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Good

Par Excellence,

the Soap for the

Complexion. Indeed

a veritable Soap de Luxe.

So long ago as 1789 PEARS

was supreme, and to-day, after 124
years of trial, the public still regard it as

“All rights secured
OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS* OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
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Victor-Victrola 1V, $15 Victor-Victrola VIII, $40
Oak Mahogany or oak

Will there ™~ # Victrola In

your home this Christmas?

You can search the whole world over and not
find another gift that will bring so much pleasure

to every member of the family.

Any Victor dealer in any city in the world will gladly
play any music you wish to hear and demonstrate to you
the wonderful Victor-Victrola.

$15 25 $0 $H0 $/5 $100 $150 00

Victor Talking Machine Co.
Camden, N. J., U.S. A.

Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal,
Canadian Distributors

Always use Victor Machines
with Victor Records and
Victor Needles—the combitia-
tion. There is no other way
to get the unequaled Victor
tone.

New Victor Records

A A demonstrated at all dealers A i
Victor-Victrola X, $75 on the 28th of each month Victor-Victrola XVI, $200
Mahogany or oak Mahogany or quartered oak

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.
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Don’t Grope
for Words

Give Grenville Kleiser (former Yale
Instructor) 15 minutes daily and

He Will Give You a
Mastery of Words

There are no old-fashioned wearisome rules of
grammar to memorize. By an entlrel?l] new_ plan
you absorb and immediately apply the fruits of
years of teaching experience which™ are comprest
into twenty intimate home lessons.

If you will devote 15 minutes daily to this original
Course you wHI quickly and surely learn to

Enlarge Your Stock of Words—

Use the Right Word in the Right
Place—

Write Tactful, Forceful Letters,
Advertisements, Stories, Ser-
mons, Treatises, etc.—

Become an Engaging Conversa-
tionalist—

Enter Good Society—

Be a Man of Culture, Power, and
Influence in Your Community.

JOHNA~BURROQUGHS, famous Naturalist and
Writer: *“ I see valuable and helpful hints in these
lessons. Any young man or woman who has an
undeveloped literary talent ought to profit greatly
by this Course.”

It matters not what I%/ou_are_ doing in the world, a
knowledge of good nﬁllsh is absolutely necessary
if you would achieve the biggest success. “ Good
Ent%"Sh is good business”—and it will pay you
better than any other accomplishment.

Let us send you by mail full particulars of this
great Course. Doing so does not obligate you in
anyway, therefore please

| SIGN AND MAIL THIS COUPON NOW J

Funk & Waonalls Company, Dept.874 New York.

Please send full informatio egarding Grenville Kleiser's
"Engligh.

Correspondence Course in Good

Local Address .

Date

Street and No. or, R. F. D.
Post Office......ccooviiiiiiiiiies s

Y ou Can
Enter the
Government

The Government is a good
paymaster, and opportunities
for Government positions are growing every day.

The Parcel Post is one department where more and
more help is needed.

Any American over 18, is eligible for a position.

The International Correspondence Schools have prepared
over a thousand applicants to pass the Civil Service exam-
inations. They can help you getone.

Write for the free 1. C. S. Civil Service Book, and learn
how the I. C. S. can give you the knowledge necessary to
qualify for a Government position.

' INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS,

Box 855 IS Seranton, Pa.

-—-—---9,059-Word
Business Book Free

Simply send usa postal and ask for our free illustrated 9,059
word Business Booklet which tells how priceless Business
Experience, squeezed from the lives of 112 0|%, broad, brainy
business men, may made yours—yours to boost your
salary, to increase 'your profits. This free book deals with
—How to a bUsiness

—How to
—How to get money by mail
—How to buy at rock-bottom
—How to collect moneyI K
—How to stop cost leaks
—llow to train and handle men
—How to get and hold a position
—How to advertise a business

—How to devise office methods
Sendine lor this free book binds you to nothing, involves you in no obliga-
tion ; yet it may be the means of starting you on a broader career. Surely you
will not deny yourself this privdege, when it involves only the risk of a
Distal—a penny' Simply say "Send on your 9,059-word Booklet”. Sendto
©YSTEM, Dept. 38. Wabush Ave.and Madison St.. Chicago

Stop Forgetting!

Good memory is absolutely essential to success, s
for memory is power. Be successful—Stop For- ***
getting! Begin your real training at once.

The Dickson Method of Memory Training

""makes you "Forget Proof/' develops concentration,

will, self-confidence, quick thought, ready speech

Write today for my free book, “ How to Remember”
—faces, names, studies, also how to secure FREE, a copy of
my $2.00 DeLuxe book, "How to Speak in Public.” Address
Dickson Memory School, 960 Auditorium Bldg., Chicago.

LEARN TO WRITE ifrizezto*$ioo
ADVERT|SEMENTS,W§§nR\IA w . EE K
positively show you by mail

How to Increase Your Salary. B"ok mailed free. PACE-DAVIS CO.,
1217 1 Page Building,Chicago. Ill. ,or 150 Nassau Street.New York

LEAK N dEYVE EER S’ tiINCIUAVIINCJ
A high salaried and easily learned trade, taught thoroughly by mail. We will
teach the beginner better engraving than he can gain in years of rigid appren-
ticeship. We will also improve the skill ofanv engraver. “Send for our catalog.
The F.ngrnving School. 12171 Puce flldir.. Michigan Ave.. Chicago. IlI.

A I I CAN WHITE A SIIOKT STORY. Beginners
w learn thoroughly under our perfect method; many sell
their stories before completing the course. We help those
who want to sell their stories. Writ** for particulars.
School of Short-Story Writing,

Dept. 12171 Pnge linllding, Chicago
BE AN ILLUSTRATOR, Learn to draw. We will teach
by mail how to draw for school of Lﬂmv“fdbl
magazines and newspaper*. 71.Page]BJ|ji_g. .

Send for Catalog.

Sunshine Lamp CDEX V
300 Candle Power rU L C i

To Try in Your Own Home
Turns night into day. Gives better light than gas,
electricity or 18 ordinary lamps at one-tenth the
cost. For Homes, Stores, Halls, Churches. A child
can carry it. Makes its own light from common
gasoline. Absolutely SAFE.

COSTS 1 CENT A NIGHT

We want one person In each locality to whom we
can refer new customers. Take advantage of our
SPECIAL FREE TRIAL OFFER. Agents Wanted.
SUNSHINE SAFETY LAMP CO.
602 Factory Bldg. Kansas City, Mo.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.
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Mostly Sniffles-

“Life,” says O. Henry, “is made up of sobs, sniffles and smiles—mostly sniffles.”

yO U remember that story in Texas— where he tells— otatoes and onions.”  “They're always together in
“Santa was I¥|n’ in bed pretty sick.” “I've heard ife,” says she soft-like. “They go well together,” |

you ridin' across the grass for hours. Webb.” she says. says, “in a stew.” “ 1 mean heartS and crosses,” says

‘You saw the sign?” she whispers. “The minute” | Santa. “ Our sign—to love and to suffer—that's what

hit camp,” says 1. “’'Twas marked on the bag of they mean.’

The Balzac of 1 -1 M f 7* The Dickens

the United States 9 JL U \Y of America

It is work like this that has caused the world to place O. Henry firstin American letters—aclassic
already—peer of Dickens and Balzac, Hugo and Maupassant, Kipling and Thackeray. Before it is
too late, send the coupon without money for O. Henry’s 274 short stories and his long novel. Send
the coupon for 179 stories and the long novel by Kipling free.

$125 Original Price The American World Meets in
0. Henry-Prince of Entertainers-Master of Hf" rylS” 17 **m™ GetS tO
the Unexpected Ending—Bohemian by instinct e el o sette I'I. e Al g @%
lomad by nature American to the finger tips I know New Yorkwelll ™ 3Ust change "23rd streétin’ ¢’ i

it is no wonder that the first edition of his work one of my New York stories to Main Street, rub g Review
sold for $125 a set. It is no wonder that scholars  SF4 *I? Flatiron Building, and put in the Town M of

and plain people and foreign nations and all Amer- ™re. &.lon/a'Taltorfistrae to wJ, thT 7/ R«i*w«
ica call him great—it is no wonder that press of mere change of local color will set it in the g  30InirgHag
national demand has forced us to extend this East, West. South or North. The characters ™M Naw\Gic

offer once more—when we intended to close it dowmr™ Broadway at m~ddayfcr "on™Maln / 0SilSJ;
last month. Street in any town.” g by yo Q Henry's

. ] . - . . . Works in
This low-priced offer with the Klglmg FREE was made to introduce O. Henry to the American public gg void tops. %‘ﬁ%
—but when 60,000 people rushed at once to get this complete edition at the low price—we knew that g wolure st of Kipling,
O. Henry needed no introducing—the American public already knew and loved him. So thisoffermust ¢ h°l,nd nciod \:If

close at once. Act promptly and get your set—now—while you can, and get the Kipling FREE, g p,, nmonthfor I5monthsfor

Send Coupon Without Money for 18 Volumes Free on Approval / 5

It brings both sets—the Kipling and the O. Henry —all charges prepaid — on approval, hn tn' days- returQ both
0. He%ry in 12 volumes, cor'%plegte, bound in greer?lsilk cloth, gold ‘t)opgaand backs!o ull of gg __sevsglayuremﬁe,
illustrations—the Klplmc% in 6 volumes bound inred silk cloth, gold tops and backs. g J9ANIC...cciie e

If you don't love the world better when you've read them,—send all the 18 g
volumies back. Otherwise 25 cents a week pays for the O. Henry. The Kipling is g~ Address..........ccccevvrieneenenenns

FREE. Send the coupon today, while the offer is still good. g Occupation
REVIEW OF REVIEWS CO., 30 Irving Place, NEW YORK / s S S S
ingdaemnatso Ikkanuthfor natts

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.
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ADVERTISING

Rate, $1.25 a line, or

$2.618 a

line, which

N"SECTION

includes AINSLEE'S and SMITH’S

Magazines, making a total ol 4,000,000 readers—the cheapest and best Classilied

Advertising medium on the market.

Agents & Help Wanted

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK tells
of about SOQ,OOOTﬂrotected positions
in U. S. service. ousands of vacan-
cies every year. There is a big
chance here for you, sine and gener-
ous pay, lifetime employment.” Just
ask for booklets 11. o obligation.
Earl Hopkins, Washington, D."C.

GOVERNMENT positions pay big
money. Get prepared for “exams’* by
former U. S. Civil Service Examiner.
Free booklet. Patterson Civil Service
School, Box Y, Rochester, N. Y.

AGENTS: Kerosene (Coal OiI? Self
Heating Iron. Brand new. Absolutely
safe, odorless, a winner. Every home

needs it. Low priced. Big profits.
Your territory open. Thomas Iron
Co., 160 Neal St. Dayton, Ohio.

ABSOLUTELY FREE for 30 days
only. One dozen guaranteed U.’S.
Fire Extinguishers. =S cure territory
now. Special offer given to but one
rePresentatlve in each section. United
Mfg. Co., 1023 Jefferson, Toledo, O.

AGENTS — Handkerchiefs, Dess
Goods. Carleton made $8.00 one after-
no n; Mrs. Bosworth $25.00 in two
days. Free Samples. Credit. Stamp
brings particulars. Free?(ort Mfg.
Company, 45 Main St., Brooklyn, N.Y.

THEODORE ROOSEVELT is again
writing for Scribner’'s. Magazine sub-
scription solictors can earn big com-
missions. Inquire Desk 62, Scribner’s
Magazine, 597 Fifth Ave., New York.

AGENTS—$35 to $75 a week in-
come. ~New invention.  Scrubs,
takes ig* water. No_wringing, no
cloths, less work. Big sales—big
rofits. Exclusive territory. Write
oday. Special terms. Pirrung Mfg.
Co., Dept. 307, Chicago, 111

G. STRATTON, Denver, made net
Woflt_$l34.40 on our rugsin 6 days.

orking sample these rugs with tail-
ored illustration; other patterns for-
warded prepaid for $1.00. Reference,
Bolvston Nat'l Bank, Boston, Dun-
dee Mfg. Co., 46 Chauucy St., Boston,
Mass.

WANTED—Investigators and De-
tectives. $150.00 to $300.00 per month.
Free particulars. National Detective
Agency, Dept. W 154, Chicago.

AGENTS WANTED; best paving
agency proposition in U. S.; assures
¥ou la00 ¥ear|y; inexperienced
aught how to make $75 to $200
monthly; let us show you. Novelg/
Cutlery Co., 14 Bar St., Canton,

Next issue ol

Agents and Help Wanted— Continued.

AGENT S—SOMETHING NEW—
Fastest sellers and quickest repeater
on earth. Permanent profitable busi-
ness. Good for $50 to $75 a week.
Write for particulars. American Pro-
ducts Co., 6721 Sycamore Street,
Cincinnati, O.

AGENTS—$300 every month selling
our wonderful 7-piece Kitchen Set.
Send forsworn statement of $12 daily
groflt. _Outfit free. Thomas Mfg. Co;,

60 Third St., Dayton, O.

$3000 YEARLY in your backyard;
No ginseng, mushroom dope. * Poultry
Pointers,” with its “Egg Schemes”
and city lot “Side Issué Plans,” is
creating excitementand making mon-
e_i/( for its subscribers. Nothing else
like it on Earth; in a class by itself.
Let this Magazine and _its “editors
“Boost” you to Success. Two months
trial subscription, 10 cents. Poultry
Pointers Pub. Co., 53 Fuller Bldg:,
Kalamazoo, Mich.

SELL hosiery; guaranteed against
holes or new hose free; build a per-
manent trade; bllg {)roflts_; experience
unnecessary. International  Mills,
Dept. A, West Pliila., Pa.

$65 to $150 MONTH PAID MI N
AND WOMEN, Government Jobs.
List of positions available; free.
Franklin Institute, Dep't W 6,
Rochester, N. Y.

Games & Entertainment

PLAYS, Vaudeville Sketches, Mono-
logues, Dialogues, Speakers, Minstrel
Material, = Jokes, ecitations, Tab-
leaux. Drills, Entertainments. Make
Up Goods. Large Catalog Free.
T. S.Denison & Co/, Dept. 19, Chicago

Motion Picture Plays

WRITE Moving Picture Plays; $50
each; all or spare time; correspond-
ence course, unnecessary; details free.
Atlas Publishing Co.,313,Cincinnati, O.

IDEAS WANTED for Photoplays.
We show you Imw to write and whére
tosellth*m. Free booklet. Penn Ass'n.
Heed Bldg., Phila.,, Pa., Dept. F.

Short Stories
MAKE MONEY WRITING short

stories or for papers. Big paB. Send
for_Free Booklet; tells how. ept. P,
United Press Syndicate, San Fran-

cisco.

Please mention this magazine when answering

POPULAR closes Nov. 1lilth.

Music and Song Poems

SONG-WRITERS, Composers send
usyour words or music,Songs, V altzc s,
Two-steps, Rags. We reviSe, arrange
and publish on"royalty. P. J. Howle
Music Co., Dep. 9,'102°'W. 42d St.,N. Y.

SONG POEMS_  Wanted—Send us
words or music. Big money in success-
ful Songs. Book Free. Hayworth Music
Pub. Co., 614 G, Washington, D. C.

SONG POEMS WANTED—Send us
your song poems or melodies. A hit
will_bri g bLg[; money. Proposition
Positively nequalled. = Available
work _actepted for publication and
copyright secured in your name. Our
Composing Staff Absolutely Best of
Any Company of Its Kind. Instructive
booklet free.” Marks-Goldsniith Co.,
Dept. 15, Washington, 1). C.

SONG POEMS WANTED. I've paid
writers thousands in royalties. Scud
me samples of your work for free
criticism.  If available, will publish
under fairest, most liberal contract
ever offered. Your success largely
depends upon selecting an absolutely
reliable, competent, and successful
publisher. ew York is recognized
market, for songs and best place to

publish. 1 composed and published
many of the “greatest hits.” Est. 16
years. Free Booklet. Join T. Hall,

18 Columbus Circle, New York.

JUST PUBLISHED—TWO I1U-H-
SONGS” by Alban W. C open Mail-
ed free, 25 °cents from Composer: Y.
M. C. A. New London, Conn.

DO you write poems or compose
melodiés? Let me know! No “pub-
lishing scheme,” but an honest prop-
osition. 1l. Bauer, 135 E. 34 St,, N. Y.

Patents and Lawyers

PATENTS SECURED OR FEE
returned. Send sketch for free report
as to patentability. Guide Book
and What to Invent, with valuable
List of Inventions Wanted, sent free.
One Million Dollars offend for one
Invention. Patents secured by us
advertised free in World’s Progress,
sample free. Victor J. Evans & Co.,
Washington, D. C.

PATENTS THAT PROTECT
AND PAY. Advice and books free.
Highest references. Best re-
sults.  Promptness assured. Send
sketch or model for free search.
Watson E. Coleman, Patent Lawyer,
624 F Street, Washington, D.” C.

advertisements.
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Business Opportunities

FREE FOR SIX MONTHS.—My
Special offer to introduce my maga-
zine “Investing for Profit.’ It™is
worth $10 acopy to anyone who has
been getting poorer while the rich,
richer. It demonstrates tne real earn-
ing power of money, and shows how
anyone, no matter how poor, Can ac-
uire riches. Investing for Profit is
the only pro?resswe financial journal
ublished. Tt shows how $100 grows
0 $2,200. Write Now and I'll send it
six months free. 1l. L. Barber, 408,
20 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago.
~ WOULD you like to own agood pay-
ing mail order business? e have ‘a
line that gets repeat orders all lhe
time; you can start in spare time; in-
vest a'dollar or two a week and soon

Coins, Stamps, Etc.

$2. to $600. paid for hundreds of old
coins dated before 1895. Send loe at
once for New Illus'td (oin Value
Hook, 4x7, showing prices we guaran-
tee to pay. Get posted. Clarkeé & Co.,
Coin Dealers, Box 132, Le Hoy, N. V.

$1.00 to $1000.00 cash paid for .all
rare, money_to date. Many valuable
coins in circulation. ~ Get posted.
Send stamp for large illustrated coin
circular. It may mean much profit
to you. You certainly have nothing
to lose. Send Now. Numismatic Bank,
of Texas, Dept. 25, Ft. Worth, Texas.

TRADE DOLLAR 1885 SOLD FOR
$1,140; 20 cent 1*76 CC, $250; 1 gold
1761 D, $290; $9—1870 S, '$1,450.
Equally high Premiums_on tliousain s

Telegraphy

THE Omnigrapli Automatic Trans-
mitter. Sendsyou telegraph messages.
Teaches in thé shortest time. 5 styles
$2 up. Circular free. Omnl%aph
Mfg. Co., 99 N (‘ortlamit St., N. V.

Typewriters

AGENTS PIJICES. One Machine
at Wholesale price to introduce our
oods. _ Bargains in everg make.
ypewriters for $5.00 tip. Standard
'I'\'lypewrlter Exchange, 91 Park Row,
ew York.

TYPEWRITER—AIl makes—A. ei t-
wnnted, prices from $5.00 to Jt.'0.0
All guaranteed. Free trial aIIovE_g

ib-

own a nice business of your own. of Coins,
Write for particulars. Nadieo, 1659

Belmont Ave., Chicago, 111 You

ISHORTHAND
IN 30 DAYS

fWe absolutely guarantee to teach shorthand complete In
‘only thirty days. You can learn in spare time in your own
home, no matter where von live. No need to spend months
as with old systems. Boyd's Syllabic System is easy to
learn—easy to write—easy to read. Simple. Practical.
Speedy. Sure. No ruled lines—no positions—no shading
as in other systems. No long lists of word signs to con-
fuse. Only nine characters to learn and you have the
entire English language at your absolute command.

The best system for stenographers, private secre-
taries, newspaper reporters and railroad men. Law
vers, ministers, teachers, physicians, literary folk and
business men and women may now learn shorthand for
theirown use. Doesnot takecontinnal daily pratice aswith
other systems. Our graduates hold high grade positions
everywhere. Send to-day for booklets, testimonials,etc.

r CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS m
5»7f» Chicago Opera House kloik, Chicago, 111

Short-Story W riting

A course of forty lessons in the history, form, struc-
ture, and writing of the'Short-Story, taught by Ur. J.
B«rg F.scnwrin, Editor Lippincott’s Magazine.. Over
one hundred Home Study Courses under Professors
in Harvard, Brown, Cornell and leading colleges.

250 page catalog free. Write to-day.

TheHome Correspondence School
Uept. 261, Springfield, Mass.

Learn At Home
Scholarships Now Open

Graduate correspondence stu-
dents mostsuccessful atbarexam -
inations. Our method of instruc-
tion same as HARVARD- MICif-
IG AN and other big Law Schools.
GUARANTEE to coach FREE ~rraduatoa
failing to pass Bar Examination. Write
today for special offer and catalog. (Pent
Free). Offer limited—write immediately

~ >merlcanHnrreSDonJenceSchooloUaw,Pep) 1148 ManhattanRldg. Chicago

LESSENS”* DRUGLESS HEALING

ppopa (Mechano-Therapu)
f ] 1[g, Not one cent to pay, either now or later—noobli-
gation; éust your simple request brings you this
Valuable course of 62 LeSsons by return mail, without cost.

1 i
the facts. Send postal or letter right away,
AMERICAN COLLEGE OF MECHANO-THERAPY
Dept, 868 gjJjLRandolphSt. MNANCHICAGO. ILL.

Mr., Miss, or Mrs. Fountain
Pen User.

WE WANT TO TELL YOU how you can possess
yourself of a $6.00 pen,—one that outlasts a dozen
others, by rendering us a slight service. Afterwards
you can make a gréat deal of money easily. There’s
no risk whatever. It is rare opportunity: not
open indefinitely. Address Pope, Dept. A.

Osmiridium Point Fountain Pen Co., Bloomfield, N. J.

Stamps, B
Moneé. Illustrated Circular Free.
ergen, Dept. K, Boston, Mass.

Semi lor illustrated catalogue.
bons 4 for $1.00. Carbons $1.00 per
100. Harlem Twewrlte_r Exchange,
Dept. P 27, 217 'W. 125tli. New York.

Books, Paper

, i Are paid Larger Salaries than any other class of men

Hundreds of good positions now open. We will teach you to bo

a high grade Salesman by mail in eight weeks and assure you

offers of good positions where you can easily earn good wages

while you are learning. Write today for particulars, list of

good openings and testimonials from hundreds of ou
who are earning from $100.00 to $500.00 a mouth
dress (nearest office) Dept. 108

National Salesmen® Training Association
New York Chicago Kansas City $"n Francisco

FREE BOOK ON MOTORING

| ANEW-OFTEACH ING Explains how we can start YOD In the Auto
JDEAA. v\BY MAIL Business as Repairman, Chauffer, Salesman

or Auto Mechanician with HIKE'S NEW

| IDEA WORKING MODEL SYSTEM of teach-

in-; liy mail and mu new idea EMPLOYMENT

PLAN. Let us tell you the names of son e of

our students and .he salaries they are draw ini’

today—more than you are making. Don't miss it—Send for Booklet NOWJ

(Beware of imitators. Theoriginal and only system o f its hind.)
Dyke’'s School of Motoring, liox 86. Roe Bl<lg.,Sl.Louis,Mo

D0 YOU LIKE TO DRAW?

at’s all we want to know.

Now we will not give you any grand prize—
or a lot of free atufl if you answer this ad.
iNor do we claim to make you rich In a week,
lint if you are anxious to develop your talent
with a successful cartoonist, so you can make
money, send a copy of this picture with 6c.
in stamps for portfolio of cartoons and sample-
losson plate, ami let ns explain.

THE W.L. 1 VANS SCHOOL OF CARTOONING,
835 Leader Building;, Cleveland, O.

students
expenses.

I Can Increase
Your Earnings

No matter where you live, if you
are honestand want an independ-
ent business of your own, send
your name and address and 1 will
mail you our Big Free 64-Page
Book, showing how you may earn

$3,000 to $10,000 a Year

in the Real Estate, Brokerage and
J.H Joice, Pres. Insurance Business.

Our system is a positive success. We will teach you by
mail and appoint you our

Special Representative

and help you to make money from the start. Write today.
INTERNATIONAL REALTY CORP., 2535 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago. Il
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A 17-Jewel Adjusted lllinois

For $16.50—A \ear to Pay

Our Christmas Bargain

Thisis simply our annual Christmas
bargain. Itis not aregular price, and we
shall not repeat it. It is positively confined
to just 10,000 watches. We cannot get
more if we wanted. '

Each year at this time we make an
offer like this just to open up, by some
supreme inducement, ten thousand
new accounts. Our profit comes later,
when these new customers buy other
things we handle.

Note What This Is

Note that this watch is a genuine ILlinois, made by
the Illinois Watch Co., Springfield, 111 For fifty years
this famous factory has built the finest Railroad
watches made in America.

Note that this watch has 17 Jewels. Note that this
watch is Adjusted, like the costliest watches made.
In oven heat or in ice, under every condition, it is
adjusted to perfect time-keeping.

Note that this splendid watch movement is
guaranteed 25years—as long as a $100 watch. And note
that this 17-jewel, adjusted Illinois costs you only
$16.50, if you get one of these 10,000 watches.

Send Only One Dollar

Send only $1 when you order the watch. We will
send it then on 30 days' approval. Test it a month be-
fore deciding to keep it. If you are not satisfied, send
it back, and we will return your $1, We will gladly
buy it back, for we shall at that time have thousands
of orders we cannot fill.

If you keep the watch, take a year to pay. We will
charge it to you on open account. No references
necessary, no red tape. We have charge accounts
exactly like this with 1,200,000 people. You are wel-
come to credit, too.

If you are satisfied, send us $1.25 each month until
you pay $16.50. 'Keep the watch yourself or give it
away. That makes no difference whatever.

Send the Coupon Now

But If you want this bargain send the coupon now. These
10,000 watches will be snapped up at once. Our Christmas
off_ers glways are. If you delay you are bound to be disap-

ointed.
P Don’t keep the watch if you are not satisfied. But get it
and test it.  See what a bargain itis. But waiting even a
week may bring your order too late. If you want this watch,
send the coupon how.

aitl~"terng

3593 Wall Street, Chicago

Please mention this magazine when

Only

$ i

Down

Price Now $1652

Only $1.00 Down
A Whole Year to Pay

17-Jewel Adjusted. Note~that this is a 17-Jewel
Adjusted Illinois. That means that every fric-
tion point is protected by a precious jewel. It
means that the watch Is adjusted. Each move-
ment is stamped “ Adjusted.” This is done only
in costly watches made for extremely accurate
time-keeping. The dial is white enamel and is
double-sunk: It isdamaskeened ingold and nickel
pattern. You never saw a more beautiful watch.
Guaranteed 25 Years. We send with this watch
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Here, complete, Is

a tale as enthralling as any the author has ever given us, and most cun*

ningly contrived.
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they can foretell what is to come, but we doubt that ability when matched

against Stevenson’s wit.

Especially In this story.

Try It and see.

(4 Complete Novel)

CHAPTER L
AN OLD CLIENT IN A NEW LIGHT.

HAD known Henry Bronson for a
good many years, but from first
to last there was a barrier which
held us apart from anything like

intimacy. | realize now what that bar-
rier was, but | didn't realize it then,
though | never made any determined

effort to get past it. For | didn't like
Bronson. There itis in a nutshell. Our
likes and dislikes are past reasoning
about, and | soon gave up attempting to
reason myself out of thisone. Try as |
might to disregard it, the barrier was
always there. 1 am glad to be able to
add, however, that | don’t believe Bron-
son ever suspected its existence.
Personally, he was a singularly unat-
tractive man. | never saw him without
thinking that he had been left unfin-
ished. He was like a statue whose
sculptor had grown disgusted with his
work and abandoned it when it was
half done, with features hastily blocked
out and only half indicated. 1| have

< iA

only to close my eyes to see that rough
face, with its straggling red beard,
streaked with gray, growing high on
the cheeks; but | despair of describing
it. Perhaps the way in which the beard
veiled the features, falling before them
like a curtain, added to the effect of
incompleteness.

And yet the effect was not wholly a
material one. He always seemed to me
unfinished mentally as well as physi-
cally—in a word, as an inchoate, rudi-
mentary sort of man, with few human
interests, lacking in sympathy himself,
and with something about him which
discouraged it in others. There were
faint rumors of a wild youth; but long
before | ever knew him the oats had all
been sown, and, as | supposed, har-
vested. He had long since settled into
a groove, and, as the years went on,
the groove grew deeper and deeper with
the friction of his passage. For in-
stance, he invariably went from his
house to his place of business and back
again by a certain route, except when
some affair of importance called him
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out of it, which was very seldom. Peo-
ple along that route could set their
clocks by him with confidence, once
they knew the minute at which he was
due to pass.

I soon found out that his mind moved
in a groove, no less than his body. He
was, ironically enough, in the wholesale
wine business. But that was quite by
accident, and not at all by choice, for
lie had inherited it from his father.
Had it been any other business, | am
sure he would have gone on with it
just the same. It was not a large
business, but it was an old-established
one, and enjoyed the confidence of its
customers. It deserved that confi-
dence; for, when Bronson sold a wine
as being of a certain vintage, there
could be no doubt whatever that it was
of that vintage and no other.

Graham & Royce had been his fa-
ther’'s attorneys; he had inherited us,
as it were, with the business, and con-
tinued us in the capacity of legal ad-
visers as unquestioningly as he took his
father’s chair. When |1 became the
junior partner of the firm, his affairs
were among those turned over to me.
He was frankly averse to me at first,
and | think he resented the fact that
Mr. Graham, our senior, had not con-
tinued on with them; but he got over
this in time, and | came to know him,
as | have said, fairly well.

But there was always that barrier to
intimacy. | have thought since that his
eyes had something to do with it—they
were so cold and dull, never lighted by
a flash of interest. Or perhaps it was
because he seemed so utterly indifferent
to the amenities of human intercourse.
I have since come to suspect that this
indifference was merely the armor with
which he fenced himself away from the
world, which he regarded with suspi-
cion and dislike. That it was not in-
vulnerable, 1 was to see for myself.

The Bronsons were an old family—
so old that, after many flourishing gen-
erations, it had begun to die of dry rot,
as families have a way of doing. Bron-
son’s grandfather had been an only
child; so had his father; so was he.
And it seemed inevitable that with him
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the family would become extinct. He
had never married. That he ever should
marry would have struck me as ab-
surd, had | thought of it. | never did,
because marriage seemed as impossible
for him as for—well, as for the obelisk
in Central Park. Besides, he was get-
ting old; he wasn't as old as the obelisk,
but the obelisk had worn better. He
was, | judged, well over fifty, and he
looked even older.

Along with his business and his at-
torneys, he had inherited the ancestral
mansion on Washington Square North.
It was a great, square, brick building,
imposing, no doubt, in its day; but that
had been a long time ago. Now, it was
merely gloomy and shabby; but it never
seemed to occur to Bronson to try to
brighten it up. Perhaps he didn't know
it needed brightening! So he lived on
in the old house, with two old servants,
likewise inherited; and its drawn blinds
and closed shutters were enough to
make any one think that no one lived
there at all.

Such was Bronson as | knew him—
or thought I knew him—on the day
when he gave me the first shock.

I was at my desk, that morning, when
my phone rang, and the office boy told
me that Mr. Bronson was in the outer
office and wished to speak to me.

“All right,” 1 said; “show him in at
once.” and | pushed my other work
away, for | knew that he would not
have deviated from his accustomed
route except for a matter of great im-
portance, and in another moment Bron-
son entered.

Even as | shook hands with him and
asked him to sit down, | detected a
subtle change in him. What it was |
could not tell, but there was about him
less of iciness, less of clamminess—he
seemed a little warmer—more like a
mammal and less like a fish. Then |
saw that his beard was trimmed and
that his whole appearance had a spruce-
ness heretofore quite foreign to it. He
looked younger than | had ever known
him to look—but he still showed his
years.

“I've been away on a little holiday,”
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he said, seeing my glance and under-
standing it.

“It did you good—it's easy to see
that,” | said, and | wondered if this
was the first holiday he had ever taken.

“Yes, | think it did,” he assented, in
some confusion; then he thrust his
hand hastily into a pocket and brought
out a paper. “What | came to see you
about was this contract. | wish you
would look it over and gave me your
written opinion as to just what it binds
me to. There are two or three clauses
in it which seem to me a little ambigu-
ous,” and he put on his glasses and
pointed them out to me. “I hate to
make new contracts,” he added, hurry-
ing on, with an awkward garrulity
which astonished me; for he was a man
who never spoke an unnecessary word;
“but my old correspondents at Bor-
deaux have gone out of business. |
have to be careful with the new ones.”

“Very well,” | said, wondering why
he hadn’t sent me the contract through
the mail and so saved himself the bother
of a visit. “I'll go through it. | think
I can let you have the opinion to-mor-
row.”

“Thank you. -1 hope you can.” And
then he sat for a moment toying nerv-
ously with his glasses, as though there
was something else he wished to say,
and yet could not make up his mind to.
"Are you engaged for to-night?” he
blurted out finally.

“No,” | answered, more and more
surprised. “No, | think not.”

“Perhaps, then,” he went on, still
more nervously, “1 can persuade you to
dine with me. We shall be very glad
to have you—Mrs. Bronson and I. In
fact, | should count it a personal favor
if you would come.”

As | look back upon it, I can hardly
tell which was the most astonishing
clause of this astonishing utterance. |
must have stared at him for a moment,
open-mouthed, for his forehead red-
dened and he looked away out of the
window.

“1 beg your pardon,” | said, recover-
ing myself with an effort; “but you
took me by surprise. | didn't know
you were married.”

“No?” and he smiled a crooked smile
—a painful grimace, really. “I1 was
married some weeks ago.”

“Accept my congratulations,” | said,
with a heartiness of which | was rather
proud; and I held out my hand.

He leaned forward and shook it awk-
wardly.

“Thank you,” he said. “There has
been no announcement, as yet. In fact,
I want your advice. | am a little inex-
perienced at this sort of thing.”

“Naturally,” | agreed.

He laughed mirthlessly.

“But first 1 want you to meet Mrs.
Bronson,” he went on. “Then we can
talk things over.”

“1 shall be very glad to meet Mrs.
Bronson,” | assured him.

“Then you’ll come?” he asked, with
an eagerness | did not understand.

“Yes, I'll come. Very gladly.”

He was out of his chair on the in-

stant, as though he feared | might
change my mind.
“Thank you,” he said. “That's kind

of you. At seven o'clock. There will
be no one else. | think you know the
house?” and he was gone before |

could do anything more than assent.

It was with decided curiosity, as well
as with no little embarrassment, that |
mounted the steps to Bronson's door
that evening. | had never passed that
door; | had scarcely expected ever to
do so, unless summoned on some legal
business; certainly | had never ex-
pected to dine with the master of the
house, and it seemed inevitable that the
dinner would prove a trying ordeal.
My heart sank a little at thought of it;
but it was too late to turn back, and |
rang the bell.

The door was opened almost instantly
by a man whom 1| judged to be one of
the old retainers of whom | had heard.

“This is Mr. Lester,” | said. “Mr.
Bronson. | believe, is expecting me.”

“Yes, sir; come in.”

As the man took my hat and coat,
Bronson himself entered  hastily
through a door at the right. | have
never seen a man more painfully em-
barrassed, and my own embarrassment
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increased at sight of his. It was piti-
ful to see how he dreaded the moment
when | should meet his wife. What
sort of monster was she, I wondered!

“Good evening, Mr. Lester,” he said,
and shook hands even more awkwardly
than he had earlier in the day. “Have
dinner served at once, Gurley,” he
added to the man, and then turned to-
ward the door at the right. “This way,
Mr. Lester.”

For an instant, | thought the room
beyond was empty.

“My dear,” Bronson began.

There was a rustle of silk, and from
a great chair before the fire arose a
woman—the most dazzlingly beautiful
woman whom Thad ever seen.

CHAPTER Il.
A STRANGE STORY.

"My dear,” droned Bronson’s voice,
“alljw me to introduce Mr. Lester.”

But I scarcely heard him. The shock
of astonishment left me speechless.
Fortunately, we are creatures of habit,
and my subconscious self shook hands
with her and took the chair which she
indicated with a little gesture.

“It was very good of you to take pity
on us,” she said, and sat down again
in the chair from which she had arisen.
"l am very anxious to meet all of my
husband's friends.”

Her calmness gave me back a little
of my own.

“You needn't be,” | assured her.
"The anxiety will be all the other way.”

And then 1 wondered how many
friends Bronson had, and | could not
forbear glancing at him. | was ashamed
of it an instant later, for he caught my
eye and reddened, and | knew he read
my thought. He was still miserably ill
at ease, and had taken up his station,
like a footman, behind his wife’s chair.

To lessen the tension of the moment,
| heard myself uttering | know not
what banalities; Mrs. Bronson re-
sponded in kind; her husband now and
then put in a feeble word or two. |
think we all had the sensation of hurl-
ing ourselves into a breech— 1 know |
did! Luckily, dinner was announced

almost at once, and with the oysters
came the Chablis. 1 blush, even yet,
when | remember the eagerness with
which | drained my glass. Bat it
steadied me, and | could, at last, look
clearly at my hostess.

I am no more impressionable than
most men, but in those first moments |
recognized in Mrs. Bronson, besides her
extraordinary beauty, a charm, a mag-
netism—to use no stronger word— ab-
solutely compelling. My impression is
that Helen of Troy was a blonde, and
Mrs. Bronson was very dark; but in
some way she seemed to me, in that
first glance, like Helen of Troy, and |
never found a better comparison. For
a moment, my mind played with it
Bronson was undoubtedly like Mene-
laus; as for Paris--—-—-- But | stopped
there.

Let me finish the description, as much
as | shall ever be able to finish it. Of
her charm | can give no idea. Even
for her beauty | can find no words
which do not seem pale and feeble. She
was dark, with black eyes and black
hair; not sallow dark, but with a pe-
culiar, lustrous duskiness of skin, be-
hind which one could almost see the
warm blood pulsing. Her lips were
very red, full, and finely arched, and
she had, what | have seen in no other
woman, a tiny dimple placed diagonally
just above either corner of her mouth.
The effect when she smiled was quite
indescribable. Her hair, which grew
low on forehead and temples, was
caught into a knot low on her head, and
accented the pure lines of throat and
shoulder. Her eyes—but what need to
go on? The few who met her would
scoff at my description; the many who
did not can gain from it no adequate
image of her—no, nor from any de-
scription ever penned. She seemed to
me that night the very pitch of phys-
ical perfection. When 1| looked at her,
I could see Peter Pan standing tiptoe
with his shout of, "Youth! Youth!”

| scarcely dared look at Bronson—
Caliban, | almost called him. Indeed,
after a while 1 almost forgot that he
was present, for he made no contribu-
tion to the conversation. Not that the
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conversation was in any way brilliant
or unusual. 1 am—1 need hardly say—
neither brilliant nor unusual, and | do
not remember that Mrs. Bronson im-
pressed me as especially intellectual.
But one does not demand intellectuality
of the Venus de Milo; it is enough to
be permitted to gaze at her lovely con-
tours; and Airs. Bronson was far more
alluring than any Venus, painted or
graven. For she was alive—alive to
the very tips of her fingers.

I am attempting to set down here,
once for all, the impression she made
upon me, and, when | analyze it, | find
that it was a mixed one. For, inter-
woven with an air of innocence and un-
sophistication, there was another air—
not precisely of enticement, but of mys-
tery, of unsuspected depths and bewil-
dering heights. 1 found her, in her
way, as difficult to understand as | had
already found her husband. Only here
there was no barrier!

And always, hammering at the back
of my brain, was the wonder of how
she came to marry such a man. Surely,
so glorious a creature could have picked
and chosen—she had only to fling her
glove. The fact that she had married
Bronson was like a stain upon her love-
liness. | have heard it stated that wom-
en admire ugliness in men—that the
lovelier the woman, the uglier the man
of her choice. | have never observed
that this works out in real life; but I
am ready to admit that it may be true.
But Bronson was more than ugly—he
was amorphous. And he was almost
three times her age, for she could not
have been more than twenty. And
youth demands youth.

So my thoughts ran, until the end of
the dinner came; and with the coffee,
Airs. Bronson rose, as though in ac-
cordance with a plan previously agreed
upon, and left us alone together.

Gurley put a tray of cigars on the
table. Then he, too, withdrew, closing
the door softly behind him.

Bronson pushed the cigars across to
me; himself took one and lighted it.

“Well?” he asked, and his voice was
a little husky.

I looked at him.

“You remember,” he explained, “that
| told you | wanted your advice, but
that | wanted you to see her first. What
do you think of her?”

“1 don’'t need to tell you, do 1?” 1
fenced, for the question confused me.
A man might like to hear his wife
praised, but not too much. And | knew
that, once | began, | could not stop
short of superlatives.

He laughed grimly.

“Well, perhaps not,” he agreed. “At
any rate, | won't press you. But you
must be wondering why | asked you
here to-night.”

“l am,” | admitted.

“I'll tell you why,” and he leaned
forward toward me, his face flushed,
his eyes shining. “It is because you are
the nearest approach to a friend | pos-
sess. It isn't an easy thing to say, but
it's the truth. For twenty years I've
been a solitary man—1've gone my own
way— I've avoided people. But now I
need help. | never thought I'd need
help; but | do—and desperately. And
I've no one but you to turn to.”

His voice had grown tremulous as he
spoke, and | saw that he was laboring
under deep emotion.

“It isn’'t easy for me to talk,” he went
on, more calmly. “I'm not a talkative
man— far from it; | have never talked
about myself; but I've got to now, be-
cause | want you to understand. I'll
talk to you as client to lawyer, if you
prefer; but 1'd rather talk as friend to
friend.”

The man’s agony was distressing. |
could see that he was literally forcing
each word from his lips, and a great
pity for him shook me. | came nearer
to passing the barrier then than | ever
did, before or after.

“Let it be as friend to friend,” | said.
“1 only hope you won’t find me a bro-
ken reed.”

He reached forth his hand eagerly
and grasped mine.

“Thanks,” he said; then he leaned
back in his chair and mopped his shin-
ing face. “Aly difficulty is this: 1've
won a wife. Now, | want to keep her.
And | know it's not going to be an easy
task!”
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1 had suspected that it was something
like that, but 1 had scarcely expected
him to put it so bluntly.

"How did you win her?” | asked, not
realizing how the words would sound.

“l don't wonder you ask that,” he
said quickly, and held up his hand when
I began hastily to apologize. "l could
see the question in your eyes all
through dinner. How did it happen
that a lovely girl like that would marry
a man like me? Frankly I don’t know.
I can't understand it any more than
you do. It astonishes me; it confounds
me. But nevertheless there it is.”

He paused an instant, while he took
a letter from an inner pocket.

"l want to tell you the story,” he
went on. “l want you to understand,
so that you can tell other people as
much as may be necessary. | can't
keep telling it over and over. | want
to give her a place in the world—the
sort of place her beauty fits her for—
and there is bound to be a lot of talk.
I want you to be the buffer; I want
people to know the truth. There will
be a lot of talk, anyway; but it won't
be so bad if they know the truth. It
is the realization of that which finally
nerved me to ask you here to-night.”

| nodded my comprehension. He was
right in saying there would be a lot of

talk. In fact, unless | was greatly mis-
taken, Mrs. Bronson would create a
sensation.

"It began about six weeks ago,” he
continued, “when | got this letter,” and
he drew a sheet of paper from the en-
velope he held in his hand and passed
it across the table to me.

| opened it and read:

Coxham, Virginia,
November i. 1902.
Mr. Henry Bronson, Washington Square,
North, New York City.

Dkar Sir: | inclose a letter which my
father, Richard Carling, instructed me to
send you immediately after his death. His
death occurred three days ago, and while I
shrink from seeming to impose upon your
kindness, | feel that I must carry out his
wishes. Very truly yours,

Charmian Carling.

I glanced up at Bronson’'s flushed
face.
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"This is Mrs. Bronson?” | asked.

He nodded mutely, and 1 turned
again to the letter. It was in the hand-
writing of a cultivated woman; but |
was not thinking of that. Over and
over to myself | was saying, “Char-
mian, Charmian.” | could not imagine
a name which would express her more
completely. Where had 1 heard it be-
fore? Oh, yes-——--

“Charmian, quick, unloose my girdle!"

Bronson’s voice brought me out of
my thoughts.

“Here is the inclosure,” he said, and
he handed me a second sheet of paper.

This time it was a man’s handwriting
that | read—a handwriting cramped
and irregular, as though the hand had
faltered, as though the words had come
unevenly, by fits and jerks:

Coxham, Virginia,
September 15, 1902.

My Dear Bronson: Perhaps you still re-
member Dicky Carling— 1 hope so, anyway—
though we haven’t seen each other for twenty
years and more. | am turning to you now
for help because | have nowhere else to turn,
and | trust that, for the sake of old times
and our old friendship, you will grant the
request | am going to make.

I am dying, Harry. | may live a month
or six weeks—not more than that; possibly
not so long. | am not complaining; | have
lived my life—the last part of it, at least—
as wisely as | knew how. But as the end
draws near, | lind myself confronting a prob-
lem which appalls me.

| have a daughter. She was bom up here
in the hills, and has lived here all her life.
Her mother—but | will not speak of her, ex-
cept to say that she died when Charmian
was a baby. Charmian has been with me
always up here in these deserted foothills.
| have taught her all I knew—which wasn’t
much!—and | have tried to keep her un-
spoiled; but | fear that, after all, 1 have not
been just to her. | fear that | have thought
more of my own happiness than of hers. For
she knows nothing of the world, Harry; she
is not fitted to go out into it. | see that
now, when it is too late.

And it is alone she will have to go out into
it, unless you help me.

Harty, | want you to assume the guardian-
ship of my child. There is no one else to
whom | can intrust her. You will remember
that you told me once, many years ago, that,
if 1 ever had need of you, | had only to
ask. Well, I am asking now. | am sure you
would consent gladly, if you could only see
her.

This letter will not be sent to you till after
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I am dead. You might refuse, me living,
though 1 don’t believe it. But I know you
can’'t refuse me dead. Look after my girl,
do your best for her, and may God bless
you! Your old friend

Richard Carling.

Hot resentment glowed within me as
I finished this letter and leaned back in
my chair and looked at Bronson. Had
he done his best for her? Had he not
rather done his worst for her? He had
taken advantage of her youth, her inno-
cence, her feeling of dismay at finding
herself alone in the world; and he had
married her!

| shuddered a little at the thought.
And this was the man who asked my
help, who wanted to talk to me as
friend to friend, because there was no
one else. Why, he had stolen that very
phrase from this letter!

His eyes were very bright as he
leaned forward across the table to-
ward me.

“Don’t judge me yet!” he whispered.
“Don’t judge me yet. Wait till you
hear the rest!”

CHAPTER III.

OLD SCORES.

| waited, looking at him, whiie he
struggled for self-control.

“First, let me tell you about Carling,”
he went on, after a moment. “Carling
was about the only friend | ever had—
why, nobody has ever called me ‘Harry’
since he went away. He was assistant
cashier at the Central National, a hand-
some fellow—very different to me. Per-
haps that was why we got on so well.
He saved me from a woman—1'd have
been easy prey, but for him. Did you
ever read Browning’'s poem, ‘A Light
Woman’? Well, it was like that. He
pulled her away from me, and then he
found he couldn’t let go. She kept him
on for nearly three years; then the
crash came. He’'d stolen from the bank;
he disappeared. Nobody ever heard
from him again—1 supposed that he
had died long ago. The woman didn't
go. She soon had another man—and
then Carling was revenged; for the man
got tired of her, and one night she got

drunk and tried to kill him. She thought
she had killed him.”

“What happened to her?” |
“Did she get away?”

A frightful convulsion passed across
his face, and | could see the sweat shin-
ing on his forehead.

“No, she didn't get away,” he an-
swered huskily. “She tried to, but she
was— caught and found guilty, and sen-
tenced to twenty years at Auburn. She’s
there now.”

I looked at him in surprise, for he
was fairly trembling with emotion. He
got up unsteadily, went to the side-
board, and poured himself out a brim-
ming glass of brandy. | could hear
how the decanter rattled against the
glass.

