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The old man sprang at his tosmentor

Forindden Valley

All the rangeland knew the death sentence passed on any comboy
who ventured inko the Vallsy of Old Men=tbut the mys-
terious yyoung nesicomer, Austin, woeisld moflistean

By FRANMK C. ROBERTSON

CHAPTER 1. In his astonishment at seeing the old
man, Curly Lowe dropped the package
he was tying on behind his saddle.
* gosh sakes, heah comes ole Certainly the appearance of old Jumbo
Jumbo Alvord hisselff! Fust in Bennington was an event. But the
time lie's been in town fo' cowboy he had addressed, though smil-
yeahs, I bet. 1f you wanta see some ingly refusing to accept the invitation
fun ask him to' a iob!* to ask the huge-framed old man for a
724
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FORBIDDEN VALLEY.

job, betrayed far more interest than
amazement as he watched the progress
of the old man down the street to the
courthouse.

“ So that's him,” this second punch-
er breathed softly as the old man dis-
appeared from sight.

“ That's the old he-one,” Curly nod-
ded. “1I reckon him an’ them other
old buzzards who live in Old Man
Valley are jest freaks, an’ their devil-
ment is borned right into ’em.”

A slight flush stole over the face of
the other puncher, but Curly did not
observe it. Neither did he notice how
eagerly Austin had watched the griz-
zled faee and upright body of the old
man who had gone down the street.

Jumbo Alvord was over seventy and
for years he had been a notorious char-
acter in the country. His great frame,
that had once been filled out with near
two hundred and fifty pounds of meat,
was now gaunt; his bronzed cheeks
were suiken and his iron-gray hair had
thinned a bit, but still there was some-
thing of the majesty of an untamed
old Hen about him.

Austin had been on the range not
more than two' months, and though he
had heard tuch of the strange “Wal-
ley of Old Men” over which Jumbo
Alvord ruled with a despotic sway, this
was the first time he had seen one of
its denizens. His interest now was
fueh greater than a stranger might be
expected to have, but it was a deep,
gulet interest whieh the haphazard
Curly failed te netiee.

“ Mebbe there's been another funeral
in Old Man Valley," Curly suggested.
“]1 remember when the last old man
died up there that they jist buried him
an’ the county officers here raised the
devil with ’em fer not reportin’. 1
‘spect ole Jumbo has buried plenty like
that in his time.”

¥
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“Yuh mean men—he’s killed?*
Auwstin asked.

“ Sho’, why not? They been terrors
wp thar, them-ole. men. I got in thar
myse’f once an’ they sho’ tised a rifle
to show me the way home,” Cufrly said.
“ Good thing the ole devils are gittin’
too stiff an’ stove up to git around
much any more.”

“TTYUNNKY thing about men lvin'
that way,” Austin remarked.
“ Whatever do yuh suppose is
back of it alll?”

“ One mam's guess is good as an-
other’s,” Curly said. “ Ole Jumbo he
was said tuh be the first settler ever in
here—him an’ his brothers.”

“How many brothers?”
asked quickly.

“Well, the only ones 1 know is ole
Rube, an’ ole Hank. Ole Bill he died
off some years back, an’ they nxny’ve
been others died off afore he did,”
Curly said. “Ms 1 was fremarkin,
they's lots o’ stories concernin’ ’em.
Some say they got a rich mine thar
they wanta keep everybedy away from,
but that yarn’s abeut petered out, ‘eause
they de hire ole wmen oceasionally,
theugh nene of 'em are ever khewn to
quit till they die, Cattle an’ ranehin’
Is their maln buslness all right, but they
fust ‘a’ got thelr start read agenti
er semethin’ like that te make 'em s6
seaFy.”

“ That old man didn't look scary.”

“ No, an’ he aim't,” Curly admitted.
“ He's tough as a pine knot. But if they
ain’t a ole gang o’ outlaws how come
’em to keep ever’body outa their valley
except a few ole men? *Tell me that.
Not only thar ain't been a woman in
Old Man Valley that anybody kin re-
member, but they don't ’'low a man
under sixty to come thar if they kin
help it.”

Austin
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“ There was a woman once—" Aus-
tin said, and then checked himself
abruptly.

“Wat was that?” Curly demand-
ed suspiciously.

“NNdthing; I was thinkin' of some-
thing else,” Awstin said hastily.

Curly might have pursued his ques-
tioning further had not his attention
been distracted by two men dismeunt-
ing in front of a saloon a few doors
away. One was a tall, rather fine look-
ing man with a brown beard trimmed
to a Vandyke, but with lee-blue eyes
that were eunning and aequisitive. The
other was enly abeut five feet twe and
loaked even sherter beeause ef a pair
of grotesquely bewed legs. Beth were
weelly ehaps and Hannel shirts epen at
the neeks:

“There’s Thorn Caldwell an’ his
eternal shadder, Banty Vogel,” Curly
remarked. “ Can't- say I think much
0. them either. Caldwell bought the
ole Riter outfit near two years ago an’
.seems to be all right in some ways, but
1 jist don’'t like i

He would have entered into further
details, but Austin was not greatly in-
terested in Caldwell. FEor just then
old Jumbo Alvord emerged from the
courthouse, and Austin stared at him.

It was apparent that the bld man was
in a towering passion. Wihoever he had
interviewed inside the courthouse had
certainly said or done something to
ruffle his feathers. He was muttering
angrily to himself as he strode along
the board sidewalk toward the saloon.
Suddenly he saw Caldwell and Vogel.
The old man gave a snort that could
be heard across the street. He left the
sidewalk and strode directly up to the
twe men. Caldwell’'s face twisted into
8 SHEEF.

“ One o' my boys says he seen you
snoopin’ in our valley the other day:*

ARGOSY,

the old man rasped. “ Don’t ever let
us ketch yuh in there agaiim.”

“ One of your ancient and deerepit
fossils saw us in the old bums’ valley?
He must have mislaid his spectacles
and thought a couple of trees were
horsemen,” Caldwell said with an ip-
sulting laugh.

“Nev' mind our age of our eye-¥
sight,” the old man thundered. ** We
kin take care of ourselves, We been
missin’ a lotta stock lately, but we'll git
‘em back, an’ won't ask ne damn sher-
iff tuh help us neifthar”

Caldwell’s taunting manner changed
abruptly to one of real or simulated
rage—it seemed false to Awstin. He
advanced and shook a threateniing-fin-
ger in the face of the gaunt old man.
- “Look here, you poisenous eold
spider I've stood just enough ef yeur
Insinuations,” he sald leudly. ™ Yeu've
buffaloed this eountry for a geed many
years, but yeu den't leek any mere
dangereus to me than a dyin’ blzzard.
One mere eraek aut ot you an’ yeu'll
be standing the ether end up.”

an instant’s hesita-

ITHOUT
. tion the old man sprang at his

tormentor. In his prime he
could “doubtless have whipped Thorn
Caldwell easily, though Caldwell was
a big, well-set-up man. But now age
had surely slowed up his movements
as well as sapped much of his strength.
Caldwell had no difficulty blocking his
blow, and then the younger man, bal-
ancing himself on the balls of his feet,,
sent a crashing blow to the old man's
jaw that dropped him in the dirt road.
Austin got to his feet protestingly.
It was none of his business, but it did
not look right to see an old man like
this beaten up bv a man in the prime
of life.
. “Let 'em go,” Curly said, pulling
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him back by the sleeve. “ Serves the
old critter right.™

Austin subsided for a moment, but
when the old man got up and was
promptly knocked down again he could
stand it no longer.

“ Ain't that about emough o' that,
stramger?”’ he demanded of Caldwelll
* There's a limit to what an old man
can staudl”

“ Keep out of this or you'll get some
of the same medicine,” the man gritted.
He owned a deep, musical voice, yet
one that was full of quiet menace.

“It's none o my business—=but
don't hit the old man again,” Austin
said levelly.

“ Watch him, Bamtv,” Caldwell said
curtly and turned his attention to old
Alvord, who was again getting ta his
feet.

Austin saw a wicked grin upon the
ugly face of the small, bow-legged
cowboy. Banty Vegel had his hand
upon his gun and was inviting trouble.

Again Jumbo Alvord rushed toward
Caldwell. Again he was knocked down,
and Caldwell turned to Austin with a
nasty laugh. Then, as though purpose-
ly to challenge the cowboy, Caldwell
kicked the old man twice in the ribs.

It was too much for Austin, Had it
not been for the attitude of Banty Vo-
gel he would have mixed with Caldwell
without ceremony, but he sensed that
if he did Vogel would likely shoot him
before he could reach the other. He
balf turned away, as though nauseated
by the sight, then whirled back with
his six-gun in his hand. He caught
them both off their guard. Banty Vo-
gel made a belated start to draw, but
desisted at a command from his boss.

“ That's right,” Austin approved. “ 1
know yuh don't want him spoiled.
Now git on yore horses, both o' you,
an’ beat it.”
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“ You'll find out, young fellow, that
you're monkeying with dynamite be-
fore you're through with this,” Thorn
Caldwell threatened as he backed to-
ward his horse.

“I'm young, an’ 1 can still leanm,*
Austin said.

The two mounted their horses and
turned back the way they had come.
By that time Jumbo Alvord had got
to his feet and was wiping the blood
and dirt from his face with a trembly
hand.

“T've seen the day 1 could whip a
carload like him,” he muttered bitterly,
speaking to himself. He turned his
faded but ‘still hawk-like eyes hard
upon Auwstin, and there was nothing
of friendliness nor gratitude in them.

* Mebbe yuh thimik—" the old man
began irately, and then paused abript-
ly. He peered at Austin as though he
were a bit near-sighted, wiped his eyes
and peered again. Auwstin withstood
the look steadily even when the old
man’s gaze seemed trying to wither
him.

“ What's yore name?’ old Jumbo
asked gratingly.

“ Alvord,” Austin answered evenly.

A variety of expressions chased
over the old man’s face—su¥eprise, con-
viction, disgust and anger. But net
disbelief.

Jumbo Alvord stooped to pick up his
hat. Then, without a backward glance
he turned and strode rapidly away,

CHAPTER IL

INTO THE LION’S MOUTH,

LLER, I never had you picked
fo' a gunfighter,” Curly Lowe
said with ready admiration.
“Yo' sho' did han'le them two wal
lopers about right, but I kain’t see that
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it helped yore standin' in Old Man Val-
ley by the way ole Jumbo bit at yuh.
Fo' a minute it looked like the ole cuss
thought he knowed yuh."

*“Mebbe he did,” Austin said laoomi-
cally.

“ Well, he dho' mever pinned no
medals on yuh fo’ bravery, did he? 1
bet he don’t even come to the funeral
when Caldwell gits through with yuh,”
Curly opined.

“ Yuh think Caldwell will be sore
about what Inapperet?"

“ Sore ? Boy, Ine'll be plumb festered
bv the time he gits home. I'm sho'
glad it was you mingled with him that
way ’stead o' me.”

* He'll git over it,” Austin said.

“ "Fraid not, cowboy. Caldwell aim't
that kind,” Curly said seriously. “ Q'
course yuh know I'll stay back o' yuh
an’ so’ll the other boys o' the T. H., but
I'd Stay clear o' Caldwell an' his range
if I was you. He's the only man that
ever dared buck old Jumbo Alvord, an'
their affair ain’t over with. If 1 was
you I'd let 'em kill each other off.”

“1t's good adivice, but 1 got a kind
of curiosity about that Valley of Old
Men,” Austin said. “ I'd like to know
that old codger better, an’ I'm tempted
to pay him a visit.”

It won't git yuh nothin', but I'll go
with yuh,” Curly offered.

“ Thanks; but when 1 call on ‘em |
want to go alone,” Austin refused.

“1 wouldn't do it Curly advised.
“ 1'd ruther sleep all might in a ha'nted
house with a congregation o' ghostuses
than stay all night with all them ole
men,”

Just then the sheriff came striding
down the walk.

“ What's the matter o' hiim?" Cuvly
demanded. * Exudin’ dignity like a
black washerwoman exudin' sweat”

The official stopped in front of them

ARGOSY.

and demanded pompously: “ What's
been the row here?  Somebody just
come in an’ told me they seen a gun-
play an’ a fist fight.”

“ No harm done, sheriff. Both of
‘'em was single action,” Curly spoke
up. “ Thorn Caldwell laid ole Jumbo
Alvord down in the dust a few times
with his fist, an’ my pawdener ehecked
up on him. Banty Vogel looked like
he wanted to use his iren se Austin
here had to draw his hardware te
scatter 'em, but it was all in the eause
e’ p@@@@‘_ﬁc

“ Stranger here, ain't you?” the
sheriff frowned at young Austin,

“ 1 ain't been here long,” Austin ad-
mitted. “ You wouldn’t expect me to
stand by an' see an old man like that
beat up, would yow?”

“ 1t's the first time old Alvord got
what was comin’ to him,” the sheriff
growled. *“ Thora Caldwell wouldn’t
'a’ bothered him if he’d behavedl”

Curly Lowe, anxious to create a di-
version, spoke up eagerly. * Say,
sheriff, what brought ole Jumbo to
town amyey?”

A triumphant, vindictive light came
into the sheriff's eye. ““ He come
beggin’ me for help,” he gloated.
“ Says he’s losin’ a lotta stock. Long
as he was able to git about and steal
other people’s stuff he was all right.
Set up there in that valley and lerded
it over everybedy. But when semebedy
gits after him he erawls dewn here and
whines for help.”

“ What did yuh tell him, sinatif@"
Curly queried.

“Told him to go home am’ hire
somebody young enough to straddle a
horse to protect his stuff.” Sheriff
Harker replied.

“1 reckon that’s what done made
him so hot under the collar,” Curly
grinned.
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It struck Auwstin that this was a
peculiar way the official had of doing
his duty, but he had had enough
trouble for one day and wisely held his
tongue.

“1 dunmo but 1 ought to lock you
up for a few days to learn you not to
be so handy with that gun, but you
bein’ a stranger here I'll let it pass this
time,” the sheriff frowned at Auwstin.

“If arresti’’" me is in yore system
yuh'd just as well git it out now an'
have it over with, because I'd do the
same thing again,” Austin retorted.

The sheriff glared at him for a mo-
ment. “ I'll be watchin’ you when yuh
come to town again,” he threatened,
and walked away.

“ATERAMR thought yuh could git

j,N away with it Curly said ad-

miringly. “ Harker is gener-

ally purty hard-boiled anm’' likes tuh

throw punchers into jail jist fo' the
fun of it

I ndeecdd, the curly-headed cow-
puncher had a new and profound re-
spect for the quiet, smooth-cheelec
stranger who until that day had failed
< impress any of the T. H. outfit for
whhich he worked, and he was in great
haste to get home and tell the other
boys how Austin had run Thorn Cald-
well and Banty Vogel out of town and
defied the sheriff to his face.

Harker had never been popular with
the cowboys, and Thorn Caldwell had
quickly established himself as the big
mogul of the range. In the two years
that he had been in the country Cald-
well had had half a dozen fights, and
from each one he had emerged the vic-
tor; with the result that his was the
dominant voice on the range. The
foreman of the T. H. had been one of
his vietims,

Austin was to find his new role of
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ranch hero a difficult one. He could
see nothing heroic about what he had
done. There had been no alternative.
He hoped that he had heard the last
of Thoen Caldwell and his bew-legged
satellite. He did, however, give seri-
ous consideratien to his fereman’s ad-
viee that he be eonstantly en the alert.

“ They're bad all the way tiwough,
even though Caldwell does pretend to
be a respectable cowman,” Mike Earn-
shaw told him.

“T'1l be careful,” Austin promised.
Then he had a request to make. -

“1 want to git off for a few days,
Mike. Will it be all righit?”

“ Well, the beef round-up will start
next week, but I guess 1 can spare yuh
until then,” Mike answered. ‘ Goin’
any place in pertiicuitar?”

“ No-o—but 1 figgered tuh look over
this here Old Man Valley. I'm on the
lookout fer a homesteadl™

“1 wouldm't,” Mike urged sofasiy.
“1 don't say there ain't some good
homesteads left in there. It's a right
sizable valley if it is kinda narrow, an’
there might be some good places up in
the hills that old Jumbo Alvord and his
brothers use for range. Nobody knows
just how much of it is deeded land. But
the trouble them old devils would cause
yuh would make it a total less, to say
nothin’ o' the persenal danger yuh'd
be in. Better look sormewhere else.”

“ 1 prob'ly will, but I'm curious to
see that valley anyway,” Auwstin said
doggedly.

“ Well, them ole pepper-boxes shore
do resent strangers pryin’ around in
there, an’ they been known to take a
shot at people just peacefully passi’
through. But to glve you some sert
of an excuse I'll send a nete to old
Jumbo whieh yeu ean deliver, tellin’
him when we mean to start reundin’
up,” Mike offered.
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“ Yuh know,” he went on, “ at the
head of the valley is a saddle-like divide
that we call Exchange Summit. After
the round-ups we take any cattle we
find belongin’ to the old men an' de-
liver ’em there, an’ generally have a
bunch of other people’s to turn over
tuh us” '

“ That's leavim® a lot to other folks'
honesty, ain't it?"' Auwstin asked.

“ 1 reckon it's about an even break.
Personally, I don't figger the T. H. has
ever lost a head to 'em, but some folks
has done a lotta kickin'. Caldwell has
been threatening to take a crew in there
an’ round-up anyway, but it'll spell
trouble when he does,” Mike said.

“ TNl take the note,” Austin saidi.

CHAPTER 111,

THE RUNAWAY.

E next day Austin started on his

lay-off. It was about twelve

miles from the T. H. ranch to
Old Man Valley, and a mountain range
had to be crossed to get there. The
T. H. range extended to the divide
known as Exchange Summit, Direct-
Iy below the T. H. and meeting that
range at a line drawn east and west
from the summit was the T Bench
outfit of Thorn Caldwell.

Thus far Austin's riding had been
confined to his own range, but in order
to explore Old Man Valley he would
have to cross some of Caldwell's range
if he followed ~the -easiest route.
Though recognizing the possibility of
trouble if he met the man again he was
not one to skulk along back trails to
avoid a meeting.

He had covered a good many miles
along the lower part of the range and
had started to climb a devious trail
that led through Caldwell’s holdings to
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Exchange Summit when he discerned
some one in the trail ahead of him—on
foot,

Auwstin was riding his own pet horse,
Vimegar Bally, and the little bald-faeed
bay was feeling good from a prolonged
rest. The eager, curious pricking of
the horse’s ears as he went around a
bend was the only thing that warned
Austin of the walker. A moment after
he had caught a flashing glirapse of
him the wayfarer darted into the bush.

Austin touched Vinegar Bally light-
ly with the spurs. It was extremely tiin-
usual for any one in that country to
travel on foot, and the one ahead was
assuredly too small to be wandering
around on a mountain alone.

It took a swift but lively chase
through the bush before -Austin was
able to overhaul the small figure he had
seen.

Austin saw a small, tear-stained but
defiant face. The boy, he judged, was
about ten years old. He was dressed
in old overalls and a checkered, faded
shirt; but both garments tthough
patched were neat and clean. Not seé
much could be said for the hat and
shoes. The former was.evidently some
man’s cast-off, and the hands that had
mended the other garments had found
the hard, coarse leather in the shoes too
obstinate for repair work. His toes
were upon the ground.

“ Well, Bub, ain’t you a long way
from home?”’ Awstin asked.

“1 ain't never goin’ home,” the boy
said stubbornly. “ I'm runisin’ away.™

“ Sho' ¥ Whichever way yuh headin’

for?' Austin asked. “ My horse
carries double. Mebbe 1 kin give you
a lift’™"

“ Yeah, Tl bet vouh’d take me back
home,” the boy said suspiciously.

He had read Austin’s mind correct-
ly. The puncher had his doubts about
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the wisdom of small boys running
away from home and hiding in the
mountains. Austin scratched his chin
with a finger of his buckskin glove.

“ Where yuh from, buddie?" he
asked.

“ Don’t yuh know me?" the boy re-
torted.

“ Can't say 1 dn.”

“Then 1 reckon 1 don’t need to
tell,” said the boy cunningly. “ Yuh
won't be able to take me back if yuh
don’t know wtliere 1 belong.”

“ Mebbe 1 wouldn't want to,” Aus-
tin said diplomatically. “ Did yore
folks mistreat yulln?”

“My dad treats me rotten. I
wouldn't mind that so bad if he didn't
let Banty Vogel beat up on me all the
time,” the lad said bitterly.

“ Say, is yore dad's mame Thorn
Caldwell 7’ Auwstin demanded.

A S the boy realized that he had un-
wittingly betrayed himself, a
flush of annoyance stole across

his cheeks. “ Yes, he is,” he admitted
sullenly.

“ An’ where was yuh goin'#* Austin
asked kindly.

“ Inta Old Man Valley, an' 1 dion’t
know where from there,” the boy said.
“ 1 figgered they wouldn't be so likely
to look for me there”

“ Listen, son, tell me just what they
do to yuh down to yore place,” Austin
requested as he left the saddle and
flung himself on the grass by the boy.

The boy dropped on his knees in the
grass, and he seemed to lose some of
his suspicion of the strange puncher.
Reluctantly at first, and then heatedly
as he called to mind' his wrongs, he told
8 story of brutality and neglect that
fmade Austin see red. Thora Caldwell,
it appeared, was everything that a par-
ent sheuld net be.
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“ But can't yore mother do any-
thimg?’ Awustin demanded.

“ My mother's deadl,” the boy said.
“ Edith is good tuh me, but dad glves
her more heck than he does me.”

"Edith? Who's she?”

“Just— Edith” the bey said
wearily.

“ What's yore name, sonny ?”

