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HIS MASTERS VOICE

The trademark of supreme musical quality

which identifies the world's largest
and greatest musical industry

Every important improvement that has transformed the talking
machine from a triviality into an exquisite and eloquent instrument of
the musical arts originated with the Victor. The Victor plant, the
largest and oldest of its type in the world, is the world-center of great
music.

No other organization in the world is so qualified by experience,
by resources, and by artistic equipment to produce supreme quality as
the Victor Company. Its products convey more great music by great
artists to more people throughout the world than all other makes
combined. If you wish the best, buy nothing which does not bear
the famous Victor trademark: “His Master’s Voice.”

New Victor Records on sale at all dealers on the 1st of each
month.

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J.
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AND finally Brunswick Records—artistic com-
panions of Brunswick Phonographs. 'l hese
records are made under the direction of great

interpreters:—men who have the power and faculty
of developing musical selections as they would be
played by the composers.

Just as there are directors for the opera, the stage,
the orchestra, we now have directors for records.

This means that each Brunswick Record is not
only the work of some accomplished artist, but is
accompanied by the shadings of a renowned director.

This is why Brunswick Records rise above the
qualities most records have in common. Brunswicks
arc more than title and artist. They bear the im-
press of some guiding hand. One who knows how
to bring out the inherent qualities, the hidden
beauty, the magnetic personality, the more spiritual
intuitions of the composers.

Ask to hear these records. Made by the House of
Brunswick—a name renowned in the world of music.
Compare Brunswick Records with others. Be their
sole judge! Look for something entirely different.
Something sweeter, richer, truer! You’ll find it in
full measure in this new Brunswick disc!

%

THE BRUNSWICK - BALKE - COLLENDERj- COMPANY
General Ofiiccs: 62d-I\12 So. Wabash Avenue, CHICAGO

Branch Houses in Principal Cities of I’nited States, Mexico, and Canada. = Canadian Distributors: Musical
Merchandise Sales Co., biy Yonge tit."Toronto
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femousViolet Ray Treatment

for Health,Vitality and Beauty

Now Possible inYour Own

TT was in the discovery of Viol-t Rays that tin
*ideal way was found of applying' electricity :n
lhr human Ixxly and oldaining all its wonderful
beneficial effects without any of the dangers that
might attend its use in its more violent

forms.

Jt is just like the refreshing, in-
vigorating effects of a shower
hath upon the system as com-
pared to the shock oi a solid
torrent of wafer

1fie Violet Na as used in
the treatment o the body,
send> a spra\ < mild, tiny
currents illrough every part
and organ, lhn\in through
each iutiljilte i111:11 cell, mas-
saging it. invigorating it
and vitalizing it That is
why aider a Violet Kay treat-

i Il on-- is fl with 104 t
delightful feeling d* health

and buoyant energy. You have
only the suggestion of this feel-
ing in the effects of an ordinary
massage. You know how restful
and refreshing it is—how it brings
a glow of health to your skin.

Now imagine this massage applied
not only to the surface of the bod\,
but to every part, every organ,
every single cell, internal as well
as external. No wonder that a Vi-
olet Ray treatment makes one feel

“completely made

and has such a delightful
lonic effect upon the sys-
tem. It acts upon the brain
cells just as upon the other
cells of the body, and that
is why it is so often used
by business men to over-
come brain fay and men-
tal sluggishness.

Wonderful New Machine

Now Brings Violet Ray
Treatment to Your Home

Violet Ray machines are
now a part of the equip-
ment of hospitals and
sanitariums in the treat-
ment of specific diseases
and have been adopted by
famous beauty specialists
because of their effcctive-

Thisman ia using the Mo- i imi i i

letRay machine?oralntuit ness in eliminating _Skm
trouble—in this case rheu- diseases and blemishes
matism. Clothing oilers such as eczema, black-

no obstruction to the pas-

sage of the 1lo/et Ray. heads, pimples, etc., bring-

Thisillustration shnivs the nonJarful new
machine which enables anyone to enjoy the
remarkable Violet Ray trealrn.-nta: home.

Home

to the com-

: i- almost impossible to list all the various
"fd-.rs for which Violet Rays are used. I'or
example, they remove tin- t\ntse of liead-
lus, catarrh, nervusiH sS and in-
somnia.  The -ante principle ap-
plies to the treatment of neuritis,
rheumatism, lumbago, indiges-
tion and neuralgia.

Hitherto, however, the cost-
ly aviiarafus tiecessat's’ for
gi\l.Lng Violet Ray treatments
litis limited *ltem only to the
veil It>-do e h,, could atford
the -time aml mc_>ne| to _go to
an estuldisioneitt equipped
with Iht* Violet Rue machine.

itit now scientists have
perfected a new Violet Ray
machine, operating on the
same principle, but smaller in
sire, tf'orr convenient to use

and intinjlelv less expensive in

tost. :  This little machine is

adapted 10. home use and re-
quires lit)'; special .'elect tical equip-
ment. The wire 'which supplies the
current simple fits into any electric
light sockets and the machine is
ready for use. Wlure no current
is available,- special equipment is
furnished at small extra cost.

Now, anyogo can enjoy all tin* bene-
fits or Ih* famous; Violet Hay treatment. Those who
ar msHtlVring from some partioular ailment will ap-

cie' the wonderful help this handy new instru-
ment In'tii-> & (hem. And <dhers will he d(lighted to
avail themselves of ils wonderful tonic effects in
creating' health and sfremrth, vi(a Mzimi- the nerve's,
eueririziiig the cells of the brain and body.

Already users of the machine have written enthusi-
astic ].-tiers fo Ihe manufacturers, tilliim of the re-
sults ohfaiimd ihrouah it—how it tumbles them to
sleep H-dI'-r how it has soothe<l| liieir nervous trou-
bles—how if has cleared and beautified the complexion.
And even those who thought they were well before say
that Viol t Kai/]s have brought them an entirely new
fooling gf .health, strength ami energy.

Interesting Book Sent Free

Tt |s bnugssihlf’ to frit in this small space all about the Violet
Ruv—what it is and bow it arts and all th> deerders and diseases
ir i, n--l L>treat surivdsfullv. But an itdm*siing hook lias been
[errs-rir-d. fully illustrated, which describes in full the Violet Ray
treatment and explains the New Vimet. Ray machine for home USE.
It t-Ks iust fmw to u-c the machine to get the same results as
arc  whiHiued by physici.iiiA. drnr;less he-ders, sanit;:riums w i
iiejuty specialists. A copy of this boo!, will lie sent, free upon
receipt of your request on n postcard or the coupon below.

As ta? special Ten Pay Trial OtlvVr is inode for a limited time
only in order to Introduce the remarkable machine and to enable
you to see for yourself just what it is and how it operates, you
are nrami to s*>nd for particulars at mice. .Just write your request
on a pyste.ird or fill in coupon and send it to the manufacturers.
There 'is absolutely no cost or obligation in doing this.
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The Young Barbarian

By Theodore Seixas Solomons
Author of “ Garments of Failure,” Etc.

it is with more than the usua! pleasure that we give you this novel, because it |
is an original conception delightfully carried out, and at the same time presenting
the favorite elements of a POPULAR story. The author brings together two anti=
thetical types and works out their destiny along parallel lines in spite of all social

barriers and differences.

Eric, the woodland hero, is a young feilow after our own

heart, while Clara, the society heroine, is a girl after our hearts in quite another

sense.

Let the author tell ys.fi the reason.

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER 1
AN UNFINISHED LEXTER.

RIC drew on wool-lined buckskin
gloves. "How do you ieel about
yourself, father?™ he asked.

A gray-haired man with scared-
looking blue eyes shifted uneasily on his
bed, while Eric watched him anxiously.
Then lie replied as they had always replied
to each other. It was very hard to do it
now, but lie did not flinch

‘T think I am going to die,” said Elliott
Straive.

The son's long lashes flickered for a mo-
ment over the gray eyes. That was all.

"Very likely it will be slow—days or
weeks. It would be foolish to lose your
fall meat. By all means, go.”

Eric bit his lip a moment. Then, lift-
ing his head, lie glanced admiringly at the
slight figure on the bed, strode swiftly to
his father’s side, and found and shook his
hand.

"Well, good-by, father.” he said cheerily,
snatched up his rifle, and left the room. On
the shore of the lake a stocky old Indian
waited in a canoe.

The clearing, covered with a light snow
fall, lay bright under a late October sun

iAp

newly risen over the bristling crests of the
encompassing woods. Yesterday they were
ensilvered by this early storm, but a wind
had shaken them darkly green again: and
the water of the narrow, fierdlike lake, curv-
ing away to its far-distant outlet, was spar-
kling gray. Moose had gone by before dawn,
their spraddled tracks making toward the
clearing and down the lake shore.

At the water’s edge were some food and
ramp gear. This Eric threw to the Indian,
sprang into the boat, and the two were o ff-
after a furtive glance at the big stone-and-
log house, which was the only home Eric
Straive could remember.

His thoughts were of his father as he plied
his paddle, and they were thougths of death.
Xot because his father himself believed
his end near, for Eric knew from his reading
that only when the dying see the true face
of death is their prescience sure. But he
had learned from their life of solitude, see-
ing almost none of their own kind, to rely
upon his instincts, and these told him a great
change impended. And against this immi-
nence, charged with the vague contingen-
cies of the unknown, he strove sturdily to
fend his spirit. For the law of his life, the
only law his father—supreme lawmaker-of
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his outer life—had given him, was to face
with smiling courage whatever was!

Down the lake there were two portages to
the larger stream that lay to the east, the
nearer one well worn by the Straives, and
John, their Indian retainer, the farther one
that of the moose and deer, which they had
never pursued except when hunting.
Strangely enough, the moose had taken the
man-made route.

‘mFeeling pretty fit this morning, John
Skimperimish?”

The old Indian grunted and smiled out
of his great black beads of eyes. Binding
the “outfit” securely in place, they lifted
the canoe from the water, inverted it and
hoisted it upon their bended backs.

Three days later they returned with the
canoe, set it on the bank, and went back to
the river four times for moose quarters. Ice
having formed on the still water, they plied
their knives, skinned bark from a large
birch, and bound it. four-ply, to the cut-
water of their canoe to protect its bows from
the ice. Then they loaded the craft with
their meat, and poled homeward in the
waning, frosty light, their sturdy strokes
forcing the boat to sheer through the brittle
mantle of the lake.

Leaving John to unload the canoe, Eric
hurried into the house to his fathers room.
It was dark and as cold as out of doors.
Yet no colder than was Elliott Straive,
whose head the Indian woman had covered
that morning when she put out the fire and
opened the windows so that the body might
be preserved against the uncertain return of
the son. Eric drew back the cover.

Years ago—some time in Erics boyhood
—Elliott Straive had scourged the last fear
from the heart that had ceased to throb.
But the look of the eyes, as fixed as their
color, he could not mend. Now, Eric’s
gently filial finger drew the lids, and the
scared blue eyes were closed forever.

“1 willl” murmured the boy sturdily. It
was his answer to that admonition to forti-
tude which would have come from the lips
of his father if death had not stilled them.
He touched the brow; he touched the hand,
striving mightily for calm. Quickly, noise-
lessly—for he could not yet act as though
his father were not merely asleep—he sought
John Skimperimish's wife, Mary, in the
kitchen. Pie found her sitting still.  She
had cooked food. Then, for hours, she had
not moved from her chair.

She looked him mournfully in the face
and read that he had seen his father's body.
She rose and in her own language bade him
return with her. His father had been writ-
ing on paper, she told him. for it was still
under his hand when, hours later, she found
him dead. The day before a white man had
come and gone. She gave Eric the paper,
which read:

-Mv Sox: Being very tired this nmrniiu . per-
haps because of a long talk a stranger ie-i-icd
on having with me yesterday, ! em Map-Hc.d
to wvrite you this note, lest | may be unable
to do so later. In the library, among my ;.ri-
vatc- papers, is a longer message to you prepared
some years ago. As fur this stranger, lie ap-
ﬁeared so disturbed over a mK-aki. -oige one
ad made in some affair of land- and right of
gay to the westward, | gave him a Hun------

There the hand had rested when the
heart, which had long threatened, suddenly
stopped.

Eric laid the paper carefully away and
tiptoed from the room with old Aunt Mary.
In the kitchen he sat by her side and held
her hand. John came, conversed with her
briefly and sat down, too, folding his arms.
For an hour none spoke; but the old Indian
woman, a kind of foster mother to Eric, put
her other hand over the boy's bony knuckles.

Next morning Eric, aided by John Skim-
perimisb, uncovered a crypt long prepared
in a mound of granite at the head of the
clearing and laid within it the body of his
father. Then they replaced the close fitting
slab and the Indians left Eric seated upon
it.

His eyes upon the dark billows of the
forest, his thoughts upon the past, unknow-
ingly he sighed, sobbed, and let the slow
tears fall. A little later he felt his eyes
and looked frightenedly around as though
caught in a shameful act.

“Forgive me, father." he whispered. Then
he dried his eyes with the back of his buck-
skin sleeve and rose, stalwart and strong

a|n

CHAPTER 1.
INDUSTRIAL SECRECY.

In the wilderness, miles northwestward of
that hidden, spacious domain of the Straives,
there had been left for the winter some
cruisers, packers, baueaumen. several engi-
neers and their surveyors, and a distin-
guished geologist or two, all drawing pay
through the North Lakes and Rivers Timber
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Company. It was worth keeping them there
for the idle months in order to have them on
the ground when the first open spaces
thawed. In fact, along certain exposed low
Kicky ridges, the surveyors and geologists
had worked well into December and during
a thaw in January. Late March found them
trending eastward: this unexpectedly. But
they had to follow the old glacial drift wher-
ever it might lead.

Early in April reports of this reconnais-
sance, closely sealed and sewed in the pocket
of the superintendent of field operations,
started on their way southward, via Winni-
peg, convoyed by men who could sled a boat
or boat a sled with equal facility, and slosh
through some way. Weeks later, at St.
Paul, the rail transport member of certain
pooled interests—the Canadian-American
Railway Syndicate—sat up and took notice
of the eastward trend of the drift. Claren-
don, their V, P., handling the northern ex-
tensions project, was sent personally first
to Duluth, where he conferred for two hours
with the president and chairman of the
board of a certain holding company for sev-
eral iron-interest corporations concerned.
There was not even a confidential secretary
present.

Both the chairman of the board and Clar-
endon then took a late afternoon train for
Chicago and asked for an immediate con-
ference with representatives of financial
powers merged to break the hold of the ex-
isting trust upon the useful metal reserves
of the Northwest. An hour later, after some
veiled talk over private phones, four elderly
men left buildings in the banking district,
got into waiting motors, and—within a few
minutes of each other—entered a skyscraper,
ascended to the sixteenth floor—that highly
concentrated, executive sixteenth floor—and
the first conference was on. Finally Heath-
ering himself, on the top floor of the same
building, had to be summoned into the game.

Plis chief secretary, Farwell, from his own
room, answered the switchboard operator in
the entrance suite, who gave him a message
from the sixteenth floor. Farwell went into
Mr. Heathering’s office.

“James Otis Oldway, speaking from the
Central Trust executive offices, asks to speak
to you at once over your private wire.”

“All right,” said Heathering instantly. He
took his desk phone, ordered the connec-
tion made, and, chewing his cigar, listened—
a tail, graceful, somewhat gray man with

deep-set brown eyes, bland-faced when good-
humored except for the almost constant play
of the concentration lines between and above
his brows. He frowned slightly as he lis-
tened, and his strong teeth took a deeper
hold on his cigar. Otherwise he showed no
irritation.

“Now,” concluded Ordway, “if its true
that the proposed route must be substan-
tially changed at the northern end the lower
end may have to be changed too, and that
brings new competitive problems with the
opposition that will have to be met at this
late day. The trending eastward of the ore
reserves is not so serious—at least not so
immediate a difficulty, though it will have
to be met, too.”

“Sure of your
snapped Heathering.

“They are confidential, long-service men
of the C. A. R. S, with a technical represen-
tative of the water-transport interests con-
stantly with them.”

“Better all come up at once,” decided
Heathering. Hanging up, he jammed Far-
well’s button.

“Meeting of iron-projects interests here
immediately. See that they enter directly
from the corridor with at least a two-min-
ute interval between. No communication
except for vital business from their private

engineers, up there?”

offices. And no stenographer. Stay your-
self.” A smile wreathed his face as he
added: “I’ve given my word to my family

—theyVve been six years in extracting it
from me—that I’ll take a wvacation with
them in June. Looks as if they’ll have to
take it with me.”

Thirty minutes later, the conferees having
left Heathering’s office two minutes apart,
Farwell got into communication with the
law offices of Wells, Barling & Heathcote,
personal counselors of James M. Heathering,
and summoned the senior member,

“Hullo, Wells!” said Heathering, giving
his hand to the portly lawyer. “Smoke? In
the matter of these options, rights of way,
and so on, in the Canadian ferric deposits
and the waterways. A—eh—new feature
has developed that requires that we deter-
mine exactly hov; far eastward of the line
of main holdings of our Iron Deposits Syn-
dicate we have extended our control, or po-
tential control.”

“Why. the ground was pretty well cov-
ered last fall. What seems to be the trou-
ble.”
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“Why, primarily the field men, | should
say,” replied Heathering with some irrita-
tion. “Hampered by the forest cover, of
course, but—well, they find now that the
lines of heaviest deposits swing more to
the eastward and will probably have to be
handled from that side on the Tutowa River
waters—I believe it is. That shifts the
transport system, and the question is as to
the rights of way there.” He frowned.
“Even the ore lands themselves may not be
all covered by the options, although, in order
to be entirely safe, I gave instructions------ ”

“Which were carried out, I'm sure. My
understanding was that you wished to cover
both sides as well as the line itself.”

“Precisely, and as this appears to be a
considerable swerving to one side, you've got
to see what you have on that side of the
north portion of the tract and build on to
it if necessary. More secrecy than ever will
have to be used now since——" He paused,
revolving the cigar in his mouth. It is a
cardinal policy of the Heatherings when ex-
plaining a function required that one octo-
pus limb shall know as little as possible of
the movements of other limbs. “Since with
the passage of time many clews to our plans
must naturally have leaked out here and
there. Now, the fact is. as you know, for
you personally drew the contracts, we are
committed to the absolute delivery of the
rights of way and ail necessary collateral
rights and franchises on long-term leases of
all tributary ore reserves.”

“But if the mistake in their location has
been made by others------ ”

“That has been my affair, too,” smiled
Heathering. “The details are irrelevant, but
again the fact is the ore people, through cer-
tain other contracts, look to us also.”

“Heathcote has been handling the title
and rights-of-way matters,” said Wells.
“He was up there personally several times
last summer and fall. I'll get him busy at
once.”

“The utmost celerity, Weils. Spare noth-
ing. 1ve got to have them complete if it
involves, as | have no doubt it will, my per-
sonal attention in the North.”

“Oh, | hope not, Mr. Heathering,” pro-
tested his lawyer, almost perspiring at the
idea.

Richard H. Heathcote, junior partner of
Wells, Barling & Heathcote, was not averse
to extra work. Work of any sort, mental or
mphysical—he was rather distinguished as an

outdoor man—was pleasure to him. But
so was dancing with certain people. And
the night of the day following the secret con-
ference of the iron-project interests was to
be a very gala occasion among some of the
most  exclusive of Chicagos exclusive
wealthy; and “certain people” were sure to
be there. Heathcote, however, sipping cof-
fee at nine o'clock, dictating abstracts, scru-
tinizing lists of township descriptions typed
for him by many clerks of the firm—whose
offices were all alight—rather doubted
whether he’d be there. But there was a
chance of it, so he was in evening clothes,
though he had shifted into an office jacket
when he returned after a hasty dinner served
in his own apartments at the Lawyers' Ciub.

At ten o’clock the prospects were better
—he had a really remarkable capacity for
work. Before eleven-thirty he saw the end.
The night was still young. He rang for a
taxi, and while waiting gave final instruc-
tions to the faithful chief clerk of the firm
to put the finished results on Mr. Wells' desk
in the morning. Then he was on.

He walked nimbly up the awning-covered
stairs into a gayly lit mansion, tossed his
coat and hat to an attendant, and reached
the ballroom between dances. As luck
would have it, Miss Clara Heathering. who
was especially one of the “certain people,”
was almost alone, not more than half a
dozen youths hemming her in. While they
were not exactly callow, these young gen-
tlemen, by contrast with the handsome
junior partner in Chicago's greatest law
firm, were in a sense negligible. He cordi-
ally shook hands with Miss Heathering—a
glowing, dark-eyed beauty of nineteen—and
glanced at her card a? though he hoped
against hopelessness. She laughed in frank
amusement.

“How many other affairs have you taken
in to-night?” she asked. *“And have you
reserved this for the last and least or last
and best?”

“Miss Heathering,” said Heathcote gal-
lantly, “since I knew you were to be here,
can you fancy that anything short of your
father’s vital interests could have kept me
away so long?”

“Mr. Richard H.
lightly courtsied.

He bowed again.

She raised her finger. “Don’t presume
to hint that my father intrusts any vital
interests to so young a man.” She meant to

Heathcote!”  She
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a “junior” anything, Heathcote knew, but
he was not sensitive. He did not need to
be. His position was an assured one both
socially and professionally.

“By the way”—a thought suddenly oc-
curred to her—*1 have a fancy it’s some-
thing to do with mines in the North.”
Daughter of her father, she said it in a
lower voice. “He’ hinted that our sum-
mering this year, which we bullied him into
promising to share with us, may be way up
in Canada where some of his bunch are
doing things.”

Heathcote laughed. “ ‘Some of his bunch,
as you disrespectfully term the most frown-
ingly portentous magnates of the West, are
doing things always and everywhere. Your
father must have a lot of trust in your dis-
cretion, Miss Heathering, to take you into
his confidence.”

“His confidence!” she echoed ruefully.
“He does not. Father’s an old dam. What
I said was all he told us. So,” she added
with an angelic smile, “I thought I’d pump

you.”

“U-m, try to, you mean,” countered
Heathcote. “Devoutly as | worship you, my
dear Miss Heathering, and all that------

However, as long as he’s mentioned it to
you there’ll be no harm in saying that he
does appear to be concentrating his attention
on something up there. But you do me too
much honor in assuming that | know what
or why. | had charge of the acquiring of
some rights in some lands in that region. |
was up there. Charming country. No end
of fishing, hunting, paddling.”

“Oh, 1d love it,” cried Clara with en-
thusiasm. Her partner had claimed her, but
she held him off for yet another moment
by an imperious gesture of her lovely arm.
“I do hope we’ll go. With father, too. Can
you imagine him in such an environment?”

“I’'m more interested in imagining myselj
in it—if you go.”

“Is there any chance? That would be
nice, experienced woodsman as you are.”

Once more he bowed. “If there's any
tangle in the titles, I rather fancy I'd have
to go. It would be—not nice, but------ 7 He
picked words now as Clara might have se-
lected bonbons. “Deliriously enchanting.”
And he gave her a look of half serious adora-
tion.

“How loveAy” she acknowledged with
mock emphasis, dropping him another little
curtsy from the arm of her captor.

CHAPTER III.
A BEAUTIFUL ANIMAL.

Roads end at Minsington, forty-three
miles from the most northerly of Canada’s
rail lines in that region. At least, all motor
roads end there. Woods roads, mostly aban-
doned, might be found, or an occasional
straggling horse or ox-team approach to
some outpost of the hardy rancher, reclaim-
ing a bit of the wild. But the village, half
trading post, half prospectors’ winter quar-
ters, and Indian settlement, remained the
virtual bridgehead into an unconquered wil-
derness.

It was here that once yearly for many
years Straive and his young son, accom-
panied by their Indians, had received their
supplies sent them by an agent in an Ameri-
can city. Latterly the younger Straive, now
man-grown, had come without his father.
But he followed exactly in his father’s foot-
steps in his dealing with the few denizens
of the hamlet. He was not shy or, if he
was, none knew it. But he was strange
—a thing little to be wondered at; and he
was liked as a wild thing of gentle aspect
is liked—the more, perhaps, from the pity
its wildness so curiously evokes.

This year he came, as usual, with pelts
to trade and a list of goods to receive from
the log freight shed of the river men. But
all knew his father was long dead. Indians
had told it, and a stray white trapper con-
firmed it with the first breaking of the dog
trail well before Christmas. To Eric’s wild-
ness had now been added the character of
the solitary, and he was spoken to with a
new constraint.

His freight had not arrived. The war
that had long involved Canada had spread
to the States, his birthland. Papers and
magazines he saw were full of it—of the
scarcity of men, of railroads behind time. It
was no wonder the big batteaus were late.
He retired to his camp on Long Lake, three
miles away and idled in a mood of listless
melancholy. His “crew,” John Skimperim-
ish and his cousin, Isaac Sohosbim, visited
with oid native friends in the environs of
the village

It was early in June and the woods were
alight with a new green foliage that bright-
ened the dark-hued conifers, and colorful
underfoot with a weft of spring flowers in
its carpeted aisles Young Straive in the
late afternoon followed an old bear trail
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up through the brush a mile or more from
his secluded camp to a rocky eminence be-
neath which was the long-abandoned lair of
generations of trail-makers. He had no
though! of these. It was the rock itself he
liked, of which there was too little to suit
him in this forest-covered land.

Up from the timber shades, out upon the
lower slopes of the sun-dazzled granite,
walked a slender girl. A moment she paused,
bewildered at the sudden apparition of the
rocks. She shaded her eyes with her hands,
looked through the treetops at Long Lake,
and, apparently satisfied that this was her
objective, plucked something from her
dainty walking boots, adjusted the leggings
above them, and walked on.

It vras a strange sight to Eric, who had
watched her intently over the roof of the
old bear cave. Annually he had seen a few
village slatterns; oftenor than this Indian
women, seldom young, their bodies always
of the shape of thick, short slabs. This fe-
male, whom he could see was very young,
reminded him somewhat of a panther, still
more of a deer. He followed her instantly
and, overtaking her before she heard his al-
most silent footfall, seized his cap and tossed
it on the ground—for he was not an ill-read
youth and knew of this ceremony of uncov-
ering the head.

She swung round upon him in time to see
this performance, which somewhat reassured
her, though the manner of his greeting was
no less singular than his whole appearance.
She looked him over with considerable as-
surance for, as the daughter of Janies M.
Heathering, she had had no experience of
rudeness. She was not a timid girl, and her
impressions of this accoster were curious
rather than alarming.

He was dressed entirely in soft, gray,
tanned deerskin, with long shoepacks on his
legs. His hair, light and curly, was short,
and his clear, sun-browned face was clean
shaven. He had a cool, imperturbable look
in his singularly clear gray eyes—a look she
could not fathom. His costume, which he
wore with a supple, easy grace, she took in
at a glance and thought no more of it. But
the look of his eye almost fascinated her.

“Who are you?” he asked casually.

“Well,” she replied, a little nettled,
“might | ask who you are, sir?”

“My name is Eric,” he answered evenly.

“l am Miss Heathering,” she returned,
somewhat grudgingly. She missed the verbal

deference to which she was accustomed even
in chance encounters.

“That means nothing to me,” he informed
her. “1 know nobody.”

“Indeed,” she replied. She knew not
whether to be the more amused or disquieted
by this singular young woodsman.

He stepped dose to her and felt the tex-
ture of her soft brown flannel waist, at which
an instinct told her not to spring away.
He stooped lower and felt her skiri, and
then she drew back. It was with difficulty
she did so slowly.

“HI not hurt you,” he promised. “We
have never hurt any live things, father and
I, unless we needed to eat them. Oh, it's
quite true,” he hastened to assure her, as
he«saw her gasp. “Stand still,” he said, as
he plucked her plaid cap from her head—
and would have fingered her coiled brown
hair, but she sprang farther back and looked
wildly around for an instant as if about
to run.

Although he did not understand her
alarm, for he himself saw and heard noth-
ing, he caught her look and purpose, and
resolved to allay her fears. So he made a
stride to her side and took her entirely in
his arms.

“You are perfectly safe,” he repeated with
a soothing emphasis. "Don't struggle,” he
admonished, as she summoned her puny
strength against him.  "There's nothing
around here that can hurt you.”

She ceased struggling for a moment and
looked up in his face. Astonishment began
to replace terror. Always before a girl of
definite judgments, she found herself now
in a stutter of bewilderment. What was
this fellow—Ilunatic or libertine? Brute or
idiot? Egomaniac or wild practical joker?

His gray eyes flashed at the thought of
harm to this lithe, soft female. “I’ll not let
anything hurt you. no, indeed,” he repeated,
as he pressed her most protectingly. For a
moment, resigned to the inevitable, she had
ceased to struggle. And he gave her an
awkward pat on her soft, dark hair, motived
half in Kkindness, halt in curiosity. She
closed her eyes. Her face and neck were
pink.

“There,” he said, “that's right.”

Instantly she stiffened again and opened
blazing eyes.

“Let me go!” she panted.

“Of course, if you’re no longer afraid.”
And he released her and smiled. She took
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one backward step and glared up in his
cairn face.

“How—dare you!”
glowed wrathfully.

“What is that?” He looked perplexed
again—she seemed angry with him!

“Youll smart for this,” she threatened in
a low voice. Whereat she turned abruptly
and walked rapidly off toward Long Lake.
His thick brows drew together a moment—
always a trick of them when thought or feel-
ing pressed. Then he followed and shortly
overtook her. She had found no path, and
though the timber here was well spaced,
ts]mall growth and brush waited to ensnare
er.

“1 prefer to walk alone,” she threw at
him over her shoulder. Nevertheless, he
took her by the arm and halted her. She
faced him again, breathing rapidly.

“Are you sure you know where you are
going, young white woman?”

This lime she searched his face long in
the deepening dusk. He took the scrutiny
with a simple, good-humored patience and
waited for her reply. She shook her head
baffled. Her fears, however, had gone—
why, she hardly knew.

“I'm going back,” she answered steadily,
“to the camping place of my party, on the
shore of the lake. | came from there an
hour or two ago. If you are wise you will
let me go alone.”

Eric was puzzled. He knew little of peo-
ple who do not know where they are going,
and, of course, there was no party camped
at Long Lake.

“You are mistaken,” he said. “There's
only my little camp at the lake, yonder.
You are welcome to come there till morning,
if you wish------ ?

She shrank from him, and he let go her
arm instantly.

“But wouldn’t you prefer to tell me more
of this party of yours, so I could help you
find them?”

She turned helplessly and looked about
her. “l saw the lake distinctly from the
rocks. It was in this direction.”

“Yes, Long Lake is there,” he informed
her. “Is it possible you mean Deep Water
Lake?”

“Yes,” she exclaimed eagerly, “we are
camped on Deep Water Lake.”

“You've become turned around, white
girl,” said Eric gravely. “What did you
say they call you?”

Her brown eyes

Clara almost smiled.

“That’s very long.
name like Eric?”

“Of course,” she admitted, biting her lip.
‘But none but my personal friends make
use of it. Please tell me where Deep Water
Lake is.”

“It’s growing dark,” he reminded her,
“and you seem to get turned around easily.
You’ll probably sleep in the bush to-night
if 1 turn you loose.”

“Oh, don’t!” she entreated, her
swerving.

“It’s not so very far. Come along,” he
said, and he took her hand and started back
toward the rocks. “How far from the end
of the lake are you camped?”

"Oh, half a mile, perhaps. Just far
enough up to be pretty.” An uneasy self-
consciousness—master bane of her kind—
disturbed her. “The way is not rough. You
dont have to hold my hand, do you?”

He looked down upon her in surprise, as
he released her hand. “Oh, no,” he ad-
mitted. “It seemed more natural that way
—and pleasant, too!” One probing glance
she flashed him, and then followed at his
side for many minutes.

Neither had spoken as he guided her
skillfully among branching forest paths. 1'he
take was visible now, reflecting the last
light in the sky. In the woods it had grown
almost dark. Feeling quite safe, she could
no longer refrain from tampering with the
enigma.

“Fra glad 1 had to walk with you,” she
finally decided to say. “It’s given me a
chance to find out that you aren’t continu-
ously brutal, at least.”

“Brutal!l” he echoed, as if he could not
have understood-the word.

“Don’t you call it brutal to take hold of a
girls clothes; to suddenly—hug her, and—
toy with her hair?”

“Why. | supposed you were afraid of
something that you thought you saw or
heard.”

"I saw and heard no other animal but
you,” she spitefully assured him.

“I like your saying that,” he said, without
a touch of irony. “Do you know | always
feel 1’'m an animal; that we all are?”

“You do feel your Kinship with the brute,
then?”

“Oh, | never think of them as brutes.
Your saying brutal a moment ago had quite
a different meaning.”

“Miss Heathering.”
Havent you a first

fears
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One aspect of the enigma was that his
unbelievable crudity extended neither to his
speech nor his faculties. His language, she
noted, was equal or superior to her own, and
he exhibited now and then a flashing acumen.

"You think, then, it was animal of you but
not brutal?”

‘Something like that—or, at least, if it
hadn’t been just protecting you.”

“But if it wasn't protection?” Her femi-
nine finger had to return again and again to
the edged tool, touching it ever so lightly.

He frowned, and walked on with her,
thinking. "Just at the end it wasn’t pro-
tection. | saw you were no longer afraid,
for your eyes closed and your muscles re-
laxed. You seemed to fit closely to me then,
like warm, soft metal in a bullet mold.”

She was glad it was nearly dark, for she
felt herself flushing with humiliation and
anger.

"That, 1 suppose, was animallir.c -both
of us.”

"Oh,” she whispered furiously, "1 could
------ ” The lured edge had cut the little in-
quisitive finger. She remembered the mo-
ment—the moment of yielding to the power-
ful arms of this young masculine creature
of the natural world. And she loathed them
both for it.

"Yes,” he mused, "that’s the queer put
of it. You changed again at once and
seemed afraid of me—and angry, as you
seem to be now.”

"Seem to be!” she almost hissed. A mo-
ment later she could have bitten her tongue,
for he misunderstood her.

"Was it only ‘seemed to be?’” he asked,
quite relieved. “Then you acted it very

well. But that is the way of females, some-
times. | have watched their acting with the
males. You see,” he added gravely, “we
arc animals.”

"Oh. oh!” she sobbed with rage and
shame. He looked at her with hurt amaze-

ment, despairing of understanding what had
happened.

“But—but”—he floundered, putting his
arm out toward her compassionately—
“surely this isn’t more acting? You seem
really------ ”

“Brute!” gasped Miss  Heathering
hoarsely. “Barbarian!”” She broke from his
friendly hand and ran to the shore of the
lake.

Glancing first up and then down, she saw
the camp, its tents softly aglow from the

light of camp fires between. In five min-
utes she had slipped into her own tent, un-
observed, and when her mother sent to find
her she had wrought a facial alchemy that
removed all traces of her first tilt with a
superprimitive. She told her mother, who
was not easily frightened, that she had had
so entertaining a walk she hardly realized
how late it was.

CHAPTER IV.
YOUTH AND THE STARS.

As motionless as an Indian. Eric watched
her disappear. He knew she would see her
camp when she emerged from the bush.
Then he rethreaded the forest mazes with
a woodcraft bred in him from his babyhood.
It was well that this was now instinctive, for
he gave little conscious thought to the paths
he followed through the darkness.

Here was a new thing in his life. Clara
Hfathering might indeed be said to he not
only the first woman but the fir-i person to
enter it since Elliott Straive, faithful to the
self-imposed covenant of a recluse, had
taken his three-year-old son to dwell with
him in the wilderness.

A long winter and spring alme in the
big log house, with only the two faithful old
servitors, had brought to the youth mr.,;y
realizations. His father had betn the moM
of Eric’s human wmld, and his father was
gone forever. It took him months to gain
from that momentous fact the meanings it
possessed for him and his future. The let-
ter written him by his father two year- be-
fore his death had done little to aid Eric
to any resolution, for he thought only of
the man who wrote it; pondered, brooded
only upon the life they had lived together.
He knew he must read it again with a differ-
ent purpose. And now. a; he trod the dark-
ened glades that purpose quickened.

"Brute, animal, barbarian.” What did it
all mean? Pie had rarely questioned the
dictum of his father that it was such as they
that lived as God willed, find that the
strange, the unnatural, lives were those of
the teeming multitudes of the southern lands
whence came the cases of provisions, the
woven garments aunt Mary could not fash-
ion for them, and the books—so haul, often,
to comprehend, to really comprehend, even
with such aids as the big dictionary, the
atlas, and the encyclopedia.

He strode into his lonely camp where soli-
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tude, of late grown insupportable, was beau-
tifully welcome now. Dewy stars, un-
dimmed by moonlight, shouiu be sole com-
panions to a new communing with the past,
lie built a lire for light, lay upon his wolf
robe, and reread the letter of his father—a
great sprawled figure, earnest, intent. Long
he conned it, striving for vision:

Mv Bov: Advancing years and that uhi had
Lean <u mine warn me that 1 may die at any
time and leave you alone. When that time
comes, and after, you will try to recall whai 1
have nuight you of tile vital things of life. This
k-rur then will aid you.

Act tluse spacious lands we have loved: not
anything 1 can leave you in the outside world;
nor anything in that world itself, can give you
happiness, unless you can have peace within.
That peace must he watchfully guarded and—
true of all peace—sturdily fought for if need
he. Tile lands and such other things as tire
yours by inheritance: Baker, our man of affairs
in Winnipeg, will see to faithfully. But 1 could
make no provision for your immortal stud. |
con'd indy watch over and train you according
to my light, and give you this last reminder of
the things | taught you.

That 1am your father is no narrantv of the
v, isdom of my words, for 1 am only one intel-
ligence in a world of millions. And that you
know me as few sons have ever known their

fathers should mean to you only tint! | speak
with conviction and sincerity, and with your
good at heart. Give to my words, iherelore,

eei’y ;hcir intrinsic weight, according to your
powers of fudging them. And let them serve
also as the key to the motive and purpose of
that strange life we have lived together, with
its dent precepts and its hard practices.

I'n kill out fear! This has been our supreme
object, our final goal. It was easy for me to
train you to it because you were a plastic child,
and your inherited traits, thank God, are far
less mine that, those of your intrepid mother.
But So train myself? 1, that was horn and
brought up, schooled and drilled, in the hideous
obsession of cowardice! Only you know the
racks and torments that this resolution brought
upon me. Those wrestlings of the spirit with
the fifth may have shortened my life here on
the (grill, for which—except for you—1 care
little. But they have made me in some measure
master of mvsclf and given me freedom, and
this is the better and greater life. As briefly
as i etui, and yet be plain, let me restate the
past.

Your mother, linding her life linked to that
of a coward, died. 1 verily believe; of grief. Of
that cowardice 1 could not write. | told you
of it on your eighteenth birthday. Tor expia-
tion ! made an oath over the dead form of your
mother that | would rear her son to be the kind
ol man she would bate prayed High Heaven
to make him. To succeed in that undertaking
there was needed, ] soon saw, example as well
as precept, j. too, therefore, must become a
man of truth and courage.

I had lost what 1 most valued in life, and |
was sick of a world peopled mostly by cowards

like myself, and worse—by liars, hypocrites, and
sneaks. But 1 did not seek this solitude on that
account alone. To do so might have meant a
greater wrong to you than 1 had done your
mother. No, my conviction was that it would
lie far easier to mold you here than in the soci-
ety of the world. Why? Because in the world
every iniluence would tend to crush out your
every natural instinct and aspiration toward
truth, honesty, courage—manhood. While |
might strive one way, the whole work! would
conspire to thwart me! And | feared mvself
as well.

1 knew the disadvantages of such a course.
Though you have much knowledge that is in
books, and all that i could personally give you,
you tiro utterly' ignorant of that greater body of
practical knowdodge called knowledge of the
world. 1f you go out into that w'orld—as | hope
you will, according to your desire and choice—>
your portion will be buffets, pain, and grief,
perhaps, and disillusion surely. This, however,
though no doubt in less measure, is the com-
mon lot of all young men and women once
thrust from the shelter of their homes. But,
long deliberated, it became my final judgment
that a lad trained as 1 could train you here
would meet the world’s comaininalious with a
clean, triumphant strength impossible to one
steeped in the taints of human society, i be-
lieve | have succeeded. It may he only tin mis-
taken pride of a father, hut J think 1| see in
you—and | would that your mother could see it
with tleshlv eyes—the true portraiture of that
erect, incorruptible, and tearless being "made
in the image ol God."

That God to us, my sun, Is Truth and t mil*
age. As to love—it is locked in every human
heart. Its fountains supernal, Truth and four-
age, will set it flowing, 'iea, pour hut the-r be-
tween the black lips of shipwrecked man and
he will no longer rend and consume his Inviiher.

Truth and tMurage. Be these, and attain your
human godhood.

May the Almighty bless you and bring you
to your blessed mother. Ik.non at>\ve.

Far into the night he lay awake and
looked at the stars. That world, that hur-
rying, breathless, infinitely complicated
world of the books was an actual world. She
was of it—that young white woman—
strange, illogical, contradictory—ice and
fire, smiles and tears, rage and laughter, si-
lent blushes and haughty disdain. The en-
tering of a world of which this inexplicable
creature was a part would call most certainly
for courage. And truth? He fear®!—no,
he did not fear—but he Knew that truth
would be hard!

His imagination kindled at the thought of
plunging into the world. His body trem-
bled with eagerness, his heart beat faster,
daring danced in his eyes. The old log
house, the clearing, the guns and boats, the
rivers and lakes and black, drowsing woods
—these were his home and always should be..
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But they were empty now. The old com-
rade was gone, and had bidden him depart,
it he would, and play the giants' game. Yes,
it would ever be his home—a place of rest
and quiet. But he wanted work, not rest.
For his blood was young; his blood was up.
He clenched his hand at the old stars—as
youth has done eternally. And his fist, still
clenched, dropped at length on his slumber-
ing breast.

CHAPTER V.
CANVAS LUXURY.

Nothing pertaining to the widely ramify-
ing interests of James M. Hcathering lacked
organi,cation. And the camping trip of his
family, though essentially a private interest,
had been arranged with thorough compe-
tence and skill.

His characteristically brief instructions
had been: “Pitch your first camp where the
waterways converge at the head of the motor
roads. Provide a double equipment for my
family and throw it on ahead before camp
is moved, so that complete quarters will al-
ways be ready and waiting for them.
Though this is a hunting and fishing trip,
mind you, you’ll take your route and any
special instructions from one of the project
engineers that are working further up, whom
I shall detail for the purpose. You wall,
however, be responsible for the safety and
order of the camp.”

Mainhall, to whom these instructions were
crisply given, was himself a superintendent
of transportation on a lakes branch of a
Heathering-controllcd railroad. It was a
rather small game of management to him,
but the novelty of it rather intrigued his
fancy, and he put all his skill at work on
the job. Of course, he hadn’t the slightest
idea what it was all about, but he didnt
need In, because he was brought by one of
the Heathering secretaries to one of the
Hcathering country estate managers, who
conferred with him on all matters of equip-
ment in any way involving the tastes and
desires of Mr. Heathering’s family, and he
issued rush orders to the proper Chicago, St.
Paul and Milwaukee concerns for tents,
boats, and various—in fact, multifarious—e
impedimenta.

The first camp having been duly set up,
Mrs. Heathering, Miss Heathering, and the
two younger Heathering children, with sun-
dry of their personal houseservants, got out

of very heavy touring cars and inspected
the camp with exclamations of delight. A
camp on a pretty lake is always a delight to
Heatherings when they first see it, and for
an indefinite number of minutes afterward—
reaching often into hours, sometimes into
days, and—history has recorded—into a
week or two, even.

The next day, Beckwith H. Hammond,
water transport engineer of the Central Can-
ada Iron Projects Syndicate, reached Min-
sington from the Northwest, found Main-
hall, they exhibited their credentials, which
were in the form of letters of introduction,
which they presented to each other, and then
Hammond directed Mainhall to proceed in
all about thirty miles in a general north-
northwesterly direction by the chain of wa-
terways of the western branch of the Tutowa
River. He himself, with his assistants,
would be working south, southeastward
from the other way—which he did not tell
Mainhall, Mainhall not needing to know.

“Better get a guide,” he added. “From
here up there are probably no settlers at
all. It’s as nearly virgin country as you’l
find anywhere in central Canada.”

Hammond was off again in the afternoon.
An hour or more before Clara essayed her
first stunt in woodcraft.

Very early next morning, Mainhall saun-
tered into the village in search of a guide.
The Minsington trader spat, and named an
Indian who might go.

“Hell,” said Mainhall, “1 want a white
man.”

“Ain't many of them around here for any
purpose, mister,” was the reply. “And none
that knows them string of lakes beyond close
to here. Though there’s young Straive. Fie
knows all that country, of course—if he’d
go.”

“How can | find him?”

“Why, he’s camped------ ”  He looked out
a side door. “Hey, there, old John,” he
called an old Indian walking soberly by.
“Will you take this man to young Straive’
camp out to the lake, wherever it is?”

Eric was eating a late breakfast when his
uncle John Skirnperimish came up the shore
trail convoying a red-bearded and highly
executive-looking man of about forty who
introduced himself:

“Mainhall; Minnesota; moving some city
people up into the back country, and need
a guide.”

“Sit,” said Eric. His father had taught
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him the commoner courtesies, but he rarely
had occasion to use them. He was glad
he remembered what to say.

“The people in the village could perhaps
tell you of a guide.'l

"They told me you were the only one
around here right now who knows the water-
ways of the region to the north and west.”

It was a novel idea to Eric. *“You want
»’e t0 act as a guide?'l

"Why, yes. if you can and will.”

“Oh, | know the woods and water,” re-
plied the young man. He smiled a little
sadly. “It's about, all | do know. Where
do you wish to go?”

"Can't sav exactly.” admitted Mainhail.
“They are a party of very wealthy, very
hard-to-got-at Chicago people who want to
do a little fishing and hunting—for their
health.”

“For their health?” repeated Eric sympa-
thetically. “That's too bad.'l

“Oh, they're all right,” Mainhail dryly
assured him.

“Where are they?”
idea,

“Near
Lake.”

He would have asked if the party included
a p'.umpiy slender young woman with brown
eyes and a plaid cap worn over a billow of
brown hair. But he felt a quite unaccount-
able hesitation to speak of this. Besides, he
was quite sure of it, anyhow. He thought
very rapidly in the next few moments.

He knew that when the outfit came John
and his cousin could take it home. And
there was no reason at all why he should
not get his next lessons in worldly lore from
the companions of the little person who had
given him his first. Also—there was a de-
gree of pertinacity in the youth—he would
like to unravel the mysteries that were
wrapped up in the quixotic behavior of that
young person!

“Oh, very well,” agreed Eric. “If ail you
want of me is information about the water-
ways I'll go along.1

“And your price?”

“Money, you mean—for that?” Eric
smiled at the absurdity of it. “Oh, |
couldn’t expect money for just telling you
what | happen to know. Besides, | dont
need any money. | have plenty.”

Mainhail eyed him suspiciously.
was his game, he wondered.

“1 shall have to leave the camp outfit with

Eric had a sudden

the lower end of Deep Water
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my men here, though,” Eric remembered, “so
if 3ou don’t mind I’ll take my meals with
the rest of you.”

The superintendent of transport grinned.
“Vou look a husky young brute to book up
as 'board and lodging only,” but / should
worry!” And telling Eric to report that
afternoon, he genially grunted a “Good
morning” and was off.

Eric threw his few personal belongings
into a clean muslin sack, wrapped it in his
robe which he strapped to his back, and
looked up his uncle John whom he gave
sundry instructions and said good-by. Then
he took the road to Deep Water Lake.

As he approached the scene of hjs very
first employment, he was astonished at the
size and elaborateness of the “camp.” Tents,
large and small, dotted a long acre of lake
front, below the road; but they were con-
spicuously divided into two groups. The
nearer, which was also the smaller, group
consisted of a number of very pretty tents
among the trees, shaded with “flies,” which
projected, awninglike, over the front en-
trances, a large dining tent—as Eric sur-
mised it to be—and a few small tents, un-
protected by flies, set humbly in the rear
of the dining room. These—as Eric could
not know—housed the select retinue of house
servants of the Heathering family. The
larger group beyond Eric was quite at a
loss to explain. Not that he failed to recog-
nize it as the quarters of the various as-
sistants and helpers which so large a camp
must require. It was the very distinct sepa-
ration of the two groups that raised instant
question in his alert and active mind.

He strolled at once toward the nearer
group, and as he passed around the cor-
ner of the pretty little tents, he beheld a
half-grown girl swinging idly in a hammock
and teasing an abbreviated and very fanci-
ful caricature of a dog. Eric surveyed the
creature with amusement, and then glanced
inquiringly at Sylvia, the twelve-vear-old
daughter of James M. Heathering. He liked
the crisp freshness of her frock and her
pretty face.

“Hullo,” he said.

“Hullo,” said Sylvia.
whimsically at the dog.

Eric again looked

“Well, what do you think of him?” Syl-
via was pithy and pointed.

“l suppose he’s some kind of dog.”