“Have some ?” he asked, but | shook
my head.

He came back to the table more
steadily, sat down again, and mopped
his face.

“1 haven't thought of it for years,”

asked.

he said apologetically, “and it fairly
upsets me.”

“But you didn't figure in it in any
way,” | pointed out.

“N o; but Carling was my best friend
—my only friend, I might say. | never
had another—not what you would call
a friend. All that scandal seemed to
freeze something inside me. It never
thawed until—six weeks ago.”

He paused again and looked at me
timidly.

“1 suppose you think it strange it

should thaw at all,” he said. “l never
thought it would—I1 never thought I
would care for a woman. But when |

saw Charmian—when—when------

His voice trailed off into a whisper.

“How was she living?” | asked im-
patiently, for Bronson’'s face was not
suited to sentiment.

“In a little cabin away up in the foot-
hills. | wired ahead that I was com-
ing, and the doctor who had attended
Carling met me at the station in his
buckboard. Coxham is only a cross-
roads station, and the cabin was miles
back from that. | dare say it was com-
fortable enough, though there was
scarcely any furniture; but it made me
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I'd seen
I could scarcely wait to get

shudder to look at it, after
Charmian.
her away.

“The sight of her was like wine to
me. | felt the frost in my veins turn
to fever; but I never thought of marry-
ing her—1 swear | didn't. | thought
only of having her with me, and taking
care of her; and then, that night, as we
sat before the fire, making plans for the
future, she sat down on the arm of my
chair, and put her arm around my neck,
and told me how her father had often
talked of me—how well she felt she
knew me. | saw she liked me, absurd
as it sounds! 1 saw she didn't think
me old. And I—I1 forgot myself. |
know it wasn't right—1 know | ought
to have held off and given her a chance
—but—but----- Well, | didn't. |
talked it over with the doctor next
morning, and | felt better, after that.
Me didn’'t seem to see anything strange
in it. He said that up there in the hills
middle-aged men often married young
girls. He said it was the best thing
that could happen to her—that now she
should be safe, with a place in the
world. Well, we were married at Cox-
ham by a justice of the peace, that aft-
ernoon, and took the train for Rich-
mond. | got her a new outfit there—
the best the town could offer, and then
we went on south. It was only yester-
day we got back to New York. And,
as God hears me, Mr. Lester, | believe
she’s happy.”

I must confess that, during this re-
cital, some of my resentment had faded
away. After all, there was something
to be said for this backwoods doctor’s
point of view. There were many worse
things which could have happened to
the girl. The irony of it was that there
were so many better things, too! And
yet, in Bronson's place, how few men
would have risen to greater heights! |
could guess what that impulsive caress
had meant to him!

“No doubt you are right,” | agreed;
“and so long as she’'s happy, there’'s no
blame can attach to you. The thing is
to keep her happy!”

“That's where | need your help,” he
said, and | confess that |1 jumped a lit-

tle at the words and started to protest;
but he wouldn't listen. "You know
New York better than | do. All I know
of it is the way from here to my place
in Fulton Street and back again. |
want her to meet a few people—the
right sort of people, you understand; |
want her to have some diversions; she
can't stay shut up here with Gurley and
his wife. And to all these people ex-
planations have to be made. Oh, I
realized it as soon as we got down out
of the hills! 1| saw it in Richmond,
when | registered at the hotell Every
one seemed to regard me as an ogre
making off with a fairy. Well,” he
added, with a smile, “and that wasn't
so far wrong, either. I've no illusions
about myself; only | dare say there
have been benevolent ogres, as well as
the other kind, and perhaps even a
fairy or two who loved them!”

And just then the door opened and
Mrs. Bronson peeped in. | had for-
gotten for the moment how beautiful
she was, and it gave me quite a start
when | saw her again.

“May | come in?” she asked; and. as
we both sprang to our feet, she came
forward. “I don’t like to be left alone
for so long,” she added.

"It was all my fault,” said her hus-
band contritely. “It was | who kept
Mr. Lester. | dare say he'd much
rather have been with you. You see,
we were planning for your future.”

“My future?” She sat down and
looked at first one of us and then the
other, as a child might have done.
"Does that have to be planned for?”

“We were discussing how best to

dazzle New York with you,” | ex-
plained.

“But | don't want to dazzle New
York,” she protested quickly. “Not
even if | could, which isn't likely.”

"Just wait and see!” | laughed. “To-
morrow night, you and Mr. Bronson

are going to be my guests—a box at
the theater and supper afterward—and
I'd like to lay you a wager.”

“What sort of wager?”

“A box of gloves that more opera
glasses will be pointed at our box than
at the stage.”
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She glanced at her husband, as
though in doubt how to reply, and I
thought her simplicity charming.

He shook his head.

“Don’'t take him, my dear,” he ad-
vised. “You'd be sure to lose.”

“1 refuse to take the wager, Mr. Les-
ter,” she said primly; and then a little
sparkle leaped into her eyes. *“I have
always understood that it isn't fair to
bet on a—on a--—---- "

“Sure thing,” | supplemented, as she
hesitated for the word. “It isn't. |
apologize.”

Bronson rose.

“Suppose we go into the library,” he
suggested.

As she preceded us from the room,
he stopped for a word with me.

“This theater party,” he said. “Are
you in earnest about it?”
“Thoroughly in earnest. | think you

ought to be seen together without de-
lay. And if I'm with you the first
time, it's to me the public will come for
explanations.”

He gripped my hand quickly.

“Thank you, Lester,” he said.
“You're doing more for me than | have
any right to expect!”

I might have pointed out that it was
not for him | was doing it; but | held
my tongue. There are moments when
candor is not a virtue.

I cannot but smile now as | look back
over the domestic hour that followed
and remember how it impressed me.
Mrs. Bronson devoted herself almost
exclusively to her husband. She sang
for him, accompanying herself on the
piano with a charming delicacy of
touch. Her voice was a soft contralto,
and she bad splendid control of it
though her songs were, for the most
part, simple, old-fashioned Southern
melodies. That she should be so ac-
complished in music surprised me; but
even in the foothills, of course, they
have pianos! Bronson seemed to take
her playing and singing as a matter of
course. Long before | arose to go, |
had to admit that he was right in say-
ing she seemed happy. More than that,
incredible as it might seem, she even
appeared to care for him.

“Till to-morrow night,” were my last
words to her; but | was destined to be
disappointed, for I had scarcely reached
the office next morning when Bronson
called me up.

“I'm awfully sorry, Lester,” he said,
“but I'm afraid we can’t be with you
to-night. Charmian isn't used to so
much excitement—she has a little fever
this morning. | called Jenner in, and
he says she needs a rest.”

“No doubt of it,” | agreed. “I'm
sorry to hear she’s ill. Please let me
know as soon as she’s well again. The

invitation is a standing one, you know."

He thanked me and hung up. Later
in the morning, | called up Donelson’s,
and sent some roses to Mrs. Bronson.
A little note of thanks came next day,
with the assurance that she was not
really ill; and a day or two later 1
called Bronson up to renew the invita
tion. The voice he answered in told me
how uneasy he was.

“She still has the fever,” he said,
“night and morning. She laughs at me
and says it's nothing; that she’'s had it
before, and that old Doctor Owen, up
in the mountains, always pulled her out
of it in a few days. Perhaps he would
understand her case better than a new
doctor—1 think I'll send for him, if
the fever hangs on.”

So | sent some more roses and got
another little note, as gay as the first,
still protesting she wasn't ill. 1 con
fess | was puzzled, as well as a little
anxious; and that night | called at the
house to make my inquiries in person.

It was again Gurley who opened the
door to me. | must say a word about
Gurley, for it was evident at a glance
that he was one of that old and fast-
vanishing type of servant who enters
the employ of a family and spends the
remainder of his life there, utterly
faithful and trustworthy. His wife, no
doubt, was of the same type, and |
could guess how much they had counted
in making Bronson comfortable in his
queer way of life. So it was with a real
feeling of friendliness that | bade Gur-
ley good evening, and asked if his mas-
ter was at home.

“Yes, sir,” he answered. “Come in,
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sir; he'll be glad to see you, I'm sure.
If you will sit down a minute in the
library here, sir, I'll tell him. He is
upstairs with the new doctor.”

“The new doctor?”

“The one from the South, sir. He
came just a few minutes ago.”

I heard his steps go up the stair, and
then for some moments there was si-
lence. So Bronson had thought his
wife’s case serious enough to call in this
backwoods doctor! 1 could not but
smile at the absurdity of summoning
such a man to treat a patient who was
under the care of such a specialist as
Jenner!

I looked up to find Bronson at the
door. As he came forward and shook
hands with me, | noticed that his face
was rather haggard.

“1 hope Mrs. Bronson is no worse,” |
said.

“No, she’'s no worse; but on the other
hand she’s no better. Every morning
and evening, there is fever. | thought
Jenner would understand it, if anybody
would; but he didn’'t, and told me as
much. He said he’'d have to observe
the case for a week or so before he
would venture an opinion. A week or
so! As though | would be willing to
stand around and wait, for him to make
up his mind! 1 wired for Owen at
once; he got here this evening.”

“Yes,” | said; “Gurley told me.”

Bronson took a nervous turn up and
down the room.

“1 suppose you think it is foolish of
me,” he said, at last, “to call in a doc-
tor from the foothills of the Alleghenies
to treat a case that puzzles a man like
Jenner; but Owen has been my wife's
physician ever since she was a little
girl; he has treated her for this very
ailment before; he understands her
constitution. That's half the battle.”

“Did she ask for him?”

“No; she insists she isn't ill. And,
really, she doesn't look ill—only a little
flushed and excited, and her eyes very
bright. But yesterday | found out by
accident that she really did want him,
though she wouldn’'t say so. | came
home earlier than usual—1 had been
worrying about her—and when | went

in to sec her, | found her asleep. Site
was talking to herself, saying over and
over again very low, ‘Oh, doctor, | wish
you would come! Oh, doctor, | wish
you would come! | stole away without
waking her, and hurried to a telegraph
office and wired for Owen. When I
came back, she was up and dressed and
trying to appear well. | didn't say a
word about Owen, until | took him into
her room to-night. If you had seen
her eyes', if you had heard her cry of
welcome, you'd have understood how
badly she wanted him.

Pie continued pacing up and down,
while | turned this over in my mind.
Without being able to analyze it, | felt
that there was something threatening in
the arrival of this strange man.

“How old is he?” | asked.

“Oh, older than | am!” answered
Bronson. Then he looked at me and
smiled. “And uglier,” he added. *“My
theory is that up there in the woods her
father and Owen were about the only
people Charmian ever met; and Owen
was by far the more remarkable of the
two. Carling was only an ordinary sort
of fellow when | knew him, though
what he became up there in the hills of
course | don't know. But Owen is by
no means an ordinary man—I found
that out the first hour | was with him.
Why he should bury himself in the
backwoods, | don't understand; no
doubt he has a good reason to— perhaps
some such reason as Carling had. But
that is none of my business. | should
like you to meet him. Can’t you stay
and have a talk? He will be down
presently.”

Even as he spoke, there came a step
on the stair, and the next moment, ush-
ered in by Gurley, a most arresting per-
sonage crossed the threshold.

CHAPTER IV.
BRONSON MAKES HIS WILL.

As Bronson introduced us, my first
feeling was one of strong repulsion.
At that time | attributed it to his pe-
culiar appearance, for Bronson had not
been far wrong in saying that the new-
comer was uglier than he. He was a
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tall,-slim man, with a hawklike face,
crowned by a tumbled mass of white
hair. The face was thin to emaciation,
with nose high and crooked, lips
straight and compressed, chin long and
pointed, and it disclosed a terrible mu-
tilation, for a deep and livid scar ran
across the forehead, over the right eye,
and down across the right cheek. It
looked as though some one had struck
him a terrific blow with a hatchet. The
eye had been injured and the lid hung
halfway shut, obscuring it.

But the other eye, the left one, was
extraordinarily bright. Even as we
shook hands, | was conscious of its pe-
culiarly piercing quality, and as the
evening wore on | found it upon me
whenever | glanced his way. Once I
caught it upon Bronson, and the fe-
vered intensity of its regard made me
shiver.

At Bronson's invitation we sat down,
and our host called in Gurley and asked
for cigars,

“Would you care for anything else?”
he asked of Owen. "Perhaps you are
hungry. Or perhaps you would like
something to drink?”

"No, thank you,” said the doctor. “I
had my dinner on the train.” And he
lighted his cigar.

“How do you find Mrs. Bronson?-

The doctor took a puff and glanced
at me.

"Mr. Lester knows the story,” Bron-
-on added. "You may speak frankly
before him.”

“1 am glad ol that,” said Owen, “be-
cause | believe that Mr. Lester can be
of use to us. Charmian is suffering
from a slight, persistent fever. | have
seen her like this two or three times
before, usually after some period of
mental excitement. It's a temperamen-
tal ailment, which will have to be
guarded against. She is very deli-
cately organized, and any unusual
strain upsets her. | don’'t mean to say
she isn't perfectly healthy, for she is;
but her life was so placid and unevent-
ful that she never had a chance to grow
immune to excitement. We grow im-
mune to things, you know, by exposure
to them.”

"Then you think she will be all right
again?”

"Oh, yes; that is only the matter of
a few days. | put her to sleep before |
came down. | won't wake her up un-

til she is thoroughly rested. | want her
nerves to repair themselves.”
“You put her to sleep?” echoed

Bronson uneasily.

“By hypnotic suggestion,” Owen ex-
plained, with a smile.

Bronson half started from his chair.

“But,” he stammered; “but------ "

“It is by far the best method in a
case like this,” interrupted Owen. “In
most nervous cases, hypnotic suggestion
is the only sure remedy. | never give
medicine, except in cases of virulent
infection—very little, even then. Na-
ture is the true healer, if you give her
a chance. That is all she asks—a
chance. Most of us don't give her a
chance!”

The words were spoken with an ear-
nestness which impressed me, and a
moment’s silence followed. As I looked
at Owen with new interest, | found his
eye upon me, blazing like a coal of fire.

“What we have to consider,” he went
on, more calmly, “is not how to pull
Charmian through this little attack, but
how to guard her from future ones.
You are about to introduce her to a
new life, as different as possible to her
old one. It must be done carefully, so
that her nervous system will not be too
roughly shocked. It is like a complete
change of diet. What do you suppose
would happen to a South Sea Islander,
who had lived all his life upon bread-
fruit and bananas, if you brought him
suddenly here to New York and stuffed
him full of lobster salad? He’'d die of
indigestion!”

He fell a moment silent, staring into
the fire; then he turned to Bronson.

“Perhaps it was hardly fair to you,
Mr. Bronson,” he said, “not to have told
you all this before you married Char-
mian. But | didn't consider it serious
— 1 don’t yet, for that matter—and,
frankly, I was anxious that you should
marry her and give her a place in the
world. | could have given her a home,
but it wbuld not have been worthy of
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her—and would have been very uncer-
tain; for my heart is bad and I am
likely to drop out of the world any day.
Even at the best, it would have been a
backwoods home, like her other one,
and she deserved something belter. So
when you came, and | saw how you
had begun to care for her and she for
you, the road seemed very plain to me,
and | did all | could to set your feet
upon it.”

“And you were quite right,” said
Bronson warmly. “If there was any
uncertainty in my mind about it, it
would be on her account, not on my
own. Since we have got out into the
world, the contrast between us seems
greater than it did up there in the hills.”

“As long as she doesn't see it,” put
in Owen, “what does it matter? And
you are mistaken to brood upon it—
you exaggerate it.”

“You did caution me in one particu-
lar, you know,” Bronson added, staring
into the fire.

“Yes, | remember.”

“You were right to do so,” Bronson
went on, a little hoarsely. “1 have
heeded your caution.”

I glanced from one to the other, won-
dering what the particular might have
been. Bronson was staring into the
fire, and Owen was looking at him with
a little smile, which seemed to me one
of bitter irony. Then he rose sud-
denly to his feet.

“l must be getting to bed,” he said.
“1 find those long hours on the train
fatigued me—and | don't dare push
myself too far. A little overexertion, a
little overfatigue, and my heart pro-
tests in a way that is damnably painful.
Forgive me, Mr. Lester; | shall never
refer to my ailment again; but | wanted
you to know that 1 am saying good
night so soon only because 1 must.”

“l must be going, too,” | said. “I
have a busy day ahead to-morrow, and
need a clear head for it.”

But really, 1 told myself as | made
my way down the steps a few moments
later, the reason | had hastened my de-
parture was because | didn't want to
be alone with Bronson. | didn't want
to talk with him about his wife nor
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about Owen. The one | feared | might
praise too much, the other too little.
For though undoubtedly the doctor was
a remarkable man, as Bronson had said,
there was something about him that left
me ill at ease. Away at the back of
my mind there was a vague suspicion,
which | couldn’t analyze, but which, at
the same time, | couldn't forget.

A stress of work for the next few
days kept my mind off the Bronsons.
I remember calling him up once, and
asking about his wife, and his replying
that she seemed to be doing very well.
Then | went out of town for the week-
end, and it was not until two or three
days after that that | heard from Bron-
son again. As nearly as | can figure it,
at least a week elapsed between the
evening I met Owen and the day he
called me up and asked if | could see
him at four in the afternoon.

| promised to arrange to be free at
that hour, and again inquired after
Mrs. Bronson’'s health.

“She seems quite well again. I'm glad
to say,” he answered, “and Owen and
I have already begun to plan our cam-
paign. That's his word for it. We
both hope that you will assist.”

“Of course,” | assured him, “1 shall
be glad to do anything I can.”

“We’ll be calling you in before long,”
he said. “At four o’clock, then.”

It was a few minutes after four when
the office boy announced him, and when
he came in | was startled by the change
in his appearance, for he had shaved
off his beard.

He laughed a little sheepishly as he
caught my glance, and ran his hand
over his chin.

“One of my wife's ideas,” he said.
“What do you think of it?”

“1 think it is an improvement,” | an-
swered ; and certainly, though the face
was still ugly, still livid and bumpy, it
looked more like a face and less like a
lump of clay.

"My wife says that it makes me look
younger,” he added, and laughed again.
“1 had to humor her!”

“Of course,” | agreed; but I won-
dered if Mrs. Bronson had already dis-
covered that she would like her hus-
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bund younger. If she had, then here
was the first flicker of danger.

“Owen is working miracles with
her,” he went on. “As | said this morn-
ing, we have been planning a campaign,
and want your help. But that isn't
what | came to see you about. | want
to make my will. I've never made a
will; but I think | ought to, now | am
married.”

“Most certainly,” | agreed heartily.
“No one with property ought to die in-
testate— least of all, a married man.”

"First, 1 want to know something
about the law. Can a man leave all his
property to his wife?”

“Yes; if he has no near relatives and
no children.”

“1 have no near relatives—you know
that. 1I'm the only child of an only
child of an only child. And of course |
have no children.”

“But you may have,” | pointed out.
“That contingency must be provided
for.”

He reddened painfully, in a way that
puzzled me, for | saw nothing in my
remark to embarrass him.

"Of course, it may be as well to pro-
vide for the contingency,” he agreed
reluctantly; “1 can see the necessity for
that; but in the event that there are no
children, I want all my property to go
to my wife unconditionally. With this
exception,” he added, “that I want an
income of five hundred dollars a year
set aside for my old servants, James
and Marv Gurley, during their life-
time.”

“Very well,” | said, and made a note
of the name and the amount.

“Will my property have to be enu-
merated ?”

“No; under the circumstances | do
not think a schedule will be required.
It will have to be appraised, after your
death, in order to determine the inher-
itance tax.”

“Will there have to be an executor,
or administrator, or anything of that
sort ?”

“You can name your wife as admin-
istratrix, without bond.”

“1 want her to be unhampered,” he
explained. “You see, | feel, in a way,

that I've got something to make up to
her—that—that perhaps | did take ad-
vantage of her when | married her—
that | should have waited until she had
seen more of the world. But she shan't
be sorry, if 1 can help it. 1'm going to
do my best to make it up to her while
I'm alive; and, after I'm gone, | want
her to have everything that | can give
her.”

“You won’'t forbid her to marry
again?” | asked.

"No. no! What right have | to do
that?”

"You haven't any right,” | agreed,
thinking better of him than | had ever
done. “I1 don't think any husband has.
But some of them do do it. They try
to keep hold of their wives even after
they're dead. They're mean and con-
temptible egoists.”

“Well,” said Bronson, “I
I've been egoist enough

feel that
in marrying

her. So we won't have any such con-
dition as that. When can you have the
will ready?”

"I will have the first draft ready to
morrow afternoon. Shall I mail It to
you 7’

“No; | would rather stop in—there
will probably be some things you'll have
to explain to me.”

“Very well,” | agreed, and he de
parted.

| drew up the will the next morning,
making it as short and simple as |
could, and, in the event that there were
no children, placing all of Bronson's
property, with the exception of the leg
acies, absolutely at his wife’s disposal,
without the necessity for an accounting
of any kind. Usually | should have
hesitated at such a will; but in this case
| felt that it was no more than the
wife’s due. She would, of course, need
an adviser, for | knew that Bronson
must be worth considerably over a mil
lion; but she would realize that, and
would turn naturally to her husband's
attorneys.

But in case there was a child, it
would not do to trust to chance, and
this clause | drew' most carefully, for,
since the widow would have only a life
interest in the estate, it u'as essential
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that its administration should be thor-
oughly guarded.

When Bronson came in that after-
noon, | went over my draft with him
and carefully explained its provisions.
With the first part he was very much
pleased; but he seemed to think the
precautions in the second part exces-
sive.

“You throw conditions around her as
though you were afraid she would try
to cheat her own child/' he objected.

“She won't try to cheat the child/ |
said; “but somebody may try to cheat
her. She has no experience in business,
and she must be protected from sharp-
ers and adventurers."”

“But she is just as apt to be cheated
if she hasn't an}' child."

“That is true; and that is the only
objection | see to making over the
property to her absolutely in this way.
It might be a good idea to have a co-
trustee to advise her."

He considered this a moment; then
he looked up at me.

“Would you accept the place?” lie
asked.

It was my turn to consider.

“Unless you will take it, 1 will have
no cotrustee,” he added. “The man
who acted as cotrustee ought to know
the whole story—and | shall never tell
it to any one else. He ought to know
it, so that he would realize that his
business was not to oppose or hamper
her in any way, but merely to protect
and advise her. Her wishes must al-
ways be respected. The only thing
which must he required of her is to
ask the advice of her cotrustee before
taking any important step. Even if you
accept, | should want that to be very
clearly stated.”

| got up and walked to the window,
for there was a sharp conflict in my
breast. | foresaw the difficulties of
such a task, and yet undoubtedly some
one ought to perform it. As Bronson
said, there was no other choice; it was
I or no one; besides, association with
this charming woman would be a privi-
lege under any circumstances------

| turned abruptly back to him.

“Very well,” | said. “I accept.”

He sprang to his feet and grasped my
hand. As he did so, as he stood there
facing me in the full light, I noticed
that he had on his throat under his chin
a broad strip of court-plaster.

“Thank you,” he said. “l seem to
be always asking favors of you, and
you are always granting them. But I
think we have reached the right solu-
tion. You will have to redraft the will,
| suppose?”

“Yes; you can come in again to-mor-
row ?”

“At the same hour?”

“Yes.”

“Very well, I'll be here.” And then
he raised his hand to the strip of court-
plaster, which, 1 could see, annoyed
him. “l am not very expert at shaving,
yet,” he explained, “and | cut myself
this morning. It wasn't altogether be-
cause I'm inexpert, either,” he added,
in a graver tone, “but | got quite a
shock just as | started to shave myself
under the chin. It seemed to me that I
saw myself in the glass turn the razor
and draw the edge across my throat. It
was so real that when | found myself
bleeding | fancied | had really done it
It wasn’'t for a moment or two | real-
ized | had only scratched myself.”

“That was rather weird,” | said;
“and it must have been exceedingly un-
pleasant.”

“It was unpleasant. For an instant |
was looking right in the face of death!”
and he shivered slightly at the remem-
brance. Then he shook himself. “In-
digestion, | suppose,” he added, more
lightly; “I've been eating too much
lately. Well, I must be going.”

After he had gone, | sat for a mo-
ment thinking over his story. It was,
no doubt, because he had fancied him-
self looking in the face of death that he
was so anxious to conclude the making
of his will.

CHAPTER V.
THE SECOND VISION.

More than once, next day, did | re-
gret my promise to Bronson. | knew
too well from observation the troubles
which every cotrustee found in his
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path, and that these troubles were cer-
tain to be unusually annoying to any
one trying to work in harness with a
girl like Charmian Bronson. And yet it
didn't seem fair to her to burden her
with the unquestioned control of Bron-
son's fortune. To be sure, he might
live for many years yet, and every year
would see his wife wiser in the world’s
ways; but then again he might not. |
had seen too many instances of the un-
certainty of human life to count upon
the continued existence of even the
healthiest and soundest individual—and
Bronson did not impress me as either.
In fact, he had always impressed me as
a man with a canker somewhere. And
finally it is a lawyer’s business to fore-
see every contingency and guard against
it; so 1 was obliged to admit that I
could not honorably refuse the trust.

But | compromised by naming my-
self not as cotrustee, but as advisory
trustee, with powers strictly limited and
duties fully defined. These duties com-
mitted me to nothing except to give
Mrs. Bronson such advice as she might
desire, or | might wish to offer. If
she did not care to take the advice, why,
that was no affair of mine.

I finally got this*drafted to my satis-
faction, and when Bronson came in, in
the afternoon, and | read it over to
him, he expressed his approval.

“1 should like my wife to know the
provisions of this will,” he added.
“That seems only fair, and you can
explain them much better than | can. |
wonder if you would be good enough to
do that?”

“Why, certainly,- |1 agreed; “if you
wish it.”

“Don’t you think she ought to
know ?”
“Yes; | think every wife ought to

know the substance of her husband’s
will.  When shall I-call ?”

“1 will find out in the morning if she
feels well enough to see you. If she
does, I'll let yon know.”

“Very well.”

“If she thinks it all right,” he went
on, “you may go ahead and prepare the
final copy for my signature. If she
makes any objections, take a note of

them, and we will talk them over to-
gether.”

“1 don't see how she can make any
objections,” | remarked, “unless it is
that you are too generous. You are
leaving her everything.”

“That is true,” he agreed, and got up
to go. “That is what | want to do.”

As he faced the light, I noticed on
his throat the ugly red mark of the cut
he had given himself.

"Been seeing any more ghosts?” |
asked.

"No,” and he smiled; but it was a
mechanical smile, with no mirth behind
it “No; and | don't expect to— I'm
looking after my diet. But it wasn't a
ghost; it was just an optical illusion of
some sort.”

“Most ghosts are,” | said; and he
nodded his agreement and left the of-
fice.

He called me up next morning to say
that Mrs. Bronson would expect me in
the afternoon between two and three
o'clock, and it was but a few minutes
after the former hour when | climbed
the steps to the gloomy old house. As |
looked up at it, I could not but reflect
that it was anything but a fitting set-
ting for so exquisite a jewel. The Lit-
tle Trianon, now; or, better still, the
Chateau de Sylvie on the borders of the
park at Chantilly. 1 could see her at
home there, in the octagonal salon,
more dainty, more aHuring, than any of
the Fragonards on the walls.

Gurley let me in and silently took my
hat and coat. As | glanced at the
faithful fellow, it occurred to me that
he must lie much older than | had
thought him when | saw him first, for
his face was deeply lined and his eyes
were dull and sunken,

“l am to take you upstairs, sir,” he
said, and led the way. “This is the
room,” and he tapped at a door in the
upper hall.

“Come in!” called a clear voice, and
Gurley opened the door and stood aside
to let me pass. As I crossed the thresh-
old, I heard the door close behind me.

But my eyes were fixed on the vi-
sion in front of me. Mrs. Bronson
was half sitting, half lying on a broad
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couch which had been drawn up before
the fire. She was, | suppose, in what
is known as negligee, but of her cos-
tume | can give no better description
than to say that it was a shimmering,
cobwebby white. It was cut low at the
neck, and the wide sleeves, falling back,
revealed her faultless arms. An artist
who could have set her upon a canvas
as | saw her then would have been fa-
mous to the end of the world!

“Ah, Mr. Lester!” she said, and held
out her hand, without rising. “Behold
in me an invalid by compulsion. | am
really strong and well, but men love to
tyrannize, and so | am sentenced to
this couch.”

“Where you make an immortal pic-
ture,” | said, and took her hand and all
but raised it to my lips. But I remem-
bered in time that I was not in the
Chateau de Sylvie, nor in the Trianon,
but in a prosaic brick house in Wash-
ington Square.

She read my impulse, | think, for she
smiled up at me, and | saw again those
distracting dimples set slantwise above
the corners of her mouth. | had for-
gotten about them, and they enchained
me.

“Pull that chair up here,” she said,
drawing away her hand, “and sit down.
| understand that you have some hor-
rid business to discuss.”

“Your husband's will,” | said,
brought back to earth again, and | sat
down and drew it from my pocket.

She made a grimace of disgust.

“How dreadful! He is not going to
die, so why should he make a will?”

“A man makes a will in order to be
prepared for the worst,” | explained,
“and in order to safeguard his wife,
whatever happens. One has to be pre-
pared for the worst—especially here in
automobile-mad, bomb-terrorized New
York.”

She stared up at me.

“You don’'t mean that he is in dan-
ger!”

I could not help laughing a little at
her expression.

“No more than we are all in danger,”
| said. “Life is a pretty dangerous
thing—there are risks for all of us

every step from the cradle to the grave.
| often wonder that we escape as long
as we do.”

“How horrible!” she said again. “I
never thought of it like that—but now
| see it's true!” Suddenly she clasped
her hands before her eyes. “You
shouldn’'t have told me! Now I shall
always be afraid!”

I confess | was astonished at her ve-
hemence. A girl reared by men in the
midst of woods and hills should have
had firmer nerves, clearer vision. If
there was anything such a life should
have done for her, it was to make her
unafraid. | stared down at her, per-
plexed—and then | remembered what
Doctor Owen had said of her—of her
delicate organization, of her suscepti
bility.

“1I'm sorry,” | said.
give me.

“You must for-
It was thoughtless of me to
speak so. Of course there is no dan
ger. Your husband is well and strong.”

“Do you think so?” she asked, al
most in a whisper.

“Why, yes,” | said, more and more
surprised. “Don’t you ?”

“You have known him so much

longer than I—you must be right—
and oh, | hope you are! But some-
times | have fancied------- " She hesi

tated, debated with herself whether
she should go on. “Two or three days
ago, he frightened me horribly. It was
in the morning— 1 was dressing—when
I heard a fearful cry from his room.
I rushed in. He was standing before a
mirror, his razor in his hand, the blood
streaming from his throat. For a mo-
ment | thought------- ” Her voice trailed
away, and again she hid her eyes with
her hands.

“Yes,” | said gently.
about it. No wonder you were fright-
ened. But it was only an optical illu-
sion of some sort.”

“An optical illusion?” she repeated,
and stared up at me. “What do you
mean, Mr. Lester?”

“1 mean that what he fancied he saw
in the glass was just a fallacy of vision.
‘Optical illusion’ were his own words
for it.”

“What he saw in the glass?”

“He told me

she
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whispered. “What was it he saw in the
glass, Mr. Lester?”

“Didn’t he tell you ?”

“No; he said it was an attack of
indigestion. What was it he saw?”

“He didn't see anything,” | answered
a little abruptly, realizing that | had
already said too much. But Bronson
hadn’'t told me that he had cried out,
and that his wife had rushed in. How
could I have known that he hadn’t told
her?

She was looking at me strangely, and
I was decidedly uncomfortable.

“Let us say no more about it,” | said.
“In fact, | think we ought to forget
about it. It was just a little accident
not worth remembering. Shall | read
the will ?”

She drew a sudden, long breath that
was almost a sob.

“Very well,” she agreed coldly, and
relaxed from a position that | knew
had been a strained one.

So | read the will slowly, and she lis-
tened without comment until | had
finished.

“And now,” she suggested, “perhaps
you will tell me what it is all about.”

| was a little hurt, as every lawyer is
when a doubt is cast upon the clearness
of his phraseology; besides, | had la-
bored to make this unusually clear.

“It means, in the first place,” | said,
“that Mr. Bronson is leaving you all his
property absolutely, except for a small
legacy to his servants, save in the case
of issue.”

“What do you mean by ‘issue’ ?”

“1 mean children. Issue is the usual

word.”
“Oh!” she commented. “But there
will be------ " She stopped abruptly. |

did not look at her, but | knew that she
was flushed. “Go on,” she said, after
a moment.

“In the event of issue,” | continued,
“you have a life interest in the estate,
which is conserved by a trustee for the
use of the children.”

“And you are the trustee?”

“No. The National Trust Company
is designated to act as trustee.”

“But | thought | heard your name.”

“You did. | am to act as your ad-
<2A

viser, in case there are no children.
But you are under no obligation to take
my advice.”

“Oh, but | will take it she cried,
and the warmth had come back into her
voice again. “It was very nice of you
to consent to act as my adviser, Mr.
Lester.”

“1 don't know that you'll need me,”
| said.

“Oh, yes, I shall!” She was sitting
up again and leaning toward me in her
earnestness. “You see, I know nothing
about money. | don't want to know.
It isn't worth bothering about. It only
makes trouble. My father taught me
that !"

It had, | reflected, certainly made
trouble enough for him!

“There are other things more impor-
tant, of course,” | agreed. “There are
other things---—--"

A tap at the door interrupted me.

“Come in!” called my companion.’

The door opened, and Doctor Owen
stood, hesitating, on the threshold.

I couldn’t explain it, but again, at the
first sight of him, | experienced that
feeling of repulsion.

“May | come in?” he asked. “It is
the hour of my visit to my patient,” he
added, nodding to me. “But | can
wait.”

“Your patient!” scoffed Mrs. Bron-
son. “How long are you going to per-
sist in that fiction ? Certainly you may
come in.”

He sat down on the couch beside her
and placed his fingers lightly on her
wrist.

"l won't have to persist much
longer,” he replied. “You see, Mr.
Lester, 1 am keeping this young person
quiet as much for the sake of discipline
as for any other reason. She is sadly
in need of discipline, for her father and
I both spoiled her. 1 realize that now!”

She thrust out her tongue <t him
mockingly. It is not, I admit, an ele-
gant gesture, but no one could take of-
fense at the way she performed it. In
fact, 1 thought it delightful.

“And manners!” went on the doctor
calmly. “You see howr utterly deficient
she is, Mr. Lester. She must take les-
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sons in ladylike deportment, before we
begin the campaign.”

“The campaign!” she mocked.

“For the siege of New York,” he ex-
plained, and | wondered if he knew
that he was parodying Henry James.
"Mr. Lester has promised to be one of
the engineers.”

“And what, pray, am 1?”

“You,” he said, "are the projectile
which we will hurl at society. It will
have to capitulate.” Then he looked at
her more closely, and his face grew
grave. “You have had enough excite-
ment for one afternoon,” he went on.
“1 shall send up Mrs. Gurley to get you
out of that frippery and put you to
bed!”

He arose, and | rose, too.

“Is it all right?” | asked, as | took
her hand. “Have you any changes to
suggest ?”

“Certainly it is all right,” she said.
“1 think it was rather foolish to send
you to me. But it was nice of you to
bother.”

“It was no bother!”

“And it was nice of you,” she added
softly, “to consent to be my adviser.
Good-by, Mr. Lester, and come again
soon.”

Gurley helped me into my coat, and
again the thought came to me that there
was something wrong with him. But
he kept his lips compressed, as though
forcibly keeping himself from saying
something he wanted to say, and he did
not open them except to wish me good
day.

| called up Bronson, when | got back
to the office, and told him the result of
the interview and arranged for him to
stop in next day and sign the final copy
of the will. He came promptly on time,
J read it over to him again, to make
sure that it was as he wished it, and
then called in two of our men to wit-
ness his signature.

“What do you want me to do with
it?” | asked, when that was done.

“1 wish you would put it away with
my other papers.” He sat a moment,
silent, looking at me, and | noticed for
the first time how haggard and drawn

his face was. "l saw it again this morn-
ing,” he blurted out suddenly.

| sat up with a start.

“You saw it again?”

“Yes; | saw myself cut my throat
again. What do you suppose it means ?
Am | going crazy?”

I was genuinely shocked, but I con-
cealed it as well as | could.

“Tell me just what it was you saw,”
I suggested.

“1 was shaving myself as usual be-
fore my glass. | had finished one side
of my face, and began on my throat un-
derneath the chin, when | saw myself
turn the razor and draw it across my
throat. It made a terrible gash, and
there was a rush of blood. | jumped
back and looked down at myself—and
then when | looked back at the mirror,
the thing had vanished.”

His face was working; it was only by
a supreme effort he maintained his self-
control. | wasn’'t any too certain of
my own.

“Did you cry out, this time?” | asked.

He started round upon me.

“Who told you I cried out?” he de-
manded.

“Your wife told me. She said she
heard you cry out, the first time, and
rushed in to find you with blood on
your throat.”

“Did you tell her what | had seen?”
His voice was hoarse and trembling,
and his face was working convulsively
again.

“No,” | assured him; “I didn't tell
her.”

He sat back with a long breath of re-
lief.

“I'm glad of that,” he said. “I don't
want her to know. She mustn’'t know.
But what is it, Lester? What must |
do?”

“Of course it's an optical illusion,” 1
answered, as comfortingly as | could,
for 1 saw he was in dire need of com-
fort. “It's peculiar, but there must be
some explanation for it. Anyway, it
won't do any good to worry over it
First, if 1 were you, | should go see a
good oculist. Perhaps it's your eyes.
If it isn't, try a good nerve specialist.
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He can probably get to the bottom of
the trouble in short order.”

He rose heavily to his feet.

“Thank you,” he said. “That's good
advice. I'll take it.”

CHAPTER VI.
A NEW TERROR.

Christmas came on Thursday, that
year, and | left town on the day before
—which was the day following the sign-
ing of the will—and did not return un-
til the following Monday afternoon.
Those five days, spent with some hilari-
ous friends in Westchester, served to
efface the trouble of the Bronsons
pretty effectually from my mind. In-
deed, they had not impressed me as
very serious ones, except for the mo-
ment that | had found myself looking
into Bronson’s working face. A pair of
glasses for him and rest and quiet for
his wife would, | felt sure, put every-
thing right again.

But almost as soon as | reached the
office, Bronson called up and asked to
see me.

“1've been trying to get you for three
days.” he said; and there was a quality
in his voice which struck me as unfa-
miliar. It was not a pleasant quality,
but 1 found myself at a loss to de-
fine it.

“l have been out of town,” | ex-
plained. “1'm sorry if it inconvenienced
you.”

“Can | see you at once ?”

“Yes; I'll be in the office all after-
noon.”

“I'll come up as soon as | can, then,”
he said, and hung up.

What was wrong, | wondered? But
the accumulated work of the past five
days demanded ,my attention; and it
was not until the office boy came in with
Bronson’s name that | thought again of
the appointment.

He came in slowly, almost painfully,
as a very old man might, and as | rose
to shake hands with him | was shocked
by the change in his appearance. He
looked but the wreck of himself; his
face had fallen into livid folds and
wrinkles; there were dark bags under

his bloodshot eyes, and, as | took his
hand, | felt that it was trembling with
senility.

“My dear Bronson!” | said, placing
him carefully in a chair. “What have

you been doing to yourself? Why
didn’t you take my advice?”
“1 did,” he said grimly. *“There is

nothing the matter with my eyes.”

“Nor with your nerves?”

“It’s hard to get a doctor to commit
himself about a man’s nerves. But |
don’t believe it's my nerves.”

“What is it, then?” | asked.

“It's my mind,” he answered, still
more grimly, and sat for a moment
blinking at me. “That is why | was so
anxious to see you.”

“If there is anything | can do,” |
began

“1 want to know about the will. It
provides what shall happen in case of
my death—but suppose | go crazy,
what then?”

I collected myself with an effort.
Really, Bronson sitting there in front
of me with that terrible face of his was
a sight to haunt one.

“When a man is adjudged insane,”
| said, “a guardian is usually appointed
by the court to look after him and ad-
minister his property, filing regular ac-
countings. Or, where the property is
large, a commission is sometimes ap-
pointed.

“Could my wife be appointed my
guardian ?”

“Yes, | see no objection to that. She
is the sole legatee. There are no other
heirs. It is really her property. She
will have to make an accounting occa-
sionally, as long as you are alive; but
the court won't look at it very closely.”

“But that's just it—as long as I'm

alive. | may live on for years. As
long as | am alive, she can't marry
again.”

“Not without getting a divorce. Of
course, she would have no difficulty in
getting a divorce if she could prove that
you were hopelessly insane.”

“But if she got a divorce, she couldn’t
retain control of the property.”

“No; she couldn't do that. If she
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got a divorce, the court would have to
appoint another guardian.”

He considered this for a moment,
with puckered face.

"There is one thing | can do, any-
way,” he said; “l can add a clause to
the will stating that, in case | go mad,
I want her appointed my guardian.”

"No, no!” I protested quickly. “Don’t
do that. To admit in one clause of the
will that you had any reason to foresee
insanity would cast a doubt on the le-
gality of the whole document. In case
it should be necessary, | will see to it
that your wife is appointed your guard-
ian. But this is all nonsense, Bronson.
You are not going mad. You have got
into a morbid habit of brooding over
things. What you need is a change—
something to occupy your mind. Why
don't you drop everything and go to
Europe ?”

“1 have thought of that,” he agreed;
"but | am afraid Mrs. BronsOn isn't
strong enough for a strenuous trip like
that.”

“ But it doesn't need to be strenuous,”
| protested. “It isn't any exertion now-
adays to travel. It would be a good
thing for her, too. How is she?”

“Oh, she protests that she is as well
as can be. But though she hasn't said
anything, | can see that she is worrying
about me. No wonder! I've aged ten
years in ten days. A month ago, |
thought myself not much past the prime
of life, and now I'm an old man. Look
at my hand.”

He held it up, and | could see how
pitifully it was trembling.

“What you need, Bronson,” | said,
"is to go to some quiet watering place
in the south of France, say, and stay
there till you are well again. You will
find specialists there who will under-
stand your case—no doubt it will be an
old story to them, though it seems so
strange to us.”

"Perhaps,” he agreed doubtfully;
“but I'm not so sure.”

“Are there any new symptoms?”

“No; just the old one. But I see it
now every morning, when | shave my-
self.”

“Why not stop shaving?”

"My wife wouldn't like it. And
there’s a fascination about it—a hor-
rible fascination. Besides, l've seen
the whole story, now.”

“The whole story?”

"Yes; at about the fourth or fifth
stroke under my chin, 1 see myself cut
my throat and the blood spurt out. The
way | shave myself doesn’t make any
difference—1've experimented to find
out. Sometimes | shave both cheeks
first; sometimes | start with the chin;

but nothing happens until | pass the
razor down my throat. Then | see it
turn in my hand and bite in. | can't

tell you how | am tempted, sometimes,
to really use it that way.”

He stopped and swallowed hard. |
dare say he could feel the blade across
his throat.

“Go ahead,” | said; “what’s the rest
of it?”
“At first,” he went on, “l always

looked down to see if there really was
any blood—I1 couldn't help it—and
when | looked up again all | saw in the
glass was just this ugl, face of mine,
half covered with lather. Then—it was
yesterday— 1 didn’'t look down, and |
saw something else.”

He stopped and swallowed again, and
I wondered what new horror was com-
ing.

“1 watched the blood pour out,” he
continued, “in spurts—great spurts at
first, but gradually oozing away to a
trickle. Then 1 noticed a change in my
face. The flesh seemed to shrivel and
slough away; my eyes were wide open,
staring, but they gradually grew dim,
and then | saw that they were nothing
but pools of corruption. And then------ "

“Go on!” | said again.

“1 can't go on!” he answered thickly.
“1 can’'t tell you! It's too horrible!”

He was trembling so | thought he
was going to faint, and | hastened to
him; but in a moment he had got back
some semblance of self-control.

“All right,” he said. “I'm all right.
Don’'t bother. But—but | didn't look
any farther than that, Lester. 1 didn't
dare! To tell you the truth, I fell down
in a kind of fitt My wife found me—I
wasn't a pleasant object to look at, |
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assure you. But Owen gave me one of
his treatments, and | was soon all right
again.”

“One of his treatments?” | repeated,
with a vague stirring of uneasiness
within me.

“Just a few passes of the hands and
a few quieting words—but they work
wonders,” he explained hurriedly.
“And this morning, | didn’'t look. |
turned away my eyes when the blood
came, and then went ahead and finished
shaving. | didn't want to see that—
that horror again.” But as he sat star-
ing at me, | knew that he did see it; in-
deed, | could almost fancy that | saw it
myself! Then | shook myself together.

“You must get away from here,
Bronson,” I said decisively. “1
shouldn’t be surprised if you did go
mad, if you keep on thinking of such
horrors. And the sooner you go the
better. 1 wish you would place your-
self in my hands. There’s no reason on
earth why you shouldn't sail Saturday,
at the very latest.”

“No doubt you are right,” he agreed,;
“and 1 should like to go; but,” he
added, a little shamefacedly, “I1 hate to
talk to my wife about it. | couldn’t tell
her about what | saw in the mirror,
Lester; | couldn’t do that! | have just
gone on pretending there is nothing the
matter. But of course she sees. And
I know she worries. But the worst of
it is to see her so young and fresh and
beautiful, and then to catch a glimpse
of myself in the glass! It was bad
enough at the beginning; but at least |
was a man then, and | could make up to
her in a way for my ugliness; but now
—now I'm a mass of cor------ "

“Stop it!” | broke in. “Good
heavens, Bronson! Don't say such
things! Don’t think such things! And

I will have a talk with your wife, if
you want me to.”

“Will you ?” he said eagerly. “That's
kind of you. Put it that we are going
on a vacation. And don't tell her what
| saw in the glass.”

“1 won't,” | promised. “And don't
say anything about my coming. | will
just drop in to see her to-morrow after-
noon, and I'll bring up the subject with-

out any reference to you. Perhaps she
wouldn’t like it if she thought we’'d been
planning the whole thing together be-
forehand.”

He nodded emphatic agreement.

“And make it plain, if you can,” he
added, “that we will go by ourselves.
We will go to a health resort—there
will be good doctors there, so we won't
need Owen.”

I looked at him quickly.

“Don’t you want Owen ?” | asked.

“NO."

“Why not?
ing?”

“He hasn’'t been doing anything,” an-
swered Bronson querulously. “But I'd
rather not have him. There is some-
thing about him—1 don’t know—but he
just sits and looks at one, and the cold
chills ran up one’'s back. | fancy,
sometimes, that he is some one who has
come back from the grave to haunt me
—that shows what a state I'm in,
doesn't it! Perhaps it's that bright eye
of his—it's as if it could look right
through and through a man, and see
everything he has ever done—good and
bad— especially bad-----"

He stopped abruptly.

“l agree with you,” | said impa-
tiently. “l wouldn’t take Owen. |
don't like him, either—and | think you
made a mistake in asking him to come
to New York.”

“But we needed him—my wife
needed him—and he has made her well
again.”

“There are a hundred doctors here
who could have done as much. You
shouldn’'t have dismissed Jenner—he
should, at least, have been called into
consultation. Are you sure she’s well
again? | haven't much faith in hyp-
notic suggestion.”

“Yes, she’'s well; wait till you see
her. She's radiant! She's radiant, Les-
ter! And look at me!”

He held up his shaking hand for an
instant, and | could have sworn there
were tears of self-pity in his eyes, so
weak had he become. Then he got to
his feet and shuffled toward the door.

“You will see her to-morrow, then?”
he said. “You won't forget?”

What has he been do-
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“No; | won't forget.”
"And you’ll impress her that we don’t
need Owen?”

“Yes. But | don’t think she will
want Owen. He's not an attractive
object. | can’t imagine any woman

wanting him.”

He looked at me strangely for a mo-
ment.

"She called him in her sleep!” he
said, in a strangled voice, and as |
stood, staring, let himself quietly out.

1 flung myself into my chair, more
shaken than 1 liked to acknowledge.