“ Grant Calldwelll™

“ An’ yuh was thinkin® o’ askin® for
shelter of the old men In Old Man Val-
ley,” Austin mused. * 1 reeckon mebbe
it weuldn’t be a bad idee at that”

Afiter listening to the boy's story and
making due allowance for youthful ex-
aggeration he could not bring himself
to send the boy back to be mistreated.
He had seen enough of Thern Cald-
well to believe that the bey's punish-
ment would be dire If the man get his
hands en him again. He knew, {6,
that he weuld get inte trouble if he
persisted i helping the Bey run away.
Yet he had reselved te do that very
thing. Alse, he wanted 8 try an &x
periment upen the eld men iR the se-
eluded valley:

“ Set yore foot in the stirrup, sonny,
an’ climb on behind me,” Awstin in-
vited. ™ We’re gonmna see what Old
Man Valley looks like.”

An hour or so later they passed over
Exchange Summit and down into what
Awustin had been told was the forbidden
land. Eor some reason of other a gust
of emotlon swept over the cow-puneh-
er. 1t was the first time he had ever
beheld the valley with his ewn eyes,
and yet everything he saw seefied fa-
miliar to him.

T was a wonderfully beautiful little
valley—the very cream of the whole
country. The grass was longer and

the timber taller than any he had yet
seen. The eultivated part of the val-
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ley was a thick, green carpet of grow-
ing hay. There was something vital
about it alll

Yet there was an incongruous note
somewhere; something askew about
the picture — something to be felt
rather than seen. 1t was the old men.
Old men given up to decay, yet so per-
sistent in their deterioration that they
could keep out the rejuvenating influ-
ence of youth -unritileeeeyyhinigginntitbe
valley withered and died as they were
doing.

Was there nothing that could move
.them from that grim determination to
keep out fresh, invigorating blood
which had dominated them for years?
If there was anything, Austin felt that
he had it with him there on his horse.
If they could resist the appeal of the
timid, brown-eyed boy behind him for
succor and assistance then they were
hard-hearted indeed.

He stopped half a mile from the
farm houses and lowered the boy to
the ground.

“You go in there, Grant, am' tell
yore story. Yo're dirty enough to look
like yuh'd walked all the way from
home, so yuh might just as well let 'em
think so. Don‘t make any mention o'
me. If they won't take yuh in just go
right on down the road an' Vil pick
auh up. If they do, yuh just make
yoreself at home, an' do what they
want yuh to. T'll drop in to-momow,*
he instructed.

* Why can’t 1 go on with you mww?*
the boy asked.

“ Because 1 ain't able © set up
housekeepin’. T'll bet they take yuh in
an’ make yuh plumb welcome.™

“ 1 Kke you,” Grant szid. “ 1 wish
1 could live with you*

1t was hard for Austin to resist the-
boy's pleading, but he could net de
otherwise. If the old men would take
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him in for the night, then steps might
be taken to get the boy out of his
father’s hands legally and give him a
decent home.

Finally the boy went reluctantly
along, and Austin watched his diffident
approach to the door of the big old
homse that was the home of the old
hermits. Almost immediately Austin
began to have doubts as to the wisdom
of his course. Suppose those old fel-
lows were as bad as they were reputed
to be and they harmed the boy? If
they did—well, they would answer to
hir.

A more likely possibility was that
old Jumbo Alvord might use the boy
to get revenge upon Thorn Caldwell
for his recent humiliation.

Austin waited until it grew dusk, but
Grant did not reappear. He concluded
that they were at least willing to enter-
tain him for the night. He mounted
Vinegar Bally and rode on toward the
lower end of the valley, and here, in a
quiet secluded gulch he made his
meager camp for the night.

ERE had, indeed, been a lively
discussion at the home of the old
men when the boy made his tim-

id appearance. Old Rube Alvord, bald-
headed, but still robust, happened to be
the one to meet Grant at the door. Old
Rube was fat, and so he had escaped
much of the hard labor of the ranch,
but had been designated as housekeeper
instead. Perhaps because of his occu-
pation a few Himilly traits were still
left in his nature.

Still, the old man emitted a roar that
made the small adventurer quake in his
torn shoes.

“ Where'd you come from?
d'ye want?" thundered old Rube.

“1—I'm humgny,” stammered the
boy. “ I'm runnin’ away from home™

What



15

FORBIDDEN VALLEY.

“ What home?" old Rube demanded
grufily.

“ My home. My dad beats me”
Grant was almost in tears.

“Well, yuh can't stay here,” said
the old man. The boy started to turn
away, but old Rube called him back.
“ Here, youngster, I'll give ye a piece
0’ pie,” he offered gruffly.

Grant was devouring the pie with
the utmost zest when the third mem-
ber of the Alvord trio of old men
opened the door of the kitchen and
came in. This was old Hank, youngest
of the living brothers, but looking older
than either of them. He was lank and
dyspeptic, and any milk of human
kindness that might once have been in
his make-up had long since dried up.

“WWid's that bratt?' he snarled.

“ Didn't ask him his name, but he's
runnin' away from home an' I fed
him,"” old Rube answered.

“ Git outa here am® don't yuh dast
stop runnin' till yo're outa this val-
ley,” old Hank cried, with a threaten-
ing gesture.

Grant stood his ground, with his pie
in his hand, and looked at old Rube ex-
pectantly.

“ Let him alone, Hank, tll he gits
done eatim’,” Rube said placatingly.
And when the pie was gone old Rube
contrived other excuses to keep the boy
around until dark. Then he could not
be sent away.

CHAPTER 1V.
WALKIWG PAPERS.

USTIN ALVORD had plenty to
occupy his mind that night be:

- -« sides worrying over little Grant
Caldwell; nevertheless he did worry,
and with a guilty conscience. He should
have taken the lad home, despite his

resistance, he told himself: He had
thought only of the boy's own desires
and of the brutality of his father. Now
he was beginning to realize that boys
of ten are sometimes gifted with very
vivid imaginations, and in all probabil-
ity Grant's story had been greatly ex-
.aggerated.

Then, too, there was another angle
to the situation which had now oc-
oumred to him. Grant had spoken of
his sister, and said that she was good
to him, and suffered equally as much
as he did from the persecutions of their
father. What must be her thoughts
when her little brother failed to come
home? By being soft-hearted towand,
the boy he had probably caused this
girl the most acute mental torture. She
might even be blamed by Caldwell, and
come in for a beating herself.

He tried to visualize this girl—
Edith, Grant had said was her name.
Grant was about ten, so the girl was
probably somewhere between twelve
and fourteen. He pictured her as dark
like Grant, spindle-legged, and with
long, unruly hair hanging down her
back. Living alone with such men as
Caldwell and Bantj Vogel her exist-
ence would be a hard one. Regardless
of possible trouble with Caldwell and
his crew he resolved to go back there
the next morning and ease her mind.
First he would try to take the boy back
with him, but if he could not do that
he would at least tell the girl what had
happened to him.

He had been in the country long
enough to know that the secret of Old
Man Valley was limited to its inhab-
itants—and probably to just three of
them. The three old Alvords hired
other old men to help with the work,
but they were old fellows willing to
serve their best and ask no questions
for the assurance of a home in their
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old age. It was not likely they would
be taken into the confidence of the
owners of the valley. Austin was rea-
sonably sure that he himself was the
enly other living persen whe shared
that sesrst.

It was a trivial enough thing to any
average person, but not se to the Al-
vords with their tremendeus capaeity
for emotion. They, oF at least old
Jumbo—Joha was his real Rame—
could love and ceuld hate as eeuld ne
other men,

Austin had learned that from the lips
of his dying mother, who had told him
a year before of the strange relation-
ship between himself and these old
men. Into this section, years before,
had come an unscrupulous eapltalist
named Caldwell, and with him was his
pretty daughter, A romance sprang
up between this glrl and the youngest
of the Alverd brethers. Both the girl's
father and the man’s brothers frowaed
upen the remanee, for bad bleed ex-
isted between the families.

Old man Caldwell was the aggressor
in the feud, for he wanted the land
owned by the Alvords. Then, when
the young lovers got married, they
were disowned by both families. They
left the valley, and soon after a son
was born to them. That son was Aus-
tin Alvord. It was not long afterward
that Austin’s father died, leaving them
penniless.

“Your Uncle Jumbo loved your
father,” his mother told Austin, “ and
maybe you can make him like you. The
brothers are getting old. Our son, 1
know, won't beg from them any more
than we did, but you have a right to
their money eventually. I want you to

i

look them up, amyway.
As a direct result of that conversa:

tion Austin had one day appeared in
the cow town of Bennijpgton, some
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twenty miles from Old Man Valley,
and soon afterward had hired out to
Mike Earnshaw, foreman of the T. H,
outfittt He had worked on -cattle
ranches before, and so had no diffleulty
in holding down his job. He gave the
simple name of A. Austin, having
merely transposed his two names, and
giving no hint of what the A. stood Tor.

He would have given much to know
just what old Jumbo thought of him.
Did he guess that Austin was his
nephew ? He had not asked when they
met in Bennington; had not vouch-
safed a comment. On the whole he
was inclined to think that his uncle
would never acknowledge him, but he
could not leave until he had called up-
on him and the oithets in their strong-
hold.

He was aware, too, that in doing so
he would be violating the rule of age
that they had imposed. Wauild they es-
cort him over the divide as they had
other young men? Finding Grant
Caldwell had added an unexpected
complication.

E was up soon after daylight, and
without waiting to partake of the
simple fare he had brought along

he saddled Vinegar Bally and started
for the valley ranch.

The Alvord ranch house stood be-
side a gushing, icy spring, and it was
surrounded by ancient cottonwoods.
There had once been a fromt yard and
a picket fence around it. Now the

fence had fallen into decay, and there -~ -

was not even a trail from the front
gate to the house.

The barns and corrals stood along a
creek which bordered them on two
sides, and ancient, mammoth cotton-
woods stood grim guard,orer them
also. The buildings were all of logs
which were full of worm holes and
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rotting slowly away. The impression
of everything was of great age. Noth-
ing seemed ever to have been renewed.

As Auwstin rode up he saw four or
five old men moving slowly about the
corrals. Two of them were milking
cows. One, or ‘pssdiily tiwe, watke
tinkering at some haying machinery in
an open machine shed. Amnother was
cleaning out a stable. Still another
was getting his bent old legs astride a
horse.

There was something pitiful about
their evident weakness; a sense of help-
lessness such as old Jumbo Alvoed had
shown against Thorn Caldwell.

Austin looked about for old Jumbo
or the Caldwell boy, but saw nothing
of either of them. Then one of the old
men who was milking glanced up and
saw him. For a moment Austin had
a glimpse of a vacant, rather than star-
tled old countenance, and then the old
man put down his pail and hobbled
quite rapidly toward the house.

Austin rode on up to the cow corral
and looked over at the other milker,
who was now aware of his presence,
but continued to strip away at the cow.
[Liittle could be seen of this man's face
except a pair of little blue eyes, and a
mere dot of a pug nose, and a tobacco-
stained mouth, on account of the mat
of reddish whiskers, now turning to
gizew, which covered it. But Austin
thought that he detected a twinkle in
the bright little eyes.

“7J wonder if 1 could git a bite of
breakfast here Austin said mildly. -

“ An' do ye now 2" grinned the milk:
er, the arrangement of his werds rath-
er than the bit of brogue attesting that
he wiss a son of the old sed. “ Whai:
ever made ye think ye might git "

Austin's reply was cut short by the
appearance of old Jumbe Alverd in the
kitchen door.. As he strade out toward

.the corral he was followed clesely by

two other bareheaded old men whe re-
sembled him so much that Austin knew
he was looking at twe mere of his
uncles. A little behlnd them trailed
Grant Caldwell.

There was a lowering frown on the
face of old Jumbo as he inspected Aus-
tin. In the weak and watery eyes of
the other two brothers Awustin saw 1o

.spark of recognition, but there was

nothing vague or uncertain in the
glance of the older man.

“ Good énornin'—gentlemen,” Aus-
tin greeted.

The expected outburst did not ma-
terialize—just then.

Old Jumbo glared at him with cold
hostility for a long moment; then he
turned toward the others. * Scatter
yoreselves,” he said briefly. “ An’ take
that brat back in the house with yuh.”

The old man hooked his thumb in
the direction of the wide operl gate
through which Austin had entered, and
strode toward it. After a moment of
hesitancy Austin turned his horse and
followed. Old Jumbo stopped at the
gate and rested his foot on a pole.

“ 1 thought you'd be showin' up in
here, young feller,” he said sardonical-
ly. “ Now there's two roads outa here.
Take yore choice as to which one yuh
use gittin' away.”

CHAPTER V.
AN EASY HOLDUP,

USTIN looked down at his uncle

X with a pitying smile. The old
man's brusqueness did not hurt

him at all, since he really did not care
whether they acknowledged him or not.
He had come only because of his
mother’s request, and had not expected
the outcome to be any different. If they
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had driven away his father they cer-
tainly could not be expected to be any
more lenient with him,

“WMWet about the kid in there?
Austin asked, with a nod toward the
house.

Old Jumbo glanced up with a look
of cold suspicion. “ You know amny-
thing about him?’ he demanded.

“ Yeah, 1 know wio he is” Austin
made mental note that Grant had ap-
parently refrained from making any
mention of him. The boy had the right
stuff in him.

“ Thorn Caldwell semt hlm in here
to make trouble for us. That skunk
has been tryin' every way to make us
do somethin’ to give him an excuse tuh
break in here. I reckon yo're in with
him, huln?”’ the old man sneered.

*1f 1 had been in with him do yuh
suppose I'd have interfered when he
wiwes beating you up the other day?"
‘Austin asked.

An angry flush came over old
Jumbo's leathery face. “1 didn't ask
fer none o’ yore help,” he ground out,
*I'm capable o' fightin"® my own
battles.”

“ Another time ¥l try not to intei=
fere,* Austin said coldly, The eld
man’s pigheadedness was beginning to
get on his nerves. “ But I'll tell you
one thing, old mam: 1 butted in to save
you any more punishment merely be-
cause you were a broken-down old
man, and not because you are my
unecle.”

Now came the explosion, Old
Jumbo’s foot came off the pole and he
made a leap toward Austin with the
palpable intention of jerking him off
his horse. But Vinegar Bally was out
of the way before Austin had a chance
to tise the spurs.

“Bokan-down!” the old man
howled. * Git offen that horse, damn
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yuh, an' T'll show yuh how brokefi
down 1 be.”

Austin kept Bally moving until the
old-man saw the uselessness of pufrsuit.
“II don't care anything at all abeut
you, old man,” he said then, * but 1
brought that boy in-here last night be-
cause I didn’t have any place to take
him. Now I'm gelf’ to take him
home.”

“ An' I've decided that yuh womn't,”
0ld Jumbo retorted. “NNowv I- know
yuh're in cahoots with Caldwell. It’s
a damn conspiracy to git this basin
away from us, but it won't work, 1
know that damn mother o' yours 1§
back o’ #t—"

“ Stop!™ Austin’s voice sounded like
the crack of a whip, and his hand flew
to the handle of his gun. * Den't make
me kill you, old man,” he breathed.
“1f you say one word gbeut fmy mether
I will”

“ Just as damn gallant about her as
yore dad was, hul?’ old Jumbe
sneered.

“ Just exactly,” Austin said coldly.

“TI've wondered why she didn’t
come back an* try to make tis setie
trouble before,” old Jumbe rasped.
“ Had to wait fer Thorn Caldwell {6
start it, 1 reckom.”

“ Say what you please about Cald-
well, but leave my mother out of it,”
Austin warned again.

INK 1 don’t -know all about
this?” the old man raged. "I
know who you are. No man
could look as mtich like Jim Alvord an’
not be his son—all except your eyes,
an’ they're the ones o' that—that—
woran, Only one thing eoulda breught
yuh back here. She khew we were
~Jittit old, an’ that we had he heirs.
But she knew we weuld never will he
property to any offspring o' hefs, an’
1A
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so she fixed it up with that 'dopted
brother o' hers tuh try tuh rob us be-
fore we died an' willed it tuh somebody
else.”

“ Adopted brother? What are you
talking about?”’ Austin demanded. He
was about to add that his mother had
no adopted brother, and then he re-
called what she had said to him about
her father having left his property to
an adopted son. He remembered, too,
that he did not even know the first
name of this adopted son—but his
mether's maiden name had been Cald-
welll

His thoughts were chaotic, but out
of them was coming an idea that
Thorn Caldwell might be the man who
had inherited the money that should
have belonged to his mother—and to
himself.

“Don't plead inmocence with me*
old Jumbo sneered. “ That little gun-
play in Bennington the other day was
too thin. Caldwell or Vogel either one
coulda drilled you if they'd wanted to.
Thought yuh'd make me think yuh was
enemies with ’em, an' then yuh'd come
whinin’ around in here as our poverty-
stricken nephew so yuh could git to spy
on us.”

The unreasonableness of the old
man was such that Austin was inclined
to pity rather than anger. But if
Thora Caldwell was in truth his
mother’s adopted Bfother—and he was
beginning to believe that he was—then
there was some justification for the
old mams suspicion, considering the
biased condition of his mind.

“1 dion't kmow a thing about Cald-
well, and neither do I care a great deal
about you eld men after the rotten way
you treated my parents. But I am in-
terested in that little boy that stayed
with you last night an’ I'm goin’ to
take him home.”

2 A

“ You brought him in here, but 1'll
take him out—wihen I git damn good
an’ ready,” old Jumbo boomed. * He
won't be harmed none, but he’ll be took
to the top of Exchange Summit an’
Caldwell kin git him there like any
other stray dogey. But Caldwell can’t
come in here after him, an’ fnelther will
I turn the kid over to anyboedy but
Caldwell hisselif.”

Austin hesitated. He was beginning
to think that all these old men were
half mad. If old Jumbo carried out
his purpose there was every reason to
think there would be a clash when
Caldwell came to claifti the boy, and
Grant might get hurt; might even be
killed, for it was certaln that Caldwell
had lttle consideration for his sen.

Austin wondered if he could take
Grant away by force, but quickly gave
up the idea. Every one of these old
men was armed, and their eyes were
not so dim that they couldn’t see the
sights on a gun. He knew that he
would only be doing the boy harm by
trying to interfere,

[ Can 1 speak to Grant a mimute?”
he asked.

“You cannot. Furthermore, 1 want
yuh to be en yore way, an’ don’t never
enter this valley again. I don’t want
ever to lay eyes on yuh again, d'yuh
understamii?”’ old Jumbo rumbled.

Austin looked down at the old man
with a gaze of unutterable contempt,
but again pity was uppermost in his
mind. Harsh and unrelenting though
the old man pretended to be, his face
was twisted into a grimace of pain.

Austin had a flash of deep under-
standing. This griim old man wanted
him to stay; wanted him to take the
place in his heart that had been vacant
since Austin’s father had departed,
but an obdurate pride would not per-
mit him to yield to his ewn better feels,
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ings and impulses. - He knew that the
old man would not hesitate to shoot
him if he refused to go, though it
would tear his heart out by the roots
to have to do it

“WI'LL be no fault of mine if you
ever have to see me again,” Aus-
tin said quietly. “ But there's one

thing I want you to understand. You

have no just cause for resentment
against my mother. She loved my
father, and they were happy together
until- he died. Then she fought the
worst kind of poverty in order to bring

me up halfway decent. Not once did

she ever ask either you or ‘her own

father for a cent. Do you think I'd be
cur enough to try to git your money
when I've had an example like thst?”

A peculiar, glazed look came over
the old man’s eyes for a minute or two.
His great, gaunt form swayed umcer-
tainly. Then he seemed to gather up
his wandering thoughts like a six-horse
skinner collecting his reins, and the im-
placable look spread again over his
face.

“ Git outa here,” he ordered grimly.

“ Poor, misguided old mam* Aus-
tin thought as he urged Vinegar Bally
through the gate and rode away. He
looked back toward the house, hoping
to catch a glimpse of Grant Caldwell,
but all he saw was the faces of his two
other uncles watching him through the
windows.

He was heading back for Exchange
Summit, but he was by no means cer-
tain what to do.

If he had sized Caldwell up correct-
ly the man would come after the boy
prepared for battle. More than likely
if Grant was not at the divide the cow-
man would go down in the valley after
him. Austin decided that his sole con-
cern in the affair lay in seeing that no
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harm came to the boy. He would wait
on Exchange Summit until the trans-
fer of the boy took place.

Exchange Summit was a saddle-like
pass a good three thousand feet above
the floor of the two valleys it divided.
A rough wagon road wound up to it
from both sides through gquite heavy
timber. On the very top, where the
cattle were exchanged, it was perfect-
ly bare save for a few scattering sage
bushes, This little open space eom-
prised about two acres, but su¥reund-
ing it on all sides was thick timber.

The rider experienced little diffi-
culty in finding a place close at hand
in which to conceal his horse, and then
he moved still closer to the.open space
to await developments.

It occurred to him that iIf Thorn
Caldwell was his foster unele then
Grant would be his foster cousin. Of
course there was no blood tie, but seme-
how he felt that it gave him a right te
look after the lad.

Suddenly a horseman appeared In
the clearing. Austin had been looking
for one of the old men and had been
watching their side of the summlt the
closest or he would have seen this rider
from the other valley before. But that
surprise was a mild one compared te
the one he got a mowent later when
he saw that the new arrival was a
girl.

She stopped her horse and looked
around slowly. Austin had a chance
to study her with no fear of detection.
She was slender and quite tall, and a
circle of golden curls showed beneath
the brim of her high-crowned, cowboy
hat. She wore a khaki shirt and blue
denim overalls. Her small feet were
incased in tiny riding boots that had
seen much service. -He could net, of
course, see what color her eyes were,
but he had a very strong feeling that
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they were blue. The same sort of sixth
sense also informed him that her com-
plexion under the tan was creamy, and
that in age she was eighteen oF nlne-
teen.

Failing to see what she was look-
ing for, the girl got down gracefully
and began to walk from one end of
the clearing to the other in Z-shaped
lines, crossing the road each time in-
stead of paralleling it; all the time
studying the ground intently.

Enlightenment suddenly flooded Aus-
tin’s brain. She was looking for tradks
in the dirt, and the ones she was look-
ing for must be those of Grant Cald-
well! Was it possible, he wondered,
that this could be his sister? She was
certainly different from what he had
pictured her from Grant's few com-
ments.