Sylvia sniffed. “I1l say he is. He takes

all the prizes in his class.”
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“Prizes in his class?” Eric had read of
school prizes. “You don’t mean to say
he goes to school?”

“Stupid!” exclaimed Sylvia with delighted
disgust. “At the bench shows, of course.”

Eric tried to recall what these were.

“Where did you get those clothes?” asked
Sylvia.

“QOil, we make them at home,” replied
Eric. “My Indian aunt makes them.”

“Oh, does she? Isn’t that great! |
started the Leatherstocking Tales as soon as
mother said we were going to the North
Woods. | sent Maida, my maid, to the
bookstore to buy them. Do you Kill Indians
or white settlers?”

“Neither—yet,”
amused.

“Well, anyhow,” she hurried on, regard-
ing the young woodsman with a far from
unf-iendly eye, “whatever you are, youd
better beat it to the servants’ part of the
camp before mother catches you here. She’ll
swoon! ”

Just then a boy of ten, completely togged
in the finest Boy Scout raiment, came up
on a shaggy Canadian pony. He almost
yelled with delight when he had given Eric’s
costume his once-over.

“Voure mine,” he asserted with convic-
tion. “Just the kind of a guy I've been
looking for all day.”

“Who are you children talking to out
there?” came a woman’s voice, with an in-
flection of lazy curiosity.

“Come and see, mother,” called back
young Roswell Heathering with vim. And
presemly a handsome, slightly gray woman
with an exceedingly cold blue eye, came
languif% from an adjoining tent and looked
Eric over in a very leisurely fashion. Eric
was petting the good-humored canine mon-
strosity.

“Come away, Yucatan,” she called to it
imperiously, as though she feared Eric might
give it ileas. To Eric she said with crisp
brev-hv: “Eh—what is it?”

“What is what?” asked Eric.

Mrs. !leathering slightly raised her eye-
brows. Then she looked—almost amused.
To almost amuse Mrs. James M. Heather-
ing was a social feat. But, of course, Eric
could not know what he had accomplished.

"I meant, what do you wish?” elucidated
the lady. “Or”—as the absurdity of his
having any business with them occurred to
her—*have you lost your way?”

admitted Eric, much

Eric smiled at that. *“Oh, no,” he said.
“I'm sure this is the place. Unless there
are two big camps on the lake here. Oh!”
he exclaimed, catching sight of Clara Heath-
ering who came suddenly up in an abbrevi-
ated skirt—and the balance of a most be-
comingly pretty riding costume. *“Hullo,
young woman!”

CHAPTER VI.

Clara’s class in classes.

Clara froze solid in her tracks—a pretty
bird charmed to immobility by a serpent
presence. It seemed so, at least, to the elder
woman who looked from one to the other
with something like actual interest. Her
disapproving eyes remained on Clara.

“You seem to know each other,” she ob-
served incredulously.

“l can’t say that | do,” answered Clara
haughtily. “This man showed me the way
back to the lake last night, that was all. It
was very kind of him.” And she walked
rapidly past her mother and entered the
tent—and stood just inside the door of it
and listened, her face flushed and angry.

Eric’s eyes followed her with a very frank,
very disturbed regret.

“l had nothing to do,” he told Mrs.
Heathering. “There was no particular kind-
ness in it.”

The mother of a very pretty girl finds
little difficulty in explaining a situation like
this.  Nevertheless, Mrs. Heathering was
angry. The fellow was, of course, presum-
ing on the strength of a chance service.

“On the contrary, it was very kind,” she
assured Eric, the chill of absolute zero in
her voice and manner, “but------ ”  She
paused and raised her eyebrows significantly
—as she supposed!

“But what?” asked the youth, who was
accustomed to plain and completed sen-
tences.

Mrs. Heathering flushed. Very well, then,
if she must say it: “But you will excuse us
now, | am sure.” She turned to the young-
sters. “Come away, children, and get ready
for dinner.”

Eric was trying to make out what the
offense had been for which this queer,
elderly, dressed-up woman asked him to
excuse her, when up came Mainhall, who
had been eying the scene from a little dis-
tance.

“You’ve strayed into the wrong part,
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young man,” he said in a brisk, businesslike
way. He entered with his big felt hat in
his hand. “A guide that I employed this
morning, Mrs. lieathering,” he said to the
lady, who paused a moment in her retreat.
“Not accustomed to this sort of thing, |
suspect.”

When the two men had left, Mrs. Heather-
ing turned to the children.

“You had better not make so free with
every chance person up here,” she admon-
ished with vexation.

“He isn’t a chance person,” contradicted
Roswell.  “He's an Indian guide, he is.
Gee, he’s some big feller!”

Clara heard it. “Queer—very queer,”
she mused suspiciously.

Eric followed Mainhall to the men’s
quarters, some one hundred yards away.

“Here, Straive,” said the camp manager,
“bunk in here with these river boys, and
go in and eat when the cook hollers. This
afternoon 111 get out the maps and have
a talk with you. We Il be leaving to-morrow
morning with the duplicate outfit and pitch
a new camp higher up.”

The cook “hollered” very soon, and Eric
did full justice to a meal which included a
number of dishes that were new to him.
The men stared a little at him, but being
.an unself-conscious young man he did not
i notice this, and he quite enjoyed the new
lexperience of eating dinner with a dozen
white men!

Upon cleaning their plates the rivermen
rose, and after a midday pipe scattered to
their divers tasks, leaving Eric with Lime
on his hands and a far from slaked curiosity
regarding every feature of his surroundings.
What more natural, then, than, after a brief
inspection of the men's quarters and the
boats and equipment, he should stroll back
to the Heathering's quarters to see the chil-
dren and the dog again? A latent big-
brotherliness had made him enjoy the droll
winsomeness of Sylvia and the frank ad-
miration of Roswell.

First he walked around the place and
was stared at by several pretty maids in
caps—not exactly outing caps! He looked
into this tent and that, and narrowly escaped
severe rebuke. It would have been better
if he had not escaped it, for in that case
he might have seen the wisdom of beating
a hasty retreat to the men’s quarters. In-
stead, he found himself in the place of
hammocks and other devices of out-of-door
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luxury. The children gave him a joyous
welcome.

“What | want to know,” said Roswell,
without preface, '‘is all about you. This
guide stuff is great. How do you do it,
and when do you begin?”

“I told you youd better read the Cooper
books,” reminded Sylvia.

“Too old,” condemned Roswell. *“Juve-
nile Lije Magazine is right up to the min-
ute.”

Mrs. Heathering, in the hands of her maid
near the wide-flung flap of her private tent,
saw7 and heard this conversation. Clara, in
a kind of steamer chair, just outside the
tent, was lazily turning the pages of a big,
illustrated periodical devoted to camp craft
for city people.

“Clara, can’t you explain to your rescuer”
—her mother sneered most charmingly—
“that we prefer to be alone?”

The girl let the magazine fall on her
knee and looked at the happy little group
by the lake. In fact, she had been watch-
ing them covertly since Eric first appeared.

“1 shall do nothing of the sort, mother, if
you don’t mind. |’m not ingenious enough

to make him understand that. He’s simply
a barbarian.”
“Indeed!” Mrs. Heathering looked skep-

tically at Clara for a moment. “You’re usu-
ally quite able to protect yourself from im-
possible males. Well, perhaps Mr. Main-
hall will be clever enough, though even he
is none too desirable a person. Betty, run
over and ask Mr. Mainhail to step over here
at once.”

W\What are you going to do, mother?”
asked Clara directly the maid was gone.

“Oh, get rid of him once and for all,” re-
plied Mrs. Heathering testily. “I don’t like
to hurt your feelings, Clara, but it seems
to me you might try to restrict your con-
quests to persons more w'ithin your own
sphere.”

“Of course it’s my fault.” said Clara sar-
castically. She bit her lip. “Say, mother,
he’ll keep the children amused,” she ven-
tured a few moments later. “That would
he something. ItY don’t need to associate
with him.”

“A very practical suggestion,” returned
her mother ironically. “However, | think
I’'m still able to choose companions for Syl-
via and Roswell.”

“You may hurt his feelings.”

“You rather intimated he hadn’t any. |
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presume you know, after your evening stroll
with him in the woods.”

Clara sprang from her chair as Mainhall
approached. ““I detest him,” she exclaimed
with more vehemence than she intended.
“But if he’s to be our guide, it certainly
wouldn’t be very prudent to antagonize him.
Mr. Mainhall doesn’t look any too tactful.
I suppose I'll have to do it myself.”

And before her mother could interpose
she had met the camp manager and ex-
plained that the message was a mistake.
Mainhall, who was very busy, turned back
gladiy, and Clara, carefully side-stepping her
mother, appreached Eric and the youngsters.

“Mr.—Straive, is it?”

Eric nodded amiably.

“1 should like to talk to you a moment.”

“Aw, say, Clara, he’s just telling us------ 7
protested Roswell. But the spoil-sport of a
big sister walked on down the shore and
Eric obediently followed her. When mid-
way between the two sections of the camp
she said to him casually:

“You see the camp is conducted in a very
methodical way. This part over here is
just our family and our personal servants,
and that part over there is for the men who
do the work and move the tents and every-
thing: like that. They all stay over there.”

They had come to a hait, facing each
other. Since she had begun to speak, Eric’s
eyes had never left her lovely face, with its
lowered lids and dark lashes.

“It’s a sort of military camp, is it?” he
asked, thinking he saw a little light. “Eve
read all about those things. 1t discipline?”

“No,” replied Clara, “not that. It just
custom.” Then, angry at herself for be-
lieving—as she almost had believed—that it
was a case of simplicity and not cheek, she
looked up at him and said with petulance:

“I’'m trying to make allowances for your
limited opportunities, though nothing could
excuse your cold-blooded rudeness last night,
Mr. Straive, and | assure you that if Id
khdwh anything about it this morning |d
have requested Mr. Mainhall not to em-
ploy j'ou. But it’s done now. and------ ”
Clara looked at her shoe and twisted her
dainty handkerchief. After her little tirade
she felt better again. “And | did not want
him to hurt your feelings.”

“l thank you for that, young girl,” said
Eric. “By ‘hurt my feelings” you mean his
telling me about this custom or rule of the
men not coming over here?”

“Yes.”

“What is the reason for this custom? |
should think you’d all naturally stray about
in your leisure time and learn what you
could from each other, and tell each other
things.”

Clara opened wide eyes, in which glim-
mered the dawn of comprehension—just
glimmerings of it, notwithstanding she was
as bright as a new pin. But you see when
nothing you have ever known in your life
suggests the existence of such a creature-
well, Clara, if profane and ungrammatical,
would have said to herself, “Hell, there aint
no such animile!” Perhaps she did, any-
how.

“No, it isn’t done,” she informed him po-
litely. An unaccountable impulse then made
her say: “We belong to a rich and proud
class that employ and pay, but never asso-
ciate with those they employ or pay. We
ourselves are particularly rich and proud.”

“1*ve read of them,” said Eric. “It must
be a fine thing to be so proud. 1°d like to
be able to do things that enabled me to be
proud, but I don’t think 1°d want to shut
myself away from people just for that.”

Clara was smiling—at herself. “l can’t
think of any special deeds of valor that the
rich and proud / know anything about have
performed. But it’s most certainly the rule
to discriminate very closely when it comes
to friends and acquaintances.”

“1 think 1 understand,” said Eric, “and
since none of you have chosen me as a friend
or acquaintance, you’d prefer not to have
me come around here. Well, do you know,
Miss Heathering, that makes me feel in
a way | don't like to.”

“And what way is that?” she asked.

“A very unworthy one, | apprehend. 1%ve
heard men express it in a way that seems
to fit—I don’t care a—damn.”

Ciara recoiled and bit her lip. But some-
thing sportsmanlike within her strove for
him.

“That’s unutterably common. Profanity
added to your brutality. But | must say it’s
spunky of you, and | dont blame you a bit,”
she confessed emphatically. “I’d hate you
—more than | do—if you didn’t feel that
way.”

He scarcely understood her allusion to
profanity, for he had heard the words so
rarely that he had only caught their sturdy
independence without learning that they
were taboo in women’s presence.
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"Of course I'll not stay,” he told her,
"since you hate me and would have for-
bidden Mainhall to employ me. I'm sorry,
for it .seemed as if I'd enjoy it. 1’'m very
lonely.”

"Are you?” she asked with seeming indif-
ference.

"And | like the children; and, of course,
I like you."”

"Indeed?”

"li%s queer that | do, of course, since you
say such strange and bitter things to me
about my conduct, and don’t believe me
when | tell you I don’t understand. But |
do like you just the same,” he assured her
brightly. “1 liked you a great deal when |
held you in my arms.”

"Never dare speak of that again!” she
said with wrathful earnestness.

"How could 1?” he asked curiously. "I’'m
leaving now. But if | really committed an
offense just by mentioning a little simple
thing like that—why 1 ask your pardon.
Miss Heathering.”

He was very, very winning. So winning
that though he had turned to go—had gone
a little, in fact—she called him back and
said to him frowningly:

"You'd better stay. For we do need a
guide, and / know that you’re a good one.
Only don't think that | believe you. You’re
really clever. 1've got to ‘hand it to you.’
as the boys say. Only please don’t speak

to me. | couldn’t tolerate it -after what’s
happened.”

“Oh, no, Id better go,” said Eric a little
bitterly.

She touched his sleeve. *“Please don’t,”
she urged. "I really do want you to stay
and guide us. 1'd feel—safer.”

Poor Eric! A proud and happy feeling
infused him.

“Very well,” he agreed, and walked away.

CHAPTER VIL.
ENTER IIEATHCOTE.

Another report from the engineers had
come-—more directly this time—to the
Heathering offices. Farwell boiled it down
to a memorandum and handed it to James
M. lleathering.

“Bring me Heathcotes abstract again,”
he directed, "and call Heathcote at once.

Their interview was epoch-making in the
history of the great competitive movement
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against the existing Steel Trust to meet the
actual and prospective demand for steel.

"It’s resulted just as. | told Mr. Wells |
feared it wouid,” Heathering said to the
suave young counselor. "The drift of the
ores has continued trending southwest into
the basin of the Tutowa River, the transport
outlet of which is through the Straivo estate.
You hoped it wouldn't, you know.”

"Mr. Heathering,” answered Heathcote,
"I hope you agree with me that it was
hardly to be expected that those outlying
lands would be affected. And you know you
cant tie up a whole province.”

Heathering frowned slightly. This young
Heathcote rather presumed on his connec-
tion with the great law firm. But he was a
family acquaintance as well—and Heather-
ing permitted the hyperbole to pass unchal-
lenged.

"But you have a contract there, Heath-
cote. The abstract shows it with an interro-
gation point—meaning not entirely satisfac-
tory, | suppose.”

Heathcote nodded.

mBecause only rights of way- and timber
rights have been secured, and no options on
the lands themselves?”

"Eh—yes, but—more than that,” replied
the lawyer, choosing his words carefully. "I
handled the matter myself. It was one of
the cases that finally were put up to tr? for
direct action. Not because of any impor-
tance the land agents attached to it, ot
course, but because of the size of the 'Hold-
ings—a domain, you could term it. almost
the size of a county. And also the character
of the owner, an old recluse, very unbusiness-
like and presumably hard to handle --known
to be aloof and suspicious. 1—21 was unable
to obtain a witness to authenticate the sig-
nature to the right of way. The man was ill
—dying, as ii turned out.”

“Get one,” snapped Heathering. "You
can see the crucial importance of putting
our rights here beyond all question. Or
at least—you know it now. The (Antral
Trust itself and at least a dozen interests
close to me are responsible for the complete
control of these ore bodies and a dear trans-
port field besides. Between ten and twenty
millions in various construction projects de-
pending on that control are now being let.
Confidential, of course!”

“I’ll have to go up there, t suppose?”

“At once,” directed Heathering instantly,.
“Authenticate your right-of-way contract.



16 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

That, of course. But also try for an option
on the whole tract. However, if you foresee
resistance, let me know'. And dont let the
other people get near him.”

Farwcii entered., “l know you’ll want any
news relative to the Straive lands,” he said.
“1 have just noticed in a report from your
camp at Deep Water Lake—its from H. K.
Mainhall. They’re going to move on up
and have employed a local guide by the
name of Straive------ ”

“Must be the surviving son,” said Heath-
cote.

“Of course,” agreed Heathering. “Eh—
treat him well. Tell Mrs. Heathering. I'm
hoping to get up there in seven days, but in
case you have any difficulty wire in cipher
and I'll go at once.” He held out his right
hand. His left had already seized other
papers.

Thirty-six hours later, Heathcote was at
Deep Water Lake, where boatmen awaited
him.  Six hours after that he arrived at
the second and considerably more beautiful
camp of the Heathering party on the upper
arm of Big Sky Lake.

Eric had remembered the spot and guided
them to it—a gardenlike strip of curving
shore that had remained untouched by voy-
ageurs and vandal cruisers. That sort of
thing—and portages, of course—was Eric’s
job, nothing more. When he had shown the
way and piloted the first boats to the new
camp he was through.

That was two days before, and time hung
heavily on his hands. Had he been alone he
would have investigated rocks, for he had a
taste for their study. He was not alone,
however. Indeed, he was in the company of
more human beings than ever before in his
life. But as he had not yet learned to avail
himself socially of this propinquity of men,
he remained smilingly quiet, unobtrusive,
unwittingly aloof. And yet he was living
what to him was an exciting, gregarious life
which kept him in no mood for his wonted
avocations. The consumption of very small
portions of this social life required a great
deal of digesting. Indeed, his encounters
with the Heatherings had not been assimi-
lated yet!

When the family had been brought to the
new camp, with Eric in the boat ahead for
safety of navigation, they had been thrown
together for a few moments while the boats
were being hauled up and passengers and
luggage disembarked. Clara had clapped

her hands—as young as Sylvia, for the mo-
ment—at sight of the grassy cove set with
the duplicate tents, hammocks and dining
place, all ready for them, and half circled
by straight, clean, feathery spruce, with sil-
ver birch shining among them.

“Oh, a beautiful camp you've selected,
Mr. Mainhall,” she exclaimed.

Mainhall waved his hand toward Eric.
“He brought us half a mile out of our course
to pick this spot.”

Clara was forced to glance at Eric before
following her mother. He met her glance
with so strangely mute a face that Clara
paused a moment, her little brow a tangle of
pride and pity.

“Thank you very much, Mr. Straive, for
thinking of the place,” she said.

It was the only word he had had with
her; the only contact, indeed, with any of
the family, though if he himself had not
been careful to avoid it, many times he
would have passed some of them, for they
were well up into the woods now, rightly
deemed the country theirs, and ventured
about in the listless, aimless fashion of the
alien from the city.

This evening the canoe men who brought
daily' mail and packages brought also a pas-
senger. Mainhall read the letter the pas-
senger presented, showed him to a guest
tent, and sauntered through the family quar-
ters to give Mrs. Heathering the mail and
tell her that a Mr. Heathcote had come from
Chicago. When Mainhall left, she told
Clara, to whom the announcement was less
of a surprise.

“Another and more fitting admirer,”
laughed her mother. “Strange! | supposed
no one was to come till your father told us
we might have people.”

Presently’, however, she found the explana-
tion in a letter from her husband.

“It’s business—partly, at least,” she told
Clara. “Your father says—this is strange!
‘Do just as Heathcote suggests in regard
to any other person he may mention.” What-
ever on earth do you suppose he means?”

“l can’t remotely imagine. However, |
hope I'm not the ‘any other person’ re-
ferred to,” replied Clara with sly humor.
“Much as | like Dick Heathcote, to ‘do just
as he suggests’ might be a large order, as
they say!” And Clara looked archly at
her mother.

Half an hour before dinner, while Clara
was off in her tent dressing, Heathcote pre-
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say and how to say it. But be careful.
He’s baffling—far from a fool!”

CHAPTER VIIL.

GUIDE AND GEEST.

Heathcote found "handling” Straive not
impossible, and yet not easy. He met him
casually, introduced himself as “a friend of
the family invited for a short stay,” and
brought him their invitation—now that the
women were no longer alone—to join them
at mealtimes. They had only just learned
that he was receiving no salary, and wished
to show their appreciation of his kindness
in guiding them through these lakes and
woods he seemed to know so well.

Eric was impressed but skeptical—or,
rather, mystified. But that was Eric’s
chronic condition in these wonderful days,
and he was growing used to it.

“You are sure they really want me?” he
finally asked.

"Oh, absolutely,” replied Heathcote, who
so far could find little of the barbarian in
the son of Elliott Straive. He brought him
to the family camp, where Mrs. Heathering
greeted him with that lady’s charming grace
of manner—which was an accomplishment
rather than a quality. She did not overdo
it, however, for she was sufficiently conscious
of her first manner toward him to avoid a
glaring contrast. Clara had given him a
pleasant nod—no more. But Sylvia and
Roswell were so unfeignedly glad to hail
him as a lost brother that the elder girl felt
her retreat well covered. Heathcote’s man-
ner was a finished study in simulated friend-
liness.

It was not an unsuccessful meal. Eric’s
fine freedom from self-consciousness was not
unmarred by what Clara had told him of the
class distinctions between employer and em-
ployed; but much of it was still pristine and
showed no trace of the uneasy effort at man-
ners and decorum of the humble guest bid-
den to eat and drink with the great. If Mrs.
Heathering had promised herself a treat in
the way of eccentric table maneuvers—of
plain and fancy sword swallowing, or other
feats—she was self-cheated. His behavior
at table was exactly what Elliott Straive’s
had been—faultless, of course.

He had little to say, and, fortunately for
his peace of mind, that little chanced by
sheer luck to lack the frank crudities by

which he had won his title from Clara anc
her mother. But luck turns at last. The meal
finally ended—it was but little less formal
and elaborate than if served in one of their
country mansions—and the children rushed
off, after extracting a promise from Eric to
give them a paddle on the lake before dark.

"Let us sit out in the air," suggested Mrs.
Heathering, and they rose. Heathcote drew
cigars from his pocket, but Eric, after ex-
amining one curiously, thanked him and
handed it back, saying that he had never
smoked. They followed the ladies to camp
chairs in front of the dining tent, and here
the guide, instead of sitting down, prepared
to depart.

WStay, Mr. Straive.” invited Mrs. Heath-
ering. “Both my husband and myself will
be glad to have you consider yourself our
guest while you are showing us up the
lakes.”

“It is very pleasant, being with such intel-
ligent people,” said Eric, but he did not sit
down. "l enjoy it, even though | feel, some-
how, very uncomfortable.”

“Why, my dear Mr. Straive!” protested
his hostess, satisfied that amusement was
now at hand.

“You see, | don’t understand your change.
Mr. Heathcote has explained that it's be-
cause you found | was not taking money
for my guiding. But you gave me food and
that is compensation enough. Besides, you
are very, very rich, Clara told me.” The
young lady he had named flashed him an
astonished and malignant glance. “And |
should think your way of righting my com-
pensation would naturally have been to in-
sist on my taking money and not upon my
becoming your guest, as you call it. Clara
made it plain to me that rich and proud
people like you choose your friends with
great care from among your own class, and
unless a man or woman is chosen in that
way your kind of. people consider it a great
impertinence to come near you. | do not
dislike you, Mrs. Heathering. You are very
interesting. And | like your children—espe-
cially Clara. But | must say, | feel ex-
tremely ill at ease. You see | have the
feeling that you are all lying to me. But
why you should do so, and in so pleasant a
fashion, | do not know.”

His manner was diffident and modest; his
tones amiable and confidential. He smiled
deprecatingly, almost apologetically.

Mrs. Heathering was disappointed. She
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found that though the man was amusing,
she was not amused. She told him that he
was much too sensitive, advised him to for-
get his morbid fears, and bade him a chilly
good evening. Clara, with a scarcely audible
echo of her mother’s adieu, followed that
lady into the inner tent, and Eric was left
to pursue his thoughts with Heathcote—for
he was gifted with considerable pertinacity.

“You, too,” he continued. “Though I
have known you a much shorter time, strike
me in the same way. | hope I'm wrong.
You are not lying to me, too, now, are you,
Mr. Heathcote?”

Heathcote laughed uncomfortably. The
barbarian at least should not drive him to
the shelter of his tent. Clown that the fel-
low was, in a certain light he was a foeman
worthy of his steel.

“The fact is, we don’t say that except
the provocation is grave,” suggested the new
friend. “Also, it’s rather a useless question,
you know, because if | were lying to you you
could hardly trust me to admit it.”

“That’s so,” agreed Eric. “Then what’s
the game?”
“By the way,” suddenly interjected

Heathcote, striking his thigh as though the
thought were as diverting as it was sudden,
“I'm told your home is near here. Tell me
about it. I'm interested in country places
here in the North Woods—very much in-
deed. Where is your land?”

Eric answered all his questions with the
utmost accuracy, patience, and good humor.

“Like to sell it?” asked Heathcote off-
handedly.

“No, indeed,” was the reply.

“Never have given any papers concern-
ing it?”

“Not I. Father may have, of course, be-
fore he died. What kind of papers do you
mean?”

“Oh, such as rights-of-way over lands?”

Eric remembered those queer words in his
father’s unfinished message to him. “I
think he did,” was the reply. “But he died
before he could tell me about it. | was away
at the time.”

“l see,” said Heathcote, his heart beating.
The boy knew just enough for corrobora-
tion of one thing and too little for denial
of another. He committed the reply to
memory. So far, so good.

“Why do you ask?” inquired Eric.

“Some friends of mine are thinking of
building a road through this country some-
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where—a very worthy and useful project.
And doubtless they got privileges to do so
from what few settlers there are in this
region. Much of the lands are crown lands,
| suppose?”

“Oh, yes, | believe so.”

“You are very much attached to the
place?”

“It's my home,” replied Eric simply. He
paused. “But I must be doing something.
If I can’t do it up here, I must go else-
where, for part of the time, at least.”

“Why not sell it, then?”

“Poor father would turn in his grave at
the thought!”

“Or a part at least—say the western part
which, | suppose, you seldom use, or even
see?”

“Father’s feeling about it was that its
very spaciousness was its charm and its
value, as a home. A little world, we called
it, where we could court solitude and think
and grow strong.”

“Queer,” murmured Heathcote.

“It must seem queer to you, but my fa-
ther had theories.”

“What theories?”

Eric made no immediate answer.

“I find it difficult to talk about it—to a
stranger,” he finally said. “My father was
also mother, brother, sister, and chum to me.
We were pals—tillicums, as they say up
here. His memory is an almost sacred thing
to me; his ideas and wishes things | hold
in very tender respect.”

The children’s importunate voices called
to him, and with a nod to Heathcote he
shouted, “All right!” and bounded to the
sandy beach.

The man who had pumped him finished
his cigar and then sought his hostess and her
daughter. Both women had been embroi-
dering, but had ceased with the failing of

the light. Mrs. Heathering had long ago
regained her composure. Outwardly, Clara
had. also.

“Will you admit a fellow liar to your
charmed circle?” asked the lawyer face-
tiously. He sat down and studied Clara’s
countenance.

“What do you make of him?” asked the
elder woman.

“Delightfully frank.”

“That’s delightfully frank of you, Mr.
Heathcote,” commented Clara, “in view of
what he called us.”

Heathcote declined to recant. He turned
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to her mother. “Miss Heathering was
right,” he decided. “He's far from a fool.”

“We’re the fools,” asserted Clara.

"And you’re his favorite, he says,” re-
minded her mother. "1 hope that bit of
subtle flattery won’t turn your head, Clara.”

“i’ll turn his with one of those nice round,
smooth stones that the little wavelets lap,”
threatened Clara hotly, "if he don’t keep
some of his naive thoughts to himself.”

"Shall we call him for breakfast?” asked
Mrs. Heathering of Heathcote.

“By all means,” he answered.

“I’'m wondering,” remarked Clara sar-
castically, “what he’ll call m for breakfast.”

“Oh, thieves, most likely,” prophesied her
mother.

The canoe men, departing at sunrise next
morning, took the following cipher messages,
signed “H:”

To James M. Heatherixo: Rights of way
probably safe. Option to purchase very diffi-

cult.  Special influence necessary. Advise or
come.

TO W etrs, Bari.tny; & Heathcote: Send rep-
resentative of North Lakes Company to executor
Straivc estate, exhibit right-of-way contract
only, and exert pressure as arranged.

CHAPTER IX.

heathcote’s story.

Heathering came. Heathering himself—
in three days. He used a special to St. Paul
and thence to Winnipeg, whence a private
motor, sent ahead from his town garage,
bore him swiftly to Minsington and Deep
Water Lake. Here a motor boat, previously
hauled in a truck from the railroad and
launched two hours before, chugged him up
the lake to a point where rivermen and a
young engineer from the upper camp were
waiting for him. No one in Chicago—or
elsewhere—knew that Janies M. Heathering
was in the field.

He walked the portage between Deep
Water Lake and Big Sky Lake in the late
afternoon, and found the forest good. He
had seen it, not a hundred miles from this
spot, thirty-five years before, during a col-
lege vacation. He told this to a secretary,
who would not permit him to carry an ounce.
They reached the camp, which had moved
once more—to Tutowa Lake twenty miles
northward—Ilong after dark, and not even
his wife knew that he was sleeping near
them in the silent woods.

The second shifting of the camp had again
given Eric something to do; but that ac-
tivity filled for him no such want as before,
when he had been debarred the society of
the congenial Heatherings and was very
lonely. These three days had been days
of joy—clouded somewhat by the unsolved
mystery of their change of front, disturbed
by an uneasy feeling about Clara and Heath-
cote, which answered to a kind of uncon-
scious jealousy—but still joy, ringing with
the hearty laughter of the children and the
silvery merriment of beautiful Clara, spiced
with the cryptic observations of Mrs.
Heathering, and enlivened by the conver-
sation of the brilliant Heathcote, who
studied to gain the good will and admira-
tion of the buckskin-clad youth.

Indeed, it had not been difficult for the
lawyer to produce by innuendo the impres-
sion that it was largely to him that Eric owed
his altered relation to this charming group
of cultivated city folk. In suggesting this
he also essayed a subtle flattery. He had
spent his vacations in the open and con-
sidered himself highly skilled in woodcraft.
Yet he pretended to sit at the feet of Eric
in such matters. These summer excursions
of his had taught him. he made it plain to
Eric, to understand and to admire the ways
of the forest dweller, and it was very natu-
ral, therefore, that he had wished to sec the
young guide accepted for what he really was,
and not as a mere ignorant hireling. Grate-
ful, finally, for the woods lore which Eric
shared with him, he was glad to talk to him
most instructively and entertainingly of the
great world with which Eric confessed he
had had no contact.

Though the two men had many conversa-
tions, the abundant leisure of the life en-
abled Heathcote to spend still longer hours
with Clara. Eric, on the other hand, if he
did not avoid her, at least made no effort
to companion her. He could not forget
nor cease to brood upon the strange, harsh
things the girl had said to him, and as
she had never expressly condoned his of-
fenses, he was not the sort of fellow to pre-
sume upon the truce which her mother’s
invitation to fraternize with the family had
tacitly declared between them.

To Clara, accustomed in the men who paid
her court to an outward rather than an in-
ward bearing of courtesy and good breed-
ing, Eric’s ready yielding of her was a con-
tinual irritation. She had expected him to
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make amends for his outrageous behavior
by an avoidance of the slightest repetition
of it: but this was very far from meaning
that he should seem indifferent to her. She
was used io being sought at every oppor-
tune moment, and though she would have re-
sented as coarse and ridiculous any open
admiration on Eric’s part, she expected from
him a discreet admiration evinced by a de-
sire to see and talk with her whenever he
possibly could. That she had forbidden
hint to do so was a circumstance of but slight
extenuation. Besides, that was days ago!
That lie interested her peculiarly, that her
resentment of his inattention was largely
disappointment, she had not yet discovered.

The situation was entirely satisfactory to
Hcathcote. He enjoyed the lion’s share of
the society of James M. Heathering’s daugh-
ter at the same time that he was gaining
from young Straive the confidence neces-
sary to finish a piece of business which was
of the utmost importance to Clara’s father.

llcathering surprised them by coming un-
announced to the breakfast table, creating
quite a hubbub from the children. As it
subsided Mrs. llcathering introduced Eric
to her hushand, who greeted the stalwart
youth quite affably, and breakfast was
served.

‘Where are the people you were going to
bring, father?” asked Clara, and Sylvia and
Roswell echoed the demand.

“Not yet. children,” he replied with a
smile. ' The doctors have ordered complete
rest for till of us. Besides, you have two
very fit-looking companions here.” He
looked first at Heathcote and then let his
eye rest upon Eric.

"It seems to me you mentioned Mr.
Straive in one of your letters, Estelle,” said
the man whose greatness in the fields of
finance and industry was unknown to Eric,
who saw in him only the father of these
delightful young people.

“Yes, indeed,” said Mrs. Heathering,
*Mr. Straive is guiding us down the lakes
—entirely as a friend. Aren’t we fortunate?
He’s lived up here till his life, you see.”

"Very intoresting,” said Heathering ad-
miringly. “you've got to tell me all about
this wild country, Mr. Straive—after | look
about a little.”

wAIl right,” consented Eric offhandedly.
Quite unimpressed, he made an excellent
breakfast.

“Get rid of him for a while,” Heathering
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told his wife after the meal was over. A
moment later, she cornered Clara, who was
shouldering a green paddle.

“Take your barbarian with you, instead of
Heathcote,” she'directed.

“Humph,” said Clara, tossing her head.
Nevertheless, she managed to do it very
neatly, “Come on, Mr. Straive,” she called.
“I ve been deserted.”

Eric went for another paddle. When he
returned, Clara was in the bow. He held
the canoe for the other children, who were
not slew to accept the silent invitation. It
had not occurred to Eric that the elder sister
might prefer to leave the youngsters on the
bank. Clara frowned—inwardly.

“Have a cigar, Heathcote,” said Heather-
ing. They had seated themselves on a log,
out of sight and hearing. “Now you’re go-
ing to have more time in one interview than
I 've ever been able to spare you before. Tell
me all the facts about this Straive affair, for
I’'m going to give it personal attention from
now on till its out of the way.”

Opportunity was surely at the door of
Richard H. Heathcote. He had felt its gen-
tle tickling under his fifth rib when he was
alone with Clara, and now he heard it knock-
ing farther up, where he housed his ambi-
tion. For several days he had rehearsed
this statement:

"Elliott Straive, as |'ve learned since, was
an educated man of some little means, who
came up here from the United States about
twenty years ago with his infant son and
became a recluse. He got together a con-
siderable tract of land, the larger part of
which had been granted to a timber enter-
prise, long defunct. It was useless for agri-
culture, and had only a remote future value
for timber. He seems to have wanted to be
let alone, and few white men ever saw him.
As nearly as | can learn, he made one or
two trips to Winnipeg to see his man of
affairs, Foster R. Baker, whose name you
may have noticed in the abstracts. He had
means enough to live, apparently, for he
made no effort to derive any revenue from
the land. Whether he gradually drew what
funds he had or lived on an income. | *ve not
been able to learn. Baker knows, of course,
but I did not care to have him pumped.
He is reported to me to be a keen, highly
connected lawyer, with a small but very sub-
stantial clientele. x\n elderly man, | believe
—barrister at law, of course.

“The titles are sound—only two transfers
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—and no chance to cloud them in any way.
A will, dated ten years ago and filed after
Straive’s death last fall, left everything to
the son, Eric, and appointed Baker executor
without bonds. You already know how I
came to go personally up there. The details
cf the interview, however, are important:

“l reached Straive Lake, where the fa-
ther and son lived—or, rather, existed—in
the early afternoon. We camped out of
sight of the log houses, and though I had a
young man from the office with me, |
thought it best to leave him behind with the
Indian canoeists and to go alone—informally,
you know. These old solitaries are very sus-
picious.

“He was quite different from the man 1
expected to see. The boy, by the way, was
off hunting or something. Elliott Straive
was in bed, ill and weak, but quite master
of himself and a most perfect gentleman. A
man of the world in every way—language,
inflection, manners. Only out of practice:
a kind of hesitation—an old pianist, picking
up the notes haltingly.

“1 made the explanation that the land
men had made to all the others—a right
of way for a timber enterprise on the ex-
treme western side of his lands, out of the
way entirely of his beaten paths. | had
studied over the topography, of course. He
declined at first—was quite obdurate about
it in a very courteous way. But he finally
gave me a letter to his attorney, Baker, sug-
gesting that if, in Bakers judgment, a
worthy enterprise—that was his phraseology
—was likely to be hampered for lack of it,
Baker might, if he saw no objection to it,
prepare the necessary easement. He was
rather uncomfortable, and | left—dissatis-
fied, of course.”

Heathcote looked up and met Heather-
ing’s questioning “And?”

“And later,” continued the lawyer very
smoothly, “I returned and, finding him quite
comfortable again, | gave him a very ear-
nest talk, making it quite frank and confi-
dential, apparently, though in reality tell-
ing him nothing—nothing true, that is. |
explained that it was an urgent matter, and
that the delay that might occur before the
instrument could finally be executed would
entail a great loss to my principals. |
showed him again the form | had prepared,
and gave him my word that, should any ob-
jection be made by his attorney either to
the form or the substance of the agreement,

we would give his attorney a separate agree-
ment making the desired correction. That
seemed at last to satisfy him. At all events
he signed it. It was almost dark. |
thanked him and left. There was nobody
about the place but an old Indian woman,
as | understood, but | didn't even see her.
And | knew that in the very unlikely event
of the agreement being needed, we could
easily have the signature verified. 1 didn’t
even witness it myself, though, of course. |
can do so at any time. But being myself
virtually the adverse party, my acknowledg-
ment of the execution would be least valu-
able. A few months later | learned that
Elliott Straive had died shortly after 1 left.”

“Let me see them,” said Heathering, and
he looked thoughtfully at Heathcote as the
latter drew two papers from his breast
pocket and handed them to the elder man.
Heathering read them and handed them
back with no comment.

“Well, on sounding young Straive. | de-
cided I°d better not risk springing them on
him. It required an older head than mine.
The way you had put the matter, it was
evidently too important for me to take the
responsibility of an effort which, if it failed,
might arouse suspicions and ambitions which
would give you no end of trouble and ex-
pense.”

And Heathcote finished his narrative by
repeating, almost word for word—with sun-
dry embellishments, however—his first and
only conversation with Eric on the subject
of the land that his father had loved and
which was now his own.

“Well, all that we need, then, is proof
that the signature is genuine,” summed
Heathering.

“Yes,” agreed Heathcote. "That, or the
admission of young Straive or his solicitor
that it is genuine. If they don't admit it
lather strict proof is essential, the man be-
ing dead. A disinterested witness would be
sufficient, but | am hardly that. Failing
such a witness, and in the event of a contest,
we should have to bring experts to prove
the signature is really Elliott Straive’s sig-
nature.”

“Well,” judged Heathering carefully,
“viewing your procedure last October in the
light of the circumstances at the time, it
seems to me you did all | could have ex-
pected. In fact, you were commendably
persistent,” added Heathering sententiously.
“Also your handling of young Straive was—
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discreet. You’re very much on your job,
Heathcote.”

“Thank you, Mr. Heathering.” Heath-
cote strove to veil the depth of his satisfac-
tion. “And what shall we do now?”

Heathering lit a fresh cigar. “Nothing

here. That young elk is too ignorant and
sentimental. He’s got to be prepared. So,
Baker first. He's likely to decline and put

it up to young Straive finally, but—Baker
first! ”

“We have already,” smiled Heathcote.

“How?” asked Heathering, frowning.

“Preliminarily only. Getting rounded up
all sources of influence and pressure. Of
course, we’ll not show him the photographic
copy of the right-of-way contract till you
say so.”

“Have Wells direct the handling of it
down there, and don’t show Baker the let-
ter!”

“l should say not,” agreed Heathcote.
“Hed certainly suspect one or the other.”

“Any one would,” said Heathering as
they walked away; and Heathcote pondered
this comment for many days thereafter.

Heathering sauntered about his camp re-
spectfully attended, now by an engineer,
now by Mainhall. But his eye was on a
canoe with a splash or two of color in it,
and when he saw the same colors on the
shore above the camp he sent a maid to tell
his eldest daughter to come to his tent.

There was a big chair there and he sat in
it and surveyed her sunburned face and
arms with satisfaction. They were as like
each other in feature and expression as
two peas—a small and a large one. He
winked his eye and beckoned to her, and
at that signal she bounced upon his knee
and stroked his dark, graying hair.

“lI’'ve a job for you, puss cat,” he said.
“A very congenial one, 1’'m quite sure.”

“Oh, 1'd love it,” cried Clara, who fancied
she had a taste for finance.

“No doubt,” he said dryly, “and | wish
it were harder, for you lead too easy a life.
I want you to be particularly nice to that
barbarian, as you call him.” Clara sat up
and took notice.

“Want him for a son-in-law?” she asked
ironically.

“Well, hardly that, my dear,” replied her
father decidedly, “though I've seen even
worse mincing around you.” He looked up
at her gravely. “Listen to what | say, and
then—forget | said it. But act on it. On
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that young man’s good will to do a perfectly
legitimate thing—a thing which it’s his duty
to do anyhow, depends the honor and in-
terests of myself and njy associates.”

Clara looked-her father very understand-
ingly in the eye.

“That fellow,” she declared, doubling her
small brown fist, “doesn’t seem to care a
teeny bit about me. You watch me make
him.”

CHAPTER X.
CLARA SITS INTO THE GAME.

Heathering did. With what inner qualms,
who shall say? Just his weather eye he
kept on them. For though nominally on a
vacation, he was in reality attending to busi-
ness. Some of the treadles of his 'mill he
had brought with him. Others came—an-
other secretary, for instance, who arrived
next day with a typewriter. The launch had
been portaged to Tutowa Lake and, for
rapid transit to Minsington, another launch
was brought up from Deep Water Lake and
moored securely at the Big Sky Lake end
of the portage. Quick communication south-
ward with the world was thus maintained.
Nor was this the only means of contact with
it. Quite as important, if the truth were
known, was the water route northwestward
to the big engineers’ camp in the field. By
some process of silent coordination, no sooner
had Heathering reached his family camp
than Hammond arrived and held converse
with him in Heathering’s isolated tent—he
had two. And thereafter no alternative day
passed without that engineer or one of his
assistants appearing with a report. Thus
was Heathering advised of developments in
advance, even of St. Paul, Milwaukee, and
Chicago.

Yet secrecy was maintained. If an ax-
man or a riverman of the private camp en-
gaged this messenger in talk, the messenger
had brought greetings from a party of tim-
ber cruisers—timber, and timber only, be-
ing apparently the business of the Heather-
ing interests in the North Woods. This
tallied with the story the right-of-way agents
had told the year before, and as it was a dis-
trict inhabited by almost no intelligent white
men, the ruse was not likely to be pricked
until it had served its cautious purpose.

The camp was now in Eric’s own domain.
The land and the water, the very sky above
them, were his. Northward and eastward
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the splendid miles of his heritage stretched
away in dark forest, glamouring lake and
sparkling, foamy river. He was elated with
the pride of it, though he made no boast to
Clara. For it was, after all, a modest pos-
session in comparison with the wealth and
power implied in the almost sumptuous way
of living in the woods of this multimillion-
aire family—an entourage combining an in-
credibly expensive equipment, the most lav-
ish food supplies, and a retinue of servants
and helpers of all sorts. The nightly illumi-
nation of the camp, effected by a portable
electric plant, seemed but a final obedience
to the conjuring wand of Artifice waved by
wealth in the heart of the natural world.

Eric saw it from a hillock on the other
side of the lake—a fairyland village that
three times had risen on gossamer wings,
wafted itself over the lakes, and fluttered
down again .like a cluster of butterflies an-
swering only the caprice of their summer
hearts.

By his side sat the daughter of the genius
of magic that made and moved it, well repre-
senting that beauty and charm and high in-
telligence which Eric knew had ever been
chosen by the key-bearers of the earth’
treasure vaults with which to weave into
themselves a never-ceasing heredity of domi-
nance and power. Her lips caressed a spear
of grass, her hand stirred bits of shell from
the ancient inland lake beach on which they
sat. It had become a favorite spot of theirs.

“A penny for your thoughts, Eric,” she
offered. It was the first time she had called
him by his first name, and his tranquil eyes
lighted.

“Thank you for the ‘Eric,”” he said. *It
makes me feel at home to hear that again.
Not ten human beings before I came here,
had ever called me Straive or Mr. Straive.
Why do you say ‘Eric’ now?”

“Oh, I’'m getting to know you better,” she
replied. “And you are not much older than
| am—are you?”

He told her he was twenty-two.

“And I'm nearly twenty. You don’t ob-
ject to ‘Eric?’”

He laughed quietly.
missing a great deal.”

“What?”

“Youngsters like you and me, and the still
younger ones, too. | hardly realized it till
I came here. Whenever you were near me
and yet away from me with Mr. Heathcote
I felt lonely and sad.”

“l like it. |’ve been

She looked away and said: “You needn’t
have walked off every time he came near me.
You yielded your place to him every chance
you got.”

Eric was surprised. He thought a mo-
ment.  “No, | didn’t yield you to him,
though | ought to like him and want to
yield you to him, for he's been most kind
and friendly to me. What | did was yield
hint to you.”

She looked at Eric with an equal surprise.
It was a meaningful distinction.

"That was considerate of you,” she said
sincerely. That consideration was perhaps
due her, both as woman and as social su-
perior; none the less it merited acknowledg-
ment.

“That was what | wanted it to be. It
was common sense that Mr. Heathcote was
better company for you. You seemed to
know him so well, and you are both of the
same class you described to me. | can see
that. And, anyhow, he's a very entertain-
ing person, with a wonderful mind filled up
with all kinds of knowledge and wisdom
of the world that I know nothing about.”

“And so you yielded him to me,” said
Clara. The subject being a pleasant one,

she decided to draw him out. "You found
it easy, | suppose.”
“Very hard,” replied Eric. “It was ex-

actly like giving up a nice dinner to some
one, when you’re very, very hungry.”

“l was the dinner. Dear, dear, would
you have eaten me?”

Eric looked at her and smiled. “I’'m not
so sure | wouldn’t have felt like it—or some-
thing like that.” He was honestly and
openly interrogating his emotions.

“Youre so”—a most engaging and af-
fectionate friendliness looked out of his
happy eyes—*“sweet,” he said, as if he,
of all the race of men, had found this out
of young women. From Eric, somehow, it
was anything but banal.

“Thank you.”

“But just to take you in my arms, and
move my lips over your face and lovely
neck—which | suppose is as near as one
could come to eating a beautiful woman—
that wouldn’t be------ 7

Clara turned pink.

“And | couldn’t even do that,” he added
thoughtfully, “without------ "

“Why not?” asked Clara, containing her-
self for the moment in order to probe this
unexpected contradiction.
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“It would do no good,” he decided with
profound conviction. "For the better part
of you is within, I am sure of that, and I
could not take you to me within; not until
you had admitted me to dwell within you
and you within me.”

Eric gazed through the charming vision
of her to the eternal verities.

Her color fled to paleness. How could
she be angry with this boy. He was not a
barbarian. He was a primitive—and sway-
ing to the breeze of a pristine yet subtile
poetry,

“Do you know you are making love to
me?” she asked gently.

His brow drew. "1 do not quite under-
stand you.”

"Don’t you read novels—stories?”

“No,” he replied. “l know what you
mean. Father had a great deal to say of
them at various times. There were a few
he left me to read. The rest he had burned.
In those I saw | don't think there was much
of what you mean. Of course, 1 know of
love and marriage and children. |*ve stud-
ied sciences of many sorts.”

“Sciences? Oh, eugenics?”

“Yes, a little of that, too.”

"But you know nothing of making love?”

“No,” he admitted.

She looked at him roguishly. “You’d cer-
tainly make an apt pupil. In the cities they
being at six. They’re past masters at six-
teen, and at your age it bores them to ex-
tinction.”

Eric smiled vaguely. She knew he did
not comprehend her in the least. But though
he was completely unsophisticated, he was
also safe—a very different thing, as she was
quite aware. She had always been a little
afraid of a repetition of his bearlike treat-
ment of her at their first strange meeting.
For though he had since been modest and
considerate, she had not been able to rely on
this to save her from his utter ignorance
of custom, his impulsive yielding to desire.
But now she knew there was no danger.
Though relapsed to the barbaric in the
physical life he had led, he was of genera-
tions of gentlemen and had the instinct that
the female is first to be won, and won
through the best of her.

In the security of that comprehension of
him she put her hand confidingly on his
sleeve.

“You’re a nice boy,” she said, “and Il
never, never be afraid of you again.”
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"l hope not.” And Eric assured her that
she needn’t be afraid of any one else, either,
when he was around.

“How nice to have so capable a body-
guard,” she owned. "You're quite big, and
though you move with very deliberate ease,
I ve noticed that you have an amazing quick-
ness when you wish. Very well, you shall
be my Sir Knight!”