What had he meant by those last

words? What horrible thought was in
his mind? Surely, not that his wife
and Owen-----

I recalled the man's appearance—his
hawklike face, with the livid scar across
it, and the drooping lid. Truly, he was
not an attractive object! But, then,
neither was Bronson. Two more unat-
tractive ones would be hard to find.
Perhaps------

| had a hasty impulse to thrust the
thought behind me; but | nerved myself
and held it fast and looked at it.

Perhaps it was Owen’s ugliness
which had prepared Charmian Carling
for Bronson’'s, and rendered her uncon-
scious of it. Perhaps the one man had
perverted her taste, her instinct, so that
the other, when he came, did not of-
fend them. 1 had heard of such per-
versions; of flowers beautiful without
and fetid within---—---

| stopped the thought there, for it
was an outrage upon a lovely woman.
1 was disgusted with myself for having
harbored it.

CHAPTER VII.
I ASK FOR HELP.

I had intended to spend that evening
catching up on my personal correspond-
ence. Instead, 1 went to see Jenner.
For | realized that Bronson was throw-
ing the whole responsibility of his af-
fairs upon my shoulders, and, when it
came to the selection of a health resort,
I knew that | needed expert advice.

Besides being a great specialist, Jen
ner is a suave and cultivated gentle-

man; but it was useless for him to pre-
tend that he was glad to see me, that
evening, after lie found out what | had
come for. Indeed, for a moment |
thought he was going to refuse abruptly
to have anything to do with the case;
but he thought better of it, and asked
me to sit down.

“After the way Bronson treated me,”
he said, “I don't feel that he has any
claim upon me. Who is this fellow
he's got down there?”

“1 don’t know anything about him,
except that his name is Owen.”

“Never heard of him. Where did he
come from ?”

“From the foothills of the Alleghen
ies,” | answered.

Jenner stared at me.

“Why, | supposed he had been im-
ported at great expense!” he said. “Tell
me how it happened.”

"Mrs. Bronson was raised among the
hills of western Virginia,” | explained,
“and has known Doctor Owen all her
life. It seems she had had previous at-
tacks similar to this last one, and he
had pulled her through. So when you
refused to diagnose the case, her hus-
band sent for him.”

“And next day when | called | was
told that my services were no longer

required,” snorted Jenner. “l1 was
never so insulted in my life. But, even
then, if | had had a chance, I'd have

pocketed my pride and gone back, for
the case promised some new features.”

“Why wouldn’t you diagnose it?”

“How could 1 diagnose it when |
didn’'t know what it was? It was a case
that needed watching before 1 could
make up my mind. What has this fel-
low Owen done with it?”

“1 haven't seen Mrs. Bronson for a
week, but her husband tells me she’s
cured.”

“Do you happen to know anything of
the treatment ?”

“1 know that the first night he got
there, he put her to sleep by hypnotic
suggestion. He said afterward that it
was the only way.”

Jenner snorted again.

“That's a quack’s talk! 1 should like
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to see her—but there. If she's cured,
what do you want with me ?”

“She may be cured,” | said, “but her
husband is in a bad way. | want your
advice,” and | detailed the substance of
the several' talks | had had with Bron-
son, while the great specialist listened
in amazement. “In my opinion,” | con-
cluded, “there is only one thing to do—
that is to send him away to a health re-
sort as soon as possible.J 1 am going to
try to get him to sail Saturday, and I
want you to tell me where he would
better go.”

“Look here, Lester,” Jenner broke
in, “when a man comes to you to ask
your professional opinion, do you give
it offhand, or do you wait till you know
the facts?”

“1 wait till 1 know the facts.”

“So do I—and | don’'t do any long-
distance prescribing. After | have seers
your man, | will tell him what to do.
From what you have told me, he seems
a fit subject for a sanitarium.”

“You don’t think he's mad?”

“1 don't know what he is. But hal-
lucinations are the commonest symp
toms of mania, and mania often leads
very quickly to dementia, which is just
another name for insanity. Besides, in
the interests of science, | ought to see
him, because | never heard of another
case just like this. The form his hal-
lucination takes is unique.”

“1 don’t care anything about the in-
terests of science,” | retorted. “I leave
that to cold-blooded specialists. But I
want to save Bronson.”

Jenner chuckled at my heat,

“And | don’'t care especially about.
Bronson,” he said. “He is only a single
individual in a world of millions—and
not an especially valuable one. But in
the interests df science, I am willing to
save him if | can.”

“You are like a naturalist with a new
bug.”

“Exactly,” he admitted coolly.
“When can | see the bug?”
I swallowed my wrath. After all,

there was something to be said for Jen-
ner's point of view. No doubt, as a
lawyer, | had often considered a client

as an interesting case, rather than as a
harried human being!

“1 will try to get him to come and see
you,” | said; “but I'm afraid he won't.
He doesn’t like to talk about this thing,
even to his wife. He started talking to
me because | am his lawyer, and he
knew there had to be some one to punc-
ture the gossip which was sure to start
when he and his wife were seen to-
gether ; and he has got to talking a good
deal more freely, | think, than he in-
tended to. It seems to relieve him.”

Jenner nodded.

“No doubt it does. And that reminds
me. Since you know the story, tell me
—how did such a glorious creature as
that wife of his come to marry him? |
confess | can’'t understand it. What is
wrong with her ?”

“There is nothing wrong with her,” |
said, and told him the story. But it left
him frankly incredulous.

“That girl was never raised in the
backwoods, Lester,” he protested.
“She’s a hothouse flower—an exotic.
She hasn’t the aroma of the backwoods.
When a man has worked around wom-
en as much as | have, he develops a sort
of sixth sense in regard to them—or
perhaps it is just a refinement of the
sense of smell. Anyway, | can tell a
good woman from a bad one just by
her arms. | am not talking about chas-
tity, now; | am talking about something
higher and more delicate. And | knew

the first instant | was with her that
Bronson's wife was not a good
woman.”

“Oh, come,” | said; “we lawyers re-

quire better evidence than that!"

“It isn't evidence at all to any one
but me,” admitted Jenner; “but to me
it's conclusive.”

“Does your sublimated sense of smell
extend to men ?” | asked.

“Yes—but it is sometimes harder to

decide. Men are much more complex
than women!"
“More heresy!” | laughed. “1

thought it was women who were com-
plex. But, anyway, | wish you would
take a sniff at Doctor Owen, the first
time you meet him. 1'd be curious to
know what you made of him.”
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“Why?”

“1 haven't any supernormal sense of
smell,” | explained, “but there is some-
thing about him which, at the instant |
first see him, always makes me shrink
back. The impression passes after |
have been with him a few minutes, and
1 even end by finding him witty and
agreeable; but the next time I meet him
there is always that momentary repul-
sion.”

Jenner considered this for a moment.

“1 should be inclined to trust the first
impression,” he said, at last. “But
then, of course, I'm prejudiced against
Owen. I'll tell you what I will do: |
am interested in this case, and, rather
than miss seeing Bronson, I'll go down
to his place of business in the morning
and take a look at him. [I'll say that
you were here to-night talking about
health resorts, and that, as | happened
to be passing his place, | thought 1'd
stop in and talk it over. He can't take
offense at that, can he?”

“No,” | said thoughtfully, “if you are
very careful to give the impression that
1 talked with you only in a general
way.”

"I will do that, of course, and per-
haps | can draw him out. Most people
like to talk to doctors about them-
selves.” And then Jenner made a wry
grimace. “See to what lengths a hobby
takes a man. What I'm about to do is
absolutely unprofessional. | .am but-
ting in where 1 am not wanted— some-
thing no self-respecting doctor ever
does!” Then he rose with a laugh.
"1'll call you up after I have seen him,”
he added, “and report.”

And so | went away, pondering what
a great man he was ; for it takes a great
man to admit frankly that he doesn’t
know, and then to be ready to disre-
gard the ethics of his profession in or-
der to find out!

I was looking for his telephone call
all the morning, but it didn’t come; and
then, just as | was getting ready to go
to lunch, the office boy brought his card
in to me. There was an expression on
his face which made me look at him
twice, as he sat down in the chair I
placed for him. Or, rather, it was a

lack of expression, for his face looked
as though he had deliberately drawn a

mask over it in order to conceal his
feelings.
“Well,” 1 asked, “did you see him?”

“Yes, | saw him.”

“And you got him to talk?”

“Talk? | couldn’t stop him, after he
got started. He treated me as though |
were a confessor on whom he could un-
load all his sins.”

“His sins?”

“Well, his sufferings. It's the suf-
ferings, real and imaginary, that are
unloaded on the doctors. After all,
there isn't much difference between sin
and suffering—none at all, I sometimes
think. And do you know, Lester, it
seems to do the sufferers good to get
rid of them. It did Bronson good. He
has consented to go away Saturday.”

“Where will he go ?”

“That,” said Jenner slowly, “is a se-
cret between Bronson and me. | don't
want any one else to know where he
is.”

“But his wife will
where she’s going.”

“Ah,” said Jenner, still more slowly,
“that’s just it. She’s not going.”

I could only stare at him.

“See here, Lester,” he said, “the
things a man tells his physician are told
under a seal of secrecy, just like the
things he tells his priest. But | will be
as frank with you as | can. I'm not
entirely clear as to Bronson’s ailment;
the symptoms are obscure and startling
and unique. But on one point I am
clear. If we are going to save him, we
have got to get him away from his pres-
ent surroundings and influences. His
wife is one of those influences. 1 am
not saying that she is a bad one; but
she is one of the things he must be got
away from.”

“But we can't leave her alone with
Owen,” | pointed out. “He is an old
man and an ugly one; but just the same
it won't do. It doesn’t sound well.”

“We won't leave her with Owen.
Owen must be sent back to Virginia—
or wherever he wants to go. She will
be all right with Gurley and his wife.”

want to know
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“She will be mighty dull,” 1 said
doubtfully.

“That's where you come in,” said
jenner, with a twisted smile. “We ex-

pect you to amuse her.”

I made a hasty gesture of dissent, but
my companion stopped me.

"Wait a minute,” he said. “Wait till
I've finished. She can’'t be left alone,
and she can't go with her husband—not
if we want to pull him through. Right
now he is on the verge of a complete
nervous collapse. He thinks he is going
mad, and he probably will if something
isn't done. Or else he will kill himself.
That is the obvious suggestion which
that hallucination of his has been mak-
ing over and over. | could see it at the
back of his mind. | think vou ought to
help.” .

“1 don’t like him,” | said.
did.”

“Neither do I. His aroma is dis-
tinctly bad—there is something rotten
in him somewhere. But then there is in
most men. No physician ever stops to
think of that. We have got to save
him, and you ought to help.”

His words were insistent—there was
no avoiding them. But | felt that I
was being drawn into this tangle a great
deal more deeply than | wished to be.
From the very first I had been consent-
ing to do things that I didn't want to
do.

“There are a lot of things | ought to
do that | don’'t do,” | protested feebly.
“I'm no Samaritan— I'm just a selfish
lawyer.”

“1 know it,” Jenner agreed heartily,
and then he laughed at the expression
of my face. “But just the same you
are going to help.”

| positively squirmed in my chair.

“But, confound it,” | said, “it is too
much. How long will Bronson be
away?”

“1 don't know. Perhaps in a month
his wife can join him.”

“A month!” | groaned, and then |
caught Jenner’s eye.

“What is it you're afraid of?” he
asked. “Are you afraid of her?”

“Yes,” | said candidly. “l am.”

Jenner looked at me for a moment

“1 never

longer, and the expression of his eyes
was distinctly mocking.

“Oh, well,” | said, “what’s the use!
What is it you want me to do first?”

Jenner laughed, a little laugh that
was distinctly mocking, too.

“The first thing you have got to do is
to see her and break the news to her.
We must have her consent—her assist-
ance. She mustn’t put any obstacle in
the way—not the very slightest, for if
she does, Bronson won't go. You will
have to handle her delicately.”

| groaned again.

“That's a pleasant task, isn't it!”

“And then,” went on Jenner inexor-
ably, “you must see Owen and let him
know that we don’'t want him around
any longer.”

“That's pleasant, too!”

“If 1 were you, | would simply buy
him off. And | wouldn’'t haggle over
the price.”

| stared.

“Buy him off?”

“What else can his game be?” Jenner
demanded. “If he isn't a blackmailer,
what is he?”

“l don't know what he is,” | said;
“but I don’t believe he is a blackmailer.
And | can't see myself buying him off.”

“Oh, well, do as you think best—only
get rid of him. And now I'll have to

.be running on—there are a hundred

people waiting to see me.” He rose,
smiling at my lugubrious countenance.
“I'll say one thing to you, Lester,” he
added, his hand on the door, “your
aroma isn't nearly as bad as that of
most men!”

And with that he was gone.

CHAPTER VIII.
A VANISHING OF BARRIERS.

| have faced a good many unpleasant
duties in the course of my career, for
unpleasant duties are a lawyer's lot;
but | had never faced any half so un-
pleasant as the two interviews to which
I had pledged myself. They spoiled my
luncheon, they took the savor from my
cigar, they distracted me from my
work, and finally, in sheer desperation,
I slammed my desk shut and left the
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office,
with.

Again it was old Gurley who opened
the door to my ring, and again | no-
ticed how he was failing. Almost as
much as his master.

“Is Mrs. Bronson at home?” | asked.

“Yes, sir; come in, sir. He's at home,
too!” he added, in a fierce undertone,
as | crossed the threshold.

His voice startled me.

“What do you mean, Gurley?” | de-
manded. “Who is at home?”

But before he could answer, the
drapery at the library door was flung
asicle, and Mrs. Bronson fairly ran to-
ward us.

“Mr. Lester!” she cried, both hands

determined to get them over

extended. “How glad | am to see
you!l”
“Thank you!” 1 said, and took her

hand, while Gurley stood saturninely
by. “How well you are looking!”

“Do you think so? | am certainly
feeling well. But come along in. |
have a thousand things to say to you.”

| gave Gurley my coat without look-
ing at him—1 was reluctant, somehow,
to meet his eyes—and followed his mis-
tress into the library. A bright fire was
burning there, and, as we entered, a tall
figure arose from a chair in front of it.
It was Doctor Owen, and, as always, |
had that feeling of inward shrinking as
I shook hands with him.

“The doctor and | were just speaking
of you,” Mrs. Bronson rattled on, mo-
tioning us to chairs, and herself sinking
into a deep, low one, placed very near
the fire. “He was again talking of
campaigns.”

“Not of campaigns so much as of di-
version,” Owen put in. “You see, Mr.

Lester, Charmian is well again—my
work is done.”
I could not but admit it was well

done, however little | liked the doer.

“l have already told her that she
looks it," | said.

“And since there is no further need
for me here,” Owen went on, “l am
anxious to get back to mv hills.”

For the life of me, |1 could not sup-
press a start of astonishment. But I
managed to keep my eyes on the fire,

though | was conscious that his was
upon me.

“This town is intolerable to me,” he
went on evenly. “All towns are. Up
in the hills | have friends, and can do
some good.”

“But you have friends here,” broke
in the girl.

“And surely you have done good
here,” | could not help but add.

“Thank you,” he answered gravely.
“Yes, | have done a little good, per-
haps; and | am glad | came. | think I
have already told you, Mr. Lester, that
this spoiled child is like a daughter to
me. If she ever needs me, she has only
to call; but she doesn't need me now.
She needs you.”

“Me!” | cried, and looked at them in
wonder.
“Yes, you,” said Owen. “Shall 1

tell him, Charmian ?”

She nodded mutely.

“Have you seen Bronson lately?” he
asked.

“l saw him yesterday.”

“And you noticed the change in
him?”

“How could I help it?”

“Did he refer to it in any way?”

“l know that he is worried about
himself,” 1 said slowly, wondering how
much it was wise to tell. “In fact, he
came to see me again about his will.
He is very anxious that nothing should
interfere with his wife's absolute con-
trol of his property. He came to me to
find out what would happen if he—
went mad.”

The girl cowered back into her chair,
her hands before her eyes.

“1 knew it!” she cried. “I knew it!"

“What would happen?” Owen asked.

There was something in the question
which offended me, 1 scarcely knew
why.

“1 agreed,” | answered a little coldly,
“in case he is adjudged insane, to have
his wife appointed his guardian, so that
the control of his property would be
hers.”

“Oh, don’'t, don't!” she cried. “How
can you talk about such things! It's he
we must talk about! We must save
him!”
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“1 agree with you, Mrs. Bronson,” |
said. "At least, we must do our best.
It was to talk this over with you | came
this afternoon.”

"Thank you!” and she flung out her
hand and gave my fingers a fleeting
pressure.

"Charmian and | have already been
talking about it,” put in Owen, ignoring
my attempted elimination of him. "In
my mind, there can be no question as to
the proper course. Mr. Bronson must
be persuaded to change his surround-
ings absolutely. He must place himself
under the care of some competent phy-
sician, preferably in a sanitarium,
where he can be given every attention.
Do you agree with me?”

I knew that | was staring at him, as-
tonishment written on my face, but I

could not help it. In fact, | could
scarcely believe that | had heard
aright.

"Do you agree with me?” he re-
peated.

“Absolutely,” 1 managed to respond.

“The difficulty will be to persuade
him to accept such an arrangement,” he
went on. “Do you think you can do
that?”

“At least 1 am willing to try.”

“Good! You can succeed, if any one
can. | think he has more confidence in
you than in any one—certainly more
than he has in me. | am afraid he
doesn’'t wholly like me.”

“Oh, | don’'t know,” | began.

“That's natural enough,” Owen in-
terrupted, with a smile. “1 don’t blame
him, for I am not a likable man. But
you have his confidence, and you must

persuade him. You understand, of
course, that he must go alone?”
“Yes,” | said, “| understand that.”

I confess that my mind was in a
maze; | did not understand why the
barriers which 1 had thought so for-
midable, should fall, one after the
other, in this fashion.

And then | was conscious that Mrs.
Bronson was crying softly.

“1 have had great difficulty persuad-
ing Charmian,” continued Owen. *“She
has that old woman'’s idea that a wife's
place is with her husband. She can't

understand that husbands are better off,
sometimes, without their wives. But
she has finally consented.”

“But what am | going to do?” she
wailed, looking up at me with brimming

eyes. "What am | going to do in this
big, dark house, all by myself? 1 will
go home with you, doctor dear. And

I w'on’t have you saying that you're not
a likable man! It isn't true?

For a moment my heart stood still—
was this what Owen had been working
for?

“Yes, it is,” said Owen, almost
roughly. "And you’ll not go home with
me. In the first place, | don’'t want you
—1 want to be alone; in the second
place, it wouldn’'t do. Mrs. Bronson’s
place is here in her husband’'s house.
It's unfortunate Bronson has no rela-
tives. and that you have no friends
but------ "

“She has one,” | pointed out.

Owen actually smiled at me. It
wasn't exactly a pleasant smile—"though
I have no doubt that it was meant to
be; but the thin nose and the thin lips
gave it a satiric tinge which made me

feel as though | had walked into a
trap.

“1 hadn't ventured to suggest it,” he
said, “because, after all, | don't know

you very well, Mr. Lester, and because
I have seen that you haven't found me
likable, either; but | did hope that you
would see your way to dropping in oc-
casionally and cheering Charmian up."

“1 need a lot of cheering,” added the
object of these remarks, peeping up at
me. “Especially here in this big city.
It seems to me that the sun doesn't
shine here—not like it did in the hills—
that's the reason you find me always
hugging the fire.”

Tenner's characterization of her as a
hothouse flower, an exotic, shot through
my brain, and | smiled af? it.

“Well,” 1 said, “I'm willing to do
what | can; and | don’; consider it ex-
actly a sacrifice, either. Why can’t we
start to-night?”

“To-night ?”

“There is that long-standing invita-
tion to the theater,” | reminded her.
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Again her hand shot out and gave
mine a little squeeze.

“You dear man!” she murmured.
And then her eyes turned longingly to
Owen. “Do you think I might?” she
asked.

“As far as you are concerned, cer-
tainly; it will do you good. But I am
not sure it would be wise for your hus-
band.”

“Wouldn't the distraction do him
good ?”

Owen shook his head doubtfully.

“1 don’t see how it could do him any
harm, anyway,” | said. “Suppose we
leave it to him.”

“Very well,” Owen agreed, and lifted
his long figure out of the chair. *“I
can't tell you how relieved 1 am, Mr.
Lester,” he added, “that you are so
heartily with us. 1| only hope you can
persuade Bronson. But | think you

can.”

“1f | can't,” | said, “I'll call in Jen-
ner to help me.”

“Jenner?” He paused on the word.

“The great nerve specialist,” |
plained.

“Oh—uyes, | have heard of him. You
couldn’'t get a better man. Does he
know anything of Bronson's condi-
tion?”

Why should 1 lie or evade, | asked
myself. After all, 1 had done nothing
to be ashamed of, and we were all in
accord.

“Yes,” | answered, “he does. When
I saw Bronson yesterday and realized
from what he told me the serious state
he was in, | suggested to him that he
ought to go away, only my idea was
that he should take a long trip— per-
haps go to some health resort in Eu-
rope—and take Mrs. Bronson with
him. He half agreed, and last night |
went to see Doctor Jenner to ask him
which resort would, in his opinion, be
the best one. He refused to give any
advice until he had seen the patient. He
went to see him this morning, and as a
result came to the same conclusion you

ex-

did. So | came around this afternoon
to talk it over.”

Owen had listened intently, his
gleaming eye on my face. He nodded

his head slightly, with a quick glance at
the girl, as | finished.

“You see,” he said to her, with a pe-
culiar emphasis, “1 was right and you
were wrong. It was only after long
persuasion | convinced her she should
not go with her husband,” he explained,
turning to me. “Well, | am glad to be
approved by so eminent an authority as
Doctor Jenner. And now | must go
and pack.”

“Go and pack!” cried the girl. “What
do you mean ?”

“l mean that | shall soon be on my
way back to the mountains.”

“But you shan't go like that!” she
cried, springing to her feet and shaking
his arm in exasperation. “How hor-
rible of you! To-morrow night is New
Year's Eve. At least, you'll stay and
see the new year in with us! And
you, too, Mr. Lester,” she added, swing-
ing upon me. “You must come, too,
and help us see the new year in.”

| had made other plans for the cele-
bration, which means so much to New
Yorkers; but they were shattered by

that glance.
“Thank you,” | said; “I'll come.”
“And you will stay,” she added,
swinging back to Owen.
“Yes, I'll stay, tyrant!” he said, and

flipped her on the cheek with his finger.
“l1 wonder if you know what a tyrant
you are?”

She grimaced up at him, and with a
little laugh, he shook himself free,
nodded good-humoredly to me, and left
the room. | also turned toward the
door.

“You're not going!” she protested.

“l must. | have so much to do.
And | must arrange with your husband
about to-night.”

“Oh, don't bother to do that,” she
said quickly. “When he comes home,
I'll ask him about it. He is never later

than five. That will be time enough,
won't it?”
“Oh, yes,” | assured her. “I will

wait at the office till | hear from you.”
“How good you are!” she cried, her

face beaming. “Are you always so

obliging?”
“Not always,

I'm afraid,” | stam-
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mered. It confused me to be treated
like a grandfather. | had never thought
of myself as old, yet this girl seemed
to see no difference between me and the
other two men she knew. Perhaps she
was age blind, or perhaps there wasn't
so much difference, after all! The
thought was not a cheering one!

“Just so you always are to me!” she
said.

I could find no word of answer, and
made my way silently out into the hall.
She went with me, and watched, while
Gurley, with a face more sardonic than
ever, helped me into my coat and gave
me my hat. She even went to the door
with me and waved me good-by from
the steps, to the frank interest of the
passers-by. | could feel my ears burn-
ing as | walked hastily away.

It was perhaps an hour later that my
phone rang, and Bronson’s voice an-
swered my “Hello.” Such a tired voice
it was |

“Charmian tells me,” he said, “that
you want to take us to the theater to-
night. But I'm afraid I'm too tired.”

“1 am awfully sorry,” | replied. “I
was hoping you would be better. | sup-
pose you know that everything’'s all
right—about your vacation, | mean?”

“Yes; but | want to think it over a
little longer.”

| started to protest, but he stopped
me.

“l1can’'t go until after the first of the
year, anyway,” he said. “We're to cele-
brate to-morrow night, it seems, and |
want to save myself for that. You will
be sure to come?”

“Yes,” | promised; “we can talk it
over then.”

“About to-night,” he went on hesi-
tatingly, “1 scarcely know how to say it,
but 1 wish you would take Charmian,
even if | can’'t go. T feel that she ought
to get out—it isn't fair to keep her
cooped up here. Won't you take her?”

“Why, yes,” | stammered; “I'll be
glad to, of course, if you wish it.”

“1 do wish it,” he said. “It will be
a great favor to me.”

“Perhaps,” | suggested, "Doctor
Owen would like to go along.”

“No; | asked him. He says he ab-

hors the theater. All he is thinking of
is getting back to his hills.”

“Very well,” | said; “1 shall be fherc
about eight.”

“Thank you, Lester,” and there could
be no doubting Bronson’s earnestness.
“l don't know what | should do with-
out you.”

I made some conventional reply; but
my pulse was not altogether steady as 1
hung up the receiver.

CHAPTER IX.
I ACT AS CHAPERON.

At the last hour, in the busy season,
| had to take what | could get in the
way of theaters, but | finally secured a
box at Daly’s, where an innocuous
musical comedy, long since forgotten,
was running, and succeeding, as so
many musical comedies do, on the
strength of a single song. And, having
settled this detail, 1 hurried up to my
rooms at the Marathon to dress.

Half an hour later, | dropped down
again and turned in at the door of the
dining room. There is a table tucked
in by the corner window which Louis
knows | like, and he led me to it this
evening and himself handed me the

menu. But | knew better than to look
at it

“Louis,” | said, “1 haven't got much
time. Do your best for me. You know
what | like.”

“QOui, monsieur" responded Louis,

his face shining, as it always did at
this mark of confidence. “A soup, a
meat, a salade, et tine sveete—t'at iss it.
n'est ce pas?”

“Perfectly,” | nodded, and Louis,
having provided me with an evening
paper, hurried away.

I glanced through the paper, but
my mind was elsewhere, and finally |
laid it aside. | felt that I had need to
adjust my attitude toward Mrs. Bron-
son ; | was not at all satisfied with my-
self; and all through the meal | pon-
dered this question gloomily, much to
the detriment of my enjoyment of the
dishes which Louis set before me. At
last came the coffee, and | lighted a cig-
arette and settled back in my chair.
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There was only one thing to be done,
I told myself: If Mrs. Bronson chose
to treat me like a grandfather, it was up
to me to behave like one; if she was
really only a child, she must be treated
like a child. But was she only a child?
Was she as ingenuous, as innocent, as
unsuspecting as her manner indicated?
I recalled Jenner’s cynical estimate, |
recalled my own sensations? Was Jen-
ner right?

If he was, if the girl was really an
exotic, there was only one thing for me
to do, and that was to withdraw, as
gracefully and as promptly as might be.
Bronson must find some other chaperon
for his wife. It was too bad he had no
elderly female relative to whom to in-
trust her. | felt that | should be much
more comfortable to-night if there was
an elderly female relative along.

But as we drove away from the house
together, half an hour later, 1 told my-
self that | was a fool, a creature of
convention, a slave to Mrs. Grundy, to
be moved by such doubts and question-
ings ; for, so far from sparkling like an
exotic, the face of my companion was
downcast, almost sad.

“Do you think | did right to come?”
she asked hesitatingly, after a moment.

“Why, certainly,” 1 said. “Why
not?”

“1 don't know; but | couldn’t be sure.
I felt a little conscience-stricken about
it.”

“But why?” | asked again.

“Mr. Bronson was so tired to-night,
it seemed almost wicked for me to be
away enjoying myself.”

“But he wanted you to,” | pointed
out. “He will be happier knowing that
you are happy. One of the things
which weighs on him most is the
thought that he may not be able to make
you happy.”

“1 know,” she nodded.
good, isn't he?”

“He’s very anxious to make you
happy,” | equivocated. “He is very
anxious that you should never regret
having married him.”

“But of course | shall not regret it,”
and she looked up at me in astonish-
ment. “Why should 1?”

“He’'s very

“l am sure | don't know,” | said
feebly. “But | think he is right in
wanting you to get out more. You
ought to have a drive every day—and
you have got to meet some people. I'll
have to see what | can do.”

She put a hand timidly upon my arm.

“That is very thoughtful of you,” she
said. “Don’t think | don’t appreciate
it. But don’t bring any one for a little
while.  I'm so timid about meeting
people—I'm so afraid I'll do some-
thing wrong.”

The foyer at Daly’s is rather old-
fashioned, but it is undeniably hand-
some ; and yet it seemed to me scarcely
to merit the awed way in which my
companion looked about it. She said
not a word as | guided her across it and
followed the usher around to our box;
and, once arrived there, it was still in
silence that she took the scarf from her
head and slipped out of her wrap.
When | turned from hanging them up
and getting out of my own coat, |
found her standing as | had left her,
looking out over the house with rapt
gaze.

| paused for an instant toi drink in
the picture she made; and then, sud-
denly, from the battery of glasses
turned our way, | realized that others
were drinking it in, too. | went hastily
forward and placed a chair for her.

“Won’'t you sit down?” | said.

She sat down with a little indrawn
breath.

“Isn’'t it wonderful!”

| looked out over the house, which I
had seen so many times, and undeni-
ably 1 did feel like a grandfather.

“Do you think so?”

“Don’t you?” and she swung round
upon me.

“1 can only say that | envy you your
freshness of heart,” | answered.

She regarded me doubtfully.

“My freshness of heart?”

“Yes; and | hope that you will keep
it always.”

She looked at me for a moment
longer; then she turned back to the
house. And presently the curtain went
up, and we assisted at a touching fare-
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well between a country vicar and his
three lovely daughters. That is, she
assisted. | found her face much better
worth watching than the foolery on the
stage. She thought Mr. Walkley im-
mense.

“But why does he talk in that queer,
dipped way?'- she asked, when the cur-
tain was down again.

“That,” | explained, “is the English
accent—the real thing. You must try
to acquire it. It is very fashionable.”

“Must 1?” and then she smiled. “You
are making fun of me!”

“Perhaps | was,” | admitted. "You
must forgive me.”

“l don't mind. | know | am very
stupid.”

“Not stupid,” | protested. “Just in-
genuous.”

“Do you mind mv being ingenuous?”

“Mind it! | think it's charming.
You see,” | added, nodding at the
house, “1 should have won that wager.”

She looked at me, then followed the
direction of my nod.

“It’s like the Battle of Waterloo, isn't
it?” 1 went on. *“All the batteries ton-
centrated on one spot.”

I saw a flush of crimson sweep up
her throat, and she leaner! suddenly
back into the shadow.

“Do you mean they are looking at
me?” she gasped.

“Well,” 1 laughed, “it would be ab-
surd to suppose they were looking at
me!”

She gasped again, and cast a rapid
glance down over her dress.

“l haven't any mirror,” she said.
“Tell me, is there anything wrong?”

“On the contrary, everything is di-
vinely right!”

“You are making fun of me again!”

I confess that | was suddenly so-
bered, perhaps by the realization of
my years and sophistication. And she
seemed so movingly young, so innocent
and in need of help and counsel.

“My dear child,” | said, and it was
really as a child | thought of her in
that moment, “has no one ever told
you that you are beautiful—supremely,
enchantingly beautiful? Look around

at these other women—why, there isn't
one here can hold a candle to you!”

She did not answer, but sat very
quietly in the shadow, staring straight
ahead of her; but at last she stirred
slightly and looked up at me wistfully.

“Do you mean all that?’ she asked.
“Is it the truth?”

“The absolute truth.”

| saw her bosom rise and fall with a
quick breath. But she did not speak.
For the remainder of the evening she
was very quiet and pensive, and was
careful to keep within the shadow of
the curtain. Mr. Walkley seemed to
have palled a little; even the song about
the fascinations of the miller’'s daugh-
ter fell a little flat, and | wondered re-
morsefully if | had been wise to speak
as | did. But of course | had! If she
was going about the world, it must be
with her eyes open! But it would be
tragic if she lost her bloom!

She was still very silent when |
placed her in the hansom, climbed in
beside her, and gave the driver the ad-
dress in Washington Square. | had
fully intended to take her somewhere
for supper after the play—to some gay
and surprising place, where .she would
get a glimpse of the night life of New
York. But quite suddenly 1 decided
that it wouldn’'t do. What she needed
was a woman friend—a wise and ca-
pable woman, to instruct her in the
world’'s ways, to protect her from the
world’s gossip—and, above all, to make
a third in all parties of pleasure. | cast
my mind over my own women friends,
but | could think of none to fill the part
—even had they been willing to do so.
Not'many women would be willing. To
appear beside this girl would be to in-
vite comparisons almost certain to
prove disastrous.

At last my companion shook herself
out of her thoughts.

“You have been very good to me to-
night, Mr. Lester,” she said, in a low
tone. "l am just beginning to realize
how good. You see, 1 am so ignorant.
| need a guide.”

“Yes,” | agreed, “you do.
be my business to find one.
for the campaign.”

It must
A general
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“Let us not speak of that. | shall
not take part in a campaign.”

“You can’'t help it, unless you keep
yourself shut up—and that wouldn’t be
fair to the world. Besides, | am ambi-
tious for you. | want you to go just as
far as you can—to mount just as high.
But there must be no missteps!”

| fancied | heard a little sob, in-
stantly suppressed; and | knew that, in
that instant, the realization came to her
that she had already made a misstep—
that her marriage to Bronson was a
misstep, which would lay her open to
suspicion and innuendo. It was inev-
itable, of course, that she should real-
ize it, sooner or later, and | had an ab-
surd desire to comfort her; but there
was nothing | could say. And | am
afraid that it was not wholly without
satisfaction that | reflected that Bron-
son was an old and breaking man, al-
most at the end of his course.

The cab stopped before the gloomy
old house, and | helped her to alight.
Gurley had evidently heard us, for he
opened the door before we had a chance
to ring. | saw again the saturnine look
in his eyes as they met mine, and its
implication offended me.

“Won't you come in?” she asked.

“No,” | said; “thank you. And
thank you, too, for a delightful even-
ing.”

“Oh, it is | who should do the thank-
ing— for the evening—and everything.”
Her lips were tremulous, her eyes were
shining, and suddenly she raised her
hand and touched me lightly on the
cheek. “You have been good to me!
Good night!”

I am ten years older than | was that
night, and I know the truth about her
now; but the memory of that touch—a
child’s caress, it seemed—thrills me,
even yet!

CHAPTER X.
ENTER MY GUARDIAN ANGEL.

I dismissed the hansom and walked
home. Below Twenty-third Street, the
avenue was deserted save for an occa-
sional hurrying cab or loitering police-
man ; but at its juncture with Broad-
way | found myself in the midst of an

after-theater crowd, and drifted along
northward with it. Its glitter, its gay
talk, its bright eyes and laughing lips
served to distract my thoughts; but,
once in my rooms, | changed into a
lounging coat, filled my pipe, and sat
down resolutely to think things out.

And just then there came a quick step
in the hall outside, and a knock at my
door.

I rose, with an impatient exclama-
tion, and opened it. It was Jim God-
frey who stood outside.

“Ah, Lester,” he said quietly, “may
I come in?”

I had often heard it said that one
sometimes entertains angels unawares;
but it was not until long afterward that
| understood it was an angel | enter-
tained that night. | tried to tell God-
frey so, the other day, but he laughed
at me.

“I've been called about everything
else,” he said, “but nobody ever called
me an angel before. Absurd, Lester—
a yellow journalist with wings! Why,
that's a cartoon!"

It, is true that Godfrey is a yellow
journalist—and it is also true that he is
my best friend. Do | need to introduce
him again? | think not, except to say
that for astuteness | have never met his
equal—never but once. Yes, stanch
friend as | am of Godfrey’s, | must ad-
mit that there is one man in the world
who is more than a match for him—
but I have already told that story!

“May | come in?” Godfrey repeated.
“l was at the station across the way
talking with Simmonds, and felt sud-
denly that | needed to see you. Don't
turn me out!”

It had been on the tip of my tongue
to excuse myself, but there was no re-
sisting that sunny look.

“Come in,” | said, and stood aside
and closed the door after him.

He threw off his coat, dropped into
a chair, and got out a cigar.

“It has been an age since | saw you,”
he went on; “but I've been busy, and |
suppose you have, too. | was in Wash-
ington for a week on that Hartigan
case. Did you notice it?”

| nodded.
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“It was a pretty case,” lie added
thoughtfully, his eyes on the smoke cir-
cling toward the ceiling. “Not so pretty
as some that you and | have been to-
gether in, Lester—but that sort of case
is rare. It seems to me that crime is
growing more and more sordid; I sigh,
sometimes, for a really great criminal
—or, at least, for an original one.
You've read the ‘Calf Path’? Well,
criminals are like that. They go on
blundering along the road the first one
blazed for them—using the same old
methods, the same old tools. It's dis-
couraging.”

I might explain that Godfrey is the
star criminal reporter of the Record,
and | couldn't help smiling at his tone.
I can see now that it was that smile
which Godfrey was fishing for!

“Perhaps | will bring you another
one. some day,"” | said.
"May it be soon! How has the

world been using you?”

“ Better than 1 deserve!"

“It uses most of us better than we
deserve—but | thought it was using
you especially well to-night.”

| jerked around toward him.

“What do you mean?" | demanded.

“1 happened in at Daly’s,” he ex-

plained. “Who is that beautiful girl?”
“Her name is Mrs. Bronson,” | said
shortly.

I heard his chair creak, as though he
had moved suddenly; but | didn't look
at him. Dark suspicions were circling
at the back of my mind—that question
had been just a shade too casual.

“A widow?” he asked, after a mo-
ment.

“No; she's the wife of Henry Bron-
son. | don’'t suppose you know him.
He's a client of mine—Ilives in Wash-
ington Square.”

Again there was a moment’s silence.

“Why, vyes,” said Godfrey finally.
“As it happens, | do know him.”

There was an implication in his tone
I didn't like.

"He's considerably older than she is,’:
| said, “and he’s not exactly handsome;
but he seems to be a nice enough fel-
low. He's very anxious to make her

happy.”

Godfrey smoked on in silence.

“He is worth a million,” | added,
“s0 he ought to be able to.”
E;‘Ah!” commented Godfrey. "Just

s0.
| felt myself flushing.

“Though she doesn't care for his
money,” | explained. “She doesn't
know anything about it.”

“Doesn’t she?"

“No; her whole life has been spent
in the foothills of western Virginia.
She knows nothing of the world—abso-
lutely nothing. It is astonishing how
innocent and ingenuous she is.”

“l haven't a doubt of it," agreed
Godfrey dryly. “How did she come to
marry Bronson ?”

| hadn’t intended to tell Godfrey the
story; but suddenly 1 found that |
wanted to. After all, I was expected to
tell it—1 was expected to silence the
tongues of scandal and innuendo—and
surely | could not do better than begin
with this yellow journalist, this special-
ist in crime, who was frankly cynical
and took no pains to conceal it. So,
almost before | knew it, 1 found myself
launched on the story, and | told it
much as 1 have set it down here. God-
frey listened silently, without interrup-
tion, without question, almost without
movement, until | had finished. And
then he asked a question which seemed
to me absolutely irrelevant:

“Where did Mrs. Bronson get that
gown she wore to-night?”

I could only stare at him.

“Vanity has always been woman’s
greatest enemy,” he continued, almost
to himself. “If they are to be tripped
up at all, vanity will do it Men are
vain, too, but in another way. They
like to show off before their women;
they like to run to them and display
their spoils, and shower them with gold
and diamonds. And the women put the
diamonds on and go out and betray
their men. So | would like to know
where Mrs. Bronson got that gown."

“1 suppose she got it at Richmond,”
I managed to say. “Bronson told me
that he had outfitted her there.”

Godfrey glanced at me with a pitying
smile.
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“At Richmond?
it?”

“1 noticed that it was becoming.”

“It was a masterpiece. If it wasn't
made in Paris, or at least after a Pari-
sian model, I miss my guess. Of course,
they may have French gowns in Rich-
mond—but where did this backwoods
maid of yours get the taste to choose
it? Taste isn't instinctive, Lester, for
all the talk to the contrary; it's the re-
sult of culture—and one doesn't get
culture in the backwoods—not that
kind. Even supposing she hit on it by
accident, who taught her how to wear
it?”

“What d& you mean by all this, God-

Didn’'t you look at

frey?” | demanded. “What is it you
are insinuating?”

"l am insinuating,” he answered
bluntly, “that things are not always

what they seem—nor what they claim
to be. Now, don't get angry. | don’t
blame you—1 have never seen a more
radiant creature than this Mrs. Bron-
son; but that only makes the mystery
deeper.”

“What mystery ?”

"The mystery of her marriage to an
animated scarecrow.”

“You aren’t fair to her!”
hotly. “If you only knew her---—---

“1 wish | did. And 1 should like to
meet this backwoods doctor with the
hypnotic eye. Listen to me, Lester:
You have taken too much for granted.
Have you investigated their story?”

“Why should 1?”

“Plas it ever occurred to you that
Bronson’s hallucinations may have a
cause ?”

"Of course they have a cause—in
disordered nerves.”

“1 wasn’t thinking about nerves,” said
Godfrey pensively.

"No doubt,” | retorted, with what 1
meant to be biting irony, “you see in all
this a deep-laid plot of some sort—a
picturesque addition to your collection
of sensations!”

“It's picturesque, all
frey chuckled.

“But there is one thing | want you
to understand, Godfrey,” | continued
hotly, “and that is that what | have

| retorted

right!” God-

told you has been told in confidence.
Oh, | know what a nice headline it
would make for the Record: ‘Beautiful
Wife of an Animated Scarecrow.’
That's the Record’s style, isn't it? But
I warn you, if you do anything like
that--—-—-- "

“Have you ever known me to do any-
thing like that?” Godfrey broke in.
“Come, now, tell me.”

A quick revulsion of feeling shook
me.

"No,” | said contritely, "I never
have. | beg your pardon, Godfrey.
My nerves seem to be disordered, too!”

“All  right,” he said cheerfully.
“You're overwrought to-night—and I
don’t wonder! But | accept your con-
dition, Lester. I'll keep your confidence
until you yourself release me.”

I was thoroughly miserable, for
these were coals of fire.

“Godfrey,” | said contritely, “what is
it you suspect, anyway?”

“1 don’t know,” he answered slowly.
“1 haven't been able to shape it up yet—
I've nothing to go on. But when | saw
you in the box with that girl to-night,
a sixth sense within me sounded the
danger signal. And when you told me
that she had married Bronson, that
alarm bell rang again. For, whatever
the circumstances may have been, the
very fact that she married Bronson is a
presumption against her.”

"I know.” | agreed. "l felt that at
fir?f. too. But since | have come to
know her | don't feel it any more. She
has never seen any but old men—and
ugly ones. You should see Owen, with
his scar and drooping eyelid! And she
didn't even know she was beautiful.”

"Oh, come, Lester-------

“She didn't know it, 1 tell you,” 1
broke in fiercely, "until to-night. 1| told
her. She was all shaken up over it—
scarcely said a word to me afterward.
Do you think 1 was wrong to tell her?”

“No,” he answered dryly, "I don’t
think you did any harm.”

He got up and slipped into his over-
coat, while | stared moodily at the
floor; then he came over and put his
hand on my shoulder.

“Look here, old man,” he said, "we're
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not going to quarrel about this. Per-
haps you are right—perhaps | am. We
shall find out before long. But a little
thing like this can’'t come between us.”

“No,” I agreed thickly. “No.” And
I reached up and gripped his hand.

“All right,” he said. “Good night.”
And he let himself out.

| sat there for a long time, staring at

nothing. If Godfrey should be right—
if------
But | put the thought away. Per-
haps | had been rather too credulous;
perhaps Charmian Bronson was not
quite so ingenuous as she had seemed;
perhaps she had been having a little
fun with me. 1 was ready to admit
that possibility, even though it hurt my
pride. But that her whole story was a
lie, that she was a hypocrite and an im-
postor, leagued in some evil game with
Owen—that 1 would not admit; that
was too absurd! Why, if that were
true, she would have to be the most con-
summate actress that ever lived!

Besides, her story could not be a lie.
For it was not she who had told it to
me. It was Bronson had told it. Bron-
son knew it to be true; and Bronson
would have no reason to deceive me,
for, if there was a plot, he was un-
doubtedly the victim. A plot! What
sort of plot? What was it Godfrey had
said about his hallucinations?

But that was absurd, too. That very
afternoon, so far from plotting against
him, | had found his wife and Owen
anxiously planning to restore him to
health. | was sorry | hadn’'t pointed
that out to Godfrey; there was the con-
clusive answer to his suspicions.

With a sigh of relief, | turned out the
light and went to bed. And my last
waking sensation was of the playful
tap of soft fingers on my cheek.

CHAPTER XI.
r.RONSON SHOWS A NEW SIDE.

But with the morning my doubts re-
turned. In spite of myself, my mind
went back, incident by incident, over
the events of the past two weeks, and
away down at the bottom of my heart
there was a feeling of uneasiness which

I could not explain and which disgusted
me. But here and there the incidents
did not seem to fit together; there were
little discrepancies, minute contradic-
tions, which 1 found it impossible to
reconcile one with another. Each in
itself was unimportant; but, taken to-
gether, | found them more than a little
disquieting.

But that, | told myself, was only be-
cause | did not understand. How few
people would appear consistent if we
subjected each of their actions to a
microscopic test! And | was furious
with Godfrey, who had sown the seed
of this uneasiness. | am not by nature
a suspicious man; | want to believe in
people; and especially | wanted to be-
lieve in Charmian Bronson. And there
was no reason, | told myself angrily,
why | should not believe in her. What
was there against her? Jenner had said
that her aroma was not good; Godfrey
had said that his sixth sense warned
him against her. That was all. 1 could
have laughed at the absurdity of it, but
for that feeling at my heart.

| ended by calling up Jenner.

“Everything is arranged,” | told him.
“There wasn’'t the slightest difficulty.
In fact, Mrs. Bronson and Owen had
already decided that he ought to go
away. Owen said he couldn’t be in
better hands than yours. He himself is
going back to his hills at once.”

“That's good!” commented Jenner;
“and most surprising. But how did you
happen to refer to me?”

“1 told them that | had been worried
about Bronson myself, and had gone
around to see you.”

“I'm glad you didn't implicate me
any more than that! Have you seen
Bronson since?"

“No; but | talked to him a minute
over the phone.”

“What did he say?"

“Pie said he couldn’'t go away till
after the .first.”

“Well, that's to-morrow. He mustn't
put it off more than a day or two.”

“Can’t you see him to-day ?” | asked.

“1I'm not going to see him again till
he sends for me," said Jenner savagely.
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"You would better see him yourself to-
day and make all the arrangements.”

“Suppose 1 bring him around to you
this afternoon?” | suggested.

"l won’'t be at home. | have got to
run over to Philadelphia, and | won't
be back until late to-night. Bring hint
to-morrow.”

“All right,” 1 agreed; and presently,
when | had got my office work cleared
away, | set out for Bronson's place of
business.

As it happened, | had never been
there before, for he had always come to
the office when he had any business too
important for the mail or telephone, and
I had some little difficulty in finding it;
but at last | saw the sign, “Bronson’s,”
over a door in a group of old buildings
set back a little distance from the street,
and entered. For a moment | could see
nothing in the semidarkness; then |
perceived that | was in a long room,
stacked along the walls with casks and
kegs, and with a great pile of cases
running down the middle. An odor of
damp and mildew, mixed with the odor
of wine and spirits, hung heavily over
the place. As | stood looking about me,
a thickset man wearing a leather apron
entered the door behind me, and paused
to ask me what | wanted.

“1 am looking for Mr. Bronson,” |
said. And he pointed to a narrow
flight of stairs against the wall and
hurried on.

So | made my way up the stairs, and
found Bronson in a little, dusty office
at the top. He was alone, except for an
old fellow perched on a stool before a
high desk—the bookkeeper, no doubt,
and also, from his appearance, inherited
with the business. 1 saw no sign of a
stenographer or of a typewriting ma-
chine, and concluded that Bronson was
far too conservative to admit any such
method of correspondence. Probably
he answered all letters by hand;
1should not have been surprised to find
that he used a quill!