UDDENLY the girl saw him and
Y stopped, her eyes wide. Then

with no indication of consterna-
tion she hurried toward him. He con-
firmed his guess as to her eyes, her
cormplexion, and her age. And he add-
ed another point to his catagory of her
qualities: she looked intelligent.

“ Oh, I'm so glad to meet some one,*
she said frankly and without the slight-
est trace of fear. “ Have you seen
anything of a small boy around here?”

“Yes, ma'am. Yuh mean Grant
Caldwelll?” he queried.

“Yes. I'm his sister. Where i8
he?" she asked eagerly.

“Mwwm there in Old Man Valley,”
he told her casually. " An' he's per-
fectly safie”

A look of vast relief swept Aeress
the girl's strained face. “ I=I've been
hunting for him ever since daybreak
I wondered if he could have gone that
way, but I saw no tracks™

“ No; he didn't leave no tracks here
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because he was ridin’ behind e on my
horse,” Auwstin said.

For the first time a look of suspicion
came into the girl's eyes. " Why did
you do that? Why didn't yeu bring
him home?” she demanded blunily.

“1 wish now 1 had, but to tell the
truth, miss, the little devil talked me
out of it,” Awstin said feankly,

A wisp of a smile crept over the
girl's lips. “Is he all right? Are yoti
sure?”

“1 know he had food and a bed last
night, an’ he looked happy enough
when I saw him this mornitt\”

“But why don't they" send him
home?”’

“1 fancy they will. But they intend
to make Caldwell—I beg your pardon,
your father—come here to this divide
an’ git him. In fact they seem to en-
tertain a suspicion that Grant was sent *
down there purposely so your father
could have an excuse to go down there,
or have the law on them or something.
Anyway, I'm expecting one of those
old men to come along any minute on
the way to tell your—say, what’s the
matter? Are you ill, or someittitgg?”
he broke off abruptly.

A startling change had come over
the girl. Her cheeks had turned pale
and she seemed to be shrinking as from
an expected blow.

“Oh, if only they hadn’t done
that,” the girl moaned. “I know
father wants to have trouble with those
old men, but that isn’t what I'm wor-
rying about. I did so want to find
Grant and get him home before his
father got back. He stayed in town
last night. But now he'll know that
Grant ran away—and he'll beat him.”

“ Yeah, Grant told me somethin’
about them beatin’s,” Austin said dry-
ly. *“ But you misunderstood me about
one particular. They ain't sent word
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to yore father yet—they just intend
to." " "

“But what difference does that
niglke?” the girl queried.

“ It may make a lot,” Austin said.
“ Come on, lef’s git yore horse out of
sight before the old fellow comes
Zllomg.™

“ But'what do you imtend to dio?”
the girl insisted.
= Just stzge a lil holdup,” be replied.
“If it "1l save that kid a lickin' I'm go-
in’ fo see that the old 'men don't send
no word to your dad."

“1 don’t see how—" protested the
girl.

But Austin was already leading her
horse into the timber. He had no more
than got it out of sight when they heard
a horse coming up the road from Old
Man Valley. A couple of minutes later
the old Irishman whom- Austin had
seen milking cows that morning ap-
peared. The old range veteran was all
unconscious of danger when Austin
stepped from behind a bush by the side
of the road, seized his bridle reins and
menaced him with a gun.

“ Keep your hands right there on
the saddle horn, uncle, because we're
goin’ to have a tallk,” Austin said.

CHAPTER VL
FIVE GUNS TO ONE.

E old man who had been so rude:
. ly stopped displayed a flash of
temper by an angry oath and a
quick grab toward his gun. Before his
hand reached it, however, he compre-
hended the folly of resisting a man
who alreadly had him covered, and
obediently brought his hand back to the
saddle horn:
“ Whut foolishness is this, ye young
divil ?' he demanded.
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“BNe harm is goin’ to come to yuh,
pop—as long as you forgit abeut that
artillery you're carryiiv,” Awstin said.
“In fact 1 think we'd beiter take it
away from yuh, an’ then yuh'll be able
to resist temptation. Will yeu step
around on the other side and git it
Miss Calldhnelll?”

Quickly and deftly the giel did as
he had bid. “ Whut’s the reason fer
this damnable outrage ?” old Paddy de-
manded, but his tone fell a great deal
short of anger, and Austin thought
there was a bit of a twinkle in his eye,

“You were on your way o the
T Bench ranch to tell Thorn Caldwell
to come up here an’ git his son,, wasn't
yuh?" Auwstin queried.

“ Yis, if it's any o' yore busimess"

‘ABut it is,” Austin answered. * Miss
Caldwell here has been out lookin’ for
her brother. If she can..git him home
before her father knows he’s run away
the kid won't git licked. But if Cald-
well finds out Grant has run away he’ll
give him an awful lickin’. All we
wanta do is keep Caldwell from know-
in' the boy run off.”

“ An' did yez think 1 had "im hid in
me vest pocket perchance?’ Paddy
asked sarcastically.

“No. But 1 do figger that old
Jumbo Alvord will be bringin' the boy
up here about the time he figgers Cald-
well .will arrive. When he comes we
intend to take Grant so Miss Caldwell
can take him home,” ‘Austin explained.

“Mm’ is that all?” old Paddy de-
manded sardonically. “ Thin hivin
have mercy on ver souls when yez try
to hold him up like ye did me.”

Austin looked at the old Irishman

curiously. “ How long before they’ll
be bringin® Grant up here?” he
asked.

“ Oh, *bout an hour,” Paddly replied.
“ Then we'd just as well make our-
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selves comfortablks!” Awstin said. He
led the way to where the horses were
tethered.

“What d'ye aim ter do with me
while yez are gittin' yerself Kkilllsti?"
Paddy asked mildly, as he settled him-
self on the ground.

“ 1 did intend to tie you up to a tree
until it was all over, but you're a good
sport an’ if you'll give your word not
ta interrupt an’ make trouble we'll
leave that part of it out.”

“¥'d jist as soon,” Paddy said
promptly. “In fact I'm not hankerin'
fer old Jumbo to find out how easy 1
was took”™

“Good. Then after we git the boy
you'll be at liberty to ride on an' no-
body will ever know you met with any
mishap,” Austin said.

“QWIED better till me the name o

I yer folks so I can notify ‘emn,”

Paddy said grimly.

“ Now, really, are those old men so
bad ?* Austin asked. “ You yourself
don’t look or act so bloodthirsty.”

“ Young feller, 1 don't know much
about ’em,” Paddy replied. * I'm jist
a newcomer, only been there six years.
They're mighty queer, them old boys.
Danged hard fer me to git used to
'em. Sometimes 1 wish I'd never gone
in there, but when an' old timer like
me who don't know nothin' but
punchin’ eows—an’ not too much ¢
that—begins to git crippled up he'd be
a plumb fool to turn down a sure pro-
visloa fer his old age.”

“ But can't you leave?’ Austin in-
guired.

“Leave? For why should 1 be
leavin'? Wihere would T be goim'?"

“But the Alvords are gitin' old.
Whhat will happen to you other old men
when they are dead ' Austin asked.

Old Paddy grinned. “ The Alvords
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have no kin, an' neither have we old
'uns. When they die, the last one of
them, the propity is willed jintly to all
the ould min still on the ranch, but on
condition that we 'low nobody but ither
ould min to come in, an’ when one av
us dies one av the new ones takes our
place. It becomes a perpitual home fer
ould an’ broken-down cow-ptinichers.”

Austin was sobered and-silent. He
had led the old Irishman on more for
amusement than anything else, but this
wizs information that concerned him
greatly. He was the lawful heir of
the Alvords, but .did he want to inter-
fere with the arrangements they had
made? They might be eccentric and
mean, but there was surely something
fine and laudable about this, even
though it had had its origin in hatred.
His gaze shifted to the girl,

She had not asked him his name,
and he wondered if it would have any
significance to her if she heard it. It
was a peculiar situation. Here was
he, a common cowpuncher, who, ex-
cept for a twist of fate,might now have
been the owner of one big cattle outfit,
and the sole heir to another. Amnd all
unaware that they might be infringing
upon any rights of his were these two
people, the old man and the young girl,
who each had expectations of inherit-
ing some of this property.

She was obviously unhappy on
account of her brother, and Grant had
said that her own treatment was no
better. Did Thorn Caldwell actually
dare to beat her? Somehow, he re-
solved he must tame this man Cald-
well,

It was rapidly approaching the time
when Jumbo Alvord and his old men
should arrive with the boy.

“You stay here with Paddy, Miss
Caldwell,” Austin directed. “ I'll call
you when it's all over.”
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“ No,” the girl filadledd. “ It's for

my brother and I'm going with you.
If there's going to be danger I'll share
it”
“ *“Yuh'd better both git some sense
into yer heads an’ let me go fer Cald-
well,” old Paddy advised paternally.
*“ Jumbo won't hurt the kidl.”

“ No; but Caldwell will,” Austin
said. “ Will you promise not to butt
into this if we leave you here allome?"

“1 never seen nothin’ 1 wanted to
mix into less,” the old man said. “ But
gimme my shootin’ iron.”

“ Not till this is over.,” Edith de-
clared positively.

“ Then T'll jist have to wait.” Paddy
shrugged.

EN the two young people

rode out of sight old Paddy

was sitting on the log they had
just vacated, puffing away at his pipe.
It would have been possible for him to
have got on his horse and sneaked
away through the brush and given the
old men a warning, but Austin had
falth that he would keep his word.

“ Miss Caldwell,” Austin said ear-
nestly, * it'll be a great favor to me if
you'll stay out of sight. Those old
men think I am spying upon them for
your father. 1f they see us together
that false impression will be confirmed.
Please stay back and leave it to me™

“Withy should they think theft?
Edith demanded, but without waiting
for an answer she continued. *“If it
might cause you trouble of course T'll
stay behind. But if anything happens
I'll take a hand. I—I hope nobody will
get killed.”

“ They won't. 1 wouldn’t harm ene
of those old men for anything,” Aus-
tin said with reld simcerity.

They both breathed a little faster as
they heard horses coming up the road.
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“ Stay here” Austin said curtly,
crowding the girl's horse behind a
huge clump of brush. He rode on a
few rods farther and waited for the
old men to come up.

There were six old men in all, and
they were riding two abreast. Grant
Caldwell was on behind one of the old
men in the middle rank. Old Jumbo,
of course, was ahead, and by his side
was his brother Hank.

Austin let them come out on the edge
of the clearing, and then he rode out
of the brush quietly. *“ Gemtlemmant™
he said, raising his right hand in an
unconsciously graceful gesture.

Every old man sawed back on his
bridle reins, and they turned to face
this rude young intruder. Old Jumbo,
Austin noticed, had let his hand drop to
his gun.

“ What're you doin’
Jumbo rasped.

“TItis is neutral territory, isn’t it?”
Austin asked. " You can’t accuse me
of trespass here, can youw?”

“No-o, but what d'ye want?” the
old man snarled.

“ The boy,” Austin answered suc-
cinctly.

“ Nobody'll git him but his own
father,” Jumbo gritted.

* His father ain’t comim”,” Austin
said tersely. “I know that the old
man you sent this mornin’ can’t find
him.”

“ He don't git his kid @l he does
come, damn him,” old Jumbo snarled.
“ He's gotta come to a show-down
with us here an’ now. We may be old,
but that dam’ outfit will find that we
still kin figint ™

“ Nobody doubts that, but don’t
make the kid sufffer,” Austin pleaded.
“ 1t ain't his fault that he tried to run
away because his dad was mean to
him—"

here?" old
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“ He's a dratted little liar. Yuh can't
poke that down me,” Jumbo Alvord
cut in bitterly. “ It was a dirty scheme
to spy on us an' cause trouble.”

“ That's a lie,” Grant Caldwell piped
up shrilly.

Austin realized then the futility of
trying to make the Alvords believe the
truth.

“ Be still, Gramtt,” he ordered curt-
ly. “ Now, listen, uncle "—itthe word
had slipped out unconsciously, but no-
body seemed to notice it— “ I mean to
take this boy right here if I have to
fight the whole bunch of you to do it.
Do 1 git him or don’t I?"

His hand streaked to his gun and it
came out and up as though by magic,

But smooth and perfect as had been
his draw it was but little faster than
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that of three old men—his umcles. The
inevitable stiffness of age alone had
prevented them from being just as fast
as he. The other old men reached for
their guns, but two of them were much
slower than the iflvords, and the other
did not get his gun at all, for the rea-
son that he found two small but deter-
mined hands grasping the handle of
it ahead of him and he could not get
the boy loose from it without knocking
him off the horse,

Austin's face had gone pale, but he
was conscious of intense excitement
rather than fear. He had already lost
the advantage his faster draw had
given him, but not because he had lost
his head. He deliberately held his fire,
with his gun pointed at Hank Alvord—
and five guns pointed at him,

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.

Novell House Mianing

HIEN the owner of a bamboo house in the Philippines wishes to move
his residence he hires a band, or at least two or three musicians, and
summons his friends and neighbors. ‘The time for moving is always set for
a holiday or Sunday in order that it may not interfere with regular occu-
pations. Bamboo houses are always built on stick-like uprights, and when
the crowd has assembled long poles are thrust beneath it so as to protrude
on either side. Beneath the poles stand the movers with brawny shoulders
ready to receive the burden. Others work the uprights back and forth until
first one side and then the other is eased down.

There is much shouting and bellowing of orders. Then the house owner
or his wife runs about distributing preliminary drinks of gin from a square-
faced bottle. The boss house mover gives a sharp command, “ Lakad ma!"—
“ Start wallkiing!"—and the procession starts with the band tooting madly
in the lead. Care is taken in maneuvering around corners, and sometimes
the house rocks perilously and threatens to fall Then flankers armed with
pike poles called tikhis jab the ridge pole and push the structure into place.
More gin is issued, and the shouting grows louder. On arrival at the chosen
place the house is lowered onto waiting uprights, and lashed fast with pliant
strips of bejuco vine. The moving is over, and the movers rub their shoulders,
wipe the sweat from their brows. They've done a neighbor a geed turn
and expect and receive—more gin. C. A. Freeman,
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CHAPTER 1.
MOROCCAN CABARET.

URKE landed at Casablanca at
B two in the afternoon, from the
Marseilles boat, and Merrit got
him through the Sherifian customs
and up to his apartment in the Avemite
Kleber within half an hour. Merrit
had the agency for the Goliath car in
Moroeeo, and Detroit headquarters
had eabled Burke in Paris to go down
there and investigate.
Merrit was friendly enough. He
was swartty and looked capable.
Going uptown in the taxicab, he looked

at Burke and made a straight proposi-
tion.

*“ 1 know why you’re here, of course.
Suppose we devote the afternoon and
evening to getting settled and having
a bit of fun? Then, in the morning,
you can take over the office and the
books, and go through everyihing.”

* Fair enough,” said Burke cheer-
fully. He was blond, wide-shouldered,
and with warm blue eves that could
turn icy at times, He had a goed idea
that Merrit was crooked as a €ork-
screw and he weuld have seme nasty
work, but there was ne fieed 6 be un-
pleasant. “Wi& go to youf guartais?

4
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“ For to-night, if you don't mind.
You'll be more comfartable there, and
to-morrow you can either stay on, or
get a room at the hotel. We have a
brand new one here,” Merrit smiled
evenly. Evidently he expected trouble,
and meant to meet it like a man, with
a shrug and a laugh. “ Thought T'd
take you down to the low quarter of
town -to-night—the new Arab town
built by the Sultam.. Some Berber
dancers are in from the hills, and you
will see something you won't often find
around the corner.”

* Suits me,” rejoined Burke.

Casablanca, with the exception of
the native town inside its walls, is
a new, up-to-date Erench colonial city,
and possesses nothing romantic or ap-
pealing, except the costumes and umi-
forms. It gets little tourist business,
and consequently what it offers the
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s’.

Theve came the crack of a shet

night wanderer is not showy or fake,
but the real article, frankly immodest
and without shame.

Burke left the taxi with his eom-
panion at the entrance to the part of
town known as the New Medinaft. Off
to the left the ground fell sharply in a
ravine, rising again to the palace; this
hollow was a masss of roofs and
adobes. The moon was high, flooding
everything with silver. The signs on
the high walls to which the two men
turned gave clear indication that they
were entering upon no Sunday school
excursion. Besides affording lliwing
quarters, this section of the city was
a place of amusement for soldiers and
hillmen, seamen from the port, for-
eigners from the town, Arabs from
the old town and the open country.
Waomen were muffled and veiled, men
wore voluminous garmemtts, with
chechia or turban, or both—all of
them looking rather shopworn, and all
of them wearing yellow slippers. Many
wore ragged jeffabs of old sacking.

“They distinctly lack romamue”
said Burke.
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Merrit laughed, but his tone came
with a touch of eagerness.

“You may find it aleat—who
knows? We'll hit the carnival section
pretty soon.”

They were walking along the nar-
row sidewallkks now. Here were
vendors of fruit and candy, women
without veils, plenty of electric lights,
and music on every hand. Presently
Burke found himself dipping into a
big room, half underground, with one
main entrance and several exits; a
cafe, in effect, with a regular cabaret.
Along one end, on a shoulder-high
phiafform of solid beams, sat the Berber
dancers, eight in number. Burke sidled
into a place at a table beside Merrit, a
long table, with a bench for seat, and
met with a real surprise as two of the
hillmen struck into a dance, drums and
pipes making music.

This was real dancing—a sort of
clog and tap, mixed with a real buck-
and-wing. But there was no tap to it.
Every touch of heel or toe was a rous-
ing wikami/ 1t was hard to see why the
platform did not come down or why
they did not smash their ankles. This
was a real mountain breakdown, and
was kept up without a pause for full
fifteen minutes, when the hat was
passed.

Y this time, however, Burke's at-
tention had been diverted to those
around him. A glass of strong

mint tea was placed before him, and
as he sipped it he used his eyes. About
him were Arabs, Berbers, Erench—
both soldiers and civilians—and girls
galore. Brown girls with wild eyes and
silken garments, Berlemr girls with
tribal tattoo marks on chin and cheeks,
negroid girls with frizzled hair.

And one other girl.

Merrit had moved down to the end
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of the bench, and was talking with two
of the Arab girls there in his rapid,
fluemt French; he did not see the other
at all. This one sat under an arch with
two Freach officers. She was looking
straight at Burke and smilimg; a girl
in a rose-pink dress, a drooping leg-
horn straw hat, and a white coral
necklace at her throat. A French gitl?
He fanciied not; impossible to say,
however.

“ Bunke!" Merrit was leaning over
toward him. “ T'll be back in a minutk;
a chap outside wants to see me*

He departed, shouldering aside the
girls. Burke fancied that sorrie one had
brought him a message. Looking again
at the girl with the two officers, Burke
caught one swift, startling look that
jerked him upright. She glanced after
Merrit, then looked directly at him
with a most imperative gesture. The
two officers were laughing with one of
the Berbers and paid her no heed.

Burke frowned, half started up,
then resumed his seat. He had heard
about the women in Morocco—how
they had flocked in from all countries
to make things lively for the troops.
Yet this girl was not one of the sort.
He looked at her again, and met an
impatient grimace. Then she was talk-
ing with her companions again, gayly,
quite ignoring him.

One of the officers rose and left the
place. The other, a burly man whose
heavy black mustache partly concealed
a purple scar at the right corner of his
mouth, looked at Burke for a moment
carelessly, then turned at a sharp out-
cry from outside. He leaped up and
strode out.

Swift as a flash, the girl slipped
from her seat and in three quick
strides was leaning over the table be-
fore Burke, her voice low, tense, strik-
ing at him. And she spoke English.
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“ Get out of here quicklly! Get him
away!”

“Eh?” Burke was startled. “ Who
do you mean?*

“ Merrit. Quicklly! Don't you kmow
he hasn't a chance in the world here?
It may be too late even now. Get him
away! Move!™

Burke read the urgent anger in her
eyes, and rose.

“1 don't know winat it's all about,
but I'll get him away,"” he responded.
“ With whom am 1 speaking, if you
please 7"

She broke out in a passion of anger
and despair.

“Hool! To stand here talking that
way—move ! He must have been mad
to come here! Quickly, tell him to call
me later to-night at this address—in
an hour. Off with yow!"

Burke thrust into a pocket the card
she handed him, and made his way
out of the place. The hubbub had sub-
sided : it had been a fight between two
women, he gathered.

He stood out in the street, dimly
lighted, and glanced around. At this
instant, from some point not far away
came the crack of a shot, then another.
A burst of cries went up; in a moment
the street was filled with rushing fig-
ures and wild voices.

Burke stepped back into the dark-
ness beneath an arched entrance, wait-
ed there, listening. Presemtlly two
Frenchmen came past, stopped to light
cigarettes; he caught the glint of umi-
forms. One of them spoke softly.

“Wo was it? Why, that fool
American, Merrit. They did for him.
He was crazy to come here to-night—
but there you are. We knew he'd get it
sooner or latter.”

“ There was another man with hiimm,
said the second voice. “ Who™"

“ Don't kmow. The Intelligence will

*
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know, of course. It doesn’t matter: he
is not involved. Better get back, mon
ami. This means we’ll be ordered up
to Merrit's apartment presently, to
search for the yellow box. Baraud is
set on having it. Come allomg!”

They disappeared. Burke remained
motionless for a moment, stupefied by
what he had just overheard; then, as
a crowd surged past, he slipped in
among the figures and made all haste
to get out of the place.

Two minutes later he stepped into
one of the waiting taxicabs, gave Mer-
rit's addresS, and went whirling away
at breakneck speed toward the French
town.

TH the speed of the cab, his
thoughts fell into some co-
herence. What it all meant, what
it was about, he had not the faintest
idea; but if Merrit were really dead,
then it was a form of suicide. He knew
perfectly well that Merrit, on the mor-
row, had faced exposure and disgrace
for embezzlement and foegery. Merrit
had known it, too. And Merrit had ap-
parently come here deliberately seeking
death. Who had murdered him, and
why?