It was more fun than she had thought-
making the young man like her. Though it
was proving a trifle too easy for her mettle.
But punishing him for his past crimes was
another matter. No, she couldn’t do that.
For she knew now that he had been con-
scious of no offense. So she would do noth-
ing but—just enjoy to the full his naive sim-
plicity.

“And where are you going to get your
lance and sword?” she asked gravely.

“That’ just the sort of protector | could
be to you and no more,” Eric laughed.
“And, of course, 1'd have nothing to do.
The things you’d really need protection from
1'd never know, for how could | understand
what anything or anybody meant?”

“Why not?”

"Think what causes | have for bewilder-
ment already, just in regard to myself.
There in the woods that evening | tried to
protect you from something you seemed ter-
rified at. First you struggle, then you lie
content with closed eyes. Then you strug-
gle again. You are angry and go. Then
| take you back toward where you belong,
and you walk peacefully and talk to me.
We speak about the very thing. You ques-
tion me, | answer you, and you become furi-
ous. Then | am asked to come to your
camp as a guide. | come; | am friendly,
and yet you resent my presence. Then as
I am adjusting myself to this, along comes
Mr. Heathcote and tells me you really want
me. | am asked to eat my meals at your
table, and you all talk to me—sometimes.
But | know that you haven't really cared to.
And you yourself had never forgiven me for
whatever it was | had done. Yet | am en-
couraged to linger and mingle with you all.
And, finally, you actually resented my giv-
ing place to Mr. Heathcote, though | knew
you disliked my company and liked his.
Then, strangest of all, these last few days
you are with me nearly all the time. Can
you not understand, then, my being puzzled
at it all and feeling that you are all not
honest and truthful?”
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“Why, Eric, you are very rude.”

“1’'m sorry, but isn’t it so?”

“Am | not truthful and honest?”

“Lately, yes; especially to-day. | like it
very much.”

“Well—Mr. Heathcote is busy with my
father. Doesn’t that account for—my being
so much with you instead of with him?”

“No, there are the children for you to be
with, or your mother, or even Mr. Main-
hall.”

Clara shuddered.
only a------ 7

“You avoided me as much as you politely
could. Now it is not so. You conceal. You
all conceal. You are all liars in your acts, if
not in your words.”

“Why, Mr. Mainhall is

She rose, but not in wrath. “You babe
in the woods,” she called him. “Where is
your little twin, |1 wonder. 1’'m certainly

not innocent enough for the part.”

He rose, too. “You draw me out to tell
you what is in my mind, but you do not
tell me what is in yours. You make me no
return. You give me no reply.” His ear-
nest gray eyes challenged her brown ones.

“Answer me,” he said resolutely.

“It would be so nice,” she soliloquized,
“to commune thus, as babes in the woods.
But how could we? 1’'m a little wolf cat
and you’re a lamb, and 1°d just naturally eat
you up.”

He looked incredulous.

“It isn’t all allegory. Or, at least, even
if its figurative its true. Our lives------ ”
The little novelty chaser, true to type, be-
thought herself of something “our lives”
suggested.  “I know!” She clasped her
hands decidingly. “We’ll explain it to each
other—your mystery to me, Baby Eric, and
mine to you. We’ll tell what our lives have
been. Of course, you’'ll tell me first.” Of
course! That was a foregone conclusion.

“That would help, perhaps,” the babe in
the woods reflected.

“And by way of beginning—who are you,
anyhow, you most ingenuous youth?”

CHAPTER XI.
AN EXCHANGE OF MEMOIRS.

“There isn’t much to tell,” said Eric, ip
his modest way. They had seated them-
selves again quite confidentially. “But what
there is will seem very strange to you.

“My father brought me up here when I

was just past babyhood, and got an Indian
couple to live with us, the woman to cook
and take care of me when father was off at
work or hunting, the man to help him. Fa-
ther was a queer man. |°ve learned that he
was. But, of course, he seemed natural
enough to me. He was an embittered man,
though more at himself than at the world.
And he had a great grief—my mother.”

“She was------ 7

“Dead, of course. And before her death
something had occurred which caused it, he
seems to have thought, and which, added
to many other things in his life before, made
him give it all up and begin again.”

“Begin again? Up here?”

“Begin with himself—and me. He had
the land—this wide land------ ”  Eric waved
his arms over it.

“Are we on your land, here?”

“Yes,” said Eric reverently,
of my father is all about us.”

“In—deed?”” she murmured slowly.

“And he built a fine house. / think it
fine. Perhaps you shall see it. | hope so.
And we had books and tools and everything.
And he taught me all I know—he and John
Skimperimish.”

“And who is John Skim------ 7
at the awful name.

“My uncle, the Indian.”

“Your unc—oh, go on!”

“He taught me, father did, just as he
taught himself—not to be afraid.”

“Of what?”

“Of anything or anybody,” said Eric.

“Not even God!”

“Him least of all. And always to speak
the truth, when one speaks at all.”

“Oh. how awful!” said the girl from a

“the land

She balked

great city.
“How do you mean—awful?”
“I’Il tell you later. But how did he teach

you these things?”

“In every way he possibly could. We
lived in some ways like Indians. We starved
—on purpose. We stood great fatigue and
bodily pain and measured ourselves with the
creatures of the wild. | paddled noiselessly
behind swimming bull moose, sprang on
their backs and rode them in the water. |
leaped to the lake from high places. We
looked both life and death straight in the
eye, as nearly as we could, and were happy.
It took years for him. Me? Oh, | was
bred to it, you might say, and it was a
game. |’ve usually liked it—till you came.w
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She was round-eyed. "And now?"

"l fear—at least I'm afraid. No, | ap-
prehend—father preferred that word. | ap-
prehend, always, your anger or pain at what
| say, and it makes me want to------ ”

"Fib, evade, give a politic, tactful an-
swer?"

"Yes—lie!" asserted Erie,

lld,]!ll

"Father said all those soft phrases were
the coinage of hell! That, after all, they
meant but the one thing—Ilie!”

Clara's lips were apart. And something
almost beyond herself, or, at least, from very
deep within, made her clap her hands and
without smiling say "Good!” After a mo-
ment she asked, watching him closely: "And
do you never lie?”

“Of course not.”

"And are you never afraid?"
> "Not yet.”

"And if you ever are?"

"Father said 'You had better be dead!””

“And you believe it?"

“Yes."

"Parrotlike, Eric?”

“No; father's training was too thorough
for that. He brought to our courage class
many books of science and art and history,

and many, many philosophies. And | be-
lieve."
"Have you told all this before?”
"Never."
“Sav, Eric------ ” She broke the little si-

lence that followed. "You’re a most dis-
tinguished young man, though only you and
I know it. For I'm sure you’re the only
person like you in the world. There may
have been some in old-fashioned novels—
impossible creatures. 17 say you were like-
wise impossible, only------ 7

She gravely poked him here and there
with her dainty finger. “Only you’re a
really and truly person, aren’t you? Not
stuffed or anything? Really alive!”

“And never more so than when |I’'m with
you.” Eric assured her.

“And yet,” pursued Clara, “you don’t
correspond in the least to the young man
that is called 'a live one.” It’s horrid slang,
but we girls fairly revel in horrid slang, espe-
cially if it pertains to a lower sphere of life.
But that's the least of our transgressions,
as I'm sure you'll consider them when | tell
you how Ive been reared.” She settled
herself close to him. and quite comfortably.

“It will probably be as queer to you as
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yours was to me. Il try to sketch it for
you, though I can’t do it in your terse and
graphic way.”

She closed her eyes a moment.

“l can see at the beginning—white! Beds
and washstands and nurses’ aprons and caps
and our clothes. Everything was clean and
white and beautiful, but I didn't know it,
for 1 had nothing to compare it with. Then
I can see the big house, darkly beautiful,
and the big dining room where strange peo-
ple sat. | peeked through the keyhole, and
the shocked butler carried me upstairs to
my nurse.

“Then there was a governess whom | dis-
liked. In fact, | disliked nearly everything.
| still do, Eric—at least, a lot of things. |
can just remember horses, before they ‘went
out,” bob-tailed and shiny, with shiny har-
ness and shiny coachmen and footmen. We
were driven in the park every day—Sylvia
was just born, | guess, then. | was very
much interested in clothes already, and
used to scream for what | wanted to wear.
| didn’t see a great deal of mother.”

"What!” exclaimed Eric, whose heart had
ever yearned for that divinity.

"No, indeed. She doesn’t come into the
picture at all, scarcely, until about the time
the governess—or the next—comes into it.
Then there were visits and other children.
We used to pay calls, and try to be dignified
and prim and proud till we were bored, and
then wed scrap and call names we heard
the servants use, and do some deviltry and
tear our clothes, perhaps, and be glad—
glad that there was something to be got out
of life anyhow! That must have been it,”
she reflected.

"Then school came, and | began to meet
more children. | was ten and eleven and
then twelve, and | learned fast. Learned
to inquire who the parents were of the other
girls, where they lived and how rich they
were, and if their mothers entertained a
great deal like mine did. Eor Id begun to
learn that | was Miss Heathering, whose fa-
ther’s name was often spoken in awe. And
I wore my hair up high and we began to
have flirtations and read forbidden books
and eat indigestible things. It was a very
select school. Eric. So select that unless
your father was atrociously rich or came of
so old a family that its pedigree was an
equivalent, you weren’t admitted.

“Mother took me shopping, occasionally,
in her limousine. They were gorgeous af-
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fairs, then, made of wood but wonderfully
varnished and ornamented. From about
fourteen I went to dancing school and boy-
and-girl parties, where they aped the big
folks very successfully, and at sixteen—you
see that's only three years ago—I had reg-
ular engagements just like mother—parties
and dinners and luncheons and teas—all in
between school, of course. | had had a maid
since—eh, | can't remember.

"i wasn’t a member of mother’s crowd
yet, you know. | had my own set, which
consisted of the young folks of her set,
mostly, though there were a lot of my girl
friends and their friends that mother didn’t
know. But you can trust her for knowing
who they were!l And if she said ‘No’ to a
certain name, no it was. It mattered not
how perfectly lovely the girl or boy might
be.

‘1 wore low necks when | was about six-
teen and everything else | could browbeat
mother into letting me wear. But I'll say
the other girls were worse than |. Lately,
though, 1°ve gone the other way, and mother
says I'm losing interest in my social career.

“You must know, youth of the simple,
sylvan life, that the lleatherings are doubly
blessed. They have blood and money, which
is rather unusual. Therefore, we are most
desirable as social connections. We are
originally of New York which, -With London
as an elder, twin, is a social center of the
English-speaking world; and we spend
nearly half the season in New York.

“The season, Eric, darling,” she explained,
“is in the winter, hut it doesn’t mean the
winter season. It’s the indoor social func-
tion time. The big affairs are all in the
season—except love affairs. They know no
season. And, by the way, ail males make
love to me—young men, old, men, middle-
aged men—in season and out. They began
when | was sixteen—fourteen—ten--—--
Oh, Lord, | don’t know when it began.
Sometimes it’s subtle love they make and
sometimes—anything but subtle. 1 don’t
tolerate much of the common or garden va-
riety, though. And even women make love
to me—uvicariously for their sons or broth-
ers. It’s—nauseous. And the talk of all
of us? As clever as we can make it, but just
chatter. And the things we say! Well, |
don’t, 'so much; but | have to hear it;
you’re old-fashioned and a hypocrite if you
dont. Say, Eric, | just couldn’t tell you
what they talk about, and the allusions! To

pour it in your innocent ears?
wouldn’t corrupt you for the world!

“You've always been alone or with your
father. 1've almost never been alone, not
even with my father or mother, except when
mother wants to give me a dressing clown.
Then we're due for a chummy little tete-a-
tete for a few minutes. But it’s usually any-
thing but pleasant. And | hardly ever see
anything of Sylvia and Roswell. Sylvia’s
got her own set now, and is going my old
pace, and Roswell, too, in his romping way.
I'm really getting acquainted with my
brother and sister up here.

“Yes, there’s always people. And they’re
always  dressed—dressed for  morning,
dressed for luncheon, dressed for whatever
you’re doing in the afternoon—and the way
you’re dressed for that—tennis or motoring
or something—is usually not quite right for
tea. Oh, if | could tell you about teas, Eric!
So you dress again. And you invariably
dress for dinner. Only you do it by un-
dressing!  Yes, | assure you. If you could
only see me in a dinner gown!”

She threw back her head and, laughed.
“Eric, youd take off your coat and wrap
it hurriedly round me. 1’'m sure you would,
for you look as modest as a—I wish | could
say ‘girl.” As a—oh, well, just modest!

“Now, my dear child, think if you can
of truth and courage in that swirling vor-
tex of artificial life that 1’ve tried to give
you just a bare, inadequate glimpse of. Our
idea of courage is certain people’s pertina-
cious nerve in striving to get invited here or
there. And as for the truth, I think I only
hear it when some one feels so perfectly
nasty that she flings it at you to hurt you
or make you angry. Doubtless I’ve heard
the truth from a man many times, but I’ve
had absolutely no means of recognizing it—
for sure. They all love me, as | told you,
married and unmarried, callow and mature;
and even some of the eligibles probably
really do—in their way! But, you see,
Tames M. is a most desirable papa-in-law,
and Estelle J., as a mother-in-law, would
make an exceedingly valuable social ally.
And little Clara learned all this at the ma-
ture age of ninel Oh, it’s a great life, if you
don’t weaken. Still, | suppose it’s as good
as any other. Do you think I’'m beautiful?”
she asked irrelevantly.

“The most beautiful living thing 1*ve ever
seen,” replied Eric, gravely appraising her.
“But |'ve seen few young white women, so

Why, |
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I can’t compare you to other creatures of
your kind. | can only compare you to ani-
mals. You come out well in that compari-
son.”

Clara shrieked—till moisture came to her
eyes, and she had put her hand on his arm
and patted it softly.

“If | only had you—say at a garden party
at the La Salle Murray’s, and cut you in on
the airy persiflage, youd be a riot, Eric.
And 1’'d become something more than the
Miss Heathering. It would be the Miss
Heathering who sponsored the debut of Mr.
Eric Straive, truth-teller extraordinary to all
who may apply.” Then her face sobered;
her eyes grew stern. “But 1'd back you,”
she asserted, “1’d wager a dinner that youd
get away with it. But 1I'd be afraid------ ”

“You mustn’t say that. Of what?”

“That you’d get angry and spring at some-
body, you big panther, you!”

“l don't think so,” judged Eric. “Surely
at nothing any one said to me. But why
don't they tell the truth? What do you
really mean?”

“Why, Eric, it’s so—disagreeable. So-
unclothed, as it were! And how can you
accomplish your purposes—favor, pleasure,
business, anything—with the truth? Espe-
cially when no one else tells it, which would
leave you quite in the hands of the other
person. You put your cards on the table—
to take a simile from bridge—while your op-
ponent, your pretended lover, or your busi-
ness associate, keeps his carefully concealed
in his sleeve. What a chance youd have!”

The little worldling chuckled happily.

“And that has been your life,” said Eric
musingly.

“l know what you’re thinking of.” di-
vined Clara. “That it’s been very narrow,
just as narrow in its intimate contacts as
yours has been, and it’s so. |’ve known that,
lately, and what do you suppose | did to
get even? Never breathe it,” she whispered.
“I’ve been running off when mother didnt
know it—all alone and seeing things; mostly
poor and dirty people. But 3ou? You're
neither poor nor dirty. So you’re absolutely
a new experience to me.

“And, of course------ ”  She patted his
hand, and noted his heightened color as she
did it, “I like new experiences!”

Rather a diverting time of it, Clara was
having. But her pleasure knew alloy: A still
small voice was calling her a callous vamp.

Suddenly something louder called through

the drowsing woods. It was the gong, sum-
moning them to supper.

CHAPTER XIlI.
A LETTER FROM BAKER.

A knock came on the pole of Erics tent
while he was “washing up.”

“Come,” he called.

"A letter for you, Mr.
Heathering’s secretary, entering.
mail, which has just arrived.”

Eric did not know ihat the post trader at
Minsington was aware that he was here.
But Heathcote had seen to that. It was
the third letter that Eric had ever received,
and he opened it carefully with his sheath
knife. Typed on the office stationery of
Foster R. Baker, Barrister-at-law, it read as
follows:

Straive,” said
“In our

W ixxipkc, June 2;, I<l~
Mr. F.ric Straive, Straive Lake, via Minsiug-
ton. Kite

Mr Dear Mr. Straive: | have been shown a
right-of-way agreement, creating certain ease-
ments upon and over your lands, purported to
have been executed by your father just prior
to his death. Although this instrument is un-
witnessed, | am asked to accept it, on your be-
half, as valid, and to waive any objection to its
due recording.

1 have thought it best to see you before giv-
ing my consent. Suppose you come down here
immediately you receive this? There are other
matters as well that | ought to discuss with you.

Very sincerely,
Foster R. Baker.

Eric studied this letter over carefully and
then thrust it into his pocket, combed his
hair, and went to supper.

They made a very gay party now. The
woods air had given them a remarkable ap-
petite, the young folks were given rein, and
good nature and freedom from constraint
steadily gained headway. Heathering him-
self was, perhaps, an exception. It would
take many more vacation days than the four
that had already passed to divert his mind
from its servitude to "affairs.”

As he ate his soup, he studied Eric and
noted his abstraction. He had been exceed-
ingly sociable with that young man, avoid-
ing, however, any extended conversations
with him, in order that he might be the
more impressive should the need arise.
Heathcote, too, had remained most kind and
self-eliminating!  Late evenings, however,
after Eric had gone—for he retired early and
rose early, to walk in the woods before
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breakfast—the young lawyer had sought to
strengthen the impression he believed he had
made upon Clara since his arrival in the
camp.

A tittle paddle on the glassy waters of
the lake, the moonlight piercing its depths
with silvery daggers, gave him, indeed, a
most romantic setting for the spell he en-
deavored to weave about her. At first their
favorite topic had been ignorant, uncouth
Eric, and Heathcote’s wit had amused her
greatly. Latterly, however, Clara had been
less willing to discuss him and Heathcote,
quick to note the change—and to regard it
with disfavor—had talked of other things.

"What’s on your mind, Mr. Straive?” in-
quired Heathering genially. “You’re par-
ticularly quiet this evening.”

‘Tve had a letter from our solicitor at
Winnipeg,” Eric informed him. “He wants
to see me at once. And if you will not be
moving for a few days, and don’t need me,
I think 1'd better go to-morrow morning on
the launch.”

" By all means, my boy,” consented Heath-
ering. “And if you want any advise before
going, Heathcote here, who is a very able
lawyer, you know, will be glad to give it,

I've no doubt. In Chicago he’ a rather ex-
pensive consultant. But up here he’s only
your friend.”

“Oh. thank you, both of you,” responded
Eric, looking appreciatively at Heathcote,
who was smiling at him. “1'1l think it over.”

Clara glanced quickly from Eric to Heath-
cote and then to her father. On his un-
fathomable face, with its calm and kindly
expression of command, her eyes rested
lightly but very steadily. Mrs. Heathering
was covertly amused—a little!

The financier and the junior partner of
his firm of personal counsel lingered at the
table over their cigars.

“What do you make of this letter?” asked
Heathering.

“That Baker is uncertain what he ought
to do. However, that’s not altogether from
sizing up the young man’s face. 1've a let-
ter fronts the agent who saw Baker. He
says he did not openly question the instru-
ment in any way. He was noncommittal;
told them he’d give them an answer in sev-
eral days. They used the patriotic motive
on him, too, from four different quarters—
spruce for airplanes, for consistency’s sake,
though he’ll probably learn, if he makes
the right investigations, that it’s iron—the

need of which, however, is just as great, |
suppose. Shall we talk to Straive before he
goes?”

“Um—yes, | think so. He’ll soon learn
we're interested and will think it queer if
we don’t. And if he don’t learn we'e in-
terested, our gaining of his regard and loy-
alty will have been useless to us. Get him
in.”

Heathcote found him telling the young-
sters wolf stories, with Mrs. Heathering apa-
thetically looking on, and Clara a silent lis-
tener. When Heathcote carried Eric away
her eyes followed them till the two men dis-
appeared.

Heathering asked Eric about the country
northward, saying that they might move
again, to be nearer the timber cruising. He
also inquired as to the whereabouts of Eric’s
home. In fact, he was quite sociable and
friendly. Then he said:

“I shouldn’t wonder if that place of yours
is the same that we hear of in reports that
Mr. Heathcote has received. Have you
happened to mention, Heathcote, that clients
of yours are interested in resources up
here?”

“l think 1 did,” replied Heathcote quite
casually.

“You said,” reminded Eric, whose mem-
ory was photographic,“some friends of
yours were thinking of building a road
through the country. Are they the ones, do
you suppsse, who wanted some rights over
our land?”

“Must be,” replied Heathcote. “The
lands are handled in Winnipeg by a man
named Baker.”

“He’s our solicitor,” exclaimed
“Isn’t that a coincidence?”

“Is there any difficulty?” asked Heather-
ing, with a polite interest that Eric felt to
be quite flattering.

“Some little agreement that was not—wit-
nessed, he called it.”

“Whatever you can do to smooth the way
of these people,” said Heathering, “we shall
appreciate. In fact, a company in which |
am interested is very directly concerned. It
is doing a very necessary public work.”

Eric was about to reply with offhand gen-
erosity, but inculcated caution restrained
him.  “You’re all very kind, and | should
be kind to you. And I will. But I dont
know anything about this. Father relied on
Mr, Baker, who was for years his personal
friend. So I shall rely upon him, too.”

Eric.
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“If we can do anything for you, wire my
firm in Chicago,” suggested Heathcote. 'Til
write them that you are Mr. Heathering’s
guest here.”

"Oh, thank you,” replied Eric gratefully,
and he left to bid the others good night.

CHAPTER XIII.
CLARA IS CONTRITE.

When he was gone, Clara strolled into her
father’ tent, and found Heathcote just leav-
ing. She caught the latter’s words: “I think
he’ll do it now. If not, we’ll get it, anyhow.
I1t’ll take longer, that’s all.”

"Father,” she asked, when they were

alone, “whats it all about, with Mr.
Straive?”
Heathering patted her hand. "I told you

all you needed to know,” he said. “And,
by the way, | should judge you had suc-
ceeded in making him like you. Rather easy
for my pretty little girl, hey?”

“He likes me,” said Clara briefly.
no business to influence him.”

Her father frowned. "It is a perfectly
legitimate thing that we wish him to do, as
| told you; and one that he ought to do,
anyway. But being an ignorant young
woodsman, and very sentimental concerning
his father, it was well to gain his good will.”

“Excuse me for seeming to question your
course, father; but | hate to use my------ ”

“Stuff!” said Heathering. “Run away
and play.” And he kissed her and turned
to his papers as he heard his secretary’s step.

Clara ran away and played—her own
game. If this they wanted Eric to do was
so right—what could it be, she wondered?
—Eric could be trusted to do it without fear
or favor. Her father did not know7that, but
site did.

From the wood just back of his tent she
called him softly, and he came, fully dressed.
His ears were also eyes to Eric, and in a mo-
ment he was by her side in the deep dusk.

“Take me on the lake. 1| want to talk
to you,” she invited. Moored to the shore
near his tent was a canoe, and they shoved
off.

“The lake is the best plate,” she said as
they faced each other, kneeling, “because
you can’t go away from me in disgust until
I've finished what | have to say to you.
Though, of course, you could throw me
overboard!”

"l had

Eric met this afterthought with a quiet,
happy laugh.

"1’ve been a liar,” she began in a steady
voice. “Like the rest of my kind that |
told you about to-day. |I’'ve flirted with
you.”

"Flirted? Flirted?” said Eric, trying the
word. “Oh, yes, what you called making
love by a man or woman without meaning
it. No!” It surely didnt fit. "You were
kind and companionlike: very sweet and
comradely, and we had a splendid time; but
how flirt?”

*Why |'ve been spending my time with
you every day, knowing vou were thinking
nice things about me, and liking me more
and more, and | just did it because--well,
you see you acted for a while as if you didn’t
care. And we girls want every nice young
man to care.”

"Why?” he asked.

"Oh, my dear, our vanity! And it the
game—the universal game of women with
men and men with women.”

Eric had stopped paddling. “You wanted
me to care for you? Love you, you mean?”

“Not care for me so much as that, per-
haps—though some do.”

“And then what?”

“Oh, that would make you smart for your
daring to be indifferent enough to let Mr.
Heathcote take me away from you.”

“But | wasnt.”

She was kneeling close to him, and her
hand went to him impulsively.

"No, I know now. You explained it. and
so straightforwardly and simply—that’s one
reason | had to confess.”

“Confess that you played a part? Sat
close to me and called me Eric, and got me
to talk about my father and my earl}7 life
—and all to make me smart, to hurt me
afterward?”

“Something like that.”

“Oh!” It was like a cry of pain, and it
went straight to her warm little heart and
made her wince.

“But, Eric, you made me very angry that
first time we met.” She had not meant ever
to tell him this, but she needed all the ex-
tenuation she could find.

“Because |—‘hugged’ you, as you called
it?”

Her troubled eyes twinkled momentarily.

“No, goose. A girl doesn’t mind that—
from a nice boy—as long as she has an alibi.
That means as long as she’s sure he has
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no reason to suspect that she—doesn’t mind.
And if he has reason—why, Eric, a wise boy
knows that he must never, never tell the girl
that he has seen that she really didn't mind
it. But you showed me that you knew I
liked it, in spite of my fright. And that
enraged me. You tore my pride to tatters,
you, an uncouth, rough creature of the wil-
derness—as you seemed then. That, I'm
sure was the beginning. | wished to——"

“It is enough. | think | understand.”
He held his head up and paddled toward the
shore.

“You despise me, | suppose,” concluded
Clara gloomily.

Eric frowned. “I cant tell. At least
you’ve spoiled my journey—turned a sweet
memory into------ ”

“A bitter?”

He thought hard. “Not that exactly.
Into a thing | ve got to think over.” Then
he touched her dark hair. *“I couldn’t be
bitter over anything you're sorry for.” Again
his brow clouded. “I’ll be more careful.”

“Careful?” she repeated slowly. “Yes,
careful, of course. But it's not going to
make you refrain from doing anything what
its right and proper for you to do, is it
just because of wicked me? You wouldn’t
do that?”

“If | do—and know it,” said Eric fiercely,
“I’ll join my father!”

“Good-by—forgive me, Eric.”

He had walked with her near to the
Heathering camp.

“Oh, all right,” he agreed cheerfully.
“I’ve got to ponder it all carefully. But I'll
forgive you.”

“But—>but, Eric, dont think of me at all,
please. It couldn’t do you any good.” Then
she said something that was hard to say,
because although courted, much-experienced
Clara knew—yet Eric had said no word of
love. “Remember what | said about classes
—qreat wealth and social position. And,
anyhow, |’'m really not worth it.”

“Aren’t you?” Eric was a little dazed.

“So its all settled. And because it’s all
settled—please stoop down a little, Eric.”

He did so, and she lightly kissed his ear,
and was gone.

Clara found her mother waiting for her.

“See here, my child,” said that lady
crisply. “This won’t do. You’re overplay-
ing a very congenial game.”

“I’'m not,” snapped Clara.
all about it.”

“1ve told him

“What!”

“At least | told him 1d been flirting with
him and to—to forget it. I'm through!”

“You didn’t tell him your father or I had
said anything to you about------ ”

“Mother,” said Clara in the weary, pa-
tient tones Young America chooses for the
chiding of its parents, “I'm no fool. At
least I’'m not a disloyal one.”

CHAPTER XIV.
ERIC WADES INTO THE WORLD.

Yes, he had forgiven her, Eric decided,
as he lay awake and reenacted the events
of that full day. For offenses of his that
had been unwitting she had punished him
in that most extraordinary way of which he
vaguely remembered reading—she had used
her charm upon him, that he might suffer
later. It was a most detestable thing, and
he felt that she could not wholly undo what
she had done. But she was penitent—and
brave! For when she made her confession
of guile, she already knew that the thing
he most abhorred was that untruth of which
guile is a form. Yes, she had shown courage
—and truth, at last. And he felt that this
sort of guile was just woman’s, as, indeed,
she had intimated to him, while the truth
was essentially hers, and all good women’s,
conquering in the end their instinct to allure.

But there was ache in the thought of
something dear to him ended—a compan-
ionship with a young woman that had grown
sweeter day by day. He slept very fitfully
through the night, and morning came with-
out banishing Clara. But it brought him an
idea of a sort of which morning’s gifts to
the voting and healthy are invariably made,
of which morning itself is made. It was a
very vigorous notion that dear things need
not end; that, perhaps, he could have some-
thing to say about that. And he fell to mus-
ing again.

“This will never do,” muttered Eric, and
he leaped from his bed and plunged into the
chilly water of the lake. He had an early
breakfast with the men and was off in the
launch that daily carried the mail away and
brought mail and supplies back.

At Minsington he and another man got a
ride on a vehicle which served as a kind
of auto stage to the branch railroad; he
slept at the small town where it joined the
main line, and, bright and early, arrived



THE YOUNG BARBARIAN 33

at Winnipeg. There he studied things, and
especially people, to see how they were
dressed, and after he had visited a men%s
furnishing store and emerged from a barber
shop, he looked a thoroughly civilized Apollo
and presented himself at nine oclock at the
office of Foster R. Baker. Here a young
woman stenographer admiringly engaged
him in conversation until at nine-fifteen the
chief clerk came who, in turn, presented him
to Baker when that tall, elderly, anti be-
whiskered barrister appeared at nine-forty-
five.

“Hullo,” said Baker. “Goodness, gra-
cious me!  You're two heads taller than your
father and—young man, you look fit to
wrestle with a panther!”

“l wagered father | could last year, if
he'd clip his claws and file off his fangs.”

“You’re spoofing me, my boy,” accused
Baker.

“No—father wouldn’t consent. Wrestling
bouts with small bears were his limit for
me.”

For a while they talked of Elliott Straive,
Baker studying the son with undisguised
approval. He expected ignorance and found
it. But he hoped for intelligence, and this
he also found in a measure far beyond his
expectation. So he plunged into sundry
matters of the estate—some of which greatly
surprised Eric—and having disposed of
these, he drew out a paper and cleared his
throat.

“This is the right-of-way agreement of
which | wrote you,” he said. “It's a photo-
graphic copy, the original of which they
have, of course, retained for the present.-’

It was a typewritten document conferring
upon the Northern Lakes and Rivers Tim-
ber Company rights-of-way for water, rail,
and other transport, dockage, warehouse,
and other privileges, including any necessary
cutting of timber, this to be paid for at
“market rates.”

“Apparently you were not at home at the
time this was executed,” continued Baker.
“Neither you nor any one else has witnessed
it, and without a witness to verify its exe-
cution it will not stand against our denial of
its authenticity. If we consent to it as being
genuine, we can so attest and they'll file it.
Or, if we don’t, they’ll perhaps try to make
their own proof and file it, and it wiil.be up
to us to contest it if we wish. | suppose it's
genuine enough. It certainly appears to be
your father’s signature.”

3A p

“Yes, it does,” corroborated Eric, “but
it's strange that father signed it without con-
sulting you.”

Baker agreed with him.

“What is this Northern Lakes and Rivers
Timber Company?” asked Eric.

“Thats it! | find on making a good
many inquiries, aided by some clients of
mine whom I've indirectly questioned, that
it is a company organized to mask the pur-
poses of the real party in interest, which is
the Central Canada Iron Deposits Syndi-
cate.”

“Iron!”” exclaimed Eric, springing up.

“lron, yes,” repeated Baker in surprise,
“why?-’

“Oh. I'll tell you later.
dicate?”

“It is apparently a holding company for
several corporations owning rights in ore
tracts through centra! Canada here, reaching
northward from the great deposits in the
Lakes region of the States. Besides this
holding company, there are several large in-
dustrial concerns, all seemingly unrelated,
but which, according to my confidential in-
formation, connect up with immense inter-
ests that are thought to have formed a com-
bine to compete with the Steel Trust. There
would be no opposition, | suppose, at pres-
ent, since the market is unlimited, but after
the war is over it would mean an industrial
war in the greatest industry on the conti-
nent. Hence the secrecy, | suppose—in or-
der that the project may be advanced be-
yond successful resistance before the Trust
is aware of the magnitude and strength of
their new competitor. Of course, the Trust
knows all about it by now, but the public is
only beginning to learn.”

“lron,” said Eric, and his eyes sparkled.

“About the right of way, now?” reminded
Baker. “Shall we acknowledge it and let
them go ahead? Your land there seems to
be the key to their transport system to the
great reduction works which will be located
here, the metal to go to the States. Of
course, they don’t admit any such impor-
tance. They talk only timber—spruce for
airplanes. They are very clever. Never-
theless, it is evident from their haste and ill-
concealed anxiety that it is of vital impor-
tance to them. What shall we do?”

“If the paper is genuine,” said Eric slowly,
“lI wouldnt do anything to oppose them,
notwithstanding it was father’s desire that
the land be kept intact. For if it is genuine

What is this syn-
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it was father’s wish that they should have
these rights. | wonder why they did not
have it—witnessed? Is that it?”

“The agent who obtained it reported that
your father was alone.”

“Yes, he was, except for aunt. Mary, the
Indian woman who took care of me.”

“Who cannot read or write, | suppose.”

“No, she cannot.”

“Yet she could have made her mark, as
we say. That would have helped.”

“Perhaps she was not about, or the agent
did not know of that. Could not he him-
self have witnessed it?”

“Yes, but being an interested party, as
the law terms him, his signature would have
little weight if the genuineness of the docu-
ment were disputed. However, he can wit-
ness it at any time.”

“Why did he not do it at the time my fa-
ther signed it?”

“Delayed it, | suppose, or forgot to.”

“Who was this agent?”

“I don’t know who obtained your father’s

signature.  Some one of their numerous
agents, | suppose. Do you doubt its genu-
ineness?”

“Yes,” said Eric, thinking hard.

“What shall you do, then?”

“l think 1 can learn at home what to
do,” the youth replied. “And | shall let
you know promptly one way or the other.
Meanwhile, now that I am here, 1 want to
get some information about two things—
iron and love.”

Baker sprang up.

“Son of Elliott Straive,” he exclaimed,
striving to suppress his merriment, “what
do you mean?”

“Two things | am interested in just now,
and 1’'m sure my library at home cannot tell
me what | wish to know. | want some up-
to-date human testimony.”

“As to iron, then,” replied Baker, his
mouth twitching, “I’ll give you a letter to
Douglass, an official of the Canadian Geo-
logical Survey, who happens to be in Winni-
peg. Youll find him at my club. As to
love—oh, ask any’ woman. They’re all ex-
perts.”

“Have you a wife or daughter?”

“Both,” replied Baker. “Do you wish to
experiment on them?”

“Of course not.” Eric smiled. “It sounds
ridiculous, I know. Nevertheless, |1 do need
some facts.”

The elderly barrister pursed his lips and

drummed on his desk. “Facts—about love.
Humph!  Don’t believe there are any—
known, at least. However, Mrs. and Miss
Baker will probably possess whatever knowl-
edge is extant on the subject, so come up for
dinner, and I'll turn you loose on them.
They—may make fun of you! ’

“l can stand that,” young Straive assured
him, and he jotted down the house address
and took his leave.

Canada’s iron expert was playing billiards,
but he immediately granted Foster R.
Baker’s client an interview. The quiet lit-
tle man was bored at first, but he soon be-
came interested in what Eric had to say,
and, in return, he gave him much informa-
tion.

“And where is the eastern limit of the iron
up there?” asked Eric. “We've not been
getting the survey reports for a long time,
and so our library is out of date.”

Douglass produced a map and showed him,
“Along here is the known limit; but the new
American operations—which in these war
times were glad to foster--are uncovering
the northern extension of the glacial drift
detritus, which is the origin of the big iron
deposits at the end of the Great Lakes.”

“Isn't the eastern iimit known yet?”

“No. Too much cover in that woods and
lakes country up your way. Absence of
rock exposures and presence everywhere of
vegetation—forest litter and deep moss—
makes recognizance work fruitless. A geolo-
gist would have to live there and be patient
to gain much knowledge of it.”

“Thank you,” said Eric. “And can you
tell me who are at the head of this gigantic
combination to produce iron up here?”

“My boy,” replied the quiet man indul-
gently, “1 know officially only the names of
the corporations which have applied for such
rights and franchises in the Dominion of
Canada as concern our survey. But un-
officially 1 may tell you that though several
of the great financial powers of the United
States, together with the industries they rep-
resent, are directly or indirectly concerned,
it is generally believed that the James M.
Heathering interests are in controi.”

Erics heart thumped, but he showed no
outward sign. “One other question: Does
the government of the United States favor
this big competitive project?”

“l suppose that depends mainly on
whether the administration believes that the
project will increase the output of steel.
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There are pros and cons to that question.
It should, however, under favorable condi-
tions, greatly augment the production in a
short while. And that will please Canada
also.”

“How can | be sure?”

Douglass looked at him. “Tell me why
you want to know, and if it is important
enough, I'll find out for you.”

Eric told him, and asked:
portant enough?”

“It is!”” replied Douglass incisively.

“Is that im-

wire the American secretary of war. Meet
me here to-morrow morning.”
“Indeed 1 will,” promised Eric. “I'm

glad to be able to do it right.”
And he left the club.

CHAPTER XV.
CLARA RELIEVES HER MIND.

“Wheres Eric?” shouted Roswell, who
was the last to take his place at the break-
fast table.

“Yes, where is he?” echoed Sylvia in al-
most as strident a voice. “He’s usually
more punctual than we are.”

“Mr. Straive left early for Minsington,”
said Mrs. Heathering with exaggerated
calm. “But I see no reason for you to raise
a disturbance over his departure.”

“Aint he coming back?” demanded Ros-
well. "He was going to take me where the
big fish are—if Clara ever gave him a
chance.”

Clara gave her brother a sulky, super-
cilious stare, and his mother replied that
without doubt he’d be back jor a little
while. At which Clara caught her mother’s
meaning eye and looked away again. Heath-
ering and Heatbcote had opened their news-
papers. These were already two days old,
but the more important items Heathering
always received in the form of dispatches
thirty hours before he got the printed news.

The children made their exit first, Clara
went next, and lleathcote, allowing a dis-
creet minute or so to intervene, followed her.
Thereupon Mrs. Heathering turned to her
husband.

“How long is Ibis barbarian worship to
continue?”

“Who, Straive? Why? What’s the mat-
ter with him?” Heathering had not raised
his eyes from the Herald.

“Oh, he’s just a generally corrupting in-
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fluence, and 1'd like to see some of our
friends when this beastly business is over.’

“Corrupting influence, you say?”

“Your daughter Clara------ 7 They were
so much alike, inside and out, that Mrs.
Heathering was wont rather to emphasize
her husband’s responsibility for her—*left
the camp very quietly last evening and took
a long walk or canoe ride with him. It was
pitch dark.”

“Well, he brought her back undrowned,
| suppose—or 1°d have heard of it before
this.”

“Oh, James, don’t be absurd. It wouldn’t
be an entirely correct sort of thing with
Heathcote. With a person like Straive it%s
simply—impossible! It must stop.”

“Well, he won't return for a number of
daj'S. When he does the whole thing will
come to a head, and be disposed of very
quickly.”

“And youll send him off then?”

Heathering gave short shrift to people
that encumbered his industrial manipulative
machinery. That was business, the neces-
sary policy of men to whom minutes are as
the hours of small fry. But in his home af-
fairs he was inclined to reverse things. He
was extremely tolerant. He did not care for
general converse, with its clamorously iter-
ated “Listen!” but he iiked to see people
about him having what they esteemed a com-
fortable time. Here it was Mrs. Heathering
that doled out the minutes and used a
stricter code of Dun and Bradstreet than any
Heathering corporation.  Casually he re-
plied:

“Send him off? Why, no. Let him play
around. He’s harmless.” , -

“That’s hardly sufficient inducement to
us, | should think, to continue to entertain
hint in his wild beasts’ skins at every meal
during our entire vacation. A good watch
dog could play with the children without
compromising Clara. By the way, | think
she’s spilled your beans, to use a very fetch-
ing symbolism.”

“How?” snapped Heathering, alert.

“l scolded her for overplaying her role
—a role | should never have approved of, by
the way, if you’d consulted me—whereupon
she informed me that shed told him all
about it. Or, at least, that she’d just been
flirting with him. You know, of course,
that they’ve been as thick as young thieves
for the last few days, ever since you en-
couraged her to cultivate him.”
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“Tell her | want to see her, Estelle/” He
turned to his newspaper, while Mrs. Heath-
ering sallied forth and nabbed the young
thing as she was about to float away with
Heathcote, who evidently proposed to make
hay while the sun shone. Her mother
brought her to the paternal presence.

HGathering folded his paper. “See here,
puss-cat, what have you been telling that
obstinate young Straive?”

Clara glanced reproachfully at her mother.

“I told hint I°d been pulling his leg,” she
replied with cold candor. The phrase was
current at the time in the best Anglo-Ameri-
can circles.

“Indeed? And had you?”

A nice question, that, after the instruc-
tions—yes, virtually instructions—agiven her.
She had had a miserable night of it, and her
temper was awry.

“Yes,” she replied in a manner that would
have been more fdial if it had been less em-
phatic, “I did just what you told me to. |
flirted with him outrageously, and he’s in
love with me. And | couldn’t stand it and
told him all about it.”

Heathering's eyes narrowed.
what?”

“Oh, you needn't be afraid,” said Clara,
her face pale with indignation. *“I took the
entire blame for it. | told him | was piqued
at hint for paying no attention to me. It
had really been considerateness on his part,
just courtesy and self-depreciation and—
snubs we’d given him before, in our nice,
contemptible, snobby way with our own
guest. But | gave him to understand that
I had flirted with hint solely and only for
revenge—and broke his poor, gentle heart, |
suppose,” sobbed Clara.

Her father whistled and her mother glow-
ered.

“You needn’t think | care, myself. He’
nothing to me—this babe in the woods.
He’s just a helpless innocent, and all of us
with our experience, and our wealth and our
power, trapping him. Father, it seems to
me the great James YE Heathering should
be able to put over a perfectly legitimate
thing with a boy like that without—well,
at least without breaking his heart for good
measure.”

“Go to your tent, Clara, if you please,”
said Heathering, “and compose yourself.
And when you can talk to me without im-
pertinence, I'll explain a few things to you
that you seem to have misunderstood.”

“All about

Clara and her mother got out just in time
to avoid an encounter—which their pride
could ill have brooked—with Heathcote.

“The very man,” said Heathering. "Hear
the row?”

“No,” lied Heathcote.

Heathering did not believe in intimacies.
But in this rather exceptional matter the
young lawyer became for the time a privi-
leged person.

“Clara seems to have—sort of flirted with
our right of way, and regretted it. Very
high-spirited girl, you know, and at heart
very kind. Y'oung calf lost his head, and
Clara told him she’d been flirting with him
—wretched vampire—something like that.
Question is, how’ll it affect him. My wife
says Clara’s spilled the beans. About it, |
expect—dammit! ”

Heathcote nodded respectfully.

“Thats just for your information, of
course. I'm talking to Clara, so she’ll
smooth things over when he returns—just in
the event that his personal relations with
us become a factor in his decision. You’ll
be playing around with her the next few
days. Do what you can.”

Heathcote did. But he had also his own
ax to grind. So while he sought to sharpen
her liking for him he endeavored at the same
time to shape her attitude toward the young
woodsman in a way that should be safe for
all of them.

On general principles he distrusted this
pity of hers for Eric. It would have been
a dangerous sentiment in many a young
woman. But Heathcote was too thoroughly
steeped in the callous worldliness -of his
sphere to be seriously anxious about Clara,
whom he assumed to be quite as fully com-
mitted as himself to the conventions that
ruled in her life. His task, then, was not
to deflect her from another, but to turn her
to himself. By flattery sufficiently subtle
he would soothe her conscience, whose pangs
were doubtless shallow, and in doing so he
would not only put her in the mood to go
on with her little game with Eric—if that
proved necessary—but would use the inci-
dent as a lever to raise himself in her esteem.
He knew she liked him a great deal. Most
bright women did, especially if they were
also sensible to a very definite physical
charm he was conscious of exerting.

For the better part of a week he had a
clear field. But it was over a hill—or so
Heathcote imagined it. For two days he
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toiled upward in the wake of a goddess nim-
ble of foot, elusive, and very perverse. Then
she seemed to yield, and metaphorically it
was all downhill, and hand in hand.

Heathering had something to do with it
Clara, on the day of her outburst, had re-
mained in no mood to come contritely to her
father till late in the afternoon, and he had
gone. An engineer had taken him north-
ward to the ore bodies to straighten out a
strategic tangle, and he did not return till
the following night. After breakfast nest
morning, Clara penitently appeared.

“Now, young spit-fire, I'm going to talk
to you,” Heathering said, not unamiably.
In his heart of hearts she was the dearest
thing in the world to him.

“You got off on the wrong foot on that
Eric Straive matter.”

“Oh,” thought Clara. “He’ just a mat-
ter—rock, wood, sawdust—anything but
flesh and blood!”

‘@You seemed to think 1d used you as a
siren.  Contemptible, impossible thing.
Ashamed of yourself, implying anything so
absurd. Ought to he spanked!”

Clara stared haughtily at the damask
tablecloth.

“You’re nearly nineteen, aren’t you? Or
nearly twenty, i guess. Time you were ab-
sorbing more of the hard facts of this fancy-
dress ball we call the world. People don’t
live and prosper by their hearts but by their
heads, and they all use them up to their
limit. If we don” use them to the limit we
go under and get stepped on. Or mashed, |
should say

“lks mash or be mashed?”
quietly.

“Precisely. And absolutely’. So—we use
our heads—all weve got. Now here we
have a project, a very good thing for the
country, though, of course, we ourselves
stand to snake a billion or so in the long run.
For by the time lire war is over we expect to
be as solidly intrenched as the present Steel
Trust. This is confidential, Clara. You're
my daughter, and bright enough, Heaven
knows!

“A very important thing, this. My honor
and the honor and security of my largest
corporations are pledged to it. It vital,
momentous. More interests big and little,
more people, big and little, concerned in it
than you can imagine. And the strategic
point of it, the right of way over the only
route that makes competition with the trust

she asked

at all feasible, must run through this tre-
mendous acreage this man Straive—Elliott
Siraive—carved out of the wilderness for a
moose pasture. Through a miserable tech-
nicality—and tehcnicalities count in Can-
ada, where vested rights are concerned—
we're heid up until Elliott Straive's signa-
ture—his own signature, mind you—is ad-
mitted by his own son or his son’s lawyer,
or, failing that, can be properly attested anti
proved. The boy is ignorant, sentimental,
avaricious. The land's worthless, but he can
hold is up for months or years. For even
condemnation proceedings by the govern-
ment would take time.

"Now, in the name of common sense, who
should cavil at gaining the fellow’s good will
in every way? Candy is what that suckling
needs, and you’re the prettiest candy in this
neck of th« woods. I’ll underwrite that
proposition for a cool million. 1 didn’t ask
you to many him or even to flirt with him.
We’re simply trying to be nice to him.
Imagined  With perhaps five hundred dis-
tinguished men who would give a toe off
each foot to spend a week-end, here, this
cub has the whole pavilion. You could do
your share, couldn’t you, and with dignity
and conscience and womanliness at that?”

Clara was moved. She had misunder-
stood, perhaps. Perhaps she had exag-
gerated the import of her father’s sugges-
tion to her. It was a strong case he made
out now against her—and against Eric, too.
But------

The two pairs of brown eyes met. They
were so like—so like, these two! But one,
a world-hardened man of fifty, the other a
dainty girl creaming under the play of feel-
ing forces strangely stirred—Ilately.

“It sounds fair enough, dad. but”—she
added with prescient caution—*“just to look
at it on the surface, doesn’t it seem stealthy
and vile, all of us playing our part, as you
put it, and this simple, kindly fellow spitted
—dangling and helpless!”

Keatlivfing's eyej smiled with the sar-
donic glint of years. “Your simple, honest
fellows—if j'oii could look into them you’d
see very much the same aspirations you find
in yourself, ana the same cunning to achieve
them. It’s just the head that differs. Why
don’t he give the word and let us go on?
It’s costing thousands upon thousands every
day.”

“Have you come right out and asked
him?”
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“We haven’t dared—yet.”
“You don’t know him.”

“We will.”
“Yes,” cried Clara, “I'll bet you will! I’nr
going to wait. Lets see what he does, and

why. As for treating him well—this way,
that way; gain his good will; make him
think this or that------ No sirree!  1’ll treat
him well, never fear. But I'll treat him just
exactly as 1 would if no great consequences
hung upon him. He’s nothing to me—
nothing,” declared Clara, stamping her foot,
“but I'll not have him despise me for play-
ing a part.”

“Hurrah, little movie heroine.” applauded
the father. “Just so you treat him well and
keep your mouth shut, you may hitch your
wagon to all the stars in the firmament. Get
out!” And he playfully boxed her ears.

CHAPTER XVI.
HIGHLY ESCOKTLD.