He looked up as | entered, and nod-
ded a welcome.

“Why, Lester!” he said. “So you
have looked me up at last! Sit down.”

He was looking much better than the

last time 1 had seen him. His face had
a better color, his eyes were brighter,
and he seemed much less depressed. In
fact, he wasn’t depressed at all.

“l am glad to see you looking so
well,” | said.
“Yes; I'm feeling better. Besides,

business keeps my mind off other
things. 1 am glad you came in. There
are two or three things | want to talk
over with you.”

“Yes,” | said; "I thought we wouldn’t
have much time to talk to-night.”

My eyes rested on the back of the old
bookkeeper.

“Oh, you don’'t need to mind him,”
said Bronson, noticing the look. *“He's
as deaf as a post—and the best book-
keeper | ever knew. Writes a hand like
copper plate. By the way, would you
care for anything to drink?”

“No, thank yon,” | said.
this time of day.”

“1 keep away from it myself, during
business hours—in fact, | don’t drink-
much at any time—don’t dare to.”

“Why not?”

“It would spoil my sense of taste.
I'm my' own tester, you know, just as
my father was before me, and his fa-
ther before him. 1 wouldn’t trust any-
body else.”

“But doesn’t that involve drinking a
good deal?”

"It doesn’t involve drinking at all. |
taste sample after sample and never
swallow a drop. No good tester ever
swallows it. It isn't the effect on the
stomach we're after; it's the effect on
the tongue and palate and on the deli-
cate nerves of smell at the back of the
nostrils. People don't know how to
drink wine nowadays. There is a lot
more pleasure to be got from a spoon-
ful held in the mouth for an instant
than in a glassful gulped down hastily.
The connoisseur sips; only a fool gulps.

“Not at

But there.” he added, “I'm on my
hobby! That isn't what we have to
talk about. First, let me thank you for

your kindness to Mrs. Bronson, last
night. | saw her for a moment this
morning, and she said you had been
perfectly lovely to her.”

It seemed to me that in Bronson’s
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voice as he quoted his wife's words,
and in his eyes as he looked at me, there
was just the faintest tinge of sarcasm,
and | didn't like it.

“Look here, Bronson,” | said, a little
brusquely, “that is one of the things I
want to thresh out with you. | don't
know whether you realize fully what a
fascinating woman your wife is. | sup-
pose you do, since you married her; but
so do I—so would any man. And her
ignorance of the. world adds to her
charm. Now, don't get a wrong im-
pression ; I'm not in love with her, and
she evidently regards me as an elderly,
grandfatherly sort of person. But just
the Same it isn't fair to her to be seen
about alone with a bachelor like me.
You know how eager people are to
start a fresh scandal—it gives them
something to talk about—and you'll
have enough to live down without that.
Haven't you some elderly female rela-
tive who could act as chaperon while
you are away

“While I'm away?” he repeated.

“Yes; that's all been settled, hasn't
it?”

“You other people seem to have set-
tled it. | think I was entitled to be con-
sulted.”

“But—but Jenner did consult you,” |
stammered, surprised at his vehemence.

“1 didn't know then that it was a
plot.”

“It may have been a plot,” | said,
“though that's a harsh word for it; but
| don't see why you should resent it
We were plotting, as you call it, for
your good—we were trying to discover
what would be best for you. And we
have all agreed that you ought to go
away for a while, and put yourself in
Tenner's care, till your nerves have had
a chance to tone up.”

His eyes were brighter than ever, and
made me vaguely uneasy.

“What's the matter with my nerves?”
he demanded.

“Why,” | said, “you yourself said it
was your nerves.”

“Well, 1I've changed my mind.
There’'s nothing the matter with my
nerves. There’s nothing the matter at
all, except that a little devil has been

sent from hell to torment me for my
sins, by looking at me when | shave.
He would torment me just the same in
a sanitarium. In fact, he doesn’t tor-
ment me half as much as he did at first.
I laughed at him this morning when he
started to go through his tricks. | doubt
if he'll try it again—he doesn’t like to
be laughed at.”

| sat looking at him doubtfully, for I
didn't know whether to be relieved or
alarmed at this development of his men-
tal condition.

“So you won't go away?" |
finally.

“Not until I am sure it is necessary,”

asked

he answered emphatically. “I'll wait
a few days, anyway. | want to see if
the devil comes back again. Not that |

care whether he does or not—I'm not
afraid of him now. But he interests
me."

I rose slowly to my feet, for | felt
suddenly as though a weight were
pressing upon me.

“Well,” | said, “you are the one to
decide, of course. But | think you
ought to go.”

“And leave my wife?"

“Jenner says you should.”

He swore, and banged his desk with
sudden violence. “What business had
Jenner mixing in my affairs? The next
time he comes I'll send him about his
business!"

“He told me this morning that he
wouldn't come again unless you sent
for him.”

“He’'ll wait a long time, then. If |
go anywhere. Lester, it won't be to a
sanitarium—it will be up in the hills
there with Owen. You don't appreci-
ate Owen. He’s worth two of Jenner—
look what he did for my wife! And
now he tells me he’s going away. Did
you have anything to do with that?”

“With what?"

“With his going away.”

“No, | didn't,” 1 retorted hotly;
“though if | had, | should only have

been carrying out your wishes. You
told me you didn’'t want him.”
“1 didn't know him, then! Why

does he want to go?”

“l don't know. He told me he
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wanted to go before 1 said a word to
him.”

“Before you said a word to him?”

“1 intended to tell him that he ought
to go. 1'd have done so, even without
your approval.”

“Oh, you would ?” growled Bronson,
and regarded me narrowly.

“Yes, | would. | don't think his in-
fluence is healthy.”

"Well, | don’t care what you think!”
shouted Bronson, anger suddenly get-

ting the better of him. “1 wish you'd
keep out of my affairs—I1 wish
you'd----—-- "

But 1 didn’t stop to hear any more.

"Good-by, Mr. Bronson!” | said, and
stalked out of the office and down the
stairs.

1 do not know when | have been
angrier, and | decided then and there to

dismiss Bronson’'s affairs from my
mind, once and for all. | had been a
fool to be drawn into them. What
was the ugly brute to me! So the first

thing | did, when | got back to the of-
fice, was to write him a letter declining
to act in any capacity as adviser of his
wife or trustee of his property, and ask-
ing him to change his will in that par-
ticular at once, | sent it off by special
messenger, and after that | felt better.
The load which had been weighing me
down was lifted. | enjoyed my lunch
as | had not done for a long time.

Toward the middle of the afternoon,
the office boy came in and said that
Mr. Bronson was outside and wished to
see me.

| let him wait, this time, until | had
finished the work upon which | was
engaged before | told the boy to show
him in.  And then all my misgivings
were back upon me again, for it was
not the violent man of the morning
who entered, but a miserable and
shrunken object—a mere shadow of a
man. He sat down heavily and looked
at me.

"l got your letter,” he said finally.

“l thank you for coming so
promptly. 1 am ready to redraft the
will.”  And | drew a pad of paper to-
ward me. “Unless, of course, you wish

to intrust the work to some one else.
I shall be happy to get rid of it.”

“1 don’'t want to redraft it,” he pro-
tested.

“You must redraft it in the particu-
lar in which it refers to me,” | said
firmly. “I refuse to serve. The sim-
plest way would be to substitute some
other name for mine.”

“There’'s no other name |
substitute.”

“Then cut out the advisory business
altogether,” | said shortly. “It's non-
sense, anyway.”

“See here, Lester,” he said suddenly,
“are you coming to my house to-night?”

1looked at him in astonishment.

"Certainly not,” | answered.

"But my wife is expecting you.”

“Make whatever explanation you
like,” | said impatiently.

He looked at me imploringly, and I
saw that his lips were trembling.

“1 made a fool of myself this morn-
ing,” he said huskily. “lI don’t know
what was the matter with me. | apolo-
gize. Can’'t you overlook it?”

Ttraced some figures on my pad un-
certainly.

“l am an old man and a sick one,”
he went on, after a moment. “I'm not
just responsible for what | say some-
times. I'm sorry. You ought to over-
look it.”

He looked so miserable and broken
that | hadn’t the heart to resist him.

“All right." Tsaid. “We'll just for-

care to

get ity
“And you'll come to-night:"”
“Yes, I'll come.”

"And say nothing to my wife about
my—my behavior this morning?”

“Why, certainly not!”

He breathed a deep sigh of relief.

"But there is one thing | won’'t do,”
I went on. “I won't serve as advisory
trustee. Either cut that out of your
will, or name some one else.”

“Oh, well, | don’'t know that it mat-
ters much,” he said wearily. "It is
just a form. Suppose we substitute
Owen’s name for yours.”

I looked at him, with the feeling that
perhaps | had walked into a subtle
trap, set by Owen himself.



THE AVENGER 39

“Do you instruct me to do that?’ |
asked.

“1 would rather you'd leave things
as they are.”

“But | won't."

“Then put in Owen."

“Very well." 1 said. "What is his
first name?”

Bronson reflected a moment uncer-
tainly.

"Why, the truth is,” he said, at last,
"1l don't know. [I'll have to ask him.”

“Suppose you do that to-night. And
I will get the new draft ready for your
signature at once.”

“Very well,” he agreed. “Don't fail
us to-night.” And he made his way
unsteadily from the room.

CHAPTER XII.
THE STROKE OF MIDNIGHT.

| confess that, as | dressed that even-
ing, my mind was far from being at
ease. When | had determined to re-
fuse the trusteeship, it had not occurred
to me that Bronson might name Owen
in my stead. | distrusted Owen, and
| had believed that he did. too. | won-
dered more and more whether this sud-
den change of front in Bronson's atti-
tude toward him was not due, in some
way, to the subtle influence of Owen
himself. In any case, | was sure that
no good would come from the contin-
ued association with Charmian Bronson
which the trusteeship would involve.
And then | remembered suddenly what
Owen had said about himself—that his
heart was bad, that he might drop off
at any time. Perhaps that was just a
lie; but as | stood there putting on my
gloves | was very near to wishing, that
it might be the truth.

As | stepped from the door of the
Marathon, | found that the crowds
were already gathering for the raucous
celebration of New Year's Eve which
has come to be one of the distressing
features of New York life, and, glanc-
ing at my watch and finding that 1 had
plenty of time, | walked down Broad-
way as far as Twenty-third Street just
to see the crowd. It was a hilarious
one, though why the people who com-

posed it should be so eager to welcome
the new year was certainly puzzling.
But, | suppose, even in the most sordid
lives, there is the hope that the future
may be in some miraculous way better
than the past, and that a new year may
bring new joys. Too often it brings
only new sorrows; and it was rather
pensively that | climbed aboard the bus
opposite the Flatiron Building and con-
tinued my journey down the avenue.

From the dark exterior of the gloomy
old Bronson mansion no one would
have suspected that there was to be any
joyous welcome to the new year there,
and as | mounted the steps 1 found my-
self regretting that | had come. To sit
at table opposite two such unattractive
objects as Bronson and the doctor was
certain to be depressing, and my feel-
ings toward the lady of the house were
too uncertain to promise me any pleas-
ure from her company. But | rang the
bell and did my best to shake the gloom
from my face.

As usual, it was Gurley who admit-
ted me. As he took my coat, | saw that
he was struggling with the reserve ha-
bitual to every good servant.

“1 hope you are well. Gurley,” | said,
loitering over my gloves, for | was curi-
ous to hear what it was he so evidently
wished, yet feared, to say. “and that the
new year will be a happy one for you."

“Thank you, sir," he answered. And
then he' cast a swift glance over his
shoulder along the hall, and came a
step nearer. “l wonder if I might have
a word with you. sir?” he asked, almost
in a whisper.

“Certainly; go ahead,” | encouraged
him.

“Oh. not here, sir; not now! Per-
haps later in the evening, if 1 see a

"Gurley!” called a clear voice, anti
the drapery at the library door was
swept aside. “Oh, it is you, Mr. Les-
ter!” And Mrs. Bronson came toward
us. “I thought I heard voices, and won-
dered who it could be.”

“1 was just wishing Gurley a happy
New Year!” | explained, “and he was
responding in kind. | shall keep my
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wishes for you until the proper mo-
ment.”

“But how good of you to come!” she
rattled on, preceding me into the li-

brary. “I1 can guess what you are miss-
ing. Broadway, | suppose, is a mass of
people.”

“Yes— T have just pushed my way
through them.”

“And the restaurants are crowded
with jolly parties.”

“Yes— 1 caught glimpses of some of
them as | came by. But how did you
know ?”

“Oh, | read an account of it, once, in
a magazine that found its way up to us.
And how I longed to be a part of it!”

“Perhaps next year you and your

husband will be my guests,” | sug-
gested.

“Is that an invitation

“Yes.”

“It is accepted!” she cried, her eyes
flashing. “The men are not down yet,”
she added, seeing my glance around the
room. “People are always making jokes
about the time it takes women to dress,
but as a matter of fact it takes men
much longer. They would never be
ready if they had to do their hair.”

A sudden remembrance of Godfrey
made me look at her more closely, and
| realized that she was superbly
gowned.

“Last night,” | said, "I don't believe
| even looked at your gown; but I am
not going to make that mistake again.”

“But it wasn't a mistake,” she pro-
tested; “it was a compliment—the
greatest compliment you could pay a
woman. To look at a woman’'s gown
means that she is not herself worth
looking at.”

“Or that it is unbecoming. No one
could say that of yours. It looks as
though it were made for you, and for
no one else.”

“Thank you. But that shows how
little you know about women'’s clothes,
for it is only a ready-made one— though
I confess | altered it here and there.”

“Then Worth must look to his lau-
rels,” | said; and, though | tried to
speak the words jestingly, she must

have suspected the thought behind
them, for she shot me a swift glance.

“Oh, | have always liked beautiful
clothes!” she countered quickly. “I
never had many of them, so | had to
make the most of those | had. That
taught me ingenuity. You will find that
I am very ingenious, Mr. Lester.”

“How is Mr. Bronson to-night?” |
asked, anxious to escape from a subject
which threatened to become embarras-
sing.

“He seems much better. 1 have been
giving him mental treatment. Don't
you think we can get rid of nervous
ailments if we really want to?”

“Undoubtedly we can get rid of many
of them.”

“Well, 1 am trying to get him to be-
lieve there is nothing the matter with
him, and | am going to succeed. Have
you seen him to-day?”

“He called at my office this after-
noon. We are going to make a little
change in the will.”

“In the will? Are you still talking
about that?”

And then, before I could reply, Bron-
son and the doctor came in together.

As we exchanged greetings, | saw
that Bronson's eyes were shining and
his face flushed, as they had been in the
morning. Perhaps that was the result
of the mental treatments his wife had
spoken of.

“l am glad to see you
much better.” | said.

"Yes,” he answered, “there’s nothing
the matter with me. There's a little
devil lurking around somewhere trying
to provoke me. but when | laugh at
him he runs away.”

“Laughter is the best medicine there

”

looking so

is,” put in Owen, as | stared at the
speaker uneasily. “l discovered that
long ago.”

I wondered if he ever made use of
the discovery. | found it difficult to
imagine Owen laughing.

“ No, I don’t laugh much,” he added,
reading my glance. “But then | don't
care especially to get cured. What hap-
pens to an old wreck like me isn't of
any consequence. | have a theory, Mr.
Lester,” he went on, as, in answer to
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Gurley's announceninet, we made our
way to the dining room and took our
seats at the table, “that life belongs to
youth and beauty. Age and ugliness
have no business to go on cumbering
the earth and spoiling the joy of it
They ought to take themselves off.”

“Age has its uses,” | objected; “at
least, it has experience and so should
have wisdom. As for ugliness—well,
if you mean ugliness of soul, I might
agree with you. Ugliness of body
doesn’'t matter much. Lincoln was
ugly.”

“No,
Bronson warmly.
tiful.”

“He was beautifully ugly,” amended

he wasn't,” dissented Mrs.
“Lincoln was beau-

the doctor. “But of course 1 meant
ugliness of soul. An ugly body implies
an ugly soul.”

"Well”—1 hesitated, thinking of

what that meant as applied to Bronson
and Owen—*“that’s a pretty broad gen-
eralization. The great sirens of history
certainly weren't ugly.”

“Is the devil ugly?" asked Bronson
suddenly.

For an instant there was a startled
silence. Bronson was sitting across
from me, and as | looked at him | saw
again how bright his eyes were.

"On Doctor Owen’s theory, he must
be,” 1 said, for the sake of saying
something.

“But how do you know he’s got an
ugly soul?” Bronson persisted.

"l don’t believe in the devil,” put in
Mrs. Bronson decidedly, “and | object
to talking about him.”

Bronson chuckled sardonically.

“You've never seen him,” he said.
“Wait till he looks out at you from your
mirror! You’'ll believe, then! By the
way, Owen,” he added, turning to the
doctor, “what’s your first name?”

“My first name is Philip,” answered
Owen, and | saw his mouth close
quickly, as though he had spoken with-
out thinking.

“Philip!” echoed Bronson, and stared
at him, an uneasy light in his eyes.

“Yes,” answered Owen, with a light-
ness | knew was assumed; “it is a com-

mon name—there are thousands of
Philips.”

"So there are,” assented Bronson,
with a breath of relief that puzzled me.
“Philip—1 never liked the name—but
put it down, Lester. Let us have the
next course, Gurley.”

I noticed a little wrinkle of displeas-
ure between his wife’'s brows; but she
said nothing, and Gurley removed the
dishes.

“But what is the riddle?”
doctor.

Bronson chuckled sardonically again.

“I'm going to put you down in my
will,” he said. “Some more wine, Gur-
ley.”

The other two watched him while lie
drained his glass, and | could see that
they were uneasy. My eyes, save for a
glance at each of them, were on the
cloth, for | was considerably embar-
rassed; but | was conscious that Bron-
son emptied his glass at a gulp, and |
remembered how he had said that only
fools drink wine that way.

“The fact is,” he went on, “that Les-
ter has shied at the job of acting as my
wife’'s adviser after my death—Ilie
washes his hands of her—so that will
be your job, Owen.”

Again there was an instant’s silence.
It was Owen who broke it.

“That is rather foolish,” he said
heavily. “I1 shall be dead long before
you are, Bronson.”

“Well, then, she won't have any ad-
viser. | dare say that would suit you,
eh, Charmian?” And he turned to her
with an unpleasant leer.

“No,” she said decidedly; “it would
not suit me.”

“Perhaps you can wheedle Lester
round.”

"1 shall be glad to advise Mrs. Bron-
son whenever she wishes it,” | said, a
little stiffly, for Bronson’s air seemed to
me decidedly offensive. “But | don’t
believe she needs an adviser.”

“Why,” cried Bronson, staring at me,
“it was you who suggested it!”

“Well,” | said lamely, “1 know Mrs.
Bronson better now.”

Involuntarily | looked at her. She
was staring at me with eyes bright with

asked the
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tears, her under lip caught between her
teeth, as though to keep it from trem-
bling. After a moment, she turned her
eyes away, and went silently on with
her meal. | knew she had read into my
words that 1 was disillusioned—that |
thought less highly of her—and 1 was
acutely uncomfortable. After all. |
hadn’'t any right to hurt her—to sacri-
fice her to my own silly pride.

"At this season of peace and good
will,” 1 began stumblingly, "I don’t
want to be a cause of discord—even of
so slight a discord as this. Therefore,
if Mrs. lironson still wishes it, and her
husband also, | withdraw my objec-
tion.”

ller hand flashed out to me in the
little intimate gesture characteristic of
her.

"Thank you !” she-breathed. "I do
wish it.”

Bronson, from across the board, was
regarding me with a sardonic grin.

"l thought she'd get round you!” he
sneered.

But not even his alternate bursts of
irritability and senile jocosity could
damp my spirits after that.

The talk wandered on. till at last we
came to the coffee.

“You are not going to banish me. this
time,” said Mrs. Bronson. “Gurley,
bring the cigars, and then you may go.
We shall not need you again.”

Gurley placed the cigars on the table
and went out silently.

“By the way, Bronson,” Owen re-
marked. “that old servant of yours
wouldn’t be any worse off for a little
of the laughter cure. He is positively

owlish. And no wonder, considering
the kind of stuff he reads! I'll wager
he has the nightmare regularly. Did

you see the papers this evening, Mr.
Lester ?”

“No; Tdidn't have time to look at
them.”

“Well, when | came home this even-
ing, 1 saw Gurley sitting on the base-
ment steps, bareheaded in the cold, so
intent on what he was reading that he
didn't feel the cold, or even hear me.
He was reading as though fascinated,
and | looked down over his shoulder to

see what it was. It was one of your
sensational papers, with a great red
headline across the top: ‘Nance How-
ard Hangs Herself at Auburn’—1 think
that was the name------ "

There was a strange sound from
Bronson, half choke, half sob. He was
holding his napkin to his face, and I
could see only his gleaming eyes. But
they were horrible.

“1 beg pardon,” he said, in a muffled
voice. “Go ahead. Don’'t mind me.”

“1 had happened to see the article on
my way downtown,” continued Owen,
with only a glance at Bronson. “You
wouldn’t think it, would you, to look at
me—but | like good pictures, and |
paid a farewell visit to the Metropol-
itan this afternoon. It is the one pos-
session 1 envy New Yorkers.”

“But what about the article?” asked
Bronson, still in a strangled voice.

“Oh, yes; | nearly forgot! | hap-
pened to see the article on my way
downtown in the bus. | didn’t read it,
but | glanced at it to see what it was.
This Nance Howard, or whatever her
name was, had had an adventurous ca-
reer, according to the paper; had tried
to kill a man, after ruining two or three,
and had been sentenced to a long term
in prison. Her term was about up, for
she had won an allowance for good be-
havior, and she was to have been re-
leased this afternoon. When the war-
den went to her cell to get her, he
found she had hanged herself. The
paper went on to analyze the mental
attitude which had made her unable to
face the world again, and gave a de-
tailed and highly colored account of her
adventures. Well, it was that mass of
filth which had fascinated Gurley. He
was reading it with bated breath, so
absorbed he didn't notice me. Not a
healthy habit of mind, | should say.”

Bronson made no response. Instead,
he drained another glass of wipe, and
then attempted to light a fresh cigar;
but his hands were trembling so that it
was fully a minute before he succeeded.
And his face was frightful to see. As
he glanced across at me, | saw stark
terror in his eyes.

Then, suddenly, there flashed across
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my mind the story he had told me of
his indebtedness to Charmian Carling’s
father; of the woman who had ruined
him and then tried to kill a man---—---

Could this Nance Howard be the
woman ? Could this-—--—---

I shot a glance at Bronson’s con-
vulsed face, and realized that | had
guessed aright. But his agitation and
terror puzzled me. Why should he be
so shaken? He had never been in-
volved with her. But perhaps he had
not told me the whole story.

My eyes wandered to where Mrs.
Bronson sat at my right. She was play-
ing absently with her wineglass, a little
smile upon her lips. It was evident
that she did not suspect how nearly this
sordid tragedy touched her.

Did Owen know?

I looked at him. His single eye was
very bright, but there was nothing in
his face to indicate that he knew the
story. And as soon as he caught my
glance he began to talk easily of other
things, as though he had not noticed
Bronson’s agitation. Mrs. Bronson was
soon drawn into the talk, but her hus-
band sat silent, hooped forward in his
chair, a pitiable sight. It seemed kind-
est to take no notice of him.

At last, Owen took out his watch and
glanced at it

“It will be midnight in a minute,” he
said, and there was a vibrant quality in
his voice which drew my eyes to him.
“Let us fill our glasses.”

The bottle went round, but Bronson
made no motion to take it, and Owen
leaned over and filled his glass for him.
Then he stood erect, glass in hand.
Mrs. Bronson and | followed suit, but
Bronson still sat huddled in his chair,
staring at the cloth.

"Aren’'t you going to drink the toast
with us, Bronson?” asked the doctor,
and Bronson, after an instant's hesita-
tion, pulled himself heavily to his feet
and braced his swaying body against
the board.

For some seconds we stood there si-
lent, and | was conscious of a tenseness
in the air, a sort of breathlessness which
puzzled and oppressed me. Then from
the old clock in the hall came the slow

strokes of the hour. Mechanically, |
counted them—one, two, three, four, to

“Twelve!” said Owen, as the last
stroke rang out. “The new year!” and
he held his glass high. “May it be a

happy one for all of us!

But that toast was never drunk, for
the last word was drowned by the crash
of breaking crystal, as Bronson’s glass
dropped from his fingers, and | saw the
crimson stain of the wine spread like
blood across the cloth. And then |
looked at Bronson.

I can see him yet, standing there
clutching at the table, staring over my
shoulder at something behind me; | can
still see that hideous open mouth with
froth upon the lips; | can still see those
starting eyes, with awful horror in their

depths.
“It's Nance!” he shrieked. “It's
Nance! Oh, my God!”

And he crashed forward toward me
across the table.

CHAPTER XIII.
NIGHTMARE.

I am not ashamed to admit that 1
cast a frightened glance over my shoul-
der, for Bronson's eyes had imaged viv-
idly some horrible shape standing close
behind me. But there was nothing
there. The next instant | sprang-to
help Owen, who was already lifting
Bronson’s limp form from the table.

“We must get him to bed,” he said.
"He has had an attack of some sort.
Have you any idea what brought it
onr

“Then—then there wasn’'t anything
there?” | stammered.

“Anything where?
mean ?”

“Bronson was staring over my shoul-
der as though he saw a ghost.”

Owen smiled sardonically.

“1 don’t believe in ghosts,” he said
shortly.

I glanced at Mrs. Bronson where she
sat cowering in her chair, watching us
with white face.

Owen saw my glance, interpreted it,

What do you
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and at once took command of the situ-
ation.

“You go into the library and lie down
on the couch, Charmian,” he said, with
a ring of authority in his voice. “Draw
it up close to the fire. Bronson has
fainted, that's all. We’ll put him to
bed, and lie will soon be all right again.
You would better send Gurley to help
get him upstairs.”

“1 think Gurley has gone to bed,” she
answered; “1 dismissed him hours ago.”
And then she gave a startled exclama-
tion, for the door opened and Gurley’'s
white face peered in. | saw the quick
glance which passed between her and
Owen, but | was too upset to think
about it then.

“Come in, Gurley,” called the doctor.
“Your master has fainted, and we’ve
got to get him to bed. You take his
feet. Mr. Lester and 1 will take his
shdulders.”

Gurley came tremblingly forward, as
though reluctant to obey, and yet not
daring to refuse. He also seemed on
the verge of collapse. Perhaps he
guessed what had happened to his mas-
ter. He. of course, knew the story of
Nance Howard, and | could easily un-
derstand the absorbed attention with
which he had read that story in the
evening paper.

“Now!” said Owen, and between us
we raised Bronson in our arms.

| had never realized, until that mo-
ment, what an awkward thing to handle
a lifeless human body is. .Bronson was
not very heavy, but we were all pant-
ing by the time we got him up the stairs
and into his room, and | noticed Owen
pressing his hand to his side as though
in pain.

“That is trying on a man with angina
pectoris,” he remarked, smiling thinly;
and | realized suddenly that he hadn't
lied about his condition. Then with set
lips he turned to the work of bringing
Bronson to consciousness. He curtly
dismissed Gurley, who was shaking like
a man stricken with palsy, and advised
him to go to bed; then he deftly
stripped Bronson of his outer garments,
loosened his shirt at the neck, slapped
some cold water over his face, and, dis-

appearing for a moment, come back
with a little green bottle in his hand,
and applied it to Bronson’s nostrils.

The result was apparent in a sudden
lift of the unconscious bosom, followed
by a strangled gasp.

“He will be all right in a minute,”
said Owen, and held the vial to his own
nostrils and drew a deep breath. “As
soon as he is conscious, | will put him
to sleep. His nerves are in a bad way.
| think you would better go down and
reassure Charmian.”

“Do you think he'll rally?” 1 asked
doubtfully, for Bronson seemed to me a
man visibly stricken with death. *“I
doubt if he can stand a shock like this.”

“A long sleep will quiet him. If he
isn’'t better in the morning, you can call
in Jenner. In any event, we must make
light of it to Charmian. | wouldn't
keep her waiting.”

I nodded and left the room. | was
glad enough to get away from that ugly
object on the bed; I didn’t want to wit-
ness the awakening; and, besides, |
found myself dreading an explanation
with Owen. He must be wondering
what had caused the collapse; he must
be wondering what that cry of “Nance!
Nance!” had meant; but | didn’'t want
to tell that story, and yet | knew, if he
set about it, he would drag it out of
me.

Outside the door, | paused for a long
breath. What was to be done? If
Bronson was to take to seeing ghosts,
to imagining himself haunted, there
would be no living with him. A sani-
tarium, whether he wished it or not,
would be the only place for him—and
probably a strait-jacket. But, for the
second time that evening, | tried to as-
sume a cheerfulness | was far from
feeling, and | put aside the portiere and
entered the library.

Mrs. Bronson was lying on the couch,
her chin supported by her hand, staring
at the fire, so deep in her thoughts that
she did not hear me enter. As | stood
looking at her, | saw how worn and sad
her face was. Surely she had had
enough to make it so!

She stirred slightly, and glanced up
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and saw me. Her face softened, and
she held out a hand to me.

“Well, my friend?” she asked, as |
drew up a chair and sat down beside
her.

“He will soon be all right again,” 1
assured her. “He is conscious, and
Doctor Owen is putting; him to sleep.
He will be all right in the morning.”

“Hut what was it?” she asked, and
shuddered. “Did you see his face, his
eyes? And what made him cry out like
that ?”

“He must have fancied he saw some-
thing,” | answered. “But it was just
his nerves.”

"Saw something?” and she stared up
at me. “Do you mean a ghost?”

“He has been seeing them for a good
while, hasn't he?”

"Seeing ghosts?”

“Seeing apparitions.”

| said it gently, but she reached out
and caught my hand again.

“Oh, what shall | do?” she cried, her
face suddenly convulsed. “lI can't go
on like this—1 can’t stand it! It's too
much for me! Call the doctor! | must
see him! | must tell him | can't go on
with it! I'm not strong enough !”

"Wait!” | said thickly. “Wait! Don’t
take it like that! Don’t give way to
it!”

She jerked her hand away and passed
it across her eyes.

"Call the doctor,” she
faintly. “Please—at once!”

J flew rather than ran up the stairs
and knocked sharply at the door of
Bronson’s room. Owen’s voice bade me
enter. He was standing beside the bed,
watching his patient, who was tossing
from side to side, muttering restlessly,
and he looked around at me in sur-
prise.

“Mrs. Bronson wants you,” | panted.
“She has broken down. She says she
can't stand it—can’t go on with it!”

His face stiffened queerly—became
set and stern. Looking back at it, it
seems to me that in that moment |
should have understood.

"What else did she say?” he asked.

“That was all.”

He glared at me a moment with that

repeated

eagle eye of his; then his countenance
relaxed. He must have seen that there
was in my mind no suspicion of the
truth.

“Very well,” he said. “1 will go to
her. | wish you would stay here until |
get back. He’'s very restless—you'’ll
have to keep him from rolling off the
bed.”

I nodded, and Owen hurried away. 1
didn't relish the task he had set me; 1
felt a sort of shuddering horror at
thought of touching that tossing figure;
| scarcely dared look at the distorted
face, with its purple lips and eyes half
shut, showing only a line of white be-
tween the lids. His breath was coming
in convulsive gasps, and his hands were
clenched tightly over his breast. And
always from his throat came that hoarse
murmur.

I drew up a chair and sat down and
tried not to listen to it, tried to fix my
thoughts elsewhere; but gradually 1 be-
came conscious that back of the mur-
mur there were words, half-fonned, in-
articulate words; and then | had to put
out my hand and hold him, for his
tossings had brought him to the edge
of the bed.

| started to push him back out of
danger; and then my heart leaped sick-
eningly, for one of his hands closed
over mine and held it tight. Then his
eyes opened and he stared up at me.
For an instant he lay so, staring; then
his eyes went past me------

“Nance! Nance!” he screamed.
that!”

Chilled with horror, | looked behind
me, but there was no one there.

“Be still!” | commanded, striving at
the same time to loose myself and to
push him back upon the bed.

His teeth were chattering now, and
he cowered back upon the pillow.

“Go away!” he groaned. “Oh, go
away! Don’t haunt me, Nance! f
couldn’'t stand that—you couldn’'t ex-
pect me to stand that! Don't stand
there so white, with that red mark on
your throat------ "

I set my teeth and rolled him over
bodily into the center of the bed, then
tore my hand away. It seemed befouled

“Not
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by his touch. 1 felt myself befouled
through and through.

There was a noise at the door, and |
started round, expecting to see | knew

not what. But it was only Owen who
entered. He glanced at me, and then
came forward quickly.

“What is it?” he asked. "What has
happened ?”

“l can’'t stand this!” |1 panted, echo-

ing Bronson’'s words. ‘“‘It's too much!
lie’'s—Ilie's horrible!”

“1 can take care of him now,” said
Owen quietly. ‘I have got C-harmian
calmed down and sent her off to bed. |
would advise you to go, too.”

“I'll be glad to go,” | said gratefully;
“that is, if you don’'t need me. I'm not
used to this sort of thing.”

“So | see,” he assented, with a little
smile. | wondered what his nerves
were made-of that he could look for-
ward so quietly to a night beside this
maniac. “Will you stop in the morning,
as you go downtown?”

“Yes,” | said; and then | remem-
bered. “I shall not be going downtown.
It's New Year's Day.”

“So it is— 1 had forgotten that!” and
he smiled again. “We haven’t found it
a happy one, so far, have we?”

“Happy!” | groaned. *“It has been a
nightmare!”

“1 think you would better come down
in the morning,” he went on tolerantly.
“Suppose we say ten o’clock? We shall
have to decide whether or not to call in
Jenner.”

“l won't have to decide,” | said, “for
I've decided already. |I've had enough
of these horrors. |I've got to get out
of it.”

“Sleep is what you need—the sooner
you get to bed the better.
yourself out.”

“You're right,” | agreed, and stum-
bled to the door. “Good night.”

The last glimpse | had of him was as
he leaned above the bed and bent an
earnest gaze upon its occupant; then |
closed the door.

If any one had told me. before that
night, that |1 should ever be afraid of
the dark | would have laughed at him;
and yet | zvas afraid, as | stood alone

You can let 1 knew was the basement.

in the hall outside. For there was no
light— Owen had turned it out, | sup-
pose; and the darkness seemed alive
with sinister shapes. Bronson may have
seen something; there were many well-
authenticated stories of apparitions;
many intelligent men believed in them;
and a cold sweat burst out all over me
at the thought that, on those deserted
stairs, | might suddenly find myself
face to face with that white figure—
white but for the livid line about its
throat!

And then my self-control asserted it-
self a little, and | moved forward cau-
tiously, along the hall to the stair head,
and down to the hall below. There, in
the vestibule, a dim light was burning,
and at sight of it my courage returned.
| reached up to the light and turned it
on full; then I saw my coat and hat
hanging on the hall tree. | crammed
the hat upon my head, and was strug-
gling into the coat, when my heart
leaped again. For suddenly 1 felt a
timid touch upon my arm.

I don't know what prevented my cry-
ing out—perhaps my racked body was
past such primitive expression—and the
next instant, as | jerked around, | saw
that it was Gurley.

With a finger on his lips, he went to
the outer door, opened it, and closed it
with a hang. Then he stole back to my
side.

"This way,” he whispered, and drew
me quickly through a door opposite that
of the library. “Be careful,” he added,
in the same tone, and guided me for-
ward across a room and along a narrow
hall. “1lere are the stairs,” he said, and
placed my hand on the rail.

Step by step | went down into what |
Gurley’s hand
was on my arm again; he drew me to
the right; | heard a door close softly,
and a bolt pushed into its socket. Then
again he guided me forward, and | felt
a chair against my knees.

“Sit down,” he said, still in a voice
carefully lowered. “1 think we are safe
here.”

I never cease to be amazed when |
consider the ingenuity which this old
man displayed that night. 1 can only
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explain it by the theory that even the
most commonplace natures can, when
necessity calls, rise to unsuspected
heights. But | wasn't thinking about
that then. | collapsed upon the chair
and mopped my face.

“Can’'t we have a light?” | asked.

“We'd better not—it might show un-
der the door or through the keyhole.”

“Who would see it?”

"l don't know— Owen might see it—
or the other—that thing 1 saw on the
stairs. It's that I'm most afraid of.”

“Saw on the stairs!” | echoed, sud-
denly steadied by the words. "What
did you see on the stairs?”

“1don’t know—a white shape gliding
up in the dark. | thought it was Mrs.
Bronson—but she was in the dining
room when 1got there. | wasn't really
scared till then T’

My heart was beating madly, for in
that instant | knew that Godfrey was
right—that there was a plot— that some-
thing hideous was going on beneath
this roof—something unbelievable, re-
volting—

“Gurley,” | said, leaning forward in
the darkness, “did you read the paper
this evening?”

“Why, yes, sir,” he answered, in a
surprised tone. *“I always read the pa-
per. It's about the only amusement I
have.”

“Did you read about a woman who
had hanged herself at Auburn?”

“Yes, sir,” he answered, and my heart
sank, for nty half-formed theory tot-
tered at the words. “Yes, sir; there
was a big headline about it.”

“What was the woman’s name, Gur-
ley ?” | asked, and held my breath.

He hesitated for an agonizing instant.

“l don't remember, sir,” he said
finally.

“Was it Nance Howard?” | asked.

T heard his exclamation of surprise.

“Nance Howard!” he repeated, in a
horror-stricken voice. “No, sir; it was
nothing like that!”

“Are you sure?” | persisted.

“Sure!” he echoed, and | breathed
again. “Where did you hear that name,
sir?”  And | knew from his tone that
he knew the story.

“No matter,” | said, and | sat there
for a moment cursing my own credulity.
Then a sudden hideous thought
brought me shaking to my feet. What
was happening in that room upstairs?
What was Owen doing to his victim?

“Gurley,” | said hoarsely, “1'm going
for help—I'll be back as soon as I can.
There's a basement door, isn't there?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Let me out by it—and leave it un-
locked, so that | can get in when | come
back.”

“But | want to tell you----

“There's no time now!
quick!”

I heard him move forward, caught
his hand in mine, and stole forward be-
side him. A moment later, | was out
under the bright stars of the new year’s
morning.

Quick,

CHAPTER XIV.
GODFREY TAKES COMMAND.

| paused only for one long breath—a
breath of relief and thanksgiving to be
in the free air again—then, buttoning
my coat about me, | set off westward
as fast as my legs would carry me. |
must get to a telephone—that was my
thought; I must get to Godfrey; and |
strained my eyes ahead for a glimpse of
a blue sign that would tell of a public
station. But Washington Square is not
a lively place at one o’clock in the morn-
ing; even at its liveliest, it is dull
enough. And then, in the circle of
light under the lamp at the next cross-
ing, | saw the blue coat and gleaming
buttons of a patrolman on post.

He heard my running feet long be-
fore 1 got to him. and swung round to-
ward me, one hand at his hi]); but as 1
panted up into the circle of light, his
hand dropped to his side.

“1 want a phone!” | gasped.
can | find one ?”

“What is it?

“Yes—dying!”

“There’s a booth in the saloon at th<®
next corner, right by the L station.”

“Thanks!” | gasped, and panted on
again.

The way T burst through the swing

“Where

Somebody sick?”
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doors of that saloon must have startled
the hangers-on at the bar; but | did not
so much as glance at them, for there, at
the back of the room, was the booth. |
jumped into it, slammed shut the door,
and fumbled desperately for a nickel.
Luckily I knew Godfrey’s number—I
did not have to wait to search fqr that!

“Sixty-four twenty-four Columbus,”
1 said; and then strained the receiver to
my ear in an agony of suspense. Sup-
pose Godfrey was not there! Suppose
lie had been called out of town------

“Hello!” said a voice, and with a sob
of thankfulness 1 knew that | had
caught him.

“Godfrey,” | cried, “this is Lester. |
want you, quick! Are you dressed?”

“Yes—but for Heaven’s sake------ "

“Don’t talk,” | burst in. “Listenl
I'm at the Eighth Street station of the
Sixth Avenue elevated. Get down here
as quick as you can!”

“But what is it?” he demanded.
“What's the matter with you, anyway ?”

“It's Bronson—and I'm scared to
death! For God's sake, hurry, God-
frey I”

I heard his startled exclamation.

“All right!” he said. “Look out for
me!”  And he hung up.

| leaned forward above the little
desk, limp as a rag under the reaction.
Then 1 opened the door and staggered
up to the bar.

“Brandy and soda!” 1gasped, and the
bartender hastened to produce the in-
gredients.

“You surely need it!” he commented,
as he fizzed the soda into the glass and
pushed it toward me.

“Yes, | do,” | agreed, and drank it
eagerly. My knees ceased to tremble
and my brain cleared a little. “Have
you got an evening paper?” | asked.

Without comment, he produced one
from beneath the bar and handed it to
me. Sitting down at one of the little
tables along the wall, T opened it. It
"was no doubt the same one that Gurley
.had been reading, for there, flung across
the page, was a flaring red headline:

Mary Hatfield hangs herself at Auburn!
And then | remembered that Owen had

said he wasn't sure of the name—per-
haps he hadn’t lied— perhaps------

My eyes devoured the triple-leaded
story, and | breathed a sigh of relief.
Yes, he had lied—these details were
nothing like the ones he had related to
us across the dinner table, while Bron-
son cowered in his chair. That story,
told so glibly, so seemingly upon the
spur of the moment, had been carefully
manufactured, had been thought out be-
forehand—but for what purpose? And
then | bent hastily over the paper to
hide my face from the curious eyes of
the men at the bar.

For that story, so carefully told, could
hav™ had but one object—to pave the
way for the appearance of the specter!

For a moment, my brain could go no
farther; it shrank back, appalled, from
the horrible vista this thought disclosed.
For, if that were true, what else might
not be true?

Were they hounding Bronson to
death? Were they trying to drive him
mad?

Was Mrs. Bronson in it, too, | asked
myself, my heart sick at the thought; or
was it Owen only? She must know—
she could not be ignorant of what was
going on—why, she as well as Owen
must have seen the specter; from the
very first she had been playing a

| arose giddily and started for the
door.

“Wait a minute, comrade,” called the

bartender. “You're not well—better sit
down a while longer.”
“No,” | said, “I'm not sick.” And

then | remembered the patrolman’s in-
quiry.

Bronson was sick—desperately sick—
dying, perhaps--—----

I turned and made my way blindly
back to the booth, and sought Jenner’s
number. It was some moments before
I found it, for my eyes were strangely
blurred; and some moments before any
one answered, and then it was not Jen-
ner’'s voice.

“1 want Doctor Jenner,” | said.

“This is Doctor Tenner's.”

“Is he there?”

“He has gone to bed.”
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“Well, wake him up and tell him------

“l can't wake him—it's against or-
ders. He has been out of town and is
very tired. | can take your message
and give it to him in the morning.”

“Morning won’'t do—it will be too
late then. Do as 1 tell you—1I'll take
the responsibility. Tell him that Mr.
Lester called, that affairs are desperate
with Mr. Bronson, and that | implore

him to come down right away. It's a
matter of life and death!”
There was an instant’s silence. Then

his voice spoke again.

“If it is that serious, | will tell him,
sir,” it said, and | slashed the receiver
triumphantly back upon the hook. Then
| hurried out and took up my station at
the foot of the elevated stair, for |
knew that Godfrey was almost due.

A train rumbled in over my head,
stopped a moment, and then rumbled
on again; but Godfrey was not one of
the three passengers who descended.
The wait that followed | found most
trying of all; at this-hour of the morn-
ing, the trains were moving only at fif-
teen-minute intervals; but at last |
heard the roar of one approaching; it
jarred to a stop at the station, and an
instant later two men came down the
stair three steps at a time, the one in
front tall and slim, the one behind
stocky and heavily built.

“Ah, Lester!” said Godfrey, for it
was he who was in the lead, and he put
his hands upon my shoulders and peered
down into my face. “Great heavens,
man, what has happened to you?”

“Is my hair white ?” | asked quite se-
riously, and passed my hand over it
Then the light fell on the face of his
stocky companion. “So you brought
Simmonds ?”

“Yes—1 judged from your tone that
things were pretty serious, and it
seemed safer to have a member of the
police along. We can rely on him, you
know; he is not a great talker.”

Detective-sergeant Simmonds grinned
cheerfully, but made no remark.

“And now, what's up?” Godfrey
added.

“l can tell you as we go along,” |
said, and outlined the evening’s events,
<4A

while my companions listened with as-
tonished faces. When | mentioned
Owen’s story, Simmonds snorted.

“Nance Howard wouldn’t hang her-
self,” he said. “She wasn’t that kind.
All she lived for was to get out. She
got every minute of good time coming
to her. She was released three months
ago.”

“What has she done since?”
Godfrey quickly.

“1 don’t know; she just dropped out
of sight. Maybe she’s trying to start
straight again with that lover of hers—
the feller she tried to kill, you know.
He’s been going to see her regular once
a month, all these years.”

“Who is he?”

“1 don't know very much about him
—only what the warden told me once,
for lie’s never done anything to bring
the police down on him, so far as |
know. He was a doctor once, the war-
den said, and a smart man; but he went
down and out after Nance tried to do
for him. Then he kind of picked him-
self up, and began to come to see Nance.
The warden said he'd heard he was in
the moving-picture business up State
somewheres.”

We were passing under a street lamp
as he spoke, and | saw a sudden flame
of interest in Godfrey’'s face.

“Anything else?” he asked.

“No,” said Simmonds, after a mo-
ment’'s thought, “1 don’t remember any-
thing else. Oh, yes—the warden said
old Nance had a daughter. This feller
was raising her. He brought her to the
prison to see her once, and the warden
said she was certainly a beauty!”

If a thunderbolt had fallen at our
feet, | could not have been more shaken
than | was by these careless words. A
daughter—a beauty! 1 turned sickly
away from the implication of those
words. Then | heard Gqdfrey’s voice.

“1 wasn’t surprised when | got your
distress signal, Lester,” he said. “I was
rather expecting it. | had our Rich-
mond correspondent investigate that
story you told me, and | heard from
him to-night. The story was all a fake
—except one detail: Bronson and Char-

asked
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mian Carling were married at Coxharn
by a justice of the peace------ "

“Then that's her name!” 1 cried.
“That's her name—she isn't that wom-
an’s daughter J

“Perhaps it is—but nobody at Cox-
ham knew anything about her. She had
never lived there—no one had ever
heard of her, nor of this man Owen—
but here we are,” he added, lowering
his voice.

He stood for an instant, looking up
at the gloomy old house; then he turned
to me.

“Which way?” he asked.

"Down here,” 1 said, and led the way
down the area steps.

“Wait a minute,” broke in Simmonds.
“What is it you're going to do? Enter
this house?”

“Just that,” answered Godfrey.

“But what's it all about, anyway? 1
can’t make head nor tail of it. Is some-
body committing a crime?”

"Is murder a crime?” asked Godfrey
incisively.

Simmonds’ manner was still dubious;
but now, as always, he yielded to God-
frey’s judgment.

“All right; go ahead,” he said. "But
if you're wrong, I'm going to have an
awful job explaining to the inspector!”

“l1 told Gurley to leave the door
open,” | said, and put my hand on the
knob; and then a thrill shot through me,
for I felt it turn in my grasp. The door
opened, and Gurley’'s white face peered
out.

“Thank God, you're back!” he
breathed, and stood aside for us to pass.

"Has anything happened?”

“1 don’t know, sir; 1 haven't dared
to move.”

We entered, and Gurley closed the
door behind us; and again a feeling of
uneasiness and apprehension fell upon
me like a pall. For an instant we were
in darkness; then a white circle of light
leaped along the passage ahead of us,
disclosing a narrow flight of stairs.

“Come along,” said Godfrey, and led
the way toward them, torch in hand.
“Quiet now,” he added.

But it is impossible for four men to
mount a flight of stairs in semidarkness

without making some noise; and it
seemed to me that we had made enough
to alarm the whole house before we got
to the top.