“ No wse asking foolish questinms”
thought Burke, with a shrug. * The
police or soldiers will be along soon
enough. According to those French
officers, I'm not under suspicion, and
I’d better Jook up that yellow box my-
self and see what's in it. And where
does the girl come in? She was a
stunnmar!”

He paid off the taxicab and mounted
to Merrit's apartment. Luckily, he
knew all his papers were in order, and
he had nothing to fear from any one,

Entering the apartment, he found it
as they had left it, and went directly
to Merrit's bedroom; here, if any-
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where, would be the mysterious yellow
box, and he would not be likely to have
much time.

Glancing around, he went to the
dresser and opened drawer after
drawer, in vain Burke paused, asked
himself what he would do if he had
something to hide—and went to the
closet, where a number of empty grips
were placed high on a shelf. Wiith a
grunt of satisfaction he felt a rattle in
one, as he got it dewn. It was uf-
loeked, and he opened it, te find a paelk-
age wrapped IR Hewspaper—a large,
seiuare package. He stripped it epen
and disclesed a sguare bex ef yellew
Moroceo leather; leeked. It had ne
key.

For a moment, Burke hesitated. This
was none of his business. It was very
likely something illegal. The part of
wisdom was to leave it alone. Yet
Merrit had been murdered, and Burke
meant to know why, and if possible to
bring the killers to justice; curiosity,
8 slow anger, a sense of comradeship
with the dead man, consumed him.

He replaced the grips, and took the
yellow box into his own room. It fitted
inside his toilet case, . which he dumped
out. Putting the leather Box inside the
toilet case, he snapped it shut again and
left it on his dresser, shaving materials
on top of it. As he finished, there came
a long and authoritative ring at the
bell, followed by a sharp knocking on
the door of the apartment.

CHAPTER 1L
A SINISTER FRENCHMAN.

TTH the police, whose six-point:
ed stars proclaimed them civil
servant?, were two officers,

Frenchmen of a Sherifian regiment.
One introduced himself to Burke as a
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Captain Lamarte; he was very polite
and cordial. Wihen he had inspected
Burke's papers, he nedded and re-
turned them.

“ Entirely in order, m’siew’. We
know you only arrived to-day. You
were with M"sieu’ Merrit when he was
killed to-night ?”

*“1 was at the mediaih with him,
yes. I heard the shots, some one rushed
past saying that he had been killed. I
did not know what to do, and came
back here”

“ Wisely. You know why he was in
trouble?”

Burke explained why he had come
here, and the officer nodded again.

“1 am of the Intelligence, M siew’.
Not only was M'sieu’ Merrit in busi-
ness trouble, but he had become in-
volved with gamblers and worse. It is
our duty to seal his rooms and inspect
his belongings. May I suggest that
you, being in no way involved, may
find it more comfwitable if you remove
your own things to the hotel? We shall
be glad to assist yous.”

This was, obviously, the thing to do,
and Burke jumped at the chance.

Half an hour later he was installed
at the Grand Hotel, with the comfort-
able knowledge that the gentlemen of
the Intelligence had given his belong-
ings a good searcth and had found
nothing. The toilet case with its con-
tents had been passed-up.

Once alone in his room—tthis spank-
ing new hotel was well equipped with
telephones—Burke went to the instru-
ment, took the girl’s card from his
pocket, and looked at it. Upom the
blank card was scribbled a name,
Marie, and a telephone number. He
called the number, and a woman's vgice
responded.

“1 would like to speak to Made-
moiselle Marie,” said Burke.
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“ One moment, m’siew—she has just
returned,” was the answer. Then,
after a moment, he heard the crisp,
English voice of the giel he had seen
that evening.

“ This is Miss Thornton. Welll?"

“ This is Mr. Burke speslkimng—the
gentleman to whom you gave a catdi—"

“Ohr" Her voice leaped slightly in
alarm. “ Wait a minute—where are
you?"

“ Room four twelve, Grand Hotel”

“ Mention no names” she said
quickly. ““ However, I don’t think you
can do anything for me. 1 wanted our
friend to call me up, as he has been
keeping something for me—"

“ Something yellow ?” asked Burke.

“@h! You kmow?”

“1 have it here. Others have been
looking for it. Is it yours?"

“TIll have to tell you—it's fright-
fully dangerous! You can't possibly
keep it! Where can 1 see you now, to-
night, at once? That thing must be
taken to Fez immedirettdjy—"

Burke intervened quietly.

“ Suppose you meet me at one of
the cafes near here? It's still pretty
early. Name the one, and I'll be there
in ten or fifteen minutes™

“‘The Marmontel, then. It's on the
Place de France, close by you. Get an
inside table if you arrive before me—
not out in front, remanbmﬂ"

“ Very good, miss,” rejoined Burke
with a laugh, and hung up.

™ O!” He turned and regarded the
() yellow leather box. * This thing
must go to Fez to-night, must

it? And dangerous. Hm! And Mer-
it was in with gamblers and a bad
erowd generally. And if it hadn't been
for Jim Burke, the police or somebody
would have had their paws on this long
ere new. Hm! Taken all in all, looks
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to- me like Jimmy Burke had better
know what he’s getting tangled inte. 1f
I'm any judge, that glfl was straight
as a die. But just the same, let’s play
safe.”

He picked up the box, perceived that
the lock was some small but ingenious
mechanism that prebably held it fast
all around by steel bars in the Frengh
fashion, and without hesiitation
dropped it on the floor and stamped
hard.

The top of the box was crushed in.

Burke picked it up, tore aside the
wood and leather, and revealed a mass
of tightly packed pink cotton. When
he had removed this, he brought to
sight something that drew a low
whistle from him as he eyed it.

It was a necklace made from large
disks of red coral. FEach disk was
carved intricately and mounted in gold,
upon which were Arabic characters
graven, and between each disk was. a
little ball of gold, likewise engraved:
The pendant, hewever, was what drew
Burke’s eyes—feF it was an emerald
full twe inehes leng, with ene flat sur-
face upen whieh was deeply eut the
werd ** Allah,” a werd s6 eemmen i
Arabie that even Burke resegnized it

Then he perceived that this must be
no necklace, but a Moslem rosary, each
bead representing one of the hundred
“ ineffable names” of God. It was
enormously long, and was very obri-
ously of great age and value, even
apart from the huge emerald. Opening
ene of his long windows, Burke
switehed off the lights in the room,
flung the fragments of the box from
the windew, eareless where they fell,
sheved the resary inte his peeket, and
strode eut:

“ What counts, evidently, is not the
container but the thing contained,” he
reflected cheerfully, as he sought the
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street and the big Place de France just
around the corner, the center of life
in Casablanca, with. the walls of the
older Arab town just oppesite. ‘* Se
we'll dispense with the bex, whlieh
doesn’t matter, and thereby get rld of
danger allss.”

In this eminently sensible frame of
mind, he came to the Cafe Marmontel,
one of the large cafes half bordering
the square, and walking in, got a table
inside, where there were few people.
The euter terrace was well filled, as al-
ways, with Freneh, officers and Arabs,
but a private conversation might well
be earried en here witheut eavesdrop-

ping.

URKE had no more than ordered

a Rossi, when Marie Thornton

entered, now wearing a warm
evening cloak over her shoulders, and
he held a chair for her. Then she agc-
cepted a cigarette, and as the match
went out they looked for an instant
into each other's eyes. Burke read in
the cool- gray gaze that here was a
girl straight as a die indeed, and una:
fraid. )

“ Come clkan, the said quietly. “ If
we're going to do business, as 1 think
we are, I want to be in on the whele
thing. You're a friend of Merrit?"

She nodded shightly. 1 knew him
back home, yes. Hadn't seen him for
years, until ] came here a few menths
ago. I'm putting in a year here, paint:
ing.”

“ Oh! You're am atiists"

“Trying to be one. Before | do any
confidential talking, however," and ReF
cool eyes probed him, * §HBP@§§ yeu
tell me who you are and why:

Burke laughed. Laughtéf beeame
him, lightening his rather harsh fea:
tures and warming his blue eyes wen-
drously. He obeyed her behest, tell-
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ing her frankly about Merrit's trouble,
and she appeared little surprised.

“ And you think he took you there
to-night—on purpose ?” she said, when
Burke had told her everything.

“Yes,” he rejoined. “ You knew
that he was in a bad crowd?”

“ He admitted it,” she said. *“ Some
of the Arabs are a bad lot—the young-
er generation, with money, no morals,
and some position. Plenty like thag! I
think they got him In thelr grlp, and
when he saw a ehance to break clear,
he teek it; and failed.”

The Raossis arrived. Wihen the
waiter had departed, Burke spurted
water into the glasses and sipped the
carmine drink.

“ Come cleam,* he repeated laoconi-
cally. “ Whefe does Baraud come into
it?

He thought a swift pallor filashed
across her face.

“ Baraud? The man with me to-
night? You know hinm?”

“ Not at all. He was the chap with
the scarred cheek,'eh? An ugly brute.
And he’s after the rosary is he?”

She leaned forward, gripping the
table edge, staring at him.

“ Are you—have you led to me?"
she demanded. Amger flashed in her
eyes. “ You said you knew nofihig—"

“ Come cleam,” said Burke. “ You
first. Then I'll reciprocate.”

With an effort, she relaxed and
assented.

“ All right. Baraud has been in the
army here, with the Intelligence. He'’s
made money, and has resigned. To-
night was his last night in uniform.
I'm not fond of him by any means, but
he’s a gentleman, 1s very agreeable, and
has influenee, Alse, he's intimate with
many of the Axab ehiefs and great
fmefn. Merrit has lest heavily te him
at varieus kinds of gambling.”
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She paused, sipped her drink, and
then resumed.

“ Well, a week ago poor Merrit bet
Baraud that he could steal the rosary
of Idris from the tomb of Idris at Eez.
Idris founded that city a thousand
years ago and is buried there in the
chief mosque. No Christian can even
enter a mosque here, you know; the
French uphold that law very strictly.
This is supposed to be the rosary used
by Idris, who is a saint among the
Moslems, and was lavishly mounted in
gold and jewels by one of the old Sul-
tans. No white man has ever seen it,
even, unless he became a Moslem. Mer-
rit bet Baraud a hundred thousand
feancs that he could get away with it.”

Burke whistled. Marie Thornton
leaned back in her chair and nodded.

“He did. Presumably one of his
disreputable Arab friends, Hussein,
helped him do it. They figured that a
huge reward would be offered; per-
haps Hussein stole it and Merrit took
it over. I don't know. Anyway, Hus-
sein was found dead two days later, a
knife in his back. They suspected
Merrit was in on the robbery, but
probably were not sure. Baraud, of
course, fold the natives nothing about
the bet—"

“ Are you sure of thatt?" interjected
Burke,

“NNo; but he weuldn't de it, any-
way," she returned with seme indigna:
tion, “ However, they suspeeted: A
huge fuss was made about it: Baraud
saw the necklace to-day, and paid Mer-
rit the amount of the bet, or at least
told me he had paid him. The rosary
was in a yellow box."

“ It's in my pocket now. The box
was too dangerous, too easily receg-
nized,” said Burke, and while her
startled eyes dwelt upon him, told of
smashing the box. Eurther, he told of
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the scrap of conversation he had caught
abaut Baraud. “ Looks to me like your
friend Baraud wants that necklace.
You think he’s straight, do you ?”

He was astonished by the sudden
pallor that came into her- face.

“ Oh!" she said in a low voice. “ Oh!
Then—then that explains it—"

“ Explains whatt?" said Burke.

“ A—a good deall” For some rea-
son she seemed badly shaken. “1—
I never mistook Baraud for any angel,
certainly. But I didn't thuimik—"

HE fell silent for a moment, then

looked up and met Burke's gaze.

“ Something happened there -~

night, and this explains it," she said in

a low voice. “ Would you—would you

be very shocked—if 1 were to think

that perhaps Merrit had not been killed
by the natives, after alll?”

Burke's brows went up. “ So! No,
after sizing up your friend Baraud), T'd
not be surprised at anything he might
do. He looks to me like a bad egg. You
think he might have had some one do
the trick, do you?"

“1 heard some one say, back there,
that a Frenchman had done the shoot-
ing,” she answered. “ No one saw just
who it was. Of course, there's no evi-
dence—but—"'

“ But we don't need amy more, just
now,” added Burke, with a short nod.
“ Want to see the rosary? There’s a
whopping big emerald on it—the thing
must be worth a small fortune.”

He reached for his pocket, but she
stopped him swiftly.

“ No, no—are you mad? Not here,
in public! If it were suspected that
you had it, the natives would be after
you in an hour's time! Valuable? It's
worth a fortune, to the Arabs! And if
it's as I think, if Baraud really wants
to get hold of it—"
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Burke grinned. “ Then his secret
service work would have him all set to
get it, eh? T see. Well, I've got the
thing, and what am I to do with it?
Twuen it over to the police?”

“ Not unless your're amxious to see
Baraud get away with it,” she rejoined.
A glow of color grew in her face, and
her eyes hardened a little. ™ And that
he shan’'t do! Poor Tom Merrit—I
dor’t hold any brief for him, and 1 cer-
talnly den’t excuse him, but 1 hate to
think of his having been mirdered.
And if Baraud really had it deme or
was behind it="

“ Then he has something coming to
him,” said Burke quietly. ‘1 tell you
what I'll do, Miss Thoraton. I'll put
this rosary into the proper hands—
Arab hands—and bargain. T'll turn it
over, on condition that Merrit's mur-
derer is brought to book. How'll that
be?”

“ Excellent” she exclaimed quickly.
Burke nodded.

“Right. Now, young lady, let's
have a clean breast of it, and excuse
e if I'm too personal. Were you and
Merrit in love?

“Not in the least’” she returmed,
with a slight smile. “ I'm not in love
at all. My whole interest in him was
because we were friends years ago,
back home.”

. “ Goodl; nmo emtamglements, then.
You know this country better than 1
do. You said that the thing must go
back to Fez at once. Wihat would you
stuiggesit?”

“Wédll, T intended to take it back
there myself and turn it over to a man
I know,” she responded. “ It would
have to be very carefully done, of
course, But since you have it, and
sinee this other fatter—about Baraud
=has cotme-wup, perhaps you'd better
de it”
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“WMhy not do it together?” asked
Burke. “ There's no great rush about
my business here; I can untangle Mer-
rit's affairs later. How far is Fez from
here, by caun?”

“We could make it do-morrow,
easily.” Her gray eyes lighted up.
“Good! T'll take you up en it, Mr,
Burke! Have you 8 cad?”

“Three or four, unless Merrit's
burned ‘em up!” Burke laughed. “ I'll
have a Goliath eight ready any time
you say, in the morniing.”

“ Here at your hotel, then, at eiighnt’™
She rose. “ We'd better not be seen
together-—let me leave alone, please.
You've no idea how everybedy in
Morocco is a spy! And above all, be
careful about letting a soul see that
rosary, It's a safe bet that every na-
tive 1s on the lookout for it, and about
half the French, You willl?”

“ Naturzllly,” said Burke, rising.
“ Run along then, and all good hudk!
Until to-morrow.”

With a wave of the hand, she de-
parted. Burke remained a few mo-
ments longer, finished his drink, and
then satintered back to his hotel. He
was rather acutely conscious of his
sagging coat pocket. He was still
more consclous of it when he reached
his ewn reom, and epening the doef,
saw Captaln Baraud, still in uniferm,
sitting there awalting. him.

CHAPTER III.
CLASH OF WILLS.

APTAIN BARAUD bowed and
introduced himsellff, cordially
enough.

“1 must apologize for being in your
room,” he said in fluent English. “1
am, however, of the Intelligence, and
have a few questions to ask in regard

2 A
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to Mr. Merrit—a mere formality, of
course. If it will not mmeonvenience
you—"

“ Of course mot. Make yourself at
home,” said Burke dryly. He did not
need to be told that the Frenchman
bad made a thorough search of his
room. As he dropped into a chair and
met the probing dark eyes, he felt a
flasih of antagonism, but repressed it.
Nothing had been found in Merrit's
apartment, so the man had come here
direct,

* By whom was poor Merrit killed 7*
asked Burke abruptly.

“ By a soldier, a Frenchmamn,” said
Baraud. “ I must tell you that Mr.
Merrit was under suspicion of smug-
gling or handling narcotics. He was
stopped for search, and resisted. He
even drew a pistol, upon which he was
shot and killed. A' large amount of
mekphia was found tipon his body, I
might say.”

Burke nodded. Very prettily cov-
ered up; the murder had been well
planned. He did not believe for a mo-
ment that Merrit, whatever his faults,
had been a narcotic peddler, but it
would be rank folly to say so now.

“I'm at your service, Captain
Baraud,” he answered. “ 1 imagine
that you know all about me?"

“We are well imformed, yes. 1
should say that you are in no way im-
plicated in this whole affair, fortu-
nately for you. 1 merely desire to ask
a few questioms’*

Burke relaxed and took a cigarette.
* Shoot,” he said briefly.

“ We are looking for a further sup-
ply of morphia, believed to have been
kept in a box of yellow leather,” said
Baraud. * Did Merrit mention such a
box, or did you see it, while you were
in his apartisaat?”

The American shook his head.

3 A
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“ Sorry 1 cam't help you there,” he
rejoined. “I was at the apartment
only for a couple ot hours this after-
noon ; then Merrit took me for a drive,
we had dinner, and went out to the
niedimgh. No, he never mentioned
such a box, and I don't recall having
seen the thing lying areund. If he
were il the dope business, he wouldn't
want me to know it, naturally.”

“ Of course,” agreed the Frenchman
smoothly. He was studying Burke as
they talked. “ Still, it is. rather odd
that the very box we are seeking was
found half an hour ago, crushed and
broken, out here in the street—almost
below this windiow.”

“V¥&s, that is rather odd,” agreed
Burke amiably. *“ By the way, did you
say your name was Baraud? I believe
Merrit was speaking of you this after-
noon. You were friends?’

Baraud's blaakk eyes narrowed
slightly.

“Yes, in a way. He did not kmow
that I was handling the investigation
of his case?’

“ Apparently not,” re joiimed the
American. “ He said something about
having won a large bet from you—I
believe he was counting upon the
money to help him out when I came {0
look over his accounts and books to-
morrow.”

The black brows shot up. * Yes? But
I paid him the amount of the bet only
this morning. A hundred thousand
francs, quite a sum! In cash, alss.”

Burke knew the other was lying.
Merrit had cashed a check that evening
at the restaurant where they had dined.
He looked at Baraud with a slight
smile, but changed the subject.

“ And what other information can
I give you, captain 7"

“ None, at the present moment. You
will be here for some days, no doult?’
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For several weeks, I imagine. I'm
going to Fez in the morning, to chea
up matters with the local agency there,
and shall be back here in a few days.”

ARAUD nodded carelessly and
B looked at the table by the wall.

Upon it was heaped the pink cot-
ton that had come from the yellow
box.

“ That looks like the stuff used by
jewelers,” he observed significantly.

“1t is/' said Burke. * Pretty, ism't
it? By the way, 1 think Merrit said
that you were out of the Intelligence
Service now, didn't he? Or was I mis-
taken 7°

In these words, the Erenchman
sensed the antagonist who confronted
him. The two men exchanged a level
look, Burke smiling, Baraud keen-eyed
and angry. It was a moment of sharp
awakening for Baraud, who now per-
ceived that this American had been
quietly having fun with him all the
while, had pierced his lies, probably
knew a good deal more than he let on.

“ Let me tell you somethiimg™ said
Baraud slowly. “ Morocco can be
either a friendly or a very dangerous
coxintry, Mr. Burke. It is as you
choose to make it.”

In a flasin, Burke took his decision.
Already the fat was in the fire—that
accursed pink cotton had exposed all.

“Very well,” he rejoined, his eyes
suddenly icy cold. “ And let me tell
you something, my dear captain. I
know very well that you are not in the
Intelligence Service; 1 know that you
are not in charge of any case against
Merrit; 1 know that he had nothing to
do with any narcotic handling; 1 know
that you did not pay him a hundred
thousand francs to-day: and what is
more, 1 know who was behind hls muir-
der and why he was murderedl”
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Baraud's dark features ttwirned
darker, and the scar half-hidden by his
mustache became an angry, flaming:
purple. Yet he kept himself well in
hand.

“ 1t seems to me that you are a little
out of your headl/" he observed coldly. :

Am 1 to construe your tone as a
threat 7"

* As you please, dnd be damned o
you,” said Burke, and smiled a little,
“Do 1 make myself clear?"

“You do.” The Frenchman bowed
slightly, mockingly. “Arlu rezaprr! 1
shall make myself clear to you, in turn
—hefore very long.”

He departed without more words.

Burke smiled, and undressed m a
bad humor. He was disappointed. He
had hoped that his abrupt defiance
would throw the Frenchman into a
temper, get some impulsive admission
out of him; but the other had been far
too clever. It was that confounded
pink cotton that had given the game
away! Still, Baraud had undeubtedly
searched everything in the room with
great care, and weuld not be sure about
the rosary. Burke got eut the relie
and looked it over.

“ You may be sacred, and worth a
pile of money, but you're blamed dan-
gerous, alt right!” he addressed the
string of coral. ™I expect there'll be
visitors to-night, and I heed my sleep
—so we'll just take care of you right
now.”

He filled his wash-basin, scrubbed
his hands thoroughly, put the rosary
plump into the soapy, dirty water—
and left it there. Ten minutes later
he was sound asleep, without even
troubling to lock his deor. He was
dead tired, for the day had been long
and eventful; net even the ray ef an
electric toreh, falling en his fase twe
heurs later, awakened him.
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- He hadl lefit aan enrly e, andl et
the native boy who summoned him
with a note to the Goliath garage, to
have an eight sent up for his use, Then
he started dressing, and diseovered ifi-
mediately that he had entertaified eall-
ers unawares during the night. Geing
to the wash boewl, he drew out the
resary, ehuekled, and dried it off eare-
fully before poeketing it.