When Eric left the club he was not alone.
In fact, he had not been alone since he left
Minsington. At the lleathering camp, and
on the lakes and rivers plied by their
launches, Heathcote had reckoned Eric to be
safe. At Minsington. however, an alleged
traveling salesman on a vacation hung
about, but his vacation was up when Eric
left the village. At the railway station in
Winnipeg the salesman looked hard at Eric’s
back, at the same time making signs to a
chauffeur, who thereupon took over the al-
leged salesman’s duties. From the automo-
bile driven by this chauffeur an elderly gen-
tleman had descended and entered the build-
ing where Foster R. Baker maintained of-
fices, and had ridden up in the elevator with
Eric.  Another man dogcred the young
woodsman to the club.

The day was young, and so was Eric, and
he managed a moving-picture show, a stroll
of the entire length of Winnipeg’s principal
retail shopping street, sparkling with gay
young birds in their lightest summer plum-
age, a luncheon in a tiled palace of din and
commotion, a long poring over certain books
in the public library, a visit to a recruit-
ing station of the Canadian Expeditionary
Forces, an automobile ride through the resi-
dential portions of the city, and the selec-
tion of a hotel where he might stay for the
night. The chauffeur—another one—from
a distant corner of the lobby saw him safely

registered and went back to his car, which
was parked at a discreet distance from the
portals of the hotel.

Eric changed his collar—what a time he
had with the beastly thing!—had his shoes
reshined, and took a taxi—followed by the
chauffeur—to the comfortable residence of
Foster R. Baker. He was there cordially
received by a handsome dame of fifty and a
few minutes later by an entrancing young
woman of perhaps twenty-five. It was an
ordeal to Eric, but he stood it well by the
simple device of comparing it with the su-
perior embarrassment of that conversation
he purposed having with them later.

Baker found opportunity for a brief aside
with his wife and Agatha. Elliott Straive’s
boy was a wonder, he told them. Nothing
special yet? “Oh, wait for his heart-to-
heart talk with you. Nerve yourself, please,
for my sake, or Elliott's. You don't remem-
ber Elliott, Agatha—or do you?”

“Why, yes, | think so.”

“Fortify yourselves by an
inner resolve—‘l won’t laugh!
that boy’s feelings hurt.”

It was all he had time to say, and it left
them—~his daughter especially—in a state of
rampant curiosity. They found Eric ex-
ceedingly frank—very likably so. Beyond
that, anything but a freak. After dinner
Baker excused himself, whereupon Eric, left
to the tender mercies of the ladies, soberly
stated his case. What it cost his-proud
young heart they could not know. Yet as a
feat of courage it easily outranked the most
Spartan tests to which he had ever subjected
himself.

| 've seen at dose range only a few white
women, and spoken to but one or two. They
didn’t interest me—they weren’t young.”

Mrs. Baker smiled invisibly.

“But I've met a girl up near home.
They’re camping. And she worries me. |
can’t get her out of my head. 1 think I
don’t want to. Perhaps I'm in love with
her. Do you suppose so?”

Agatha who, though naturally more lively
than her mother, had a gift of demureness,
trusted herself to reply. “It’s quite likely.”

“She’s a queer creature.” And Eric gave
a very vivid sketch of the astounding mental
and emotional gyrations of Clara Heather-
ing, known in his narrative under the dis-
creet pseudonym of “she.”

“She’s probably canoeing now with the
lawyer, and will, until it’s almost dark when

implacable
Can't have
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men feel so peculiarly about any one who’s
with them that way. 1°d hate to have her
feel that way to him, unless, of course, she
cares very, very much. And then I°d want
her to have him.”

The women stole covert glances at each
other.

“What do you think the situation is?” he
asked anxiously.

“I’d say,” said Agatha, “that your young
beauty did not yet know her own mind.”

“Shes had scores of lovers, | imagine.
For she’s very, very wealthy, and she tells
me that that attracts them.”

“It is said to,” confirmed Mrs. Baker.

“And did | explain that she is very beau-
tiful?”

“Yes, you made that tolerably clear,”
Agatha assured him.

“So she ought to know her own mind.”

“Not at all—yet,” denied Miss Baker,
who knew whereof she spoke. “Later she’ll
know in a flash.”

“In a flash?”

“Yes. Court her a while.”

“She says its no use; I’'m not in her
class.”

“You are the son of one of Mr. Baker’s
oldest friends and clients,” spoke up Mrs.
Baker sternly. “l wonder what she wants.”

“Parental opposition amounts to noth-
ing,” said Agatha oracularly.

“Indeed!” commented her mother.

“And the very fact that she tells you all
that and explains and asks your pardon—
all in the moonlight, too—it shows that
you’re in her mind tremendously. / say
‘Atta boy,” and get her!”

“Good!” said Eric. “l wanted to and in-
tended to, unless it could be shown to be an
outrageous thing. My inclination is to get
her if I can do it without Killing anybody.”

He said it quite amiably, as was his way.
But it hit the womenfolks of Barrister Baker
a blow between their eyes—in a manner of
speaking. They had thought him very mild,
if not a trifle backward. Now they saw with
exceeding dearness that Eric was a youth
who required light, not leading—emphati-
cally not leading!

“Why does she say one thing and mean
another?” he asked curiously.

“Only the Lord knows why a young girl
does it,” admitted Mrs. Baker.

“Amen!” added Agatha, with demure
piety. “It’s the female of the species, as
that canny wretch put it. We’re all right
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when we get what we want. At least it
helps a lot.”

“There are complications now. |°ve just
learned that this afternoon. 1’1l attend to
them. Il not let them interfere as long
as I’m sure | have a right to try to get her.”

“Why not?” asked the girl.

“Oh, I’'m an uncouth fellow, a barbarian.
I dress in tanned skins.”

“Why, that ought to be an asset.
to see you in them.”

“The lawyer is a very attractive man—
educated, witty, and very fine looking.”

Agatha looked hard at the Apollo in the
easy-chair. “Indeed! Well, 1 wouldn’t let
that discourage you.”

And her mother closed the conversation
by adding with a very keen wisdom: “Fol-
low your instincts. I'm sure they’ll not lead
you astray.”

A pleasant evening followed.

Eric found Douglass at the appointed
hour. “I had a quick reply,” said the geolo-
gist. “This is for yourself alone, Straive.
Uncle Sam’s War Industries Commission
looks with approval upon this competitive
enterprise, believing that the result will be
more metal to hurl at the Germans.”

Eric thanked him warmly, had a last
brief interview with Baker, consulted rail
and water route time-tables, and left the city
—not alone! In thirty-six hours he was in
the Lakes country, fifty miles westward of
his own domain, headed for the roads and
docks, building outfits and prospecting camps
that were working—no questions answered
—in the Canadian wilderness. He needed a
boat, and he hired one—which immediately
acquired a second passenger—and embarked
in it. But he had already hired another—
quietly, with some peculiar instructions.
This one did not start at once.

Five hours later, tiw ¢rd dark, he said to
one of the two boatmen, “Are you sure
you’re taking me to Storm,}' Arm, where the
trail starts for the new timber district?”

“Yes, sir,” said the fellow in a surly way,
“we know our htsiness.”

“FYe been up here severa! times. It’s all
right ” said the Dther piii-wnger, wiho wore
gray tweeds, golf stockingjs, rind: cap. 1'hcy
were near the shore.

“I keg }ouv pardon, it isn’t all rig;ht,” de-
nieb Eric, and hie seized him by a leg and
flung him overboard.

The surly boatman sprang up, his paddle
raised. But Eric caught it, wmenched it

17d like
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from his hand, struggled with him a few
moments and—heaved him over the gun-
wale. He sank with a splash, rose and tried
to regain the boat, but Eric, his eye on the
remaining boatman, had seized the paddle
and turned the craft on its heel. The pas-
senger in tweeds was treading water.

Eric, clubbing his paddle, addressed the
fellow in the stern: “Want to go, too?”

"No,” cried the man in terror.

"Off, then, quick. Your friends can swim
ashore.” The speaker was already plying a
vigorous stroke.

“Where to,” asked the boatman. He saw
that the men who had been Hung overboard
were striking out for the shore.

"Paddle,” answered Eric laconically.

A mile back on their course the badly
scared boatman descried a canoe approach-
ing them. When the two boats met Eric
stepped nimbly into the boat that he had
quietly employed to follow him. He was in
city clothes, but it was easily seen he knew
something of canoe life.

“What’s up, Bill?” asked one of the new
arrivals.

“This crazy guy threw my partner and
the other passenger into the lake and made
me come on back.”

Eric stepped into the other canoe again,
came close to “Bill,” clenched his fist, and
held it back, ready for a smashing blow.

“Tell the truth, now, you pirate,” he
threatened. “How much did the man in
gray give you and your partner to take me
where he pleased?”

Bill looked defiant—for only a moment.

"Quick,” counseled Eric, his gray eye
stern, his fist moving like a thing about to
spring.

“Five hundred dollars,” blurted the man
sulkily.

“That’s better,” the youth remarked, re-
gaining his good nature. He crossed to the
other boat, and Bill paddled away in the di-
rection of his shipwrecked mate and the golf-
ing detective.

“Back to the route to Stormy Arm Land-
ing,” Eric directed the astonished men. “I’ll
pay you by the hour, as I told you.”

At Stormy Arm Landing he was looked at
askance, for he was now in the region not
only of “no questions answered,” but of
“who are you?” The interests feared inter-
lopers, and Eric’s city clothes were against
him, notwithstanding he had added hiking
boots and a flannel shirt.

Interlopers, however, had penetrated, for
before he got to the surveyors’ camps—
which had now advanced southward nearly
to his own lands—a traveling companion
broached the subject of rights of way. Eric
would have sworn no one now knew of his
presence there since the episode of the man
in tweeds and the subsidized boatmen. Yet
his genial companion, after some prelimi-
naries, offered him a thousand dollars to
travel back with him to Chicago. In fact,
Milwaukee—even St. Paul—would do. And
he would be under no obligations to do any-
thing but listen to a proposal that would be
made him which might involve a consider-
ation of a great many thousands. Who were
his principals? Well, not the principals of
these gangs and parties that were working
night and day up here. Quite the contrary
in fact.

“The Trust?” suggested Eric.

“Very likely, indeed,” replied his tempter.

Eric told him he could not go, though it
was barely possible he should have occasion
to later. Then the man tried to pump him,
but Eric had “an excellent gift of silence;”
and his seductive companion finally melted

away.
The vyoung traveler's objective was
reached very soon after this. He followed

wagon trails eastward through the timber
over a low divide, and came out a mile or
more beyond upon a slope extending miles
southward. At intervals of a quarter of a
mile, this slope had been denuded of tim-
ber and excavations had been made. He
had proceeded but a short distance along the
wagon ruts when he was met by a man in
some kind of uniform who stated that this
locality was not open to inspection.

“I'm sure it will be all right,” replied
Eric. “I'm on my way to the Heathering
camp.”

The guard seemed to have heard of the
Heathering camp. At all events, he allowed
Eric to proceed, accompanied by himself, to
some tents a mile off, where Eric suddenly
confronted Hammond. The engineer knew
him at once, in spite of the striking change
in his appearance.

“Hullo, Mr. Guide,- he said.
you off your beat?-’

“Oh, we guides like to get lost, some-
times,” countered Eric dryly. “I'm on my
way back to the camp.”

“Go as far as you like,” said Hammond.
“Better stop for the night, though. Here,

“Aren’t
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I'll give you a pass down the line, and you
can bunk anywhere darkness hits you,”

Eric thanked him and became a free agent
once more. His business was quickly trans-
acted. It consisted merely in inspecting the
first excavation he came to—one of a num-
ber of temporarily deserted “test cuts.”
Eric picked up a few bits of the rusty,
gravellike rock and looked at them.

“Sure,” he murmured, and threw them
away, and went on to the next camp. Here
his “pass” gave him a welcome which in-
cluded supper, bed, and breakfast; and very
early in the morning he went down the river
and got a ride with a young surveyor. There
were two short portages, the rest easy going,
and they reached the Heathering camp be-
fore noon.

From the time of his first interview with
Douglass until this moment of his return to
the place where he served in the duel ca-
pacity of guide and guest, Eric Straive had
steadily grown more and more indignant.

CHAPTER XVII.
ERIC BEARDS THE LION.

Heathcote himself had most to do with
Clara’s lightning change from cold to warm.
He had avoided the subject during those
first two days because Clara seemed list-
less and unresponsive; and he knew she
brooded over her folly and the scolding it
had brought her. But after her second talk
with her father, she cherked up and spoke of
it lightly, whereupon Heathcote decided the
moment had come to heal her quite, and, in
the process, to reveal to her his deep appre-
ciation of her qualities. He skillfully guided
Clara to the subject—or he thought he did
—and then he remarked:

“It might have seemed to your father—
of course, he wouldn’t tell me—that you had
antagonized the boy when you confessed
you’d been flirting with him. If so, | don’t
share his fears. It isn’t in you to wound
any one, Clara.”

He had progressed to an unrebuked
“Clara.” When her mood seemed propi-
tious, he meant to ask her to reciprocate
with “Dick.”

“Isn’t it?” she asked sweetly.

“You’re too tender-hearted, and the male
hide is thick—as thick as the tanned hide
the boy wears. 1°d like you to feel quite
easy in your mind about the precious lamb.”
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Clara had formerly—not latterly—used
the phrase, and though she was quite beyond
it now in her inner attitude to Eric, Heath-
cote had not perceived this.

“A fellow with so little perception of the
obscurity of his position and so much pre-
sumption as to grab that way at your friend-
liness with him has rind enough for complete
protection. He probably doesn’t believe you
were flirting with him, anyhow, or, at least,
thinks that you enjoyed it immensely.
Straive has plenty of self-assurance. You
know he hardly would have called us all
liars if he hadn’t. Please don’t worry about
him any more.”

“1 won’t, dear friend,” Clara replied.

Somehow the speech angered her, though
more on Eric’s account than her own. For
while Heathcote had been very kind and
“sociable” with Eric, she knew that this was
largely, if not wholly, motived in the policy
that actuated them all. It was a challenge,
somehow, this comfortable assurance of his
that the male skin is thick, for he must in-
clude his own. That, probably, was why he
was so sure of Eric’s.

Now Heathcote was a good sport. He had
a name for fascination, as Clara, though of
the “younger set,” was quite aware. And
it was an excellent opportunity to try her
prentice hand. It was not exactly a ’pren-
tice hand, for under it youths from fifteen
to twenty-five had, in the last few years,

been mowed down like standing grain. But
Heathcote was harder game. He was less
than thirty, but she thought him more. And

he was fair game, where poor Eric, whom
he derided, was not. So—*“Oh, very well,
then, Mr. Smart Aleck of the impervious
hide,” decided Clara, “you with your fasci-
nations and | with my reputed beauty and
father’s power and millions—Ilet’s take a
whirl at it!”

Which is what they did, and neither came
out scathless. On Clara’s side the effects
were mild. She admired his physical prow-
ess. He was a well-developed athlete and
daringly efficient at all land and water
sports. She hunted and fished with him,
paddled, rode, and climbed, with the result
that she had gained a greater sense of his
attractiveness and felt a pleasant stirring,
due to his magnetism. She called him
“Dick” and allowed him moderate inti-
macies. That was the sum of it.

Heathcote, on the other hand, was gone.
So much so that at times he actually—al-
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most!l—forgot her father’s position. But
then Clara was undeniably an intoxicating
little wench.

Thus matters stood as Clara and Heath-
cote, after a long climb through tangled
wikis, walked slowly campward along the
base of the hill back of the lake. It was
nearly noon. Breeze-wafted odors from
the men’s cook tent told them that the
rivermen would soon dine. They were pres-
ently back of the last of the row of men’s
tents, which was Eric’s, and Clara remem-
bered that it must have been from this spot
that she had softly called him the night be-
fore he left.

The tents all facing the lake, and the
pair being therefore secluded, Clara leaned
tiredly against her companion, who plucked
a long-stemmed wild flower from a bunch
that was pinned to her bosom, and brushed
it lightly across her cheek.

It was stuffy in the tent, which had not
been aired since Eric left. So, after remov-
ing his coat and filling his washbasin, he
stood on a stool and drew up the canvas
flap over the ventilator high up on the rear
wall of the tent. A very pretty picture met
his eye!

Flu.diing, he stepped down instantly and
stood motionless. But action was native to
him, and tucking under the collar of his
negligee shirt, he laved his hot face and neck
in the cool waiter. Then he combed his
hair, replaced his coat, and flung himself
upon his cot to think. In a few minutes the
gong would sound from the family camp,
and he must, meet them: Heathering—who
had deceived him—head and front of the
great combination that needed him so badly;
a gigantic, feline thing that had showed him
as yet only a soft paw, but was in instant
readiness to tear him with its powerful
claws. The man in tweeds had been no
more (ban a whisker of the enormous cat.
Heatbcote he must meet, whose conceal-
ments had first betrayed Eric, who in their
friendly talks, must have boon laughing at
him.  And finally Clara herself, whose re-
gret at having played havoc with his un-
tried heart must really have been only con-
trition for her truancy to the man she
loved.

It was to be a difficult confronting, in-
deed, shadowed with a strife that must be
implicit in his first greetings; a strife which
everything he had discovered during his
journey had made necessary to his self-re-

spect, his memory of his father, Iris worldly
interests, even. And the scene outside the
tent? That was the crowning embarrass-
ment, complicating in a dozen ways his rela-
tion to the other problems.

He closed his eyes and thought of his fa-
ther’s words. Much of the message he had
left him Eric had committed to memory, and
it served him now. That father had given
his best, his maturest years to the preparing
of his son, and now the test had come—the
real, the harder test. For wrestling with a
brown bear, riding a bull moose or plunging
from a precipice into the black and icy
depths of a lake—all this was mere child’
play compared with striving against James
M. Heathering and his goddess of a daugh-
ter.

Truth and courage! Courage?  Yes.
Eric felt the good red blood of it in his
head and heart. But truth? Truth, meas-
uring itself against age-developed, craft-in-
spired, sinisterly subtle falsehood? The con-
test seemed unequal. But his father, in the
end, had worshiped it. And lie, Eric? By
precept and example the stuff was beaten in
him—strung with the fibers of his conscious,
moral being. There was a kind of grandeur
in standing shoulder to shoulder with Truth
in a seemingly unequal contest. And with
silence—a truthful silence—as an occasional
ally—Eric smote his thigh and sprang from
the cot!

He recombed his hair and waited for the
gong to sound. At its first stroke, he walked
toward the dining tent, and when he saw
the family entering it, he came and stood
within the doorway. In his new apparel
they were a full moment in recognizing him.

The cl'tildren clamorously greeted him.
“Look at the regular clothes,” they shrieked.
“Dont he look different?”

Mrs. Heathering smiled, and from Keath-
cote came a genial “Hullo, there!” Clara,
who had not yet sealed herself, seeing some-
thing in Erics face, went a little pale as
she came and shook his hands, saying, “Wel-
come back, Eric.” But Heathering frowned,
and his words betrayed the cause.

“Well, well,” he said. “Back again,
Straive, at this time of day? Must have
come southward from the survey camps.”

“Where you said the logging operations
are to start—yes, sir.”

Heathering raised his eyebrows and
caught but did not answer Ideathcote’s
meaning glance. “Sit down,” he invited.



THE YOUNG BARBARIAN 43

“No,” said Eric.
with the men.”

They all looked at him, and there was
silence until he spoke again.

“1 thought it due you to tell you first.
To tell you that I'm back, but that I prefer
to be as | was before—an employee, and not
seem to be a friend. And permit me, please,
to resign as guide. If you still need one, Il
get you another.”

“1 shall eai my dinner

“What’s all this?” asked Heathering
coldly.
“After dinner I’ll return and tell you

‘what’s all this. And he turned away.
Naturally, one of the children spoke first.
“What do you s’pose has made Eric

huffy?” asked Roswell, with heavy anxiety.

He saw his chance for big fish go glimmer-

ing.

“Be quiet, children,” said Mrs. Heathering
irritably.  “And let it be a lesson to you to
avoid familiarity with laborers.”

In an hour Eric returned and found
Heathcote and Heathering apparently busy.
Really they were waiting for him. The
children were banished far. But Clara and
her mother, it may be suspected, were con-
siderably nearer. Eric came close to the
table and stood.

“The business my solicitor asked to see
me about seems to be very much your busi-
ness, too, Mr. Heathering, so I'll talk to
you about it. But first 1 want to tell you
why | prefer to accept no further hospi-
tality. It was very pleasant, but 1 was per-
plexed as to your motives.”

“Why, Eric?” asked Heathering, blandly
on the defensive. Whereupon Eric pithily
informed him of that startling necromancy
by which the financier’s family had changed
him at a breath from a banished guide to
an honored guest.

“Now 1 know why,” he added. *“You
wanted me to agree to this paper, this right
of way that bears my father’s name.”

“That he signed,” prompted Heathcote.
And Heathering glanced at the lawyer for
a fraction of a second.

“l suppose so,” replied Eric.

“l explained to you before you left,” said
Heathering, “that we were—interested in
it.”

“Yes,” conceded Eric, “but only then, and
just so much. Just enough so that, having
gained my good will and gratitude, | should
be the more likely to yield to the persua-

sions that your agents had already brought
to bear on my solicitor.”

“Was it not natural?” asked Heathering.

“To you? Perhaps so. It seems con-
temptible to me.”

“Eh—Dby the way, Mr. Straive—you know
people don’t talk in just that manner—po-
lite, well-bred people.” Heathering had no
desire to increase Eric’s antagonism, but he
needed a saved face for the rest of the in-
terview.

“l have no wish to be offensive, Mr.
Heathering,” replied Eric evenly. “But |
intend to speak plainly or not at ail.” He
looked at the lawyer, whose brilliant black
eyes were inscrutable. “I should think that
Mr. Heathcote here, when he found that
your guide chanced to be the man you
sought to finish this right-of-way business,
would have told me about it, and trusted to
my good will and honesty as a man instead
of to my gratitude as a friend or guest to do
whatever was needed. Instead, he concealed
everything that was true and suggested much
that was false. He asked me in an offhand
way about my land, as to my selling it or
giving rights of way. 1 told him the truth
I knew, but he told me none he knew. In
your explanation, as you call it, the night
before 1 left, you spoke only of friends of
yours in the lumber business. The friends
are you yourself and your many personal
interests. It is you, first and foremost. You
are handling it, and handling me. And the
lumber that you are to harvest is made of
iron. Why, my solicitor does not know yet
who the real people are, with the companies
acting through others—masquerading under
other names. There was to be no solid
ground for me to stand upon. It was like
a trap the Indians made in the woods, clev-
erly covered with brush and dirt and pine
needles to resemble real ground. No, there
was nothing true about if.”

“It is very ordinary business, my young
friend,” said Heathering, with affected non-
chalance. *“We did not know you or what
you might do.”

“Why not have asked?”

The financier smiled. “You are very ig-
norant of the ways of the world.”

“1’'m learning fast,” asserted Eric.

“Might | suggest,” asked Heathcote, look-
ing respectfully at his client, “if this matter
of customary prudence is now clear to Eric,
that we are interested in the decision he
reached with his solicitor.”
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“And there again mystery,” Eric angrily
reminded them. “Concealment, subterfuge.
I don’t know now who obtained that right
of way, or how. But while I was to know-
nothing of him or of you, you must know
everything of me—everything | was doing.
I could not go to the public library, or to a
moving theater, even, without------ ”

Heathcote blinkingly interrupted him.
“ *Know everything you were doing?” Spy-
ing on you, you mean?” Eric had been hon-
ored by the services of the best detective
agency in the United Stales, which, further-
more, had been instructed to use only the
best and most cautious operatives. Eric
must have imagined it. “Oh, impossible!”
the lawyer assured him.

“Look here, Mr. Heathcote,” exclaimed
Eric heatedly, “lve done too much tracking
myself not to know the game. Years in the
woods make close observers, and the habit
is a fixed, unconscious thing that doesn’t
cease though the trails become streets and
the forests buildings. You had me dogged
as though I were a criminal from the time
I left Ivlinsington till------ 7

“Till when?” the lawyer asked, with less
color than usual in his face.

“Till 1 got good and sick of it, and then
| stopped it quite effectively, | think------ ”

“How?” asked Heathcote with real curi-
osity.

“Ask them!” Eric came back instantly.
“The fact is, I’'m a free-born American citi-
zen and 1’'m damned if I’ll be trailed like a
slinking wolf.”

“It was very unfortunate—Eric,” ad-
mitted Heathering, more alarmed for the
outcome than he was willing to let even
Heathcote suspect. “We should have dealt
differently with you. 1 was not aware that
S0 ciose an attention was paid to your af-
fairs.”

“What a dainty way to put it,” observed
Eric with a touch of sarcasm.

"It was a foolish and futile policy, but
customary; dictated by the need of great

caution. Now, suppose we begin again, and
begin right, bo—how about the right of
way, Eric?”

“Not all the outrage in the world would
make me repudiate it or put the slightest
obstacle in your way, if it was my father’s
wish.”
m“It seems to have been your father’s
wish,” suggested Heathcote smoothly.

“It seems so, yes,” conceded Eric, frown-
ing.
“And did you instruct Mr. Baker accord-
ingly?”

“No,” answered Eric promptly. “l must
go home first. If you want to know why,
you may go with me and learn.”

"How far is your place from here?” asked
Heathcote.

"The lake on which we live is only three
miles through the woods. But even if you
could break through there would be no way
to cross, for the place is on the opposite
shore. But eight miles down it connects
with the end of this lake, and there is good
water ail the way—a little swift at the out-
let. We could make it in the launch in
half a day. Miss Heathering wished to see
the place,” added Eric with a touch of pride,
“And you could all come, and let me in that
way make a return for my visiting you here,
I understand that that is customary, and
though you wanted me for business reasons
it may be that you desired to be kind as
well, and I-don’t want to seem unapprecia-
tive.”

“You’re certainly a most careful young
man!” observed Heathering with a cryptic
under-meaning intended for Heathcote. “Eh
—1l let you know this afternoon whether
we can spare the time.”

CHAPTER XVIII.
JUST FRIENDS— DEAR FRIENDS!

“What’s he got up his sleeve?” snapped
Heathering irritably, when Eric was out of
earshot. It had been imperative to taka this
youngster’s berating, because the matter it
regarded was momentous. But it had not
been easy.

Heathcote, who was exceedingly disturbed,
replied: “Oh, its his Indian woman, per-
haps. What else could he mean by wanting
to go home first?”

"Well,” said Heathering sharply, “she
either saw it or she didn’t. If she did, why
have her sign and acknowledge. You've a
notary’s commission, | suppose?”

"Yes,” replied Heathcote, "I think it%
still unexpired. But if I go he’il learn it
was | that obtained the signature, and 11l be
in for another of his impudent scoldings.”
Heathcote’s eyes snapped viciously.  “I
don’t know whether I could keep my temper
as you did.”
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“I’ll answer for your keeping your tem-
per,” promised Heathering grimly. Heath-
cote was not pleased, but he made no further
demur.

"By the way,” he suddenly remembered,
“your secretary told me to tell you that
James Otis Ordway, of the Central Trust,
and Ralston, president of the C. I. D. Com-
pany, are coming down from the iron fields
to-morrow in a special boat.”

Heathering straightened.

“Which means that a crisis is impending
in this infernal business. They dare not go
further with the contracts for the furnaces
and mills till the ore transport line is
cinched. Others will probably be up in a
day or two. To-morrow is our last chance,
I think.”

“Is this to be a business trip to Straive’s
place?”

“Great Scott, no. It would tip a hand
already weak enough to Ralston and Ord-
way. Put a little camp stuff in the launch
and call it an excursion. Not the children,
though—might be a nuisance. Tell Mrs.
Heathering to be ready early to-morrow
morning.”

For several moments he seemed to be
studying Heathcote. Then he said quietly:
“You know we’ve got to get this thing to-
morrow. We've got to, that’s all!” He
held the lawyer’s eye until the latter slowly
nodded.

Leaving the tent of the financier, Heath-
cote busied himself with preparations for
the morrow. The trip was not to his liking
—a close observer might have detected
moisture on his forehead when he emerged
from Heathering’s office. But there were
compensations. Clara, who had found she
really loved the outdoors, was already im-
pressed by his knowledge and skill in the
open, and a day on the lakes—possibly also
a night in the woods—was sure to impress
her still more. For. naturally, she and he
would play cook and housemaid!

Eric, who had roamed the woods, brood-
ing upon the picture of a girl leaning com-
fortably against the shoulder of a very hand-
some man, returned in the late afternoon to
learn the decision. He received it from
Heathcote, whose words with him were as
bland as a May morning. Thereupon, in
leaving the camp, he encountered Clara who,
either by accident or design, was on his
route.

“Do you know,” she said blithely, “I
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hardly recognized you for a moment in those
clothes?”

“Clothes?” echoed Eric absently.
ing down he saw them. “Oh, yes.”

“Eric”—this was in a lower tone—"“if you
are back of your tent to-night just at dark,
I think 17d like to talk to you a little while.
You see | heard everything you said to
father and Mr. Heathcote.”

“You did?” exclaimed Eric in consterna-
tion.

“Yes. Go away now, please.” Her
mother, she knew, was watching from afar.

When next she saw her mother, Clara
learned that they were to take a trip in
the launch to-morrow—why, Heaven only
knew—to the lair of that atrocious, insult-
ing young ingrate, Eric Straive. Not that
Mrs. Heathering disapproved of the trip
itself. To an utterly bored person any nov-
elty is a port in a storm. Even Eric's un-
heard-of impertinence seemed to have lan-
guidly entertained her. If he failed to use
a civil tongue during the outing, though,
Mrs. Heathering expressed the hope that
Heathcote would drown him in his own
lake.

"Unlikely,” was Clara’s terse comment.

At the end of a rather dull twilight hour
following supper, Clara announced to her
mother that she intended in a few minutes
to visit Mr. Eric Straive.

“It’s quite sweet of you to give notice in
advance,” said Mrs. Heathering caustically.
"Rather in better taste, 1 should say. than
your clandestine evening with the gentleman
recently. Better serve a notice in writing
upon your father.”

“Oh, I'll notify him verbally as | pass his
tent,” replied Clara flippantly. She found
the financier in a brown study.

"Father, have you any objections to my
keeping a tryst with your guide—and men-
tor—under yon balsam tree, over there?”

“The ’mentor’ part of your little speech |
deeply appreciate,” said Heathering with
amusement. “Why?”

“l think 1 can give you a helping hand.
Evidently he thinks you and dear Richard
are not altogether straight with him, but he
knows I am.”

“You little scamp, you! Be careful.”

“Ill keep the Heathering faith, dad.”
And she meant to. But there are at least
fourteen points to articles of faith, and in-
terpretations vary.

Eric’s heart pounded when she came Up.

Look-



46 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

Nor did her cordial handshake—or hands-
shake, rather—Iessen its beating.

“Now, listen, Eric—though | ought to call
you Mr. Straive, you look so strange and
dignified in that gray suit of real clothes.
Not that | didn’t like the others, for they
are perfectly adapted to your life up here.
Oh!” She withdrew her hands, which had
lingered in his.

“You say you heard what | said to your

father?” This perturbing fact had been on
Eric’s mind.
“l did. So did mother. | don’t know

what she thought, and | don’t care—almost.
/ think you were splendid!”

Eric’s anxious face showed great relief.

“You were awfully sassy, but what you
said was absolute!}' and perfectly true. To
think of anybody talking that way to James
M. !leathering! And you a mere stripling.”
Clara laughed gayly—almost too gayly one
might have thought.

“A mere stripling,” she repeated. “That’s
right out of Scott and Cooper. Eric,” she
teased the silent youth, “did you know you
were a mere stripling?”

“Well, even a mere stripling doesn’t like
to be------ ” He hesitated. He would go no
further. It was enough—more than enough
—that Clara understood.

“You’re on trial with all of us, Eric,” she
said with sudden gravity. “Father told me
it was legitimate, this right-of-way thing.
That is the word lie used. And father would
not lie to me,” she added proudly. “Not
that it makes any great difference to me
personally what you do, for, of course, we’re
only friends. But we couldnt be such
friends, could we, if I thought you hadn’t
done right with father, who seems to be so
—s0 very anxious that this thing should be
done? Of course, you will do what’ right,”

“I will,” said Eric positively. “What
seerns right to me.”

“That vjill be right, I'm sure,” declared
Clara. “That’ one good thing about being
friends—good friends—that you trust each
other’s sense of right and wrong. For we
arc friends, aren’t we, Eric, in spite of my
—my levity with you before you went
away?”

“Friends, yes,” averred Eric fervently and
he took her offered hands. “Friends,” he
murmured mournfully. “Of course, as things
are with you, we can’t be more than that, |
suppose.”

“Oh, never,” sighed Clara. “Mother and

father and every one would throw a fit at
the very idea! Even if—if I cared for you
in that way. So it’s friends. And real
friends are rare, you know.” She wrung his
hand again, and gave it a little pat and
started quickly away. But she paused. Eric
had not moved. She turned and looked at
him, and came back.

“But we can be friends. That’s distinctly
understood.  Cordial, trusting comradely
friends. They’d have no right to object to
that.”

“1 should think not—hope not------ 7 His
voice was a little husky. Once more she
held his hand.

“Surely not. So we're friends, and very,
very dear friends at that,” added Clara
tremulously, and she slowly disengaged her
hands and ran away.

Eric looked at the hands she had held,
shaken, relinquished, reheld, reshaken,
patted, and—very slowly-—re-relinquished.
They seemed consecrated. How should he
ever again put them to basely common
uses!

But, also, he drew his Brows and thought
bard for a meaning of it. And the words
of Agatha Baker recurred to him: “I’d say
that your young beauty did not yet know
her own mind.” Oh, this was worse! For
though his thought that she was pledged
to another had been an agonizing one, it was
tinged with compensation. With Clara lost,
it would be easier to be sternly right in his
struggle with her father. But if there was
ytl a chance, if he lingered in her heart as
she had lingered in his presence, the way was
hai'd, indeed. With Clara trembling in the
balance, could he heap truth and courage
in the scales of justice, and winning, lose
her? He shivered, and one consecrated
hand grbped to his clammy brow.

His only friend had been dead so short
a time—so short that Eric seemed to for-
get. “Father!” he whispered. And his
shoulders heard that name and straightened
like a soldiers.

CHAPTER XIX.
AUNT ?IARY TESTIFIES.

“Hullo, John,” said Eric to the old In-
dian Who stood motionless on the bank.
Heathcote had skillfully guided the launch
to a gentle stop at the landing. In the In-
dian tongue he added: “Tell aunt Mary
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white people are here. But we have eaten
dinner, and 1 think they will camp to-night
across the lake somewhere.” He did not
want to frighten the faithful old woman at
the prospect of providing food and beds for
S0 many strangers.

“This is my home,” said Eric. “My fa-
ther lies buried over there.” He had stepped
to the landing and assisted Clara and her
mother from the launch. Heathcote and
Heathering followed them.

“Rather fine old place you have here,”
said Heathcote, glancing about in counter-
feit surprise,

'*Tine, yes,” replied Eric, brightening.
“You should see the sky and the woods in
autumn.”

Clara looked at him with parted lips. She
had been swift to note the wild beauty of
the surroundings.

It was very early in the afternoon, and
before doing what he had come to do, Eric
deemed it fitting to show his visitors about.
So he took them to the little field where sum-
mer vegetables were grown, and to the rows
of berry bushes laden with ripening fruit.
There were platforms for canoes, a store-
house, and a kind of barn which, like the
house itself, was built of great hewn logs
laid upon foundations of solid granite.
Everywhere nature had been disturbed as
little as possible, nor did a single stump
mock the glory of the living trees.

“A place for a king,” praised Clara.

“Crowned with a flap-jack,” added Heath-
cole facetiously. Eric was, of course, out of
hearing at the moment.

“Horrid simile,” she reproved. “It should
be a crown of aromatic balsam.”

“l believe youre taken with the place.
Il buy it, Clara, if you’ll live in it with
me.”

It was the nearest thing to a declaration
Heathcote had made. Her spell was cast
upon him to the full, and some instinct told
him to make haste. But Clara’s mind and
heart were woefully at loggerheads and the
occasion was not propitious. She answered
him with levity, and in a few moments the
members of the party drew together.

“The sky is clouding over, Eric,” sug-
gested Heathering discreetly. “Perhaps it
would be well to do what you wished to do.
We can wait for you out here.”

“Come with me, if you please,” said Eric,
jerking up his head alertly. “It’s your affair.
I brought you here so you might know as

well as 1.” They entered the solid old
house, the hewn door of which opened upon
a large living room and library, and sat down
in armchairs of time-stained birch.

Eric walked over to the library shelves,
and found the book in which he had placed
his father’s unfinished letter. He drew out
the folded sheet and held it in his hand.

“1 placed this here after father died,” he
said.

“And what is that?”
pleasantly.

“If | find it has anything to do with what
we are here for, I’ll show it to you.” Heath-
ering nodded. Heathcote was stoical.

“Aunt Mary!” called Eric, and there en-
tered and stood within the doorway the
squat figure of an Indian woman. Without
moving her head, she cast her coal black
eyes on each of them. Her face was a mask.
Heathcote, noticing this inwardly registered
“Safe.” Eric went to her, and as his lips
moved across her wrinkled forehead she
gave a low sound of greeting.

“Friends, aunt Mary,” he said to her, and
then spoke further in her own tongue.

“I tell her,” explained Eric, “that we have
all come to learn of something which hap-
pened just before father’s death. You see,
I want you to know just what is said. |
have never spoken to her of this. Perhaps
she knows nothing.”

He spoke again, she replied, and he trans-
lated to his “friends:” *“I asked her if she
saw father with a white man the day before
he died. She says, ‘Yes.””

Again they spoke. “I asked her where
they were, and she says in father’s bedroom.
Father was in bed. Follow me,” Eric bade
them. And he led the way to the room that
had been Elliott Straive’s.

"Now, aunt Mary——"
briefly.

She moved to the bed and made certain
gestures, picturing with exact detail a scene
that lay deep in her memory. For visitors
from the outer world had been rare in that
place of her long and faithful service.

“She says,” interpreted Eric carefully,
“that the white man who sat here, talked
long, and my father, who lay there, talked
little. But after a while my father wrote
on a piece of paper and the white man took
it and was gone.”

“And where was she while this went on?”
asked Heathcote cautiously. Eric put the
question to her.

asked Heathcote

He spoke to her
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“She says she watched through the crack
in this door leading into the room behind,”
reported Eric. “My father was sick, the
white man was a stranger, and she wished to
know that all was well.”

“Thanks,” said Heathcote jauntily.
“That’ as good as we need. She’s a witness
and a disinterested one, Mr. Heathering.”

“So it would appear. Take her acknow-
ledgment at once. She can’t write, 1 sup-
pose?”

“She can make her mark.”

“Wait,” said Eric. “Let her describe the
white man. It may be important or it may
not.”

“It is of no importance,” decided Heath-
cote quickly.

Eric glanced at him sharply. “Why not?”

“Later on his signature will appear on the
paper as a witness.”

“Why hadn’t he signed it already?”

“Perhaps we are wasting time,” cut ill
Heathering adroitly.

Eric turned to the Indian woman again,
and then to the others: “I asked her if she
remembers hearing my father call his name,
and she says ‘No.””

Heathcote, glancing at Clara, remarked

sympathetically: ~ “She cant remember
everything, poor old woman.”
“Never fear,” said Eric. “I1l ask her to

describe him.”

For reply the old squaw moved silently
across the room, put her hand on Heath-
cote’s shoulder, and spoke to Eric.

“She says you are the man!”

Clara in surprise glanced at Heathcote
with anxious eyes. An old clock ticked in
the living room. Finally:

“That is perfectly correct,” said Heath-
cote, “1 am the man.”

Clara looked away.

Eric held his eyes. Then he laughed
lightly: “You might have saved yourself the
trouble of looking so surprised at the place
—S3 though you’d never seen it!” Clara
loved this man, Eric thought, and that was
why he said no more.

“You must understand,” spoke up Heath-
ering, “that Mr. Heathcote acted in a very

confidential capacity, then and since. It is
customary.”

“Thank you, Mr. Heathering,” said
Heathcote. He valued the explanation for

its effect on Clara. For Eric’s opinion-
now that a witness was found—he cared not
a rap.

“Urn—take her acknowledgment, Heath-
cote,” directed Heathering. Heathcote pro-
duced from his pocket the original right-of-
way agreement. “And witness it yourself at
the same time. Tell her to come here,
Straive.”

“Not so fast,” said Eric frowning. He
looked from Heathcote to Heathering and
to Clara, whose luminous eyes were gravely
on him. “l have one more question to put
to her first—just one!”

His question, of perhaps five words, was
incisive.  Her reply came instantly—one
word.

Gray lightning flashed from young Straive’s
eyes. “I feared it,” he said between his
grinding teeth.

“What was your question?” asked Heath-
ering, though he almost knew.

Eric scarcely heard him, for he was filled
with a new anguish in which only Richard
Heathcote and Clara Heathering were con-
cerned. The one in triumph, the other in
breathless alarm, stared back at Eric, and
the tension grew.

“l say, what was your question?” said
Heathering determinedly. He never shirked.

“That,” cried Eric, “you shall learn.”
Both Clara and Mrs. Heathering were star-
tled by a new and ominous timbre in the
lad’s voice—instantaneous birth of his
heart’s first rage and sorrow. “But not here.
Not in niv own house. Come away—all of
you.” He walked to the door.

“But the paper!” exclaimed Heathering.
“She must witness the right of way.”

Eric turned in the doorway. *“She will
not.” His strong teeth closed on the last
word like those of a steel trap. “Come, |
say!”

Heathcote, letting the women go first,
touched Heatuering’s sleeve. “We’ve got
him,” lie whispered coldly. “What’s the
matter with the lunatic?”

“I think I know’,” said Heathering more
coldly. He looked as if he could have cursed
this junior parmer of his firm of personal
counsel. But he merely murmured: “1 hope
I’m wrong.”

Eric strode to the boat landing where
John Slimperirnkh, reading his face, mut-
tered darkly. Eric gave him a warning look
and stepped into the launch, Heathcote and
the Heatherings followed him without a
word, and the young lawyer shoved off and
started the motor.
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CHAPTER XX.

THE TRUTH.

“Chug-chug-chug,” exploded the motor
busily. For many minutes it was the only
sound. Then Heathcote drawled:

‘T followed you, Mr. Heathering, but |
should have preferred to insist on taking her
acknowledgment. | feel responsible, in a
way, for this purely legal matter.”

Eric eyed him from contracted lids.

“It won’t do, you know? Straive—rushing
us off like this on a pretext of some mys-
terious necessity. Through you as inter-
preter—you yourself—she acknowdedged
she signed it. And in the presence of us
all. You cant prevent us from getting this
thing; you can only delay and annoy us.”

He looked virtuously at Clara who, her
browh eyes lowered, played miserably with
her lingers.

“And I'll give you notice now#-----

“Re quiet!” said Eric.

Heathcote half rose from the stern seat,
but Heathering interposed by asking se-
verely :

“Why did you insist on our leaving your
house?” He would not have brought it to
an issue now, but Heathcote had flung the
gauntlet down.

“ Because,” answered Eric, “l did not
want to quarrel with you in my own house.
Resides, if | had, John Skimperimish might
have killed you both before I could prevent
him. But wee well away now? so, as you
seem to wish it, we’ll just finish this thing.
Heathcote, come here!  Will you take the
rudder, Clafa?”

“Sit down,” said Eric.
said.”

Heathcote stepped forward and faced him.

“Tell them,” said Eric, in a quiet voice
of menace, “that that right of way you
brought them is a forgery.”

Clara killed the motor.

"Heathcote, |

“You cur!” cried Heathcote. "How dare
you?”

“Tell them—quick!” Eric stepped close
to him.

His black eyes snapping viciously, Heath-
cote drew a pistol—like a flash. But, like
another flash, Eric’s hand flew ua and struck
the lawyer’s wrist, and the automatic spun
in the air and splashed in the lake. Eric
took him by the throat.

“By what right,” cried Heathering sternly,
“do you accuse------ ”
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“The right of the answered question,”
said Eric through his teeth, struggling with
Heathcote. Twisting, swaying, they went
to their knees between the thwarts, Heath-
cote clutching futilely at Eric’s stiffened
arms.

“Don’t kill him,” shouted Heathering.
“Let go, or I'll------ ”

Clara, still grasping the useless tiller,
cried: “Let them alone, father, Eric will not
kill him.” Her eyes were darkly blazing
stars.

“Tell them,” growled Eric, shaking Heath-
cote’s head, “or I'll throw you overboard.”

He had him now well in hand.

“Yes,” the man gasped, “it’s a forgery.
Eric flung him panting across the thwart.

After a few moments, none stirring, the
woodsman’ voice broke the silence. “Go
back,” he told the lawyer, “and sit where
you were.” Heathcote obeyed, and Clara
went instantly to her mother, who showed
signs of fainting.

Then Eric turned to Heathering, whose
hands were trembling. “Now I’ll tell you by
what right | accused him. The question I
asked my foster mother was “How many
papers did my father write on?” And she
answered: ‘One!””

“.Ah” murmured Heathering, trying to
get command of himself.

“I knew my father signed a letter that
day about rights over land, and gave it to
the man who came—that Heathcote there.
And it did not seem likely that he signed
another so much the same.” Eric drew from
his bosom his father’s unfinished message to
him and looked at it reverently. “His dead
fingers could not tell me. But aunt Mary
did. He signed only a letter. Then this
right-of-way paper is a forgery!”

Heathcote, balefully eying the youth,
thought there was still a chance. By a
grinding effort he summoned a kind of com-
posure. “Let me see,” he requested, and
he held out his hand.

Eric laughed lightly. “From the dead
hands of a man to the dirty fingers of a
forger and a coward? No! Besides, you
want it only to tear it up and throw it over-
board,”

Instead, he handed it to Clara, with a
trust which she acknowledged with grateful
eyes. Heathcote, bitten again by hope,
lunged forward, his hand outtbrust to Clara.
But she only gave him a haughty, incredu-
lous stare, and glancing over the paper, re-
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turned it to its owner with a quiet, “Thank
you.”

Replacing it in his bosom, Eric stepped
over the seat and stood over Heathcote.
“Give me the letter!” he commanded.

Heathcote looked at Heathering, who
nodded, but an undowned devil in the van-
quished lawyer prompted him to ask surlily:
“What letter?”

Eric clenched his fist. “l1d answer you
with this, if you werent sitting!” he told
him in a low voice. *“You know well enough,
you liar! Give it to me.”

Heathcote went into his pocket again. "If
you mean the------ ”

“Be still, and hand it over.”

And Heathcote obeyed.

Eric took the much creased letter from its
envelope, looked it over, and put it in his
pocket.

“llow is this?” asked Heathering mildly.

“It's addressed to my solicitor, sir,” re-
plied Eric, “and I’ll deliver it to him. Your
lawyer here is not only a forger, or a pro-
curer of forgeries, but a thief as well. For
this was a private letter which was given
him to convey to another person. He takes
it from the hand of a dying man—and keeps
it!  You jackal!” he sobbed. “My poor,
sick father, with his stabbing heart, gasp-
ing in his pain. And you come and badger
him for hours. And finally he gives you
this letter. And then yon suppress it and
forge ihe thing you preferred. You deserve
the penitentiary—or the gallows! Anri 1l
tell you now—Dboth of you—if you’d simply
shown me this letter you could have had
your right of way. Would | not have car-
ried out my father's wishes?”

“it said, ‘unless you see some objection,
Hunted Heathering. “We feared ‘some ob-
jection” on the part of your lawyers. For
lawyer.- at e not always to be trusted.”

“\:.t even yours!” agreed Eric, looking
Heath; ofe full in the face. “But the intent
is clear, and | should have felt bound to
carry out that intent.”

“he intent is stil! dear.” suggested
Heathering. with a quiet pertinacity born of
desperation.

Eric regarded the financier with cold dis-
favor. “But you and your hirelings chose
to forge a ‘safer’ paper, chose to deceive and
trick nte, and use me as dirt beneath your
feet. What now would be my father’s in-
tent, what now his wish, do you suppose?”

Clara was weeping softly. “But Eric,

Ericl Father did not forge the paper. Fa-
ther, you didnt know the paper was a for-
gery?”

Heathering had met his moment.

Heathcote spoke up. He grasped at this
straw of promised rehabilitation in the eyes
of the father of the girl he wanted—the girl
before whom he had been shamed. “He
knew nothing of it,” he said, “on my word.”

Eric still waited for Heathering to speak.
And Clara, with hands clasped, waited, too,
in the silence.

He was no coward, but the struggle was
crucial.  Finally"

“Heathcote speaks the truth. 1 did not
know it was a forgery. But— suspected
it.”