“Which way, Lester?” Godfrey whis-
pered.

“Straight ahead,” | said, and led the
way along the passage, and across the
room beyond. “This door opens on the
main hallway. Bronson’s room is right
at the head of the stairs. | left a light
in the vestibule,” | added.

Godfrey released the button of his
torch, and | opened the door cautiously
—to find myself staring into utter dark-
ness. The light | had left burning in
the vestibule had been extinguished.

For a moment we stood there, mo-
tionless, listening—and suddenly a
spasm of terror shook me; for 1 fan-
cied | heard a step upon the stair. Reg-
ularly, slowly, it descended, step by
step, step by step, step by step—and
then | realized that what | heard was
the ticking of the tall clock on the land-
ing. With a sudden whir, which made
my heart leap, it struck two. Could it
be, | asked myself, that only two hours
had elapsed since the moment when
Bronson crashed down upon the table?
It seemed incredible. 1 had lived ages
since then; 1 had—--

“Sh-sh-sh!” said Godfrey softly in
my ear, and pulled me gently back and
held the door almost shut.

And then my ears caught the sound
which his had already heard. This time
there was no mistaking. Some one was
coming down the stairs, slowly, irregu-
larly, clinging to the rail, | fancied;
then | heard the swish of skirts, and
knew it was a woman; then a low sob,
instantly stifled--—----

Along the hall the steps went falter-
ingly, unsteadily; past the door where
we stood breathless; across the vesti-
bule. There was an instant's silence,
then a draft of cold air, and then the
outer door closed softly.

For another moment we stood there
motionless; then | heard Simmonds
draw a deep breath.

“Come on back here,” he whispered
savagely.
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Godfrey shut the door gently, and
again his torch flashed out.

“What's the matter?” he asked.

“We haven't got no business in this
house,” whispered Simmonds; and as
Godfrey’s torch played across his face |
saw the beads of sweat upon it. “We've
got to get out—and quick, too! The
first thing we know, somebody’ll be
pumping his pistol into us—and small
blame to him. Are you coming?”

“No, we're not coming,” answered
Godfrey sternly. “Go ahead, if you
want to—nobody’s keeping you. But at
least 1 hope you’ll stay on guard out-
side.”

“Oh, if you put it like that!” growled

Simmonds. “But | don't like it. It
ain’t regular.”
“Regular!” echoed Godfrey sarcas-

tically. Then he turned to me. “Who
do you think that was, Lester?” he
asked.

“1 think it was Mrs. Bronson,” | an-
swered thickly. “She said she couldn’t
stand it—but | thought it was Bronson
she meant; | see now she meant------ "

“Wait!” whispered Godfrey, and
held up his hand.

The light went out, but | heard him
open the door again.

And then, suddenly, from somewhere
overhead, rang out a burst of wild,
demoniac laughter.

CHAPTER XV.
THE TRAGEDY.

I know my heart stopped beating for
a moment, and | suspect that my com-
panions’ did. as that horrifying laugh-
ter rang suddenly through the silent
house. We stood there, gasping, strain-
ing our ears------

“What's going on up there?”
manded Simmonds hoarsely, at last.

“That's what we've got to find out,”
Godfrey answered, and opened the door
wide.

I saw Simmonds’ shadowy hand
reach out to stop him, but Godfrey had
already stepped into the hall. | should
have liked to stop him, too, for my soul
faltered at thought of the task that lay
before us; but | gritted my teeth and

de-

followed him. And then | heard a little
noise behind me, and knew that Sim-
monds was coming, too. Good old
Simmonds!

Godfrey moved forward cautiously in
the direction of the stair, and just for
an instant he let his light play over it
Then, step by step, he felt his way up.
On the landing, lie paused an instant to
listen; but everything was still—men-
acingly still, it seemed to me. Then he
took up again the slow ascent. And at
last we stood together in the upper hall.

In the first glance about me, | saw
that under the door of Bronson's room
lay a thread of yellow light. Owen was
still there, then, working over him; and
a sudden sense of the absurdity of my
suspicions fell upon me. Whatever
Owen was, there was no reason to sup-
pose he was a murderer. Whatever his
plot might be, there was no proof that
it was any such hideous thing as | had
dimly figured to myself. And at that
moment. | was ready to run away.

“Is that Bronson's room?”
Godfrey, in the merefet breath.

“Yes.”

“You left Owen there?”

“Yes.”

“Open the door and see if Jie is still
there.”

| started back in repulsion.

“Oh, I can’'t do that!” | protested.

“You've got to do it!” whispered
Godfrey fiercely. *“If everything seems
all right, if Owen is still working over
him, or if he's sleeping calmly, go in and
close the door. You can say you got
anxious, you thought you might be
needed, and so came back. Don't let
Owen suspect anything—and stay by
him the rest of the night!”

“But how could I get in!” | protested.
“He’ll know the door was locked.”

“Say you found it open. He'll think
that woman left it open. If we don't
hear anything from you, Simmonds and
I will steal away. Then we can come
back in the morning and bring Jenner
with us, and everything will be quite
regular, as Simmonds would say,”

| suspected that he also was begin-
ning to repent his precipitancy, and to

asked
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be anxious to find a way out.
his plan was a good one.

“All right,” 1 agreed; and, bracing
myself for the effort, I went forward
and quietly opened the door.

For an instant the flare of light
blinded me. Then | saw that the room
was empty. The covers of the bed had
been thrown back, as though its occu-
pant had left it hastily. The chair on
which | had sat had not been moved
from the bedside.

| beckoned Godfrey forward, and he
stole to my side and peered in over my
shoulder at the empty room.

“It was his laugh we heard,” | whis-
pered; “but where is he ?”

Godfrey stood staring into the room
with thoughtful eyes.

“We couldn't have heard him so
plainly if the door had been closed,” he
said, at last. “ It must have been opened
just as he burst into that fit of laughter.
It was then that Owen left him.”

I glanced uneasily over my shoulder,
suddenly conscious of how we were sil-
houetted against the light. 1 confess
the thought of Owen stealing up behind
us in the darkness gave me a little
shiver.

“But where is Bronson?” | said
again; and then | felt Godfrey’s hand
tighten on my arm.

“Listen!” he breathed.

From somewhere near at hand came
the sound of running water, as though
a tap had been turned. It stopped, after
a moment, and there was a little silence;
‘then, suddenly, came a series of short,
sharp sounds, as though some one were
half slapping, half rubbing two objects
together. And Godfrey, with a low
chuckle of comprehension, drew us for-
ward into the room, and softly closed
the door.

“This way!” he whispered, and led
the way toward another door which
stood half open at the other end of the
bedroom. He peered through this cau-
tiously, and then beckoned us forward.

At the first glance, | understood. The
room beyond was a bathroom, and
Bronson, clad in his underwear as
Owen had left him, stood before a glass,
his face lathered, a razor in his *hand.

Certainly,
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The strop he had been using still swung
upon its nail.

“He’s going to shave himself,” whis-
pered Godfrey. “I wish we could see
the glass!”

So did 1; but from our position we
could see only one corner of it, and to
attempt to steal forward seemed too
hazardous. Besides, | wanted Bronson
to lay his razor aside before we ap-
proached him. A madman armed with
a razor is not a pleasant thing to handle!

I crooked my neck forward, in an
effort to see more of the glass. It was
quite a large one, fastened to the wall
above the washstand. Then Godfrey
gripped my arm again, and | drew back
and looked at Bronson.

He had begun as most men do by
shaving his left cheek. Then he re-
newed the lather and shaved his right
cheek. His hand seemed quite steady,
and the razor moved evenly and quickly.
Finally he came to his chin, and |
watched the shining steel glide down
over his throat with a shiver of appre-
hension, for | remembered that it was

Suddenly he stopped, the razor poised
in air, and stared into the glass; his face
was rigid and apprehensive at first, but
gradually it broke into a smile, and |
heard him chuckle.

“You devil!” he muttered, half to
himself. “You wily devil! But I'll fool
you— I'll fool you!” and he threw back

his head and laughed. It was not laugh-
ter, really; it was a wild scream that
had nothing mirthful in it, and it rasped
my nerves frightfully. But in some
mysterious way it seemed to relieve
Bronson, for, after gazing into the glass
for a moment longer, he nodded his
head with satisfaction and went on with
his shaving.

“He seems to have conquered the
devil,” commented Godfrey, in a whis-
per.

“He told me he could do it by laugh-
ing,” | said. “I only wish------ "

But that sentence was never finished;
for suddenly Bronson stopped shaving,
and stood staring into the glass, as
though some new, strange horror had
appeared there.



THE AVENGER 53

“l must see what it is,” Godfrey
whispered, and crept slowly forward;
but the next moment | knew what it
was, for Bronson began to shake con-
vulsively, and mutter hoarsely to him-
self.

“Nance!” he moaned. “Nance! And
with that mark on your throat! Why
did you do it, Nance? Why do you

come here?
me, Nance?”

And then my skin prickled with hor-
ror, for | could have sworn | heard a
hollow, muffled voice reply, as from be-
yond the grave.

"1 shall always haunt you!” it said.
“To the grave I'll haunt you!”

Bronson had heard it, too, and for an
instant he straightened and stood rigid.
Then lie laughed shrilly.

“I'll fool you. Nance!” he shrieked;
and, with a single savage movement, he
drew the razor across his throat.

| saw the blood spurt from the sev-
ered arteries, | heard him gasp as it
choked him; then, while | still stood
rooted to the spot, he sank gently to the
floor. The next instant, | was beside
him, on my knees, and Simmonds was
there with me.

“Wait till 1 get hold of this big ar-
tery,” he said, “and squeeze it shut.
He'll bleed to death in a minute.”

| saw the thick blood run over his
hand as he dug his fingers into Bron-
son’s throat and grasped the big ca-
rotid ; another minute and the red flood
sensibly slackened.

“] don’t think we can save him,” Sim-
monds added hoarsely. “But we'll do
our best. 1 suppose there’'s a phone in
the house somewhere—find it, call the
Roosevelt Hospital, and tell them to
send an ambulance here on the jump.”

I envied his coolness, for | was shak-
ing like a leaf. It is worth something to
have nerves equal to anything!

Then | looked around.

“Where's Godfrey?” | asked.

And, as though in answer to the
guestion, there came from somewhere
close at hand a shout of rage, a crash of
falling bodies, and then a woman’s
scream. Shrill and high it rang, cut-
ting to the quick.

You're not going to haunt

Simmonds and I, kneeling there on
the floor, stared into each other’s eyes.

“In the name of---—---" he began.

“They're killing him!” shrieked a
voice at the door. “This way! This
way!”

It was an instant before | recognized
that frenzied countenance as Gurley’s.

“Get a move!" said Simmonds sav-
agely. "Holler if I'm needed.”

And, stung into action by the words,

| leaped to my feet and sprang for the
door.

CHAPTER XVI.
OWEN PAYS THE PRICE.

My remembrance of the next few
moments is confuted and uncertain. |
know that | followed Gurley’s fleeting
figure into the darkness of the outer
hall, and through a near-by door; | re-
call colliding with a chair and hurling it
wildly aside; then, from somewhere
ahead of me, came the sounds of a
fierce struggle, gasping oaths, frenzied
pantings, and, before 1 could stop my-
self, | stumbled over an outstretched
leg and fell heavily forward.

An instant later, before | could so
much as move to extricate myself, | was
involved in the struggle. An arm was
thrown about my neck and tightened
savagely. | tore at it with all my
strength and managed to get a breath
before it was back again; and then, as |
lashed forward, a cloud of hair fell
about my face, and | realized that |
was fighting with a woman!

That discovery cleared my head a lit-
tle, and | managed to jerk her arm
away, throw my own arm about her,
and hold her fast. She was panting
heavily, as if exhausted, and now and
then a strangled sob shook her. For a
moment longer she struggled wildly to
free herself; then suddenly went limp
and fell against me.

And at the same instant I was con-
scious that the struggle behind me had
also ceased. | could hear some one
gasping for breath; and then, to my
immense relief, came Godfrey’s voice.

“Are you there, Lester?” it asked.
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“Yes,” | answered thickly.
a captive.”

At the words, the captive began an-
other frantic struggle, but her strength
was spent.

“Wait a minute,” said Godfrey; and
then from the darkness before me
leaped a face that fairly chilled my
blood—a terrible face, with starting
eyes and swollen lips, white as death
save for a livid streak across the
throat------

Right opposite my own, so close |
could feel its gasping breath, that awful
face hung in the air and stared at

"1've got

And at the sight my strength fell
from me, my grasp relaxed—the face
vanished------

“Don’t let her go, Lester!” cried God-
frey’s voice, and the face sprang into
the light again.

And then | realized that it was the
face of the woman 1 held, picked out
from the darkness by the circle of God-
frey’s torch.

She had not thought of escape, but
was only staring blindly, her hands
against my shoulders; but at the words
she started from me. In an instant |
had her fast again.

“Have you got her?” Godfrey asked.

“Yes,” | panted.

“We must have some light.” And I
saw the torch flash about the room.
Then he stepped quickly to the wall, a
switch clicked sharply, and the lamps in
a wall bracket sprang to life.

For a breath, we all blinked stupidly
at each other. 1 saw Gurley’s white
face peering from the door, and behind
him another—a woman’s face—his
wife’s, | told myself; and then | was
conscious of something on the floor be-
hind me. The woman | held saw it at
the same instant, and, with a frenzied
cry, tore herself from my grasp and fell
on her knees beside it.

And then, as 1 jerked half round, |
saw that it was Owen, lying on his back,
his arms flung wide, staring with sight-
less eyes at the ceiling.

The woman seized one of the limp
hands and pressed it to her cheek. Then
she glared up at Godfrey.

“You've Kkilled him!” she hissed.
“You've knifed him! You've--——-- "

“Steady, now,” said Godfrey sternly.
“1 didn’t kill him—he went limp in my
hands. Where's Simmonds?”

“He's--—-- " And then |
“What's that ?”

For suddenly a muffled pounding
echoed through the house. It was God-
frey who grasped its meaning first.

stopped.

“Somebody’s hammering at the
door,” he said. “Go down and see who
it is, Gurley.”

Gurley’s face vanished into the dark-
ness; so did that of the old woman |
had taken for his wife, and | did not see
her again. Godfrey turned back to me.

“Where's Simmonds ?” he repeated.

“He’'s over there with Bronson, hold-
ing an artery shut. He told me to call
an ambulance, but | hadn’'t time. |
must call one, or it will be too late.”

“It's too late now, probably. But go
ahead. [I'll stay here.”

“Hello! What's the matter here?”
called a voice from the door, and, as |
sprang to my feet, | found myself con-
fronting Jenner. “I got your message,”

he added; “lI came as fast as | could;
but what------ "

| seized him by the sleeve.

“Come on!” | cried. “Quick!” And

| dragged him after me into Bronson's
room.

Simmonds, his hands covered with
blood, still knelt on the floor beside that
hideous body. From his drawn face, as
he looked up at us, I could see that
even his iron nerve was shaken.

Without a word, Jenner dropped to
his knees beside him, looked at the gap-
ing wound, glanced into the sightless
eyes, touched the limp wrist.

“Get up,” he said to Simmonds. “We
can't do anything. He’'s dead.”

And Simmonds rose painfully and
staggered to the washstand.

"l want to get this blood off,” he said
hoarsely. “I can't stand it sticking to
my hands.” And he turned on the
water and plunged his hands into it.

“What happened ?” Jenner asked.

“He cut his throat,” | answered. “We
saw>him—it was something in the mir-
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“Ah!” said Jcnner, and he got up and
looked at the mirror. “Why, this isn't
a mirror!” he cried. “It's just a sheet
of glass!”

For an instant | didn't understand;
then | heard Simmonds’' startled ex-
clamation as he raised his head and
looked at the glass; then I, too, was
staring at it—no, staring through it into
the next room, where, dimly visible, the
woman in white still knelt beside
Owen’s body, with Ciodfrey gazing
down at her.

It was Jenner who was first to regain
his self-control—but then his nerves
hadn’t been racked and tortured as ours
had.

“There seems to be some one over
there who needs looking after,” he said,
and disappeared through the door.

A moment later we saw him join the
group in the other room and drop to his
knees beside Owen’s body. And then
Godfrey glanced up and saw us, and
nodded; but he didn't seem surprised.

Simmonds slowly turned his staring
eyes over his shoulder and gazed into
mine.

“Do you understand it?” he asked.

I couldn’'t answer; | could only shake
my head.

“It isn't a mirror—it's just a sheet of
glass!” he muttered, echoing Jenner’s
words, and he put out his hand and
touched it, as though trying to convince
himself. “A little cloudy,” he added;
“but nobody could shave himself in a
glass like that—and yet we saw him
do it!”

| saw that it zoos a little cloudy, that
the scene in the next room seemed pro-
gressing dimly, behind a veil---—--

For a moment longer Simmonds
stood staring; then he shook himself to-
gether.

"Oh. well,” he said, in another tone,
“Godfrey can explain it. Anyway, it
can wait. It looks like we were needed
over there.”

He hurried from the room, | after
him, stepping over Bronson’s body with
averted eyes. When we reached the
other room, Jenner was just rising to
his feet.

“Angina pectoris,” he said to God-

frey. “The struggle brought on the at-
tack. It's evidently of long standing.
We can’'t do anything.”

The woman, still on her knees, was
staring up at him.

“You mean he’ll die?” she asked, in a
strangled voice.

Jenner nodded, and his eyes ran over
her whitened, distorted face, and rested
for an instant on the livid band about
her throat. Then he turned to Gurley,
who was again staring from the door.

“Got any brandy?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Bring some up.”

Gurley disappeared, to return in a
moment with a decanter and glass. Jen-
ner filled the glass and knelt beside the
dying man.

“Hold up his head,” he said to the
woman; and, as she obeyed, he pried
apart the rigid jaws and poured a little
of the brandy into the mouth. There
was a choking sound, and the brandy
ran out upon his chin. Again Jenner
tried it, and again, and finally there
was a convulsive swallow, then two or
three. “That's all | can do,” he said to
the woman, and stood erect.

“Get back, all of you!” she said, look-
ing up at us fiercely. “Let me have him

now! Get back where he can't see
youl”
“That’'s just!” murmured Godfrey.

“Stand back, SimmondsP And we
shrank back until we were almost at the
threshold.

The woman waited until we were
huddled together there, then she turned
back to the unconscious man.

“Phil!” she called, bending low above
him, and | started at the name. “Phil!
You're not going till you say good-by.
Look at me, Phill”

She laid her cheek to his and kissed
him; and | felt a sudden choking in my
throat, as | began to understand.

“Phil!” she called again, not loudly,
but in a voice whose anguish, it seemed
to me, must reach beyond the grave.
“Look at me, Phil!l You can’t leave me
till you've said good-by!”

The inert body stirred a little—then
I told myself that it was only my fancy.
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“Phill  Phil! Just for a moment,
Phil! Just to say good-by!”

The livid lips opened a trifle, and
from between them came a whisper, a
mere breath:

“Nance!”

“Pm here, Phil!” she said. “I'm here,
holding you fast. Come back, Phil!”

The head turned on her breast, and
he looked up at her.

“Nance!” And then, after a mo-
ment: “My God! What torment!” and
he pressed one hand against his side.
“What's happened?”

“Nothing, Phill
You remember, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he muttered thickly. “I re-
member. And then my heart gave out.
It's the end I He writhed convulsively
as another pang shot through him.

“But we won!” she repeated, her lips
to his. “For twenty years we waited,
Phil, and now we've won!”

I saw his lips move responsively to
hers.

“All right, old girl,” he said. “I
won't forget!” And then | saw his
body stiffen. “Nance,” he breathed,

agony in his voice, “what happened?

Tell me! Did—did the cops get us?”
“The cops!” she laughed—I trem-
bled to hear her laugh. “Why, no!

Whatever made you think that, Phil?”

“1 don't know,” he answered heavily.
“1 was always afraid of that man, Les-
ter— 1 thought he suspected something.
I thought somebody jumped at me, just
at the end.”

“It was your heart, Phil.
you're done for, old man.”

A terrible spasm shook him; beads of
agony stood out across his forehead.

"That don’t matter,” he gasped, when
he could speak. “Pm ready—to go—
now we've won. Just so—they didn't—
get you— Nance!”

He was fighting for breath, and she
held him close.

“Never fear!” she said.

"Look out—for the girl—Nance.
Keep her straight—she’'s—worth it.”

“Never fear!” she said again.

“1 guess— Pm going.” His voice was
only a breath now, coming in gasps.

I'm afraid

Only—we’'ve won!.

"I'm ready. W e've—had—our—re-
venge! Hold me—tight— Nance!”

She strained him to her, her cheek to
his—close, close-------

Then gently she laid him down upon
the floor, and folded his clenched hands
across his breast.

She sat for a moment looking down
at him quite calmly; but suddenly some-
thing seemed to give way within her,
and she fell forward across the body,
sobbing wildly.

CHAPTER XVII.
THE AVENGERS.

It was Godfrey who drew us outside
and gently closed the door.

“Take us downstairs, Gurley, and get
us something to drink,” he said.

As we started down, | saw Simmonds
open the door again, remove the key
from the inside, close the door, lock it,
and slip the key into his pocket. God-
frey saw him, too, and smiled pensively.
As for me, | was hot with anger.

Gurley, who had evidently switched
on the hall lights when he admitted Jen-
ner, led us to the dining room, and we
stood for a moment on the threshold,
contemplating the disorder. Then Gur-
ley got out glasses, and we sat down.

“Now let us have the story,” sug-
gested Jenner. *“I feel as though |
were having a particularly atrocious
nightmare.”

So | told the story of the evening’s

happenings. When | ended, there was
a moment’s silence.

“Well, Simmonds?” said Godfrey
finally.

“Well, what?” demanded Simmonds;
but 1 knew from his face that he had
caught Godfrey’s meaning.

“What are you going to do now?”
Godfrey asked.

“Pm going to send the man to the
morgue and the woman to the station,”
answered Simmonds defiantly.

“What is the charge against the
woman ?”

“She helped kill a man, didn't she?”

“No; he killed himself. You saw him
do it.”
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“Well, she scared him into it. It's the
same thing.”

“His own conscience scared him into
it”

“Look here, Godfrey,” said Sim-
monds sullenly, "I don't know what
you're driving at, but if you think I'm
going to let that woman go, you're
greatly mistaken. | suppose that play
acting of hers touched you in a tender
spot—but it didn't alter the case none.
Maybe Bronson deserved all he got—
maybe his conscience zvas scary; but
that's none of my business. I've got to
arrest that woman. The fact that she's
just out of Auburn won't help her
none!”

“That's just it,” broke in Godfrey;
“she won't get a fair trial, and you
know it. After she has gone wrong
once, no woman ever gets a fair trial—
she’s .lucky if she gets it the first time.”

“Well, | can't help that, can 1?”
growled Simmonds.

“You can help it this time by,letting
her go.”

“And what would | say in my re-
port?”

"You don’t need to mention her in
your report—put the whole blame on
Owen, or whatever his name is. He’s
dead, and it can’'t hurt him.”

“1f | did that,” said Simmonds
slowly, “1 wouldn't be fit to be on the
force. Nobody knows that better than
you.”

He was right, of course, and | hon-
ored him for it. So, | was sure, did
Godfrey.

“If that's the way you look at it,
Simmonds,” he said, after a moment,
“why, that settles it. But, before you
send her off, | should like to hear her
story.”

“All right,” agreed Simmonds, great-
ly relieved. “I have no objection. But
| doubt if you can get her to talk.”

They left the room together, and Jen-
ner and | sat on in silence. Presently
the hall clock struck three, and | mar-
veled again at the rush of events which
had been crowded into my life since
midnight.

“Where is Mrs.
Jenner suddenly.

Bronson?” asked

| started at the question, for it
brought me face to face with another
problem.

“1 think she left the house some time
ago,” | answered slowly.

“Before all this happened?”

| nodded, and there was a little si-
lence.

"Doctor,” | said desperately, at last,
“1 hope there is some way to keep her
out of this. | am sure she didn’'t know
what was coming—that she was just a
blind agent.”

“Who is she, anyway?” Jenner asked.

“She’s this other woman’s daughter,”
I answered thickly. “Owen was her
father, 1 suppose.”

Jenner whistled softly to himself.

“About the last thing she said to me,”
I went on, “was that she couldn’t go
through with it. She tried to stop it.”

“1 am not so sure of that,” objected
Jenner; “but I'll keep my mouth shut, if
that is what you mean. But I'm afraid
you can't get around Simmonds.”

| was afraid of it, too, and | blamed
Godfrey bitterly for bringing Sim-
monds. But for that, the way would
have been clear for both women.

“l wonder what's keeping them so
long?” said Jenner impatiently. “Can
anything else have happened?”

But presently we heard them coming
down the stair, and when they entered
we saw what had detained them. The
woman had washed the powder from
her face and the livid stain from her
throat, had twisted up her hair, put on
a hat, and thrown a dark wrap over her
white gown. Some remnants of her
youthful beauty still remained; she
must have been a glorious woman in
her prime—just such a woman, | told
myself, as Charmian Bronson would be-
come. She seemed quite composed, and
sat down quietly in the chair Godfrey
placed for her.

“Would you
drink?” he asked.

“No,” she said; “I'm all right.”

“1 wonder if you would be willing to
tell us why you did all this?”

"l don’t want to talk about it.
good will it do?”

like something to

What
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“It might make things easier for you
if people understood.”

“1 don't care what happens now.
satisfied.”

Godfrey leaned forward and looked
at her.

“What was it Bronson did to you?”
he asked.

A sudden crimson flared in her face,
and her eyes gleamed savagely.

“What's the worst a man can do to a
woman?” she flashed. “Well, multiply
that by a million, and that's what he did
to me. The last thing he did was to set
me on, by his lies, to kill the man |
loved. 1 thought 1'd done it, too; but he
got well, thank God!”

“And then the police got you.”

I'm

“Yes; but how did they get me?
Well, I'll tell you. 1 was hid—1 was
safe. | wrote to Bronson for money.

And he called up the police and told
them where | was!”

A shiver ran through me, and |1
glanced at Simmonds. His face was
set, and he was staring straight before
him. But | knew he had not relented.

“Is Mrs. Bronson your daughter?”
asked Godfrey, and at the words |
jumped in my chair.

“1 don't see--——-- ” | began furiously;
but he stopped me with a gesture.

“She thinks she’'s my daughter, but
she ain’t,” answered the woman sul-
lenly ; and a great wave of thankfulness
swept over me. “She’'s my niece—my
sister’s child. She was an honest wom-
an—very different to me. But she died,
and | took the baby. Phil took her and
looked after her, after | was put away.
We made her think she was my daugh-
ter, so she'd help us, when the time
came.”

“You were asking a good deal of
her, weren't you—to marry a hideous
man like Bronson?”

The woman laughed ironically.

“There was no other way we could
get to him. But it wasn't as bad as you
think. He didn’'t get nothing from her
—she held him off.”

“Yes,” broke in Jenner, “that's the
truth. He told me. The marriage was
never consummated. It was that helped
drive him crazy.”

I turned my back to the others and
stared at the opposite wall. | didn't
want them to see my face, just then.
So that was the detail on which Owen
had warned Bronson to be careful. The
irony of it! The terrific irony of it!

“Did she know your plans?”

“No—only in a general way. She
thought we just wanted to scare him.
But she suspected at the last, and nearly
broke them up.”

“Just what was the plan?”
Godfrey casually.

“Well, I'll tell you,” she said fiercely.
“It will do me good to tell you. It
wasn't till I was in Auburn | found out
all he'd done. Then Phil came to see
me—with that awful scar 1I'd given him
—and when | told him, he was like a
madman. He wanted to come right
back and kill Bronson. But | wouldn't
let him—that was letting him off too
easy. Besides, 1 wanted to be there
when he died—1 wanted him to die
looking into my eyes! | had twenty
years ahead of me, and | knew we’d
think of something better than that be-
fore the time came. We thought of lots
of things— Phil used to come to see me
every month, and we'd talk them over.
Once or twice he brought Charmian,
and when | saw the woman she was
growing into, | knew that she could
help us. But I didn't see just how, till
about a year ago. Then Phil came to
me just brimming over with it. He had
seen a phony mirror in a shop some-
where—the kind the mediums use—and
he had it all figured out. He'd been in
the movies for years, and knew just
how to work it.”

“Wait a minute,” broke in Godfrey.
“A phony mirror—what do you mean
by that?”

“It's a sheet of plate glass coated with
some kind of stuff—1 forget the name.
When there’s no light behind it, it looks
just like any other mirror; but put a
light behind it, and you can see right
through it.”

“The stuff is called iridium,” said
Simmonds. “They paint a film of it
on the back of the glass. It's an old
game. 'Most all the mediums have got
one.”

asked
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“Go ahead,” said Godfrey, nodding
to the woman.

“We spent the next six months fixing
up the plan,” she said. “A detail here
and a detail there—we thought of
everything. The only question was
whether Charmian would be ready to
help. Phil left that to me—he thought
I could tell her better than he could. |
got out about three months ago. I'd
been a model prisoner— | wanted to get
all my good-behavior time—and 1 went
right to Phil. The first thing | did was
to tell Charmian. Phil had brought her
up careful—kept her in a good school,
and all that—but when | told the story
and saw her face, | knew she'd help.
She was wild for a time—said she'd
help no matter what happened. But I
showed her what she must do— that she
mustn’'t give way to Bronson. It got
too much for her at the last, though,”
she added. *“She’s just a kid.”

“But the letter?” | asked suddenly.
“The letter he got from Virginia? There
was such a fellow as Carling?”

“Yes— his best friend—another devil.
He robbed a bank and had to light out.
That was Phil’'s idea. He rigged up the
cabin he took Bronson to.”

“Didn’t Bronson know him?”
Godfrey.

“With that scar? After twenty
years? He was a handsome man, once.
Besides, twenty years ago, he wore a
beard—they were the fashion, then.
No, Bronson didn’'t know him. There
was no danger of that.”

“1 think he felt there was something
wrong,” | said. “He remarked to me
once, that when he looked at Owen he
felt as though some one had come back
from the grave to haunt him.”

“Well, he was right about that!” said
the woman exultantly.

Again there was a moment's silence.
Then Simmonds stirred restlessly.

“Is that all?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Godfrey; “I guess that's

asked

all.”
Simmonds jerked himself to his feet.
“Then I'll go call headquarters,” he
said. “Where’s the phone, Gurley?”

Gurley, who had stood by the door

listening to all this, came suddenly for-
ward.

“There’s one thing |
first,” he burst out. “It's all true. |
know. I've been with the family forty
years and more. | hoped it was all dead
and buried. It ain’t right to punish her
—she’s been punished enough!”

“Show me the phone, Gurley!” said
Simmonds savagely. “It's that, or I'll
go out on the steps and blow my whis-
tle.”

“Do as he asks, Gurley,” said God-
frey quickly. “He’s got his duty to do.
We'll protect her all we can.”

Gurley looked at him a moment; then
he turned and went out through the
door. Simmonds followed him.

Godfrey waited till the sound of their
footsteps died away.

“Now,” he said, and crossed to the
woman’s side with a bound. “Make
your get-away. I'll hold him as long as
| can. It's the most | can do for you—
but there will be no one to betray you,
this time!”

She stared up at him for an instant,
uncomprehending.

“1 don’'t know that | want to,” she
said slowly, at last. “What happens to
me now doesn’t matter!”

"Yes, it does,” he urged, and raised
her to her feet. “There'll be a grave
you'll want to visit sometimes and plant
flowers on; there’'s a girl who needs
you!”

She stared at him an instant longer,
and her face softened. She drew her
cloak about her.

“1 guess you're right,”
‘Til go.”

She glanced around at us, nodded,
and went silently out. Then we sat
there and waited.

Tt was quite a long wait, and | didn’t
understand it; but at last Simmonds
came back. | saw his quick glance
about the room, and held my breath for
the explosion which was sure to follow
when he realized how he had been be-
trayed. For quite a minute he stood
there, then his face broke into a grin,
and he strode over to Godfrey’s side.

“You fool!” he said. “Did you think
| didn't see through you?”

want to say

she agreed.
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And Godfrey, his face
alight, sprang to his feet.
“Simmonds!” he cried, and threw his
arms about him. “Simmonds!”
And | confess that my eyes were
blurred as | sprang forward to wring

that honest hand.

suddenly

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE MAGIC MIRROR.

The ambulance came presently, with
three or four attendants, and Simmonds
went upstairs with them to superintend
the removal of the bodies.

“We'll wait till they go away,” said
Godfrey, “and then we’ll have a re-
hearsal, | confess that | am curious to
see just how the thing was worked.”

“So am 1,” said Jenner, with a mighty
yawn. “I'm half dead for sleep—I'm
twice as old as you boys, and this will
probably be the death of me; but I'm
going to see it through.”

Ten minutes later, we heard the am-
bulance men tramping down the stairs
again; then the front door slammed, and
Simmonds came back to us.

“All right,” he said, and looked at
Godfrey. “I suppose you want to try
that apparatus.”

Godfrey laughed.

“What a mind you have, Simmonds ¥’
he mocked. “You're getting so you can
read me like an open book.”

“Oh, come on,” said Simmonds, “and
stop your kidding.” And he led the
way up the stair.

“You fellows go into Bronson's
room,” said Godfrey, when we reached
the top, “and I'll see if | can't give you

a demonstration.”

We did as he bade us, and took our
places before the mirror. It was still
transparent, save for the filmy cloud be-
hind it, and we saw Godfrey enter the
next room. He waved to us; then, sud-
denly, he disappeared, and we found
ourselves staring at our own reflections.

“He’s turned off the light,” said Sim-
monds ; but even though | understood
what had happened, the effect was star-
tling. “Ah—Ilook there!” he added,
after a moment.

We moved a little closer together; for

MAGAZINE

there, in the mirror's depths, beneath
our own reflected faces another face
was forming, and as it grew brighter
and brighter, our own faded and paled.
Then, with a shiver, | saw that the face
was Bronson's.

Gradually the shoulders appeared,
the arms, the body. He was wearing a
shirt without a collar; and, all at once,
with a lifelikeness almost appalling, he
lathered his face and began to shave.

As | stared at it, | saw that the image
was misty and uncertain, as though sep-
arated from us by films of gauze, but
that made it all the more ghostly. It
was as though we were gazing at a
man a long way off. almost in another
world—the wraith of a man!

I watched him as he shaved his left
cheek with rapid, even strokes; then he
raised his chin—and suddenly the razor
flashed across his throat, and a great
spatter of blood burst almost in our
faces.

It was too much! |
with averted eyes------

When | dared to look again, the face
was still there, but a subtle change had
come upon it. The great gash gaped in
the throat, but the blood had stopped;
the flesh turned yellow and purple and
seemed to slough away; the eyes---—---

I knew what was coming— Bronson
had described it all—but | felt my flesh
creeping and my hands trembling at the
utter horror of it. No wonder he had
gone mad; no wonder------

The light flashed out; for a moment,
we stood staring at our own white faces
—then back of them appeared another
face, dim at first—1 thought it was
Bronson’'s—then | saw that it was God-
frey’s, and my heart stood still, so hor-
rible it was, with its greenish pallor and
closed eyes and hanging jaw.

“I'll haunt you!” moaned a hollow
voice. “To the grave I'll haunt you!”

Then one eye opened and winked at
us, the light flashed on, and there he
was, smiling through the glass.

That quick revulsion was too much
for me. | staggered to a chair and sat
down heavily. Simmonds was mopping
his livid face, and Jenner leaned against
the wall, as though in fear of falling.

shrank back,
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“What a nightmare!” he murmured.

And then Godfrey’'s voice came
through to us.

“Come over here, you fellows,” he
called,, “and look at it.”

And after a moment | got enough
strength to stagger after my compan-
ions.

Godfrey smiled as he saw our faces.

“Pretty hideous, wasn’t it?” he said.
“You all look as though you’'d seen a
ghost I’

“A ghost!” cried Jenner. “Why,
fifty ghosts couldn’t touch that horror!
When | think of Bronson seeing it,
morning after- morning, without under-
standing h—believing it to be real--—-—-"

He broke off and passed his hand be-
fore his eyes.

“l don't want to think of it,” he
added. “How, in Heaven's name, was
it done?”

“It's simple enough,” Godfrey ex-
plained. "This room was evidently
Owen’s, and he could work here with-
out fear of interruption. First, he
slipped around into Bronson’s room and
substituted that sheet of glass coated
with a white film of iridium for the mir-
ror. Then he cut away a portion of the
wall back of it—and that was some job,
because it's a brick one! He probably
worked a couple of days at it. Then he
fitted a board in the opening, and hung
some of his clothes over it to conceal it.
When he wanted to see Bronson, he
had only to take out the board. So long
as he kept this room dark, Bronson
couldn’'t see him. Then he set up his
little moving-picture camera, and made
a film of Bronson, while he was shaving
himself. Then he doctored it to give
the effect of the throat-cutting, painted
in a lot of blood, added those fancy pic-
tures of his own showing Bronson in
the process of dissolution, stretched a
sheet of muslin back of the mirror, set
up his moving-picture machine, and was
ready for business. Pretty effective,
wasn't it?”

“ Effective!” echoed Jenner. “1 should
say it was effective! But we all know
that,” he added, in another tone, “since
Bronson killed himself.”

“It wasn't that made him Kkill him-

self,” corrected Godfrey quickly. *“It
was driving him mad, for he had got to
believing it was a devil and laughing at
it. But what made him kill himself was
the apparition of the woman he'd
wronged, and who, he thought, had.just
hanged herself. Imagine how that must
have looked to him—with face white as
death and that livid mark across the
throat! She just stood here, in front of
the machine, and Owen gradually
turned on this little green light over
her head—why, it must have been
frightful! 1 can almost pity him!”

“1 pity anybody, no matter what he’s
done, who has to go through an expe-
rience like that,” said Jenner soberly.
“And now I'm going home. | don't sup-
pose I'll get any sleep—but I'm going to
try. Maybe you’ll believe in my sense

of smell, after this, Mr. Lester,” he
added. “I told you Bronson was a bad
un! Good night.” And he was off.

Five minutes later, we others bade
good night to Gurley and went slowly
down the steps.

“Well, it has been a great night,” said
Simmonds briskly; “but now I'll have
to leave you. I've got to report at head-
quarters in the morning, and | might as
well go down there and turn in. Good
night.” And, waving his hand, he
strode away across the park.

We watched him in silence for a mo-
ment.

“l1 am always on the verge of doing
Simmonds an injustice,” said Godfrey,
at last, “just as | did to-night. He’'s
sound all the way through, with a heart
as tender as a child’'s—and afraid all the
time that some one will find him out.
Which way are you going?”

“1 think I'll walk,” | said.
the need of some fresh air.”

“So do I.”  And he fell into step be-
side me.

As we turned into the avenue, a clock
in a neighboring church steeple struck
five.

“Well,” commented Godfrey, with a
smile, “we have certainly made a night
of it—welcoming the new year! | won-
der if you have looked ahead, Lester, at
what is yet to happen in this affair?”
he went on, in another tone.

“1 feel
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“What is yet to happen ?”

“Bronson was wealthy, wasn't he?”

“Yes.”

“Had he any relatives?”

“No, | think not.”

“Don’'t forget he had a wife,” lie said.

“She wasn't his legal wife.”

“Why not?”

“She married him under an assumed
name.”

“Does that make any difference?”

“It would be grounds for a divorce.”

“But it wasn't the name he was mar-
rying— it was the woman. Do you think
he'd have wanted a divorce, even if
he’d known the truth?”

“No,” | said, after a moment. “I
don’t think he would. He was obsessed
by her.”

“And no wonder! She was enough
to obsess any man. But if he wouldn’t
have wanted a divorce, 1 don't see that
the fact she married him under an as-
sumed name makes any difference.”

“In ethics, perhaps not,” | agreed.
“But it makes a big difference in law.”

“No doubt,” commented Godfrey
ironically. “l1 had forgotten that they
are not at all the same thing! But, at
any rate, 1 am glad she got out of it so
cleanly. And, of course, she must have
the property, unless he willed it away
from her.”

“He didn't. He made a will only a
few' days ago, and left everything to her
absolutely.”

“Without condition?”

“There was only one condition. |
was to be an advisory trustee.”

He was silent for a time, and | won-
dered uneasily what was in Ins'mind.

“1 don’t think she ought to have it,”
I burst out, at last. “1 don’t think she
ought to want it. | don’'t believe she
will.”

“Why not?”

“There’s blood on it.”

“Will you advise her not to claim it?”

“1 won't have to advise her. She has
no legal right to it.”

“Perhaps not. But she has an ethical
right to it. And nobody will know she
has no legal right, unless you choose to
tell it.”

We walked on in silence.

“Even if she was his wife,” | said
doggedly, after a time, “1'd advise her

not to take it. But I'll never see her
again.”
“Oh, vyes, you will,” he rejoined

lightly, “though probably not for a long
time. | take it that you agree'to do
nothing in the matter until you do sec
her?”

| nodded a reluctant assent; for it
seemed to me that 1 was compounding a
felony.

“And | shouldn’'t advise her not to
take it,” Godfrey went on. “It's a sort
of retributive justice that it should be
hers. Some day, when this cloud has
passed, she’ll need it. She's not the
kind of woman to be kept under a
bushel. She’ll set the world on fire—or
a corner of it, anyway!”

“That is what Owen was always
planning for her. He was more ambi-
tious for her than she was for herself.
He was always talking about cam-
paigns! So was Bronson.”

“You see!” said Godfrey'. “He’'d like
her to have it.” And again we walked
on in silence.

“1 wonder what she'll
asked miserably, at last.
pose she has any money ?”

“1 don’'t know. | shouldn't worry.
She can take care of herself, and you'll
hear from her when she’s ready to come
back. Here we arc at the Flatiron. |
think I'll take a car. Good night.”

“Good night,” 1 answered, and turned
slowly up Broadway.

It was deserted now—a very different
place to the crowded thoroughfare
through which | had pushed my way a
few hours before. The crowd had seen
the new year in—had welcomed it with
shouts of rapture—and had gone home
to bed to dream of tbe golden future
and the joys it was sure to bring. Joy
to some, perhaps, | told myself wearily,
but to the most only sorrow and disillu-
sion.

What would it bring to me?

And that question was still running
through my mind as, in the cold light
of the dawn, | slowly undressed and
went to bed.

What would it bring to me?

do now?” 1
“Do you sup-
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« The Plunderer," Etc.

The first of a new series of stories about the Competents in Alaska.

The season ended, they throw their last shovelfuls of
bid good-by to the homely cabin on the

dirt and
mountainside. But

their last days on the claim were not to pass without adventure.

I've heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds
With coldness still returning;

Alas! The gratitude of men

Hath oftener left me mourning.

hakespeare george, lover
of poetry, found the quotation in
an old magazine, and carefully
framed and tacked it above his
bunk, where, in somber moods, he might
refer to it. And the rest of us, part-
ners in that isolated heart of Alaska,
smiled, being well aware that cynicism
had no place in his character. Some-
times, when tales of ingratitude came to
his ears, he attempted to quote it; us-
ually after this fashion:

1 'Tve hearn of hearts unkind, them deeds

With coolness still a-turning;

But, Lord! The gratitude of folks

Has most always left me busted.”

He sometimes stated that there were
cases where even the poetry was in-
adequate, and in particular mentioned
this fact in connection with Laughing
Jim.

Jim was bad, through and through,
with a thoroughness that left no cause
for mistake, and he was rendered worse
by such a charm of recklessness, brav-
ery, and laughter, that half his misdeeds
were overlooked. He laid no claim to
honesty, and with amazing, disarming
truthfulness, admitted his own short-
comings. He was a delightful story-
teller, who could amuse and interest his
auditors with recountals of his varied
experiences in many jails. He was
above the average in height, and as if
.to give the lie to his life, had fearless,

candid, laughing eyes. Perhaps it was
his sense of humor that made one doubt
whether he was consciously bad, or
merely lacking in moral sense. Any-
way, he laughed at everything, himself
included.

No one quite remembers when he ar-
rived in Marook, or, at least, none ever
mentioned it. Probably he came with
that inrush in the late fall of '97, when
the newly discovered Klondike sent its
refugees hurrying down the river to
camps where they might be sure of sup-
plies through the long winter season,
and he laughed his way into a job as
bartender, for want of something else
to do, and then, in time, graduated to
the post of running the roulette wheel
at the Hang-out. He was distinguished
in dress by having the only toothpick
shoes in camp, which he always wore,
and for the excellent care he bestowed
on his hands. He was popular with
those who went to the Hang-out to lose
their hard-won gold dust, and set a new
pace in crying his wares.

“Come, gather round me, merry gen-
tlemen !” he would shout, when business
languished. “Why play the bank when
you can lose your money here so much
faster? Your money extracted without
pain. Try the wheell No man ever
quit me winner!”

And then he would throw back his
handsome young head, and that free,
reckless laugh of his would roar out
over the rumble of conversation, the
clink of bottle on glass, the persistent
clacking of chips and markers at the
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bank, and the clattering of dice where
chuck-a-luck held forth. My partners,
known to the camp as “the Competents”
Westerners all, and all of the sober, tac-
iturn type, were too wise in the ways
of gamedom to patronize either his or
any of the other games in the Hang-
out ; but when spending nights in camp
they frequently went there in lieu of
other places to go, and for Shakespeare
George this strange, unmoral, laughing
man formed a liking. That George did
not dislike him stood him in good stead
on that night when Phil Mahoney ran
amuck.

Phil had sold a claim for two thou-
sand dollars, and Phil, ordinarily taci-
turn, developed into a roaring carouser
of high rank. Moreover, a sporting
tendency led him to accept Laughing
Jim’s challenge and attempt to worst
that proficient at his own game. We
were loitering there when Phil, leering,
trudged away from the bar to the wheel
and bought chips.

“One more man’'s money in the till!”
shouted Jim. "“Fair warning is fair
warning. Play with me long enough
and f take your wad!”

“I1f 1 plays long enough,” growled
Phil, seating himself and shoving a
stack of chips on the fifteen spot and
sparing a few for the single and dou-
ble O.

Still voicing that deep-throated laugh,
Tim raked them in, and again asserted
that all men who came to his wheel lost;
but Phil, angry, doubled his stakes, and
assumed a grin. Five times in succes-
sion he lost, and then bought more
chips, and now the grin had given place
to a sullen frown.

“There'll be trouble with that fool
yet,” said George to me, “and it'll be
his own bloomin’ fault, because lie's
been warned often enough by Jim.”

We drew closer to the table, as did
several others, seeing that Mahoney’s
bets were increasing; but his exclama-
tions of disappointment were drowned
in the babel of sound that weltered
throughout the Hang-out. Jim had be-
gun by taunting him ; but now, discover-
ing his ill temper, as merely the cool
“wheelman,” twirling the little white

ball, and raking in the losses, or paying
‘out the winnings. Once he objected to
something Phil said.

“What makes you play when luck’s
all against you?” he demanded. “It's
not my fault if you lose all the time,
is it?”

But Phil, by this time heavily short
in purse, played on with a certain un-
mistakable desperation, and lost with
a persistence that rapidly depleted his
bag of gold dust. Now and then he
won for a few turns of the illusive
wheel, but the certain percentage of
the game against him again told, and
finally he was down to his last money.
He staked everything recklessly on the
old “star combination,” and Jim waited
patiently for him to place his bet, and,
it seemed to me, with a faint hope that
it might be withdrawn.

“All bets down?”
last.

“Ain’t blind, are you?” was Phil's
surly response, and Jim, with a slight
shrug, twirled the ball. It hovered
aimlessly for two or three turns as the
wheel slowed down, and once it threat-
ened to fall into a winning pocket; then,
with the perversity of fortune, it slipped
quietly into a partition and lay there.
For a full quarter of a minute Jim did
not touch it, nor the stakes that Phil
had lost, and then he slowly reached
over and swept the table clean, and, as
he did so, again vented that slow laugh
of his.

“Told you I'd get you,” he said; but
in the friendliest and most careless of
tones.