“ Outsmarted ’em for once, amy-
how!” he reflected cheerfully, and
went down to breakfast.

HE car arrived at seven thirty,
. and he arranged with the garage

man to have Merrit's remaining
stock taken care of until his return. He
had packed a few things and had them
fetched down, and was putting them in
the car when a taxicab drew up and
Marie Thornton alighted, bag in hand.
She came directly to him, and he saw
a glow of excitement in her face.

“ Can we get off quickly—this very
minute?’ she demanded breathlessly,

- without so much as a “ good morming "

“ Hop in,” said Burke, and took his
place under the wheel. With the slam
of her door, the car was off. “ What's
the rush? Trouble? Better direct me,
first.”

Across the square, and in five min-
utes they were on the Rabat Highway,
which runs along the coast to the cap:
ital.

“ No wouble,” she explained, * but
T was followed here. Something's hap:
pened. What?* . .

“ Nothing mudh” said Burke ami
ably, “ exeept that yeu and I have mst:
Oh, yes—Baraud paid me a visit last
night. He got nasty, and so did I, and
he departed. He lied like a house afire;
too. There isnt a bit of deubt that he
did in poor Merrit." _

Once out on the highway, With Ae
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speed laws to hold him baek, he opened
up the eight and an excited laugh breke
from the girl.

“ Splemdiid! And you really had it
out with him? He's a bad man to have
for an ememny.”

“And a worse for friend,” said
Burke. “I'm not worrying, so cheer
up. If you see any one following us,
let me know.”

She laughed again. “ Small chance
of that! They'll be ahead of us at
Rabat, though.”

“ Nonsemse!" scoffed Burke. “ Look
here, young lady, be sensiblle! This is
broad daylight and the Tweptieth Cen-
tury. Baraud isn't going to have us
pinched, believe me. That bird doesn’t
drag in any police—he’s too wise! He
might try banditry, I'll geant you. Let
him! If we're going to Fez, can't we
pass up Rabat?”

“ We'd have to stop at the hotel in
Rabat to get some lunch,” she rejoined
dubiously? “ But it's only a two-hour
drive with this car. Hm! We might
stop at roadside hot-dog stands, or
what passes for them here, and then
skim the ouwtskirts in Rabat and over
to the Meknez and Fez road. But I'm
afraid he'll be ahead of us, or will have
telepioned.”

“ Never be afraid,” said Burke. “ It
doesn't pay. By the way, here's the
rosary, in case you'd like to look it
over.”

While she exclaimed in delight and
wonder over the coral, the big eight
purred on, past other cars, past busses
loaded from running-boards to roof
with Arabs, past donkeys and carts and
fortified farms and ancient castles,
with the Atlantic smiling to the left in
the sunlight and the great Moroccan
upland swelling and billowing off to
the. right.

The better he became acquainted
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with this American girl, the better
Burke liked her. He even managed to
pick up a mutual friend or two, thanks
to having summered in the little Michi-
gan resort town whence she came, so
that in no time at all they were on a
very friendly basis. Then, abruptly,
as they swung about a curve and

pitched down into a deep ravine, she .

caught suddenly at his arm, In swift
alarm.

Burke had already seen the block-
ade, however—a cart overturned be-
low, a big bus drawn up waiting to
pass, with a number of soldiers and
Arabs from the bus helping to right
the cart. Two French officers were
standing to one side, watching. They
looked at the approaching Goliath and
exchanged a word.

As Burke brought the car to a halt
behind the bus, one, of the officers, very
gay in his blue and scarlet and tan and
gold, stepped up and saluted smartly.

“ Good mornimg.” he sad, “Am ]
by any chance addressing Monsieur
Burke?”

“ Correct,” said Burke. “ What can
I do for you? Give you a kLiifftt?"

“ Thanks, but it is not mecessary,
monsieur.” Erom his tunic pocket the
officer produced an envelope, and
passed it over with a flourish. “T was
asked to give you this, in case 1 met
you on the road. Thank you.”

With another salute, he turned away
and rejoined his companion.

Burke tore open the envelope, whieh
bore no address, and from it reroved
a single sheet of paper bearing a few:
lines of writing. He scanned it, gave a
sniff, and passed it on to the girl be-
side him. The cart was just being
swung off the road, and the bus, taking
on its load, resumed its way. Burke
swung in behind, then opened up and
passed it.
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* Our friend Baraud thinks he's be-
ing very durned impressive, eh?” he
said. “ That's the Freneh of it for
you!"

- Marie Thornton held up the paper
and read the brief epistile:

M. BURrRke:

¥t you stopped at the Transat Hotel
in Rabat and asked for Captain
d’Estrees, you would be able to turn
over what you carry at a very good

- profit. If you meglect tie appmertumityy;,
it wili be most unfortunate—for you.
Barawm,

. A gasp escaped the girl. “ Of all
things! Delivered in this mammar!”

“Bah!” Burke chuckled. W&l
just call his bluff, savwy? That's us,
comrade!™

CHAPTER 1V.

LAND OF SPIES.

ABAT dropped behind, with only
a pause for gas and oil to fill the
maw of the Goliath. On up over
the hills to the east, and a pause to-
ward noon at a roadside bus stop, with
wine and sandwiches for refreshment,
and luscious crimson pomegranates,
dead ripe at this season, for dessert.
Then on again, until the gigantic
walls of Meknez came into view, the
big car purring smoothly with the
throttle wide open most of the way.
The- afternoon was hot, sun-white,
blinding. ‘They wound along past those
massive walls, into which were builded
the bodies of Christian slaves by the
thousand, down to the stream and
on up the long slope beyond, leaving
the anelent eity behind, toward the new
French town on the opposite hills,
“ This Baraud of yours,” said
Burke, as they hummed along, “is a
gpoor bluffer. If he's any good, he'll
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have the description of this car, and
will have telephoned ahead—he may
even be ahead of us himself, for we've
seen several airplanes this morning.
But 1 think we’ll stop in here, and do
a little of the same work ourselves’”

He drew up before the imposing
structure of the P, T. T.—Pustes,
Telephones and Telegraphs—amd met
the inquiring glance of his companion
with a smile.

“ Who's the chap we're going to see’
in Fez? The one to work the deal for
us?"”

“@h! Of course.” She swung open
the door on her side, and alighted.
“ Come on. Tl get him on the lime—
he's the manager of a branch bank
there and knows me. You can speak
with him. His brother is one of the
big lawyers here. They're Erenchr-Al-
gerian, and hate the military, and all
the big natives are their firm friends.
Al binsd™

Burke swung in at her side. * Does
he kmw#- Baraud 2"

“ Of course. Every one here does”

In another ten minutes Marie Thorn:
ton got her connection and broke into
smiling speech with one Monsieur
Souzane. She introduced Burke, and
handed him the receiver.

“Hidllo!” he said in Erench.
“ Mademoiselle ‘Thornton is here with
me in Meknez. We have something
with us which most of the natives are
looking for—sommething in a yellow
box. Do you get me? It was recently
stolemn—"

“Mor the love of heaven, #siguut”
came the sharp response. ¥ Are you in
earnesit?’

“ Entirely. So is a certain Captain
Baraud, who is either ahead of us er
behind us or somewhere on the trail.
We want to turn this object over to
you, for restitution, I've a large car}
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a Goliath, and we're heading for Fez.
I have every reason to think we may
have trouble before getting there.
What do you suggesit?’

“ Does Baraud kmow your car?-
came the instant query.

“ He dioes”

“ Where are you mow?"

“ At the Bureau des Postes’*

“Good. Stay there” The wvoice
was curt, energetic, vibrant. Burke
liked the unseen man at once. *“ Within
fifteen minutes a Fiat car will come to
pick you up; the driver will mention
my name. Trust him. Good-ipy!”

And M. Souzane hung up.

Out on the sunlit steps of the build-
ing, Burke turned to regard the girl
whimsically.

“Hile’'s a fast worker, eh?’ he ob-
served, telling her what Souzane had
said. “ Evidently he’ll telephone some
chap here—and we’'ll be relieved of the
Goliath, I'd better arrange to have it
taken care of here, then. Hop in.
We'll apparently depart, but stop at
that garage down the street and walk
back here.”

Where's the rosary?' she asked.
“ Still in your podket?”

Burke nodded, as he swung the car
about. “ It bulges, too. Can’'t be
helped.”

“ Let me tell you somethimg,” she
said gravely. “ You take all this very
lightly, Mr. Burke, but you don’t know
Morocco. Every man you meet may
be a spy. Every native, every resident,
has heard about the theft of that ro-
sary. Baraud may be out of the secret
service, but he has all the connections
necessary; and human life is valued at
less than nethimg here. You must
reglize="

Burke grinned. “ My dear girl,” he
intervened, “ if we stopped to realize
how serious every step of our daily
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life might be, we'd go crazy! Now,
forget it. Here's our garage”

They turned in at a small garage.
Inside the entrance, Burke halted the
car, and the girl alighted, taking her
hand bag. No one was visible here,
and he drove on to the far end, where
amechanic was talking with two
Arabs.

“1 want to store the car with you
for a day or two,” said Burke, as the
mechanic came up.

“ Gladlly, m'siew’,” was the smiling
response. “ It will be quite safe here”

S Burke got out, he was aware
that the two natives had come up
and were watching him with a
curiously intent expression, but with
the cordial, friendly smile which he
had noted upon the faces of all the
Arabs in ‘Morocco. Just what that
smile meant, he had not yet learned.

He glanced at the entrance, and saw
that Marie Thornton had stepped out«
side and was waiting on the sidewalk.
The mechanic saluted him.

“ One moment, m'siew’—{L will get a
receipt card from the office.”

As the mechanic departed, Burke
leaned into the car for the toilet ease
that carried his few personal belong:
ings. Some vague prestieRRe—C¢ey=
tainly no sound—caused him to glanee
around. Not three feet away, he saw
the two Arabs darting upon him, ene
of them with knife plunging in for his
side.

Off balance as he was, unprepared,
unarmed, Burke could do only ene
thing—but he did it like a flash. Shev-
ing against the car, he kicked up and
backward. His boot, with all the
weight of his shove behind it, slammed
into the knife-wicider. The blew
caught the Arab somewhere amidships
with terrific force. The man utiered
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a startled gasp, doubled uwp, and
dropped to the cement floer.

The second native, however, fell
upon Burke, clawed him away frem
the car, and bore him te the floer, tea¥-
ing at the bulging eoat peeket. OBVi:
ously the plan had been for ene fan
to knife him while the ether sesured
the coral.

This scheme had already gone agley.
Burke let the Arab claw, and get to
one knee, then smashed in a hammer-
blow to the brewn faee. The man
snarled, and erupted in a perfeet fufy
of passionate rage. A knife gleamed
in his hand. Fergetting the resary, he
was new at Burke's threat with a
lightaing blew.

Somehow, Burke knocked the kmife
aside, and then came to his feet. His
fists drove in, right and left; the Arab
staggered, but recovered and leaped
back at him. Burke met that leap with
one smashing drlve, aeeurately timed.
It went straight te the angle of the
jaw, and knoeked the native off his
feet. He stretched eut with a spas-
modie jerk of his knee, and then lay
still. The first Arab was drawn P
mha greaning knet, elutehing his stom-
a@ H

Burke leaned forward and explored
the ragged garments of the senseless
man. A grunt of satisfaction broke
from him as his fingers came upon a
pistol. He jerked it out and thrust it
into his pocket, then rese.

The mechanic was returning, gap-
ing, staring at the scene.. Burke
chuckled.

“ These fellows tried to rob me. Are
they friends of yours?’

“ But no, m'sien!” burst forth the
mechanic. “ They had but just come
in when you arrived. They had begun
to inquire after a car—youes, perhaps.
I will call the police—"
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“ Let them go,” said Burke. “T'm
in a humnry.”

He pocketed the car ticket, got his
toilet kit, and a moment later was join-
ing the girl outside. She looked at him
and uttered a sharp exclamation.

*“ What's happened? Yow — olh!
Your hamdi?

Burke looked down and saw blood
over his left hand. The knife had cut
across the back of it, but he had not
felt the hurt. With the grimace, he
produced a handkerchief and wrapped
it about his hand.

“ Come on, no time to waste,” he
saiid]:" A couple of Baraud's men were
in there, 1 got a gun off one of them,
so now I'm fixed for business. Is that
a Fiat in front of the bureau?” A

It was. They hurried along to the
building, and were met by the driver
of the Fiat, a bearded Arab. in nonde-
script garments and a wretched jellab
made of burlap sacking. He grinned
and spoke in French.

“(lkeod morning!
me—"'

“ Then move quidkly,” said Burke.
“ In with you, young ladly! Get going,
my friend.”

M. Souzane sent

Y the time they were in the back
seat, the Arab was under the
wheel, and the FEiat went away

from there with a jump.

“1 have iodine here” and the girl
opened her bag, * Give me your hagd*

“ With plessure” said Burke cheeii-
fully.  Both of them, if you like!"

The driver glanced around, saw the
crimsoned hand, and grinned. Burke
asked where he was taking them.

“To Fez, m'siew’. You have had
trouble 7"

“Ne," grunted Burke. * Ofhers had

trouble.”
The native laughed and sent the €aF
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forward at breakneck speed, with im-
perative honks of his horn at any one
in the way.

In ten minutes they were out of
town, following railroad tracks across
high %2gorges, winding through deep
valleys, sweeping up again to the high-
lands. His hand bandaged, Burke lit a
cigarette, met the anxious eyes of the
girl beside him, and laughed.. He
hauled the rosary from his pocket and
shoved it into her lap.

“ You take it—Marie is the name, 1
think? No use standing on formality.
You see, I'm the one they're after,
now, so you'll have more chance of
getting through with the thniimg™

She hastily put it out of sight, and
with a nod leaned forward to the
driver.

“ Where are we going in Fez?"

“To the Dar jamai, mademoiselle.
M. Souzane said to take you there, as
it is the closest to the gates, and he will
meet you there. Thus you will not have
to pass through the city. He said that
he might meet us on the road, but was
not certaim.”

Marie turned. “ Good! That's the
Transat Hotel—an old palaee made
over. I'm beginning to feel that we've
pulled through, Mr. Bukke!"

“Eh? Who's Mr. Burke ? My name’s
Jim.>”

“ Thien, then” Laughter rose in her
eyes, then they sobered. “ Amd to
think that only last evening I was at
that native cafe with- Baraud, when
everything began to happan!”

“1t sure began then, when 1 saw
you,"” observed Burke. “ No use blink-
ing the fact, Marie. And I noticed the
way Baraud looked at you, too! That's
why 1 didn’t like him from the stzrt.”

She met his gaze, and nodded.

“ 1 know; just the same, he's always
been very polite. I was a little afraid of
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him .at times, though he's really rather
fascinating."

The Arab glanced around at them.
“ Baraud, eh?” he said in English, to

the amazement of Burke. “ You
friends of Baraud?"
“No, we're not” said Burke.

“ Where in the devil did you learn
English ?”

“Iim  America,” and the native
laughed. " Ringling’s circus two years,
mister. Wiith fine horses. Ismail my
name.”

“ Hurrah! Glad to meet you, Mr.
Ismail,” responded Burke.. * Step on
the gas, boy! I laid out two of Baraud's
friends back yonder, and we're in a
hurry.”

“ You bet, damn' good,” was the
merry rejoinder, and the Fiat spurted
down a long steep hill. Marie touched
Burke's arm and spoke very softly.

“ You never kmow what you'll strike
in Morocco, Jim! Be careful”

He nodded. Five minutes later, her
words were exemplified, when there
came a drumming roar from overhead,
and Burke looked out the side of the
car to see a military airplane not a
hundred feet above, sweeping along
beside them and then zooming up with
a roar and a leap, to swerve, away and
vanish above the hills.

CHAPTER V.
AN ARAB STUMBLES.

E afternoon was more than
half gone when FEez came into
sight, their first glimpses of it
being the new French city off t@ the
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They turned abruptly from the gates
of Eez-Bali, to follow the road along
the walls and animal market toward
the heights of Fort Chardonnier and
the Merinide tombs of the twelfth
century. Even the anxiety of the girl,
caused by the sight of that hovering
airplane, had now vanished, for the
end of their road was in sight, and
danger over.

The cattle market behind, with its
dust and herds and throngs of Arabs,
they were winding up among the trees,
when a native scurried out on the road
ahead, to cross before them. The
driver honked at him. The Arab gave
the car a startled glance, tripped, and
went down in the road square in froat.
The driver slammed on his brakes,
missed going over the man by a few
feet, and leaned out to pour a flood of
invective upon him. The native rose,
to show a negroid countenance and a
forked black beard, and flew inte a
passion. He eame up to the side of the
ear, shaking hls fist and erylag eut
{uriously—titen,: uwnexpectedly, seized
the driver by the arm and halt jerked
him eut ever the side of the ear.

And at this instant a dozen men
came running from the side of the
road, closing about the car before
Burke realized their presence. The
hapless driver was hauled out into the
road and hammered senseless.

Burke leaped out, the pistol in his
hand. Even as he did so, he sensed that
it was a trap, that this was no hap-
hazard affair. The spot was isolated,
with the vast city of Fez far below, to
their right, stretched out across the
valley in a blue haze. As he came to
the ground, an Arab leaped upon him
from behind, bringing him down, and
iren hands seized his arms.

He pressed the trigger blindly. A
shot cracked out, and another. He
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heard a cry from the girl in the car,
then a harsh, imperative voice that he
vaguely recognized. Something struck
him heavily across the head. For the
third time, he fired, weighted down by
bodies, and heard a man scream in re-
sponse to the shot. Then a blow on
the head iaid him out senseless.

~ A second car came up beside the
first. One of the Arabs flung back the
‘fhoed of his brown jellab and stepped
4p beside Marle Thoraton, revealing
the face of Captaln Baraud.

“Into my car. if you please,” he
commanded curtly. “ No argument, 1
beg of you! Talk later. Or must I
have you put in the car?”

“ You beastt!” she returned heaitedily.
“ And 1 took you for a gemtitmen—""

“ Put this woman into my car,” he
said in Erench, beckoning his men.

“ No need,” said the girl angrily.

She left the Fiat, whose bleeding
driver had been lifted and flung sense-
less in among the brush, out of sight.
Going to the other car, whose Arab
driver held the door open for her, she
got in. Baraud ordered in two of his
men, then spoke to her again.

* Your pardon, Miss Thornton. You
will not be hurt unless you call out or
endeavor to attract attention. In that
event, you will suffer, and 1 shall be
forced to kill your friend here. Re-
member!”

Burke, fast bound, was flung into
the Fiat. ‘The group dispersed and
vanished, leaving Baraud and two
other men beside the FEiat. They
searched this car swiftly and diligent-
ly, having already gone over Burke's
bod}. Then Baraud nodded and
ellmbed in.

“ All right, Emile. You know where.
Thev have hidden it, or she has it. Go
ahead!!”

The Fiat was turned about and
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driven away rapidly, following Ba-
raud's car.

HEN Burke came to himself, he
was lying upon a couch in a
handsomely furnished room
with tiled walls and fitent. His head
ached painfully, but he was unbound.
A trickle of water came from a wall
fountain at one side, and rising. he
repressed a groan and bathed his head.
The high windows admitted level sun-
set light, and he looked around I
quick interest. There was one massive
door to the room, and It was fast
barred or locked.

Except for his lost pistol, none of
his belongings had been disttirbed. He
sank down on the edge of the couch,
wondering at it all.

“ Baraud was too smart for us, €n?”
he reflected savagely. *“ And now he's
probably got what he was after. He's
got me as well, blast him! But he’s not
through with me, that's certaim”

A moment later he looked up, at a
sound from the door. 1t was opened
by a native, and into the room stepped
an officer in uniform, the same Captaln
Lamarte who had come to seareh the
apartment of Merrit. He gave Burke
a smiling greeting.

* So we meet again, mon ami!’ he
said pleasantly. “ Sorry to find you in
this fix. My friend Baraud will see you
hi half an hour or so. Make yourself
comfaontiable. I'll have some food and
wine brought to you. Mile, Thoraten
is quite safe, so be at ease.”

“ Very kind of you, captain” said
Burke. He rose and glanced at the
open door and the native there. * Yeu
didn’t find what you wanted at Mer-
rit's rooms, eh 7"

“ No, but it's al! right now,™ and
Captain Lamarte laughed.

“ Probablv. You and Baraud are in
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on the game together, eh?’ Burke
shrugged and broke into a laugh,
“ Well, you've won the big stake, any-
how; and as you can’t get the emerald
necklace without my help, I suppose
you'll be satisfiisd™

“Hh?” Lamarte’s countenance lost
its good-humored negligence. His eyes
narrowed greedily, and he gave Burke
an intent look. “ What necklace is
thatt?"

With an air of surprise, Burke

glanced at him and then at the door.

“Hut I thought you knew! Well,
since you don’t, there’'s no more to be
said.”

Lamarte turned, went to the door,
shot a few words at the native, -and
then slammed the door and came back
to Burke.

“ Now, my friend, just what is this
about an emerald necklaoe?' he said
quietly. “ Baraud knows nothing of
it; he need not know. 1 can befriend
you, if you make it worth while*

“Vi&es?” said Burke, hesitant. “Bint
why am I a prisoner here?"

Lamarte waved his hand. “ih,
Baraud merely wants some informa-
tion from you. He has the rosary,
we’re in his house in Eez:-Djedid, and
if you play up a bit, there'll be no more
trouble. About the emeralds, now!
You left.them in Casablanca? Trust
me, and in half an hour you'll be out
of here and on your way to safety.”

Lamarte made the unlucky error of
thinking that the American wanted to

get out of here at any cost. Burke
wanted no such thing. ' .
“1 suppose you're right” said

Burke, lowering his voice and glancing
around. “ Merrit may have been
wrong, of course, in saying the neck-
lace was worth a millien franes—but
if you'll promise to help me="

“ Gladly, gladiy?” exclaimed the of-
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ficer, his dark eyes gleaming eagerly
as he scented the chanee to grab off
something rich on his own aceount.