“Father,” cried Clara, “you did not need
to say that last. Y'ou have courage—like

Eric. Thank God for that!”
Heathering's mouth twitched. After a
moment he cleared his throat. “While we

are on the subject,” he said, “and before dis-
missing it forever, let me say this on behalf
of Mr, Heathcote. This route through here
became of importance very unexpectedly,
and Heathcote. content before with this let-
ter, found himself in a position in which he
felt responsible to us for ten error in cau-
tion. This right-of-way agreement gives us,
he probably' felt, no more than Baker should
have granted under the letter.”

“It confers almost unlimited rights of ex-
cavation, balding, timber cutting—many
things.”

Heathering winced a little. “It is rather
broad, it is true. But Heathcote, 1am sure,
felt that it was justified under the circum-
stances. But it was technically a forgery
and he wisely refrained from communicating
this to us. because he knew we would not
countenance it. In a dilemma so vital as
this, he had to 'deliver the goods’ as the
saying is, or go under as an associate. But
he knew that while we demanded the re-
sults. we would prefer to remain in ignorance
or an.v irregularity’ by’ which those results
might have been accomplished.”

“1 thank you.” murmured Heathcote,

“And I, too,” said Eric. “You have en-
abled me, | think, to understand the sys-
tem. It is utterly detestable!”

Heathering shrugged. It takes time to
become a moral philosopher, and your multi-
millionaire usually lacks the time! This
one had. however, become n patient, unend-
ingly persistent being.
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“In view of the explanation Ive given
you, what,” he asked, “do you wish to do
with this right-of-way agreement? Let me
have it,” he said to Heathcote, and Clara
passed it to him. Holding it up, he looked
Eric calmly in the eye. Evidently he in-
tended then and there to face the decree of
fate and have it over with.

“What ought to be done with a forgery?”
asked Eric grimly.

“It is your privilege,” said the financier,
and with an impassive face he slowly tore
the document to bits and dropped them
overboard,

“So far, then, we understand each other,”
said Eric, looking anxiously at the darkened,
muttering sky. “And now, | think we’d bet-
ter look to our lives.”

“Heavens 1" screamed Mrs.
“is the water dangerous?”

“A sudden squall on these lakes is a seri-
ous thing,” replied Heathcote, fussing with
the engine. Eric looked in the bottom of
the boat under the tents and bedding. “Have
you no oars to hold her head-on?” he asked.

“Qars in a motor boat are hardly neces-
sary,” replied Heathcote cuttingly.

“As long as it motors,” Eric shouted back,
as a gust of wind brought great drops of
rain. His voice was drowned by the sharp
staccato of the engine, and he had to shout
to make himself heard. “Where are your
tarpaulins? The bedding will be soaked.”

Heathcote was steering down the lake,
scudding to the lash of the storm. He ap-
peared not to hear Eric, who turned to the
girl.

“Here, Clara, try to untie the tents and
spread them------ What fool tied these up
in hard knots?------ Never mind!” he
shouted to her. She was on her knees, her
white fingers clinched on the knotted strands
of the ropes. “They’re nearly drenched
already.  Quick, throw them over your-
selves.” And with fine chivalry to his loved
ones mother he covered her first and then
Clara. Heathering had clutched a blanket
himself and threw it around him.

“l should have seen to those things my-
self,” Eric whispered hoarsely, but Clara in-
sisted Heathcote should have known—with
all the experiences he had told them about.
Eric leaped to the side of the boat, as it
lurched heavily under the impact of the
first of the combers. “Port, port,” he cried,
“or we’ll broach to.”

“The tiller rope’s broken,” shouted Heath-

Heathering,

cote. “Hullo!” A sea struck the stern and
deluged him. Eric sprang for a blanket.
“Here, cover your engine. Grab your end

—aquick. Now keep it down while | right
her.” He sprang overboard and folded the
flapping rudder in his arms, holding it
straight.

Heathcote, cupping his hands, shouted
something.

“What’s that?” Eric yelled back.

Heathcote leaned over and shouted again:
“One cylinders missing.”

Without a word Eric threw a leg over the
stern, thus bracing the rudder to starboard.
“We’ll have to run ashore before we lose
all power.”

Heathcote could not hear him, but he un-
derstood the maneuver. And he knew, too,
that set thus broadside to the storm the
launch might capsize. He sat on the star-
board gunwale and beckoned Heathering to
him.  “Need your weight,” he yelled, and
Heathering. perfectly calm, straddled the
thwart and clutched the edge of the craft.
There was the alternative danger of ship-
ping seas. Nevertheless, it was not ill-
judged boatmanship and contributed to their
safety.

Eric got air between submergings, as
Clara, who had crawled to the stern, assured
herself. He saw her watching him, and
winked at her when the water streamed from
his face. He beached the launch just as the
water they had shipped silenced the remain-
ing cylinder, and, floundering ashore, drew
the boat in. It was the only beach for a
mile, and Eric had seen and steered for it.

He shook the water from him like a New-
foundland dog, whereat Clara laughed, a lit-
tle hysterically. Heathcote and Eric car-
ried Mrs. Heathering, white, but still con-
scious, to the edge of the forest, and Heath-
ering brought wet blankets and put them
over her. Then the woodsman returned to
the boat for an ax.

“Thank goodness, he brought one,” Eric
muttered, as he ran into the timber.

The squall subsided as suddenly as it had
arisen. The sky was still dark, but it was
more the darkness of approaching night.
The rain had ceased before they landed,
but they were all drenched to the skin, and
the evening air is chill in the North Woods
country.

While Heathcote jettisoned the sopping
contents of the launch, Eric brought bark
from the lea side of a tree he selected, and



52 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

dry forest litter from under its protected
base. While he set his kindlings with stu-
died care, Heathcote came up and said:
“No use, | guess. Matches are all wet.”

The imminent peril that had made speech
between them necessary was over, and Eric
made him no answer. He wondered that
the fellow should speak to him. He took
from an inside pocket a small and very
pasty muslin bag. Clara, beside him, her
teeth chattering, peeped at it.

"Why, it's d-d-dough/' she said wonder-
ingly, when Eric had slit it open.

"Qutside, yes,” admitted this very expert
young woodsman. Carefully he divided the
mass, which was dry flour inside. In the
center was a very powdery block of matches.

"Well, well,” she murmured apprecia-
tively, and she looked up at him in a new
kind of awe.

CHAPTER XXI.
WET, BUT NOT COLD!

Born to America’s purple, arbiter of many
fortunes, dictator in mid-Western finance,
and stipe;plutocrat, James M. Heathering
felt himself at the very nadir of his fortunes,
where but lately he had seemed easily at their
zenith. The key to the strategy that made
possible the greatest competitive effort in
all the history of American industry had, by
his own hands, been torn to bits and flung
to (he tossing waters of a Canadian lake.
His pledged millions, his reputation, his pres-
tige, even his honor as a man, were torn
to bits with the paper, and he himself was
drenched lo the skin and cold to the bone.
Surely, he had touched the absolute zero of
his career!

Himself and his wife swathed in blankets
like any wretched Indians, he watched Eric
with an almost fascinated intentness, and
when the fire flared he shook himself free
of she blankets and drew his shivering spouse
toward the cheerful blaze. It occurred to
him ha! Eric, the destroyer, was also Eric,
the preserver.

Ringing ax blows now sounded in the
near-by wood, and Eric brought branches
and saplings and made a lean-to, and spread
blankets thereon.

"Here,” he said to
—"extend this farther,
blanket or two on it.” He spoke now to
Heathering: “We couldn’t possibly dry
enough lo keep more than you and Mrs.

lleaihcote grimly
and get another

Heathering and Clara warm. Heathcote
will have to keep up the fire all night—or,
at least, till I get back with some of your
men and dry clothes and bedding.”

"What do you mean? Are you going to
leave us?”

"1'm going to strike across this neck of
the bush. It’s only three miles to Tutowa
Lake, just below your camp.”

Clara had joined them, glancing first to
Eric and then to her father. In her wet
clothes she looked like a lithe boy.

"I'm going, too,” she cried. “Theyll
newer send the right things unless 1'm there.
And 1'll get warm walking.”

Eric’s broken heart leaped at this pro-
posal. For there were things to be told
her that were burning in his brain,

"Indeed, you’ll be dry before you get
there,” he promised eagerly.

"What will guide you in the pitch-dark
woods?” asked Heathering anxiously.

Eric looked upward at the sky, alight,
now with stars. "Old Polaris there, and a
dozen other friends of night portages.”

"Very well,” said Clara’s father, with
something of his habitual decision, and Eric
and Clara turned instantly away.

Mrs. Heathering turned dully to her hus-
band. "Can you trust him with her?”

"That fellow?” replied Heathering. his
shrewd eye on Eric’s retreating back. "Yes
—damn him—anywhere 1”

Holding her hand, Eric guided Clara this
way and that through the thick growth of
the forest, sometimes walking slightly in
front of her when the lanes were narrow,
sometimes by her side. The pace was a
steady one, and steam soon rose from their
warm young bodies. In the small clearings
there was just light enough to see it. Sud-
denly Clara stopped and laughed a silly
laugh.

"l was just wondering,” she explained,
“whether you carried that tiny flour sack
with the matches in it to Winnipeg to light
a fire on Queen's Avenue.”

He laughed, too. "Thats a great life-
saver. as dad and | often found out. The
outside becomes dough as soon as water
strikes it and that dough is waterproof and
keeps the rest of the flour anti the matches
in it sealed up. Water-tight match boxes
are all right when they arc water-tight, and
von don’t smash them.” After a little he
asked her gravely: “Are you quite warm,
now?”
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“Oh, I’'m as snug as a bug in a rug,” de-
clared Clara. She stood close to him with
her hands on his chest. “Say it.”

“And still you are not angry with me?”

Her large eyes smiled up in his face, and
she slowly shook her head.

“But,” he gulped, scarcely believing his
eyes and ears, “about Mr. Heathcote. Can
you ever forgive me for that? For destroy-
ing your confidence and faith in him? It
was a cruel thing | did, Clara, but-----

“No, not cruel—just! You gave him his
chance and he would not take it—would,
perhaps, have killed you.”

Eric looked earnestly into her eyes.
“Cruel to you, | mean. | never, never would
have done it if I knew him to be only crafty
and indirect. 1 could not see you married to
a forger and a coward in ignorance of what
he was.”

“Married to a------

“Oh, I know you love him.” Eric wrung
his hands. “And I couldn’t, I couldn’t take
the chance of your dying of grief and shame
as my father thought my mother died. Lis-
ten. little Clara. It was his tragedy. It
drove him to the wilds, made him become
at last a fearless man and try to make me
one. He—never spoke of it to any one—
he was cowed in the very presence of my
mother by a masterful man who threatened
him unless he confessed a thing of which he
knew nothing. And fear made him say the
shameful words. Father says it was not the
thought that he had done that thing that
bowed her head and killed her, for he did
not think she believed it. It was that she
loved a craven coward! Poor little mother,”
sighed Eric. Then he looked up. “You are
high-spirited and proud, as she was. and it
would have killed me to think of what lay
in store for you, married to that man!”

Clara dabbed at her wet eyes with a wet-
ter handkerchief, and said, sobbingly: *“Oh,
you great, splendid, foolish boy, I could just
worship you for that!”

After a pause she said, with eyes down-
cast: “Listen, Eric: | dont love him, and
never did.”

“But he was the only man that came up
here to be with you.”

“He came to trap you!”

“And he loves you.”

Clara shuddered.

“And | saw you—accidentally—Ileaning
against him so comfortably and affection-

ately, and he touched your face with a
flower.”

“l—see,” murmured Clara thoughtfully.
Her mouth twitched: *“I did flirt with him
those days you were gone. But it wasn’t
because | really wanted to—as | did with
you. It was really for you | did it. He
was so sure, so very sure that your heart
wasnt broken. The cheek of him! ’Men
are thick-skinned,” he said. 1 just thought
1’d show him. It didn’t alter things any,”
she added. “He’d been trying to make me
love him for months.”

“And you—really—don’t—care for him?”
The wet world glistened about him—a dewy,
sparkling, fairy world of dreams and hopes.

“Loved him? No, | don’t and never did.
But if | did——" she cried, flaming with
anger and disgust, “1’d tear his image from
my heart.”

Eric’s pulse beat fast. He tried to re-
member all that the Winnipeg love experts
had told him. But he remembered nothing.

“l love you,” said Eric, touching her
shoulders lightly. “Ignorant fool that |
am, | love you. | seem to have laid the
pride and fortune of your family in the dust,
but I did it for you and my father and my
own honor. | could wait to plead | love you
till to-morrow—after | tell your father cer-
tain other things. But something tells me
to tell it to you now—now that | have
wrecked everything for you!”

“You saved our lives,” said Clara feel-
ingly. She closed her eyes. “I can see you
tossed about in that angry water, up, down,
sideways, now submerged, now flung high
in the air. And your iron knuckles white
in their clutch of the rudder—a living rud-
der you made of it—and brought us to shore
and safety. Oh. | love you, too,” she avowed
with soft fervor, “take me—take me in your
arms, Eric, as you did before.”

He strained her to his heart. “And let
me close my eyes a moment, just as then—
Oh, Eric, Eric, you’re crushing me. Ah,
that’s better.” His lips were moving across
her forehead in the rubbing, Indian way.
She felt the joy of it, her eyes still closed;
but when he relaxed the deadly grip of his
arms she opened her eyes a moment and
said to him:

“That’s right, just lightly—well, a little
tighter than that! And to make up for it
—Kkiss me!”

“I’d like to,” said Eric/ “but I’ve never

known— —~
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“I’ll show you, darling boy. Put your lips
to mine. And go this way------ There, that’s
—just—as nice as hugging me so very hard,
isn't it? And there's less danger of break-
ing my bones.”

Happily they fled through the dark and
dripping woods under the lighted guidance
of the stars—the meek old stars that had
not even resented the fist that Eric shook
in their faces three weeks before. In a deep
glade, where the sky was hidden he stopped
again.

"What ought we to do about it?” he asked
anxiously.

She merrily laughed. “Desperate ills need
desperate remedies,” she reminded him, and
stroked hi? damp hair. “Perhaps, after a
while, you'd better take me for your little
wife.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Eric, almost groaning
with the shining glory of the thought. Then:
“But you said your parents would never
consent. How much less would they con-
sent now!"

“That’s the least of my worries/’ declared
Clara. “I'm of age and very headstrong.
Nothing bothers me except—I don’t know
how to cook!™

“Perhaps aunt Mary would teach you,”
suggested Eric,

“Of course she would!"”

Their entire future thus settled, the two
fared onward.

CHAPTER XXII.
eric’s other uncle.

At eleven a. m., two very important-look-
ing men walked up and down the shore of
the lake opposite the tent where James M.
Heathering was sleeping.

Eric, with several of the camp helpers,
had returned through the woods the evening
before, carrying clothing and food to the dis-
consolate campers on Straive lake. And
Mainhall and two rivermen, whom Eric had
dispatched with the mail launch equipped
with a powerful searchlight, negotiated the
water route in four hours and rescued the
Heafherings and their bedraggled lawyer
shortly before two in the morning.

Mr. Ordway and Mr. Ralston were gray,
bald, stout—and fiercely anxious. The last
hour had come. Clara told Eric of their
mission. “It% the funeral of the iron-proj-
ect? interests. Don’t you care!”

Eric told her to wait.

Heathering, a little hoarse, gave audience
to his conferees shortly before twelve. He
told them only condemnation proceedings
were left them.

“Months!” they shrugged. “And uncer-
tain at that. We might as well call every-
thing off and take our losses.”

The secretary poked his head in the office
tent. “Can Mr. Straive speak with you at
once?”

“Um—yes,” decided Heathering darkly.

“I thought it might be about the right-of-
way matter,” Eric modestly explained.
“There are some things you do not know
yet.”

“What?”

“That this land of mine—all the west half
of it, that is—is iron land. Almost a con-
tinuous deposit.”

“How do you know that?” asked Heather-
ing sharply, and Ordway and Ralston stared
at Eric with compressed lips.

“Geology has been my pastime—or pas-
sion. you might say. And | thought the
rock was iron. But to be sure, I examined
your cuts up in the survey camps.”

“That was the reason you returned that
way! ”

“Yes, though Heathcote’s spies tried to
lure me away. But | threw them overboard
and continued on. The deposits are the
same. Theres much more iron here than in
ail your reserves up there put together.”

Simultaneously the mouths of the three
men opened a little.

“An agent of the Trust—I suppose he was
—offered me a thousand dollars to go to
Milwaukee with him, and many thousands if
1’d do what they wanted me to.”

“Sell the iron?”

“No, give them a right of way. Nobody
knows of the iron!”

The three men exchanged swift glances.
Even the slow remedy of condemnation went
glimmering if Eric’s land was a great iron
field. Heathering chose his words carefully.

“And were you thinking of selling to the
Trust?”

“Of dealing either with them or with
you.”

Instantly the three men started forward.

*The highest bidder?” rapped out Heath-
ering.

Eric looked his disdain.
indignantly.

“What then?” asked Ordway nervously.

“Just this. You will need no right of

“No!” he cried
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way, for you can have the land itself—iron,
timber, everything, to go ahead quickly—
the quicker the better. Provided, however,
I am able to come to a little private under-
standing with Mr. Heathering. Eh, could
you come away with me a few moments,
sir?”

“Why, yes, of course,” assented the be-
wildered man. The apparent reversal of
fortune was too sudden to believe, and he
could not guess whether presently he should

wish Eric killed or canonized. Outside the
tent Eric said:

“Where is Heathcote?”

“My secretary informs me that Mr.
Heathcote—eh, saw tracks,” answered

Heatering sententiously.

“l see—and made some more!l  Well,
then, all that is left of our party is Clara
and Mrs. Heathering. Let us go to them.”

They found Mrs. Heathering reclining in
the sunshine, and Clara softly stroking her
temples.

“May we finish the conversation we had
in the boat?” asked the youth meekly. Pale,
beautiful Mrs. Heathering shuddered. “It
will not take long,” he added for her benefit.
Addressing Heathering: “We all understand
why it was necessary to destroy the right of
way. It was a fictitious thing!”

“Well put.”

“But there isa more important thing than
even my father’s honor: The United States
government needs iron.”

“Ah, you appreciate that? If that is your
condition, | can, perhaps, convince you that
with this project on its feet there would be
more iron,”

“l could not rake your judgment about
that, nor the judgment of the Trust, could
1?” he asked naively.

Heathering smiled.  “You mean we
should be prejudiced? Naturally, I sup-
pose.”

“So | got the opinion of the secretary of
war about it.”

Clara’s face held now exactly the same
expression as her father’s.

“You wonderful, wonderful
breathed.

“What did he say?” gasped Heathering.

“That Unde Sam’ government favors
this competition. But,” Eric raised his
hand. “It’s common sense that much will
depend on how it’s managed—whether the
private interest or the public is considered

boy,” she

first.  Which will it be?
condition.”

“It will be the public interest—if you can
take my word and pledge?”

“l am,” said Eric. “After the things you
said—and did—in the boat, | can trust you
absolutely. Then the iron lands are all
yours.”

Clara flew to him. “That’s why you told
me that you loved me first. You wanted to
win me before you did this generous thing.”

For that is my

Heathering and his wife exchanged
glances. Hers showed horror; his, deep
approval.

“Not generous,” denied Eric. “It had to

be just as the War Industries Commission
decided, did it not?”

“Right,” said James M. Heathering. And
he strode to Eric and shook him by the
hand. “I beg you to believe, my boy, that
I do this not for what this decision means
to us, but for the decision itself. 1 have
been satisfied that it means more iron rained
on Germany, and | am credited with know-

ing!  I'll relieve the minds of Ordway and
the others-—-—-

“Just a moment,” said Eric. “This iron
now—I like iron. | want to work in it.”

“Young man, you’ll be too rich to work.”

“No, sir, I'll take nothing for the iron.
It belongs to the Allies.”

“But don’t you want money?”

“Not especially.” He looked about him
raminatively, at Heathering and Mrs. Heath-
ering and their numerous accouterments of
camp grandeur. “It doesnt seem to get
one anywhere. Besides, |’'m not really poor.
I think I'm not, at least. Mr. Baker has
kept reinvesting father’s funds, and the es-
tate, without the land, was appraised last
month at one million six hundred and forty-
six thousand dollars and sixteen cents.”

“No,” agreed Heathering, “we could
hardly call you exactly poor. Then what
do you want to do?”

“When | return from a sharp-shooting
trip to France------ 7 He looked tenderly
at Clara, whose lips trembled, but whose
head was high. “Just Clara here, and—
iron!”

“And what do you want to do?” asked
Clara’s father, his shrewd eyes shining on
his daughter.

“l want to wash dishes for my husband,”
she announced.

“Heavens!” ejaculated her mother. “Let
her!”



His First Offense

By Clarence L. Cullen
Author of “ The Best Laid Plans,” “ The Intimate Enemy," Etc.

Engaged to nab the flock of shoplifters in the town’s leading department store, “ Biff” Devine
gets on the job with two feet, four wheels* and a few oiher speedy things, especially conclusions

ing of you.”

J. Atkinson Brough. the thirty-
year-old manager of his town’s leading de-
partment store, spoke with the brittleness
which is expected of a man who has become
the manager of his town's leading depart-
ment store at the age of thirty years.

“That's me, chief; barring that | ain’t
ever been nicknamed the Alibi Kid any-
wheres that | can remember just at this
moment.”

“Biff” Devine, private detective, pitched
his reply in the slightly resentful tone of a
man who considered that his private-detec-
living record of twenty years for an impor-
tant agency had been unjustifiably im-
pugned.

“There is no doubt in my mind,” Mr.
Brough went on brittling, “that the shop-
lifters who have been operating in this es-
tablishment for the past three months are
experts from the larger cities. You are ac-
quainted, the head of your agency informs
me, not only with the faces but with the
methods of the shoplifters of New York and
Chicago.”

“If 1 didn’t know ’em better’n the hair
on my head the agency would have ditched
me long ago,” offhandedly replied this sea-
soned sleuth.

“All the same,” rapped the austere young
Mr. Brough, “l want to warn you not to
underrate the difficultness of your task here.
That it will be more difficult than, ap-
parently, you imagine is proven by the fact
that Mrs. Brennan, the highly capable
woman who has served successfully as our
store detective for many years, finds herself
unable to cope single-handed with this shifty
gang of ’lifters that’s been looting us of
late.”

The agency detective spread a pudgy

ccomplishment of the job, not
A an alibi—thats what we’re expect-

hand over his mouth to screen a grin. The
grin, interpreted, said this: “A woman de-
tective, hey? Permit me, if you please, to
indulge in a passing pooh-poohl” But he
said aloud:

“The agency, of course, ain’t ever called
in till the amachures falls down,”

Having figuratively played this on his
piano, not -without gulping slightly, Mr.
Brough resumed in a somewhat modified
tone:

“You will cooperate, of course, with Mrs.
Brennan, who knows the faces of most of
our local store thieves. In a city of our
size—a city, already inhabited by half a mil-
lion people, that is advancing with giant
strides toward the million mark—we already
have to deal with the large number of in-
veterate shoplifters who make their home
here.”

“Now, | wonder why this guy is easing
me an earful about his hick hamlet’s mob
of small-time shop shredders?” was the
translation of the agency man’s second sar-
donic grin. But aloud he merely said:
“Ye-eh?”

“Not only that,” went on the manager of
the Empire Emporium, with a certain note
of pride in his tone, “but we are called upon
to handle—diplomatically, of course—a sur-
prising number of incurable local klepto-
maniacs, all of them persons of social promi-
nence, such as are mistakenly supposed to
exhibit their weakness only in pretentious
cities like New York and Chicago.”

“Regular burgs like Chi and little 01’
N Yawk, chief, gives them birdikins the
short up-and-down before hotfooting them to
the hoosegow these days,” said the agency
man. “That diplomatic stuff with the kleps
simply ain't done any more on the main
line.”

“There is no reason that |1 know of why
we should adopt New York or Chicago meth-
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ods here,” chopped Mr. Brough, thereby
clinchingly conveying the impression that, as
the manager of the leading department store
in his town of half a million population, the
adoption of New York and Chicago meth-
ods was precisely what he aimed at. “That,
however, is neither here nor there,” he
added, brittler than ever. “The point | seek
to make is that, in employing you to round
up the band of shoplifters persistently oper-
ating here, we’re expecting real rounding-up
results, With unremitting vigilance, and no
remisslless whatever.”

Mr. Devines heavy lower jaw dropped
noticeably. Unremitting—remissness—vigi-
lance -persistently operating—these phrases
obviously had slightly carbonized his cere-
brai cylinders.

"Meaning, | suppose, that I'm to get
’'em,” he -staid huskily. "O. K., chief. Get-
ting 'era’s my only excuse for living at all.
When does this round-up begin?”

“You're to shut at once, of course,” was
the all-business managerial reply. Mr.
Brough touched a button at the side of his
desk and a messenger girl appeared. “Ask
Mrs. Brennan to come here immediately,”
he directed the girl. Then, dryly, to the
agency man: “1 want you to meet, under
my eye, our store detective, who, in this
work for which you have been engaged, will
be your associate and coequal------ ”

Mr. Devine thrust out the jaw which a
moment before had been dragging.

“The agency boss didn't mention anything
about my working alongside of a skirt store
cop, chief,” he bridled. “I ain’t saying any-
thing against her, but if | cant get away
with this job alone. I------ ”

Mr. Brough tut-anted as only a man who,
through indefatigability and a complete lack
of the sense of humor, has eibowed his way
at thirty to the headship of a business es-
tablishment employing a thousand people,
knows how to tut-tut.

“Nonsense:—sheer nonsense,” he trans-
lated his tut-tutting into words. “Two
heads are better than one, to say nothing
of four eyes being more effective than two,
and you're lucky to be undertaking the job
With a competent, experienced woman who
knows how to------ ”

“You sent for me, Mr. Brough.”

In the doorway of the managers office
stood a big-framed, wholesome, handsome
woman, still comfortably under middle age,
with a watchful twinkle in her South-of-Ire-

land gray-blue eyes, and with the heavy
braids of her silver-mixed auburn hair coiled
upon the back of her head. She was dressed
in neat black, and she had the trick, no easy
one for a woman of her bulk and coloring, of
looking very much alive without appearing
to be aggressive over it.

The manager introduced Mr. Devine to
Mrs. Brennan with managerial crispness.

“Mr. Devine, an operative, well recom-
mended to us by his agency, is to cooperate
with you in ridding the store of this gang
of thieves,” he addressed the woman em-
ployee. “I have informed Mr. Devine that
you arc to work together, coequally, but, of
course, with credit given where credit is
due. | omitted mentioning to you that I
was sending for an agency man to assist you
because that did not seem to be necessary.
The point is that the agency man is here,
ready for business, as you, Mrs. Brennan”
—the manager permitted himself a mere
spook of a smile—*“always are, | am pleased
to say. Now, show me results!”

Mr. Brough, who had stood to introduce
the pair, plumped back into his desk chair
and touched a call button to signify that
there were other matters awaiting his atten-
tion.

Outside the manager’s door Biff De-
vine, agency detective, deliberately halted
in front of and faced Kate. Brennan, depart-
ment-store spotter of shoplifters, for a con-
tinuation of the frigid survey he had made
of her at the introduction. Mrs. Brennan,
taken by surprise, nevertheless regarded him
twinklingly.  But, seeing his fixed hostile
expression, the twinkle gradually turned to
a stare. Their eyes clashed and fused. The
agency man’s were soon averted. He was
not the first burly individual, nor the first
detective, either, to slant his gaze from tire
impaling focus of Kate Brennan’ eyes. Her
husband himself, a headquarters detective
who had been lulled in a strikers’ riot years
before, had done that frequently at con-
jugal crises in the Brennan home; and
Danny Brennan, a broadfoot who had
pounded a beat in a cop's brogans before
wearing police plain clothes, was a good deal
more of a man than any agency detective
ever could be! This thought, among others,
shone in the policeman’ widow’s eyes as she
threw back the impolitic sizing-up stare of
Biff Devine.

“l told your boss,” rumbled the agency
man, “that it ain’t my custom to work along-
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side a woman fly cop, in a store or any-
wheres else.”

Mrs. Brennan folded her capable arms
comfortably upon her ample bosom.

‘mDid you. then?” she inquired, the somber
glow of cold appraisal in her steady eyes.

“He’s one of these here he-birds that be-
lieves in the suffragette stuff, 1 figure, so |
didn’t get it across,” the lowering Mr. De-
vine went on rumbling. “But get this,
Missus Store Cop: |’m on this job alone, or
I ain’t on it at all. Meaning, that | ain’t
aiming to be tagged around or interfered
with or rubbered after by anybody while
I’'m operating in this plant. That’ plain
talk, 1 hope?”

Mrs. Brennan, siill wearing her arms on
her bosom, laughed softly.

“Plain enough, whatever else it is,” she
replied. “I might have told the boss, as you
call him, that its none of my choosing to
work alongside of a comedy-screen sleuth,
but I was too busy laughing inside of me at
the slapstick movie-lot style of you to think
of it at the time.”

It was upon these terms, of the agency
man’s oven incautious making, that the two
entered upon the task of ridding the Empire
Emporium of a skillful gang of shoplifters.

If.

At eleven o'clock on the following morn-
ing, an hour when the store aisles were un-
comfortably crowded by the first flock of
forenoon holiday shoppers, an alarmed-look-
ing man, plainly in an extreme hurry,
pounced on his toes, half running, and but-
ting regardlcssly into glaring women who
blocked his path, all the way from the rear
of the ground floor of the Empire Emporium
to the main entrance. He had pushed open
an inner swinging door on the exit side, and
was darting headlong across the storm vesti-
bule for one of the outer swinging doors
opening upon the street, before the bellow
of a big voice boomed startlingly in the ears
of the ground-floor shoppers:

“Stop that ’lifter!”

All aver the floor the shopping gabble sud-
denly ceased. A few shopping women, in
scattered spots, screamed shrilly. From be-
hind various counters came the sharp, spas-
modic “My Gawd!” of saleswomen already
bordering upon hysteria from holiday ex-
haustion.

Curiously enough, considering the custo-

mary immobility or immovability of shop-
ping women when ferociously intent upon
their holiday buying, those in the' main aisle
squeezed aside to make a path for the bel-
lower, a heavy-jowled, purplish-faced man,
whose clomping gait compared with that of
the man he pursued was as that of a coal
truck to a soft-purring sport car.

Across the street from the Empire Em-
porium was a small and melancholy city
park where, on summer evenings, a small and
melancholy municipal band regaled the
populace with alternate jazz and “classical”
music. By the time Biff Devine, still bawl-
ing “Stop im!” had gained the storm vesti-
bule, the man whom he desired to have
stopped, no longer merely pouncing, but
running with all his might, was hallway
across this dreary little park, the paths of
which were now patchily covered with cin-
dery ice and the rest of it with smoke-grimed
snow. A bunch of small boys, with hard-
packed snowballs held furtively behind them
in the grasp of screening mittens, stood
watching, and considering whether they
would or would not, the approach of the
flying man with his overcoat tails spread al-
most horizontally back of him by the breeze

of his flight.
“Soak ’im, you kids! Soak ‘im—block
im—trip ’im!”

Thus buttressed not only by the permis-
sion, but by the peremptory command, of a
large shouting man hurrying toward them
from the department store across the street,
the delighted lads let fly a sinister-looking
shower of close-packed snowballs at the
speeding man just as he ranged alongside
them on the slippery path. Most of the mis-
siles thudded against his overcoat, but the
last one, more deliberately aimed, knocked
off his perfectly good, new-looking soft hat.
Far from stopping to regain the hat, the
speeder kept Gil unswervingly, with the fric-
tionless, good-style gait of one who mani-
festly must have practiced for a purpose the
art of running correctly, through the square-
block parklet that was bounded on all four
sides by business buildings.

“Hey, why didn’t you chuckleheaded pups
trip im, like I hollered at you to?” Biff De-
vine, panting heavily, raged at the boys
when he lumbered alongside of them.

Whereupon, instantly and unanimously
resenting this changed tone of the man who
had given them the order to bombard the
one in flight, they groped on the ground for
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their carefully cached reserve stock of teak-
hard snowballs and let heave with them at
Mr. Devine, getting the agency man in a
number of good, soft, hurty spots, including
one of the hollows or indentations that lie
south and slightly back of the ears. Falter-
ing on the icy path under the impact of the
barrage, Mr. Devine carelessly permitted his
heels to lose contact; his legs shot forward
like twin pistons, and he sat down hard
enough to make even a seismograph take no-
tice had such an earthquake-recording in-
strument been within a hundred yards of
him.  The agency man scrambled to his
feet; what he had to say—and, to judge
from the movements of his lips and the
“Gr-rr-rr!” sel of his mouth, this seemed to
be a good deal—was lost upon his bom-
barders, for as soon as he could steady and
point himself he resumed his flat-looted pur-
suit of the hatless man now bounding in rab-
bitlike leaps across the street at the far end
of the park.

The fugitive, swift in mind as well as in
body, promptly showed that his was no mere
aimless flight. Across the street from the
end of the park which he had left behind
him, in front of the First National Bank—
a disheartening example of what a marble
building can become in a soft-coal town—
Stood, unoccupied, a squatty, racy-looking
roadster, the huge hood of which would have
proclaimed to any motorist’s eye that an
engine of power lay underneath it. The
pursued man leaped, without the least slack-
ening of pace, squarely from the pavement
into the driver’s seat of this car. With both
hands working adeptly on the dash he had
the spark-and-gas throttles correctly set in
something less than five seconds, and, find-
ing the starter button without fumbling, he
pushed it, poised his feet over the clutches
when the motor throbbed to life, gripped
the wheel as familiarly as if that had been
the only steering wheel his hands had ever
touched, and shot the roadster of power
through a clutter of traffic with the careless
expertness of a fireman-chauffeur catapult-
ing the battalion chief to the scene of the
conflagration. By the time Mr. Devine, bel-
lowing with what breath he had left, had
emerged front the park, the slatey-gray car
with canary-colored wheels was whizzing
around the park's southeast corner, obvi-
ously headed for South Boulevard, the town’s
main residence street and fashionable drive-
way, from which, at the town’s edge, roads

ramified to every section on the mainland
of North America.

Mr. Devine, his gait, though still an imi-
tation of running, now slowed to the amble
of a Percheron, made for a scowling young
traffic policeman anchored lordily in the mid-
dle of a crossing half a block away. The
traffic cop eyed Mr. Devine with bovine
disapproval when the agency man swooped
upon him with the splutter:

"Fley there, bo, stick up for me the first
fast-looking bus that rolls by here, will yuh?
| want a wagon that can go some. |’m chas-
ing a thief.”

With no trace of agitation whatever, and
from an altitude equaling that of the loftiest
peak of the Himalayas, the traffic officer
spoke:

"Chasin’ a thief, are ye? What thief?
And who and what are ye, birdie, to be
chasin’ anybody?”

Mr. Devine, controlling himself by a vis-
ible effort, flashed his agency badge and ex-
plained in gasped sentences the situation to
this uniformed checkerneck. Employed by
Empire: Emporium to corral shoplifters.
Had just sprung one of ’em. Shoplifter had
galloped across the park and jumped into
and raced away, headed south, in a car that
had been standing in front of the First Na-
tional Bank. Shoplifter, whose fast get-
away showed that he must be a crack hand
at the thieving game, must be cha.sed and
nailed, of course.

The traffic cop, yawning undisguisedly, by
this and other symptoms of detachment
made it perfectly dear that shoplifters and
unofficial detectives and such like meant lit-
tle or nothing in his blithe young life.

"What’s the need for an agency bull at
the Emporium, 1d like to know, with Kate
Brennan, a sure-enough detective's widow,
and a smart woman herself, keepin’ an eye
out for shoplifters over there?”

Mr. Devine, boiling, succeeded in emitting
mere inarticulate sounds.

"This car that you say”—the traffic ty-
rant strongly accentuated "you say--your
thief swiped from in front of the bank—
what kind of a lookin’ car was it?”

Mr. Devine, by an enormous effort of will,
contrived to describe the car to this liveried
lowbrow. The crossing policeman instantly
came out of his contemptuous torpor.

"Gray roadster with yellow wheels—why,
say, that bus belongs to the cashier of the
First National Bank!” he croaked.
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Mr. Devine, inwardly cheered, looked as
if sorry it did not belong to the mayor of
the town.

“Say, |’'m supposed to keep an eye on that
bus from here—that’s what the cashier eases
me a little old gold piece every Christmas
for!” mumbled the traffic policeman, gazing
dismayedly at the spot in front of the bank
from which the cashier’s car was missing.

“He'll double the bet this Christinas, |
s’pose, now that his bus is gone,” the agency
man, grabbing the chance, remarked. But
the crossing cop, being otherwise engaged,
either did not catch or ignored the dig.

“Hey, Chuck!” he called out.

Chuck, the chauffeur in regular chauf-
feur’s rig, at the wheel of the handsome new
high-powered limousine just then slowly
bearing down upon the crossing from the
north, braked his car.

“’Lo, Tim,” he said out of an open win-
dow to the traffic man. “What’s cookin®?”

“Where you headin’?” the policeman, now
downright agitated, asked him.

“Nowheres in particular,” replied Chuck.
“The doc hiked out o’ town this mornin’ to
help perform an operation, and I’'m just
rollin’ ’er around to give ’er the air.”

“Can that big ship get over the ground?”
the cop asked him.

Chuck looked almost too disdainful for
speech.

“Can a duck swim?” he inquired out of
a corner of his mouth. “If | cant twist
eighty out of ‘er, with things wide open, I
can’t make ’er waddle.”

The policeman worked fast in explaining,
the out-of-town physician’s air-taking chauf-
feur listening with a speed bug’s kindling
eyes.

“The cashier’s little old Binj-Whick hum-
dinger, hey?” he cut in on the explanation.
“I've wanted to hook up for a let’s-settle-it
speediest with that hot little bus ever since
the tioc got this new one, but | never could
get the cashier’s eye. His boat’ll go some,
if he ever learns how to turn ‘er loose, but
this big doll of the doc’ can run rings
around ’er at that. Hop in, bo!” to the
agency man. “I’ll overhaul that Binj-
Whick, if we get wind of ’er, or find out
why!”

“I’ll phone to headquarters,” the traffic
policeman funneled through his hands, “to
have all the boulevards watched on the
town’s edge so that-----

But the doctor’s mighty-engined car, emit-

ting a deep diapasonic hum like the tri-
umphant basso roll of an organ when the
folks are leaving church, after darting down
the street like something carried on the top
crest of a broken dam, already was rounding
into South Boulevard on two wheels.

Stepping harder still on the accelerator
when once straightened out on the boule-
vard, Chuck soon achieved a speed that,
even in a town notorious for the reckless-
ness of its motorists, made observers gape.
The agency man, a little green about the
mouth, as from seasickness, commented witli,
bogus cheeriness when Chuck, in hurtling
around a car headed in the same direction,
missed grazing it by almost an eighth of an
inch.

“Nearly nicked that one, hey?” said he.
“Ain’t afraid of smearing up some of these
slow pokes if you keep on this speed up,
are yuh?”

“Speed?” Chuck, his speed-zealot’s eyes

set dead ahead, chopped airiiy. “This ain’t
no speed—onYy sixly-five. 1'm warmin’ ’er
up and feelin’ ’er out. Youll call this

crawlin’ when she begins to hop eighty or
eighty-five. Maybe, if | gorge ’er with gas
after she’s good and hot, I can even make
the hell-cat shoot ninety!”

“Say, buddy, you do that ninety-shooting
stuff when you’e riding alone, get me?”
Mr. Devine, swaying violently on his slip<
pery leather cushion, broke out. *“I ain’t
aiming to have what’s left of me picked up
off the pavement of this hick boulevard with
a putty knifel”

Chuck, grinning, stepped on her a little
harder yet.

“1 thought you wanted to snag that shop-
lifter, bo,” said Chuck, slightly contemptu-
ous.

Whatever apposite reply Mr. Devine was
framing, it suffered dispersal when, half a
block ahead, a motor-cycle policeman,
standing beside his machine, .gave Chuck the
peremptory arm signal to slow to nothing
for a little exchange of conversation.

“Tommy Shea, acting fresh, ns per usual,”
was Chuck’s comment as to this officer.
“Tommy can go chase hisself—or chase me,
either one. If he chases me, 1’ll bet you a
good seegar, shipmate, he gets lost so hope-
less that they’ll have to send out a general
alarm for him.”
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Whereupon Chuck, giving his carburetor
the gas drunk of its new and enthusiastic
life, ricochetted on his way like a meteor
traveling horizontally.

But T. Shea, a motor-cycle cop with the
stubborn disposition of his species, already
was giving his machine its preliminary run,
previous to boarding it, when Chuck, 'wav-
ing blithely, whizzed past him.

T. Shea, crowding gas into a machine that,
doing a hundred flat per hour, had won the
motor-cycle policemen’s annual race only a
few days before, flashed alongside Chuck on
his tuned-up two-wheeler within a mile from
the start of the impromptu speed trial.
Chuck, a fanatic who, nevertheless, knew
whin he was faded, throttled his car to noth-
ing, braked, and grinned sheepishly out. of
the window at the dismounted motor-cycle
cop.

“Hey, where tell are all you rum-eaters,
swishin” by me to-day, genin” the stuff?”
aggrievedly inquired the officer of Chuck.
“1can’t locate any juice meself, no matter
what 1’d willin’ to cough for it!”

“Ain’t had a ball in a month, Tommy—
no such luck,” was Chuck’s soothefully
pitched reply. “Was hittin’ a high spot or
so on orders from Tim Mulroon the down-
town crossing cop. Tim hands this buddy
here, tin agency sleuthfoot,” nodding toward
his scutmate, “along to me for a run after
a shoplifter who, tumping out of the Em-
porium. swiped the bus of the First Na-
tional cashier and made a dashing get-away
in ’er down this lane of yours. Didn’t hap-
pen to lamp ’im as he streaked by, did
vuh?"

The motor-cycle cop screwed up his eyes
md stared at the physician's chauffeur as
if lie now was perfectly convinced by his
words that Chuck was intoxicated or some-
thing, whether he showed it otherwise or not.

“A shoplifter in the First National cash-
iers car—say. Chuck, if you ain’t been
hillin” up the old stuff, what are you usin’,
the needle?” he demanded with the queru-
lou. mss of one confused.

“Needle me elbow,” was Chuck's prompt
come-back. “You seen your shoplifter get
into the cashier's boat and skate ‘er off,
headin’ this way. didn't you?” to the agency
mam.

“if 1 didn't, & plain as | see you, you
can whistle for the boob wagon to come get
me," was Mr. Devine’s out-of-hand reply.

“Co-ay car- yellow wheels?”

“Sure—same little Binj-Whick speedster
the cashier’s had for a year,” said Chuck.

“Drivin’ without a hat?” was the officer’s
next question.

“That’s him—some kids snowballed the
lifters Kelly off as he shot through the
park,” the agency man replied.

The officer’s slow grin gradually devel-
oped into a chuckle.

“Say, you agency Sherlock,” he addressed
Mr. Devine, “do you know the cashier of
the First National when you see him?”

“No more than | know the leading piano
tuner of this burg when | see him,” snapped
Air. Devine, resenting the grin and chuckle.
“What's that got to do with this store thief
that’s clinching his get-away while you're
sticking us up here chewing the rag?”

“Easy does it, king of detectives,” sar-
donically enjoined the motor-cycle cop.
“Say, tell me somethin’ else, will you? Did
Kate Brennan, that’s been the spotter of
counter swipers for the Emporium all these
years—did Kate get a flash at your shop-
lifter before you saw him grab the cashier's
car?”

“Why don’t you get her on the phone and
ask her that, seeing you're feeling so chirpy
this morning?” barked the outraged Biff.

“Because, ol’ sleuth,” the wheel policeman
went on, “if the guy that drove the cash-
ier’s car licketty-split past me a few min-
utes ago wasn’t the First National cashier
hirnself, then 1’'m going to see my doctor this
evenin’ and ask him how long it’ll be before
the nut-hatch gets me.”

Air. Devine’s lower jaw, following its habit
when its owner found himself in a jam.
dragged.

“l won't say,” the motor-cycle man. went
on, “that | ever seen him drivin’ so wild be-
fore, without a hat and his hair a-ilyin’, and
actin’ in general like he might be pickled
to the ears, which, of course he don’t drink
at all. But if the birdie steerin’ the- cashier’s
gray-bodied yellow-wheeled bus past me a
quarter of an hour ago wasn’t the cashier
of the First National himself, then my name
is Leon Trotzky and | don't care who t’ell
knows it!”

Chuck, looking askance at the agency
man, now broke out:

“Look a-here. fly cop, if I’'m making a
fathead of myself on your say-so, chasin’ the
cashier of the leadin’ bank in town, ridin’
in his own boat, up and down the world for
a shoplifter------ ”
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“Ye-eh,” Mr. Devine, suddenly finding his
voice, cut in on this, “you people have got
everything dead right. Its just like the
cashier of the leading bank in a town to
jack-rabbit through the town’s leading de-
partment store, knocking women right and
left, and to hotfoot from there through a
park like a bird dog chasing wild turkey, let-
ting his lid lie on the ground after a bunch
of kids have knocked it off his bean, and
it’s just like the cashier of the leading
bank in town——"

“Hold up a minute, mate,” put in the
motor-cycle officer, his grin gone and his ex-
pression less confident. “Somebody’s wrong,
and there’s an easy and quick way to find
out who it is that’s wrong. Wait here til!
| give a ring-up and get this dope straight-
ened out.-’

The officer, going into the drug store on
the corner, came out within three minutes,
looking abashed.

“Danged if you aint right, scoutic,” he
addressed the agency man in an apologetic
tone. “Must ha’ been your store thief
drivin’ the cashiers car after all, 1 had the
cashier himself on the wire, and he’s sore
as a butcher over his car bein’ swiped, and
he------ ”

“Gid-dap, doll!'” said Chuck to his car,
throwing open the throttles and stepping on
her, and once more the big limousine leaped
along the boulevard, the motor-cycle officer,
his cockiness vanished, trailing.

“Ye-eh, I'm a boneheaded bum when it
comes to savvying anything about my busi-
ness, and | don't know the difference be-
tween a shoplifter and a sand snipe—ye-eh!”
Biff Devine gloated in Chuck’s e3r as the
car, gathering momentum, showed seventy
and then seventy-five on the speedometer
dial.

"Guc-ss I’ll have to eat that crack | made
about you, bo,” said Chuck, grinning depre-
catorily. “I wisht that wheel cop hadn’t
stuck us up so long. 17 have run a figure-
of-eight knot around that crook in the
cashier’s Binj-Whick by this time if Tom-
my’d laid offa me. Hey, watcha doin’?
Don’t grab a-hold o’ my arm that way
when I'm drivin’, will yuh?”

“Pull up, quick!” the agency man with-
drawing his hand from the involuntary
clutch which he had taken on Chuck’s
sleeve yelled. “Theres the cashier’s bus,
standing in the middle of the road without
anybody in it!”

Chuck, throttling and braking swiftly,
blinked amazedly at the Binj-Whick, veri-
tably the First National cashier’s car, stand-
ing deserted on the boulevard. Tommy
Shea, the motor-cycle policeman, chugging
alongside, helped Chuck out with the amazed
blinking number.

“Ye-eh,” the agency detective, debark-
ing heavily from the doctor’s car, laconically
addressed the pair of them, “you razor-edged
birdikins had the hull dope dead right. The
cashier of the leading bank in town, when
he leaves his hat in a park and starts out for
a drive, always abandons the bus in the
middle of the road when he gets part of
the way to the place he’s bound for, and
pitter-patters on his hoofs the rest of the
trip. He------ ”

“Car’s all out of gas,” the motor-cycle
cop, who had unscrewed the cap of the
Binj-Whick’ gas tank, cut the agency man's
No. 2 gloat short by saying. “Not that I'm
claiming, now, that the cashier would have
left ’er standing here, unguarded, even if
he did run out of gas while driving ’er. Hey,
sweepsky,” addressing a White Wings who
with pavement broom and shovel was work-
ing alongside the curb, “did you lamp the
driver of this schooner when he' left ‘er
standing here?”

“Yep, Tommy, | seen him,” replied the
old broom-and-shovel man, straightening
himself creakingly. *“Crazy-lookin’ some-
body. Didn’t have no hat on. Cussed like
blazes and hacked his arms, nuttylike, when
he found his bus’d run out o’ gas. Then
he hopped out and looked back, in the direc-
tion hed come, for somebody to pick him
up. Yelled at a boy drivin’a grocery truck
to take him along, but the boy didn’t make
him, | guess, and kep’ right on. Then the
nut, talkin’ to hisself, cut and run like a
chased pickpocket down the middle of the
boulevard, till he come to the Touraine. He
bolted into the Touraine, and that’s the last
I seen of him.”