Phil, who had risen to his feet as the
wheel spun, stood as if transfixed by
adversity when Jim swept the last of
the money into the drawer; but his lips
were drawn back into a stiff, snarling
grin, and his eyes were wild with dis-
appointment and anger. At the sound
of Jim’s laugh he suddenly broke loose
into a storm of oaths, and, almost be-
fore any one could realize his intent,
so swift was his action, he whipped a
gun from his belt and “threw it down”
on the wheelman.

The quickness of
George was,

he demanded at

Shakespeare
and still is, proverbial
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among those who knew him up and
down the long Northwestern coast. Un-
doubtedly, on that evening, it was the
means of saving the life of Laughing
Jim; for even as George leaped forward
from the side and caught Phil's arm,
the pistol exploded. But so sure and
deft had been George’'s attack, the
heavy bullet merely buried itself in one
of the poles of the*cabin roof, and the
pistol hand, clutched by the harsh, sin-
ewy fingers of the miner, waved aloft
helplessly as the two men struggled
backward and forward. The roulette
wheel with its table was overturned, and
for a minute the room was filled" with
excited men who broke forward to wit-
ness or participate in any trouble. Quite
steadily George forced Phil back against
the wall, still clutching the upraised
hand, and held him there.

“Phil! Phil!”” George expostulated.
“What's the matter with you—you fool!
Cut it out, | tell you!”

Other voices joined the protest, and
another of the competents, Bill Davis,
reached up and twisted the gun from
Phil's hand. George released his hold,
and for a minute they stood there,
angry, excited, and gathered as if for
further combat; then, slowly, Phil re-
laxed.

“You got a square deal, pardner, all
right,” insisted Shakespeare George
with his slow drawl. “I ain't got no
use at all for gamblers or them that
plays; but we stood behind you when
you commenced, and Jim told you he'd
get your money. Then he tried to get
you to stop when he saw luck was
against you, and that you was gettin’
sore, and that didn't do no good. |
ain’'t right sure that, if you'd 'a’ killed
him, | wouldn’'t have helped hang you.
Now will you be good?”

With an impatient curse Phil shoved
men out of his path and tramped
through the doorway and into the night.
Some one laughed with a clear, cool
laugh, and it was Jim, the wheelman,

righting his table and wheel. Another
man laughed, some one said, “The
cussed fool!” There was a return

movement toward the other gambling
tables, and the Hang-out had resumed

its normal atmosphere of rumbling, sub-
dued noise, stale smells of sweaty furs,
dead smoke, and poisonous liquors.

Laughing Jim dropped the wheel back
to its pivot, gave it a spin, and looked
across at Shakespeare George. His
face was, for an instant, grave and
earnest.

“Close call—that!” he said quietly.
“And | reckon, Mister Shakespeare
George, that | owe you one. Thanks!”

He looked down and began to adjust
his chips as if words were awkward for
him under such circumstances, and then,
as if to further conceal embarrassment,
or through sheer, careless hardness, he
again lifted his head and laughed, and
his clear voice went out: *“Everything
all right again! Still doing business at
the same old stand. Come up and try
your luck, boys! Come try your luck !”

I was not certain whether mine was
a sense of surprise at this callous out-
burst, or one of intense disgust for the
whole sordid and near-tragic drama, as
we followed the broken man out into
the cold, still, starlit night. And, so
slight is our gift of prescience, | did
not in the least anticipate that this was
but the opening scene for others in
which  Shakespeare George, clean,
homely, and capable, and Laughing Jim,
bad, attractive, and reckless, were to
play parts.

The second scene was two months in
coming. It was toward the very close
of the long winter season that shut us
in, and infolded us, like prisoners in a
gloom of frost and ice, in the cold, yet
attractive, center of a frozen world.

We, the Competents and |, had been
working with persistent industry for
weeks, and hungered for a touch of the
camp and its vicissitudes; so, one night,
when the restless craving for recreation
was strong upon us, we went, slipping
swiftly over the frozen trails in our
moccasins, panting up steeps, and racing
down short hills between bare trees as
the dim path opened and beckoned us
on.

The trail leading into the camp de-
bouched into a cluster of cabins owned
by miners who had claims on the
gulches, and these were spread, regard-
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less of streets, on the flat facing the
river—frozen now into a broad ribbon
of ice, snow-covered, and resting like
a sinuous white blanket between the
bordering hills. We passed through
this clump of black squares, snow-
capped, and out to the ribbon’s edge.
Bill Davis, in the lead, stopped us with
a gesture and an exclamation.

“Listen!” he said.

We did. In the profound stillness
we heard voices—angry voices—as of
turbulent men. They came from down
the straggling business street, lasted for
a moment, and then were again shut off,
even as the shutter of a camera, timed,
permits light and then stops it.

“Must have been down at the post,”
Bill said. “We heard it while the door
was open. Something doing. Let's
lope along and see.”

He set the pace, and in a few minutes
we opened the door of the trading post
to find it filled with muttering men, and
it was plain to us that a miner’s meeting,
irregular and hurried, perhaps, but nev-
ertheless a miner’'s meeting, was in ses-
sion. Men in mackinaws, furs, and
parkas were crowded into the place, and
the dim lamps, with their tin reflectors,
betrayed angry faces. Phil Mahoney
was standing on the rough counter
haranguing the men, and his face was
black with excitement and temper.

“And look what he did to me!” he
shouted, just as we entered. “Skinned
me out of all 1 had. then laughed in
my face. And it only took him ten or
fifteen minutes to do it. They ain't no
square game could do it. He’'s a crook!
That's what this Jim is! Why, he says
so himself, and laughs about it. This
camp’s had too much of him. He's
busted too many men. | move we go
down and get him and start him over
the ice, to-night 1 Now!”

Despite the small esteem in which |
held Laughing Jim, a shudder rippled
up my spine at the thought of such an
execution; for it meant nothing less.
To “start a man over the ice,” meant
that he would be sent without blankets,
or food, and that, with a full eighty
miles to Taninaw, the nearest point of
succor, meant nothing save condemna-
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tion to slow death by cold or exhaus-
tion.

“Hold on! Hold on, a minute, before
that's put to a vote,” | heard Shake-
speare George demand.

Men turned and craned their necks
to look at him as he crowded toward
the counter and into the little, open
space reserved beneath it for courtesy.

“Me and my pardners just got here,”
said George, “and we’'d like to know
what Jim’s done this time.”

“Done?” shouted Phil, rendered more
angry by interference. “He’s skinned
Missouri Jones out of all he had, and
then won his pay dump from him. Ain’t
that enough ?”

George eyed Phil steadily, and took
his time to answer.

“Why did Missouri go against him?”
he demanded. “Ain’t he old enough,
and wise enough, to know that he can't
beat a wheel?”

“But the wheel's crooked!” declared
Phil, his very beard bristling with ex-
citement.

“Humph! You don’t know that, and
I don’t,” retorted George. “Until it's
proved that it is, I'll not vote to Kill
a man. That's what it amounts to. You
all know it.”

There'was an instant's silence that
gave way to murmurs of approval, an-
gry protests, and argument, above
which rose Phil’s voice, high and shrill,
demanding the question. George fought
for more time, and begged men to con-
sider carefully before voting; but the
clamor drowned him at last, and the
chairman put the motion to a vote by
counting hands. There was a sudden
silence, portentous, as it took place, and
| looked around me at the hard or
cruel faces of men wdiose hands were
uplifted in the death sign, and heard
the steady, solemn voice of the chair-
man counting: “One—two—three------ "
and so on, up to “twenty-seven.”

When the call for those opposed
came, my hand, with those of the Com-
petents, was held high, and with re-
strained breath we again listened to the
tally. Slowly and more slow, it ap-
proached the end, and stopped at iden-
tically the same number. Three or four
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men, loudest of whom was Phil Ma-
honey, began shouting arguments; but
were silenced by the chairman, who
calmly stated that for purposes of cer-
tainty he would ask for another vote.
Again trying moments passed and the
result was the same. Quite deliber-
ately the chairman got to his feet on
the counter, and held up his hand.

“It rests with me to cast the deciding
vote,” lie said, and we all leaned for-
ward in suspense and stared at him.
His face was firm, and his voice with-
out a tremor as he spoke. He was a
brave man. was that chairman, stand-
ing there, dominant, before more than
half a hundred earnest men !

"Shakespeare George,” he said, “has
convinced me that we are in possible
danger of condemning a man who,
though his business is questionable, and
his character confessedly loose, may be
innocent of crookedness in the cases be-
fore this meeting. | therefore cast the
deciding vote against sending him out
over the ice, and declare the meeting
open for any further business, or a mo-
tion to adjourn.”

Instantly the room was in a tumult
that the chairman could not quell.
Above the clamor, | heard Phil Ma-
honey shouting; “To thunder with such
a vote! Come on, boys! Meeting or
no meeting, we’'ll get that thief! All
that’s with me. come on!”

| felt a sudden jerk at my arm that
almost overthrew me, and saw that it
was George's hand that had seized me.

“Quick! Outside!” he shouted in
my ear, and plunged toward the door.

As a flying wedge the Competents,
accustomed for many years to fighting
together, quick, sinewy, big, and pow-
erful men all, charged to the door,
jerked it open, and drew themselves to-
gether in front of it, a grim little line
of determination. The moon had risen
to cast shadows at the foot of the trees
on the white, still snow, and shadows
at the feet of our pitifully thin line;
but we were tensed and waiting for
the rush. As the foremost men belched
from the door they halted in surprise,
for directly before them stood Shake-
speare George with a heavy, menacing

gun, held at the hip, and pointed toward
them.

“Stop!” he ordered, and there was
something so chill and commanding in
his voice that men paused irresolutely;
then, sensing the deadliness of the sit-
uation, obeyed.

"The meeting in there fairly voted
down any action against Laughing
Jim,” George said quietly. “My pard-
ners and | stand for law and order.
The majority is still the law in this
camp, and if it comes to a show-down,
we, my pardners and |, will furnish
the order! There'll be no rush on
Laughing Jim so long as any of us can
handle his gun. If you think you can
put it over, men, try it on!”

His grim conclusion was not t& go
unchallenged; for when he ceased, Phil
Mahoney leaped to the front, waving
his arms and shouting an appeal to his
followers to pay no heed. Before he
had uttered a dozen words George
leaped. The long barrel of his pistol
flew into the air, and came crashing
sidewise against Phil's head, and the
disturber fell to the snow, stricken as
is an animal beneath the blow of a pole-
ax.

Even as he fell, George's voice, cold
and drawling, steady and distinct,
queried: “Who's next?”

There was no “next.” | found my-
self the only unarmed one from our
camp, leaning forward on tiptoes, with
fists clenched, and the expectant lust
of battle ripping through my veins as |
saw them waver, saw other men line
themselves back of us ready for com-
bat, and witnessed, as the long seconds
flew, the dissolution of Phil Mahoney’s
forces. At the time it seemed that
hours were passing; hut that entire
change of sentiment could not have re-
quired more than five minutes, and then
there arose the murmur: “George is
right, boys! The meeting decided it!
That settles it!” and all was over.

The strange character of Shake-
speare George was never better exem-
plified than in his following action, and
thinking of the events of that far-fled
night, 1 sometimes smile at his concep-.
tion of “law and order” ; for when it
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was certain that the mob spirit was
quelled and dissipated, he slipped the
gun back into its worn holster and whis-
pered to us, his partners: “Come on,
boys! I've got something else we ought
to do,” and trudged away. The door
of the trading post slammed as old
Mayo swore at the loiterers and as-
serted that he had no contract to warm
all outdoors. Black-moving spots were
here and there on the white-covered
earth as groups turned toward their
cabins, moving quickly to escape the
nipping teeth of the air.

Wondering what George could have
in mind, we followed him, for with us
it was custom to cling together, come
what might. Straight he led us to the
Hang-out, and in through the door. Al-
ready Laughing Jim was the center of a
garrulous group, and his face for once
was grave. As we entered he broke
away from those who retailed to him
the narrowness of his escape, and came
toward George, admiring, reluctant, yet
evidently anxious to voice his gratitude.
But George’'s brows drew themselves
into a scowl, and his gray-blue eyes
were cold and sharp as he looked at
the man whose life he had most cer-
tainly saved for a second time.

“Put on your coat,” he said, “and
come outside for a minute. We want
to talk to you, Jim.”

Again we followed him out as we saw
that Jim, his young face depicting cu-
riosity, was turning over his cash
drawer to the bartender, and looking
for his mackinaw. We had but a min-
ute to wait before he emerged, and no
time at all to speculate over George's
intentions.

“I've saved you to-night, for the sec-
ond time,” was our partner’s terse state-
ment.

Jim started to thank him, but George
threw up his hand, demanding atten-
tion.

“So you owe me something, and
you'll pay! Jim, your game’s done as
far as this camp’s concerned.”

Again the wheelman opened his lips
as if to speak, and again was abruptly
silenced.

“We'll have no powwow,” declared

George, scowling at him, as he stood
there in the moonlight. “But you’ll do
this! You’'ll walk back into the Hang-
out and announce that never again in
this camp will you roll a wheel or turn
a card; that you're through ; that you've
finished! Then you’ll wait for the first
chance to go down, or up, the river
when spring comes, and—Jim—you’ll

gol”

“But------ ” objected Jim.

"l said you'd go!” was the quick as-
sertion. “There are a bunch of us

here, pardners all, who say that you’'ll
go as | say, quit to-night, and go as
soon as you can. And it's up to you
where you go. Up the river to Daw-
son, down to St. Michaels, or------ "
Significantly the thumb of his mit-
ten turned toward the earth, and Jim
understood. The shadows on the snow,
sharp and defined, nodded their heads
in assent, and the gambler looked from
man to man, reading in those dim faces
a sentence. It was characteristic of him
that after this quick appraisement he
drew a deep breath, looked out across
the broad expanse of snow-clad river,

up at the flaming skies, and then
laughed, deeply, recklessly, and
shrugged his shoulders. Also it was

characteristic that he turned toward the
door, and said: “Good! Come ahead
and see if | can't play any game!”

Once inside he walked unhesitatingly
to the rough bar, seized a cigar cutter
that rested thereon, and banged it loudly
on the pine boards. Every one in the
room paused and turned toward him,
men’s faces, dim through the smoke,
expressing open-mouthed curiosity.

“Men,” said Jim, when he had their
full attention, “l've been accused of
turning a crooked game. It isn't so.
I've played it fair, hut had rare good
luck. | owe Shakespeare George a
debt. I'm paying it, full and square.
And to pay it, and be quits with a
clean slate, he demands that | play no
more—any game—in Marook. It costs
me a lot, for you're a bunch of easy
marks— suckers—with gold dust! But
I pay! From this minute, now, | play
nothing, gamble nothing in this camp,
and am done!”
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The surprised silence following this
strange assertion was broken by his
big, hearty laugh, and the banging of
his emphatic fist on the bar. Quite
mockingly he backed away from
George, doffed his hat, brought his heels
together, and bowed deeply.

"lI've made good,” he said. "Othel-
lo’s occupation’s gone! But God speed
the spring so that he may find other
fields to conquer!”

And he backed away, down the open
space in front of the bar, and out of
the door, while George’s face lighted
with sudden interest at the sound of the
double quotation.

"That's from the third act and the
third scene,” said George delightedly,
as if he had made a great discovery.
And then: *“It means that lie's lost his
job! That's the place where Othello
talks about the dread clamorous coun-
terfeiters. That Jim's a scholar!
That's what he is—a scholar.”

It was not the fear of enmities that
kept us away from the camp on the
banks of the Yukon in the weeks that
followed that night, but the demands
of work. Slowly the disappointment
had come to us that our claims were
not of the best, and that only by con-
tinuous effort could we hope to make
them pay scant profit. Save on occa-
sions when some of them passed on
the trail we saw nothing of the men
of Marook or Laughing Jim. Once we
heard that the latter had complained
that George had kept him from reap-
ing the profits of the camp, and again
that, loafing on the outer edge of his
gambling world, he had angrily sworn
that if he had been left undisturbed he
would have made his fortune. | sup-
pose there was some truth in his state-
ment. Yet he held to his word, this
unmoral, reckless  vagabond who
laughed. They said that he was still
there, wearing, despite derision, his
pointed-toed shoes, and manicuring his
nails: but gambling not at all.

And so, at last, the sun found us, and
burst glaring upon our activities, and
thawed the huge black dumps, and
melted the snow, devoting all his en-

ergy of the high latitudes throughout
the long days. Water streamed from
the hillsides. Every brook was a tor-
rent, every snow bank the repository for
the continuous, melodious chorus of
tinkling water drops as they dripped
and dripped, and sang their little good-
by songs. The dams were built, the
gates swung up and down, the shovels
tore into the pay dumps, and the sluice
boxes roared as we men of Little Ma-
rook strove, and cleaned up our winter’s
profit, be it large or small. Gone was
the whine of the windlass in the frosty
air, gone the sound of belabored arms
beating heavy chests in the struggle to
keep warm. Gone was the ring of the
ax, the clatter of buckets emptying their
contents on the apex of pyramids. The
air was redolent with the call of wild
fowl come to the breeding ground, the
chirping of migratory birds, and the
noiseless hum of insects.

"Boys,” said Bill Davis on the night
we cleaned up the last of our pay
dirt, “1 figure that she runs about fif-
teen thousand dollars, at eighteen an
ounce. Not much, but a mighty sight
better than nothing.”

As he talked, he poured the dust into
one of our half-filled buckskin sacks,
and dropped it into our safe deposit—
an empty oil can. Then, heaving a tired
sigh, he slid the can under the bunk.
On tbe morrow we would pick up the
last scant remnants, pull the sluices, and
divide this mass of gold into packs for
the next day’'s journey to the post
trader at the camp. Our season’s work
was done. As claims went in that coun-
try, and in proportion to the cost of
living, we had not prospered; but we
had more than paid our way and were
glad; for, long before, we had decided
to sell the claim and go “outside”—to
the real United States— for the summer
season. We went to sleep with the
cabin door open, now that spring had
come, and | remember that the last
feature | observed was the lengthening
of the daylight.

Full of the desire of youth for rest,
I awoke only when Tim shouted his call
for breakfast, and tumbled sleepily to
my clothing, to the washbasin outside
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the door, and my seat at the table.
Then, a gallant company, we sallied
down for our last day’'s work on the
claim. And we made merry over it,
this last day, and flayed pranks, and
loitered, and threw the last shovelfuls
with something of regret, for we were
leaving the ground that had promised
much, paid something, and was to be
bartered. It was like bidding good-by
to a friend, when we took the last pan
of dust we would ever “clean up’ from
it, and filed toward the homely cabin
on the mountainside. George put the
pan on top of the stove to dry, for
we used no amalgam; and Tim, whose
week it was to cook, put the supper be-
fore us. We ate with something of mel-
ancholy, some queer mingling of good-
by regret and satisfaction that at least
we had worked as men. Tim got up
at last and caught the pan in his hands
with a strip of cloth, and reached under
the bunk for the can. We heard an
exclamation, first of surprise, and then
alarm, as he pulled it out from be-
neath the bunk, clattering hollowly.

“Robbed! By heavens! Some one’s
looted us!”

His voice arose in a queer crescendo
of astonishment and indignation. Stools
were thrust back and our feet trampled
heavily over the floor as wc bent above
him and stared down at the empty can,
disbelieving him and our senses. It
was true. The can was empty, and the
profits of our year’s toil had vanished
as if by malignant magic. We started
toward the door foolishly intent on
plunging out into the night, but Bill
Davis, veteran of the trails, leaped in
front of us and threw up a restraining
hand.

“Easy, boys! Easy does it,” he said
quietly, and we paused, looking at him
expectantly, and wondering what he had
in mind.

“Our only chance,” he said, “of learn-
ing how, or by whom it was taken, is
the sign out here in the mud. Whoever
got it left a track. If we run over it
in the night, it will be wiped out. If
we wait until morning the sign will be
there, some place; unless the man that
robbed us had wings.”

“Right for you!”
growded in unison.

And so we all remained in the cabin,
and sat and talked, and waited for day-
break, and indulged in idle speculation,
but there was no lamentation.

It was George’s wholesome, kindly
hand that crept over on mine, as we sat
there in the gloom, and it was his kindly
voice that said: “Don’'t worry, boy!
It hits you harder than us, because
we've money outside. Alaska to us was
an adventure. To you it was the first
step on the big stairs of life, for you
are young, but we'll get him yet. It's
part of the game that we should.”

And | was comforted thereby, and
asleep when some one aroused us in the
morning. | tumbled from my bunk, as-
tonished by the sudden knowledge that
I had slept in all my clothing, and that
I had not suffered a wickedly trouble-
some dream. Tim was up and pour-
ing coffee, hot and steaming, into the
tin cups, and the day was breaking over
the eastern hills in the early hour of the
morning, so swift is the sun’s reappear-
ance in that high clime. We ate and
drank sparsely, quietly, each intent on
what the signs might show, and deliber-
ately, nay, almost leisurely, tightened
our belts and went out of the door,
George in the lead, Tim, short and
stocky, bending behind him like an un-
leashed hound, and Bill, huge and grim,
following.

It was a foregone conclusion that the
robber had done one of two things—
approached from behind the cabin in
the daylight, while we were working,
or crept stealthily in at night while we
were asleep. In the latter case he had
doubtless fled down the trail. In the
former he would have retreated by the
rear of the cabin, and out into the
screen of the forest on the mountain-
side above. So, first, we inspected the
trail. Veterans in reading signs were
these men who had permitted me to
share their lot, and they walked forward
with keen eyes sweeping this way and
that—eyes which nothing could escape.
A broken twig, a patch of crushed, in-
dented moss, anything unusual, would
be observed and noted. They bade me

was a chorus,
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walk behind, and scanned the ground
for a hundred yards before one of them
uttered a sound. Then George straight-
ened up, and | saw the hurt look on his
face give way to an angry scowl, and
saw him swing one ponderous fist into
a palm.

“Come here,” he said, with strange
repression, and we joined him.

There, plainly imprinted in the mud,
where some one had entered the trail
from a moss-carpeted side, were tracks,
and they were those of one who wore
shoes—shoes of civilization, such as but
few men wore in our outskirt of a
rough world, and the shoes were
pointed, delicately, foppishly, almost
daintily.

We lifted our heads and stared at
one another, with the same unvoiced
comment leaping from our eyes. We
looked again at the telltale tracks in
the mud, clearly leading down the hill-
side to the gulch below, and thus off
toward the camp. We lifted our heads
once more and George spoke.

“Laughing Jim!” he said.

“No other man in all the country
wore such shoes!” Tim added.

“And no one but an expert crook
would have taken a chance in coming
into our cabin night before last,” sug-
gested Bill.

“That's when the trick was turned,”
declared George. “And he has paid me
—gratitude!”

We passed, peering, down the trail
and out into the gulch. Straight down
it we went, finding here and there, in
the slow miles, that unusual mark, the
mark of a toothpick shoe in a country
where all men wore rubber boots or
mukluks in the wet and soggy spring.
There could have been but one desti-
nation for those feet, so, at last, we
wasted no more time on signs, but
strode hurriedly and angrily away
toward Marook. We gained the top
of the hill in the pass above the town
and looked down. Where last we had
seen the ribbon of white, was now open
water. The river had broken and
cleared itself of ice while we toiled
over our dumps. It ran below us, a
turgid flood. Down in front of the

A. C. Trading Post men were assem-
bled, and they fired guns and shouted,
while dogs ran hither and yon, howling
a chorus of excitement and salute for
the first steamboat of the year. It was
coming slowly toward the bank, a tiny,
rough affair that had wintered in a
slough up the river. We hurried on-
ward toward the water front, and had
small need to ask questions, inasmuch
as the first one was answered.

“Has any one seen Laughing Jim
lately?” demanded George of the group
in front of the llang-out.

“If you're looking for him, you're a
trifle late,” jocularly asserted the near-
est man. “He pulled out yesterday
mornin’ in a boat, goin’ down the river.
And he seemed in a hurry; but he
stopped to laugh and twiddle his thumb
at his nose to the boys who saw him
go, and said he was right sorry he
hadn’'t had a chance to skin the whole
blamed camp before he set sail. Hal
Ha! Ha!”

He laughed boisterously at his own
joke, a laugh in which we did not join,
for now we knew, indubitably, that Jim
had sufficient reason for haste. It was
Bill, slow and cautious, who asked an-
other question, pertinent to our quest.

“Any one else gone from the camp?”
he asked.

“Nope! No one else had any reason
to be in a rush,” was the response.

“What makes you think Jim was in
a hurry?” asked George, frowning at
the man.

“Because he just dumped himself,
and some blankets, and grub into a ca-
noe that belonged to an Injun, and pad-
died away as if he was out to break
records,” asserted our informant.
“Somebody asked him what was his
rush, and he said he had a new job that
he must move fast to grab. Cute of
him, wasn't it? He was a smart son
of a gun, all right, and would have his
little joke, right up to the last.”

Again the man laughed, and then, as
the steamboat was about to land, hur-
riedly left us and started toward the
river bank.

Bill beckoned us to one side.
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“Boys,” he said, “we’'ve got just one
chance, and that is to get to St. Michaels
as soon as he does. Unimak Pass prob-
ably isn't clear of ice yet, and he will
have to lay there until the steamer can
get in from outside to take him away.
We've got to try to catch him between
here and there, and we've got several
hundred miles to do it in. Two of us
better rustle a boat. The others ar-
range for some one to keep an eye
on our cabin up in the gulch, and buy
grub for a cruise. Then it's a case of
work at the oars and make time. Let's
get a move on ourselves.”

We did, most effectually, and in just
two hours’ time were shoving a crude,
whipsawed skiff out into the river, and
feeling the current catch us and sweep
us toward the Ramparts below. We
had begun the grim chase tgq overtake
the one man who had paid his toll of
gratitude by robbing the man who had
twice saved his life, and it was certain
that, did we overtake him, this time
there would be no escape; for we would
bring him back for trial.

The current helped us, and, to our
satisfaction, we discovered that the ap-
parently clumsy skiff handled excel-
lently and responded bravely to our
steady oars. We tore through the Ram-
parts where the waters lashed the rocks,
and out into the breadths below, and
then set ourselves to our task, as we
traveled through that great uninhabited
country. Save for the flying fowl, and
a bear that lazily paused from drinking
on a distant shore, we saw no living
thing, and we did not pause for lunch-
eon, but took turns with the oars. Ac-
customed as we were to the heaviest
work, and in the perfect physical con-
dition that comes from healthful food
and clean lives, we did not suffer from
the prolonged exertion. Indeed, had
our mission been less melancholy and
desperate, 1, for one, would have en-
joyed that steady, rhythmic motion, the
gurgling of the water under our bow,
the ever-changing scenery at our sides,
and the beauties of a perfect day. We
did not talk much, but once or twice
Shakespeare George, brooding, quoted
as if to himself, in a bitter tone, his

own version of Wordsworth’'s “Grati-
tude.”

What would have been evening in a
more southerly latitude came on, and
found us still rowing with that same
measured stroke, save that we took
shorter turns at the oars, and found
the resting spells more grateful. The
current carried us closer toward a
shore, around a point that seemed blan-
keted with the evening's purple haze,
and we stopped rowing abruptly at the
sound of a rifle shot. Nestled at the
foot of a bluff was a squalid little In-
dian village, and the natives were run-
ning excitedly up and down the water’s
edge and waving to us. It was evident
that the shot had been fired to attract
our attention. We headed the boat
toward them, and they caught our prow
and pulled us up on the shingle before
we could protest.

“Come! Quick come!” urged a with-
ered, kindly faced old native, presum-
ably the tyune of this little domain.
“White man 'most peluck! Him soon
die. Quick come!”

We hastened after him to the big
Kazima, a sort of clubhouse which
each village of any size possesses,
crawled in after him, and when our eyes
grew accustomed to the dull, smoke-
blackened, raftered interior, lighted
only by a huge hole in the upper cen-
ter over the fire pit through which the
soft daylight streamed, we stood above
the cause of his solicitude. Our chase
was ended; for on the skins, at our feet,
lay Laughing Jim.

George knelt beside him, and ran his
hand inside the blue shirt that was torn
open across the chest, and then looked
up at us.

“Somethin’s happened to him,” he
said, “feels to me as if he was all shot
to pieces.”

At the sound of his voice Laughing
Jim opened his eyes a little wildly, then
smiled as recognition crept into their
clear, but pain-drawn, depths.

“I'm going,” he croaked, with a
queer, gasping effort. “You got here
just in time. I—Il-—-- Drink!”

Bill Davis pulled our little emergency
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flask from his pocket, George lifted the
wounded man up, and gave him a strong
sup of the brandy, and it momentarily
strengthened him. All our animosity
was forgotten now, as we stood there
rubbing shoulders with death, such is
the queer awe and pity that assails us at
sight of the mortally stricken regard-
less of their merits.

“Who did it, Jim?” asked George,
still supporting the dying man's shoul-
ders and head.-

“Mahoney.
over there!”

He rolled his eyes tward the dark
corner of the Kazima, and with ex-
clamations of surprise all of us, save
George, hurried to the corner, struck
matches, and looked. There lay Phil
Mahoney, beyond all aid, dead. | threw
my handkerchief over his face before
we went back to George and Jim, on
tiptoe, as if the sound of our footsteps
on that beaten earth would ever matter
to him. We gave Jim another draft of
the brandy, and he feebly waved for si-
lence.

“Let me talk,” he said. “Not much
time left. Been going out all day. I've
never been any good. Gambler’'s habit
of sleeping days, awake nights. Took
walk yesterday morning. Wanted to
get close to birds and hear 'em sing.
Mile above camp. Saw Phil Mahoney
toting something toward boat. Acted
queer. Didn't see me. Got in boat
and shoved off. Skirted opposite shore
as if afraid being seen. ‘Funny,’ says
I. ‘Wonder what that big, ugly devil's
up to?” Forgot all about it and went
back to my cabin, to clean up. Couldn’t
find best shoes. Cussed some, and won-
dered what Siwash could have swiped
them. Then, all of sudden, remembered
Mahoney walked queer. So I--——-- "

He stopped and his lithe, wounded
body was twisted with a harsh cough
that threatened to undo him, and again
we gave him brandy. After a time, but
in a weaker and more broken voice, he

But | got him! He's

went *on: “So T went back. Never
trusted him, anyhow. Sure enough
there were tracks in the mud. He had
'em on. | back-tracked him. Found

thicket of pussy willows, and inside of

it empty gold sacks. Special buck. You
fellows’ names on 'em in indelible pen-
cil. Got wild! Ran back farther along
tracks and saw he must have come
from gulch trail—your direction. Saw
it all in a minute. Saw you fellows
wouldn’t believe me, because you know
I've been a bad one— sometimes—not
always. Maybe not so bad as some.
Only thing | could do to show you I
wasn’'t a dog, and appreciated what you
all had done for me, was to catch thief.
Grabbed canoe and chased him. Caught
him here, where he'd stopped to make
tea, above village. Saw smoke. Found
boat—nothing in it. Crept up on him.
He had gold dust with him. Tried to
get drop on him, but he was too quick.
Whirled and shot.”

He rested silently for a moment as
if to gather strength, and there was a
little, exultant gleam in his eyes as he
continued:

“l was down. Played fox. ‘That's
all right! says he, as he came up and
stood over me, ‘but 1'd rather you’'d
been hanged by them Coinpetents.’
Then he laughed and turned back. |
got to my elbow and shot. He went
down. Then we shot from the ground,
and luck was against me. Could feel
every one of his hit. Didn’t know any
more till Indians came running and
picked me up. Phil was dead. Made
natives bring me here with your dust.
Told 'em better bring Phil, too, so if I
went out, and you came, you'd under-
stand.”

He coughed again, more violently,
and the brandy seemed to have lost its
effect. He motioned with his dying
fingers toward his side, and we had to
bend over to catch his whispered words:

“It's there—by me—all of it—and—
and—George, you're white and—I'm
not so bad—after all—am 1? Wanted
you boys to know that------ "

As if the severing of soul and body
had given him an instant's strength, he
half stiffened, struggled, and then tried
to laugh, a ghastly semblance of that
reckless, full-throated laugh that had
given him his sobriquet, twitched,
gasped, seemed to abruptly.relax, and
rested very still.
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“Right? You're right as rain! You
are! God knows you are!”

George shouted the words to him as
if speeding them out to overtake his
parting soul, and 1 like to remember
that Laughing Jim’s eyes seemed to
twitch and that he went out with a
smile on his face.

Side by side we buried them there,
close to where the babble of the Yukon
might croon to them in the long sum-
mers, or display to the cold skies its
beaten winter trails, Phil Mahoney, the
thief, in his stolen shoes, and Laughing
Jim, the strange admixture of evil and
nobility. And over each, with equal
forgiveness, we put a rude wooden
cross, while curious, stolid natives stood
quietly by. The sole distinction we
made was that the cross above Jim
was carefully hewn. But George lin-
gered behind as we made our prepara-
tions to camp in the village for the

"THE CLOCK”
series of THE COMPETENTS.

night, and the next morning, still filled
with the tragedy: | slipped back up the
hillside for a last look at the graves.
On that of Laughing Jim, who would
laugh no more, lay a handful of dying
wild flowers, and | saw scrawled on
the cross, in the handwriting of Shake-
speare George, these words:
Under here is Laughing Jim.
favor with his life,
And died with a laugh on his lips!
he was. better'n
Most of us, and provin' that sometimes even
poets is wrong, and
That men don’'t forget.
to do as well.

And so we left him, and my eyes
were fixed, as we rowed back up the
river, and the village with its natives
was lost to view, on the rough-hewn
cross that seemed to blaze with a pe-
culiar glory alPits own, a shining stand-
ard for one honorably dead on the field
of gratitude.

Paid a little

Bad as

Lord help us all

is the title of the second story in this new
It was a battered old clock,

and rather freakish, but Shakespeare George thought so
much of it he had it locked up in a safety-deposit vault.

You will

hear about it in a future issue of the POPULAR.

A NEW LINE OF ART

T H E red-headed and dissatisfied boarder was a large man with a large appetite.
1 After dinner, he went out into the narrow yard, shook both his fists at the
silvery moon, hurled several imprecations toward the congress of the stars, and
burst forth into a picturesque and voluminous flood of abuse which was devoted

entirely to the landlady.

One of the other boarders, who had been at the house a long time, thereby
accumulating a pallid look and a palate with corns on it, drew near timidly and
ventured to ask what the special kick was.

“What's the matter!" echoed the large man.

“That old dame’s the first

woman | ever knew who could literally paint food on a plate.”

INFLUENTIAL BUT

INEFFECTIVE

T'HE fellow who knew everybody of consequence in Washington wanted to
1 get a six-hundred-dollar job for an old-time friend. This fellow who knew
everybody was as full of influence as a honeycomb is of honey. At his request,
senators, representatives, cabinet members. State leaders, and even foreign am-
bassadors smote their arching heads with their high silk hats and beat it rapidly
to the place where the influence was being concentrated like forty million sixteen-
inch rapid-firing guns.

The old-time friend did not get the job.

“By George!” said the fellow who knew everybody. “Ain’'t that awful?
We had as much influence for him as if we’'d been trying to depose the pope!"



The Two Bulldogs

By Wells Hastings
Author of “ The Man in the Brown Derby," Etc.

The case of a man who, suddenly becoming wealthy, determines that his unknown future em-

ployment shall be enthralling, shall demand the joyous devotion of every energy.

He shouldn't

have believed it had anyone told him that before many hours he should be seated in a taxicab with
a bulldog on either side of himj and that, after taking the dogs to his home, an attempt should

be made to chloroform him!

All this happened, and much more — and the probability is that

Carlyle has found his enthralling occupation and that we shall hear more of his escapades.

HEN Neil Carlyle was left his
W fortune he waited eagerly the
summons of his employer.
For something over two years
he had known Mr. Ruggles and for
every minute of that time he had de-
tested him. Since the first day of his
employment he had been bottling up
back talk. He had been gently reared
and perhaps a little spoiled, as any
orphan brought up by a maiden aunt
is apt to be; and earning his living, or
some part of it, had been a sore trial
to him. He had come to the conclusion
that he hated work. What he really
hated was working for Mr. Ruggles;
and it cannot be denied that Mr. Rug-
gles was an unsatisfactory employer—
a boorish and cocksure fat man, who
employed college men for what he im-
agined was their social position, and
then delighting greatly in taking them
down.

Carlyle’s first thought, when he heard
of the unexpected money, was a fine
relief that he should never have to sell
another case of wine; his second was
that, at last, he was at liberty to express
himself freely.

This morning he had been around ty-
ing up the last details with his law-
yers, and had come in late half expect-
ing that this very tardiness would give
him the opening he longed for; but
somehow it had escaped observation.
He sat down, therefore, in the chair in
front of his desk, and, lolling back,

lighted a cigar—which was against the
office rules—and sat smoking while he
waited. The call came at last, the im-
perious whir of the wooden buzzer
under his desk, which meant that he
was wanted in Ruggles’ private office.
He strolled the length of the long room,
his cigar still in his mouth, his hat still
upon his head, and opening the gilt-let-
tered, corrugated glass door he found
himself in the Presence.

As usual Ruggles was writing, or pre-
tending to write. It was a principle of
his to keep his subordinates standing
for a little. As-he did not look up
Carlyle brushed some papers from a
chair onto the floor and seated himself,
blowing a luxurious exhalation of
smoke toward the ceiling. He was per-
fectly happy.

Ruggles looked up and scowled at
him as he took in the situation.

“Are you drunk?” he asked at last,
and, without waiting for a reply, “take
off your hat in my office and throw that
cigar away. The first thing you know
you'll get the bounce, young man. Re-
member, now, you've had your warn-
ing.”

Carlyle, knocked his ashes off onto the

floor. “Is that why you rang for me?”
he asked.
“No,” said Ruggles, “1 want you to

run out and get me a sandwich.”
“Have you thought of the office boy ?”
“He’s gone on an errand—say, what's

the matter with you this morning?”
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“l just came in to tell you,” said
Carlyle calmly, "that | have perpetrated
my last ill deed on the already over-
drugged public, that you and your near-
imported, near-wine -can go to blue-
blazing Weehawken, that | don’t like
your face, or your morals, or your neck-
ties. In short, |1 wish to disrespectfully
tender my resignation.”.

“Get out of here!” yelled Mr. Rug-
gles. “You are drunk. Go on now
while the goin’s good, or would you
rather be kicked out?”

“Much rather,” said Carlyle eagerly.
“That's just what I'm telling you the
truth for.” He opened the door into
the outer office. “Bertie,” he said to
one of the clerks, “just come over here,
will you? Ruggles is going to kick me
out of the office, and 1 want you for a
witness that he hit me first, and while
you're about it, you might as well turn
in a call for the ambulance. I'm wait-
ing for that kick, Mr. Ruggles.”

Every sound had stopped in the of-
fice. They were gazing at him with in-
credulous fascination. One of the
younger clerks giggled nervously. Rug-
gles glowered at him, but prudently kept
his seat.

“No kick?” asked Carlyle hopefully.
“Well, then, | suppose | must leave
without it,” and still puffing on his cigar,
he crossed the silent office and closed
the door of his bondage behind him.

He knew on reflection that he had
acted childishly, but he was unrepent-
ant ; childish or not, undignified or not,
it had been fun and was worth the
money. He was perfectly conscious
that he had behaved somewhat after the
manner of a small boy “sassing” his
master, but he was not so many years
from boyhood, and a boyish impulsive-
ness was characteristic of him.

Freedom—how he enjoyed it! The
weeks that followed were like one of
the old vacations. He found himself
gorgeous quarters, and filled them with
things he had been longing to buy for
years. He sent gifts home to the ador-
ing maiden aunt until she. telegraphed
him to stop it. He went constantly to
the theater and explored the city for

new restaurants. He idled, and daw-
dled, and luxuriated. With golf, and
tennis, and racquets, he stretched his
cramped muscles. Like Harun-al-Rash-
id, he wandered about the city and
stretched his cramped mind. It seemed
to him that he would never tire of idle-
ness and spending, and then he awoke
one morning in his fine new bed to
make the startling discovery that his
vacation had automatically come to an
end. He was sick of it. He didn't
even take the trouble to mentally debate
it He just knew suddenly and surely
that he had played long enough. That
if he was to keep on being happy, he
must find something to do.

All his life decisions and determina-
tions had come to him suddenly like
this. He was too buoyantly healthy to
admit seriously that he was a fatalist,
but, nevertheless, he had a subconscious
belief in himself and in his certain des-
tiny. Fie had taken the unexpected
legacy with a large gratitude, but
scarcely any feeling of surprise. The
knowledge that he must find employ-
ment had come as suddenly, but he had
no thought of questioning it. He got
up briskly and started dressing, choos-
ing his various garments with deliberate
care; for he was already thinking hard.
It was easy enough to know that he had
to do something, but extremely difficult
to choose a satisfactory occupation. It
was not necessary that he make money;
it was necessary that what he chose to
do should hold him heart and soul. He
had done unsympathetic work long
enough. He was mentally determined
that his unknown future employment
should be enthralling, should demand
the joyous devotion of every energy.

Dressing finished, he stood staring
down at the great city square beneath
his window, frowning in his stress of
thought. It was a fine earl\* September
day with a brisk breeze stirring in the
treetops, a cooler day than usual, and
he noted with that part of his mind
which was not bent upon the problem,
that the loungers on the park benches
were slouching more closely into their
thin garments, their coat collars turned
up, and that pedestrians moved no lon-
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ger with a summer languor, but strode
along about their affairs with a step as
brisk as the day itself. He put aside
his problem to watch them, or rather
it was his problem that made them in-
teresting; soon he, too, would be like
these busy, occupied men, intensely bent
on contributing his portion to the work
of the world.

From his high window the life of
the square moved before him like a pic-
ture film in vivid color, a soundless,
hurrying panorama. Whimsically he
began a search for the principal char-
acter, a temporary star of the drama,
and at last had the satisfaction of find-
ing him. He had, at least, all the char-
acteristics of a hero. He moved at a
more leisurely pace than the rest of the
crowd, he was bigger, and broader, and
apparently stronger, and his clothes
alone set him apart. Carlyle watched
him for a moment, and then ran to his
center table, and got a pair of field
glasses from the drawer. They were
good glasses, and he could almost see
the man’s expression. He did not look
quite so much of a hero through them.
His features were still a bit indistinct,
but he thought them of a meaner cast
than he had supposed. And though the
man walked slowly, there was some-
thing nervous in his gait, and in the
quick sidelong glances he gave the bench
loungers that he passed. He was an
Englishman; his clothes were of the
outrageously checked variety invariably
worn by the comedy Englishman on the
American stage, and truly enough dear
to the English heart; his cap, too, was a
fore-and-aft affair, made of the same
stuff as his suit. He carried a tremen-
dous Gladstone in his left hand, and in
his right a leash that stretched to the
collar of a burly English bulldog, rolling
placidly behind him. It really seemed
like some stage affair, and even as Car-
lyle thought it, a little comedy play
suddenly developed in the drama; for
as the Englishman passed a clump of
bushes, another man in a long, black
ulster stepped out front behind it and
followed him. There were no benches
here, and the two were comparatively
alone. Carlyle saw the man in the black
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ulster stoop and catch the great bulldog
up under his coat, then he dropped him
again, and, turning, walked rapidly
away in the opposite direction.

Carlyle frantically turned the adjust-
ment of his binoculars that he might
see more clearly, swinging them in a
rapidly widening arc from one man to
the other. The black ulster seemed to
move with a sort of inward convulsion,
and when he swung his field of vision
back again to the Englishman, he saw
the reason for it. The Englishman still
sauntered along, still glancing furtively
from right to left, and the dog still
lumbered behind him, but in spite of
his amazement, Carlyle knew that he
could trust his eye for detail, he was
positive that he was not mistaken— the
dog had been a deep brindle, he was
now a light fawn.

He threw up his window and, leaning
out, shouted frantically to the English-
man to stop, but the distance was much
too great, and in a moment he realized
his folly. So he hurriedly snatched up
his hat, and, slamming the door of his
apartment behind him, plunged down-
stairs without waiting for the elevator.
As he ran he knew what had happened.
The big sluggish bulldog had kept the
leash tight, and the man in the black
ulster had deftly retained the tension
while he shifted the snaffle from the,dog
he meant to steal to the dog he had
brought to replace it. It must have
required a tremendous dexterity; a
change possible only to the skilled hands
of the professional.

In the street he hesitated a moment,
in a quandary as to whether he should
follow the robber or the robbed. He
must act quickly if he was to catch the
thief, but on the other hand it would
do but little good to recover property
for an unknown who had disappeared.
He decided to apprise the victim of his
loss with what speed he might, and to
guide him in the direction the thief had
taken, and to help, if possible, in the
capture. He could still glimpse the
checked fore-and-aft cap in its dignified
progress uptown, and with one final
glance across the square, where already
the black ulster had disappeared, he
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turned north, running as fast as the
crowded sidewalks would permit.

The chase lasted for almost five
blocks, and Carlyle found, even in that
brief space, that he was still far below
his old form, and when he at last came
up with the man he was forced to wait
for a gasping moment, until he got
breath enough to speak. So he laid a
detaining hand upon the stranger’'s arm,
or rather tried to lay. it, as the arm
was wrenched instantly from his grasp.

“1 beg your pardon,” he gasped, see-
ing the surprise and displeasure in the
other’s face, “‘but | want to speak to you
for a moment.”

The man was certainly not prepos-
sessing; for, although he was tall and
well made, and carefully—if somewhat
outlandishly— dressed, yet Carlyle
thought that the face beneath the
peaked cap was scarcely that of a gen-
tleman. It was a long face, crowned
and framed in a close-clipped stubble of
red hair and whiskers, and divided by
the meridian of an incredibly long and
low-bridged nose which descended from
a fleshy ridge between near-set, amber-
colored eyes, small and light-lashed un-
der almost invisible brows, until it fairly
hung in a loose point over a long upper
lip. His mouth was mean and color-
less, and his long chin was squared
abruptly across and cut by a deep, cen-
tral cleft.

His eyes played over Carlyle from
head to foot, glanced back into the
crowd, and for a moment up into Car-
lyle’s face again. “What do you want ?”
he asked. “lI don't know you.” He
spoke, Carlyle noticed, with a queer lift-
ing of the right half of his upper lip,
while the left remained almost motion-
less.

“You've been robbed. 1 was looking
out of my window, and | saw the whole
thing, and | think 1 should recognize
the thief. We may be able to catch him,
but we’'ve got to hurry.”

“Robbed! What do you mean?”
Carlyle saw the hand which held the
leash jerk forward until it tightened.

“Just what | say. Look back at your
dog. Is he yours? Is he the same one
you started with?”

The little eyes glanced back at the
bulldog, who was sitting placidly sprad-
dled in the midst of traffic, and Carlyle
saw that the stranger’s long face flushed
a dull red, grew white, and flushed
again. But the man’s sloth and inac-
tivity were commencing to madden him.

“Come,” he cried impatiently, “there
really isn't any time to lose. Jm afraid
we're going to miss him, as it is.”

The stranger hesitated. “You are
quite right,” he said, “and | thank you;
but this is a case for the police. Hold
the tike a bit, like a good fellow, will
you, while | phone? I'll be with you in
a moment.” He pressed the leash into
Carlyle’s hand, and strode into the door-
way of a big insurance building.

A minute passed, then another and
another, and with the thought of the
hurrying black ulster, Carlyle grew
more and more impatient, until at last
he could stand it no longer, and with
the dog following confidently at his
heels, he hurried into the great hallway
where the stranger had disappeared.
Halfway down its length he saw the
blue illumination of the public-tele-
phone booths, and made his way rap-
idly to them. There were fourteen
booths, six of them occupied, and
through the glass doors he could see the
six lighted interiors clearly. But not
one of them held the tall Englishman.
He turned to the desk and questioned
the operator. She disclaimed any mem-
ory of such a person as he described.
Carlyle’s suspicion had been born be-
fore he'entered the building; now with
the memory of the building’s construc-
tion it became a certainty. The lofty
hall was also an arcade, a passageway
with an outlet at the other end. For
some mysterious reason he had been
given the slip; and the victim of the
robbery had made off with as nice an
agility as if he had been the thief. It
was very confusing.

