciation of
his confederate, and in his emthusiasm
changed his mind about the bottle. He
reached over and poured himself a
drink.

“You're talking about some time iin
the future, Clem,” he said. “We're
going to do quite a little living first.
And this afternoon, when Meadows is
cotifited in as sheriff, we're sitting on
top of the world, right next to old
Darme Fortune.
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“I'm not very modest, Clem. I was
born with a crafty mind, and no tise
making believe that 1 don't know it.
I've often thought,” he added, re-
plenishing his glass, “that I'd made
good in a bigger way back East if I'd
had a chance there when I was
younger. And maybe when we have
our pile, I'll take a fling at it yet. I'm
only fifty-seven, and right now I feel
like a boy!”

CHAPTER XIL
THE WOUNDED CANDIDATE.

A LONG a narrow road that sloped
up from the hollow of Trinchera
rode a group of horsermen. They

looked like outriders in the old coach-
ing days, for some of them rede if ad-
vance of a covered spring wagoen, and
sofne rode behind, and there was a fes-
tlve alr abeut the proeessien. There
wasa banner aeress the side of the
6@\‘51‘@@1 Spring wagen, a banner whieh
read:

FOR SHURUFF. OUR CANDYDATE
O. G. DUNN

The lettering was crude, and the “S”
in the mispelled word of office was
turned the wrong way, and the rough
character who had lettered the sigh had
thought only of One-Gun Dunn’s nlek-
name when he sketched in the initials
of the candidate. But if there was net
culture in this group, there was at least
heartiness, plenty of laughter and
chatter and evidence of right geed will.

One-Gun Dunn, out of consideration
fior his recent gun wounds, rode 1 the
spring wagon, and Samuel Halliday
held the reins. This deputation of
Spring Green citizens had ridden ever
to Trinchera that morning, planning te
conduct thelr candldate for office pe#-
sonally baek to Spring Greef.

It was a gesture of whole-hesrted
liking for Bart Dunn, and at the same
time one planned to make his entranee
into Spring Green, on the day of elej-
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tion, somewhat of a gala affair. Samuel
.Hallliday, always a bit of a politician at
heart, believed that it would be a benefi-
cial manner of electioneering.

The procession would reach Spring
Green somewhere around two o'clock,
and traveled at a leisurely pace, secure
in the beliet that the polls did not close
until four. Rush Merrill said there
was no use speeding up and rattling up
the wounded One-Gun Dunf.

As they reached the top of the slop-
ing hill, crowned by the cottonwood
trees, it was Mertill who seemed most
eager to learn about the particulars of
the ambushing there by the strange
sniper a few nights before.

He dismounted, and asked Dunn
various questions, complimented the
puncher on his courage and marksman-
ship, and—at one time when he was
exploring the ground in the clump of

TO BE CONTINVED NEXT
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cottonwoods, apparently with great
fervor and interest—took advantage
of his concealed position to pull out a
great silver watch from a pocket of his
deerskin vest and consult the hotif,

It was a little after twelve o’clock,
noon. At this rate, the party would
not reach Spring Green before two
o'clock, the actual closing time at the
polls. And Rush Merrilll, henchman
of Wade and Totty, would do all the
stalling possible to make the party’s
tardimess a certainty.

As the procession reached the loop-
like turn In the Trimchera trail, a
horseman could be seen traveling with
some speed from the direction of
Spring Green. His horse galloped, and
then cantered, and then galloped again,
and then slowed to a walk. Evenata
distance it could be seen that this man
was no expetrienced Western rider.
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Raiiriter Stantts Soenetining

TMHEE Rainier National Park Company has started something new in the
way of outdoor recreation by sponsoring two camps for boys from all

over the LTinited States.

For four weeks they will climb mountaims, scale

glaciers, hike over trails, ride horseback, explore cavesf and all the thrills
which nature holds in store will be theirs to enjoy.

For a week they will camp at Longmire, where they will be taught ways
of the trail and get hardemed into horseback riding and hiking.

Then two weeks will be spent in circling Mount Raimier on the Wonder-

land Trail, with stops at camps in Indian Hemry’s, Klapatche Park, Sunset
Patk, Mowich Lake, Spray Park, Mystic Lake, White River Camp, Yakima
Paik, Summerland and Ohamagpecosh Parks, the trip ending at Paradiise Val-
ley. Each boy will have his own horse, and there wilkbe guides and cooks
and directors.

At Paradiise Valley the boys will spend the final week in making horse-
back and hiking trips from there to the glacier caves, over Skyline Trail, up
the Tatoosh peaks, and finally up the very summit of old Ramier, the Moun-
tain of Etermal Snows.

The first camp starts July 10 and the second one on August 6, but it is
expected that more than enough applications to fill the desired quota will have
been received weeks before the date of the first camp. This is a new venture
for any national park, and one that others are likely to follow.

Guy RRafer.
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Ritiimil the scenes in a broadcasting
studio which gives us a story which
coulldn'it possibly have been written
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Applause Mail

By ONBY FRED SWEET

persons craving a trv out on

WMQZ that Hemri Salzmam, the
program director, would be in the office
after three o'clock in the afternoon.
She could impart this brief informa-
tion, say nothing more, and fulfill her
duty, bt just hew there was something
mest attractive about the inquiring and
aspiring yeung fhah on the other side
of the railing that ran aleng in front
of Betty’s desk.

The young man had an imstrument
case under his arm, yet he wafe hardly
the musician type, Miss Parsons
thought. Surely, in his badkground
there had been plenty of outdoors and
athletics. If looks could be broadcast,
she fiiguredl he would be a microphone
WOoWw.

“ Do you play?" she asked.

“ And sing,” he modded.

They were alone in the office.

“T've seen a lot of 'em come and a

BET‘[‘Y PARSONS advised all

lot of 'em go,” Miss Parsons informed
him out of he<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>