“The Touraine!” exclaimed the motor-
cycle cop, pointing to the big apartment
house two blocks down the boulevard.
“Why, that’s the swellest dump of its kind
in town, and------ ”

“Little touch of high life in this job,” put
in Mr. Devine, grandiose now. “I knew that
fast-running fillilloo was a crack hand. He’s
probably rented a fiat at the nifty apart-
ment-house plant while he’s working the
shops here during the holidays, and he------ ”
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“Yes,” interrupted the officer, “and if
that’s the case your crack hand is doin’ a
iittle yeggin’ on the side, for there’ve been
half a dozen apartments in the Touraine
busted into and robbed lately by some neat
worker, and------ ’

“And your hick headquarters outfit waits
till an agency Sherlock, as you pasted me
a while back, nudges along and cops this
all-round handy crook,” was Biff Devine’s
third gloat. “Tag along now. Willie, if you
want to,” he bantered the motor-cycle officer
as he climbed back into the seat beside
Chuck the medical chauffeur, "and 1’ll show
you the blow-off of a sure-enough Sherlock
round-up of a live one, the way the thing’s
done on the big time.”

Tommy Shea, more abashed than ever
now in the presence of this private opera-
tive whose figures had a way of proving cor-
rect, mounted his motor cycle and trailed
the big limousine as Chuck drove it up in
front of the Touraine.

The Scandinavian janitor, flicking a long
feather fluster over the near-onyx panels of
the hall, met the three men. when they en-
tered the Touraine. with his customary
mooselike stare. Heal he seen a hatless
man, probably out of breath from running,
enter the building during the past quarter
of an hour?

“Ay bane in basement, coal-piling fur-
nace,” was his reply to the agency man’s
query, adding the opinion that all of the
Touraine’s tenants had gone crazy with the
heat.

“The need for heat, you mean, Ole,”
Tommy Shea shut him off, and the three
tackled the negro elevator man, just then
descended, for information.

“Did a itutless man. panting as if he’d
been tunning, ride up with you lately,
Smoke?” the agency man asked him.

"Ah jes’ come on two minutes ago, an’ this
ycre’s mah fust trip up-an™-down,” was the
elevator man’s reply.

“Where’s the boy you relieved?”

“Alt reckon he’s downtown by this time,
shortin’ some mo’ craps with mah money.”
the black answered.

“Mover mind—our bird’s in the building
and we’ll get ’im all right,” Mr, Devine,
now undisguisedly the heavy man in charge
of things, remarked at the end of these two
unsatisfactory interviews. “Shea,” patroniz-
ingly to the motor-cycle cop, “you might,
if you want to attract a little notice and

make kind of a hit for yourself at the main
office, phone to headquarters and ask your
top cop to send a wagonload of peelers here
to keep an eye out, front and back, while
I’'m springing this yegg and shoplifter up-
stairs. Get me?”

"Don’t sound like such a bum idea, at
that,” respectfully replied T. Shea. He
used the apartment-house hall telephone,
and, when he emerged from the booth a mo-
ment later: “The Super’s hotfooting a
hurry-truck-load of ’em over here from the
fourth precinct right away,” he informed the
astute private detective directing these im-
portant operations.

While waiting for the policemen to ar-
rive, Mr. Devine questioned, with no lower-
ing of his usual speaking tone or rumble,
the janitor as to the personality and char-
acteristics of all the male tenants, heads
of families as well as bachelors, of the Tou-
rainc. A sharp-eyed little girl, rubbering on
all this over the hall banister, caught the
word “thief,” and ran upstairs stuffed with
news. Presently, descending by the stair-
way as well as by the elevator, women ten-
ants, most of them in a taut state of nerves
ever the recent robberies and the recenter
lack of heat in the steam pipes, flocked
through the hall in their wraps, prattling
awesomely of the gentleman yegg soon to
be handcuffed in his apartment upstairs.

The truckload of policemen, in charge of
a saturnine sergeant who silently regarded
Mr. Devine as if the agency man were some
peculiar kind of manatee or sea cow not
previously seen in that neighborhood, soon
arrived, and the sergc-ani. after a word with
the motor-cycle cop, divided his men equally
and stationed split squads at the back of the
apartment house, in the basement, and in
the front areaway.

The next move obviously was Mr. De-
vines, and he was about to make it, what-
ever it was going to be, when, from a taxicab
that just then drew up at the curb, Kate
Brennan, spotter of shoplifters for the Em-
pire  Emporium, stepped sprint-sly to the
pavement, and, smiling vaguely, walked
into the hall of the Touraine.

V.

Mr. Devine, all over the deft detective on
the brink of an important achievement, ad-
vanced nobly, yet with a certain condescen-
sion, to meet her.
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“Good morning, maddum,” he addressed
her detachedly. “Any little thing | can do
for you?”

“Yes,” replied Kate Brennan, “there is.”

The twinkle was almost a spark in her
steady gray-blue eyes, but the astute private
operative apparently was too much absorbed
in his triumph to sec it.

“Name it, maddum,” he said crisply.
“But work fast, please. |’'m about to make
an important arrest here, and | ain’t got
much time.”

“Its about that arrest,” said Mrs. Bren-
nan, “that | want to speak to you. The man
you’re about to arrest here means well. This
is his lirst offense, and it’s only fair, to my
thinking, that he should have another
chance.”

Mr. Devine’s small round eyes began to
flare like a pair of flickering flivver lights.

“Oh-ho—zat s0?”” he exclaimed, shining
with victory. “Another chance, hey? ’Zat
s0?”

“Yes, that’s my belief,” unfalteringly re-
plied Kate Brennan. “He’s a young man
who, speaking generally, has done the best
he could, and, if he’s committed himself
now. why, as |’'m saying, it’s his first offense,
as | happen to know, so | don’t think he
ought to be disgraced for it.”

Mr. Devine gazed from a lofty judicial
peak at this woman, herself supposed to be
enlisted on the side of stern justice, stand-
ing before him pleading for a bad tin.

“Nov/ look a-here, Mrs. Brennan,” he
broke out, “there’s something smeary about
this, and you’d better be explaining your-
self for your own good. How do you know
what man it is I’m about to arrest here?”

“I know,” was Kate Brennan’s unhesitat-
ing reply, “because it was | who told him
to run out of the Emporium.”

“What!” The agency man’s bark cracked
like a inil whip. *“You—told—him—to

The police sergeant, who had rumbled his
pleasant good morning to Kate Brennan
when she entered the Touraine hall, drew
closer to this astonishing confab, as did
Tommy Shea, the motor-cycle cop, and
Chuck, the medical chauffeur.

“Yes,” Mrs. Brennan repeated, “l did
that. The foolish man lifted an article from
a counter under my very eyes, and | told
him to be off, never supposing he would run
so madly through the store and streets as
he did.”

Mr. Devine raised a warning hand, while
the police sergeant, T. Shea and Chuck, the
chauffeur, all blinked incredulously.

“Youre committing yourself, maddum,”
Mr. Devine supplemented his warning of
the hand. “You, a supposed honest store
detective, are admitting, before witnesses,
that you’re hand-in-glove with a shoplifter
and yegg who------ 7

“I must have my say in this young man’
behalf, no matter what you may think,”
Mrs. Brennan interrupted him. “And if
what | *ve already told you has done no good,
I'll go further and say that this young man
you’re about to arrest is well connected.
He’s the twin brother of the cashier of the
First National whose car he seized for his
wild ride here. I've just had a talk with
the First National cashier, and he says he’s
willing to forgive his brother this first of-

“That’s compounding a felony, maddum!”
haughtily broke in the agency man.
“Whether the cashier forgives or doesn’t for-
give his twin for swiping his bus is no skin
off my young elbow. | was hired to pinch
shoplifters, whoever they might be, and
their being twins of bank cashiers don’t get
’em anywheres with me. You might just as
well------ 7

“And there’s another thing,” Mrs. Bren-
nan, her jaw set, but the twinkle growing
in intensity, again interrupted him. “My
own younger sister, that 1’d hale to see get
into trouble, is mixed up in this. She’s up-
stairs at this moment with the man you're
talking of arresting, and------ ”

Mr. Devine, his eyes now ablaze with tri-
umph, stopped her peremptorily.

“That will do, Mrs. Brennan,” he com-
manded her. “I'm going to make this ar-
rest at once. And let me tell you that it’s
going to be my arrest at that. | tracked
the ’lifter to this plant, and that fact ain’t
going to be changed by your contributing
your little bit in going upstairs with me now
and pointing the crook out to me. Come
on, maddum!” and he led the way to the
elevator, while the women tenants huddling
in their wraps at the far end of the hall gath-
ered closer and whispered fears unify.

“You're determined, then, to arrest this
first offender, no matter what's said in his
behalf?” Kate Brennan, her baffled expres-
sion belied by her twinkle, asked the agency
man.

“Your first offender can unspool that stuff
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on the judge and jury—come on!” ordered
Mr. Devine.

Whereupon, without more ado, but with
the air of one who had done her best, Mrs.
Brennan got into the waiting elevator with
the heartless agency man, followed by the
police sergeant, the motor-cycle policeman,
and the doctor’s chauffeur, all three of them
in a state of blinking wonder.

“This floor,” said Mrs. Brennan to the all-
white-eyed negro elevator man when the
fourth floor was reached, and, stepping off
with the four men, she led the way through
the ball to the entrance door of the right-
hand front apartment. She hesitated before
pressing the push button.

“If,” she quietly addressed the agency
detective and the three other men, “youll
be good enough to stand back a little, in the
hall shadows, till he answers the bell------ 7

“0. K.—he’s got as much chance to get
away from me now as | have to butt into
the Senate,” was Mr. Devine’s gracious if
exultant reply, and, with his three compan-
ions, lie took a stand, ready to spring, in a
shadowy turn of the hall about ten feet
from the door in front of which Mrs. Bren-
nan stood with her finger on the electric but-
ton.

Within less than five seconds after she
pressed the button, the door was opened
lay a stout, handsome, auburn-haired woman,
in the snowy uniform and cap of a trained
nurse, who looked astonishingly like Mrs.
Brennan herself, only younger. The trained
nurse smiled into her sister’s face with that
knowing, comprehensive smile which is one
of the most charming things about trained
nurses who are charming.

“Oh, how do, Kate!” she greeted her sis-
ter, Mrs. Brennan. “Everything’s fine.
Boy.”

An extremely excited-looking, but widely
grinning, young man with wild-looking hair
—hair that had been tlyun all about his
forehead from hatlessly driving a motor car,
looked over the trained nurse’s shoulder.

“That you, Kate—Mrs. Brennan, | should
say?” babbled Mr. J. Atkinson Brough,

manager of the Empire Emporium, his
flushed grin becoming positively cavernous.

“It’s me, Mr. Brough—and how glad |
am!” exclaimed Mrs. Brennan.

Mr. Brough went on babbling:

“Oh, your sister’s told you, eh? Boyl
Rattling big lummox of a nine-pounder!
Got his fists doubled up already like a prize
fighter!  Little wife’s doing elegant. Stood
it like a major general. Brick, that’s what
she is. Never saw such pluck. And | guess
this sister of yours ain’t some nurse, Kate—
I mean Mrs. Brennan! Don’t know what
the dickens we'd have done without her!
Funny | just happened to be out of my office
when your sister tried to get me on the
phone, eh? But wasn’t it clever of her to
call you up, Kate—oh, I mean Mrs. Bren-
nan—when she couldn’t get me, and tell
you! And listen here! | found a baby?%s
milk bottle in my overcoat pocket when |
got home—was that the thing | grabbed up
from that bargain counter lot of babies’ milk
bottles when you told me to hurry home?
Ha, ha! Must ha’ been crazy! The little
wife’ll nurse the boy, of course—no need for
any milk bottle! And see here, Kate—
shucks, I mean Mrs. Brennan—how the
dooce did | get home, anyhow? Grabbed
somebody’s car, didn’t I1? Was it my broth-
er’s bus? Well, I'm glad it wasn’t a stran-
ger’s, anyhow. Lost a hat somewhere in the
shuffle, too. Fellow’ liable to make all
kinds of a monkey of himself, over his first
offense, what?”

“Mrs. Brennan,” said Biff Devine, agency
detective, to the store detective of the Em-
pire Emporium just before closing-up time
that evening, “1 know when |ve got mine.
But there are moments—I won’t claim there
are many, but there are some—when | ain’t
quite such a boob as you've found me so
far. That being the case, and | hope to
show you that it is, let’s you and me, work-
ing together, get right on the job to-mor-
row morning and clean this store up of shop-
lifters?”

“Agreed,” said Kate Brennan, her twinkle
still working.

Cullen is writing some of the best yarns of his life just
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Watch out for his work in future POPULARS.
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“What is it?” inquired the sporting editor, eying up the Kid.
My, whbat a lovely brow he has; and such wonderful tin ears!”

poet now, or is he an elocutionist?
BROAD, bland smile graced the
A good-looking countenance of “Silk”

Sprackiing as he alighted from the

train that entered the hustling,
Middle Western city. Dame Fortune had
smiled upon Silk lately and Silk was grin-
ning right back at the field# old lady.

He recalled his last visit to this same
city a year ago, which had been quite un-
profitable to him. Dame Fortune had glared
at him then, and he had been constrained
to leave some personal effects in the way of
jewelry with the hotel proprietor in lieu of
cash to settle his hotel bill before bidding
the city a sad, and. he hoped at that time,
a permanent farewell.

Now, however, things were different.
Sprackiing entered the city this time with
three thousand dollars in cash, a gold-headed
slick under one arm, an attractive little wife
on the other, the Kerry Patch Kid in tow,
and a definite purpose in mind. Silk depos-
ited the cash in a convenient bank and his
wife in the expensive hotel facing the lake
front, and the following morning took his
gold-headed cane and the red-headed Kid
down to the Evcning Chronicle building to
explain his purpose to Rod Kenrick, the
Chronicle’s sporting editor.

“Rod,” said Sprackiing, when he and the
Kid were seated at the sport editor’s desk,
“l want a favor from you.”

“How much?” said Kenrick, extracting a
roll of bills from his trousers’ pocket.

“Not that kind of favor this time,” re-
plied Sprackiing grandly. "I want some
space.”

Kenrick. chuckled. “The dramatic edi-
tor’s out. and if he knows you’re here he’ll
never come back. He still recalls how?7you
kidded hint out of a solid column for your
dancing act last year and what an awful
frost it was. Couldn’t you get your young
ladies to do the shimmy or something in-

Etc.

“Don’t tell me you’re managing a

stead of that awful testhetic dance stuff they
pulled, Silk?”

"It isn't for the girls,” replied Sprack-
iing with dignity.

"No? Every time | see you you’re man-
aging something different. What is it this
time?” asked Kenrick.

“This,” replied Sprackiing, indicating the
Kid. The editor glanced at the Kid, and the
Kid, noisily attired in a vividly striped suit
and busily chewing a huge wad of gum.

“What is it?” inquired Kenrick, slowly
surveying the stocky form of the Kid from
soles to cap. "Don't tell me you’re manag-
ing a poet now, or is he an elocutionist?
My, what a lovely brow he has; and such
wonderful tin ears!”

The Kid stirred uneasily in his chair at
these playful remarks and scowled more
fiercely than ever at Kenrick while Sprack-
iing leaned forward with an impatient ges-
ture.

“No. he isn't a poet,” replied Silk tes-
tily. "Can that kidding stuff. He’ the fa-
mous Kerry Patch Kid, and I’'m his man-
ager. |'ve got a live one this time, and we’re
going after the best in our division and get
the kale. It’s space in your sport sheet |
want."

Kenrick became interested at this. “So
you're a tight manager now,” said he with a
grin.  "Weii. I'll say youve got a pretty
fair boy at that.”

"You uttered something then. He s
good," smiled the urbane Silk, as he lit a
cigarette. Then he explained his purpose
in calling.

"Now, we're after a bout with Piper Fay.
If we can bear Piper we can get a match
with, the champion, tin;! if we can get a
match with him we’re the next middle-
weight champions cf this universe. And we
can beat Kelley, the champ, in a couple of
rounds, can't we, Terry?”



THE POUND OF FLESH 67

“Uli-huh,” assented the Kid, with another
fierce scowl.

“But,” continued the fluent Sprackling,
“there’s an elephant in the ointment. Ike
Bernstein, Piper’s manager, won’t give us
that match. He’s after a bout with the
champ himself and isn’t taking any chances.
We want the mighty press, headed by your
august and famous self, to force Ike into a
match with us, Rod.”

The sporting editor absent-mindedly filled
his pipe and gazed dreamily at a photograph
of a show girl on the wall. Then he turned
abruptly to his friend. “I’ll give you some
space, Silk,” he said at last, “because |
dont think Fay is entitled to a match with
Kelley until he beats your man. And I've
no doubt the other papers’ll do it, too. But
I want to warn you that youre monkeying
with a buzz saw in Ike Bernstein, and you're
losing your time in trying to force ke into
a match. But if he does consent, watch your
step. lke's the foxiest manager who ever
pried a soft living out of the public. If it
was any other game 1’d say you had a
chance in matching your wits with even Ike.
But you’re a novice at the box-fight game,
and he’s apt to trim you out of your gold
fillings without disturbing your breathing.”

Sprackling smiled pleasantly and rose.
“Don’t lose any beauty sleep over me,” said
he. “We can take care of ourself, can’t we,
Kid?”

“Uh-huh,” grunted the Kid in his pleas-
antest manner as he, too, rose to depart.
“All you do is get them other boobs for me,
Silk, an’ I'll knock ’em out.”

Rod Kenrick kept his word to Sprackling,
and the next day the Chronicle printed a
story telling how good the Kerry Patch Kid
was. It printed his record, which was a
quite formidable one, and demanded that
Ike Bernstein give a match to the Kid with
his boxer, Piper Fay. The other city pa-
pers followed suit. Also, Silk Sprackling
called upon the wily Ike in person to demand
the match, but the latter refused to con-
sider it.

“Go and get a reputation,” lke advised
Sprackling with scorn.  “When the public
wants this bout they can have it. But we
ain’t fightin’ no pork-an’-beaners these days.
We’'re alter Kelley an’we’re gonna get him.”

But, thanks to Sprackling’s activity with
the sporting press, the public was informed
of the true status of the case, and it began
to clamor for a bout between the Kid and

Piper Fay, now that the former had run the
latter to earth in their fair city. The pub-
lic clamored so hard for this match, in fact,
and accused Piper and lke of cowardice in
such uncertain and unflattering terms, that
the latter became restive and finally sent for
the debonair Silk to talk the matter over.

“I’m gonna give you guys this match with
Piper,” said the wily Ike, laying a friendly
hand upon the other’s shoulder as the two
sat in the back room of Ike’s cafe one eve-
ning.

“Good!” said Sprackling, smiling. “I al-
ways knew you’d do the right thing by us.
And we’ll pack the Whirlwind Club to the
rafters. Well both clean up on it. We’ll
even take a percentage instead of a guaran-
tee, lke.”

“Not so fast,” breathed Bernstein softly.
“I’'m gonna give you this match after you
go out an’ get a rep, like | said. But that
won’t be hard to do. This town aint never
seen the Kid box. They gotta be shown.
So all you hafta do is beat a new boy I
brung on from the coast. He’s been in them
four-round things out there in Frisco.”

“Who is this boy?” asked Sprackling with
suspicion.

“Otto Flack is his name,” replied Bern-
stein, with an innocent look,

“Never heard of him,” said Sprackling.

“That only shows what soft pickin’ he’ll
be for you. The only reason I’'m makin’ you
beat him first is to give these local fans a
chance to see your boy an’ work up some
interest in our bout. But before you do
anything about it, I wanna be fair. No
one ever can say | wasn’t all open an’ above
the boards with you, Silk. So Il tell you
about this Otto. He ain’t very classy but
he’s kinda tough. The kid can beat him
easy on points. But that ain’t enough.
He’s gotta knock this Otto out inside of
eight rounds.”

“Well,” said Silk, shooting a smoke ring
at the ceiling, “any boy that’s so good we
haven’t even heard of him, don’t trouble us.
We’ll agree to take him on and knock him
out inside of eight rounds.”

“Or quit pesterin’ the life outa me for a
fight with Piper,” supplemented Bernstein.

“Or quit pestering you.”

“Now, just one thing more,” said Bern-
stein, as the other rose to go. “This Otto
guy is got a brother. | wanna be fair to
you. No one’s ever gonna say | didnt give
you a square break in this game.”
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“He’s got a brother? What’s that got to
do with Ottu?’- queried Sprackling.

"Nothin’.  Nothin’ a-tall,” assured Bern-
stein. "Only after the fight I don’t want
you to go around fellin’ folks I never let on
to you that Olio's got a brother.”

When Rod Kenrick heard the news of the
promise of a match with the reluctant lke’s
star in the event of the Kid’s first defeating
another boxer, he whistled softly in surprise.

"So you worked old Ike after all,” said he.
“1 didn’t think even you could do it, Silk.”

"It was easy,” grinned Sprackling. “First
I kidded him through the press and then I
joshed him and persuaded him personally.
And you know this Ike chap isn't such a bad
fellow as you boys make out at all.”

“Its just as 1 feared,” smiled Kenrick.
“I'm afraid you don’t know Bernstein.
When he undertakes to be nice and pleasant
to anybody he’s got something up his sleeve
beside his funny bone. But at that | can’t
see what his game is. The Kid ought to
put Flack away inside of six rounds. He’s a
tough boy, but he don’t class very high.”

“Thats just what | thought,” returned
Sprackling,

The Whirlwind Athletic Club, which was
staging the boxing show, held a good-sized
crowd the evening of the bout. White the
affair was in no sense a championship event,
the sporting elite of the town were interested
in it because of the amount of newspaper
publicity given the wrangle between Bern-
stein and Sprackling and, moreover, they
were anxious to see the Kerry Patch Kid’s
famous knock-out wallop in gory action.
That his opponent was merely a rugged,
mediocre battler, with small pretension to
class mattered not at all in this instance.
They wanted action and a knock-out. And
in view of the character of one of the prin-
cipals and also the conditions of the match,
they were likely to get it.

It was a sweltering, humid August night,
but the close-packed, uncomfortable audi-
ence of fans possessed themselves in patience
through the three rather tame preliminaries
and endured their physical discomfort with
surprising good nature. They knew the hit-
ting reputation of the Kid. They knew the
intent of the Kid. And they confidently
waited with the fond expectation of seeing
him nuke good.

Flack, a stocky, rugged-looking youth, en-
tered the ring first when the arena was
cleared for the final bout. He was a heavily

muscled, thick-necked young man who
looked capable of absorbing a lot of severe
punishment.  But the comments of the
crowd, in which they offered to pay his fu-
neral expenses and recommended certain
well-known undertakers, added no whit to
his apparently already low slock of confi-
dence. His manager, the wily Ike, seemed,
however, to have whatever he lacked in con-
fidence and serenity. He even backed his
apparent confidence with several large bets
at the ringside that his man would stay the
limit.

This looked suspicious to the discerning
Kenrick, who was closely watching Bern-
stein from a ring-side press seat, and he re-
marked as much to the urbane Sprackling
who hovered near.

"It looks funny to me,” quoth Kenrick.
“That bird Ike has something under cover
besides his underclothing. He’s the foxiest
manager in the game, and he’s up to some-
thing. 1d give a lot to know what it is.
Youd better watch out. Silk. See that he
doesnt slip this Otto a bomb between
rounds.”

Sprackling laughed. “This Otto person’ll
need an ax or something to hurt Terry,”
said he, “lke Bernstein seems pleased and
confident because he’s a good bluffer. He’s
just bluffing it out. Fie knows Ive kidded
him into a promise of a match with Fay by
out-managing him and he’s trying to make
the best of it.”

Further comment just then was inter-
rupted by the roar of the audience as the
Kerry Patch Kid entered the ring. Attired
in a flashy red bath robe, he glared at the
waiting Otto for a moment, his heavy dark
eyebrows working busily up and down the
while, as he chewed his gum, had his gloves
adjusted to his huge hands by two noisily
industrious seconds, and then advanced to
the center of the ring with his opponent
while the fat, pudgy little referee gave them
their instructions.

“Hey,” bellowed one fan from the gal-
lery, “instruct the Kid he can’t use a gun.”

“No biting in the clinches!” yelled an-
other.

"Slip Otto s soft pillow to lay on!” came
another voice.

“Hey, ref, tell the Kid he dassent knock
Otto no farther ’n the gallery accordin’ to
the rules!” bellowed still another.

And then the bell rang and the fight was
on. The Kid stepped briskly from his cor-



THE POUND OF FLESH 69

ner, his left hand working back and forth
like a piston rod, a scowl on his heavy brow
and his right hand dangerously waiting down
at his side, I'lack immediately backed away,
blocked a left jab and clinched. Again the
Kid advanced, again the other blocked and
clinched. The crowd howled to the hesitat-
ing Flack to fight. He merely grinned and
backed array again, but this time into the
ropes near his corner. In a flash the Kid
jabbed his left to the face, Flack’s guard
went up, and the scowling Kid crashed his
famous right in the other's body. There
was a short, furious exchange of swift blows
before flack was able to clinch, and when
the referee broke them the wary Otto was
bleeding from the nose and the crowd was
rocking the house with its yells.

There was more action in the second
round, still more in the third, and in the
fourth the Kid scored a clean knockdown
when he landed a solid left jab followed im-
mediately by a heavy right cross. In the
fifth round it looked to be all over. The
rugged Kid went fiercely after his opponent,
and after three more knockdowns the round
ended with Flack staggering and weak.
Sprackling was jubilant as the crowd called
in a frenzied roar for the Kid to finish his
man in the sixth.

“Its all over but collecting the purse,”
said Sprackling to Kenrick.

“Maybe,” replied the latter. "But just
look at Ike. He don’t think so. He's actu-
ally grinning.” Sprackling looked over at

the near-by corner where Flack’s manager
sat. The shrewd Bernstein was gaylv smil-
ing. Then they saw him wave his hand
toward the back of the house—and the lights
went out just as the bell rang for the end
of the round.

The mob was in an uproar immediately,
and catcalls were hurled back and forth
across the darkened house. There was dark-
ness, confusion, excitement, and intermin-
gled cries for a full, two minutes, and then
the lights blazed forth as suddenly as they
had gone out.

*Well,” said Sprackling “it gives this Otto
person an extra minute’s rest, but it won’t
do him any good. Terryll get him this

round.” Then he glanced over at Flack’
corner and gave a start of surprise.

“Well, I'll be dog-goned,” said Sprack-
ling.

“What’s up?” asked Kenrick.
“It’s Otto. Just take a look at him,”

gasped Silk. “Why that guy’s as fresh as
when he started.”

Kenrick looked, then stared, then swore
softly. “Something wrong there,” he stated.
“They couldnt pep that guy up like that
in two minutes. Here he was almost out,
and now he's as dean and fresh as when he
started.”

It was true. Flack started the sixth round
as fresh and strong as he had started the
bout. It was unbelievable almost. He had
been groggy, tired, weak, two minutes be-
fore. And here he was leaving his corner
for the sixth session as fresh as could be.
Ike Bernstein was grinning with a diabolical
satisfaction, and I'lack was going into action
with an energy that was uncanny in view
of his previous battered-up condition.

Flack, pursuing the former clinching tac-
tics lasted out the sixth round in fairly good
shape. Came the seventh. A whirlwind
rush by the Kid caught his opponent near
the center of the ring. A swift, savage series
of short jolts, a vicious uppercut and a solid
right swing sent Flack down for a seven
count near the end of the round, but when
the eighth and last round started the Kid’s
opponent, considerably battered and weak
and tired, came from his corner wearily, it
is true, but with an amount of energy and
strength all out of proportion to the severe
beating he had absorbed throughout the
previous rounds.

By this time the fickle fight crowd was
with the fast-tiring Flack and against the
scowling, rushing, desperately swinging
Kerry Patch Kid.

"Stick it out, Otto,” howled the crowd.
“Cover up. Clinch, That red-headed ham
couldn’t stick you away in a week, bo.”

And the red-headed Ttrrv, the savage,
rushing, vicious Kerry Patch Kid didn’t, al-
though he tried mightily. When the final
bell rang Flack was tottering and sagging.
He was able to just weakly clinch and stall.
He had scarcely strength enough left to raise
his gloves to block. Another half minute
and the Kid would most certainly have sent
him down for the ten count. But there
wasn’t another half minute more. The bell
clanged with the tired Flack still on his feet,
and at the conclusion of the bout the wily
Ike leaped into the ring and bore his tired
boy away.

“And | guess now you won’t keep pester-
ing me for a match with Piper Fay,” said the
grinning lke to Sprackling, as he met the
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latter arid Kenrick downtown that evening.
“You sure gut a fine champ in the Kid. Any
guy that can't knock a bird like Otto out
after havin’ him in as baci shape as the Kid
had him in the fourth round is some ham.”

Sprackling merely concealed his disap-
pointment at the bout in a pleasant, suave
smile.  “Mr. Bernstein,” said he softly,
“you’ve put one over on me. | don’t know
hew you did it. But just kindly remember
this. Your day is coming. | had too much
confidence in you. I'll not make the same
mistake again.”

It wasn’t until a week later that the debo-
nair Silk learned the truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth about the famous
Flark-Kerry Patch Kiu light. And when he
learned it he chuckled softly in admiration.

“Roddy was right,” said he. “This lke
person is a wily wight. But Il get him
yet.”

That evening Mr. Theodore “Silk” Sprack-
ling explained the piece of clever strategy
that the astute lke Bernstein had put over
on him to Mrs. Silk Sprackling. He felt he
had to. Little Mrs. Ted wasn’t in the least
interested in prize fighters. She knew more
about the subtle beauty of involved classical
music and the technical excellence of the old
masters of the brush than she did about the
masters of the squared circle. The art of
Franz Ilais and Brahms meant more to her
cultivated mind than that of Frankie Burns
and Dempsey, and she wished that Teddy
would leave the crude atmosphere of the
squared circle and enter the more dignified
profession of the law for which he had been
educated.

But the debonair Silk felt that in very
justice to his little spouse he owed her an
explanation, inasmuch as their joint capital
was now depleted by some two thousand
dollars as a result of ill-placed wagers on
the unfortunate efforts of the Kerry Patch
Kid.

“Weve only a thousand dollars left,
dear,” said Silk to Mrs. Silk as she
nestled her pretty little head against his
chest while the two discussed the event in
their room at the hotel. “But dont you
worry, honey. 11l get it all back from
Fiend lke with usurious interest. I've the
germ of an idea in mind right now.”

"But, Teddy, how did it ail happen?”
asked his wife, puckering her dainty brows
in puzzlement. “You and Mr. Kenrick and
everybody were all so certain that Mr. Mea-

gan would—how do you express it—make
Mr. Otto go to sleep before that awful fight
was over. Something must have happened.”

“Something did,” said Teddy gently.

"What?” asked his wife.

“lke,” answered Silk. “Davey Shaw,
who was double-crossed by friend Ike once,
came and apprised me of all the horrid facts.
You see, Alice, our mutual friend Ike has an
interest in the Whirlwind Athletic Club and
can thus effect the lighting arrangements
when he wishes, a fact | only recently
learned. Also, Otto has a twin brother.”

“But didn’t Mr. Bernstein tell you about
his having a brother Ted? And, anyway,
what difference would that make?”

“Yes. Berny did tell me that Otto had a
brother, honey. He made a point of tell-
ing me in all fairness, as he expressed it.
But he didn’t tell me that Otto had a twin
brother who was also a boxer. And he didn’t
tell me that there is a little door that opens
into a little room under the ring. Nor did
he tell me that the lights would go out at
the end of the fifth stanza.”

“Oh,” said Mrs. Sprackling.

“And,” continued Mr. Sprackling, “exactly
what happened is this: When it looked as
though Otto was surely going to take a nap
in the ring, in the fifth session, Ike caused
the lights to go out. This allowed Otto to
leave the arena surreptitiously and it al-
lowed his brother Elmer to enter the ring,
bright and fresh, from the little door below,
unnoticed by the referee, myself, or the at-
tendant throng. And with Elmer there in
the sixth round, bright and fresh, and only
three rounds to go, the result resolved itself
into a mathematical proposition which fig-
ured in favor of Ike. For, obviously, if it
takes the Kid six rounds to dispose of one
Flack it’s bound to take twelve rounds to
dispose of two Flacks, especially when
they’re twins and fight and look the same.
And we had only eight rounds instead of
twelve to do it in.”

' That was quite unfair, wasnt it, Ted-
dy?” sighed little Mrs. Silk.

"Quite,” assented Silk, patting her affec-
tionately. “In fact, it’s the first time I've
ever seen a relay boxing match. But Ive
bored you with all this, dear, just to iet you
know why we’re two thousand dollars poorer
than we wore. But I’ll get it Lack, Alice.
Don’t you worry.”

“Of course you will, Ted,” cooed his wife
snuggling up against him more closely.
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“I’ll have to be; to get ahead of lke,”
declared Silk with a wry smile.

Otto and Elmer, the relay team, as Roddy
Kenrick called the Flack twins, left town
hurriedly after their duet against the Kerry
Patch Kid. It seemed safer, for the Kid
threatened to commit mayhem, assault and
battery, murder in all the degrees, and other
dire things upon them at sight.

The Kid’s pride was hurt. The town was
laughing at him, and his black scowl became
blacker than ever as he worked his massive
jaws tirelessly upon his inevitable wad of
chewing gum. But not so his manager, the
urbane Silk.

Brawn and black anger were all right in
their place, but against mental cleverness
such as that of Ike Bernstein they availed
naught. In such cases brain must fight
brain. And Silk continued to smile pleas-
antly and to work his brain instead of his
temper.

A match between Bernstein’s Piper Fay
and Sprackling’s Kid was out of the ques-
tion for the present. The former had prom-
ised to sanction the bout in the event of
the latter’s disposing of Flack inside the time
limit and the Kid had failed to do so. Ac-
cordingly, Bernstein was safe from chal-
lenges and taunts of the Sprackling forces
and could feel free to go after the big match
with Kelley, the champion, while Sprackling
bent his energies toward securing other
matches for the Kid and regaining both pres-
tige and money.

The first of these bouts was with one Joe
Larkin, a middleweight of fair class and
reputation. The Kid won in the fourth
round, but lost any prestige he might ordi-
narily have gained through the victory when
it was announced in the sport sheets that he
had weighed in at one hundred and sixty-
eight pounds, ten pounds over the middle-
weight limit on the afternoon of the bout.
He won his next bout against “Spider” Cox,
a fast, shifty boxer, a month later, but this
time he had weighed in at one hundred and
seventy.

Word went round the sporting circles that
the Kerry Patch Kid was getting too big
for the class.

“How about it?” asked Roddy Kenrick.
“Is that straight about the Kid’s weighing
,in for Cox at one-seventy?”

“It’s only too true,” sighed Sprackling.
“Looks like Terry’s packing on weight.”

“Tough luck,” commented the sport edi-
tor. “l guess your chance to get even with
Ike Bernstein in a bout with Piper Fay is
gone, Silk. ke isn’t such a sucker that he’d
let you birds come in that heavy.”

“I guess that’s so,” agreed Sprackling dole- .
fully. And that evening the sporting page
of the Chronicle carried a story stating that
it was learned, upon good authority, that
the Kerry Patch Kid now weighed close to a
hundred and seventy pounds and was in all
probability out of the middleweight class.

Ike Bernstein read this story and grinned
widely. Then a plan trickled through his
nimble brain. But first he wanted to make
sure about that weight.

“Silk,” said ke, as the two met in Lori-
mer’s billiard rooms that evening, “l hear
you got a heavyweight on your hands now.”

“No such thing,” protested Sprackling
testily. Apparently this weight subject was
getting on his nerves. Everybody seemed to
know of it, and it would mean that the
Kid would have to weigh in for all his bouts
instead of coming in at catch weights as he
had been doing in several no-decision, lim-
ited-round affairs. This would mean more
rigorous training for the Kid with a chance
of weakening him.

“Well, the paper said he weighed in for
Cox at a hundred-seventy. The Kid’s been
outa trainin” a week now. He must be still
heavier. 11l bet you he weighs a hundred-
seventy-five right this minute.”

“The Kid don’t weigh a pound over one-
sixty-nine, right now,” snapped Sprackling,
with an exhibition of temper that was un-
usual in him.

Bernstein noted the display of temper.
It could mean but one thing, reasoned the
foxy lke. The Kid was getting heavy and
Silk was sore about it and hated to admit
it. Well, he'd see, for himself, exactly how
heavy the Kid really was.

“I’Il bet you fifty, right now, that the kid
weighs over a hundred an’ seventy pounds in
his fight togs,” offered Bernstein.

“I’ll take you,” said Sprackling angrily.

“But you hafta weigh him on scales that’re
right,” said Bernstein, with unnecessarily
sarcastic emphasis.

“We’ll weigh him at Paddy Donnell’s
place. Is that good enough for you?”

“It is,” grinned Bernstein. “Paddy’s
scalesre always right.”
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Sprackling got the Kid on the phone, the
two met him an hour later at Donnell’s cafe
and the weighing took place, witnessed by
an interested collection of sporting celebri-
ties. The Kid stripped, donned his canvas
shoes and trunks and stepped on the scales.
The beam didn't budge at one-seventy-five.
It barely moved at five pounds less, and at
a hundred and sixty-nine pounds it bal-
anced exactly.

“Well,” snapped the usually suave Silk,
“1 hope you're satisfied.”

“You said a mouthful. 1 am,” grinned
Bernstein. “Here’ your fifty washers,” and
he peeled some bills from a fat bank roll
and handed them to the other. It was clear
that Ike was willing and glad to part with
fifty dollars in the circumstances.

“It was worth fifty beans to see with my
own pair 0’ eyes just what that red-headed
mick does scale,” confided Bernstein to Piper
Fay that evening. “Now | gotta scheme
where we can pick up a Hock of easy coin
an’slip Silk an’ the Kid a stylish little trim-
ming at the same time. I’'m gonna give
them birds a match with us, Piper.”

“Say,” roared Fay, "where dya get that
noise? I’'m not fightin® no heavyweights
when they’re as good as the Kid is.”

“Sure you ain’t,” agreed lke. “But the
Kid won’t be no heavyweight when he climbs
in the ring against you. He’ll weigh one-
fifty-eight, the present middleweight limit.
An’he’ll be so weak at that weight he won’t
be able to lift his fin high enough to take
his end of the purse. He might be able to
get down to weight within a coupla months,
but he wont never have that chance. I’'m
gonna give him a match two weeks from to-
day, at the existin’ middleweight limit, weigh
in ringside.”

“Theyll never take the match,” said
Piper.
“Oh. yes, he will. Silk thinks that boy

of his can trim anybody anywhere at any
weight. He’ll sweat the weight off the Kid
an’cut an arm off if he has.la, He’s made
the crack heal do anything to get us in the
ring since | made a sucker outa him in the
Flack fight. B\ that aint my whole
scheme. Now get this: Silk thinks the mid-
dleweight limit is one-fifty-eighl ringside in
this town. An’ it is, right now. But he
don’t know that the commission can change
that weight an’ make it legal by publishin’
it in some newspaper. An’ he don’t know
that 1 can pull a few wires with them birds

on the boxing commission. So |I’'m gonna
have the good old commish declare the mid-
dleweight limit in this here State to be one-
fifty-six ringside, an’ the place they’re gonna
publish this little announcement is gonna be
in a little three-line item on the ladies’ page
of the paper insteada the sport sheet, where
none of them guys'll see it.”

"Well, what about it?” queried Fay.

"Well, just this about it,” grinned IKke.
"There's gonna be a weight forfeit of one
thousand bucks for every pound over the
middleweight limit. 1°’m gonna stick that in
the articles. You can do one-fifty-six soakin’
wet. But the Kid’ll have to almost kill him-
self to make the weight. An’ when he does
make it, both he an’ Silk’ll think the weight
limit is one-fifty-eight, they’ll weigh in at
that weight, an’ then 1’ll show ’em where the
weight's been changed to one-fifty-six an’ we
collect two thousand scads offen them boobs
before we go in the ring an’ then we slip
’em a fine young pasting when wWe get ’em
in the ring. An’ | guess Mr. Silk won't ever
trouble us again.”

The following evening there was a little
business session in the back room of lke
Bernstein’s caff. Sprackling, Bernstein, the
Kerry Patch Kid, and Piper Fay comprised
the members. The two former smiled agree-
ably at each other as they mentally prepared
to outwit and double cross the other, wdiile
Fay and the Kid. scornfully disdaining the
use of any such transparent politeness,
scowled openly at each other,

Bernstein made his proposition to Sprack-
ling with an ill-concealed grin of satisfac-
tion.

"We’ll give you this match, two weeks
from to-night, seventy per cent of the purse
to the winner, at the middleweight limit,
ringside,” he informed the troubled-looking
Silk. “And for every pound over the weight
limit they’s a thousand dollars forfeit.”

The other plainly fidgeted at the terms.
“Give us a month to get the Kid down to
weight,” he beaged.

allant do it. We got another fight after
that. But, of course, if vou’re afr:.id IIner’ll
kill the Kid, don’t take the mate
Bern;;tein.  "You don't hafta. ya know.
They’s noth!n” in the Lc tgsue of Nalion’s ar-
tides to nub;e va.”

“Oh, well take the match. We’ll do
anything for a crack at Piper,” snapped
Sprackling pettishly. “But, at least, for the
love of Lulu, be a little reasonable. Make'
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the weight higher or leave out the forfeit
if were a couple of pounds over a hundred-
fifty-eight.”

“Nothin’ doing,” grinned Ike. “We'e
middleweight*, not heavies parading around
as middles. | guess you know dog-gone well
the Kid can't get down to weight. If he
can't you can just bet they won’t be any
fight. Grab them terms or they’s nothin’
doing.”

"Uh, we’ll take ’em,’1said Sprackling with
a clearly audible sigh.

Roddy Kenrick, when Sprackling told him
of the terms, was plainly worried for his
friend.

“You must have been crazy,” he said.
“No boxer can take off that much weight
in two weeks and be in shape. Fay’ll kill
the Kid. Silk, I always thought you were
about the smoothest young man of my ac-
quaintance, but you sure lose my vote on it
now.”

“Well, what could | do? It’s the only
way lke would let us have a crack at Fay,
and, unless we beat Fay, we don’t get a
chance at the championship,” said Sprack-
ling.”

The news of the coming bout roused the
local sport denizens to a high pitch of ex-
citement, and sporting fans the country over,
in view of the near-championship flavor of
the bout, were anxiously awaiting its com-
ing. When the terms were known the bet-
ting odds greatly favored the Bernstein con-
tingent. “Wise” opinion dolefully shook its
sporting head and declared that the Kid was
beaten before he ever started, and that his
manager, Silk Sprackling, was the prize
citron of the sporting universe for allowing
the unfair arrangement to be made. That
he was plainly outmatched by the shrewdest
manager of boxers in the country was the
prevailing opinion of the talent from coast
to coast.

Sprackling, accompanied by a trio of spar-
ring partners and old Barry Kent, the fa-
mous little conditioner of boxers, took the
Kid off to the mountains, away from curious
eyes and excited mobs, to get the flame-
haired Terry in shape for the fight. Not so
Ike Bernstein.

He had Riper Fay train right in town.
Fay was admittedly in good condition when
the match was made and would need little
more hard work to be put right on edge.
For a week he did early morning road work,
and the last week of preparation consisted

mainly of boxing, shadow boxing, and other
training stunts performed before huge, ad-
miring crowds of boxing fans at his open-air
gymnasium near the outskirts of town.

Piper Fay was a fast, flashy boxer, taller
and rangier that the chunky Kid, with an
accurate, educated, long left hand and a
damaging, cruel punch. He lacked the
knock-out reputation of the scowling Kid
but was, withal, a crafty, savage, capable ex-
ponent of the manly art. Moreover, the ap-
parently unfair conditions of the coming
match were so well known to the average
fight fan, and Fay’s superb condition im-
pressed them so greatly that as the time for
the bout drew near the odds on lke Bern-
stein’s boy gradually lengthened until on
the day of the fight he was the overwhelming
favorite in both sentiment and the betting.

The Sprackling camp broke up the day
before the fight and returned to town. The
usually urbane manager seemed a trifle wor-
ried to close observers when he appeared in
public, and, although he manfully bore him-
self with a smiling aplomb, there were count-
less observers who insisted that his seeming
good nature was forced and put on for public
effect.

As for the Kerry Patch Kid, he really
looked remarkably fit. There was no gain-
saying that. Fie was bronzed and healthily
complexioned, and his scowl indicated noth-
ing inasmuch as it was his usual expression.
In response to all inquiries the Kid made
confident replies.

“Sure,” he brusquely informed Rod Ken-
rick, after a visit to that person’s sanctum
down at the Chronicle office, “171l beat that

guy. Put any loose change you got down
on us. | ain’t quite decided how Il cop
him yet. Sometimes | think it’ll be my old

one-two punch that’ll grab off the bacon an
then again | might knock fill dead with a
coupia short jolts when we’re in close. 1'm
kinda funny that way. |1 never know just
how 11l lick a bird till I do it.”

And to his manager his attitude was just
as self-confident.

m'\Well, how do we feel now? Terry?” asked
Sprackling, the morning of the bout, which
was scheduled for about ten o’clock that
night.  Silk always used the managerial
“we” nowadays.

“Oh, swell,” replied the Kid, scowling
up at the sun as they stood in front of
Sprackling’s hotel.

“Think you’li put him away?”
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“Say, Silk, if I couldn’t bump that rummy
off insida six rounds 1'd get a job and go to
work. Honest | would, Silk. 1’d akchully
work.” Which remark was enough for the
smiling Silk. Any boxer who was willing to
really perform work in the event of failure
to accomplish a task must, in all reason, be
supremely confident.

To lke and his close friends and followers,
however, any symptoms of confidence in the
opposing camp were regarded as pure, un-
adulterated bluff and openly laughed at.

“Why, say,” laughed Ike, as he sat en-
throned among a score of his admirers in his
cafe, one pudgy leg crossed ever the other, a
fat cigar slicking out. at an aggressive angle
from his thick lips and his beady little eyes
twinkling in amusement as he busily wiped
the perspiration from the round bald spot
on the top of his head, “why, say, | think
so much of the Kids chances to-night that
Il go out and gelta real job if he trims
Piper.”

His friends cheered lustily thereat, for
here was confidence indeed. It required real
confidence for a boxer to agree to go to work
in the event of failure, but for a manager
of a boxer to agree to toil unless he made
good! Here was not only confidence but a
truly wonderful sublime faith!

And that afternoon Ike cheerfully in-
formed Silk Sprackling of the real terms of
the articles he had signed.

“l s’posc you got your man ail fixed an
ready to scale in at the middleweight limit?”
he asked.

“We’re all ready, Ike,” smiled Silk.

“An’ 1 guess you know what the middle-
weight limit is?”

“Certainly. A hundred and fifty-eight
pounds, ringside,” replied Silk.

“That mas. the limit,” grinned Ike.
two pounds lower now.”

“Oh, no, it isnt,” easily assured Sprack-
ling. “Only the boxing commission can fix
the weight in this State, and, when they
change it, it has to be published in a repre-
sentative newspaper.”

“It does,” agreed the grinning lIke.
it mas.”

“Where?” demanded Sprackling, frown-
ing.
“Right in the Chronicle, your own friend’s
paper. Just getia gyefut, of this,” And
Bernstein produced a copy of the Chronicle,
turned to the woman’s page, and, sand-
wiched in among several cooking receipts,

“Its

“And

was the announcement that the State box-
ing commission, at a recent meeting, had
voted to place the middleweight limit for
championship events in that State at one
hundred and fifty-six pounds ringside and
herewith publicly announced the same.

Sprackling read the item and groaned
audibly. “But this—its on the women’s
page,” he roared. “Where do they get that
stuff, a sport notice chucked among a lot
of cooking receipts?”

“It’s all regular and legal,” grinned Ike.
“It’s your own fault if you birds didn’t see
it. Piper an’ me saw it an' we're trained
right down below that limit.”

“Holy catfish!” roared Sprackling. “You
can’t get away with that stuff. Why, this is
a joke!”

“It is,” assented lke, “an’ the joke’s on
you. An’it1l cost you guys just a thousand
bucks for every pound you’e overweight.
You might stick the Kid in a Turkish bath
for a coupla hours before we go on or | know
a swell butcher who could chop off one of
his arms to make the weight.”

“Turkish bath,” roared Sprackling. “Why,
dog-gone your blasted fat old carcass, | got
the Kid in one right now to get him down to
one-fifty-eight. And he’ll be weak as a cat
when he comes out. | might get him down
another pound, but, holy smoke, Ike, | can’t
take two whole pounds off. For the love of
Lulu, be reasonable. Allow its just one
more pound.”

“Not a bloomin’ ounce,” chuckled Bern-
stein. “You pay me a thousand bucks for-
feit for every pound of flesh the Kid scales
over the weight. And not only that, we’l
take a good slant at the Kid when he weighs
in an’ if he’s over and don’t look as if he’s
quite dead, we don’t fight. We just grab
our forfeit money an’ beat it. Of course, if
the Kid looks like he couldn’t walk across
the ring we might let the fight go on just
to hand him a merry little pasting on gen-
eral principles.”

“Oh, you Shylock!” roared Sprackling.
“You low-down, tricky, unscrupulous de-
scendant of old Bill Shakespeare’s immortal
villain!”