“At least,” reflected Carlyle, “1 am in
one perfectly good bulldog,” and he
stooped and patted the creature’s head.
He was fond of dogs and knew a good
deal about them. Even a glance told
him that this was a fine one and worth
a good deal of money.
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The dog wagged his twisted stub of
a tail in massive ecstasy. “Yes, sir.”
Neil said to him, “you are a beauty,
aren't you; and even if you aren't the
right one, 1 wonder why | was made a
present of you.”

The thought of the other dog strug-
gling beneath that black ulster came,
back to him. Probably the Englishman
had decided to catch the thief for him-
self, and this argued that he knew the
direction the thief would probably take.
But how could he know it, and why had
he taken such pains to pursue the mat-
ter alone?

Now that he was so fairly launched
in other peoples’ affairs, Carlyle deter-
mined to see them through to a finish.
That his assistance was unwished for
and even craftily avoided only further
piqued his curiosity. He started run-
ning again back toward Broadway; and,
as he ran, he discovered why the dog
had been left with him. It was partly,
of course, to give him something to do,
to keep him standing in the street long
enough to give the Englishman a start,
but it was also because although bull-
dogs are possessed with many amiable
qualities, running is not among them.
He found this out before he was half-
way to the door, and turned and picked
up his new possession.

He found that as he ran people stared
at him on the street, and wondered with
a laugh if they took him for a thief or
a dog catcher. At any rate, it wouldn't
do— forty pounds was no light weight.
He hailed a passing taxicab and gave
the man his direction.

“Go downtown three blocks and then
turn east at the square and keep going
until | tell you to stop.”

The chauffeur proved, fortunately, to
be one of those breakneck metropolitan
experts wdio could worm his way
through intricate traffic at headlong
speed. He twisted around trolley cars,
grazed under the very nostrils of truck
horses, hovered in clamorous palpita-
tion at the tail of a blocking delivery
wagon, and shot triumphantly along
short, open spaces, until, at last, they
came to the narrower but freer streets
of the lower East Side.
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With every stop and every advance
the hopelessness of the chase grew
more clear to Carlyle’s mind. To find a
needle in a haystack would be an ac-
tually easy task compared to finding a
stranger, seen for a moment, and from
a distance; who had been given fifteen
minutes’ start in a great city, and who,
moreover, had probably every reason
for wishing to appear inconspicuous,
and now was probably making his best
speed toward some chosen hiding place.
Indeed, the probability was that at this
moment he was already safely hidden.
As Carlyle made this reflection he sud-
denly caught sight of his needle.

The black ulster still bulged with the
squirming bundle beneath it, and when
Carlyle caught sight of it the man was
in the very act of unlocking a battered
wooden door which had apparently once
served as a private entrance to a
once prosperous warehouse. The ware-
house now was much out of repair, its
big entrance was locked, and the whole
place had that appearance of dejection
which a few months of vacancy give to
a city building.

Carlyle rapped sharply on the glass,
and the taxicab stopped with a jerk and
a squeal of brakes which brought a
backward glance from the black ulster.
It occurred to him even as he wrenched
open the door, that now that he had
found his man, he had no notion of how
to deal with him; but his good fortune
had been so great that now he had no
intention of letting it slip through over-
cautious deliberation.

“Here,” he called. “Yes, you, |
mean. | want to speak to you.” The
black ulster, after a first involuntary
start, affected not to hear him, but re-
doubled his efforts to unlock the little,
battered door. With a deep satisfac-
tion, Carlyle noticed that the man was
very much frightened. He crossed the
sidewalk and took him by the elbow.

“Now,” he*said, “you’ll kindly hand
over that dog to me.”

The man in the black ulster stared at
him with widening eyes. “Dog?” he
repeated. “Wot dog? Leggo my arm.”
His short, blue-shaven face was pale,
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but it was hard to say whether he was
more afraid or more angry.

“The dog you have under your coat.
| saw you steal him.” Then as the man
hesitated: “You had better give him to
me, unless you'd rather be handed over
to an officer.”

The hand that still rested upon the
doorknob moved, and with a swift
plunge buried itself in the ulster pocket.

“No, you don’t,” Carlyle cried, and
threw both arms about him, pinning his
elbows to his sides. In tins way he held
him, but with some difficulty; for the
man was now thoroughly frightened
and struggling frantically. They
swayed, reeling, across the sidewalk,
over the gutter, and out into the cobbled
roadway, until they bumped into the
waiting taxicab. There Carlyle looked
up and saw that the chauffeur had
lighted a cigarette and was watching
them with all the impersonal interest of
a reporter at a prize fight. The sight
angered him.

“Here,” he gasped. “Can’'t you do
anything but sit there and smoke ? Give
me a hand with this fellow, can’'t you?”

“Sure, | can, glad and welcome, but
you didn’t say nothing about wanting
any help, and I'm not one to butt in
when two gents has a little matter be-
tween them. What do you want me to
do—soak him with a wrench, or just
hold him for you?”

In spite of his rapidly growing short-
ness of breath, Carlyle laughed. “No,
don’'t soak him,” he said. “I'm not a
highwayman, but lie’s got a dog that
doesn’t belong to him under his coat.
Get him for me—will you?—and then
see if lie's got a gun in that pocket.”

The chauffeur tossed away the butt
of his cigarette and climbed down from
his cab. “Dog? Where is he?” he
asked.

“Right here under my left arm—if |
haven't squeezed the poor fellow to-
deatli. Perhaps you had better look for
the gun first, and then hold this fellow
from in back while I get the dog.”

“He ain’t got no gun? boss, but this is
about the healthiest set of ‘knuckles’ |
ever see.” And the driver held up a
strange contrivance of brass, which
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looked like four rings welded in convex
upon a short T of the same heavy metal.
Carlyle saw that the last and smallest
ring jutted out from its side a sharp
point, like a two-inch metallic thorn.
The driver was looking at it with great
interest. “French make,” he said, at
last, as he pocketed it; “ours don’'t have
spikes on them. Now, then, Frenchy!”
And he grasped the black ulster firmly
by the elbows.

Carlyle relaxed his grip and stepped
back, and, as he did so, there was a
heave and convulsion beneath the black
ulster, and the big brindle dog ap-
peared, sprawling on the .sidewalk,
looking about him with a heavy air of
injured dignity.

Carlyle stooped and picked the dog
up in his arms. fLet the fellow go,”
he said. *“1I'll take the risk of not hav-
ing him arrested.”

As a matter of fact, this seemed to
him the easiest solution. He had no
great desire to make a charge at the
police station or to be involved in any
possible subsequent proceedings. He
knew the man was a thief; but thus far
he had no reason to think particularly
highly of the individual from whom the
property had been stolen, and he con-
sidered that he had sufficiently served
that unknown by recovering his prop-
erty, and that retribution was beyond
his own concern. For all he knew there
might be a thousand mitigating circum-
stances behind the petty crime—the
rights and wrongs of the affair surely
were not his to unravel. Besides, it
occurred to him vaguely, and was as
vaguely acknowledged, that in actual
truth he had been drawn into the affair
rather by an impulsive prompting of
excitement than by a deliberate deter-
mination to see exact justice done.

The taxi driver released his captive
with the same genial indifference that
he had shown in grappling with him,
but instead of immediately running
away, as Carlyle had expected, the
black ulster stood hesitating.

“Well,” Carlyle asked, “what do you
want? You are free, and you ought to
be thankful.”

“Will monsieur listen? Yes, yes, |
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acknowledge it. | was seen to take this
dog. | did take him, but | gave a good
dog in his stead, and this animal that
monsieur holds beneath his arm with a
so great danger to himself, this fierce
animal is my own. | entreat you, | beg
you, | supplicate you, give him me. He
has a temper the most evil, the soul of a
fiend, if you will; but he is the dog of
my wife who is dead, and 1 have raised
him and nurtured him, until it is as if
he were to me a child.” The short, blue-
shaven face seemed to work with a very-
real emotion.

Carlyle hesitated in a new uncer-
tainty. He did not wish to he unjust,
but he was not of a very credulous na-
ture. In his perplexity he glanced at
the chauffeur, and saw that gentleman
studying with idle interest the brass
knuckles which he had taken from the
pocket of the black ulster. Carlyle had
forgotten them for the moment, and
the sight of them eased his mind at a
stroke from any anxiety, and for some
reason reminded him that this man who
now spoke with a Gallic accent and a
distorted Gallic eonstruction had an-
swered him a few moments ago in the
clipped, hoarse lingo of the East Side.

“1 find myself unable to believe you,”
he said. “You'd better go while the
going’s good.”

“Oh, monsieur, my dog! | cannot;
indeed, | cannot! He is mine by right,
and | am a poor man; but if it is money
that you desire--—---- "

Carlyle laughed and shook his head.

“You wrong me. He is dear to me!”
the man wailed; and then, as Carlyle
started to move off: “The dog of my
wife, | had told monsieur; if you are
bent on wrong, if 1 am to be deprived of
my property, the beloved animal who
has shared my joys and sorrows, at
least, at least you will not leave me
without a memory, without some souve-
nir—a keepsake. Give me just the col-
lar of him; it is worth nothing.” He
laid a pleading hand upon Carlyle’s coat
sleeve.

“G'wan!” said the chauffeur, inter-
fering for his patron with a rising dis-
gust. “Beat it, y-ou! If y’ gotta blub-
ber, do it somewhere home. You're a
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hot crook, you arc, packing a set of
knuckles and sniveling like a pick-
pocket. \Ye should worry about your
souvenirs!” With a double gesture, he
pushed the black ulster staggering back
across the sidewalk and hustled Carly le
into the open door of the cab.

“Wait a minute,” Carlyle said, as the
motor began to speed up for a start.
He fumbled in his pocket and tossed his
card out on the road. "That's my ad-
dress,” he called, "if you want to come
to me with references and any proof of
your ownership. Now, go on, driver;
you may take me home.” And he gave
him his direction. As they jolted west-
ward again, he leaned back in amused
satisfaction in the middle of the broad,
upholstered seat, watching the polite
curiosity with which the big dogs, sit-
ting gravely on each side of him, looked
across him at each other.

“You're making quite a collection,
aren't you?” the chauffeur said, as he
was paid before the doors of the apart-
ment. "Thank you. sir; thank you!”

When a surprised and rather terrified
elevator boy had left Carlyle out at his
floor, he put the dogs down in his living
room. Neither of them showed, any
disposition to fight, but stood rather
stiffy apart, looking up at him. Ik-
patted first the fawn and then the brin-
dle, and each, as if by a prearrange-
ment, wagged a twisted stump of tail
and sank with a great sigh contentedly
to the floor—dignified, ridiculous, but
somehow very admirable and well-
bred. "1 guess that's about the limit,”
said Carlyle, aloud. "I wake up dog-
less, and find myself before luncheon
with a fair start toward a fairly re-
spectable kennel. Even that English
johnny will have to show cause before
| give either of you up. It begins to
look as if you both were stolen, and |
wonder how | am going to get hold of
him.”

lie lighted a cigarette and dropped
into an casy-chair, running over and
relishing the whole adventure. *“I1 shall
have to advertise, | suppose,” he reflect-
ed, and then, a little later: “1 won-
der what that crook’s dodge was beg-
ging for a souvenir.
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“Come here, sir!” He snapped his
fingers to the brindle bulldog. "I want
to look at you and see if there’'s any-
thing wonderful about that collar of
yours.”

He could, however, discover nothing
unusual. The collar was merely the
accepted broad band of leather, studded
with heavy bosses of brass. It was
worn and somewhat scratched. Evident-
ly, this request for a souvenir had been
made simply for its theatrical effect,
was merely a touch to lend color of
truth to a thief’s sentimental story. The
fellow was just a common dog stealer,
not worthy of much further thought.
Indeed, now that the chase was over,
very little of interest remained, except
—he had almost forgotten it—the unex-
plained disappearance of that English
tourist who was the brindle bulldog’s
rightful owner.

But was he the rightful owner? Cer-
tainly, for a man who had been robbed
of a rather valuable possession, his con-
duct had been peculiar. Carlyle found
himself hoping that he had seen a thief
catch a thief, but there might be some
"gueerness” in the whole affair which
would bring it automatically to a stop,
and leave him in undisputed possession
of his present double booty. He was
fond of animals, and these two dogs had
come to him in such a strange way, and
were so evidently splendid examples of
their breed, that, already, hqg shrank
from the thought of losing them, and
determined if he should be able to find
the rightful owners to make them offers
for the dogs which they could not re-
fuse. Of course, he would advertise
for the owners and give an address in
care of the newspaper for any possible
reply. He certainly did not wish every
one in the city who had lost a dog be-
sieging the doors of his apartment.

A branch telegraph office, he remem-
bered, was not far off, and as he knew
that newspaper advertisements were re-
ceived there, he took up his hat and
stick, and, whistling his burly charges
to heel, went out to fulfill his duty to
conscience. The dogs followed him
with easy, well-bred obedience, but. he
found it necessary to pick his way

through the crowded streets with more
than usual deliberation, so that, with the
delay of leisurely, precise composition
in wording his paragraph for the “Lost
and Found” column exactly to suit him,
he was gone from his apartment the
better part of an hour.

His suspicious attention was first
caught by finding his outer door, which
he was very sure he had latched behind
him, unlocked and slightly ajar. In-
side, the place gave immediate evidence
of having been visited during his ab-
sence. It was in startling disorder;
desk drawers torn out and left upon the
floor, books and papers tumbled and
disarranged, even his bedroom in cy-
clonic confusion.

It may have been merely coincidence
— for why on earth a thief trying to re-
cover a stolen dog should look behind
books and in the shallow drawers of a
desk was beyond comprehension—but
nevertheless it puzzled him. Carlyle
could not but believe that this breaking
in was connected in some way with his
adventure of the morning, and to this
belief the behavior of the two dogs lent
color. Their polite indifference had en-
tirely disappeared, giving way to a wild
excitement; they rushed from sitting
room to bedroom and back again, snif-
fing loudly with their blunt, depressed
nostrils, making guttural noises deep in
their loose throats, which perhaps were
growls, perhaps merely a sort of canine
loquacity. Carlyle laughed to see them;
but in spite of their absurdity felt their
evident and unusual excitement signifi-
cant. As far as he could see, none of
his valuables was missing, nor did
guarded inquiries of the hall man and
elevator boy result in anything.

Nevertheless, the fact remained that
his room had been entered and thor-
oughly searched by an adroit criminal,
and before he slept that night he took
the extra precaution of having in a lock-
smith to reenforce his door with a
strong, inside bolt.

With even this additional security
against further excitement, he found it
difficult that night to go to sleep. He
was not given to timidity, and he was
certainly not kept awake by any fears
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for his personal safety; but his day had
been so eventful, and had so violently
punctuated his rather commonplace ex-
istence that long after its close a tur-
bulent afterglow remained. For an
hour he tossed restlessly, almost drows-
ing at times, only to be wakened to con-
fused consciousness by the soft move-
ment of one of the big dogs, who were
stretched on the floor at the foot of his
bed. At last with a sleepy exaspera-
tion, he got up and ordered them both
into his sitting room, and, closing the
door of his bedroom behind him, sapk
finally into dream-disturbed slumber.

But either he slept lightly, or that
strange prescience, which calls all of us
at times from the various depths of
sleep, whispered in his ear; for sud-
denly he found himself awake, sitting
bolt upright, his ears straining to catch
again the sibilance of an unfamiliar
sound, fie knew himself eager to have
every sense acute, and yet felt strangely
heavy and dull. At last, lie- realized,
with a wave of nausea, a faint and
sickly sweet odor in his room. He got
heavily from bed and went instinctively
to his open window, leaning far out to
draw great breaths of the harshly vig-
orous night air; then he went to his
door, and, with his ear against it, lis-
tened for the sound which had awak-
ened him. He heard it distinctly now—
a cjueer, uncanny, viciously innocent lit-
tle noise, as soft and alarming as the
hiss of a snake, *“Huhss—huhss—
huhss!” in regular pulsating beat.

He opened the door and switched on
a dimmed electric light. In this room
the windows were closed, and the sick-
sweet smell rolled against him almost
overpoweringly, so that he held his
breath, and stole on tiptoe to noiselessly
raise the windows. On the floor lay
both dogs asleep; their eyelids were a
little open, showing a space of bloodshot
white, and they groaned softly with
each infrequent, struggling breath. He
picked them both up and staggered with
them into the comparatively fresh air of
his bedroom, where he left them close
beside the open window, shutting the
door after him as he went back to in-
vestigate that menacing suffocation.
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The light glowed dimly, and at first
he was unable to discover anything
amiss, any reason for those noxious
fumes. His first thought—the natural
one to a man awaking half suffocated at
night—was that gas must be escaping
somewhere; but there was no gas in the
electric-lighted apartment, nor did the
smell of gas hawve? this strange, sweet
quality. Then, suddenly, he knew, and
followed the strange sibilance of sound
directly to his outer door. He was
growing stupid again; but in spite of
that and the dim light he saw that a
gimlet hole had been made through the
panel near the lock, and through this
hole protruded tiny twin pipes of nick-
eled metal—the tip of an atomizer—
which still hissed softly as it threw its
fine spray of chloroform into the room.

Something must be done about it; his
senses were already reeling; he could
not stand there in idle contemplation
until he lost consciousness, so again he
stole to his now open window, where he
stayed until he had somewhat recovered
and his brain began to work again.
Then, holding his breath as he made his
preparations, he snatched a flat-mouthed
vase from his mantel and crammed into
it the sponge which had dryly decorated
his desk for weeks against a time which
never came for the fulfilling of its des-
tiny in moistening stamps. This hasty
contrivance he clapped delicately over
the intrusive nozzle of the atomizer,
holding the smooth mouth of the vase
snugly against the door. It was amaz-
ing, as he held it there, to think of all
the malevolent effort expended a pan-
el's thickness away from him—ex-
pended now with no greater harm than
soaking an imprisoned sponge in chloro-
form. A fine breeze blew in at the win-
dow. The room was almost clear of the
heavy fumes.

Presently the muffled hissing ceased,
and a new sound took its place—the
treble snore of a small saw. Carlyle
cautiously withdrew the vase and found
that already a fine sawdust had begun
to coat the inside. The attenuated blade
of a keyhole saw flickered like the
bright tongue of a serpent in and out
of the gimlet hole, biting its way stead-
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ily into the panel, curving away in a
rough circle, until at last the circuit was
completed and the detached round of
wood skillfully withdrawn. He stepped
hastily back and flattened himself
against the wall; for he knew that in all
probability an eye would be immedi-
ately applied to tbe opening.

From where he stood he could see
the door obliquely in flat, fore-short-
ened perspective where the circular
opening appeared like an attenuated
ellipse. Through this a flash of light
presently shone, shooting a moving fin-
ger of brilliance across the room, which
flickered from chair to table, to desk,
into obscure corners, like the soft and
rapid touch of a blind giant. It was
gone as abruptly as it came, and the
fingers of a man’s hand stole through
the little opening, reaching up and up
until a space of wrist and arm showed
also and the groping hand found the
sought-for bolt—that new, infallible
bolt, which Carlyle had shot that even-
ing with such a feeling of security and
not a little complaisance at his own
forethoughtfulness. The bolt was
slipped noiselessly back, the doorknob
turned cautiously from the inside, and
the door itself swung silently inward.

Carlyle found himself waiting with a
lively curiosity. Was his visitor to be
the red-haired Englishman, or that
black-jowled, short-faced fellow who
carried knuckle-dusters in the pockets
of his black ulster, or some third equally
doubtful character, as yet unknown?

Fie had been waiting tensely, ready
to spring on this intruder at the mo-
ment of his appearance; but in the shift
of a second he suddenly changed his
mind. As the man came in he was sure
to get him, but he was almost certain
that this was the same person who had
ransacked his place earlier in the day,
and he felt a very keen interest in dis-
covering what on earth it was the man
wanted, and this might remain a mys-
tery if he attacked him at once. So in
that second of'time, while the door was
being swung in, and before he saw or
was seen, he slipped along the wall to
a shallow, curtained alcove, where he
crowded in among a collection of over-

coats and waterproofs. The place would
afford him at least temporary security,
and from behind the curtain he could
watch whatever was about to take place.
The door was only a pace or so away,
and he felt that he could reach it first
when he had satisfied his curiosity.
The intruder, as he more than half
expected, proved to be the man to whom
he had flung his card. He had dis-
carded his black ulster, but there was
no mistaking his height, or that queer,
absurdly short face. As Carlyle, peer-
ing out from behind his curtain, first
caught sight of him, he seemed already
engaged in making some temporary re-
pair of the damage he had done; for he
was smearing the edges of that round
section of panel he had so skillfully re-
moved with what, from its appearance,
might be some preparation of soft wax.
When this was done to his satisfaction,
he fitted the piece back into the hole
from which it had come, and carefully
scraped 'and wiped away the ring of
exuding surplus, and pushed the door
gently shut. He was so near that Car-
lyle could see his frown as he glanced at
the open windows, which seemed to
proclaim the waste of several ounces of
chloroform. He was evidently a perse-
vering rascal, however, undaunted by
disappointment; for he tiptoed directly
across to the bedroom door, listened a
moment, and, getting to his knees,
started work again with his gimlet.
Carlyle was distinctly disappointed.
He had expected his man to make some
further search of the sitting room, a
search that should be an indication of
what he was after. But he had given
the sitting room hardly a glance; per-
haps he was making certain that he
should not be interrupted before he be-
gan; perhaps he really was after the
dog—although a dog, even of- very fine
breeding, seemed hardly worth commit-
ting a felony for, until safer means had
been exhausted. Perhaps—and Carlyle
felt a queer, prickly thrill at the thought
—he was impelled by some murderous
idea of revenge! On the whole this
seemed the time to interfere, to put an
end to the business, to hand the fellow
over to the authorities. Carlyle drew a
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long breath and set his hand upon the
curtain.

But as he did so he saw the man’s
head turn as if with a sudden suspicion,
saw the gimlet drop from his hand, and
his eyes widen in a stare that showed
their whites. At therr gleam of fixed
terror Carlyle drew involuntarily back.
Then to his amazement he saw that the
man'was not looking at his alcove, but
at the outer door a few feet to his right.
It was impossible not to follow the wild
glare of those eyes. The outer door
had been swung noiselessly open, and
well inside the room stood the red-
haired Englishman, very tall and
straight, a semaphoric arm leveling a
blue automatic at the kneeling figure.

“So, Raoul, it is you!” he said, in a
toneless whisper. “1 thought so from
the first. But it took me some hours to
get track of you. | told you when you
first tried to cheat me that you wouldn’t
find life without my help so easy; and,
sure enough, you have come down a
long way in the world—sneak thief this

morning, burglar  to-night.” He
sniffed. “Perhaps murderer, too, eh,
Raoul? | have been watching you. It's

easy to use too much of that chloro-
form. Suppose this young man has a
weak heart------ How did you hear
about them? Have you got them yet?”

The man on the floor shrugged with
a spread of his empty hands. “No,
chief. | have them not. It is evident—
you found me still at work.”

“But how did you hear?”

“1 heard nothing. | was starving
here in New York and went down to
see the Tasmania come in. There is al-
ways a chance for fortune with newly
landed tourists. | saw you and your
dog”—he got slowly to his feet—“and |
suspected. | have no reason to love
you, chief. My portion has never been
what it should be. And | remembered
that at home 1 still had that so faithful
dog with which | made the last carry
—own brother to your brindle.”

His loose lips parted in a smile which
was half snarl. “1 thought perhaps you
would be glad to receive him again, and
— | made the little exchange which this
young man here evidently observed.

Come, he has both dogs, yours and mine
—for in some manner he saw me; |
have done half the work, we will di-
vide.”

“Divide, you sneak? | will let you
go this time, and that is all. You can
consider yourself in luck that I'm not
handing you over to the police.”

“Police!” The man laughed softly.
“You call the police, chief, you! Call
loud, I'm not afraid.”

The Englishman rubbed his chin
thoughtfully. “Well,” he said, at last,
"go ahead, get in and get them. | will
make a fair cut with you.”

Raoul shrugged again, and turned to
his gimlet work. *“There,” he said fin-
ally, “it is through. Hand me the ato-
mizer ; it is on the table.”

"Carlyle sensed it before it happened,
and it happened in a flash; for, as the
Englishman turned involuntarily, the
man -called Raoul sprang from his
crouching position on the floor, throw-
ing his long arms about his heavier ad-
versary and bringing him crashing' to
the floor. The Englishman was half
stunned, and Carlyle saw that the man
on his back was fumbling the floor for
the automatic; but that weapon had
bounded out of reach, striking the rug
and slipping across a space of hardwood
border, until it lay within a foot of the
alcove curtain. As Carlyle reached for
it with his bare foot, he saw that the
Englishman had ceased struggling, and
that the man, Raoul, was slipping
something back into his pocket.

“Slungshot, probably,” thought Car-
lyle; for he had heard no noise of a
blow. “The man’s a walking arsenal.”
He cuddled the automatic in his palm
and pushed aside the curtain.

“Up—put 'em up! That's it. You
didn't take long in coming to my ad-
dress, did you, Raoul?”

“What—what is monsieur about to
do? Let me at least go, | beseech you.
There is your man upon the floor.” His
eyes wavered for a moment. “If you
let me go, nothing need be said, and
you may keep them. Is it not worth it
monsieur?”

“1 am going to keep them, anyhow,"
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said Carlyle, “and | am going to tele-
phone for the police. Stand over there
by the telephone with your face to the
wall. Yes, yes; | know it is cold,
pressed so close against you; but it
won't go off if you don’t fidget while
I'm phoning. | don't care for your
trick of fidgeting, Raoul.”

Much to his relief, he was given the
precinct station immediately, and ten
minutes later a sleepy and gaping ele-
vator boy ushered in an officer and a
plain-clothes man. With the mutilated
door and the atomizer of chloroform
the affair did not need much explana-
tion. The officer took notes, while the
plain-clothes man stared first at one
prisoner and then at another.

“1've seen those guys or their pictures
somewhere,” he said. “Unless | am
much mistaken, they are wanted; but
for the life of me | can’t remember for
what.”

He stooped over the Englishman,
who was regaining consciousness.
“Come on,” he said, “get up, youse.
We'll check you over at headquarters.”

“Just a moment,” said Carlyle, as
they reached the door." “Send me up a
customs inspector in the morning, will

tell you to-night—only, if there’s a re-
ward or anything, fly to it, for it's
yours; I'll see to that.”

He shut the door in their reluctant
faces and shot the fine, new bolt. “So
much for them,” he thought. “They’ll
have to break in if they come back.”

He opened his bedroom door and
peered in anxiously. “Ah, beauties,
you're awake again, are you? That's
right, sir; that's right. You know your
friends, don’t you, and | guess | can
keep you. You're pretty fine dogs, but
I don’'t think anybody will claim you.
Come here, you, Brindle.”

He bent and unfastened the brass-
studded collar from the dog’s neck,
snapped on the reading light at his ta-
ble, and under its brilliance twisted and
screwed at one of the brass studs, nod-
ding with an eager satisfaction as it
began to turn. It unscrewed smoothly,
and, as he had hoped and expected,
proved to be the cover of a metal box
set in the collar. Within, snugly nes-
tling on a pad of black velvet, a great
blue diamond lay, winking fiefily up at
him, in such hypnotic splendor that
minutes passed before he, at last, set to
work on the next stud.

you? | want to see him about some-
thing. No, | haven’'t anything more to

Perhaps already his vocation had
come to him.

THE VANDAL ADVERTISERS
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side and on the other side the Palisades. No more lovely view could easily be
found in the longest of walks than just that view from the viaduct on Riverside
Drive. Each day for several years several thousand persons have taken pleasure
in that view as they walked, drove, motored over the esplanade.

Rut that pleasure is no longer granted. O. J. Gude, maker of signs, has
set up a sign, level with the eye of men, high enough and long enough to clip
the northern and the southern view. With his paint brush and his hammer he
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Canned Goods,” “Peachcrino Cigars,” “Blue Grass Whisky,” and “Royal Dew—e
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“Prints”

A MOVING-PICTURE COMEDY

By George Weston

CHAPTER L
TESSIK HAS A HERO.

AY, ma,” said Tess, "ain’t we going
to have a turkey this Thanksgiv-

ing ?”
“A turkey, is it?” demanded
Mrs. McGregor, in what is generally

described as a raucous voice. "And
your father out of work for nearly two
months! You'll be lucky, my girl, if
you get some fried onions and a rice
pudding. Do you think I'm made of
money ?”

Mr. McGregor, ex-special officer of
the East Side branch of the Brewers’
National Bank, but now waiting for
something to turn up, was warming his
feet in the oven.

At the mention of the word "money,”
he awoke from his reverie and looked
over his shoulder with hope upon his
countenance; but the next moment he
met his wife’'s glance. Simultaneously
hope disappeared, and Mr. McGregor
returned to the occupation of warming
his feet.

“Turkeys!” cried Mrs. McGregor.
She seized the broom and began sweep-
ing under the table with a force which
made the legs rattle. "Here’s your fa-
ther out o f work for nearly two months
and you come in here shouting about
turkeys! If this isn't enough to try the
patience of a graven image, 1'd like to
know what is!”

As though in search of information,
her broom advanced toward the stove
and beat a spirited tattoo against the
legs of Mr. McGregor’s chair.

“Now. everybody has a turkey for
/Thanksgiving, ma,” said Tess, retreat-
ing to the window.

“Thanksgiving!” scoffed Mrs. Mc-
Gregor. She narrowly missed one of
the ex-watchman’'s feet, and eagerly
tried again. "And a lot we've got to
give thanks for! Here's your father
out of work for nearly two months

"Well, you needn’t shout it!” thought
Mr. McGregor, who was by nature one
of the most patient of men. "l know it,
and you know it, and Tess knows it, and
the neighbors know it—unless they’'re
all deaf. And it's a pity the girl can’t
talk about Thanksgiving without having
her head snapped off!”

While delivering this silent soliloquy,
he had been making a series of facial
contortions to the little pigtailed figure
by the window, as though to say, “Come
over here carelessly, my daughter, but
in a surreptitious and clandestine man-

ner. And whatever you do, don't let
her notice it. I've got something for
you.”

Obedient to his pantomime, Tess
drew near him. Mr. McGregor slipped
a nickel into her palm, closed her fin-
gers over it. winked his eye, and pushed
her toward the door. A moment later
Tess' two pigtails went waving down
the stairs in a state of tempestuous ex-
citement. She was going to the mov-
ing-picture show.

“If the Prints is only there in the
pictures to-day!” she thought, as she
passed into the darkened auditorium.

For, truth to tell, Miss Tess McGreg-
or was deeply in love with the actor
who took the heroes’ parts in the Goetz
Company’'s films. She called him the
Prince because he was handsome, tall,
and strong, and she loved him with all
the faithful devotion which only a girl
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of nine can concentrate
idol.

It was a chaste and beautiful passion,
resembling that of a poet who writes all
his sonnets to the moon.

There was not a motion of her hero’s
eyebrows, not a tooth of his smile
which had not been photographed upon
Tess' heart. She always sat breathless
through his adventures, and whenever
he knocked down the villain and some
of the audience applauded, Tess would
look around her, as though to say,
“Well, what else did you think he would
do? And, say, he doesn't belong to
you! Pick somebody else to applaud.
This one’s mine.”

“1f he only comes on this afternoon!”
she thought, with a great longing, as she
found a seat halfway down the hall.

But though she wished it ever so
keenly, she prepared herself to suffer
at the sight. For Tess hated the hero-
ines in the Prince’s pictures even worse
than she hated the villains. When the
villain was cruel to the heroine, Tess'’
short legs swung under her seat with
secret pleasure. She had discovered
that by shutting her eyes she could es-
cape those episodes which harrowed her
feelings the most, but curiosity always
compelled her to open one eye almost
immediately. And there she would sit,
a very diminutive Cyclops, one eye shut
and the other eve glaring at her rival.

Tess had hardly settled herself in her
seat when a Goetz Company film was
thrown upon the screen. “Now, if the
Prints is only in this!” she thought,
leaning forward in her chair. And he
zvas in it! All thoughts of Thanksgiv-
ing and turkeys vanished from Tess’
mind. In the picture the hero was a
civil engineer. The first scene disclosed
him squinting through a theodolite and
waving his hand at an assistant in the
background.

“Say, he knows everything!” sighed
Tess. in perfect happiness.

_The next scene showed a country
schoolma’am going home through the
woods. “Just like a teacher!” sniffed
Tess to herself. “She knows right well
the Prints is there; and look at her per-
tendin’ not to notice him! Ideh! Drop-

upon her

ping her books, too, just when she's
passing him!”

The next scene was the interior of a
country schoolhouse, where a lot of
overgrown boys were raising Merry
Ned. “Goody !” thought Tess defiantly.
“Anybody that can’t carry books home
without dropping 'em hadn't ought to
be a teacher, anyhow!”

One of the biggest boys threw a pa-
per wad across the schoolroom, and
when it missed its aim and smote the
teacher instead, Tess gave expression
to a loud shout of derisive laughter,
which caused many in the audience to
turn around and look at her. When the
surveyor burst into the schoolroom and
whipped the crowd of overgrown boys,
Tess smiled with ineffable bliss. But
when the teacher thanked him, poor
Tess shut her eyes, and, though her
right eye opened at once, it pleased her
to think that the Prince was looking
over the teacher's shoulder, and that
with a glance charged with sympathy
and love he was gazing right squarely at
Miss Tessie McGregor! She waited
until she had seen that picture twice,
and then she made her way out into the
street in a state of exaltation.

“Seemed to be looking right at me!”
she thought, with a heavenly sigh.
“Seemed to be---—- " Suddenly Tess
stopped. A touring car was rolling
slowly in and out of the crowds of chil-
dren who were playing in the streets,
and, in the tonneau, scrutinizing the
folks on the sidewalk, was Tess’' hero,
the Prince! Yes, though Tess pinched
herself to make sure that she was
awake, there he was—even to his wide-
brimmed Fedora, his cigarette, his
slowly moving eyebrows! His glance
swept along the sidewalk. It drew
nearer and nearer to Tess, whose heart
was emulating the well-known tail of
the dying lamb. Her hero’s glance was
nearly upon her! It was on her!
Ah-h-h-h! It had passed over her,
and the next minute his car had turned
the corner.

“And, say,” thought Tess, in a bliss-
ful daze, “I've seen the Prints, his very
own self, and he’'s handsomer than his
pictures!”
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CHAPTER Il
THE HERO PICKS HIS VILLAINS.

Granville, which was the name of
Tess’ hero, leaned over and touched the
chauffeur on the shoulder.

“Turn to the right here, Bill,” he said,
“and go around to those gas tanks. We
may find what we're looking for there.”
lie sat back in his seat again, scowling.

It's a pity there was no attentive lens
there to record that scowl for the bene-
fit of posterity, but it may be sufficient
to say that Granville’'s scowl was like
that of a hostess whose cook and wait-
ress have gone on strike on the
eve of a dinner party. The Goetz Com-
pany, in which Granville was a part-
ner, had made arrangements to take a
film to be entitled “The Taxicab Ban-
dits,” and at the last moment the ban-
dits had gone over to a rival film com-
pany.

“Of course, they were a lot of dubs,”
Granville had said to the manager, “but
we don’'t want somebody else to get that
picture out first.”

“What are we going to do about it?”
asked the manager.

“I'll get some better bandits and we’ll
rush the picture through,” said Gran-
ville. “That bunch didn't know any-
thing, anyhow.”

“They’'re all the same,” said the man-
ager.

“No,” said Granville. “1'm going out
and see if | can’'t pick up a couple of
regular, eighteen-karat bandits who'll
act like the real thing.”

Accordingly, he had told the chauf-
feur to drive him to the poorest quar-
ter of the city, and that was the neigh-
borhood where Tess lived. And then,
as we have seen, he had turned toward
the gas tanks, which was a very tough
section, indeed.

Opposite one of the tanks was a
tumble-down stable that looked as
though it had been slowly asphyxiated
by the gas, and next to the stable was
a saloon that looked as if it had been
placed there as a perpetual first aid to
the injured stable.

The rear entrance of the saloon could
be reached from three streets; and the
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stable, which sheltered a collection of
battered moving vans and trucks, had
as many turns and angles as the legend
on a Chinese laundry ticket.

In front of the saloon two men were
talking, and when Granville saw that
whispering duet he softly called out:
“Whoa, there, Bill!” The car stopped,
and Granville jumped out.

“Good afternoon!” he said to the two
men in front of the saloon. “Would
you boys like to make a little money?”

The first boy was a beetle-browed
youth of forty. In the sharpness of his
glance and his quick movements he re-
minded Granville of a lean and fam-
ished crow. “Anything that looks like
money,” he said, “looks good to me."

The second “boy” had gray hair and a
gray stubble on his cheeks, but he still
preserved, amid the signs of misfor-
tune, the grandiose air of an old legiti-
mate tragedian. “Thou dost snore dis-
tinctly,” he remarked to Granville, with
great dignity of manner. “There is
meaning in thy snores.”

Granville looked at him with interest.
“Shakespearean roles ?” he asked.

“Foh !” exclaimed the other. “A fico
for the phrase! But, nevertheless, |
rejoice in the name of ‘The Ham.” ”

“And what's your friend’'s name?”

“Oh, ‘The Nut' will do as good as
anything else,” said the other. “But
you said something about money, didn’t
you, before you started taking the cen-
sus?”

“How feelingly he speaks!” quoth the
Ham.

“I'm in the moving-picture business,”
said Granville. “And | want a couple
of men who look like bandits to help
out on a picture. If you two want to
try it, and can give satisfaction, it means
five dollars for each of you.”

“Five dollars is a small, green cit-
ron,” grumbled the Ham, who had
folded his arms at the mention of mov-
ing pictures. “It was picked before it
was ripe.”

“It's five or nothing,” said Granville
decisively.

“You Banbury cheese!” muttered the
Ham to himself. “I thank thee for that
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humor!”
a time.

The Nut took up the conversation.

“What do you want us to do?” he
briskly asked.

“You're to be taxicab bandits,” ex-
plained Granville, “who plan to rob a
jewelry store. You are driven to the
scene in a taxi. There you get out, go
into the store, and hold up the proprie-
tor. You snatch a tray of diamonds
and rush back to the taxi. Next, the
chase. Up hill and down dale. Over a
wooden bridge, which you throw in the
stream as soon as you've crossed it
The pursuers send their cars flying
through a ford in the river. And, fin-
ally, there’'s a fight in the woods, and
you're captured by the cops. That's
all.”

“All this for five dollars!” muttered
the Ham. “Oh, but | am horribly in
love with a stick to beat his pate!”

“Captured by the cops, eh?” said the
Nut. A number of others had come out
of the saloon, and were listening to the
conversation. It was evident that the
Ham was their favorite actor, and they
watched him with rich anticipation.

“Captured by the cops, eh?” echoed
the Ham. And, making a burlesque
motion, he cried: “Satan, avoid! |
charge thee tempt me not!”

“But don’'t you understand?” said
Granville, with an involuntary smile.
“They're fake cops.”

“Now, let's get this straight,” said the
Nut, who had been thinking it over.
“Everything is to be real except the
cops ; is that it?”

"That’s right.”

“That tray of jewelry,” said the Nut
carelessly. “Will that be real, too?”

“The tray will,” said Granville; “but
there won't be any real diamonds on it.
Not so you could notice them. There'll
be a pintof real glass beads for the dia-
monds.”

A shadow of disappointment dark-
ened the Nut's face, but one of the
Ham'’s eyelids fluttered down for a mo-
ment. “All right,” he said to Granville.
“You can count us in on this.” After
they had made an appointment for the
following morning and Granville’s car

He remained silent, then, for

was lurching away in the distance, the
11am looked after it, exclaiming in a
deep voice: “Hapless /Egeon, whom
the Fates have marked to bear the ex-
tremity of dire mishap L2

And, turning to the group behind
him, he said: “1 have in mind a honor-
able kind of thievery, which you shall
hear to-morrow. But the Nut and |
must now be gone. Sweet Valentines,
adieu!”

CHAPTER Il
A CLEVER PLOT.

The Ham and the Nut used their
eyes and wits to the limit of effort the
next day. The first scenes were set on
the stage of the Goetz Company’s stu-
dio factory, where the Ham'’s experi-
ence as an actor kept him in the center
of the picture. The later scenes were
photographed in public, and the robbing
of the jewelry shop, the escape with the
plunder, the chase, and the capture went
through without a slip.

“You boys are all right,” said Gran-
ville to his two proteges, when they
had returned to the city. “I'm going
to give you ten dollars each instead of
five, and if you'll let me have your ad-
dresses I'll drop you a line when | need
you again.”

“That's all right,” said the Nut has-
tily, “our address is the Gas Tanks.
Any time you want us, come around
and give us a call.” As soon as they
had left the factory he turned to- the
Ham with a hungry look. “Well?” he
demanded. “Did you see through it?”

“1 have a good eye, uncle,” quoth the
Ham. “I can see a church by day-
light.”

“With one of those moving-picture
cameras to back us up, we could get
away with anything in this world.”

“But we could only do it once,” said
the Ham with a look as hungry as the
other's. “We must pick something fat.”

“The best there is,” agreed the Nut.
And with regret in his voice he added:
“We shall need the gang, too.”

They discussed the problem in its
varying phases until they reached their
headquarters. There they found four



THE

of their friends awaiting them, and they
immediately went into executive session
in the stable.

“If we have an auto and a moving-
picture camera,” said the Nut, after he
had briefly described their experiences
of the day, “there isn't a trick in New
York we couldn’t pull off, because
everybody would think we were a mov-
ing-picture crowd. We could hold up
a whole block, and even the cops would
turn away and laugh!”

“And can you get hold of a moving-
picture camera ?” asked one of the four
friends.

“Sure we can,” said the Nut. “That's
not worrying us. All we've got to
think about is this: Where can we land
the most at one big haul ?”

“There’s nothing like money,” said
another of the four sententiously. “We
ought to go after money and nothing
else.”

“And the best place to get money,”
said the third, “is out of a bank.”

“And it's got to be somewhere con-
venient,” said the fourth, who had the
hands and leggings of a chauffeur. “We
don't want to get in a crowded street
where we would be held up by a string
of trucks or a traffic cop.”

“l know a place,” said the Nut. nod-
ding. “The Brewers’ National Bank
has got a branch over on Avenue F.
Most of the big factories around here
go there.”

“And on Saturday morning, when
they go to get their pay-roll money,
there has to be a lot of dough in the
paying teller's cage,” said the man with
the leggings.

“Do not, Porpentine; do not!” mut-
tered the Ham. “My fingers itch!”

“All right, then,” said one of the
others. “Suppose we tackle that.”

“And the best of it is,” said the Nut,
“to-morrow’s Saturday. We'll look the
place over, and then we’'ll give it a
strike as soon as it opens in the morn-
ing, and if we don't get fifty thousand
in good, clean money, it's funny to me.
First of all,” he said, “we’ll need an
auto and a chauffeur.”

“That's me,” said the man with the
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leggings- “You come and hire me and
I don’t know anything about it. | take
you for a crowd of moving-picture act-
ors, and if |1 get pinched that's the story
I tell.”

“Next,” said the Nut, “we need a
fake cop. Dougherty, here, looks more
like a cop than anybody else—when he's
had a shave. So it's up to you, Dough-
erty, to keep the crowd back and make
yourself useful. You’'ll be a fake cop,
but you’ll have a real club, and if any-
body tries to interfere, you'll hit 'em
over the bean and the crowd’ll'shout
eHurray! ”

“Leave it to me,” said Dougherty.

“Next,” continued the Nut, “we want
a comedy man to wear a rainbow suit
and a green plug hat that I saw to-day.
He'll have his nose painted red, and
he'll turn the handle of the camera.
Then if there’s anybody who has the
least suspicion that everything isn't all
right, he’ll forget it as soon as he sees
the comedy make-up. Catfish, you'll be
the comedian.”

“As long as | get my share,” said the
moody gentleman addressed as Catfish,
“I'll be anything you like.”

“Then we’ll need a business manager.
If a real live cop comes along, the busi-
ness manager has got to run up to him
and slip him a ten-spot, and ask him to
turn his head around because the show
will sooil be over. Then the cop’ll think
we are just violating a city ordinance
about causing a crowd to collect and
he’ll fade away to soft music. Bull,
that's up to you.”

“1t'll take nerve,” said Bull, frowning
at his cigarette.

“But it won't take as much nerve as
going in the bank and coming out with
the money,” said the Nut sharply. “If
you'd rather have that job, I'll be the
business manager.”

“Oh, | ain’'t kickin’,” said Bull. “I
only said it would take nerve. No harm
in that, is there? Sure, I'll be the busi-
ness manager.”

“That leaves me and the Hanl to go
in and get the goods,” said the Nut.
“We'll go on ahead, and you’ll be wait-
ing at the corner in the machine. As
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soon as you see us go up the steps of
the bank, you drive the taxi up to the
curb, jump out, and begin turning the
camera. Dougherty swings his club and
keeps the people back, and Bull looks
out for the cops.”

“But, look here,” said Dougherty,
“you say l've got to wear a cop’s uni-
form. Where am | going to get it?”

“We'll get it from the moving-picture
factory,” said the Nut. “They've got a
room full of things like that.”

“But how are you going to get 'em?”

“Swipe 'em! How did you suppose
we were going to get 'em? The Ham
and me has got it all piped out.”

“And how about the green hat and
things?” asked Catfish.

“Swipe 'em! As soon as it gets good
and dark, we’ll go over there and help
ourselves. | loosened one of the win-
dow catches in the dressing room this
morning.”

“And how about the camera?”

“Swipe it! Can’'t you get anything
through that big bean of yours? Every-
thing we need, we swipe. That's the
joke.”

The Ham, who had been sitting in
silence, suddenly cleared his throat.
“And now, gentlemen,” he said, in his
deepest voice, “let us rehearse our little
comedy. This stall, you understand, is
the entrance to the bank. This open
space is the sidewalk and the street.
You wait over in the corner until you
see us enter the bank. Then the ma-
chine comes briskly forward, and out
you jump. Our piscatory friend gets
-out first with the camera. He sets it on
the steps of the bank and begins turn-
ing the handle like this--—-—--"

He drilled them until they were per-
fect in their parts, gently crying from
time to time: “Ye debile wretch!—A
murrain on’'t!—Oh, you full dish of
fooll—’'Batee, | beseech thee, Widow
Dido!—Most excellent; most excellent,
i’ truth!”

“Great work,” nodded the Nut, after
the rehearsal had come to a successful
conclusion and the final details had been
planned. “Now, let's get something to
eat, and then we'll go over with the taxi

and get what we want from the moving-
picture factory.”

“Hope is a curtal dog in some af-
fairs,” quoth the Ham; “but if 1 am not
about to be revenged upon the moving
pictures, then never again will | believe
in unicorns!”

CHAPTER V.
THE CASE.

When Granville reached the studio
factory of the Goetz Film Company the
next morning he found the place as ex-
cited as a Home for Old Ladies when
the cat has caught a mouse.

“What's the matter?” he
“Had a fire?”

“No,” said the manager, with the en-
thusiasm of an artist. “But we've
missed a corking good picture!”

“What picture ?”

“The place was robbed last night.
That's the picture we missed.”

“Did they get away with anything?”

“We're still looking. The clothes in
the dressing room were mixed up, and
there may be something missing there.
One of the cameras is gone, too.”

“A funny business,” laughed Gran-
ville. “We've been through a lot of
holdups in our time. Too bad we
missed a real one. How did they get
in?”

“The dressing-room window . was
open. | guess they came through that.”

Granville had been the hero of many
a detective drama, and he set his mind
to work after tire most approved meth-
ods. “Those windows are always
locked.” he said. “If one was opened,
it must have been opened from the in-
side.”

“Sherlock Holmes has nothing on
you,” grinned the manager. “So you
think it was an inside job; do you?”

“Yes, Watson, | do. Some one who
used that dressing room must have been
in league with the thieves.”

“Your deductions, my dear Holmes,”
said the manager, “overlook one impor-
tant possibility.”

“What's that?”

“The window might

asked.

have been
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opened from the inside by the thieves
themselves.”

“By George!” exclaimed Granville.

“What is it, Holmes? A clew?”

“You remember those two beauties
that we had in yesterday for the taxicab
robbery ?”