“ Then,” and Burke leaned forward,
“Tl tell you—"

His right came up. 1t was a short,
snappy uppercut, but he was balanced
to get full weight into it. Lamarte’s
head rocked back, then he sagged for-
ward as his knees loosenedl; Burke
caught him, laughing a little, and low-
ered him to the cQuch.

“That was a mean crack, but you
deserved it!” murmured the American,

He removed the Sam Browne belt,
unsnapped the shoulder strap, and with
the two bits of leather bound Lamarte
very effectually, pocketing the pistol
from its holster. Over the recumbent,
senseless figure he drew two thick
Shleu rugs from the fioor,

“ Quite as good as any-gag!" he ob-
served cheerfully. “ Ta-ta, my dear
Lamarte—pleasant dreams! And now,
let's see your friend Baraud, a little
before he's ready.”

JJE went to the door and flung it

I 1 open. As he had expected, the

native had departed. Stepping

out, Burke closed and barred the door
again.

He found himself at one end of a
long corridor, ¢closed on the left, with
doors-opening off. On the right were
arches, opening en a huge tiled court,
with a fountain in the center. Oppeo-
site, across the court, were the usual
native rooms, opening full upen the
central square, without deers in their
open arched walls. Baraud was cer-

" tainly net ever there, and sinee the

doors dewn the eorrider were elesed,
with ne natives leafing eutside, he
weuld net be in any of these reems
either. The daylight was new rapidly
failing.
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To his right, Burke saw a circular
staircase, and went to it. He descend-
ed halfway, and paused. Below was a
glare of electric light, and two Arabs
were talking idly and smoking, before
a closed door. This was probably a
hillside house, he reflected, and Ba-
raud’s private rooms would be on the
first floor, below.

As Burke paused, a bell jangled.
One of the two Arabs jerked open the
door, and Baraud's voice came in Ara-
bic. The two men responded. One of
them disappeared. The other closed
the door and came to the staircase,
starting upward.

Burke crouched down behind the
three-foot inner wall of the staircase,
waiting. In the obscurity, the native
did not see him until too late. One
startled cry burst from the Arab,
checked midway as he was hurled
agalnst the outer wall; then, before he
eould ery out again, Burke’s boot drove
Inte him and he lay sprawled and mo-
tlonless.

A moment later, Burke was at the
door below. No one was in sight.
Carefully grasping the knob;, Burke
drew open the door a crack, and heard
Baraud's voice.

“ You see, my dear Miss Thorntom*
the man was saying in English, ¥ it was
really very foolish of you and this man
to combine against me. I gave him full
warning, and he ignored it. You ask
me for his life—well, what can | do?
I will grant your request. 1 will let
him go free from here, on one condi-
tion.”

“ And what is that?"' came the voice
of Marie Thornton.

“ 1t is, that you will give me your
company for the evening. We shall
dine with El Mokri, whose house not
half a dozen Christians have ever seen,
He is the wealthiest man in Morocco.

And later, you shall go to the Dar
Jamai or where you will. Come! This
is a little price to ask, efn?”

“ Far too littlls” she made answer
angrily. “ What is behind it?”

“ You shall see there is nothing be-
hind it said Baraud, with a sillky,
laugh. “1I have sent for Lamarte—
you remember him? He obeys me.
You will hear my orders regarding this
foolish American; you comprehend, 1
fmust keep the man in my power, even
if T let him go free. You shall see! 1
will have a millien franes in cash to-
nlght frem El Moekfi for this litle
bauble on.the table. A millien? Tweo
millien at least! These dogs of Arabs
are wealthy men, many of them, and
they ean afferd te pay fer thelr relies.
What de yeu siy? De yeu agree?

“1 must,” came the girl's voice.
“Yoomt must not harm Mr. Burke. If
you merely want to have my company
for the evening, very well. If there's
anything behind it, then look out!

Burke smiled grimly, having a fair-
ly good idea of what might lie behind
it, for he had seen Baraud's eyes when
the man looked at Marie Thornton,
and he knew what thoughts bred such
a Jook.

Then, straightening up, he knocked
at the door.

“Hiter,” came Baraud's voice.

Pistol in hand, Burke walked into
the room and closed the door behind
him.

CHAPTER VL
A FIGHTING ATTEMPT.

HE room was magnificent—the
floor thick with Berber rugs, the
walls half tile and half the an-

cient carved plaster work which is now
a lost art, the ceiling of inlaid woods,

¥
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a superb fountain plashing softly down
one wall, old mosque lanterns filled
with the soft glow of electric bulbs.

Upon a divan against the far wall
sat Marie Thornton. In an easy chair,
facing her, his back to the door, was
Baraud. The rosary of Mulai ldris
lay on a tabouret beside him. He was
just lighting a cigarette, and did net
turn as the door opened.

“ Enter, enter, Lamautel” he repeat-
ed. “I want to speak with you about
the American upstairs. Give him a
stronge dose of narcotics and take him
to-night to the Dar Jamai. Plant some
morphia in his belongings, and have
the police seize it, while he sleeps. Then
leave the rest in my hands. You in-
derstand ¥

Burke stepped forward.

He came to the side of Baraud's
chair and his pistol-butt tapped down.
The Frenchman never knew what hit
him. He slumped in his chair and the
cigarette fell from his fingers to the
rug. Burke stepped on it calmly, and
looked at Marie Thoraton.

She had fainted.

Oh, hedk!" muttered Burke dis:
gustedly. “ If T—hello! Why, the poor
kid—"

Swift revulsion of feeling seized up-
on him. One of the girl's arms was
outthrust, and upon the exposed wrist
he saw the marks of bruises, fast turn-
ing black. He seized her other hand
and found more marks. He realized
now how Baraud had gained that
rosary beside him, and cursed the
precious thing as he glanced down at
jit, the coral and gold and emerald
gaudy in the shimmer of light.

Striding to the door, he locked it and
then brought water from the fountain
In an ash tray. After a moment, Marie
opened her eyes, and her fingers closed
on his hand.
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“ You—it's really you!” she mur-
mured, and sighed as he helped her to
sit up. “1 thought it wasn't redl!”

“ Real emough,” Burke said, and her
eyes dilated upon the slumped figure in
the chair.

“ The women!” she murmured, and
shivered. “ Those women—they hurt
me, and then they found it—those
black women—"

“ Forget it,” said Burke. * Snap

-out of it, Marie. . .Do you kmow your

way out of here?"

“ 1—1I1 think s0,” she returned, with
a puzzled frown. “I'm not certain.
Is he humt?”

“ Not as badlly as he should be,” said
Burke, and ‘leaned over the French-
man. His fingers went through the
man’s pockets swiftly, and he thrust a
number of papers into his own pocket,
then produced a second automatic,
which he handed to Marie. “ Can you
use #t?”

L Some_"’, 4

“Know your -way around this
burg?*

She nodded. “ Pretty well.
here for a month, skethiimg.”

“ Then let’'s get out. Feel ablie” He
inspected her critically, and his blue
eyes lighted up with his warm smile.
* Marie, you're a peaci! 1 don't
wonder this bird wanted to take you
along for the evemimg! It wouldn’t
have been a healthy visit, though. He
figured on making me out a dope
handler, and you'd have gone to sleep
at this Arab’s house, and so forth. The
fmore 1 think about it, the sorrier I-am
1 didn't hit our friend harder! TFeeling
fit agaln ?”

She smiled and rose.

Quite, thanks." Her hand came out
and touched his bandaged hand. “ Jim,
you're wonderful! 1 don't know how
you did it, but—well, when. you

I was
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showed up I was thinking of grabbing
one of those weapons on the wall and
going for him.”

Burke glanced at the wall above her,
which was decorated with all- manner
of ancient weapons, most of them in-
laid with ivory and silver and stones.
He ran his eyes over them, and then
stepped to the divan.

“ That's quite an idea, young latty,*
he said, and caught down a heavy whip
of woven thongs intermeshed with
gold wire and having a handle of bar-
baric silver worksmanship. “I'll just
take this along. You'd better be pre-
pared for a scrimmage. We'll not get
out of here very easilly.”

Ripping the bandage from his left
hand, he. shifted his automatic, and
swung the heavy whip. Its lash hissed
and cracked sharply.

. QUICK rap sounded at the door,

A and Burke swung around.
“Ready for it, Marie?" he

said, and lifted his vdice. *“ Enten¥”

The door swung open, to reveal an
Arab who started into the room. He
checked himself,in' amazement at sight
of-ttiemn. Then the long lash flicked
out at him. With a shriek, he turned
and fled, holding his hands to his face.

“ Clumsy,” said Burke, striding for-
ward. “ Come on. - Start shooting if
you see any one—it's noise we need
now! The sooner the police show up,
the befter.”

“You don't knmow Eez,* she re:
sponded, and laughed shakily. * Turn
right outside—I know that much—
we'll get to the gardens that way."

Burke swung down the corridor in
which he found himself, obeying her
direction. Ahead of him flitted sev-
eral figguess. He flung up the automat:
ic and fired, the shot reechoing with a
roar through the place.
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His bullet missed its mark, but the
figures vanished. Shrill voices, the
pounding of feet, resounded on every
hand. A trim figure appeared running
toward them, an officer in umiform,
flourishing his pistol and ealling sharp-
ly at them to halt. Burke laughed and
fired, and the officer pitched sidewise
and was gone from sight. A morent
later appeared a wide archway, with
gardens beyend. dimly lighted by ee-
casional electrie buibs.

“TItiis way, Jim!" The girl's voice
came, clear and cool, to guide him.
“We came in across these gardens
from the gates”

“ Right,” he saiid, and swung toward
the arch. Then his whip. curled up.
“Look out—stay behimd me! The
fools are rushing us.”

A burst of voices, a mass of Arab
figures ahead, suddenly massed. to
block their passage. Careless now of
the outcome, Burke fired into the midst
of them, and with the shot his pistol
jammed. A growl, a savage animal
snarl, and the Arabs leaped at him,
knives agleam in the light. A shot
rang out, and the bullet sang past his
ear.
Burke hurled himself full at the lot
of them, his eyes aflame with the lust
of fight. The whip curled and cracked
among them, battered at them, lashed
across arms and faces like a golden
snake. One native plunged forward,
screaming, flinging himself at Burke's
throat, but the whip butt crashed over
his head and he went down. At his
elbow, Burke heardl the girl's gun
crack out, and then the throng broke
and he was through, striding aleng a
graveled path ameng the trees.

- “HHuEt?" exelalmed Marie, panting.
She was running now, to keep up with
his fast stride.

“NNot a bit.”
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Sharp while it lasted—a swift,
deadly ten seconds of cruel work, but
they were through, and yells leaped up
behind them. They passed under a
light, and rushing shapes came hur-
tling at them from ahead, voices yelp-
ing in shrill excitement. The whip
cracked and bit out, the yelps ehanged
to wild shrieks, An A¥ab relled at their
feet, blindied; the others screared and
vanished,

Burke laughed as he strode, a fierce
wild note in his voice.

“ There'll be a great clean-up of this
rats’ nest when the authorities get
busy!” he exclaimed. “Hiavamd and
his gang staked everything—and lost.
Officers in uniform, eh? Courts-mar-
tial by wholesale on that head alone—
Look out! Daminatinn—"

They came suddenly, leaping from
the trees and bushes on either hand,
three or four of them. Marie fired
twice, as Burke lashed out, but it was
a near thing. One Arab bore Burke
backward, gripping for the throat, and
was stabbing desperately whem the
whip butt cracked his skull. Burke
straightened up, unhurt.

“ Get to the gates, quidklly? he ex-
claimed. “ We can't keep this up.”

He could see only bushes, trees,
fountains, a dark mass of high walls,
the lights of the building behind. 1If
they were in the city, it was invisible.
Burke felt something dragging at his
packet, and felt for it. A chuckle came
to his lips, as he felt the rosary of
Idris. He must have caught it up as
he left the room, stuffing it into his
pocket.

Just ahead showed another light, a
bulb hanging in a tree. As they came
to it, two rapid shots cracked out some-
where.

Burke halted. The whip dropped
from his hand. He half started to pick
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it up, then checked himself, repressed
a groan.

“ Marie! Give me your gun. Ge on
ahead, reach the gates, get through—
somelinow—""

Startled by his voice, she caught at
his arm, clung to him.

“ You're hurt, Jim—oh, where is #it?
Come on with me, you must! It’s not
far now—"

He swung around a little, grimacing
with pain. He got his back to the trees,
snarled at her fiercely, almost inco-
herently.

“Damn it; let go of me! Go on, ]
tell you—yes, they've got mw, all
right: Ge en, will you? Get out of
here—damn it all, get out! Meve! Run
for il

The dlesperate urge of his voice
eompelied her. With a half-strangled
s6b she shoved the gun inte his hand,
pushed on past him, disappeared, run-
ning in the darkness. Burke knew that
her pistol could have only a shet or
two left. A groan broke from him. He
put a hand to his back, felt the warm
sticky bleod.

Above the uproar sweeping through
the gardens he caught the voice of
Baraud. The weight dragged at his
pocket; he jerked out the rosary, and .
with grim bravado flung the thing
about his neck. A dark mist came over
his eyes; only with an effort did he,
keep himself from falling. He stood
there, a swaying, hurt figure, awaiting
the end.

T came swiftly enough. As the dark
mist cleared away, he saw them
there fronting him, a half circle of

savage faces staring at him, eyes roll-
ing wild, weapons glittering. They
were pointing at him, pointing at the
coral of Idris about his neck. He
laughed grimly as he looked at them.
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“ Forward, raliile™ he ttawmted
them. *“ Finish it, finish it! And the
first of you will go down the road to
hell ahead of me. Come along! Where
is your master? Where's Baraud?"

The Arab voices broke into a fu-
rious snarl of hatred and rage. The
circle started forward, then broke.
Baraud came bursting through them,
pistol in hand. He saw the American,
and halted.

“You dog!" he cried out. “ So it
was you, eh? Take it, damn you!”

He fired. Burke felt the shock of the
impact, then stared curiowslly as
Baraud toppled forward on his face.
A man who falls that way is done for.
He realized that his own pistol had
spoken. Then he saw them closing in,
saw the steel flashing in the light. This
was the end.

Burke laughed as they yelled at him
in a surging wave of hatred. His auto-
matic cracked, and again. They
wavered—another shot would break
them. But his last shot was gone now.
The hammer clicked. One fierce yell of
exultation, and they surged forward.
Burke hurled the empty weapon in
their very faces as the dark mist closed
dewn.

About him was a furious, swaying,
fightimg mass of figures. His eyes
cleared. A dark shape rushed at him,
and Burke's hand went out, gripped a
throat, clung tight. Voices were at his
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ears, he heard Marie Thornton crying
at him, pulling at his arm. She was
there indeed, her face a blaze of ex-
citement.

“Uet him go, let him go! Jim!
Wake up!™

His grip relaxedl. The man before
him was no Arab, but a bareheaded
Frenchman, trying to uphbeld him.
Burke tottered.

“ 1t's all right, my friemd!” came the
man's voice. " I'm Souzane—thank the
good God we got here in time! My
driver brought us word. You're all
right now. Ma’'m’selle, get that cursed
rosarv out of sight! Quickly, hide the
thing'¥”

Burke tried to realize it all, and suc-
ceeded dimly. The tide of figures had
ebbed and broken and left them there
alone, Baraud dead on the ground. Po-
lice whistles were shrilling. Souzane
patted his arm, after a moment.

“ All right, my friend, take it easy!
Two bullets, but neither of them vital.
We'll have you bandaged in a jiffv and
taken care of—and there's a million
francs waiting in Arab hands for a re-
ward.”

*“ Reward be dammnst™ said Burke,
and laughed a little as his hand closed
on that of Marie. ““ I've a better one—
eh, my dear?

Her fingers pressed his in response,
and lie was still laughing gayly as
darkness closed over him.

END.
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Flaherty, a tough private detective,
who had met Helena on the road with
a letter from her father and had forced
his company on her. Flaherty disap-
pears after the attack. Larry and Ara-
mis decide to go to the Hopkins home
at Burlingame to interview Helena, as
Aramis does not believe Hopkins was a
suicide.

He tells Larry of another recent
case of supposed suicide, wihere
wealthy Jimmy Trelawney and his
bride were found burned to death in a
mountain cabin.

On the darkened grounds of the
Hopkins estate Larry and Aramis meet
Thor Larson, Star reporter, and find
the house surrounded by gunmen. The
three fight their way free, and decide
to join forces, like the Three Musket-
eers. They see Flaherty drive up and
enter the estate. Larry, worried for
Helena's safety, decides to enter the
house while his two companions wait
outside.

CHAPTER V.

THE MYSTERY HOUSE.

¥ ARRY strode off confidently
enough, albeit conscious of a
vague tenseness and an element
of thrill.

His heels clicked briskly on the stene
steps of the mansion, and he pulled the
doorbell vigorously. It seemed t@ him,
though, that some one was at the deeF,
and that from somewhere Ridden eyes
inspected him carefully befere it fmallK/
swung open.

A young maid, with a rather pale
face and exesedingly Bﬂghf 7
looked questioningly suf at RIF: =~

“T'd hike © we Miss Hopking:
Larry said. , :

-‘-‘ &H?& Wy, Sk ShEs—ASE TeEElV:
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ing te-night. My mistress has suffered
a great loss, amdi—"

“1 kmow,” Larry nodded sympa-
thetically. " But she’ll see me, I'm
sure. In fact she asked me to call. My
name is Bellew. Please tell her I'm
here.”

The maid hesitated, then studdenly
stepped aside to let him enter. The big
hallway, he noted, was illuminated by
only a single globe, which scarcely dis-
pelled the deep shadows at its farther
end.

“ Wait here, pleass” the girl told
him. “ Il inform the mispress”

She started swiftly up the steps.

Now there had been nothing unusual
in her brief statement or actions, yet
Larry felt a sensation of uneasiness
that sent him lunging impulsively after
her.

“ Just a mimutte?” he exclaimed, with
a gruffness he didn’t himself under-
stand. “ It’s all right. I'm so sure of
it, I'll just go on up with you.”

“No!”” The maid's exclamation
was startled and shrill. “ Why, Miss
Hopkins is in her private apartmendt!
I never heard of such a tinngg™

“ Well, there always has to be a first
time.” Larry grinned reassuringly but
firmly. “ And I'm an informal cuss.
Miss Hopkins knows me well enough
to forgive it. Trot right along, my
child.”

The maid wrenched from his grasp,
as though to bolt for it, then changed
her mind.

“Very well, sir," she said, with a
look of queer intensity. “ Since you
insist—"

With no further demur she led him
to the second story, and along a broad,
gloomy corridor. A door showed in the
semi-darkness. ‘The maid jerked it
open, slipped through, and fairly
slammed it in Larry's face. But an in-
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stant later the door reopened, and he
saw her arm beckoning.
“ Come in, sitr.”

E light within the chamber was
so brilliant, in contrast with the
corridor, it blinded Larry for an

instant. Vaguely, then, he made out
the, costly silks and furnishings of a
luxurious boudoir. A soft but pleasing
fragrance cloyed the atmosphere.

“ Miss Hopkims—" began Larry
hesitantly, advancing a few steps into
the room.

He felt, rather than saw a blur of
motion as a tall, slim figure arose from
a distant chair. A voice, clear, cultured,
but etched with coldness, came to him.

“ Well?*

Larry blinked constrainedly at the
white, oval face of the girl in the vivid,
crimson dressing-gown, who stood so
coldly and stiffly there.

“ I—why it's Miss Hopkins 1 want
to ses—"

The girl's eyes didn't waver,

“ Well, what do you want of me?*

“You?' Larry all but gasped.
“Why, nothing whatever, maam!
There must be some mistzke! You're
not—"'

The girl smiled. * The mistake, my
poor, deluded intruder, is all yours, |
assure you!"

Her lips closed in a thin, hard line,
and she made a curious motion with
her hand.

That motion, and a vague flurry of
sound just behind him, were Larry's
last clear impressions for some time.

Mouth opening for a startled excla:
mation, he half whirled aroumdt—too
late to save himself. A strong hand
clamped like a vise over his parted lips:
Another closed viciously on his wind-
pipe.

- In a last, desperate effort o break
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loose from his unseen assailant, Larry
dropped to his knees, and then jerked
sidewise.

He heard a hoarse and savage grunt.
The weight upon his shoulders shifted
an instant.

There was a whir and muffled im-
pact as a round, heavy object descend-
ed brutally on Larry's bowed skull.

With that he slid into unfathomable
blackness.

ESPITE his calm assurance,

Ramy had looked after Larry

dubiously as the latter's broad
shoulders vanished up the drive.

“ Hanged if 1 know whether we
should have let him do it,” he mur-
mured to Thor. “TFet Flaherty af-
fects my psychic nerve. An aura of
poison hangs about him. And the
kid—"

“ Aw, he’s a live wire. Don’t worry
about him,” Thor grunted. “ There
goes the door—he’s in, Ramy! Hot
dog!"

They began their vigil patiently
enough in the deep shadows beside the
gate. Afiter the thud of the door upon
Ramy, a mantle of silence again fell
over The Castle, so complete that it
was almost oppressive. Occasionally
there was a flash of headlights on the
highway, and a car snorted past the
watchers, but the great mansion of the
dead steel king loomed before them
aloof, detached, with no sign of life
about it. Indeed, so dark, so still, so
frigid did- it stand there, it gave the
impression of a deserted house.

“Ten minutes” said Ramy, glanc-
ing at his wrist watch. His voice was
husky. “ Gosh, it seems like an hour."

“ Uhr! mumbled Thor vaguely, and
they fell silent again.

Another ten minutes dragged past.
Ramy's eyes were smarting from their
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fixed stare at the gloosn-shrouded man-
sion.