“Shylock me all you want to. You gotta
pay them forfeits,” chuckled old lke. “Re-
member, Silk, one thousand bucks for every
pound oj flesh above the weight limit.” And
he walked off, his chubby form shaking with
unholy mirth.

But back in the hotel, with little Mrs.'
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Silk, the debonair Silk’s hot anger and blaz-
ing wrath vanished like the fading stars with
the rising sun. He chuckled softly to him-
self. He suppressed his chuckles, aimed
cigarette-smoke rings at the chandelier and
chuckled again. His wife looked alarmed.

"Why, honey,” she exclaimed in wonder-
ment. “All this trouble that the papers say
you’re having in this box-fight affair hasn’t
unbalanced you, has it? Let’s not worry
about this old thing, dear. | shan’t mind
if we lose our money to-night. We’ll get
along somehow,” she said in a brave, reas-
suring little voice.

“Now, don’t you worry your pretty little
self about me or this affair this evening,
Alice,” said the smiling Silk gently. “I was
never more myself in my life. With your
limited knowledge of ring affairs, you won’t
fully appreciate what a beautiful thing this
is going to be, but I'll try to explain it to-
night anyway. However, | do fear for poor
old Ike.”

“Why, what’s wrong with him?”

“Nothing,” replied Silk, “just now. But
| greatly fear me he’ll be the star boarder
in the insane asylum ere nightfall.”

And it was almost as Sprackling predicted.
That evening at the Derby Sporting Club—
Sprackling was taking no further chance of
the lights going out and had refused the
Whirlwind Club’ offer—after the prelimi-
nary bouts were finished, before a jammed,
tensely waiting audience of fight fans the
two star performers, the Kerry Patch Kid
and Piper Fay entered the ring. Weighing
scales had been placed therein for the public
scaling of the boxers, and the buzzing crowd
was staring with throbbing interest at the
referee, the seconds, the two managers, but
most of all at the two boxers, as they dis-
carded their bath robes and prepared to step
on the scales for the public weighing.

With the scales set at one hundred and
fifty-six pounds, the well-conditioned, confi-
dent-looking Piper Fay stepped lightly on
the platform. The beam scarcely moved.
Fie was just under the weight, trained to the
minute. Then the Kerry Patch Kid stepped
on the platform. The beam didn’t move.
He was easily under weight.

The referee stared, the crowd gasped at
the announcement, the Kid grinned broadly,
Silk Sprackling chuckled, and Piper Fay
wrinkled his low forehead in a dazed and
worried WA . |ke Bernstein gasped, his eyes
stared in horror, his face turned white.

"Why—why-—-" gasped lke, “the Kid’s
under the weight—easy.”

“Fie is,” said Silk Sprackling softly, “and
he was never stronger and in better shape in
his life. We could do three pounds less if
we had to. Ike, you recall that after the
Flack relay match | said your day would
come?”

Ike gulped and then groaned.

“Well, that day is here right now,” cooed
Sprackling. "But | don’t want to be too
hard-hearted. 1've a friend who’ll give both
you and Piper jobs in about twenty minutes.
You’ll need ’em. For in that time Piper’s
going to be reclining on the canvas here,
with his fighting reputation away off where
the woodbine twineth and you're going to
pay in all your bets and be just about broke.
They’re clearing the ring now, lke, old kid.
Let’s go.”

And they went and the bout started. It
was a really good, fast, sparkling, thrilling
fight—while it lasted. Piper Fay, who had
real reason for being considered the runner-
up to the champion, put up a flashy, sizzling
exhibition of the manly art for two rounds.
Fie was a game, determined boy, a clever
blocker, a shifty ring man, and a snappy,
savage puncher. For two whirlwind rounds
he looked to have an even chance. But that
was before the Kerry Patch Kid bad been
stung and was spurred into his real best ac-
tion. It was in the third round that the
Kid, having been popped upon his nose some
two dozen times by Piper’s snappy, stinging
left jab in the previous canto, became really
irritated. And when his temper started the
fight began to stop. For from the third
round hence there was no stopping the Kid.
He rushed from his corner, swung accurately
with both hands, and sent the ‘fast-tiring
Piper back upon his weary heels. Disre-
garding the jabs and brushing aside the
guard of Piper, the flame-haired Kid swung,
jolted, and jarred his opponent until in the
middle of the fifth round, with the huge
crowd alternately imploring Fay to stick and
the Kid to stop it, the Kid feinted with his
left, Fay dropped his guard, and a lightning-
like right-hand chop that landed flush upon
the weary Pipers jaw dropped him in the
middle of the ring. lke begged, howled, im-
plored, and demanded that Fay arise and re-
sume hostilities and save both their money
and their reputations. But poor Piper heard
him not.
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The crowd near the ringside rushed the
arena, picked up the alternately grinning and
scowling Kid, and bore him aloft upon its
shoulders, the winner of the much-discussed
fight.

It took some time for little Mrs. Sprack-
ling to properly grasp the real beauty of
the details of her tall, good-looking hus-
band’s victory over lke Bernstein in their
famous match of managerial wits when the
story was told her that evening.

“You see, honey, our Terry really had no
trouble at all in getting down to the weight
named. We purposely allowed lke and the
general public to think we were overweight.
It was only in that way that friend Ike
would give us a match. We had to make
him think we were getting so heavy that
we’d be weakened in getting down to the
weight before he’d take a chance wiih us.
So | got the news circulated that Terry was
more than ten pounds above the limit and
old lke bit just as | thought he would. |1
didnt even have to propose the bout to him.
He walked right into the trap and offered it
to us.” And Silk completed counting the
pile of bank notes on the hotel table, placed
a rubber band about them, and carefully
locked them in a drawer.

“About ten thousand dollars,” he an-
nounced easily. “A little over six thousand
for our share of the purse, a flat two thou-
sand contributed by poor old Ike in a wager
when the match was first made—that evens
up for the coin he pried out of me on a
bet in the bout with the relay Flack broth-
ers—and the balance in little bets at soft
ringside odds.”

“But, Silk, dear,” said his wife, taking one
of his hands in her two little ones, and rais-
ing her pretty eyebrows in puzzled wonder,
“l don’t see how you made them think Mr.
Meagan was so heavy. He had to be put
on the scales in those other contests. And

the scales had to be correct. You said Mr.
Berny saw to that.”

“The scales were right, honey,” said Silk,
smiling at her tenderly. “But Terry’s
weight wasn’t. | had a special belt made for
Terry to be worn just when he weighed in
at those bouts with Larkin and Cox and
later in Paddy Donnells. He wore it around
his trunks and took it off when he got
through weighing and no one was looking.”

“But,” persisted Mrs. Silk, “just one lit-
tle tiny belt doesn’t weigh much.”

“This one did,” smiled Silk. “There was
eleven pounds of buckshot inside of it.”

Roddy Kenrick also heard the story and
mentally handed back the victory wreath of
smoothness he had previously taken from
Sprackling when he believed lke Bernstein
had outmatched his rival. But even Rod
was a bit puzzled at one detail of the affair.

“l see how you faked the Kid’s over-
weight,” he told Sprackling, “but 1’m darned
if 1 see how you ever happened to get the
Kid down to a hundred and fifty-six pounds
instead of a hundred and fifty-eight. Flow
did you know the boxing commission had
secretly changed the weight limit? Ike pur-
posely had that inserted where you wouldn’t
see it in the paper. His wife put it over
with the editor of the woman’s page, swear-
ing her to secrecy. Mrs. Bernstein had done
her a favor in giving her a tip on big society
news once.”

“1 know,” replied Silk. “And but for a
piece of luck I never would have seen it and
would have reduced the Kid to one-fifty-
eight instead of one-fifty-six pounds and
have been obliged to pay old Shvlock Bern-
stein for the pound of flesh. But, you see,
my wife put me wise.”

“Your wife? 1 didn’t know she was in-
terested in sports,” said Rod.

“She isn’t,” replied Silk. “But she spotted
the item when she was reading Imogene
Fairbanks’ column on the woman’s page.”

ANOTHER COLONEL HOUSE

“Whats your boy going to make of himself?” inquired a neighbor.

THE old blacksmith had spent the savings of a lifetime sending his son to college.

“A second Colonel House,” replied the blacksmith with visible pride.
he’s doing it mighty well—mighty well.

“And
He’s exactly like the colonel right now.

If he knows anything, he keeps it to himself.”



'he Seeds of Enchantment

By Gilbert Frankau

We are so enthusiastic about this novel, personally, that we hardly dare tell you

how we feel.
by overpraise.

A thing can be damned with faint praise, and it can be doubly damned
So we will curb our impulse to shout from the housetops that this is

a really great story, and confine ourselves to saying that it is the record of three

adventurers in a land almost unknown to civilization called Harenesia.
The three men are characters worthy of Dumas:

a land—a terrible, beautiful land!

And what

De Gys, the dramatic Frenchman, Beamish, the obsessed physician, and Dicky, the

big, lovable, carefree Englishman.

(A Five-Part Novel—Part 1))

CHAPTER I

IN WHICH THE READER MAKES ACQUAINT-
ANCE OF THREE W'HITE MEN AND A
MYSTERY GIRL.

OCIALISM------ ” began Doctor Cyp-
rian Beamish.

His companion dipped a spoon to

a plateful of that mulligatawny soup

which invariably commences Sunday’s tiffin

throughout the Federated Malay States, and

drawled in the unmistakable accents of Ox-
ford University:

“Too hot for socialism, old man.
ii a rest.”

It was hot, stiilingly so. Outside, Singa-
pore city steamed under an equatorial rain
drizzle: moisture—clammy, blood-thinning
moisture—permeated the gloomy stucco-
pillared tiffin room of the Hotel Europe.
Even See-Sim, the Cantonese "boy” whom
the Honorable Dicky had managed to pick
up at I’enang, felt uncomfortably warm as
he stood, yellow-laced and impassive, be-
hind his master's chair.

“Ayer baton,” commanded Dicky. The
boy grinned, and slipped away—his em-
broidered felt shoes making no noise on the
gra.vstone floor.

“Gnat’s aycr baton?”” asked Beamish.

“ice. Literally, water-stone. Solid wa-
ter. Rather a neat way of putting it,”
drawled Dicky.

'You've got an extraordinary knack of
acquiring languages, Long’un.”

Give

“Think so?”

“Globe-trotters,” judged the men at the
other tables—men dressed for the most part
in high, silver-buttoned tunics of white
linen; and continued their endless discus-
sions about tin prices and rubber prices and
the Siamese rice crop.

The two “globe-trotters” subsided into si-
lence over their mulligatawny. See-Sim, re-
turning with the ice, slipped deft lumps into
their glasses; poured out the whisky sten-
gafis, or half glasses, fizzed aerated water
brim-high; and resumed his impassive pose,
hands tucked away in the sleeves of his
blue silk jacket.

“Of these Fan-qui-lo [foreign devils],”
thought See-Sim, “the fair-haired one is un-
doubtedly great in riches, wisdom, and
strength. That other seems to me a person
of lesser consideration.”

So China; but to American minds and
eyes the pair require a more detailed, more
sympathetic picture.

The Honorable Richard Assheton Smith,
only son of the Lord Furlmere who mar-
ried Miss Sylvia Gates of Danville, Vir-
ginia, in 1888, was almost lankily tall, long-
handed, fair to freckling point. His tropical
clothes, though tailored in Bombay of Foo-
chow silk, yet managed to hint of Bond
Street, London. He wore his hair—yellow
hair with a touch of gold in it—close-
cropped: the mustache above the red lips
and fine teeth curicd back flat below clean-
cut nostrils: dark lashes veiled languid eyes
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of intense blue. At twenty-four, Dicky
had only just escaped being “pretty;” now,
in his thirtieth year, he looked merely aris-
tocratic. And this aristocratic appearance
of Dicky’ was all the more curious, because
the furlmere peerage did not date back to
the Norman Conquest, or even to the Res-
toration: the Honorable Richards great-
grandfather having been a Lancashire cot-
ton weaver who succeeded, by hard work
and hard saving, in founding one of those
business dynasties which emerged from the
Victorian prosperity of the British Empire.

In the language of Beamish, therefore,
the heir of Castie Furlmere represented a
product of the detested “plutocracy,” of “in-
dividualism,” of “competition” in its most
commercial, least humanized shape. For
Doctor Cyprian Beamish was an undistin-
guished member of the Fabian Socialist So-
ciety !

Thirty-six years old, an ascetic-looking,
clean-shaven, grayish-haired man of medium
height, Beamish might well appear of “lesser
consideration” to the wise, tired eyes of
China—as represented by the motionless
See-Sim.  He wore his silk clothes care-
lessly; seemed lacking in repose; inclined,
thought the Cantonese, to familiarity. Yet
Beamish, apart from his opinions, was a
very pleasant fellow.

The Beatnishes had never attained com-
mercial prosperity. As a family, they
counted among their remote ancestors an
eighteen;'a-century beadle and a Bow Street
runner: the modern representatives drifting
into minor positions on parish councils, the
inland revenue, and various government of-
fices. Cyprian, youngest of a large brood,
had taken a Scotch degree in medicine; and
been appointed officer of health to a south
coast watering place some two years before
the 1914 outbreak of war in Europe.

See-Sim removed empty soup plates,
brought sweet curry of Singapore custom.
The damp heat, which grew more intense
every moment, stifled all conversation be-
tween the two Europeans.

A curious intimacy, theirs, begun in a
dressing station near Neuve Chapelle, con-
tinued intermittently through four years of
battle, and culminating in this leisurely post-
war journey through the East.

The original suggestion of the trip had
been Dicky’s. Lord Furlmere, despite his
seat in the House of Lords, still drove the
complicated business organization founded

by his plebeian grandfather; and his son,
before resuming a commercial career inter-
rupted by military service, was anxious to
make personal acquaintance of the markets
from which the bulk of his riches would
derive.  Also, after forty-two months of
almost continuous fighting on the western
front, during which he had risen from sec-
ond iieutenant to command of an infantry
battalion—a progress punctuated by two
bullet wounds and a brace of fairly earned
decorations—Dicky felt himself in need of
a holiday. Beamish, newly demobilized
from the Royal Army Medical Corps, fell in
with the suggestion as “he wanted to study
the social progress of the East at first hand.”

So far—they had been away from home
six months—the journey had been pleasant;
and uneventful except for a swadeshi riot
at Amritsar, which had brought the old
fighting fire into Dicky’s languid eyes, and
sightly shaken his friend’ belief in the uni-
versal brotherhood of man.

And here—despite the fact that this is a
mere tale of exploration and adventure—it
is necessary, for reasons which will appear
in the course of the narrative, that readers
should have some understanding of the opin-
ions held by Dicky and Beamish about those
world problems which are best summed-up
in the catch phrase, “Reconstruction.”

¥o Dicky, then, the war had taught one
simple lesson, old as the stone age, the
lesson of preparedness. Dicky hoped that
the world had finished with war; but, see-
ing nothing tangible to justify that hope,
did not want the English-speaking races—
Dicky, possibly owing to his mixed parent-
age, always considered the British Empire
and the United States of America as “allies
without alliances”—to be again caught nap-
ping. Peace, said Dicky, can only be kept
by benevolent force, and to maintain that
benevolent force is the duty of the English-
speaking races. As for home affairs, social
problems and the like, the heir to the Furl-
mere business felt tolerably certain that co-
operation between the sane elements of labor
federations and intelligent manufacturers
would ultimately prevail over the crazier
doctrines of bolshevism, communism, syn-
dicalism, Marxism, et cetera.

Not so Beamish! In Beamish’s eyes—
dreamy visionary eyes, small-pupiled, dull-
irised—his friend’s domestic ideas were “re-
actionary,” his international standpoint
“militaristic.” Beamish saw, emerging from
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the welter of Armageddon, a new world,
warier, full of strangely changed people, old
enmities put aside, old ambitions aban-
doned, lying down lamblike with the lion
and the eagle. The millennial, according to
Beamish, had arrived; the "battle flags were
furled,” and the "Parliament of Man” duly
and expensively in session—at Geneva.
Beamish, therefore—mind free from the
paltry cares of "nationalism”—could afford
exclusive devotion to the Cause: The Cause,
as already stated, being socialism.

And it was not Beamish’s fault, but that
of his manifold and contradictory advisers
—some of whose books ran into nearly three
editions—if their pupil found it rather diffi-
cult to explain the exact meaning of the
religion to which he had sworn allegiance.

"Socialism,” Beamish used to say, “is not
so much a system as a principle. The
capitalist must go. Capitalism is the prime
source of all evils, war included, in the
world. Abolish it, organize production for
the benefit of all, eliminate the sordid mo-
tive nf private gain, and wc shall return to
the Merrie England of the Middle Ages.”

Exact economic details of this miraculous
transformation escaped the Fabian’s ken;
nor, in gloomier moments, was he quite cer-
tain about the merriness of England in those
joyous early days. As a medical man he
could not help looking back on the Mid-
dle Ages as a rather insanitary, unthera-
pculic period. Tn the Merrie England of
1931 there would have to be plumbers, and
even Beamish found the merry plumber a
difficult conception.  Still—socialism could
work miracles.

"By slate control, by a modified system
of collectivism,” said Beamish, "we shall
bring brick the youth of the world. Eng-
land will become a fit dwelling place for
heroes;” and then, finance forgotten, the
doctor would sketch the country of his
dreams. In that dream country, the
“state”—a nebulous entity compound of
Christian love and Jewish sagacity—would
so systematize production that nobody need
labor more than four hours per day: a
working week, of course, to consist of five
days. The remainder of the peoples’ time
could then be devoted to “the arts,” to “so-
cial intercourse”---compulsory!—to “joyous
physical  self-expression”-—including  uni-
versal morris dancing—crocus-planting, and
the “rearing of beautiful children.” More-
over, since “private gain” would be taboo,
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and “saving” punishable by the “force of
public opinion,” all costs of feeding, cloth-
ing, education, and doctoring the “beautiful
children” would be borne by said beneficent
state, parents being endowed with sufficient
pensions—commencing at the age of forty
—to live out their declining years in “jolly
little houses”—rent free—surrounded by all
those luxuries which a less-enlightened
period reserved for the “comfortable classes”
who had earned them!

"And it’s coming, Long’un,” Beamish
would finish.  “Once eliminate parasitic
capitalists like yourself, there’ll be nothing
to prevent every one having more than
enough for their needs.” But the Honorable
Dicky, “Long’un” to his friends, hearing at
every port of lower Japanese prices in the
export market, and by every mail of higher
wages bills at home, remained smilingly
unconverted. Hence the drawled: “Too
hot for solialism.”

They had finished their curry, and were
cloying palates with Goola Malacca—tapi-
oca—pudding before Cyprian ventured his
next remark.

“You don* really think,” he said, “that
the present system can endure?”

“With modifications,” began the Honor-
able Dicky, but the sentence died, unfinished,
at his lips. And in that moment not alone
the Honorable Dicky, but every single man
throughout the big windowless tiffin room,
ceased talking abruptly, as though stricken
with aphasia. They sat, forty or fifty Euro-
peans, motionless and staring, manners for-
gotten, Only the imperturbable: Orientals
still moved, silent on embroidered slippers,
among the hushed tables. For suddenly,
unexpectedly, each man saw the inmost vi-
sion of his heart, the dream girl of swamp
and jungle cabin, visibly materialized before
his astounded eyes.

She came among them, moving quietly,
rhythmically: a tall, stately presence,
golden-haired, rose-complexioned as the
women cf the West, violet-eyed, white-
handed, smooth-breasted, long of limb: a
dream—and a temptation.

The magical moment passed: men
breathed again, words returned to their lips.
After all. it was only a woman, an ordinary
European woman: a devilish good-looking
one. though. They left it at that, and re-
sumed interi'vptecl conversations: all of them
except the Honorable Dicky, and he could
only watch, fascinated.
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The girl, she could hardly be more than
nineteen,, seemed wholly unconscious of the
impression she had created. She walked
very slowly up the room, eyes inspecting
each table, hands quiet at her sides. She
was dressed with extreme simplicity: lace
blouse open at throat, short skirt of Chefoo
silk matching the beige of silk stockings,
suede shoes on slender feet. Her hair—she
wore no hat—seemed to Dicky’s eyes like a
great casque of molten gold, under which
the face showed flawless and hiring.

The girl had almost reached their table
before Dicky realised that she was not
alone. Behind her came a man, a red-haired,
red-bearded giant of a man, with fierce red-
brown eyes, dressed un-Englislily in wide
alpaca trousers, scarlet cummerbund atop;
light-green tropical shooting jacket, red-
lined, hanging loosely on his vast shoul-
ders. One enormous hand swung a pith-
helmet, the other carried, with exaggerated
care, a basket of mangasteens.

The pair made their way to a near-by
table, at which—as if materialized abruptly
out of nothing—appeared a little brown Ori-
ental, clad in black silk coatee, narrow black
sarong about his loins, who relieved his mas-
ter submissively of his burdens and drew
back chair for the girl to sit down.

“Good Lord,” thought Dicky, “it’s De
Gys!”

Recognition was mutual. The giant,
chair back gripped in one leg-of-mutton
fist, looked up; dropped the chair with a
clatter, and strode across the floor bellow-
ing in a voice loud as the scream of a bull
elephant:

“By the seven sales Bochcs | slew at
Douamont, c’cst mon ami le Colonel Smith!”

Renee de Gys of the French Annamite
army, Chevalier of the legion of honor, me-
stood six foot two in his rope-soled canvas
shoes; yet the Long’un, as he rose, insularly
abashed by this boisterous greeting, over-
topped him by a good three inches. They
stood there, hands gripped, cynosure of
every man in the tiffin room: and Meiie la
blonde’s violet eyes kindled to watch their
meeting.

“To-morrow night will be moon change,”
mused Meiie la blonde.  “To-morrow
night!” For the soul of Meiie, as the body
of the Meiie, was neither of East nor of
West, but of her own folk, of the Flower-
Folk beyond Quivering Stone.

“Ah!  But it is good to hold you by the
hand again, my long friend,” Renee spoke
the voluble French of his native South, not
the tropic-tired drawl of the coionial. “How
long since we last met? A year, is it not?
No, two years. But you have not forgotten
the old popotte behind Mount Kemmel, and
the Rainbow cocktails we drank together.
My friend, there were worse days. | told
you then that we should meet again, that we
should regret. But now, meeting you, I
regret nothing.”

“You were always the enthusiast, mon
cher,” began Dicky, and his French was the
Parisian of the boulevards. “As for me, |
am very glad to be out of it—and alive.
What brings you to Singapore?”

“Pleasure,” said Renee laconically.
“Wont you introduce me to your friend?”

Beamish got up; stammered clumsy ac-
knowledgment to the'introduction.

“And now you must know madame.”
Renee, linking an arm through Dicky’s, led
Beamish following—to his own table.
“Ma chore, allow me to present to you my
very good comrade, the Colonel Smith, and
the Doctor Beamish.”

Dicky, bending to take the girls prof-
fered hand, was conscious only of thrill—a
strange, warm thrill that sent blood throb-
bing to his temples. Hitherto, women had
played but a small part in Dicky’s life; had
been, at best, only the pals of an idle week;
but now, for the first time, looking down
on that mass of hair blond as his own, feel-
ing the ding of those soft, white fingers, he
knew the power which is woman’s, and
knowing it, knew fear. There could be no
pa (ship between man and a creature such ns
i Suddenly, shame for his thought
took Dicky by the throat. He dropped the
girl’s hand. She began to speak in a quaint,
stilted French which he found impossible to
place.

Back at their own table, the two English-
men ordered coffee and Manilas; dismissed
See-Sim; lit up in silence. Both felt the
need for speech, yet neither uttered a word.
The proximity of De Gys and Meiie ren-
dered the one subject they wished to discuss
impossible. They could only satisfy curi-
osity with occasional glances at the strange
couple, at the strange submissive man who
served them. Beamish noticed that the girl
only flirted with her food—a spoonful of
soup, the tiniest helping of curry.
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Slowly, the tiffin room emptied. One by
one, boys cleared and relaid the untidy ta-
bles, vanished noiselessly toward the kitch-
ens.

“Come and share our mangosteens,”
called De Gys. He gave some incompre-
hensible order to the servant, who arranged
chairs so that Dicky, facing his host, sat
next to the girl and Beamish opposite to
her; plunged large hands into the basket,
and drew out four of the fruits.

“MtiVigoustan!” he announced. “Apple of
the farthest East, of the Golden Land, of
that Chryse which Ptolemy dreamed and
Marco Polo, the Venetian, made real.” Then
he sliced the hard, dark-red rinds; extracted
white savorous cores and laid them before
his guests.

Asked Beamish, sedulous as always for in-
formation; “Where is Chryse?”

“You may well ask,” answered De Gys.
“Some say that Chryse is your English Bur-
ma; but to me, Chryse, the Land of Gold,
is our fhdo Chin; Suvarna Uhuini of the
ancients; last unexplored territory of this
dull old earth.”

“But earth is not dull,” protested Melie.
“Even 1, who know as yet so little of it,
have realized------ ” And she began to talk
in that strange French which so puzzled
Dicky. Listening to her, it seemed to him
as though he heard some far-away voice out
of the olu time, sprightly and speculative.
So might Marie Antoinette have gossiped,
playing aristocratic milkmaid in the Laiterie
of Versailles: so, too, might Marie Antoi-
nette have fascinated. For again, the spell
of this woman was on Dicky: behind all her
talk, talk of men and women, sex lurked,
gallant and glamourous. But now, De Gys
took up the challenge, a torrent of words
pouring from his red lips:

“Dulll  Yes, dull. What would you?
The sword is broken, we live in the age of

the pen. At least, so they tell us, these
politicians masquerading as priests, these
lawyers in pope’s clothing. Pah!”—he

struck the table with his clenched fist till
the pistes rattled—*“the world plays at Sun-
day school; and for such as you and me,
old friend, there is no more to do. We are
mere 'soldiers.” Useless. On the scrap
heap.”

“Speak for yourself,” interrupted Dicky.
“I’'m only a civilian, a merchant of cotton.”

The red man laughed. “Tell that to the
lawyers and politicians at home; but tell it
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not to me, De Gys, who remember you,
haggard in your torn khaki, cursing as only
you English can curse, a smoking rifle in
your hand. Lawyers, politicians, diplomats,
socialists, and internationalists: damn them
all, say 1. They lie to us, and we believe
them. ‘War is dead,” they say. 1, Renee
de Gys, tell you that war is not dead, that
war will never die; for war is the spirit
of man.”

“Prussien!” chaffed Dicky.

De Gys fell silent for a moment: then he
began to speak very deliberately in cold-
blooded reasoned sentences.

“No. | am no Prussian. War for war’s
sake, | hate. But more than war, 1 hate
weakness and indiscipline and smug hypoc-
risy and lies. Out of these, and not out
of strength, war is bred. That old Roman
was no fool when he said ‘If thou desirest
peace, see that thou art prepared for war.””

“He was a barbarian, of a barbarous age,”
put in Beamish.

“And we, | suppose, are civilized,”
laughed the Frenchman; “therefore, we
must offer the other cheek to the smiter,
even if he be a yellow man.”

“Nobody’ trying to smite you, old fire-
brand,” soothed Dicky.

But De Gys rumbled in his beard:
“Weakness is danger. The world forgets
its lesson;” and he went on to tell them
of old fights, in the swamp ami the jungle,
fights of white men against yellow, of brown
men against white.

And lastly he spoke of Indo-Chinese ex-
ploration, of De Lagree and Gamier, of their
journey up the Mekong into Yunnan; of
how De Lagree died at Tong-dumn, and
Gamier—a focw years later—in the rice
fields of Son-tay.

“Heroes, my friends,” boomed the deep
voice. “Patriots, barbarians”—he glanced
maliciously at Beamish—*“who Jung away
their lives for a scrap of knowledge on a
map no one looks at. for a little strip of
painted cloth on which your internationalists
would fain wipe their dirty noses—bar-

barians!” He paused, ineffably contemptu-
ous. “Pah! Such talk makes the blood
boil. Were they all ‘barbarians,” all those

white men whose corpses litter the East?”
“They served their day,” put in Beamish.
“Now, East and West must work together
for the regeneration of the world.”
“A fine sermon!” De Gys laughed. “And
one that sounds well in the drawing-rooms
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of the West.
friend; nor to me, Renee de Gys.
I, monsieur, am also a barbarian.

“And you?” he turned to Dicky. "Are
you, loo, of this milk-and-coffee creed?
Would you embrace the yellow man, take
him into your country, let him steal the
white loaves from your workers’ stomachs,
the white women from your workers’ beds?
I think not, my friend. You are of the old
faith.

“The old faith!”—suddenly the French-
man burst into gasconade. “The faith in
the white above the black and the yellow!
Such is my creed. As Gamier was, as Dou-
dart de Lagree, so am I. Fools, soldiers,
barbarians—call them what you will—at
least, they knew how to die for their be-
liefs, for the little scrap of knowledge, for
the little strip of painted cloth. All up and
down the land of gold they lie, men of your
stamp and mine, cher ami. Yet the land of
gold still keeps one secret from us. East-
ward of the Mekong that secret hides; west-
ward of the Red River--—---

Interrupted a voice, a voice the three
hardly recognized, the voice of Melie, hoarse
and crazy with terror, 'Non! Non! Nan!
Je vous defends,” screamed Melie. Then
the voice snapped in her throat, and her
head crashed forward, lay motionless on the
table. Red rinds of the mangosteens showed
like enormous clots of blood among the
loosened gold of her hair.

But do not preach it here, my
Because

CHAPTER II.
THREE PURPLE SEEDS.

De Gys sprang to his feet with one quick
movement that sent the flimsy chair clat-
tering behind him. His right arm caught up
the fainting woman as a harvester catches
up the wheat sheaf, lilted her breast-high;
his left gathered her ankles.

“You, doctor, come!” he called over his
shoulder; and strode off. threading quick
way between the empty tables, up the three
steps from the tiffin room to the hall, out
of sight. Beamish and Dicky, pursuing,
caught a glimpse of him as he rounded the
corner of the stairs; heard the scrape of his
shoes or, the matting; broke into a run.

Phu-nan, the little brown servant, stood
for a moment irresolute. Then, taking the
half-emnlv basket and De Gys’ toupee, he,
too, followed.

By the time Phu-nan reached his mas-
ter's apartments, Melie was lying flat on the
great bare bedstead. Over her, carelessly
drawn mosquito curtains brushing his shoul-
ders, bent the doctor. De Gys, lists
clenched, stood motionless in the center of
the room. A pile of papers and a bamboo
table lay, overturned, between the mats on
the red-brick floor. Beyond, through the
chik curtains, Phu-nan saw the third white
man—a tall silhouette against the balcony
window.

Silently, the boy set the table on its legs;
commenced to rearrange the papers.

“I should like the fan started. Full speed,
please,” called Beamish’s voice, coldly pro-
fessional. De Gys stepped to the switch
by the door, clicked it on. The wooden
ceiling fan began to revolve; gathered speed.
A breath of cooling air circulated down
through the heat of the room, quivering the
papers on the table, the muslin curtains
round the bed.

“You!” ordered De Gys to his servant,
"wait outside the door.”

Phu-nan salaamed; withdrew. Beamish
finished his examination; closed the cur-
tains, and turned to De Gys.

“She is dead,” he whispered.

“Dead!” For a moment, the French-
man’s eyes gazed blank incredulity. Then,
rage blazed in their red-brown depths.
“Liar!” the voice, keyed down to frenzy,
seemed torn from the huge frame. "Liar!
she cannot be dead. It is impossible.”

Beamish repeated his words, and felt him-
self tossed aside so that he staggered against
a long rattan chair, only just recovered bal-
ance to see De Gys’ hands, suddenly grown
gentle as a girl’s, pulling apart the flimsy
muslin round the bed.

“Yes, she is gone. Poor, poor little un-
known woman,” thought De Gys. All the
quick rage in him was extinct. He knew
only infinite pity, infinite sorrow, and deep
down in his wanderers heart, pain. For
though he had known many women, this one
he had loved.

She lay there so quietly; alabaster-white
in death. Death had smoothed all terror
from her face: it showed like a waxen mag-
nolia bloom against the spread gold of her
hair. Death had smoothed all movement
from her long limbs, from her impulsive
hands: her hands rested on her bosom like
two fallen petaR of some great white flower.

“But this is not Melie,” he thought, “this
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is only the husk of Melie, the beautiful husk
of a soul | hardly knew.”

Very reverently, he bent and kissed the
gold hair, the white forehead, the two hands
lying petallike on the rounded breasts. Very
quietly, he drew the mosquito curtains:
turned to Beamish.

“Your pardon, doctor.”

Beaming took the outstretched hand;
murmured awkwardly: “C’cst triste. Sym-
pathic.” And the Frenchman understood.
Dicky, too, his long friend, the Colonel
Smith of old days, was beside him; he could
feel Dicky's hand on his shoulder. *“Cour-
age, my old friend, we have seen death be-
fore, you and 1.”

De Gys came to himself. “Yes,” he said
—a hint of the old gasconade in his tone—e
“we are old friends, you and | and death.
Only------ f* The wvoice quivered. A sob
shook the great shoulders. *“Doctor, of
what did she die?”

Without a word Beamish walked over to
the outer door; locked it. Then, “Where
do these lead?” he asked, pointing to a flight
of wooden steps in the far corner of the
room.

“Only to the bathroom.”

“And the sitting room? Is it safe?
we talk there without being overheard?”

“Yes.”

De Gys led wivy through the cliik cur-
tain; closed the folding doors which divided
the apartment. The sitting room, bare-
walled, matting-floored, looked out through
long window's over rain-drizzled greenery
to a torpid sea.

Dc Gys closed the shutters; clicked on
light and fan; arranged cane chairs round
the cheap European table. Tire three sat
down.

“Of what did she die?” repeated De Gys.

For answer, Beamish fumbled in his coat
pocket: drew out and laid on the table a
flat case set with white stones that glinted
like diamonds in the shadeless glare of the
pendant electric.

“If he will tell me what is in that box.”
Beamish spoke in English to Dicky, and his
voice was a pregnant suspicion, “l may be
able to tell him the. cause of his wife’s death.
“She mw his wife, | suppose,” the doctor
went on.

“Your pardon, doctor,” interrupted the
Frenchman, “but | am not quite ignorant of
your language. Nor do | like mysteries.
Be frank, please.”

Can
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Beamish hesitated; blushed; began. *I
found the box when | undid her blouse. She
was clutching it to her breast as she died.
Afterward, | looked in the box.” He hesi-
tated again. “Your wife died of heart fail-
ure, Monsieur de Gys, but before | can
certify her death as due to natural causes
you must answer one question. Did your
wife take drugs?”

“Not drugs,” answered the Frenchman.
“A drug. And only sometimes.”

“Was this drug prescribed by a proper
medical man?”

“1 do not know. | do not even know the
name of the drug. But it is quite harmless.
Of that, | can assure you; because | have
partaken of it myself.”

Beamish reached out a hand for the glit-
tering bauble on the table; and Dicky—
faculties still benumbed with the shock of
Melie’s passing—saw it to be an enameled
snuffbox, of obvious eighteenth-century
work, the lid flower-decorated in conven-
tional design and garlanded with a true-
lovers knot of paste stones. “French,”
thought Dicky, “Louis the Sixteenth------ ”
but already the doctors spatulate fingers
had found the catch, pressed the case open,
revealing two small compartments each lined
with a curious fiber, wall-flower-brown in
color and silky to the touch. One of the
compartments was empty; in the other, al-
most filling it, lay some twenty or thirty
tiny purple beans. Bending down to inspect,
these, Dicky’s nostrils were aware of a faint
sweet perfume, a perfume as of tuberoses—
only rarer, less cloying. De Gys, too,
smelled that perfume: his memory leaped to
it. “Melie is not dead,” said memory. “Only
Melie’s body is dead. This is the soul of
Melie; take and crush the soul of Melie
between your teeth—so that you may re-
member the body of Melie.”

“The coroner will want these,” cut in
Beamish's voice. “There’ll have to be an
inquest, of course. | couldn’t certify------ 7

“Doctor,” interrupted the Frenchman, “if
I pledge you my word, that the contents of
this box are perfectly harmless—a sweet-
meat—a mere Oriental sweetmeat?”

“No,” said Beamish stubbornly, all the
officialdom in him at bay. “No. | couldn’t
do it. Besides, you admitted just now that
she took some drug.”

There was a moment’s silence, broken
only by the creak and whir of the fan as
it swung on its long shafting. Then De
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Gvs shrugged huge shoulders, a gesture
Dicky remembered from old days as sign
of reluctant decision; and said: “Very well.
Since you do not accept my pledge, we will
cat of this sweetmeat, doctor: we three, so
that you may know it to be harmless.”

He drew tite box across the table, picked
out one of the purple beans. "Do not swal-
low them. Chew with your teeth, thus.”
The two Englishmen watched him take the
bean in his mouth, saw the sorrow-drawn
lines of his face vanish as wrinkles vanish
from washed linen at stroke of the iron.

“Eat, ” said De Gys, and fell silent, a
quiet happiness dawning in his red-brown
eyes.

Dicky hesitated for a second: he had all
the Anglo-Saxon fear of “dope,” all the
peasant’s distrust of strange foods.

“Because you could not help loving her,
because you coveted her, because even de-
spite our friendship, your heart plotted to
take her from me, eat!”

De Gys spoke without anger, without
haste, as men speak of Fate. His friend’s
lips tightened under the Hat mustache; al-
most, a blush suffused the white of his tem-
ples.

“You accuse me,” began Dicky.

De Gys smiled. “I accuse you of noth-
ing, dear friend. | only ask you to eat one
of these little seeds.” He pushed over the
snuffoox. Dicky extracted a bean, crushed
it between his teeth------

De Gys spoke truth. He, Dicky, had
coveted Melie; sitting at table with her,
passion bad enmeshed him suddenly with a
thousand tentacles of desire, set every nerve
in bis body aching for her possession. And
when he realized her dead, it had been as
though desire's self perished with her. What
a long time ago that must have beer;------
The thing in his mouth tasted so cool—Iike
summer moonlight, or snow-chilled mulber-
ries. He looked across the table at his
friend's red-bearded face.

“You were quite right. De Gys, | did
covet the woman,” said the Honorable
Dicky. And De Gys answered: “If she

had lived, 1 would have given her to you.”

They began to converse, and the doctor
listened to them, amazed. Whatever the
drug they had taken might be—"“and drug
it is,” decided Beamish—the physical ef-
fect seemed nil. He watcher! their eyes.
The pupils remained normal—no contrac-
tion, no dilation. He looked for signs of

slowed or accelerated blood pressures, found
none. He even pui a questing linger on
Dicky’ pulse-—it beat steadily at twenty to
the quarter minute. Speech, sight, nerves,
muscles—all appeared to function regularly.
Of hypnotic, as of excitatory influence, there
was no trace: both men seemed luliy con-
scious, in possession of all their faculties.

Yet subtly, indefinably, both men had
altered. A happiness, scarcely of earth,
radiated from their placid features, from
their untroubled eyes. They took no no-
tice of Beamish; spoke in a rapid French
which he found difficult to understand; but
the drift of it he could follow. And, fol-
lowing, he passed gradually from amaze-
ment to a deep sense of shock, of outrage.

It was as though these two had abandoned
all restraints, relapsed into the utterest he-
donism; as if they embraced some cult of
pleasure beyond every conventional, every
unconventional morality.

“Not immoral,” thought Beamish, “but
unmoral. The drug has destroyed, put to
sleep, somehow or other abrogated, that fac-
ulty we call personal conscience.”

Apparently, they felt no sorrow for Me-
lie’s death, no jealousy of each other’s pas-
sion. Indeed, mutual desire—now frankly
admitted—seemed to bind them closer in
comradeship.  But, listen as he might,
Beamish could hear no scabrous word; the
talk was all of beauty, of flowers, of sweet
music, of poetry, and of love: only, in the
mouths of these two, beauty and flowers
and music and poetry and love—Love es-
pecially—became mere instruments of pleas-
ure, selfish toys for body and mind.

Suddenly, Beamish began to envy. How
happy these two must be!l How wonderful
to fed free, as they seemed free, from all
the constraining stupidities: to live solely
for pleasure. Besides, as a medical man,
it was surely his duty to test this new drug.
The drug might be of enormous value, of
curative value. In mental cases, for in-
stance—hysteria, neurasthenia. Drugs,
properly prescribed, were not harmful. On
the contrary. Look at opium, codeine,
heroin, cannabis mdica, cocaine. Benefits
to the human race. Pity that weak people
abused them!

Cyprian Beamish. M. D., Glasgow,
dipped finger and thumb into the snuffbox,
extracted a bean, paused with it halfway to
his mouth—and ate.

For about thirty seconds, the doctor’s
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scientific mind took accurate notes. '‘Dis-
solves in the mouth on mastication,” “cool
in taste,” “slightly sucrose.” Then, he for-
got science. Science, after all, was rather a
bore: science contributed nothing to the Art
of Life: the world would be much happier
without science. But what a happy place
the world was!

Oulside, rain ceased abruptly. A low
sun streaked through the shutter lattices,
dimming electric light, barring sitting room
with shadow's; hung for a moment above
sea rim; vanished. Twilight came; and on
twilight’s heels, night.

“To love,” said De Gys, “passionately
but not overpossessively; to love as the
flowers love; to love without grudging; to
be free of all superstitions------ ”

“Yes"—Dicky’s voice took up the tale—
“to be freel To feel the magic of moonlight
in one’s veins! To feel the youth of the
world pulsing and throbbing through one's
heart! To know that all constraint is vile,
an outrage to the gods and goddesses, to
Dionysus and Aphrodite and Pan, who is
greater than all. Old friend, we have eaten
of the Tree of Life, you and I; of all men on
earth to-day, we alone know the truth.”

“And truth,” Beamish spoke raptiy,
"truth is the beauty of woman.”

Siience fell on them. They sat a-dream,
quiet as the pale girl beyond the door: the
girl whom they had momentarily forgotten.
They were fully conscious of each other,
of tire light above their heeds, and the
whirling fan, and the open snuffbox on the
table. Only, in their minds, visions shim-
mered: unto each his desire.

“Ca passe.” announced the Frenchman
suddenly; and he looked at Dicky, a little-
flash as of jealousy in his eyes.

“Old. Ca passe.” The Long’un rose
from his chair, stared down puzzled into
Cyprian's face. “De Gys, what happened?
Were we drugged? Look at old Beamish—
he’s fast asleep.”

But the Frenchman had relapsed into vi-
sion land, and Cyprian’ voice answered:

“I'm not asleep, Long’un, only rather
happy. 1’'m sorry 1 made such a fuss about
that death certificate. One mustn’t be sus-
picious of people, must one? You under-
stand that.”

“Yes,” said Dicky, “l understand.”

He did not understand, not in the least.
He only realized that for the space of a

whole hour life had become utterly exqui-
site, a glory. And now life was itself again
—drab.

“Somebody will have to see about the
funeral,” thought Dicky.

Meanwhile, Beamish dreamed. In that
dream, subconscious hopes assumed visible
shape, became realities. He saw, tor the
first time, the country of his desire, no
longer nebulous but actually in being—a vi-
sion accomplished. Such a country it was:
sunshine glowing on its flower-studded
lawns, on its great trees heavy Will bloom,
on its glassy watercourses: a country of
infinite peace, of infinite leisure. For all
among the lawns and the trees, all adown
the banks of the glassy watercourses, Bea-
mish could see young men and maidens
dancing to soft music, dancing and singing
and making love in the sunshine.

“It is real,” he said aloud.
shall never doubt again.”

“What is real?” asked Dicky’s voice.

“The land of heart’s desire.”

“Yes”—De Gys rose abruptly from his
chair—*one sees that when one eats of
Melie’s little purple seeds.” He took the
snuffoox from the table; snapped-to the
catch; slipped it into his pocket. The old
lines of sorrow were back in his face; he
eyed the closed doors wistfully, hungrily.
“You do not suspect the drug, doctor?
You will sign these papers?”

Cyprian Beamish nodded assent.

“Real! |1

CHAPTER III.
HOW THE QUEST BEGAN.

The Mother of ail Churches is very wise:
to her. East and West, saint anri sinner, are
one: always, her ministers wait, loins girded,
for the call. Two nuns watched out the
night with Melie; and when sunrise dimmed
the tail candles about her curtained bed,
Phu-nan crept in on noiseless feet to an-
nounce that Mother Church was prepared.
Brown men, converts of Maother Church,
carried away the husk of Melie; and the
Jesuits said masses for her soul in their cool
chapel among the odorous Malayan trees.
Red frangipanc and redder hibiscus decked
the white headstone, whereon brown fingers
carved the legend: “Melie. Wife of Com-
mandant Renee de Gys. Pray for her.”
Verily, the Mother of all Churches, who for-
gave that white untruth, is very wise.
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Three days De Gys mourned; and the two
Englishmen respected his grief. Of the
woman, he spoke seldom; of the mysterious
drug, never. lie was distrait, self-concen-
trated. But he begged them not to leave
him; and they wailed on at Singapore, can-
celing their berths of Hongkong, puzzled and
curious. For neither Dicky nor Beamish
could forget the dead girl and the jeweled
snuffbox, and the purple seeds, and the
strange happiness which had been theirs for
an hour.

The drug left no craving, only bizarre
memories which grew more tantalizing as
they receded. Comparing notes, both agreed
on its taste, the sweetness and perfume of
it; but they differed radically about its ef-
fect.

To Dicky, looking back, the thing was a
stimulant, alcohol refined to its most ecstatic.
While under its influence—details of how
that influence began, escaped him—he re-
membered himself talking foolishly and at
random: “classical nonsense” was the
phrase; rather in the manner of a certain
decadent poetic set which had forgathered
occasionally in his rooms at Oxford.

“Dangerous stuff,” he said to Beamish,
“makes a fellow talk too much. Still, |
wish we could find out-—-"

“We must find out. It's not dangerous;
it’'s—it’s"—Beamish fumbled for his word
—*it’s miraculous. | shall never be satis-
fied until 1 can bring those seeds within
reach of everybody. Think of it, Long’un:
a drug which might give back happiness to
the whole human race. And no after effects!
No unhealthy cravings! Only the knowl-
edge that one has seen the ideal life come
true.” lie enlarged the theme. *Perhaps,
if people lived solely on the products of this
wonderful plant”—Beamish, especially after
a heavy meal, leaned toward vegetarianism
—*“they wouldn’t be so difficult to convince,
so materialistic.”

“Socialism again,” smiled the Honorable
Richard.

“Well, and what is socialism except the
old fight of ideals against materialism.
Ideals must triumph in the end, Long’un.”

“Even if you have to dope the whole hu-
man race first.”

“And why not?” said Beamish. For, to
Bc-arnish, the drug had become an obsession.
Nightly, as he lay on his shectless bedstead
—ivn whirring above the mosquito curtains,
one leg cocked up for coolness on the long

bolster which is called a ’Dutch wife’ in
the jargon of the Federated Malay States—
his mind would relieve ecstasy: he would
see again the land of his heart's desire, its
soft sunshine, and its maidens dancing on
flower-studded lawns in the shade of great
trees heavy with bloom. Of his shocked
feelings when he first listened to the French-
man’s conversation with Dicky, the doctor
—quaintly enough—remembered nothing.

On the fourth day after Melies buria-l,
De Gys was almost himself again. His
voice, hitherto subdued, rose to the old
pitch; his red-brown eyes glinted strength
if not merriment; even his beard seemed to
share in the general metamorphosis, curled
arrogantly under a vast caressing hand.

“These women!” he rumbled over a tea-
time cocktail. “They make women of us
ail. Except of you Anglo-Saxons.” His
look toward Dicky was sheer friendship.
“And you do not love women, you only sen-
timentalize over them. For you, they are
all madonnas—even the worst. Perhaps
that is the essence of your greatness.”

“l do not understand,” Beamish spoke.

“Naturally; because you are an Anglo-
Saxon, a woman worshiper—therefore, in
the battle of life, you fight alone. The She,
the white and wonderful She—they are all
white and wonderful, your Shes—waits till
the battle is won before you kiss her fin-
ger tips. Pah,” his voice lifted abruptly,
"who wauls to kiss finger tips?”

Dicky, who disliked sex talk, switched the
subject, but that evening after dinner—
they had dined well, drunk better—De Gys
reverted to it again.

"My friends,” said De Gys, “you have
been very good to me these days. In return
for your goodness, let me tell you a story
—the story of a beautiful woman. That
much | owe you.”

Said Dicky, blowing famvard a smoke
ring from his Manila: “Is it of your wife
you wish to tell us?”

They were in De Gys’ sitting room, and
the Frenchman glanced reminiscently at the
ﬁpen doorway before replying: “Yes. Of

er.”

“And the drug?” Beamish’s dull eyes lit.
“Will you tell us about that, too, mon-
sieur?”

“it is part of the tale,” said De Gys:
and began.