“l remember the Ham,” said the
manager. “In fact, | doubt if I shall
ever forget the Ham. [I'll bet you he
was a grand old actor in his day.”

“And I'll bet you he knows some-
thing about this robbery business. But
why the dickens did they take a cam-
era?”

“Perhaps they're going to join the
other bandits and start in business for
themselves,” suggested the manager.
“Everybody’s doing it now.”

“Then why didn't they take half a
dozen cameras?”

“Perhaps the famous Mr.
can tell you, my dear Holmes.”

“That old actor’'s a card, all right,”
grinned Granville. “1 would like to
know what he’s up to— just out of curi-
osity. I'll tell you what I'll do. [I'll
take Bill and we’ll go around to the gas
tanks and see if our friends of yester-
day can give us any information.”

But when Granville reached the sa-
loon next to the stable, nobody there
could tell him anything about the ban-
dits of the day before. His questions
were received in such a hostile manner
that Granville told the chauffeur to
drive slowly around the district in the
hope of meeting one or both of the
missing pair. They were turning the
corner of one of the busier streets when
Bill turned his head. “Look who's
here!” he said.

On the sidewalk opposite the entrance
of the Brewers’ National Bank a mov-
ing-picture camera was being steadily
cranked by a comedian in a green hat.
A six-foot policeman was holding back
a crowd of delighted spectators, and a
businesslike young man on the steps
was looking briskly up and down the
street.

“That's a queer outfit, Bill,” said
Granville to the chauffeur. “Why have
they got the cut-up turning the ma-
chine?”

Sweeney
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“Maybe the operator’'s got a kink in
his arm,” said Bill from the side of his
mouth.

“Drive slow. Say, Bill, haven't you
seen that green hat before somewhere?
Didn't Kelly wear a hat like that in
‘The Merry Masqueraders’?”

“That's right,” said Bill, as the car
crawled forward toward the scene of
operations. “Higgins had painted the
top of it red, and when Kelly found it
out he nearly spoiled the film.”

“Wait till he turns around, and----—--
Great Scott! He’'s turning the handle
backward! Hey, you bonehead with
that machine!”

Hearing Granville’'s indignant hail,
Catfish turned around, and Granville
saw that the top of his hat was a bright
red. “This is the gang, Bill!” he cried.
“Pull up!

At the same moment the Ham came
hurrying out of the bank. He was car-
rying a tin box, and the Nut was cover-
ing his retreat in a masterly manner.

“By jingo!” exclaimed Granville,
springing from his car. “They’re hold-
ing up the bank!”

Breaking through the crowd, he
leaped upon the Ham and hurled that
astonished Thespian to the sidewalk.
The tin box fell beneath them. The
next moment Dougherty and the Nut
jumped upon Granville to the accom-
paniment of rhapsodic applause from
the spectators. The chauffeur of Gran-
ville’'s car was running to the center of
hostilities when he was met, head on,
by a heavy wrench in the hands of the
chauffeur of the taxi. The Ham, who
had been temporarily dazed, scrambled
to his feet and tried to pull the tin box
away from the struggling vortex on the
sidewalk. The Nut was holding Gran-
ville down, and Dougherty grasped his
club more firmly in order to stun the
interloper into a pleasing state of sub-
mission.

“Soak him!” hissed the Nut.

“Soak him!” cried the crowd.

“Wait a moment!” said the Ham,
tugging at the box.

Dougherty raised his club.

“Now!” cried the Ham.
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CHAPTER V.
a woman’'s intuition.

“Ma,” said Tessie, “shall | fetch the
milk for the rice pudding? To-mor-
row’s Thanksgiving, and the stores
won't be open then.”

“Rice pudding, is it?” demanded
Mrs. McGregor, in a voice that would
have curdled the sweetest of milk.
“Here’s your father out of work for
nearly two months------ "

A groan arose from the patient fig-
ure who was warming his feet in the
oven.

“What's that?” demanded Mrs. Mc-
Gregor. “What's that?”

“For Heaven’'s sake,” said Mr. Mc-
Gregor, astonished at his own boldness,
"didn't we have enough of that yester-
day and the day before without starting
it all over again to-day ?”

“Well, haven't you been out of work
for nearly two months? Isn't it the
truth I'm telling?”

“But | can’'t help it; can 1?" pro-
tested Mr. McGregor, in open defi-
ance. "If the Board lays off its day
watchman, | can’'t help it; can 1?”

“No! But you can go out and hunt
another job. Here you've been out of
work for nearly two months------ "

With an ominous air Mr. McGregor
arose, and, in an equally ominous si-
lence, he put on his shoes, his hat, and
his coat.

“Where are you going?” asked Mrs.
McGregor anxiously.

“Out!” cried the master of the house.

“Out where?”

“Out!" repeated Mr. McGregor.
“Isn’'t that enough for you? You've
druve me to it, at last! I'm going out!”

He banged the door, and Mrs. Mc-
Gregor, swallowing hard for a moment,
suddenly lifted her apron and burst into
tears.

“Aye, dear!” she sobbed. *“Never
have | had such a Thanksgiving in all
my life! Here's your father gone in a
raging temper, and no telling when he’ll
come back or what he’ll do! Tessie!”
she said, hurriedly drying her eyes.
“Run after him and see where he goes
—there’s a good girl. And on the way

back you can get the milk. Let him
see you with the bottle if you can—he’s
as fond of rice pudding as you are, and
that may bring him to his senses.
Hurry, now!”

Tess flew down the stairs with the
milk bottle in her hand, her pigtails
tempestuously swinging. When she
reached the street, Air. McGregor had
disappeared. She ran to the nearest
corner and thought she saw her father
half a block away; but when she caught
up with the hurrying figure she found
it was some one else.

“Perhaps he’'s gonp to the bank,”
thought Tess, and, with her legs going
like two little high-speed pistons, she
ran toward the Brewers' National. In
front of the bank she saw a large
crowd.

Tess had often heard her father
speak in uncomplimentary terms of
“The Board.” “Gracious!” she thought.
“Maybe he’s fighting the Board!” She
dashed madly forward and wormed her
way through the crowd.

“Hit him again!” shouted a laughing
spectator. '“Yes, lie's fighting!” thought
Tess, with a catch in her throat. She
bobbed her way through the innermost
line of the audience, and there, one
glance was enough for Tess.

“The Prints!” she gasped. And
vainly the camera cranked around, and
vainly Catfish wore his green plug hat,
In vain the business manager, the laugh-
ing crowd, the six-foot policeman, the
waiting auto------- "The Prints!” gasped
Tess. “They’re killing him!” She gave
one look. The Nut was holding Gran-
ville down; the Ham was tugging at the
tin box, and Dougherty had raised his
club.

“Now! cried the Flam. As though
it were a signal, Tess flew forward and
brought the milk bottle down full force
upon the Nut's head. She threw up her
other hand to stop the descending blow,
and caught it full force across her arm.

Tess was vaguely conscious then of
the crowd surging forward, of a num-
ber of men running out of the bank, of
Granville arising and grappling with
Dougherty, and then she found herself
in the Prince’s arms. Her arm was
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throbbing with a pain which brought
bright flashes in front of her eyes. She
pressed her head tightly against the
Prince’s shoulder, and the shouting and
the excitement quickly droned away
into silence.

When Tess opened her eyes again she
was in her room at home, and her
throbbing arm was bound in bandages.
If history can be trusted, her room re-
sembled a morning reception by Ma-
dame du Barry. On one side of her
bed were her father and Granville. On
the other side were her mother, the doc-
tor, and one of the men who had run
out of the bank.

“Do you feel better now, Tess?”
asked the Prince gently.

Tess nodded, smiled, and held out her
hand to her father. “I didn't know it
was you,” she said, her eyes upon her
hero. “At first I thought it was him—
fighting the Board because they bounced

“I've been out of work for nearly
two months--—--—-- " Mr. McGregor
started to explain, when the man from
the bank interrupted him.

“Don’'t you worry about that, Mc-
Gregor,” he said. “You're back on the
pay roll, and you'll get your back pay,
too. We need a day watchman more’'n
| thought we did.”

Tess anxiously beckoned her mother.
“Then maybe we’ll have a turkey, after
all ?” she whispered.
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“And don't you worry about tur-
keys, my dear,” said the man from the
bank, “either this Thanksgiving or any
other Thanksgiving.” And, speaking to
Granville, he said: “You know it all
happened in a few seconds. That-old
actor came in and said, he was staging
an act of a moving-picture drama in
front of the bank. We have only a
small force at the branch, and while we
were looking out of the windows the
actor asked the paying teller if he would
give him one hundred dollars in bills
for one hundred dollars in dimes. He
handed up a valise that was supposed to
hold the dimes, and the teller opened
the wicket. They choked him then and
took his cash box. If it hadn't been for
this little lady, they would have gotten
away with it, too. So don’t you worry
about Thanksgiving, my dear,” he said,
turning to Tess. “I'll see that you have
a Thanksgiving that you’ll never forget
as long as you live.”

“No,” said Granville. “I'm the one
who is going to look after Tessie. She
may have saved your money, but look
what she did for me! We’ll celebrate
our Thanksgiving here together; won't
we, Tess?”

Looking at the smiling faces around
the bed, Tess shyly held out her hand
to “The Prints,” the pain in her arm
forgotten.

“You bet we will!” she sighed, in per-
fect bliss.

A GOVERNMENTAL FUNCTION
\1/ILLIAM T. S. DOYLE, a large and husky Irishman, is a prominent official

1

of the department of state in Washington, and he gets many letters from

persons who are convinced that they know infinitely more than he does about

foreign affairs.

One morning his secretary brought him a letter which said, among other

things:
I am an Irishman like you.

But if 1 were as big’as you I'd go to war with the Japanese

right now and settle all this talk about the yellow peril.

“What shall 1 do with this communication ?” asked the secretary.

“That letter,” explained Doyle, “is merely another illustration of why the
government furnishes us, free of cost, with waste-paper baskets.”



One-Thirty-Three—Ringside
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It Is easier to hale a multimillionaire before an investigation commit-
tee than it is to get a champion of the world into the ring with a fighter

who has an even chance to defeat him.

Van Loan tells how the holder

of the lightweight championship was forced to fight with a husky oppo-
nent who had difficulty making the weight—133 ringside.

HARLES FRANCIS HEALY,
known to all the world as
“Young Sullivan,” sat on the
edge of his bed and stared in-

credulously at Billy Avery, his man-
ager, press agent, and bosom friend.

“Naw,” said Healy, shaking his head,
“you don't mean that, Billy. You're
only kidding.”

“It ain't what 1 mean, Charles,” said
Avery, discouragement showing in the
dispirited droop of his shoulders and
the flat tones of his voice. “It's what
Badger means that cuts the ice. | talked
to him for four hours—the obstinate
mule!l—and that's the very best we get
—one-thirty-three at the ringside.”

“But, man alive,” wailed the little
fighter, “that’'s murder in the first de-
gree! He'd be getting me in the ring
so weak that a featherweight could lick
mel”

“Yes,” said Avery, “and he knows
that as well as you do. That's what
lie's playing for—a cinch.”

“The public won't stand for
stormed Healy.

“The public be damned!” said Billy
Avery, unconsciously quoting another
and greater public character. * It stands
for anything—everything. We're on
the wrong side of this weight question,
Charles. Badger has got the champion,
and it's just our confounded luck that
Cline can do one-thirty-three and be

it!”

strong. Cline won it from Fisher at
one-thirty-three ringside, and Badger
says that every man who fights Cline
for the title must make the same weight
—the lightweight limit.”

“Huh!” snarled Healy. “There ain't
any such thing as a limit! | notice that
they called ‘Young Corbett’ a champion
after he licked McGovern, and Corbett
couldn’'t get within a city block of the
featherweight limit! They make me
sick! It's the champion that makes the
weight limit—not the rules!”

“All true,” said Avery; “and that's
exactly why we're up against it. Cline
can do the weight. Badger opened up
and talked straight off his chest,
Charlie. He says he isn't anxious to
fight us because he’s got softer matches
in sight where Cline won’t have to take
a chance. He thinks that this weight
restriction will stop us bothering him
with challenges and chasing him around
the country with certified checks and
things. | hollered like a wolf for one-
thirty-five at three in the afternoon, and
he only laughed at me. ‘We're not
fighting welters, this season,” he says.
‘One-thirty-three ringside, or nothing.
Take it or leave it.” The Shylock!”

“Well, leave it, then!” said Healy an-
grily. “If Mike Badger thinks I'm
sucker enough to cut off an arm and a
leg, just to get a fight with that hunk
of cheese that he’s managing, he's got
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another guess coming.
welterweight class first!”

“Y-e-e-s,” said Avery slowly, “and
there isn’'t a welter in the country to-day
that would draw a two-thousand-dollar
house. | suppose we’ll have to go back
to the six and ten-round no-decision
things, splitting the money even, and
agreeing to box easy! Yah! A fine
game, that is!”

“1 suppose you think | ought to grab
this fight with Cline?” It was more
than a question; it was an accusation.

“Well,” said the business manager,
looking at the ceiling, for he had no
wish to meet Young Sullivan’s eyes just
then, “the bank roll ain't very fat,
Charlie. We could use a few thousand,
you know, and there’s more money in
losing to Cline—don’t get excited, kid;
let me talk—than we could get by win-
ning from a flock of pork-and-bean wel-
ters. That fight would draw forty thou-
sand if it draws a cent. If you win—
and it's no cinch that Cline will be as
good as he was two years ago—we can
clean up a fortune the first year, like
shooting fish!”

“If 1 win!” said Healy bitterly. “I
tell you, it'll murder me to get down to
one-thirty-three! 1I'd have to cut the
meat right off the bone to do it. You
know | made one-thirty-five for Kelly,
and it was all | could do to outpoint
him in twenty rounds when 1| should
have Stopped him with a punch!”

“The loser's end ought to be eight
thousand, at least,” said Avery, still
looking at the ceiling. “And in case
you don’t get him, you've got jyfine alibi
—the weight stopped you. It was your
stomach that bothered you in the Kelly
fight, remember that.”

“See here, Billy,” said Charles Fran-
cis, “you want me to fight Cline, don't
you? Even at one-thirty-three?”

“We need the money,” said the man-
ager simply.

“I'll gamble you!” said Healy, pro-
ducing a silver half dollar. *“Heads, I
fight him; tails, 1 don't. Will you stick
by it, Billy, if it comes tails?”

“Sure!” said the manager. “Will you
go through with it if she comes heads?”

“It's a promise!” said Healy.

<A

I'll go into the

The coin spun, flickering, in the air,
struck the carpet, and rolled to the
fighter's feet.

“Heads!” he groaned. “I lose, Billy!”

Whenever a sporting writer had rea-
son to rake over his vocabularly for the
sort of an adjective which should best
fit Mike Badger, manager of “Biddy”
Cline, the choice usually lay between
two words. The scribes who liked
Mike selected “astute.” The other said
he was “obstinate.” Both were right.

To be absolutely fair in the matter,
Mike was neither better nor worse than
any other manager. Only wiser. When
he made a business contract, he was
prudent enough to demand at least sev-
enty-five per cent the best of the bar-
gain, and tenacious enough to hold out
until he got it. Mike simply did what
the other fellows would have done if
they had been given the opportunity,
and every one knows what an unprin-
cipled course that is to pursue. One
fight promoter, hoping to secure certain
concessions and smarting under Mike's
steady refusal to receoe from the orig-
inal proposition, burst out thus:

“Ain’t you got any sportsmanship in
you at all ?”

“Not a stitch,” answered Mike.
“Sportsmanship and business are two
different things. 1'm a business man,
and you know my terms. I've got some-
tiling to sell—buy it or let it slide.”

In the “good old days,” which some
of the scarred bare-knuckle veterans
still mourn with sorrowful pride, a
fighter needed no business manager for
the excellent reason that fighting was
not then a business. It was a habit.
With the era of large purses and profit-
able theatrical engagements came the
shrewd business man, and Mike Badger
was the shrewdest of them all. He
could smell a five-dollar note farther
than a bird dog can smell a glue factory.

A champion is the greatest asset a
wise manager can have—and vice versa.
The very word, “champion,” is a valu-
able trade-mark. It means easy money,
free advertising, and, last and most im-
portant, the right to dictate terms.
Every ambitious fighter dreams of win-
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ning a title some day; the man who has
one dreams only of keeping it until the
last dollar has been squeezed out and
then retiring undefeated.

It is because of the financial value of
this trade-mark that championships are
so carefully guarded. It is easier to
hale a multimillionaire before an inves-
tigating committee than it is to get a
champion of the world into the ring
with a fighter who has an even chance
to defeat him. All sorts of tactics are
used in order to side-step dangerous
matches. Managers of heavyweights,
lacking poundage restrictions, often bid
the ambitious challenger good-by until
such time as he has secured a reputa-
tion, fondly hoping that in the process
he will be soundly licked and eliminated.
Managers of bantams, feathers, and
lightweights insist that husky aspirants
shall “do the weight, ringside.” Many
a man has saved his title by starving an
opponent for a week before a match.
The old-time bare-knuckle warriors
sneer at this sort of thing. They were
used to making matches, “give or take
ten pounds,” but, as has been pointed
out, they were not business men. The
slogan, “May the best man win,” has
been changed to “May the best-managed
man win.”

Biddy Cline was a great little fighter
—probably the greatest at his weight
that the ring had seen during his gener-
ation. He was no boxer, but a sturdy,
willing, courageous chap, who began
fighting when the bell rang and contin-
ued to fight as long as the other man
could stand in front of him. His record
was black with knock-outs, though
Biddy was not the typical one-punch
fighter. His victims succumbed to the
cumulative effect of a thousand blows
as well as the terrific pace they were
compelled to travel. It was a very
strong lightweight, indeed, who could
play Cline’s game with the champion
and hear the gong at the end of the fif-
teenth round. Biddy's best fighting
weight was slightly below one-thirty-
three, he had held the championship for
three years, and, under Mike Badger’s
careful guidance, expected to hold it for
three years more.

Charles Francis Healy had been a
large, sharp thorn in the champion’s
side for some time. He was a dashing,
sensational performer, a clever boxer,
a hard, clean hitter, and a tremendous
finisher—the very ideal of the average
fight follower. He had beaten nearly
all the men whom Cline had defeated—
most of them in shorter fights— but this
was only natural, as Healy’s best fight-
ing weight was close to one hundred
and forty pounds. When he trained
below one hundred and thirty-eight he
was sacrificing strength and stamina,
and one hundred and thirty-five pounds
at three in the afternoon was the lowest
notch he had been able to make with
any degree of safety. In spite of this,
Billy Avery challenged the champion
once a month with clocklike regularity,
and was as frequently informed that
the holder of the title had other press-
ing matters on his hands. The end of
Avery’s campaign had been the private
conference with Badger and the latter's
ultimatum:

“One-thirty-three,
fight.”

Then, with thfc hardihood of a man
who gambles when he knows he cannot
afford to lose, Healy had risked certain
defeat on the flip of a coin.

The match was made with a tremen-
dous thrumming of journalistic tom-
toms, and sporting America sat up
cheerfully, for this was the one great
fight it really wished to see. When the
articles of agreement were drawn up—
a queer document, half legal, half sport-
ing in its phraseology— Mike Badger
dropped a large fly in Billy Avery’s

ringside, or no

ointment. Tt came with the dictation of
the forfeiture clause—Mr. Badger
speaking:

“For weight, five thousand dollars;
for appearance---—---"

“Hold on, there!” vyelled Avery.
“Who ever heard of a weight forfeit
of five thousand dollars ?”

“You did—just now,”, said the im-
perturbable Mike, with a grin. “I'm
going to make it an object for your man
to do one-thirty-three. 1've had fighters
forfeit their weight money on me be-
fore this.”
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Avery argued and Healy glared
across the table at Biddy Cline, who
glared back, such conduct being cus-
tomary in the presence of newspaper
men; but Mike was firm as Gibraltar.

“Here's the point, gentlemen,” said
he, ignoring the sputtering Avery. *“I
don’'t want this man to come into the
ring weighing a ton. This fight is to be
for the lightweight championship of the
world, at the lightweight limit. If we
are overweight, we shall expect to for-
feit five thousand dollars. If Avery’s
man can't do one-thirty-three, 1 want to
know it now. If he can make it, why
should he object to a large forfeit?
Come on, Avery. Now’s your chance
to spring some of those certified checks
you've been flashing around the coun-
try so recklessly!”

In the end Mike Badger won out, as
was his habit. Billy Avery bad the
added worry of knowing that his entire
fortune, as well as the sweepings and
scrapings of Healy’'s bank roll, was for-
feit unless the challenger reached the
lightweight limit.

“We're hooked,” said Avery gloom-
ily, when he was alone with his war-
rior. “If the weight forfeit had been a
thousand bucks or so, we could have let
it slide and still made money; but now
it's one-thirty-three or bust!”

“Bust is good!” said Healy. “We
bust if we don't, and we bust if we do.
You might have known that Badger
would slip one over on you somehow.
A fine mess you've got us in, Billy!”

“Me?” exclaimed the manager, virtu-
ously indignant. “Say, what's the mat-
ter with you? Who offered to toss the
coin? Whose idea was that?”

“Shucks!” growled Healy. “I only
did that because | knew you intended
to make the match anyway.”

“You took a chance------ "

“Yes; and so did Steve Brodie,” in-
terrupted the fighter. “He ought to
have had his head examined for doing
it, and I'm worse, because Steve had a
chance to win and | haven't. | was
kind of figuring on forfeiting my
weight money if | saw | couldn't get
that low without trouble; but now I've

got to hang up my hat in a Turkish bath
joint for a week before that fight, and
I'll be as weak as a kitten! You're one
swell manager, you are !”

“And you're a grand squealer,” said
Avery. “Your own proposition and
now you blame me.”

Thus, with mutual reproaches and a
general disarticulation of family skele-
tons, the challenger and his manager set
out to secure training quarters for the
coming event, the shadow of which
loomed dark about them.

“Can Healy do the weight and be
strong ?”

This momentous question agitated
every sporting center in the country.
It was discussed as far away as Lon-
don, Paris, and Melbourne. Men wrote
about it, talked about it, argued about
it; and all agreed that the outcome of
the match hinged upon the correct an-
swer, and nowhere was there such un-
certainty as in Healy's training camp.
There were only two men who really
knew, and they were not committing
themselves. Even the trainer was ex-
cluded from the daily weighing process.

The newspaper men urged that the
public had a “right to know”; spies
from the other camp nosed about daily;
betting men begged the low-down and
on-the-level; curious ones sought to sat-
isfy their curiosity; close personal
friends went away disappointed. Billy
Avery would talk about everything but
the weight, and when that subject was
mentioned, he became an oyster,-grip-
ping tight the pearl of information.
Healy had but one answer: *“See Billy
about it.”

The best judges had no chance to
form an opinion, for they never saw
Healy stripped. Whenever he appeared
in the gymnasium he was loaded down
with sweaters and woolens.

Public opinion was divided. Half
the fight followers inclined to the be-
lief that Healy could not make the
weight and was therefore secretive; the
other half pointed out that Avery might
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be preparing an unpleasant surprise for
the opposition.

“He’s keeping Cline guessing,” said
the optimistic ones. “If he couldn’t
make, the weight, he’d have been a fool
to post five thousand bucks.”

At the end of three weeks Mike
Badger received a telephone message
from Billy Avery. He hung up the
receiver with a hard little edge of a
smile, for he had been expecting some-
thing of the sort.

“They’'re on the run, Biddy,” he re-
marked to his champion. *“Avery wants
to see me to-night—on the strict Q. T.
I knew that big sucker couldn’'t do the
weight, or anywhere near it!”

“Did he say so0?” asked the literal
Cline.

“Bonehead!” retorted Mike. “He
didn’t have to say it. What else could
he want to see me about? I'll call the

turn now—he wants to rat out on their

forfeit. A swell chance he’s got!"
“Serves 'em right for going around

the country trying to make a rum out

of me!” said Cline feelingly. “Hand it
to 'em good, Mike!”
“That’'s the best thing | do,” re-

marked Mr. Badger.

The real heart-to-heart business of
the fighting game is transacted without
witnesses, and it shrinks from publicity.
The newspaper men were not invited to
attend the moonlight conference of the
managers, and the meeting was as se-
cret as if they had been preparing to
dynamite a national bank.

“Hello, Mike!” said Avery. “Have
a cigar?”
“Thanks ! Well, out with it! What's

on your mind ?”

“1 wanted to have a chat with you
about this weight proposition,” said
Avery.

“Haven't you got a copy of the ar-
ticles of agreement?”

“Yes,” said Billy.

“Well, if 1 remember,” said Badger
calmly, “it says there that the men are

to do one-thirty-three, ringside. Is that
correct ?”

“Yes.”

“That's all there is to it,” said
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Badger. “Have you just found out that
Healy can’t get down that low?”

“He can get down there, all right,”
said Avery, “but it'll weaken him pretty
bad. Chances are it won't be a very
good fight. Can’'t we get together
somehow and—and give the people a
run for their money? Suppose we
should come in a pound or so over-
weight. You wouldn’'t grab that for-
feit, would you?”

“Why wouldn’'t 1?” asked Badger
grimly. “That's business, ain't it? A
contract is a contract, and it ain't my
fault that you went into this thing with-
out knowing whether your man could
do the weight or not. You came to me
and asked me for this match. | wasn't
anxious to make it, but | turned down
some good theatrical offers and signed
up. You mustn't expect me to lose
money on your mistakes. My dough is
posted, and I'm going to carry out my
part of the contract. You must do the
‘same thing. | wouldn’t let you come in
a pound over, or an ounce over. One-
thirty-three, ringside, and you’'ll do it,
or I'll claim your five thousand.”

"Looking for a cinch, ain't you?”
sneered Avery.

“You bet I am; and if you had a
champion you’d be looking for cinches,
too! Now, I'm going to tell you some-
thing else: Don't pull any of that moth-
eaten stuff about breaking a hand or an
arm or a leg, and having to call off the
match. | won't stand for it. I'll claim
your appearance money, and I'll show
you up from one end of the country to
the other.”

“Won't you listen to reason?” begged
Avery.

"l haven't heard any, yet,” said
Badger, "and, what's more, I've said all
I'm going to. Better have your man
down to weight if you want to save that,
forfeit. | never make any agreements
on the side, and when | sign my name
to a thing | go through. Good night.”

Avery went home, talking to himself.
Healy was waiting for him.

“What luck?” asked the fighter anx-
iously. “Would he do business?”

“Of course, he wouldn't! He's got
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us, and he knows it.
piker beside this guy!”

“l can break my
Healy hopefully.

“Yes, and he'll send out a flock of
doctors to examine you, and they’ll all
be from Missouri. It'll take something
more than a lot of bandages and a
crutch to get by this bird. He’ll snatch
our appearance money and put us in
Dutch all over the country.”

“But we've got to do something!”
There was a note of desperation in
Healy’s voice. “Typhoid fever might
bring me down to weight; but it's a
cinch sweating won't do it. One-thirty-
nine to-night, and I've done enough
work already to sweat an elephant to a
shadow. | simply can't make it, and
that's all there is to it. You know what
the doctor said—that this excess bag-
gage is due to natural growth. It's in
the bone and muscle, and it won't come

Shylock was a

leg,” suggested

offt  Why the devil didn't we think of
that before we got hooked in so
strong ?”

“Give me a chance to think,” said
Avery. “Il may dig up a way to wriggle
out of this match and save the appear-
ance money, anyway. You tear into
the hay and leave it to me.”

“1 wish you’d done your thinking be-

fore we made this match!” sighed
Healy.
“There you go again!” mumbled

Avery.
Didn’t you toss a coin, and--—----

“l've heard all that before,” said
Healy. “By the way, there was a man
here to see you about eight o’clock.
Says he’ll be back about ten.”

“Another nut!” growled the man-
ager.

“Not this fellow,” said Healy. “He
looks like class, and he's got a letter
for you—from Jim Quinn.”

“Quinn!” said Avery. “Holy cat!
I wish Jim was here! He might think
of some way to get us out of this jam.”

Promptly at ten o’clock the stranger
returned. He was small, neatly dressed,
of middle age, and wore a close-
trimmed beard and nose glasses. He
presented Quinn’s letter without com-
ment :

“Always putting it up to me!

Dear Bitty : | don't know how you're
fixed on the weight proposition, but the last
time | saw Healy he was falling away to a
mere cartload, and | don’'t think he can do
one hundred and thirty-three ringside with-
out the aid of a saw. On the chance that
you've got a bad match on your hands, |
am sending Mr. George Harden to see you.
George is an expert in his line, knows how.
to keep his mouth shut, and you can bank
on anything he tells you being right.

Of course if Healy can do one hundred
and thirty-three without weakening himself,
you won't need Harden. |If he can’t, put
Harden on the job. 1 can't explain here, for
obvious reasons, but Harden can make your
man a winner, and save you the weight for-
feit. Wire me three days before the fight
whether | can bet on Healy or not. Yours
in haste, Quinn.

Billy folded the letter and placed it
in his pocket.

“This listens well,” said he slowly.
“What's the idea?”

“The idea is that I can put your man
in the ring as strong as he is now and
save you the weight forfeit. It'll cost
you five hundred dollars.”

“It would be worth it,” said Avery.
“My boy is having trouble getting down
to weight. We didn’t figure that he has
put on several pounds by growth and
development, and it's coming off hard.”

“I'll take him the way he is,” said
Harden, “and make him weigh one-
thirty-three—on any scales they pick
out.” ¥

“A fake?” demanded Avery sud-
denly.

«“Yes, and a darned good one,” said
Harden.

Avery shook his head.

“Mike Badger is a pretty wise bird,”
said he. “He’'s seen the chewing-gum
trick and the little chunk of lead, and
all that. 1'd hate to try and get by him
with a weight-stealing device.”

“Has he seen this, do you think?”
asked Harden, drawing something from
his pocket.

“What is it?” demanded Avery, star-
ing at what appeared to be a stiff black
thread in the palm of Harden’s hand.

“Nothing but an innocent little piece
of horsehair,” said the visitor quietly.
“Do you think he’s seen that?” -

“Horsehair is a new one to me,” said
Avery. “How does it work ?”

Jas.
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“That's my business,” said Harden.
“Leave me alone with your weighing
machine for a few minutes and I'll give
you a demonstration.”

“Fair enough!” said Avery, leading
the way.

Three days before the fight Billy
Avery presented himself at the office
of the promoter of pugilistic events—a
wise young man of Hebraic extraction.

“Moe,” said Billy, “have you made
any arrangements about the scales the
men are to weigh in on?”

“Not yet,” said Goldstein. “Why?”

“Well, this is a special occasion,” said
Avery, “and | want a pair of scales that
there can’'t be any question about. I've
got a lot of money up and | can't afford
to take chances.”

“You don’t want to use your own, do
you ?” asked Moe slyly.

“No, and | don't want to use Mike
Badger’s, either!” snapped Billy an-
grily. “We're going to be at weight,
right enough, but we'll just barely make
it and that's all. It'll be so close that
there won't be any fun in it, and that
darned Shylock says that if we're an
ounce over he'll grab the five thousand.
Now, | wish you'd write a letter to
some reputable hardware concern and
ask 'em to send you a brand-new weigh-
ing machine to be used at the ringside.
They probably have an expert, too, and
they might be willing to send him along.
I want the scales tested by a govern-
ment official and balanced by a man
who hasn't the slightest interest in the
fight either way. I'm not going to
monkey with 'em myself, and | want
Badger to keep his hands off. There
ain't much that fellow wouldn’'t do for
five thousand bucks! Is that a fair
proposition ?”

“As fair as a June day!” replied
Goldstein.  “I'll write a letter to Mess-
more & Jones immediately.”

Avery smoked a cigar while the letter
was written, and after that he chatted
about the coming fight, the advance
sale, the probable “cut,” and kindred
topics. When he rose to go, he picked
up the envelope containing the letter.

“I'll drop this in the mail chute when
I go out,” he said.

The next day the office boy brought
Mr. Goldstein a neatly engraved busi-
ness card, bearing the name of a firm of
national reputation as manufacturers of
scales. In the lower left-hand corner
appeared these words:

“Presented by Mr. Henry C. Darling,
Western Representative.”

Goldstein tossed the card over to
Mike Badger, who happened to be pres-
ent.

“Let’s see what he wants,” said Gold-
stein.

“Mr. Henry C. Darling” proved to be
a dapper little person, with a close-
cropped beard and nose glasses. Fie
spoke with the crisp, incisive tones of a
business man, and Mike Badger, sur-
reptitiously running his thumb nail over
the pasteboard which he held, was im-
pressed. An engraved card, to ninety-
nine men out of one hundred, is a con-
vincing argument; an embossed trade-
mark in three colors in the upper corner
clinches matters.

“Mr. Darling—Mr.
Goldstein.

“l beg pardon—1 didn’'t quite catch
the name,” said the visitor. It had to
be repeated, and even then it was evi-
dent that it meant nothing to the West-
ern representative, who turned immedi-
ately to Goldstein.

“1 happened to be calling on Mr.
Messmore when your letter arrived,”
said Darling. He produced Goldstein’s
letter and laid it upon the desk. *“Mr.
Messmore suggested that as you needed
an expert, it was more in my line than
his. 1 will be very glad to accommo-
date you, and if you will tell me where
you wish the scales delivered and when,
the details will be attended to.”

“1 wouldn't want to take up your
time--——-- ” began Goldstein.

“Oh, that's all right!” chirruped Mr.
Darling. “It will be a pleasure to do it,
| assure you. As a matter of fact, | am
—ah —rather interested in the manly
art myself. My son is an amateur
boxer—you may have heard of him?
Peter C. Darling, Chicago Athletic

Badger,” said
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Club? No?
but clever as they make 'em!
see a good bout when 1 can.”

“Of course!” said Moe. “Why not?”
He reached into his desk and brought
forth a ticket. “Here's a box seat for
the show Friday night.”

Mr. Darling fairly gushed thanks as
he put the ticket carefully away in his
pocketbook.

“Very, very kind of you, I'm sure!”
he said. “Now, it is understood that I
am to furnish a new weighing machine
which shall he tested and certified cor-
rect by the Board of Weights and Meas-
ures on Friday afternoon. | will then
take charge of it myself and deliver it at
the fight pavilion that night. Is that
satisfactory?”

“Suits me!” said Badger, thumbing
the card.

Mr. Darling paused at the door, and
there were traces of nervous hesitation
in his voice when he spoke.

“May | suggest—ah—that-the name
of my firm—or my own name—does
not appear in the newspapers?’ he
asked. “This is—ah—rather an un-
usual service, and——

“1 understand!” said Moe heartily.
“You'll be kept under cover, all right.
Only three people need to know who
you are—the other one is Avery.”

Mr. Darling seemed immensely re-
lieved.

“If you are interested in seeing the
scales tested,” said he, “come to the Bu-
reau of Weights and Measures at four
o'clock on Friday afternoon.”

“I'll be there,” said Mr.
“Moe, you notify Avery.”

Mr. Goldstein looked after his visitor
with a grin.

“Ain’t it funny what some people will
do for a free fight ticket?” he remarked.
“There’s a traveling man whose time is
worth money, yet he’s willing to go to
wfifty dollars’ worth of trouble to get a
twenty-dollar seat! Can you beat it?”

“It saves paying him a fee,” said the
frugal Badger. “And did you get that
about not wanting his name in the pa-
per? I'll bet he’'s a deacon in a church
or something, when he’'s home!”

Only sixteen years old,
I like to

Badger.
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The official testing of the scales took
place on schedule time. The shiny, new
weighing machine—of the portable plat-
form variety—balanced to a hair. Mr.
Badger almost precipitated a fight by
remarking over and over again that an
ounce might mean five thousand dollars,
and every time he said it Avery snarled.

“Now, gentlemen, if you are satis-
fied,” said Mr. Darling, “we will ask
that the scales be placed under lock and
key here until I shall call for them this
evening. | guarantee that they will not
be out of my sight from that time until
you are ready to use them. Is that sat-
isfactory 7'

“Perfectly!” said Mike Badger, and
Billy Avery mumbled something under
his breath.

“Well, old top,” chuckled Badger to
Avery, as they left the room, “my man
is under weight. How’s yours?”

“We may have to sweat him a bit,”
answered Avery shortly, “but I'd cut
off one of his legs before 1'd let you
have that five thousand!”

“Cut off his head, instead,” suggested
Badger pleasantly. “He never uses that
when he fights!”

“You make me sick!” growled Avery.

The weight of the contender was still
a mystery, but there was an uncon-
firmed rumor that Moe Goldstein—
sworn to secrecy—had been present at
the ITealy camp on Thursday afternoon
and had seen the challenger raise the
beam at one hundred and thirty-four
pounds. This may have had something
to do with the flood of Healy money
which appeared as if by magic.

Shortly after the doors of the fight
pavilion wer™e opened an express wagon
drove up to the main entrance and the
weighing machine was carefully /un-
loaded, under the personal supervision
of Mr. Henry C. Darling. Moe Gold-
stein, who was standing in’the door,
cheerfully contemplating the long line
of humanity stretching away from the
general-admission window, waved his
cigar at Darling and grinned.

“You're here early enough, 1
remarked the promoter.

seel”
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“Better early than late!” said Mr.
Darling. “Is there a room where we
can lock this thing up until it's wanted?
I have made myself personally respon-
sible for it.”

“Put it in the first dressing room,”
said Moe. “You can't lock the door,
though, except from the inside.”

A few minutes later the “Western
representative” was alone with the
weighing machine, behind a locked

door. In two seconds he had the wood-
en platform unshipped and set aside,
exposing the levers underneath. These
levers, sensitive to the touch as human
ingenuity can make them, are V shaped
and meet in the center, forming an X,
the short lever passing underneath the
long one.

Mr. Darling whipped a black horse-
hair from his pocket, tested it carefully
for strength, and then bound it about
both arms of the short lever, some three
inches above the point of contact in the
center. Instead of tying the hair in a
knot, he fastened it with a dab of bees-
wax, replaced the floor of the platform,
weighed himself carefully, nodded ap-
provingly, and left the room. The en-
tire operation had consumed less than a
minute. The next time that Moe Gold-
stein looked in that direction Mr. Dar-
ling was standing in front of the closed
door, like a sentinel on guard.

Two tremendous roars announced
the entry of the gladiators, naked, save
their socks and bath robes. Behind
them came four strong young men, car-
rying the weighing machine, Mr. Dar-
ling trotting behind and urging them to
handle it as they would a crate of eggs.

Biddy Cline, grinning in his corner,
looked up at his manager.

“Here's where we get that five thou-
sand !” he said.

In silence and breathless curiosity the
house waited the weighing-in ceremony.’
Mr. Henry C. Darling, fussy and im-
portant, fluttered about like an old hen,
commanding every one to stand back
while he demonstrated that the scales
balanced to a hair. At a signal, the
fighters rose from their corners and
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climbed through the ropes, their han-
dlers trooping after them.

“Stand back, everybody!” chirped
Mr. Darling. “We must have room
here! Stand back! You observe that
the scales balance perfectly. 1 will set
the bush poise exactly at one hundred
and thirty-three pounds—no more and
no less. On the dot. So! Now, then,
gentlemen, who goes first?”

Charlie Healy, who had been remov-
ing his socks, slipped his bath robe
from his shoulders and stood forth,
naked.

“Might as well get it over with!” he
said.

Mike Badger, his thin arms folded
over his flat chest, flashed a keen, ap-
praising glance at the challenger, as if
anticipating the verdict of the scales.
Healy’s face was lean and leathery, and
his cheek bones stood out prominently,
but he had not the haggard, drawn ap-
pearance of a man who had sapped his
vitality by making an unnatural weight,
and his muscular armament bulked
large under his smooth, pink skin.

“In great shape!” thought Badger.
“But he’s heavy, good Lord, he's heavy!
He ain't anywhere near one-thirty-
three !”

Healy stepped gently upon the scales
and dropped his hands at his sides.
Mike Badger bent forward, his gimlet
eyes fixed upon the notched beam. He
expected it to rise with a bump, instead
of which it trembled slightly, rose half
an inch, and remained there, quivering.

“Just exactly!” chirruped Mr. Dar-
ling. “Next!”

Charlie Healy threw his hands over
his head with a wild yell of triumph.

“By golly, I made it! | made itT he
shouted; and then, as if carried away
by an excess of feeling, he jumped six
inches in the air and alighted upon his
heels with a jar that made the weighing
beam leap and rattle, and brought a
sudden, sharp strain upon the concealed
levers—enough of a strain, let us say,
to snap a strand of horsehair and allow
it to fall to the floor. Healy's action
was natural enough, but it was his jump
which roused Mike Badger to action
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and crystallized his suspicion. He had
seen that sort of thing before.

“No, you don’t!” howled Alike. “You
ain't going to put anything like that
across on me! | want to look at those
scales!”

The “Western representative” bris-
tled with sudden anger, strutting about
like an enraged bantam rooster.

“Preposterous!” he said. “Examine
them yourself!”

He pushed the weighing machine
over toward Badger. Alike removed
the wooden platform in a twinkling and
bent over the levers. That was the rea-
son he did not see Air. Darling place
the sole of his foot upon a dab of bees-
wax and the horsehair which clung to
it, thus removing the only bit of evi-
dence.

Sweating and swearing, Alike Badger
sought earnestly for wads of chewing
gum or other extraneous matter, after
which fruitless quest he demanded that
Healy weigh again. By this time the
challenger was in his corner, calmly
partaking of a bowl of beef tea.

“Well, | should say we won't weigh
him again!” said Avery. “You've ex-
amined the scales, and they're all right.
Aly man has got a pound of beef tea in
him by now. He made the weight at
the time set, and we won’t weigh again.
Ain’t that right, Goldstein?”

The promoter nodded.

“Go on and weigh your man,
Badger,” he said. “The crowd is get-
ting restless.”

“But | tell you we've been jobbed!”
wailed Alike. “Why, look at that fel-
low! He’s as big as a house!”

“Forget it!” growled Avery. “Aly
boy has been at weight for the last three
days! You saw him weigh yesterday,
didn’'t you, Aloe?”

“That's right, Alike,” said Goldstein.

“1 dare you to put him on the scales
again!” raved Badger. “I'll give you a
thousand dollars if you’'ll weigh him
noiv!”

“And him full of beef tea? 1 should
say you wouldl G'wan and get your
champion on there!”

Air. Henry C. Darling, still bristling
in a quiet, gentlemanly manner, stepped
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forward to adjust the plummet on the
notched bar, but Alike swept him aside.

“That'll be about all for you!” he
said brusquely. “I'll attend to this my-
self I”

And Billy Avery was so well pleased
with the turn of events that he allowed
Alike to weigh his own man. The bar
did not rise for Cline. He was safe by
a full pound and a half.

He was far from safe after the fight
started, however. Biddy Cline, tough
little battler that he was, found himself
as helpless as a toy in the hands of the
challenger. In the clinches, which was
Biddy’s specialty, Healy worried him
and tossed him about like a rag doll.

“This guy is strong as a middle-
weight!” panted the champion, after
the third round. *“See the way he hauls
me around ? It's a job, Alike, as sure as
you live!”

“We can’t help it now,” said Badger.
“You've got to lick him if it kills you!”

Let it be placed to Biddy’s credit that
he did his honest best to follow out in-
structions. He set a slashing, whirl-
wind pace, fighting with the desperation
of one who feels his laurels slipping
away from him; but Healy met him
considerably more than halfway, and
after the tenth round the most rabid
Cline sympathizer in the house was
forced to admit that the end was only a
matter of time.

The championship of the world
passed in a spectacular manner toward
the end of the fifteenth round. Cline,
knowing that he had been badly beaten
thus far, summoned every ounce of his
reserve strength and hurled himself
upon the challenger in a hurricane rally,
hoping to turn the tide with one lucky
blow. Healy, cautious, cool, and steady
as a boxing master, waited until the
opening came, and then shot his right
fist to the point of the chin. The little
champion reeled, his hands dropped at
his sides, and a vicious short left hook
to the sagging jaw ended the uneven
battle.

Biddy Cline took the long count for
the first time in his life, and a dapper
gentleman in a box seat smiled through
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his nose glasses and played with a bit of
horsehair in his pocket. Such a trivial
thing had changed the pugilistic map.

According to custom, the conqueror
offered his hand to the conquered be-
fore he left the ring. Biddy Would have
taken it, but Mike Badger restrained
him.

“Don’'t shake with him!” said Mike.
“You've been licked, but it was by a
welterweight.” '

“You think anybody will
that?” cackled Healy.

“I'll make 'em before I'm through,”
said Mike grimly.

believe

V.

The new champion ceased in the
midst of the pleasant duty of inscribing
his name and title upon photographs.

“Badger!” he said. “What does he
want, Billy?”

“Don’t know. He's coming right up.”

Mike Badger entered and helped him-
self to a chair.

“You're a nice pair of burglars, ain't
you?” he demanded.

“You're a sorehead,” said the new
champion cheerfully. “Are you still
harping on that weight business ? Every-
body in the country is giving you
the laugh!”

"EASY PICKING”

is the title ol Van Loan’s
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“Oh, you think so, do you?” said
Mike. “Il've been doing a little detec-
tive work lately. That fellow—that
Darling— I've been on his trail, and |
know all----—--"

“l didn't have a thing to do with
him,” protested Avery quickly. *“Gold-
stein wrote a letter to a hardware firm
and-—---"

“And you posted it,” said Mike. “Re-
member that? | happened to keep his
business card, so yesterday | wired his
firm asking for information. Here's
the answer.” He tossed a telegram
across to Avery.

“It says there,” remarked Mr. Badg-
er, “that no such man is known to
the concern. It was a smooth trick,
Billy, but it won't do. I'm going to
show you fellows up from one end of
the country to the other, and I'll never
quit hounding you until you give us an-
other match—at the proper weight.
And, what's more, we still claim the
championship.” He picked up one of
the new photographs and read the in-
scription  scornfully. “Lightweight
champion of the world!” he said. “You
ain't a lightweight any more’'n I am!”

“Well,” said Charlie Healy softly,
“they’'re still pointing me out on the
street as the man that licked Biddy
Cline! That's good enough for me.”

next story

for the POPULAR. It will appear, two weeks hence, in
the December month-end number, on sale November 23rd.
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FINANCIALLY EMBARRASSED

r*ANIEL G. REID and Judge W. H. Moore, the capitalists, are known in

financial circles as the Siamese twins of Wall Street. They wandered over
to Jersey City one day to attend an annual meeting of the American Can Company,
in which both are heavily interested, and from which both are said to have reaped
millions. Returning to the ferryhouse on their way back, Mr. Reid strolled up
to the ticket window and calmly said: “Two.”

After going through all bis pockets be turned to Moore.
“you’ll have to blow to the tickets. 1'm broke.”

“How much?” said the judge.

“Six cents,” answered Reid.

“Gad,” said Moore, “that's a life-saver.

“Judge,” he said,

I've got just one dime.”



“The Rosary” and Little John

By B. M.
Author of “ The Uphill Climb,"
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“ The Flyitig U Stories,"” Etc.

It Is all very well to say that music hath charms to soothe the savage
breast, but when you'are alone In a cabin with a man who plays the violin
“ by ear” and whose favorite air is “ The Rosary,” you are apt to feel not
soothed but as peeved as Little John, the cow-puncher, whose grim ex-

perience is set down here.

ture was John Little, heaved a

long sigh which a sensitive per-

son would have read for en-
durance strained to the breaking point,
and glanced across the cabin at Carl.
But Carl not being a sensitive person,
the sigh held for him no meaning what-
ever. Little John scuffed his boot soles
nervously upon the board floor like a
boy who is studying grammar during
recess, while baseball is being played
uproariously outside the open window.
He pushed his hat so far back on his
head that it slid off and narrowly
escaped the hot stove behind him, and
he ran his fingers distractedly through
his hair.

He slid three cards off the diminished
pack in his left palm, and unthinkingly
laid a red five do\vn across the middle
of a black seven—which is no way to
play solitaire—and went on without ob-
serving the blunder. He picked up his
cigarette from the corner of the table,
sucked, and found it cold and flabby,
and cast it into a far corner. He sat
perfectly still