“ He ought to have made some sign
or something, confound it!” he burst
out. “ He must know we're palpitating
out here!l”

“ Ye-ah,” agreed Thor. “ The girl
sure wouldn’t chew the fat with him
all night, under the circumstances . . .
Hanged if I can figure it.”

They had begun to step to and fro,
peer about, shift their weight restless-
ly. As the delay lengthened, Ramy’s
expression grew tense. He appeared
laboring more and more in the grip of
an unwonted anxiety.

But at the end it was Thor, the slow,
phlegmatic Thor, who blew up com-
pletely. He swung and dropped his
hand em Ramy's shoulder with a grip
that made the young man wince.

“My skin's crawlin', old - timer.
Dunno why, but somethin' tells me
we've tossed that kid into a lion's dem”

“ Same here”

“ Then, demmit, Ramy—Iet's call

|m

the cops!

“ On-what grounds? We haxemt
any, that's the rub of it We don’t
know that there’s anything actually
wrong."

“ But, gosh, he’s been gone half an
hour—yes, more’'n that, man! We
goin’ to stand here like a couple of
boobs all nighmt?"

“ We'd be bigger boobs if we called
the cops—right now, anyway. We
need something more substantial than
dark suspidions”

“ All right. Then how'll we go zbout
getting it?"

“ It means getting into that house—
and not by the front door, either. If
anybody has knocked over Larry, they
would do the same for us.”

“ But you said that gang of stiomg-
arm men was still in the shauithssp/™
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“ Yes. Very probably. Welll have to
take a chance on outguessing ’em—it
we go after Larry. Are you game?”

Thor snorted indignantly, “T'ii
tackle the whole darned troop of Car-
dinal’'s guardsmen—an’ be there fight-
ing after you’re done for, friend
Aramis! Lead on.”

RAMY darted through the gate.
Instead of going on up the drive,

though, he turned sharp right and
closely followed the thick, high hedge
that bounded the estate.

For some moments they hurried
along. At lengttth Ramy halted,
crouched low, and motioned Thor be-
side him.

“ Hey—we've just been circling.
We're no nearer the house,” the giant
grumbled.

* Correct. 1 did my scouting on this
side a while back, you'll remember.
Welre now directly opposite the big
balcony at the end of the right wing.
It’s twenty feet above ground level,
but I spotted an oak tree that grows
beside it close enough for—us. See iff;
that dark blur a hundred yards dead
ahead, there? All right. I think we're
set if we can reach it, but from here
to the tree is no-man’s land, §0 watch
your stept”

He dropped flat on his stomach and
wriggled out of the hedge shadow to-
ward the objective. It was hard, slow
work, that Indian crawl—even more
grievous for the great-framed and
ponderous Thor; but in due course
they made it without attracting the at-
tention of the mysterious watchers
Ramy felt sure were rotundabout.

He halted at the tree base and emit~
ted a sigh of relief as Thor wormed
safely up. Them:

“Lend me your shoulder,” he whis-
pered. “T'll see if the tree leans near
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enough the balcony. If you hear me
snap my fingers, shinny up after me.”

It was a six-foot drop from the near-
est limb to the stone balustrade, Ramy
discovered, but it was negotiable. He
landed lightly, and presently, albeit
with a heavier thud, Thor followed
him.

A row of tall French windows gave
upon the balcony. One after another
Ramy tried them. All were locked. But
the one at the far end moved inward
slightly at his pressure. A bent or par-
tially weakened catch, Ramy decided.
" After some moments of futile wres-
tling, Thor whispered. “ A job for
Porthos, my friend.” He pushed Ramy
aside and placed his massive shoulder
against the wooden casing where the
two windows joined. There was a
sharp, tearing squeak, and the windows
parted—violently.

“ Good nigitt” thought Ramy. But
Thor calmly pushed aside the velvet
drapes which overhung the opening,
and only blackness showed. The room
was unlit and unoccupied.

The two comrades slipped inside it,
Ramy first. Which way? The murk
was far deeper and blacker than the
outer gloom of night.

E tried to visualize the probable
location of the main hallway.
This, judging from the row of

windows, was a chamber of princely
proportions; a sun parlor, doubtless,
or perhaps the library.

On his knees he moved out, straight
across it. Blind going. Hair-raising:
Eerie. He suddenly realized that he
was a foolhardy idiot; worse yet, to
all practical intents a house-breaker—
a criminal. Gosh! The life was a bliood-
tingling, none too pleasant onel

He blundered against some massive
piece of furniture, tried to werk
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around it, and barked his shins against
another one.

A jarring thud, which set the floor
trembling, sent Ramy badk' on his
haunches, startled. He heard a hoarse,
muffled exclamation, then a protesting
rumble from Thor:

“ S-ay! Slow up, will you? Want
to get lost in this damn quagmire ?”

“ Shut wp!” hissed Ramy.

“ Aw’ right. But wait for a fellow.
It's black as ink in here.”

Again Ramy crawled forward. Al-

ready it seemed they had been groping
for an eternity in a Stygian pit, vast,
ruthless, menacing. Menacing; yes,
that was it. Even the faint, elusive fra-
grance which cloyed the heavy air was
oppressive; etched with evil . . . that
house. Hang it, he didn’t like that at-
mosphere !
. He bumped his head against a wall,
groped-awkwardly along it. Eventually
his fingers felt the Wooden surface of
a door.

He reached up for the knob; turned
it; eased the door open, inch by inch.
Blackness again . ... dense, crushing
blackness. Yet this must be the main
hallway; it smelled like it, felt like it.
And from the hallway there certainly
had shone a light.

He felt Thor's body brush against
him. “ I'd never make a good burglar,
Ramy. Boy, ain't this a mess?”

It was. No coward, Ramy, but every
instinct was shrieking at him to give up
this illegal adventure. Deep in his con-
sciousness a still, small voice cried
steadiily: “Thimn back! You fool, turn
back!

must have been the atmosphere of
that black, cavernous mansion. He
fought against it. He thought of the

hapless Larry—D/Antagman . . .
As though the name of their young *
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pal upon his lips had been a signal, the
pall of silence was splintered. An
atom of sound trickled to him vaguely
from the upper reaches of the house.
Yes, somewhere up there a door had
opened.

Came a soft, unintelligible murmur
of voices, then a distinct click as the
door shut again.

“ We're in the hall all night;,” Ramy
whispered. “ Hear that noise upstairs?
You sit tight until I can locate the
staircase. No use two of us barging
around like blind mice. I'll come back
after you. In the meantime, don’t
sound off—wnder any circumstances—
for the love of Petie!”

He took Thor’s mumble for assent,
and moved off.

Thor listened to the rustle of his
withdrawing body, a quizzical grin
upon his own big face. Lord! He
wished he could emulate the slithery
Indian that way! Five feet, ten, fiif-
teen mayike. . .already his strained ears
could scarcely catch the tiniest sound
of Ramy’s progress.

And then, an jnstant later, Thor
snapped amazedly erect. Gone was the
noiseless stealth that he had been ad-
miring. What the devil, he thought,
staring into the wall of blackness—
Ramy must have risen boldly to his
feet—started off some place in a wild,
idiotie dasin!

From far in the dense murk boiled
a wave of even clearer, of grimly con-
vulsive sound—the spat of flesh smit-
ing solidly on flesh, one heavy body
plunging upon another! There was a
reverberating thudl; a biting exclama-
tion, whieh cut off abruptly in a
wheezy, gurgling groam. . .then silence
once more, absolute, pregnant, threat-
ening.

Thor leaped wildly to his feet, for
he had reconized that voice, that groam;
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it had been torn from Ramy! Great
Jupiter!

CHAPTER VI
§ &sS

ELAMING second Thor poised

in the doorway, lips open for a

bellowing challenge, body trem-
bling for a galvanic leap.

Ware's admonition recurred to himm:
“ No matter what happens, don't sound
off !

His muscles bulged; blue veins stood
out on his forehead from the terrific
effort as he restrained himself. Whatj
after all, could he accomplish in the
pitch-blackness, save stumble into the
ambush which had engulfed his friend ?

As he hesitated a voice cut the murk
in a husky whisper:

“ All right, Dope?"

Anmother answemred gloatingly
“Ye-ah. Got him, plenty. Let's have
your light, Barney—see who the devil
it is.”

Thor lunged back; pressed his body
against the wall behind the doorway as
in the corridor a light-beam stabbed
out.

“ Well, I'll be dammed grunted one
of the voices. “ I never seen this duck
before!”

“ How'd he get im#?”

“ Damffimoo!™

“ You sure he was alone ?"

“ Yep. Heard him movin' a minute
afore I jumped him. He was alone,

aw’right.”’
“ Good. T better hop up an’ tell the
boss, thougin.”

“ Okay, Barney. T'll haul this crit
ter to the garbage-heap’

The light-beam danced about as the
man holding it picked his way up the
stairs. There was a dragging sound as
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the other tugged at Ramy's inert body.
An instant later, from farther down
the hallway, came the slap of a closing
door.

Thor didn't wait to think. He acted
instinctively. Out into the hallway he
lunged, and crept down it, one hand
sliding along the near wall. The sound
Of that closing door hadn’t been dis-
tant.

In a few seconds his groping fingers
touched the jamb. Unhesitatingly,
though slowly, he pulled the door open,
then shut it again abruptly. He had
glimpsed a narrow, dim-lit stairway
leading downward, and near the bot-
tom, the black form of a man stooping
under a heavy burden.

Thor was on the right trail. Hot on
it. He gave the quarry time to vanish,
padded down the stairs, and eased open
another door, at their foot. Again pale
radiance, revealing a vast expanse of
concrete flooring with white-plaster
walls—part of The Castle cellars, since'
a massive oil-burning furnace loomed
up at one end of it.

The man and his burden once more
came briefly into view as they van:
ished about a distant corner. Then
click! The lights, which the fellow
apparently had switched ‘om to facili-
tate his progress, snapped out, and a
pall of blackness redescended.

Thor groaned. Kor a moment he
blinked helplessly. But then, as his
eyes adjusted, he beheld a faint glow
in the direction where the man had
vanished. He started for it, rounded
the corner, and found himself in an:
other expanse of granite and plaster.
It was empty. But from the farther
opening the light sheen still beckoned.
1t was stronger, too.

The cellars seemed interminable: a
land of their own. But eventually the
trailing giant reached what must be one
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end of them, and at the same time
found the source of the gulding light.
It shone brightly through the open deer
of a small chamber—perhaps a Jan-
itor's room—Uuilt against the retaining
wall, Trall's endl!

HOR slid like a great shadow to
the wall beside the door, then
edged along inch by inch until he

could peer through it.

The room was roughly furnished; a
cot, a long wooden table, and a couple
of unpainted chairs. A strong, un-
shielded light-globe dangled from the
eeiling above the table. Upon the table
lay sprawled the slender form ot his
unconscious friend.

For an instant Thor focused on
Ramy's face. It was pale. The young
man’s cap had fallen off, and on his
dark, tousled hair showed an even
darker splotch—of blood, some of
which was trickling down his forehead.

Thor %ucked in a deep, furious
breath. His body tensed as his glance
roved to the second man in the room,
a squat, sturdy, roughly dressed fel-
low. He was bending over Ramy, his
back to Thor, binding Ramy's wrists
securely with a length of rope. Ocea-
sionally he grunted from the foree with
which he jerked the cruel knots into
place. Tossed carelessly on the table
beside him was a stout wooden bludg-
eon, like a billy, bleod-spetted, obvi-
eusly the weapon with whieh he’d
struclk his vietim dewn.

Ramy’s head was sagging limply,
face toward Thor. The eyes were
closed. But as Thor moved into the
doorway, they flickered open, and the
blond giant .could have sworn that
Ram)’ briefly winked at him!

He almost cried out with relief as
his stout legs bent, then snapped stiff
once more like a released spring, and
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propelled hiis mighty body forward in
a plunging dive.

Like a battering ram the full force
of Thor's body smote Ramv’s captor
betwen the shoulder-blades. He crashed
forward, against the side of the table,
then crumpled to the floor, with Thor's
muscular legs firmly clamped about his
middle.

He had been knocked cold then. But
Thor, angered by the sight of Ramy’s
blood, was taking no chances. He
caught up the wooden billy from the
table, and swung in a short arc but
with neat accuracy. It clicked sharp-
ly on the skull of the fallen man.

“ Won't need to worry about you
for quite a while,” Thor rumbled, turn-
ing him over on his back. “ Well, I'll
be jiggered if it ain't Dope Thomp-
son I”

“W\he?” queried a voice weakly
from the table.

- “Dope Thompzemit*
The yegg and gummmam?

“ The same!” Thor hauled a wicked-
looking .45 automatic out of the gang-
ster's pocket. “ Boy, you're lucky he
only used a stick on you. - Look at that
canmmom!”’

“@w-w!” groaned Ramy., ““The
sick was bad enough. Turn me loose,
will you? But first shut that door. We
don't want any one else dropping in
the way you did.”

“Hiow you makin' it?" his friend
queried, after obeying both behests,
and giving Ramy crude first-aid by
means of a big, albeit none too clean
handkerchief. “ That was amother
close one. Tt's sure lucky those bozos
didn't guess I was awround™

Ramy nodded. “flhe old bean's
still buzzing a trifle. Outside of that,
though, I'm all okay. Let's tie the bad
egg up and gag him, then go into con-
ference. Something tells me we'd bet
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ter locate our young Larry in 8 hurry,
after this”

“POOR Pete's sake! If you think
we're going to do any more
slithering around this joint on

our own, you're crazy!” growled Thor

as they set to work. “ With birds like

Dope around, packing gats and sleep-

sticks, it's getting a bit thick I'f

(14 BIHIF”'

* But notliimg)! 1 know our duty to-
ward our fellow Musketeer, but that
don't mean we can't use some discre-
tion. There’s something mighty rotten
afoot upon these dear old premises
to-night. We know that now. It's no
longer a matter of suspicion. So us
for the cops!”

“ Maybe you're right, Thor. But
we've got to take along our evidemee”

"“Wihioo—T Hloongson? How in blazes
we goin’ to get him out of here ?”

“ Same way we get out ourselves—
if amy.™

“ Okay, Ramy, if you insist. But
for the love of Pete let's get a wiggle
on! -This Barney-baby may come
breezing down at any minute to see his
little playmate, Dope.™

He vanished from the room, but
shortly thereafter reappeared on the
threshold.

“ Spotted a door just around the
corner. Stairs behind it. And they
lead somewhere outside, thank the
Lord! Both doors were bolted. But
they aren’t now . . . Come on.” He
moved to switch off the light.

“ Leave it going,” directed Ramy,
“ We're not cats. 1t'll light us up the
stairway, amylnow.”

It was hard, slow going with the
dead weight of their prisoner, and
their route around the big garage, be-
hind the main structure, after they got
safely out of that, proved to be both
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tortuous and peril-filled. Indeed, twice
they had to drop flat in clumps of
greenery and hold their breath, while
dark shadows flitted past them, dan-
gerously close.

But eventually they made their es-
cape without further mishap, emerg-
ing to a deserted, dirt cross-road via a
postern-gate at the extreme rear of
the far-stretching Haplkins grounds.

AN hour later—well toward mid-
night—three automobiles swung
into the main driveway of The

Castle, and throbbed up to the portico.
They were filled with men.

As the leading machine halted, a
firm crisp voice sang out: “ Every man
to his assignment. Snap into it!"

Six men in uniform darted around
the right wing of the big house, six
others around the left. A few mo-
ments later a whistle shrilled in the dis-
tance.

“Might!” cried the brisk voice
again. “ The cordon's out, and I don't
think anything will get through it . . .
Our move. Bill, Tom, and the rest
of you come with me. You news-men
come too, if you care to.”

He strode up to the front door and
jammed his finger on the bell Those
behind him could hear its imperative
jangle. But no one answered its sum-
mons, though the bell pealed like a
tocsin throughout the house time after
time.

“WWmt!” cried the sturdy Bur-
lingame police chief. A heavy brass
knocker ornamented the right door
panel. “THey want noise, do tey?"
His left hand began to work the
knocker, the while -his right pounded
away with the butt of his service pis-
tol, until it seemed the panel must
give. -

But even this bedlam was umpiro-
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ductive. "It was nof until the chief
had paused to deliberate harsher
methods that a woman’s voice fluttered
tremulously from behind the heavy
door:

“ Wika—winzt's wanted #*

“ Police! the chief cried. “Qpen
up at once!”

There was a gasp, and the rattle of
bolts being drawn. The door moved
slightly, and a white, frightened face
appeared in the crack.

Instantly the chief thrust the door
wider and pushed inside. He saw be-
fore him a patently terrified young
woman in the sober dress and white
apron of a maid.

“WHet do you want, sir?”’ she
gasped oyt, round-eyed.

“ We understand there are burglars
in this house,” the chief said.

“ Oh, no, sir!" I'm sure not—at least,
I don't think s®f*

“ Where's the butler? Why did it
take you so long to answer the door?”

“ Why, we're alone, sir, the mistress
and 1. We were 'way upstairs. You
see, there—there aren’t any other serv-
ants here now. They all left this after-
noon.”

“They did, huh? That's a funny
one!” exclaimed the chief. “ I'll have
a little talk with Miss Hopkins, 1
reckon.”

“@h, no, sir! Not to-night! She's
just getting ready for bed! Search the
house, if you want to, butt—"

“T1l do thatt” averred the chief
curtly, “ and I'll have a talk with Miss
Hopkins too . . . You fellows scatter
and search the lower stories. Keep
your eyes peeled.” He grasped the
maid’s arm, by the elbow. * You lead
the way, upstairs, my girll?”

“Oh, sir! Let me go and tell the
mistress. She’ll want to get dressad!!
She’ll come down—"
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“NNattiing doing! I'm going up—e a gesture of impatience flung wide the

right now!”

: E maid began to whimper, but
turned on the stair lights and
guided him upward and far back,

to the door of Miss Haopkins's apart-

ment. Thor, Ramy, and one of the
policemen followed close at their heels.

Still holding the maid, the chief
rapped loudly on the door. In a mo-
ment a cool, melodious voice called
with a touch of impatiemoe: “AVell,
Therese, why don't you come on im?"

“I told themr—" the maid began to
whimper.

“ Chief of police, ma'am!" that im-
dividual cut in. “ Come to the door,
please.”

“ One moment.’*

Shortly the door opened, revealing a
tall, handsome girl wrapped in a lux-
urious and richly embroidered crimson
dressing-gown. Her face, oval and
aristocratic, reflected no whit of. per-
turbation or timidity; indignation,
rather. She spoke, however, with
composed hautemwr:

“ What does this mean, gentlemen #*

The chief flushed a little at her in-
tense, proud gaze.

“ We were informed that something
was wrong here, Miss Hopkins. Bur-
glars—"

“Who told you? Not 1. Not
Therese. And we are the sole occu-
pants, at present, of the house. No,
that is a weak excuse, my man. Hoax
dare you come bursting into my house,
at midnight—and on this night of—
sOrrow?”

She bit her lip. The chief looked
sheepish but stuck bravely to his guns.

“1I'm sorry, Miss Hopkins. Never-
theless I-must ask for a few words in
private with you.”

She hesitated a moment, then with

door.

“Thank you. Come on, you fek
lows,"” he added to Thor and Ramy,

They followed into a luxurious and
exquisite boudoir. Miss HHeopkins
seated herself and looked at them con-
temptuously, with flashing eyes.

“Wll?m

The chief, for the first time, ap-
peared frankly flustered. It was Ramy
who spoke.

“ Ism't it rather unusual, ma’am, for
you to be without servamts?”

“ And ‘who are you—well, never"
mind. It's immaterial. Let's get this
unpardonable cross-examination over
with . ... I dismissed the servants—the
whole pack of them—as soon as I
arrived this afternoon from Sacra-
mento. The fools may well have been
respomsiitbllee for my—my father’s
death. They knew he was—mlssing.
And for seven days they didn’t netify
me, the pollee—any ene. Oh, ean’t
you tnderstand ?’

Again her lip trembled. Ramy felt

a wave of sympathy.

“B'™ sorry, Miss Hopkins. But you

] have been entertzinimg—other

visitors this evemiimgg, haven't
you?"

“One only. 1 suppose you mean
Mr. Keefe Flaherty. Yes, he was here
for a few moments. 1 have employed
him for—well, for reasons connected
with my fadier. Surely I den’t have
to go into them?”

“ No. But haven't you forgokten a
second caller—Larry Bellkow?”

“WMho?” Her eyes opened wider.
“ Why, that's the name of the young
reporter I—I met this afternoon.”

“ Yes, on the Sacramento Iniigfmwwey.

“ But why do you mention him? He
hasn’t been here to-migt’™
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“You're wrong thers)* said Ramy
quietly. “ Perhaps you didn't see him,
but he entered the house- all right.
That's fact. Also that you entertained
other visitors—several of ‘em—albeit
unawares. 1 know, because I was in
the house myself, Miss Hopkins.”

“ And what were you doing here?*

“ Looking for Larry. I'm a news-
paper man. So’s Mr. Larson, yonder.
Larry is our friend. And it may in-
terest you to kmow this bump on my
cranium was inflicted by another of
your callers, a fellow named Thomp-
son—a notorious gunman and crimi-
na]"”

“Good heavams!” exclaimed Miss
Hopkins. “@me of us must be- crazy!
I_”

The strain of the interview appar-
ently had proved too much for her.
Her head drooped. Her pallor height-
ened. But she had won the battle for
self-mastery, at least temporarily, when
she looked up again.

“My mind is all 2 jumble. 1 hope
you'll forgive me, but it's so,” she said
dully. “If you think there are bur-
glars in The Castle—please search for
them. Begin with my maoms...yes,
chief, 1 insist. Eind anything? Then
please leave me—at least for to-night.
Oh, God! I just can't stand any
more!” )

She buried her face in her hands.
And it was so the three men left her,
filing into the hallway crestfallen and
sheepish.

There various officers were waiting
to report to Chief Hale,

“ Nobody hiding on this ranch,
chief!”” announced the sergeant ‘whe

had ransacked the main level. And &
corporal addied:

“The cellars are clean as a houpd's
teoth.”

“And Clancy checked in to &ay
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there's not a darned thing moving—or
hiding either—on the grounds. Neot
anywheres,” concluded the sergeant,

“ Ye-ah, 1 suppose so0,” mufttered the
chief. “ Well, let’s get out of this”

It was not until they emerged upon
the portico that he spoke agailn. There
he swung angrily on Thor and Ramy :

“ Know what 1 thinik? 1 think you
two young mutts have gone absolutely
bughouse!”’

“How abowut Dope Thompson,
chief?” asked Ramy mildly.

“ Aw, h€’s a burglar. He could just
have been playing around as usual,
couldn't he? If you birds hadn’t
brought him in, I'd toss you both into
the calabosw—Hyy gad, so I would! As
for the rest of that cock-and-bull yarn
—you've been hitting the pipe, that's
what. Or else you thought because I
was a hick policeman you could pull
your city wisenheimer stuff on me. ...
Oh, blank-blank-blank, and double-
blank it! What a fine mess I'm im!™

CHAPTER VII.
FRAMED!

sHIEF HALE was slow to anger,

but held it once he got that way.

The reporters were unable to con-

vince him that he hadn’t been made the

butt of some practical joke. He even

became skeptical of their claim that
Larry had vanished.

“T've met all the San Framcisoo
boys, one time or another, but I never
heard of any Bellew,” he said coldly.
“0 don't believe there is such a guy!*

“WA&dll, at all events don't let the
story leak out to the local papers, will
you?” begged Ramy.

The chief glared at him. “ Ahr-r!
Think I want to broadcast that I pas
crazy enough to fall for yow?"
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“@May.” Ramy tried to grin pleas-
antly, although he didn't feel like it,
“ And now to send Dope Thompson
to the city. Chief Ryan wants him
worse than you do.”

“ He’s sure welcome!?" grunted Hale.
“Tll trot him in first thing in the
morning.”

Ramy and Thor let it go at that,
withdrawing tactfully. They were a
tired and worried pair as Ramy tooled
his roadster back to town.

“ Deep business. But there's no use
beating our brains out about it any
more right now,” he murmured.
“ Wherever Larry may be, it isn't at
The Castle. That's certain. We-ell,
let’s sleep over it. You'd better put up
with me, Thor.”

The result of their deliberation next
morning was that each called up his
paper and requested free rein for the
day.

* All right up to two o’clock,” agreed
Ramy's city editor. *“ But then you hop
it to the Episcopal cathedral.™

“ What's doing there #*

“ The Hopkins funeral. We were
just notified. Want you to cover it.”
Thor met with even less success.

. *“Tve got to beat it across the bay
this noontime,” he reported dolefully.
. But amyway they had the morming
free. And at ten sharp they were lean-
ing on the door of District Attorney
Matt Gordon at the Hall of Justice.

It opened unexpectedly to permit
egress of a rotund caller, at sight of
whom Ramv ducked back, then pred:
ded Thor vigorously in the ribs.

“ Did you see what 1 saw?”

“ The Honorable Joseph Wimship ?
Uh-huh. Up kinda early for him, ain't
he?”

“Too eagly!] Entirely too early, old
pal!” was Ramy's significant comiment.
“ 1 don't like it & little bit. Something
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tells me we'd better handle old Matt
with gloves on. . .after this”

Nevertheless, there was nothing un-
usual in their comportment as they en-
tered and hailed the district attorney
with the flippast freedom of the fourth
estate.

caught a skunk for you last
night,” Rammy announced.
“Dope Thompsom’”

“ Well, wellll Turned sleuths, have
you?" smiled the portly D. A. “ Tell
me all about it

They dfd—except about Larry. Aft-
er their experience with Chief Hale
they had decided not to unburden them-
selves on this matter to authority, any
further, until they could produce more
facts. Hence their interest in Dope
Thompson. The gangster knew the
truth, undoubtedly, and he was now
their only chance.

“ He's upstairs in the prison now.
We want you to get him down and
sweat the blazes out of him,” Ramy
concluded.

“ You're pretty sure that there were
others at the Hopkins place ?’. Gordon
inquired..

“ Absoluted
- “ All right then. I'll go after him.
You boys can stand by if you want to.”

“ Not me! said Thor decisively.
“ He doesn't kmow 1 was the lad who
clouted him, and 1 don't want him to.”

So the two Musketeers waited in an-
other office for an hour, while Thomp-
son was put through the mill. They
looked up hopefully when at last the
district attorney came in to them.

Gordon was flushed, and mopping
his wet brow. He shook his head.

“ Sorry, boys. Nothing doing. Can’t
get a squeak out of him. He's even
willing to plead guilty to felonious en-
try. Yep. The rat fairly asked to be
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sent over the road—and what I mean,
he's going to get it. If he isn't on his
way to Folsom by to-morrow noon, I'll
eat my hat!™

And that was that.

In due course Ramy and Thor sepa-
rated gloomily, each to answer duty's
call.

The atmosphere of the funeral of
poor Cadwallader did nothing to chirp
up the former. It was a big and im-
pressive one, for such short notice, and
most of the leaders in bay region so-
ciety and business attended. But the
eyes of young Mr. Ware remained dull,
and his nose drooped perceptibly.

It was only at the last rites, by the
grave-site at the great cemetery, that
he appeared to snap a little out of his
moodiness. There his glance moved
not infrequently to Helena Hopkins,
standing stiffly a bit aloof from all
others, and dwelt on her reflectively.
She wore a heavy veil of mourning,
but through it he could glimpse the
outline of her white, aval face.

Her long absence from San Eran-
cisco had dimmed the embers of earlier
friendships. That was evident to
Ramy after the ceremony. None of
the younger generation approached
her, at parting. Just a few of Cad-
wallader’s older friends walked over
to exchange a few low words and re-
ceive her grave nod.

Truly, the poor child was lonely,
now, as well as alone!

Agaiin Ramy felt that twinge of in-
stinctive sympathy. But he shook it
off, and moved through the crowd to
intercept her deftly at the door of her
machine.

* Miss Hopkins,” he said gently and
quickly, “ Larry Bellew has disap-
peﬁfw‘.”

She halted. He could feel the force
of her eyes upon him.
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“¥m sorry. But you must Jeave me
to my own—sorrow, now.”

“1 appreciate it. Indeed 1 do. 1
knew your father. And liked him.., ..
But it might prove of inestimable help
if you'd answer a few brief questions,
Why, in mentioning Keefe Flaherty to
Larry, did you call him—James Baf-
ton? Amnd why have you employed
this mamn?”

The girl moved slightly, It seemed
to Ramy she hesitated; was on the
point of answering. But speak she did
not. Instead, abruptly, she drew hef~
self to her full height and stepped past
him into the car.

It rolled away swiftly.

Ramy felt as though a whip had
struck him.

“I'm a rude puppy’™ he murmured
apologetically. “ But all the same, if
Larry really had got under her sikéin—"

He stared after the machine rue-
fully.

ARRY was absent and unaccounted
L_j for. That fact remained—unless
the young adventurer had seen

fit, for reasons of his own, ingenious-
ly and abruptly to ditch the whole
country. Ramy eliminated that pos-
sibility—indeed, it was almost a wish
now—Dby calling up the garage at Be-
nicia. Yes, Mr. Bellew’s car was still

there. And ready for him, When
would he come for it?
“Pretty soon, 1 hope” sighed

Ramy, and meant it.

He ground out-the Hopkins funeral
story automatically, left the shop and
walked over to the States. It was un-
usual for Ramy to feel baffled, and
deucedly uncomfortable. He walted
impatiently for Thor to help him map
out a fresh line of attack. ¢But Thor
didn’t show ip.

Wihen the big boy was an hour over-
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due he phoned the Star office. Mr.
Earson? Not in. Hadn't been in all day.

His assignment had stretched out,
probably. Darm!

Eventually Ramy betook himself to
his flat and bed, there to toss and turn
fitfully.

For the next two days Jim Ingalls
kept Ramy humping. After all he had
to earn his salary, which was a good
one, or quit his job. Each day, how-
ever, he tried to get in touch with Thor.
To no avail. The blond giant seemed
to be permanently “out“—a useful
word in newspaperdom, since it is fac-
tual yet conveys no useful information
whatsoever.

Confound Thor! One for all and all
for one! Bologny! He might at least
have called up, Ramy thought.

The next day, Eriday, drifting into
the press room at the city hall during
recess of a nasty divorce case, Ramy
heard a Chronicle man phoning in an
item that brought him sharply up, all
ears.

“ Here's a squib on the Hopkins es-
tate, Joe,. . . Aw, old Cadwalfader J.,
the steel millionaire that took a swim
the other day . .. Yeah, a long one . ..
Well, his sole heir an' beauteous
daughter, Helena, appeared before
Judge Samuels to petition for letters
of administration, this P.M. . . . Nope,
wasn’t any will.

“ The lawyers say he never made
one. Maybe he didn't expect to stay in
the bay so long, ha ha! . . . Well, any-
way, at her request the court’s ap-
poiated an administrator. Yup. The
Honorable Joseph Wimship. Yup.
Some more gravy for that lucky stifif!
. .. How nich in it? For him, or for
her when he gets through with it? . . .
Wihaddaya think 1 am, you dumb ape,
a mind-reader? They don't hand out
definite fflgukes. But she’s over forty
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millions, anyway. F-o-r-t-y! Read it
an' wegp!”

The Honorable Joseph Winshijp!
The name blazoned itself in letters of
fire upon Ramy’s brain. He was still
tingling when he reached the Times,
tore out his copy, then grabbed a
phone.

“N#ir. Earson? Out, .. Wait a
minute. ‘No, we don't know where.”

That was too much. - A few meo-
ments later Ramy barged into the Star
offite—and almost collided head-on
with the honorable gentleman who
was taking such a place in his feverish
thoughts. Wiinship had just come out
of the door of the publisher's private
sanctum. He looked at Ramy un-
blinkingly a mement—the Henerable
Joseph Wiinship’s eyes never seeffed 8
wink—nodded ecalmly, and eentinued
on his way.

The wheels in Ramy's brain were
clicking still more energetically as'he
charged up to the city desk.

OWDY, George. Say, what's
happened' to Thor Larson any-
way?”

The bespectacled editor looked mild-
ly up at him. “ Huh ? Thor ? Off some-
where, 1 suspsnt™

“ Don't stall me, George. It's seri-
ous.”

“ Yeh? Well, Ramy, are you asking
officially, or is it for your private in-
formation 7"

“ Private. Positiiwelky ™™

“Um-ra. All right, then. 1 don’t
know where the heck he is. 1 sent him
over to Oakland Tuesday afternoon.
He phoned in his story—and that was
the last of him.”

“You mean—"

“ 1 mean that lets him out with me!
He used to go off on an occasional bat.
Thought he’d got over the habit,
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kit—" The editor waved his hand ex-
pressively. “1 haven't seen hide nor
hair of him since Monday. And 1
don’t ever want to see him agaim—
now., He doesn’t work here any
longer.”

“ Gosh, George, did it ever occur to
you he might have got hurt, or some-
thimg?”

The city editor grinned. “ Well, he
hasn't been treated at an emergency
hospital. And we compile death notices
every day. Nay, nay. He's whooping
it up with the boys in the Malemute
saloon—and you can have his job if
you want it.”

“No. ‘Thanks just the samme,” said
Ramy, and departed slowly.

One for all and all for one! Wras it
last Monday night they'd given the call
so gallantly? Just last Monday? Yes.
Four short days ago. And now, of the
three sworn comrades, Ramy alone re-
mained !

He stumbled from the Star office,
bewildered. But underneath that emo-
tion, and more demoralizing still was
the acute presentiment of tragedy, of
stalking evil, that welled up in him.

For the first time in his life, indeed,
the capable and composed Aramis felt
utterly heart-sick, helpless, utterly im-
potent.

He paced his rooms that night until
the people below rapped angrily. A
visit to the little hotel where Thor
lived had cast no light upon the situa~
tion. Nobody there had seen the re-
porter that week. The clerk had con-
cluded he was off on some extended
mission for his paper. n

Ramy was up against another blank
wall. But this time sheer anxiety
compelled some action. He felt that
Thor’s disappearance was tied up with
Larry’s somehow; tingled with the in-
creasing conviction that both his com-
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rades were in grave peril—if not
WOrse.

He decided to break the whole story
to Jim Ingalls, seek the aid of .that
shrewd individual.

The Times being an evening paper,
Ingalls generally hit the shop at seven
sharp. But Ramy, next morning, was
there before him. The big room, in
fact, was deserted, save for the eub
delegated to clip the morning dailles
for rewrite and follow-wps, and a shab-
bily dressed, pock-marked and ratty-
faced individual loitering restlessly by
the phone-board.

“TThare he is!” chirped the cub as
Ramy entered.

The pock-marked individual sidled
up to him. “ Your name Ware?’
Ramy nodded. - “ Front name Alf-
ram-miss, er somethin® like it? Uh!
Then I got this fer you.”

He produced a begrimed and folded
bit of paper. Curiously Ramy epened
it, to behold a brief, penciled serawl;

I've been framed. For God’s sake get
me out of here! Don’t trust Matt Gor-
dom ¥ PORTHOS.

AMY’S jaw clamped with the
click of a steel trap. Body tensed,
eyes boring into the shalblivy-Sook-

ing messenger, he snappsd:

“ Where'd you get this?"

The other shifted uneasily.

“Up the ling” he said in a hoarse
whisper.

- *“1 don't get you"

“1 guess yuh ain't never done time,
then. Cripes, I mean the big house,
the pem—prisom.™

“ Folsom? Great Scottt! Who gave
you the note?”

The fellow moved closer; peered
about him furtively.

“NNamtber forty-nine, see? Number
forty-nine. I'm due to get out yesttiday,
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an' the boys knows it—so some guy
slips this into me mitt on the q. t,
see?”

“ Was it a big, light-haired man?*

.“ Heck, maw! A small, dark fella.
But he didn't write it. He got it from
a big bimbo, to pass along, see? Num-
ber forty-mire..I gets in las’ night,
but you've left, see, so here'm 1, wait-
in’ again this mawnin’ at two g. m....
Awr’ sajr, gtiv'mer—I'm told the guy I
give the paper to will slip me a ten-
spot fer me trouble—see ?”

Ramy produced a ten-spot, which the
ex-convict seized with a grunt of sat-
isfaction. He turned to go.

“WAait a minute!” bade
“ What's No. 49 up for?"

“ Ain't got a thought, boss. 1 told
you everything I know. I'm just a
messemger-boy—an’ that lets me out.”

“Sure of it? Sure you can forget
what was in the note?"

“ Say—d'you think 1 wanta get in
Dutch with the cops some more? Huh!
Inside uh two minutes I'll have forgot
what you look like, or that I ever was
here. So long, codky!”

He vanished. For a moment Ramy
stood motionless, striving to grasp the
full significance of the message.

Deep business, he'd said once. Well,
it was fathomless now!

Dom’t trust Matt Gordon!

If the district attorney wasn't to be
trusted, neither was his office, the police
—any one.

Out of the fantastic possibilities the
note had created, one salient thought
struck home. Thor must at once be ex-
tricated from the snare which had en-
meshed him.

It sas up to Ramy to stage a rescue
—and do it playing a lone hand. One
for alll!

Young Mr. Ware returned to his
surroundings with a jerk, raced for a

Ramy.
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typewriter, and pounded out a hasty
note to Ingalls:

Have just received grave news,
which makes it imperative to request
leave of absence—perhaps for several
days. Tell you about it later. Sorry,

This he placed on the city editor’s
desk, then swung to the busy cub.

“ How much cash you got, kid?”

“ Oh, quite a bit, Ramy. 1 got hicky
in a poker game last night.”

“FRess over fifty, will you? Tl
make you out "a check for it ... Here
y'are. Thanks. If Ingalls asks about
me, tell him I've left town.”

The cub stared at him wonderingly.
His mouth opened, framing a question
which remained unuttered, for Ramy
was long-gone.

—_—

CHAPTER VIII.
OUTSIDE THE LAW.

AT ten o'clock on the night of Sun-
g\ day, October 13, two young fmen
leisurely descended the steps,
from the direction of the warden's of-
fice, and approached the main entranee
of Folsom prison. Both wore ordinary
street clothes. QOne had a light-welght
* duster ” tossed over his arm.

The guard on duty at the main gate
looked up at their approach. One he
recognized as a San Franciseo news-
paper man who had entered the prisen
a short time before. But he had en-
tered unaccompanied. The guard’s
forehead puckered slightly at sight ef
the second man.

“1t's all right, boss,” smiled the
newspaper man. “ Here’s an okay from
the wardem.”

The guard examined the paper he
extended, and nodded.
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“ Right, Jim. Pass them out”

His mate swung open the heavy
door, and the two young fmen stepped
through it to the well-lighted stone
steps which led from the prisen steep.

From somewhere inside the prison,
suddenly, came a muffled shout. The
newspaper man, who with his compan-
ion was already halfway down the
steps, darted a glance over his shoul-
der and then increased his pace.

There was another shout. The heavy
prison gate swung open again, and the
two umiformed guards rushed out.

“ Hey, you!” one of them bawled
at the departing men.

“ She's bustet!™ the smaller of these
muttered. “ Thor—aeut for it"”

They broke into a run.

“ Stand where you are!l” the guard
bawled.

Instead they plunged onward, bend-
ing low.

The guard snatched out his pistol,
crying, “ Let 'em have it, Jim!” and
set a zealous example. Almost at the
same time a machine gun began to stut-
ter ominously from an angle of the
prison wall near by.

Bullets whistled about the two young
men. They had penetrated beyond the
immediate radiance of the entrance
lights and become elusive targets.
Nevertheless, as the fusillade height-
ened, the larger of the pair flung out his
arms and sprawled headlong.

Instantly his comrade, who had
been leading, swung and darted back to
him.

“ Hit hard, Thor?*

“ Naraw? came an indiignant rum:
ble. “ Stubbed my toe, dog-gome itt!
Keep a goin’, Musketeer. I'm right
with yow!”

The gate guards dashed after the
fugitives, shooting as they ran, and the
prison frothed reenforcementss; but the
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quarry was now under complete cover
of the darkness.

“ This way!” gasped Ramy, in & mo-
ment. Turning sharp left he hurdled
the road ditch and led the way aeress
an open field.

- YROM the prison numerous search-
lights began to stab deep into the

- mighnt, Huit e fygitives wwom
through the network of dancing light
beams to a thick clump of bushes,
Here was hidden a dilapidated but
powerful touring car. Ramy jumped
into the driver’'s seat, and, as Thor
landed beside him, started the motor
and swung the machine oeut into a dirt
side-road. An instant later they were
Zipping along this at sixty mliles an
heur.

“@h, my! Thor's exclamation -of
relief topped the droning metor. “ This
is the life! You're a ring-tailed snorter,
Ramy, boy! How in heck d'vou work
it?”

“ Dirty pool,” said Ramy shortly.
“ I'm not a damned bit praud—"

The wail of a dying banshee split
the air; seemed to rack and sear the
shivering countryside. It was the pris-
on siren, telling the world in no un-
certain- tones a prisoner had escaped.
Its blood-curdling din made conversa-
tion impossible, which just then suited
Ramy excellently. Indeed he never of-
fered another 'word of explanation—
and we'll respect his reticence, save to
admit he'd engineered the rescue by
using his paper’s influence most wan-
tonty—by .shameless lies, bribery, and,
finzllky by assaulting the good-natured
warden in his office after he had in-
duced that unsuspecting officer to send
for Prisoner 49.

Every step of the daring plot, how-
ever, had been carefully planned, with
particular emphasis on the get-away.

4 A
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Now, careening along the dirt road like
a black tornado, the fugitives piled up
a good mile of lead.

But they didn’t add to that rapidly.
It had been imperative to switch on
the headlights. And those twin beams
gave the two cars which had roared out
of the prisen courtyard the necessary
clew. These vehicles ¢clung to the wake
of the guarry like bloedhounds on a
seent.

Ramy, though, hadn't played all his
aces yet. He made no effort to swing
into a main highway, speeding along
one by-road after another with unhesi-
tating assurance—the result of careful
study. He worked in a big circle north
of Sacramento, until at last he reached
the Sacramento River. Near the banks
of this stream he slowed up, peering
over his sheulder. He fancied that
he eaught a glimpse of the prison-cars,
but they were far belilnd.

He halted the car. “Alll ashore,
Thor.”

“Huh? Why?"

“ Because they got a ook at this bus,
back yonder, and every cop in Cali-
fornia is probably on the watch for it
by now.”

(14 Entt_’ﬁ

“Oh, get out—and watch papa per-
form,” smiled Ramy. “ I've become a
hardened criminal. Steeped in the
blackest vice.”

He swung the machine toward the
river, set the hand-throttle forward,
let in the clutch, then hopped out
nimbly. The car gathered momentum,
plunged over the bank and vanished in
the river.

OR stared aghast. “ Well, T'll
be— What do we do now, walk 7"
“ Not on your life. Look in
that bunch of trees ten yards behind
you, and vou'll find an old friend.”
BA"
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Thor plowed heavily through the
underbrush, and presently grunted
with surprise. There was Mfr. Ware’s
blue roadster, tucked away as prettily
s you please.

“ And just yonder,” averred Rany,
“ 1s the main stem fo Sacramerito and
all points west. Hop in, friend
Porthos.”

The giant rumbled exclamations of
admiration, but Ramy wasn't listening.
Down the incline behind thein trickled
the beams of headlights, mueh nearer
than before. The switeh of ears had
been made expeditiously, but nene t6e
soon. Even new it was deubtful if
they ceuld slip away unhneticed: The
thing was to keep the pursuers frem
getting a geed leek at the readster and
lieense plates.

Ramy flipped on the ignition and
slapped his foot upon the starter.
Fhere was a brisk, lively grind, but the
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