“Eh ticn, you must understand first that
she was not my wife. When you met us, we



THE SEEDS OF ENCHANTMENT 87

had been together less than a month. But
in that time, | had learned to love her—pas-
sionately, devotedly: so much so that, if she
had not died, | would have married her, my
Melie whom 1 stole------ 7

"Stole?” interrupted Dicky.

“Yes—stole. Does that upset you, my
virtuous friend? AH the same, it is true.
You have never been to Saigon, | suppose.
No, | thought not. Therefore, you do not
know La Mere Muthurin, who keeps the lit-
tle cafe on the Cholon road. When one has
been long up-country, when one is a
stranger, when one has drunk too many
‘rainbows,” when one is tired of opium and
the congiiis of Cholon—one drifts to the lit-
tle cafe of the Mother Muthurin, and, per-
haps, one dances a littie, or buys sweet
champagne at two piastres the half bottle for
the little daughters of the mother. They
are not exigeantes, those little daughters;
their charms would hardly justify them in
being exigeantes. And yet, it was there, late
one night, that |1 found Melie. The little
daughters wearied me; the old woman—she
grows very old these days—slept on her
long chair in the veranda; so, from sheer
ennui, | wandered out through the house
into the garden. There is a summerhouse in
the garden—a big affair of bamboo, roofed
ivith straw. | tried to get into the summer-
house, but the door was locked. That irri-
tated me: one does not like locked doors

in the East. | hammered with my stick. |
called out: ‘Is any one there?” At last, a
woman’s voice answered me: ‘Yes. | am

here. Who isit?’ | said: ‘A friend. Open!’
The dcor unclosed very cautiously, and |
looked on MJlie for the first time.”

De Gys paused. Dicky saw one hand
clench convulsively as memory stabbed at
the brain.

“By my first faith!” De Gys rose from
his chair, began to stride, very slowly, up
and down the sitting room. “My friends, |
am no sentimentalist about women. They
are of the earth, earthy—even as we are.
But whenever | think of that moment, |
seem to understand your Anglo-Saxon ideal-
ism, your cult that would make angels of
these earthly creatures. She stood there, my
little Melie, white in the gloom of the door-
way, hands fluttering at her breasts, gold
hair shimmering about her shoulders. ‘Who
are you that knock so late?’ she asked. She
did not speak like one of the littie daugh-

ters: her voice was low and tense—and
afraid, very much afraid. 1 told her my
name, and she repeated it, twice. ‘De Gys,
De Gys. It is a good name, a name such
as one finds in the old books.” ‘And you,’
| asked, ‘how are you called? Why are you
here and not in the house? Why did you
lock the door?” She cut me short with a
gesture. ‘I cannot tell you that. | dare
not tell you. You must go away. You must
go away at once.” | did not move: | was
too intrigue. She fascinated me; her voice,
her gesture, the shimmer of her hair in the
starlight—all became riddles, riddles |
longed to solve. ‘Go,” she began again. And
then, suddenly, her mood altered; the ter-
ror went out of her voice, her eyes lifted to

mine, one white hand pointed over my
shoulder, up, toward the stars. ‘Look, De
Gys,” she whispered, 4ook! It is moon

change.’

“I turned, and, following her pointed fin-
ger, saw the moon—a tiny sickle of silver
just rising behind the hibiscus branches of
the garden.

““Yes,” | said carelessly, ‘it is new moon
to-night.”

“ *Moon change,” she whispered again,
‘Oh, De Gys, De Gys!’

My friends, there are tones in a wom-
an’s voice which give away all the soul. It
did not need her outstretched hands, her
pleading eyes, to tell me the meaning of that
whisper. Her voice sufficed. She loved me!
How or why she loved me, | did not know
then: 1 do not know now. | only knew de-
sire—desire as much of the soul as of the
body. | craved for her, and she came to
my arms. Her lips met mine. She dung to
me. She did not speak. We neither of us
spoke. We were just man and woman, alone
under the moon and the stars.

“ ‘Take me, De Gys,’” she said at last
‘Make me yours.’

“ ‘Tell me, little one,” | asked, ‘of what
were you so afraid?” At that, she began
to tremble. “You must not ask me ques-
tions. | forbid you to ask me questions.’
But | was not so easily put off. “You were
afraid of la mere?’ | suggested. For you
must know that the little daughters are not
free women: they belong to the mother. If
they disobey her, if they try to run away
But they do not try to run away. To
where should they run?”

The Frenchman laughed. The laugh died
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in his mouth; he resumed the tale: “She did
not answer. | said again: °‘Are you afraid
of the mother, littie one?” ‘No. Not of
her; she whispered, ‘but of him.” ‘And who
is he—a lover, perhaps?” 1 could feel her
shudder in my arms. ‘He. My lover? Oh,

no, no, no! You are my lover, my only
lover, De Gys. He does not love women,
that one. He only loves money. That is

why; She broke the speech at her lips.
‘Tell me more,” | begged her, ‘tell me his
name.” She put a hand over my mouth.
‘Don’t,” she stammered. 'Don’t ask me any
questions. | dare not tell you. If he
thought you knew, he would kill you, as he
killed l.ucien.” | could not help laughing.
‘I should take some Killing, little one.” But
she did not laugh, she only trembled.

“And 1 could get nothing more out of her.
Neither then nor thereafter could | find out
the man’s name, nor the hold he had on
her. Great as her love was, it could not
cast out fear. Always, she was afraid. |
wonder—I wonder.”

De Gys paused in his long strides, took a
cigar from the drying bottle, bit off the end,
lighted it.

“1 stayed with her till the moon set. |
was bewitched, | think. For when she im-
plored me to come to her again, | gave her
my word, my word of honor—not the sort
of promise one makes to the little daugh-
ters.

"And the next night I stole her. All day,
I could think of nothing. | was a man of
one idea. At dejeuner, after dejeuner, stroll-
ing along the Rue Catinat, dining at the
club, every hour and every minute | wanted
Melie. After dinner we played poker, and
I lost heavily—my mind not being on the
cards, it must have been nearly midnight
when | look a carriage, one of those two-
ponied covered voilurcs which we use in
Saigon, and told the Annamite Siiis to drive
me to Mother Mathurin’s. But | did not
drive Jo the front door; 1 made him halt
on the road, by the bamboo fence. For I
did not want any interference from La Mere
Mathurin.

“l made my way very quietly through a
gap in the bamboo fence into the garden. A
light burned in the summerhouse; | could
see it winking among the hibiscus branches.
Melie must have heard my voiture drive
up. She did not wait for me, but came
running oui. She put a hand on my arm,

‘Go,’ she
He has

and there was terror in her voice.
said. ‘Go, for the love of God.
come back; he is with the old hag now.
And then, then my friends, | knew that she
was my woman! ‘Go,” she said again, ‘gol’
For answer, 1 picked her up in these two
arms of mine.

"She did not scream—she was too aston-
ished to scream—and | carried her back,
the way | had come, through the gap in
the bamboo fence to the voiture. ‘Drive,
you brown devil, drive like a furnace!” |
called to the Siiis. He grunted back, ‘Where
to, capitahieP ‘Boulevard Bonnard.” He
whipped up his ponies.”

The Frenchman’s cigar had gone out. As
he paused to relight it, agitation passed from
him. Sitting down on the edge of the long
chair, he resumed his story in a quiet de-
liberate voice.

“And that, my friends, is how Melie came
to live with me in my little appartement
on the Boulevard Bonnard. | was due for
leave to Europe; my duties were very light,
and we spent most of our time together
in the flat. Pbu-nan cooked us our simple
meals—Melie did not understand much
about cooking. In the evenings we would
take a closed carriage and drive to the Gar-
dens. She loved me faithfully. She was
always tres douce, tres femme. But always
she was frightened; sometimes, she would
wake in the night, screaming out strange
phrases, imagining me to be that other.
Then | would comfort her, as one comforts
a scared child, question her. ‘Tell me,” |
used to ask, ‘who is this man? Who was
Lucien? Why did he kill him? Why were
you at Mother Mathurins?’ For by then
I had discovered that she was not one of
the little daughters.

“But to all my questions, she refused re-
ply: 1 could learn nothing about her past,
about how she came to the Colonies, about
the nameless man she feared. She told me
once, when | had been very pressing, that
she came from Paris. | could not believe
her. She did not speak like a Parisian.
You noticed, perhaps, how curiously she
spoke?”

Once more De Gys broke off his narra-
tive. “Twonder,” he muttered, “I wonder.”
Then he went on:

“l inquired about her, very cautiously—
at the chib—at the shop of the Jewess who
knows everythin;.—from the head porter of
the Horei Cominental. | could find out
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nothing. Twice, | made up my mind to go
to the little cafe on the Cholon road; to de-
mand the truth from Mother Mathurin.

“1 never went back to the little cafe. Per-
haps, | was too happy with Melie to worn’
very much about her past. You see, | loved
her—and so, | respected her reticences.”

All this time Beamish had listened si-
lently, but now, as the story seemed to near
its ending, impatience mastered him. “But
the drug,” he burst out, “but the drug!
When did she first give it to you?”

“Patience,” said De Gys, “lI am coming to
that. When she had been with me ten days,
I began to be worried. My steamer for Eu-
rope was almost in port, but I could not
bear to part from Melie. To take her with
me seemed difficult. And yet, to leave her
alone in Saigon. She saw that | was wor-
ried—she was clever at reading a man, too
clever; and one night when I could not sleep
but kept walking up and down the room, she
called to me from the bed: ‘Mon ami, you
are not happy. Come, let me give you hap-
piness.” | turned and saw her, sitting up-
right in the bed, this little box in her hand.”

With a quick movement, De Gys drew the
snuffbox from his pocket; held it up. Bea-
mish’s dull eyes glistened. Dicky, fingers at
mustache, appeared to take no interest, but
he, too, felt his palate give a little warning
twitch, as though of secret desire—and in
that moment he seemed to see Melie, sitting
bolt upright on a vast, bedstead, gold hair
cascading over white shoulders, a tiny pur-
ple seed between her red lips.

"My friends,” went on De Gys, “you have
both tasted of this drug; you know if it
brings happiness or not. But you do not
know what happiness it brings when one
shares it with the woman one loves. For
that night, we forgot the world—she her
fears, | my curiosity. And the next day I
decided to take her with me. We planned
a trip, not to Europe, but to India. How
that trip ended you both saw.”

There was a tense silence as De Gys fin-
ished. Then he said, for the third time, ‘I
wonder—I1 wonder.”

“Mon ami,” Dicky spoke, “you did not
tell us this story for no purpose. What do
you wonder? What is at the back of your
mind?”

The Frenchman shrugged his shoulders.
“At the back of my mind, mon vieux, there
are various questions. The first, | put to
Monsieur Beamish four days ago. Now, |

put it to him again. Of what did Melie die,
Monsieur Beamish?”
"Of heart failure, as | told you before.”
“And the cause of that heart failure?”

“It was not the drug.”

“No. It was not the drug. Could it have
been fear, think you? A great and sudden
fear?”

“Such things have been known,” said
Beamish.

“Eh, alors!” The ejaculation was fraught
with meaning. “It is possible!”

“And the other questions?” put in Dick.

“Of the other questions, one can only be
answered by Mother Mathurin—the rest, if
I am right in my suspicions, by the man of
whom Melie was so afraid.” De Gys’ eyes
lit to quick wrath. “If | am right, he is
twice a murderer, that one: twice a mur-
derer, 1 tell you. Also”—the voice slowed
to emphasis—“he must know the secret.”

“What secret? The secret of the drug?”
Beamish had come back to his obsession.

“Pah!  The drug!” Scorn laced the
Frenchman’ tone. “You think of nothing
but the drug, doctor. No! The secret of
which mere mention stopped the beating of
a woman's heart. The secret of the golden
land, of Suvarna Uhumi! The secret which
baffled Macleod and Dupuis and the Dutch-
man Duyshart and Mouhot and Francis
Garnier, and the Englishman Colquhoun;
the secret which even Pavie has not unrav-
eled, the secret which has set men like my-
self dreaming for sixty years.”

"What secret?” repeated Dicky.

"What secret!” burst out De Gys. “What
secret! God, the ignorance of you globe-
trotters. Flave you never heard that tale,
the tale which runs from Pak-nan to Hai-
Dzuong, from Luang-Prabang to Binh-
thuan, the tale the Red Karins tell to the
Laos girls of Chieng-Mai and Tibetan
muleteers to the flower-foot maidens in the
tea gardens of [-Bang? The tale of the
white woman beyond the mountains!”

Said Dicky, in his most irritating drawl:
“What are you driving at, De Gys?”

But the Frenchman had forgotten his
audience, his grief, everything, in the ex-
citement of revelation.

“Oh, but I have been a fool, a blind fool.
She told me she came from Paris. From
Paris, indeed; she, who did not even recog-
nize a photograph of the Rue de la Paix;
she, who spoke the F~ewdi of J“an Jacques
Rousseau, the French of Louis Sixteenth.
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Tiens! Hens! Tiens! Do | begin to
know the secret; I, Renee tie Gys? Did
they bring their mistresses with them, as we
bring our mistresses now, jrom Paris, those
adventurers of whom the Monk de Behaine
made use to put back Gia Long on the
throne of Armani? Did they, fleeing from
the wratli of Gia Long’s son Minh Mang,
take refuge in the mountains? Do their
descendants still survive—westward of the
Red River, eastward of the River Mekong!
Was Melie, perhaps, the great-granddaugh-
ter of some aristocratic filibuster who sailed
with Prince Canh Dzue in ’ninety-eight?
IDid the unknown man of whom she was so
[terrified leave her with La Mere Mathurin
under pledge of secrecy, while he------ ”

“De Gys,” interrupted Dicky, “you speak
in riddles,”

For a moment, the Frenchman grew si-
lent, then he said:

“Your pardon, friend. | spoke in rid-
dles. Now, 1 will speak plainly. After I
have spoken, it will be for you to decide
what we must do. Listen!”

And he told them, in harsh-clipped sen-
tences, how the arms of France first con-
quered that long fever-haunted coast which
stretches northward from the mouth of the
Mekong into China: how, in 1786, Gia
Long, the king of Lower Annam, and his
son Canh Dzue, driven from their throne
by usurpers, fled to the court of Bangkok,
and there, vainly imploring help of the
Siamese, met the Jesuit bishop, Pigneaux de
Behaine; of how the bishop, seeing in Gia
Long’s misfortune a way to plant the stand-
ard of his own country in Cochin-China,
sailed with Canh Dzue for Europe, and of
how Canh Dzue signed the treaty of Ver-
sailles with that tottering monarch, Louis
Sixteenth of France.

“How Louis Sixteenth perished, and the
empire with him, you both know. Never-
theless- -revolution or no revolution—my
country kept her word. In 1789 the bishop
and Canh Dzue returned—nor did they re-
turn alone. With them came a handful of
adventurers, of patriots, of aristocrats.

“Yes, aristocrats! Now, as then, it is the
fashion to despise such people. Now, as
then, we worship the proletariat.
proletariat! | am a Royalist, |------ 7 With
a great effort, De Gys controlled himself.
“Anyway, they took Annam, that handful,
they put Gia Long back on the throne of
his fathers; they planted our flag, our

church, our civilization, in Cochin-China.
And when Gia Long died, they fought for
our church and for Gia Long's son Canh
Dzue against the usurper Minh Maap. Put
Canh Dzue was a weakling; he lest his king-
dom. Minh Mang took it, and after Minh
Mang, Thien Thri and after Thien Thri, Tu
Due------

“What those three kings did tp us French-
men and our church—the tale of the self-de-
termination of the peoples of Cochin-China
—you will find in the history books. A
pretty story, my friends—a story of oppres-
sions, of burnings and tortures, of strangu-
lations and impalements. Read it for your-
selves one day, and pray a little —as 1 pray
sometimes—for the souls of the martyrs:
of Father Gagelm whom they garroted, and
Father Odorjco whom they beheaded, and
Father Marchand who was torn to pieces
with red-hot irons. The poor priests! The
poor, brave priests!”

De Gys paused; went on:

“But it is not of the priests 1 Wanted to
tell you. It is of the aristocrats, of that
handful who came with Pigneaux de Bc-
haine. Listen! Of them, no trace remains.
Not one single tiny trace!l In the history
books—nothing! In the archives of France
—unothing! In the memory of living men—
nothing!—They are lost in the mists of the
dark fears; the years of Minh Mang and of
Thien Thri.”

“And you think------ ” began Beamish.

“l think nothing. | wonder- and | rea-
son. Hear the end of the tale. For 'more
than half a century, the land relaps'd to
barbarism. In all Cochin-China—through-
out Cambodia and Annam and Tonkin -
only a few priests still carried on the work
of France. Then, in 185° the dream of:
that old patriot, Pigneaux de Behaine. be-
gan to come true: Rigault de Genouiiiy took
Saigon. By 1862, Charnier had beaten Ta
Due to his knees; the martyrs were avenged.
Once more, our tricolor floated in the Fast.
Followed Gander's journey. Followed, at
home, the war of 1870—but even that de-
feat could not stop us. Dupuis came; and
Francis Gamier came back fresh from the
defense of Paris. 'There is a secret to pene-
trate,” wrote Francis Gamier,

“But even he, though he took Hanoi with
a boatload of marines, could not penetrate
that secret.”

“Which you have still not told us.” inter-
rupted Dicky; but De Gys took no notice
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—and Beamish sat very silent, excitement
mourning in his eyes.

"That 'esecret? Perhaps it is only’ a blind
trail | fallow. Only a blind trail, a rumor
of the Past; the East is full of such rumors;
they bud with the rains and wither at the
dry season. But this rumor has not with-
ered; it grows always, spreads like man-
groves spread in the swamps. De Genouil-
ly's men heard it; Charnier’s men heard it;
Doudart de Lagrce and Gamier heard it;
ami after them, Pavie, Harmand, Malglaive,
Riviere—every white man who has sacri-
ficed his life or his health in this fever-
haumed land of Indo-China.”!

Suddenly, emotion mastered the French-
man; he sprang to his feet. "I, too, have
heard that rumor, not once but fifty times.
The Khmers of Pnom-Penh told it to me
in the ruins of Angkor Wat. | have heard
it on the lips of Moi girls in Tin-shuong,
from the toothless gums of fisher-folk in the
Bay of Halong. At Pak-hoi have | heard it,
and at Kemerat; in Vien Chan and Phit-
salok, from the pilots of Cat-ba and the
convicts of Pulau Condore. “White women,

captain! ~ White women in the moun-
tains!””
Now, the last strand of self-control

seemed to part in the giant’s brain; frenzy
as of prophecy seethed and bubbled at his
lips. "In the mountains,” he chanted in
the high-pitched patois of the Annamites,
“in the mountains, captain, white women,
captain------ ”

The words echoed and reechoed through
the silent, room; beat like tomtom music on
his listeners’ ears.

"And | laughed at them. I, Renee de
Gys. In Angkor Wat. | laughed at them,
and in Tin-shuong; at Cat-ba and at Pulau
Condore. Fool; poor European fool! This
is no blind trail | follow; no foolish rumor.
They live still, the descendants of those aris-
tocrats—Frenchmen and  Frenchwomen.
Somewhere in the mountains; somewhere
between the Mekong River and the Song-ka,
their stock survives. Of that stock was
Melie; and Lucien whom the unknown slew.
In the mountains, captain, white women”—
his voice sank to a whisper; rose again,
shrill with certainty— “Mats non! Mats
non! Mats non! It is no foolish rumor.
It is the truth! And he holds the secret,
that unknown one, that murderer.”

Again Dicky’s voice interrupted:
yourself, my friend, calm yourself.”

“Calm

But Beamish still sat silent; and De Gys
ranted on.

"Calm! Calm! To the devil with your
English calmness. Yes! Yes! Yes! They
are there still, my countrymen, my country-
women. And I, I, I, Renee de Gys, | go
to find them. By the seven bodies | slew
at Douamont, I go to find them. To Saigon,
my friends—to Saigon! Let us take the
Mother Mathurin by the throat, and after
her, that murderer. Let us wring the se-
cret from his dirty lips. To Saigon, my

friends! | go to find the secret. Who
comes with me? You, colonel? You, doc-
tor?”

De Gys paused; looked at Beamish.
Beamish sprang to his feet. “Oui,” he
stammered. “Oui. | go with you, I go with
you.”

“And you, colonel. You are with us?”

"1”—the Honorable Richard had not
moved—*“1 think you are both quite mad.
Especially you, De Gys. Let us try to be
reasonable.”

“Reasonable!” fumed the Frenchman.

“Yes. Reasonable. What does vyour
story amount to? | will give it you in few
words. You find in a house of ill-fame—a
girl who is—excuse the phrase—addicted to
drugs. She tells you she is frightened of
an unknown man. She refuses to tell you
about her past. You fall in love with her;
you bring her to Singapore, where she dies
of heart failure.”

“After | had mentioned the secret------

“Admitted. And what is your secret? A
century-old story from your own country;
confirmed, you say, by a native rumor.
From this, if | follow you, you would have
us believe that Melie was one of these mys-
terious ‘white women beyond the moun-
tains,” that the unknown man—who may
or may not be a murderer—not only Kkilled
Lucien—whoever ‘Lucien’ may be—but so
impressed Melie that at the mere mention
of your so-called ‘secret’ she died of fright.
Therefore—you say—the rumor is true; the
unknown man knows the whereabouts of
these mysterious women; let 1s find him;
let us find them: To Saigon! To God
knows Where; vive la France, et cetera, et
cetera.”

“Then you refuse to come with us.”

“Of course | refuse. Your evidence isnt
worth the journey. It may be good enough
for Beamish, with few crazy socialistic ideas,
to go chasing up into the back of beyond
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after a drug he thinks will dope the whole
human race into happiness; it may be good
enough for you—you were always keen on
these exploration stunts. But it isn’t good
enough for me. I’ve had all the roughing
it 1 want in the last four years. 17 rather
be in a comfortable stateroom than stewing
in your Indo-Chinese jungles. And, be-
sides, | am not a free man—I am a merchant
of cotton.”

De Cys began to laugh. “Ho, ho, ho!”
laughed De Gys. “A merchant of cotton!
That is funny. Oh, yes, that is very, very
funny. And the poor father who will lose
his little capital of a billion francs if the
little sat neglects his duties as a drummer
for a few months.

“Ho! but it is good to be a bourgeois.
The bourgeois have all the virtues; they do
not turn aside from their money-making;
neither for strange drugs nor strange adven-
tures do ihey turn aside. Very well, friend
Smith. The doctor and | will go together,
while you sell your pocket handkerchiefs to
the merchants of Canton. Perhaps they,
too, use the Furlmere pocket handkerchiefs
—the white women beyond the mountains.”

And the Frenchman chanted at the top of
his wvoice: “In the mountains, captain,
white women, captain, with the handker-
chiefs of Colonel Smith, captain.”

“De Gys, you are an idiot!” The Ox-
ford drawl had lost a little of its sang-froid.

“It is possible, but, at any rate, | have
not the soul of a shopkeeper.”

At that, the Long’un began to fidget in his
chair: the ancient race antagonism, the
spirit which'has sent Gaul and Anglo-Saxon
into a thousand mad rivalries, stirred in his
veins; and with it, there swept over them a
longing for the old life, the life of a man,
which he had known in the great years when
Anglo-Saxon and Gaul fought side by side
against the gray foes.

“You go on a fool’s errand.”

“And you, you stay behind to look after
father’s shop. Pah! | thought you were a
man, my colonel; and j'ou are only a draper
after all. Eh him, to each his choice. For
me, vivc fa France; for the doctor, vine la
science; for you™—insult hissed in the voice
—“vivc Ic calico!”

“Damn you, De Gys!” Now the Long’un
was on his feet, glint of blued steel in his
eyes. “Do you think I’'m afraid to go?”

“Oh, no. Not afraid. Only a little tired
of discomfort, of danger. A little tired;

but not afraid. Oh, no, not in the least
afraid.”

The two giants faced each other across
the flimsy table, and for a moment Beamish
sensed conflict in their working features,
their taut, wordless lips. Then, all of a sud-
den, the Long’un chuckled. The chuckle
grew to a laugh, to a broad grin under the
flat mustache. Both De Gys’ leg-of-mutton
hands shot forward; Dicky’s long lingers
met and gripped them.

“You will come then, my old comrade?”

“Yes, playboy, | come.”

“Then let us drink, old friend. None of
your potato spirit, but a bottle of the
Widow’s best—two bottles—three-—-- 7

Early next morning, when a sleepless Phu-
nan brought ice for the last time, he found
the three white men poring over a map of
his country. “What new demon seizes upon
these restless ones,” thought Pint-nan, “that
they plan yet another journey?”

But even if Phu-nan had formulated that
thought into words, neither Dicky, taunted
into leaving his business, nor De Gys, plan-
ning new discoveries for France, nor Bea-
mish with his dreams of tabloid happiness
for miserable humanity, could have answered
the question aright. For the “demon” which
had seized upon these three was the most
powerful, the most secret, of all the while
man’s demons—the demon which r.evers
leaves the white man’ elbow—the demon
which is called “woman!”

CHAPTER IV.
AT THE LITTLE CAFE ON THE CHOLON ROAD.

It is a forty-eight hour steam from Singa-
pore lIsland, southernmost tip of the Malay
Peninsula, to the delta of the Mekong
River and city Saigon; but though the
equator lay almost dead astern, no northern
breeze fanned the sweltering planks (if the
Polynesia!, no hint of freshness penetrated
to her curtained bunks. By day, the three
travelers—almost the only ones aboard-
drowsed in their chairs; by night, Pho-nan,
See-Sim, and Lo-pin—a second Cantonese
whom Beamish had engaged in Singapore—
spread the travelers’ valises on the port
promenade deck, forward of the funnels.

And there, at ease in loose cinglet, silk
sarong tucked round his enormous loins,
Manila glowing crimson against the red of
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his beard, De Gys would tell his companions
story alter strange story—tales of Cam-
bodia and Annanr, of Ava and Ayuthia—
till even Dicky's skepticism began to believe
in the possibility of their quest.

For the Frenchman knew Indo-China as a
Londoner knows Bond Street or a New
Yorker Fifth Avenue. Of his forty-five
years a full twenty had been spent in the
“golden land;” he seemed to carry its maps
in his head, as he carried its dialects at the
tip of his fantastic tongue.

Gradually, listening to him, the land took
shape before the Englishmen’s eyes. They
saw it, not map-wise, but as a whole; north-
ward the vast bulk of Chinese territory,
southward the endless island-studded tropic
sea; and between these two, Chryse, a great
land of water and hill country, pointing one
forest-hairy finger to the equator. From
west to east, they saw names written on
the hand: “Burma,” “Siam,” “Cambodia,”
“Annam,” “Tonkin,” and the name of the
forest-hairy finger was “Malaya.” North
and south, lines upon the hand, ran huge
rivers: the Irawadi and the Salwin, wa-
terways of Burma; the Menam, waterway
of Siam; the Mekong, highroad of Anna-
mites and Cambodians; and the Song-Ka, or
Red River, which is the traffic artery of the
Tonkinese.

All up and down those rivers, and all
through the hill and forest lands between
them, De Gys had traveled, in steam launch
and poling canoe, afoot or on elephant back:
with all the brown and yellow peoples of the
rivers and the hills and the forests, he had
talked as man to man. But best he knew
and loved the Mekong, which is the mother
of rivers; and most he had talked with the
peoples of her banks. He spoke Cambodian
and Annamite and wailing musical Siamese;
he knew the simple language of the Shan
people, the dialect of the black-bellied Laos
folk who tattoo from knee to navel, and the
guttural jargon of the Khaskhouen; to Phu-
nan, he gave his orders in a Moi patois
which only three Europeans understand;
with Lo-pin and See-Sim he conversed in
their own Cantonese.

“The Indo-Chinese Dictionary,” Dicky
nicknamed him on their last night aboard;
and then De Gys, a little vain of his knowl-
edge, plunged into history: told them the
legend of Rothiscn, prince of Angkor in the
days when a Khmer emperor ruled at Pnom-
penh, of his love for Neang-Kangrey,

daughter of the King of Luang-Prabang;
and of the ruin which led, none knows how,
upon Angkor city.

"Legend and history,” finished De Gys,
“history and legend. Who shall say, in Su-
varna Uhumi, where fiction ends, where truth
begins. It may be a false trail, this rumor
we follow—a jungle path that ends only in
jungle. | have trod many such. But what
if it be a true trail; what if those lost coun-
trymen of mine, those lost countrywomen,
do indeed survive, penned in among the wild
tribes who make their homes between the
Mekong River and the River Song-Ka.
Then surely, my friends, this were a trail
that men such as we might follow to the
death.”

“If we can only find the man who killed
Lucien,” said Dicky drowsily and fell asleep,
lulled by the snoring engines and the swirl
of oily waters overside, to dream queer
adventures in which he and De Gys and
Beamish wandered through endless purple-
flowering jungles toward a hidden city peo-
pled by a thousand women, each one more
beautiful than Melie.

But morning, with its first sight of land,
dispelled illusions, brought back the old
skepticism. “A wild-goose chase,” thought
the Honorable Richard Assheton Smith, as
he watched the white lighthouse of Cap St.
Jacques grow plain to starboard, saw the
fitsl trees of the mainland peer up from the
sea rim to port. “A wild-goose chase,” he
thought again, as, entering the river, they
were met by two submarines, crawling con-
ning towers awash toward the bar.

And Saigon, seen in the glare of a March
afternoon,,seemed final confirmation of that
unromantic judgment. They made it after
forty miles of zigzag steering between flat
banks whose mangroves dipped to water’s
edge; docked prosaically at a long wharf,
gave orders for their servants to rejoin them
as soon as the kits had been passed through
the customhouse; and taxied down the Rue
Calinat to the Hotel Continental.

Beamish, since his first and only test of
the strange drug, had never doubted the
outcome of their adventure, yet even Bea-
mish’s scientific enthusism sank a little at
sight of that hostelry. Tt was so entirely
European, so utterly Gallic, with its affable
porter, its dean cretonned bedrooms, its
glass-roofed “winter garden.” and cafe res-
taurant nufeged-off under white awning
from the sidewalk.



94 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“Vermuth?” suggested De Gys, as they
sat down at one of the marble-topped tables,
and added, with a glance up the tree-lined
boulevard toward the Cafe Pancrazi: “A
little like Paris, is it not?”

“Too much so,” said Dicky,
to have Frenchified the East.”

“Only here and there.” The Frenchman
smiled. “But it is not bad work to have
contrived all this in sixty years—cathedral,
opera house, law courts, docks, power sta-
tions, turn thousand miles of railroad.”

“And the secret,” chaffed Dicky; but De
Gys cut him short, saying with a gesture of
annoyance: “Will soon be a general joke,
my friend, if you cannot exercise a little
more reticence. This, remember, is only a
very small town.” He stopped to acknowl-
edge the bow of a well-dressed middle-aged
woman whose victoria swept by at full trot,
disappeared round the corner of the Boule-
vard Bonnard.

“Our colonel's wife,” explained De Gys,
“and the greatest tittle-tattle in Cochin-
China. I’d better report my rearrival at
once. If you two will wait for me here.”
He signaled a waiting ricksha—one of those
elegant cushion-tired affairs which are only
found in Saigon, climbed aboard, and was
whirled away.

Beamish demanded tea from a white-tu-
nicked Cambodian waiter; See-Sim appeared
with the hand baggage; followed Lo-pin,
Phu-naa, and the heavy boxes; the street
cooled perceptibly, began to fill with stroll-
ers, here an alert European, there a weary
Chinese; but still de Gys tarried. It was
nearly sundovvn before he returned, tooling
a pair of Shan ponies, silver-harnessed to a
four-wheeled buggy.

“En voiturc,” he called, whip raised in
greeting, “it is the hour of the inspection.”
And for an hour he drove them—up the Rue
Ratinat, past the post office, out of the
town into the Jardin des Plantes, to the
porcupine cages and the tiger cages, through
red-sanded alleys, over little bridges, now
walking his ponies between the many cars
and carriages most of whose occupants
bowed and smiled surprise, now trotting out
among empty avenues of tamarisk and flam-
boyant trees, till the quick twilight faded
to utter darkness and they were alone in
the perfumed silence of the park.

“One shows oneself,” explained De Gys.
“You are my old friends; we met my chance
in Singapore; you wished to see Saigon; |

“You seem

offered to return with you; afterward, | go
to Europe. It is understood?”

“Perfectly,” said Dicky, and began to
hum, “Conspirators three are we.”

This time the doctor cut him short with:
“I do wish you wouldn't make a joke of the
whole thing, Long’un.”

“Well, it is a joke, isn’t it?” retorted

Dicky. “I’'m laying ten to one against our
getting any farther than this extremely
civilized city.”

They returned, uncomfortably silent, un-
der the swinging lights of the Rue Catinat,
to their hotel; found Phu-nan waiting. De
Gys gave him the reins and the usual incom-
prehensible order; watched him walk away
the ponies.

“Now,” said De Gys, “we will dine.
Change your clothes if you like, but oblige
me by not putting on smokings. As for me,
I will wash in your room, friend Smith.”

The Frenchman followed Dicky upstairs,
sat very silent while See-Sim prepared the
bath, laid out a fresh silk suit, poured warm
water into the tooth glass, studded silk shirt,
and fastened garters to clean socks.

“Tell him to go now.” De Gys spoke in
French. Dicky obeyed, undressed himself
for his tub, squatted down, sponge in hand.
Except for the scars of his bullet wounds—
one high up on the right thigh, the other
through the left shoulder—the Englishman’s
body was white and smooth as a young
girl’s.

“They have healed well.” laid De Gys,
eying the scars. “Better than mine.” He
stripped off his high tunic, the cinglc-t below,
revealing a great hairy torso wealed and
scarred as though by hot irons.

“Rifle bullets, shrapnel, explosives, bayo-
nets, and poisoned arrows,” he called over
one torn shoulder, “I have been their target
ever since | can remember. And still, |
cannot give up adventuring.”

Dicky, bath finished, drew on a thin silk
dressing gown, subsiding onto the sola, lit
a cigarette, and drawled languidly:

“Talking of adventures, when do we
visit Mother Mathurin?”

“To-night.” The Frenchman finished his
wash.

“All three of us?”

“No. The doctor must be persuaded to
stop at home.”

“He won't like that.”

“He must like it,” said De Gys brusquely.
“And now for my plan: At ten o’lock, a
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hired motor will be waiting for us. We
drive slragrht to the cafe. The chances are
that we shall line! it almost empty—in which
case, we tackle the old woman at once,
Otherwise, if there are people—people who
know me—you, as a stranger to Saigon, fur-
nish the excuse for my presence. Then,
we wait; we buy some sweet champagne for
the little daughter. Afterward, when the
place is quiet------ ”

“My friend,” interrupted Dicky, “what
exactly do you mean by ‘tackling the old
woman?’”

Thoughtfully, the Frenchman caressed
his beard. “As an Englishman,” he said at
last, “you would, I am afraid, regard the
carriage whip as somewhat crude.”

“Certainly, De Gys!” Annoyance crisped
the Oxford drawl.

“Ah, | thought as much. And this?”
He drew a flat thirty-eight automatic from
his hip pocket;; noticed the Long’un’s cyn-
ical disapproval; thrust back the weapon.
“Very well, then—to conform with your
Anglo-Saxon prejudices, we will try diplo-
macy. If that fails"—again the vast hand
took counsel with the beard—*“we must rely
upon mere threats.”

“Or money?” thought Dicky; but neither
then nor during dinner did he voice the
thought.

To the Englishman’s mind, De Gys’ con-
spiratorial attitude furnished the last touch
of unreality to their situation, and he de-
cided—halfway through the best meal he
had eaten in the East, a meal served on
faultless napery at a red-lamped table—
that both his friends were suffering from
delusions, possibly after-causes of the drug
they had taken. So that when Beamish—
who was a theoretical teetotaller—lifted a
full glass of 1914 Pommery to “the success
of our first step,” and the Frenchman ac-
knowledged the toast in a melodramatic
whisper, Dicky could hardly refrain from a
loud guffaw. Still, he bore with them both;
even helped persuade Beamish to an early
night.

Dinner over, liqueurs on the cleared table,
the three sat watching Saigon’s evening
promenade. The opera season was finished,
the night too hot for the cinema; it seemed
as though the whole population had forgath-
ered of one accord under the lamplit trees
of the boulevard. Up and down they
strolled; dapper little bureaucrats in =nft
shirts and “smokings;” sun-withered colo-

nial officers in white mufti; prosperous mer-
chants. gold watch chains a-swing on cum-
merbunded paunch, arm in arm with wives
of transparent bourgeoisie; grisette and
others of a crowd so obviously Parisian
that the cotion-clad Annamilcs, the lace-
bloused half-caste girls, the Chinese and the
Cambodians anti the occasional Malays who
mingled with it might have been strangers
in their own hemisphere.

Nearly all the Europeans greeted De Gys;
one or two stopped to shake hands across the
rail which separated the restaurant from
the street, were introduced to “tnon ami, le
Colonel Smith dc I’Armce Anglaise ct Mon-
siour le Doctor Beamish.”

Suddenly De Gys pulled out his watch,
called for and insisted on paying the bill,
got up from the table, shook hands with the
doctor, and, motioning Dicky to follow,
passed through the back of the restaurant
into the hotel.

“First and last act of that thrilling melo-
drama ’'The Unknown Man.” So long,
Beamish; if you can’t be good, be careful,”
chaffed the Long’un. But Cyprian Bea-
mish, M. D. Glasgow—veins warmed with
the unaccustomed wine—retorted angrily:
“He ought to have left you at home and
taken me -with him.”

The same idea crossed De Gys’ mind as
their car threaded its way down the crowded
sweet toward the river. He knew himself,
though outwardly controlled, prey to the
most violent excitement; felt himself on the
verge of great events; saw himself already
acclaimed savior of bis lost compatriots, ex-
plorer of explorers, ranking with Garnier,
with Stanley, with all the heroes of his boy-
hood. He dreamed, in those few minutes, a
thousand rapid dreams; visions of untrod
jungles, of unclimbed mountains, of strange
beasts and birds and peoples; such fantasies
as have sent the white man into the un-
known since the dawn of time, and will send
him while time endures.

“But the Englishman!” thought the
dreamer, “He has no faith. He has no
vision. He does not care. To him it is all
a jest.” For Dicky's languid blue eyes, the

joking mouth under the flat mustache, gave
no hint of the imagination which was be-
ginning to take command of his brain.

“It may be all spoof,” said imagination,
“put supposing it isn't; supposing the old
woman can tell us something; supposing
that------ "
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So the car threaded its way out of the
Rue Catinat; swung right-handed through
an empty street of high stone buildings, gath-
ered speed, twisted off again down a long
road whose white wooden villas showed and
vanished suddenly between moon-flecked
palm trees and hibiscus bushes, made shad-
owy country for five breathless minutes, and
pulled up with grind of brakes at a low
wicket gate set between high, untrimmed
hedges of feathery bamboo.

“Wait!” commanded De Gys.

“Oui, capitainc.” The Annamite chauf-
feur cut off his engine, leaned forward
against the steering wheel, and was asleep
almost before his two passengers had clicked
open the wicket gate.

They found themselves, De Gys leading,
in a small, unkempt avenue of hibiscus. At
the avenue’s end, vaguely illuminated, Dicky
saw the outlines of a long pal metto-thatched
bungalow, built six foot above ground level
on four-square wooden piles. From the
front of the house came raucous notes of a
gramophone and girls’ voices.

They climbed the short flight of wooden
stairs to a broad veranda, rose lit by two
pendant electrics. On a rickety bamboo
table stood the gramophone whose tune they
had heard in the garden; over it, watching
for the end of the record, bent a girl, who
looked up at the sound of their entrance,
stopped the machine, and came forward over
the worn matting with mincing, provocative
steps. She was dressed in a short, loose-
fitting frock of soiled green satin, sequin-
trimmed at hern and low-cut breast; red
Milanese silk stockings, darned at the knee,
displayed spindle-shanked limbs ending in
a pair of greasy suede dancing shoes. ller
dark hair fell, unbound, over thin shoulders;
from her wizened overpowdered face, black
eyes surveyed the newcomers incuriously.

“Beer, captains?”

“Thanks, little one.” De Gys threw him-
self into a long rattan chair, pulled a packet
of cigarettes from his pocket. The girl dis-
appeared through the chik curtains into an
inner room, came back almost immediately
carrying glasses and bottles on a metal trav.
A second girl, identically dressed, but
blond and of an incredible fatness, accom-
panied her.

“l am Lizette,” said the blond girl to
the Honorable Dicky.

“Charmed to make your acquaintance,
mademoiselle.” The Long’un proferred a

seat, into which Mademoiselle Lizette sank
heavily.
“Thanks.
sieur.”
“Yes, mademoiselle, I am very warm.”
Meanwhile the dark girl, busy serving the
beer, eyed De Gys with awakened interest.
“This is not your first visit to Mother
Mathurin’,” she said at last, flopping clown
glass in hand on the leg rest of his chair,
“you were here about six weeks ago, just
7 The sentence broke off unfin-

It is hot this evening, mon-

“Just before what?” questioned De Gys,
sipping the lukewarm beer.

“Oh, nothing—that is to say, the mother
—I mean------ ”

“But you talk so,” interrupted Lizette.
“That girl has a loose tongue,” she explained
to Dicky. “Always gossiping! Now I, |
never gossip. | am discreet—oh, but of an
enormous discretion.”

Conversation languished. The dark girl
suggested the gramophone, champagne, a lit-
tle dance.

“No,” said De Gys. “We have not come
here to dance, little ones. My friend who is
a globe-trotter has heard so much about the
mother that he is anxious to make her ac-
quaintance. He would like”--the voice
dropped meaningly—*“to have a little smoke
with the mother, to buy perhaps a little of

that excellent tobacco for which she is so
famous.”
“1 will see if she is awake.” Lizette

hauled herself up from her chair, bustled
out through the chik curtains.

Said the dark girl turning lo Dicky: “I
am sorry that you smoke the mother's to-
bacco. It is surely bad for the health —is it
not so?”

Dicky, a little out of his depth, made
no answer; and the girl rattled on. “As for
me, | do not like the opium, it makes me
sick. A little cocaine now ar.d then in the
hot weather, that is good; it cools the
blood, but the black smoke—it cools the
blood too much.”

De Gys, half hidden behind the girl’s
back, held up a warning finger lest his
friend should protest.

“Do many of the English- you are Eng-
lish, are you not?—smoke the opium? |
thought it was forbidden. Here, it is only
forbidden for the French officers, that is
why the mother------ 7 But Lizettes return
interrupted confidences.
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“The mother will see you,” she an-
nounced, “if you like.”
They followed her statuesque back

through the chik curtains; traversed an un-
tidy eating room, a matting-floored passage.
Lizette knocked on a paneled door. “En-
trez,” called a querulous voice. De Gys
opened the door, and the two men passed
into the presence of La Mere Mathurin.

She was lying full-length on a divan of
cane and black lacquer piled with frowsy
silk cushions; a stertorous creature, shape-
less in wadded kimono, yellow feet bare,
gray curls straggling over receding forehead.
Flat nose ami slitty eyes betrayed her a
mcl’ssc, or half-caste woman. The hands
with which, she motioned the visitors to sit
down were clawlike though not uncleanly;
the chin pointed; the throat swollen almost
to goitre; the lips rouged above black and
rotted teeth. Over her head, grotesquely
illuminating the sparsely furnished, brown-
walled, mothcr-of-pearl-paneled room 'rung
a Chinese lamp of painted glass; at the side
of her divan, stood a low table of chipped
red lacquer still laid with the remnants of a
meal.

The heat of the room—it had no fan, and
thick stuff curtains were pulled close before
its only window—was asphyxiating. Nev-
ertheless, 1)e GfB shut the door before tak-
ing one of the chairs Mother Mathurin in-
dicated. As he did so, Dicky heard the
faintest click—the click of a key simultane-
ously turned and withdrawn,

“Confound the man!” thought Dicky.
“Is that Iris idea of diplomacy? | wish Id
never come with him. ] wish------

“And what do you want of me, De Gys?”
asked the hag on the divan. “Dc I'ophnn?
You know very well that |1 keep no opium
for officers! A little daughter? You saw
two of my little daughter outside—are they
not handsome enough for you?”

Dirkv, seated and already sweating
through his clean silk coat, felt hostility
in the querulous voice; felt himself—in spite
of his better judgment—growing at once
angry and interested. Tut the Frenchman
answered with a laugh:

“Mu mere, you and | have known each
other these twenty' years. | remember you
when you were young and beautiful.”

"No compliments.” groveled the hag, “and
if you please, no insults! 1 was an old
woman when you first came to Cochin-
China, and | was never beautiful—only

TA p

clever. | am still clever, De Gys. What
do you want?”

“Information, mother: only a little infor-
mation.”

At that, Mother Mathurin hauled, herself
half upright on the cushions: “Informa-
tion?” The yellow feet slipped from the
divan, inserted themselves into a pair of
dilapidated sandals. “Information! Have
you then been appointed commissaire of po-
lice, commandant ?”

“The information | require,” went on De
Gys blandhg “has nothing to do with the
police—yet."

The hag laughed in his face. “If you
are trying to frighten me, i)e Gys. you must
use some other method. The police, as you
should know, are my very good friends.
The police much appreciate the excellent to-
bacco of Mother hiathuthi.”

“No one knows that better than 1. Nor
am | trying to frighten you. Nevertheless,
there are certain rules which even Mother
Mathurin dares not break; and one of those
rules, if 1 remember the code penal, com-
pels the registration of the little daughters.
Is that not so. mother?” He paused, and,
getting no answer, continued: “Now, sup-
posing-——mark you | am only supposing—
that there had been—shall we say six weeks
ago—an unregistered woman in this house

of your;-—- Supposing that this fact had
come to the governor’s ears?”  Dicky,
wak:bin:it the £ dace. saw it pale under
the powdev. >nd si’m'snosing that I. your

okl tieml. h  Ireen sent to inveslifi
Woatjjd xoil denm _Y

: . 7 inc: uptCd the hag, “I should
w.om. OGMnini\ donv. —” Suddenly, intel-
IKL'T«' Yteam;d. Irorn Fte si;tty eyes, pallor
van;sheol “IT you \Yere scut by the YOV-
ernor, t shoe!d rawn certainly deny. But
von are not sent by thir governor-—yoil come
on ymoar own injllanonl even as you cante”
—the vowe drupper. significantly—1some
six wecks aco.

“ rheri YXC be to understand one an-
other.” De Gys crossed his legs, took the
crumpled packet of cigarettes from his
pocket, offered one to the old woman.

“Thanks, but | do not smoke that rub-
bish."  Dicky, listening ‘carefully’, caught
a new note in the qumuious voice, saw that
De Gys was beginning to lose Ids temper.
“And now that we begin to understand one
another, it is |1 and not you who require
information.” A skinny daw shot -out,
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“It was you who took
What have you

pointed accusingly,
away the girl, De Gys.
done with her?”

The Frenchman scowled. ™Your proof,
mother?”
‘proof!  I’roof! Is not your presence

here to-night proof enough?” Rage mas-
tered cautiousness, the voice rose almost to
a scream. “What have you done with her,
De Gys? Where is she? | must have her
hack—do you understand—I must have her
back.”

"Hold your tongue, woman.”

“1 will not hold my tongue. You are a
thief, a robber. Tell me where she is, or
I will call the servants; J will have you
thrown out of the house.”

De Gys, red-brown eyes glinting danger-
ously, rose to his feet; laid a hand on the
woman's aim. “Old cow, for nothing I
would kill both you and your servants.”

“Old cow, am 1?”—she threw the hand
from her. “Old cow, indeed! Get out of
my house.”

For answer, De Gys whipped the door-
key from his pocket, waved it in her face.
“Neither 1 nor my friend leave this room
until you tell us what we want to know.'l

“Bah, | am not afraid of you. big ele-
phant, nor of you------ ” she turned suddenly
on the Long'un. “Why hate you come with

him, with this white-slave trafficker, this
blackmailer?"

“White-slave trafficker! Blackmailer!
You dare to call me that. You!”. De Gys

seized the woman by both shoulders, and
for a moment Dicky thought he was going
to shake the life out of her. “Enough of
this nonsense. Enough of it, do you un-
derstand?” He flung her backward onto
the divan, and she lay there panting.

“Gently my friend,” suggested
Long'un, still seated.

“Gently, gently. You do not know this
old sow. But I—I know her."L One huge
fist lifted menacingly above the huddled fig-

the

ure. “And she knows me; do you not.
woman? Now, then, a straight answer to
a straight question. Who brought the girl
Melie here?.”

“A  Chinaman,” stammered Mother
Mathurin.

“That is a lie.”

“It is the only answer | will give you.”

“His name?”

“1 refuse.”
the divan, rushed for the door.

She slipped suddenly from
De Gys

grabbed her by the kimono; dragged her
back; held her to him, breathless and -writh-
ing.

“You ivill tell.”

“Never.” The hag wriggled herself free.
sNever!  Never! Never!” She waddled
back to the divan, sat down heavily. The
fight was out of her body, but not out of
her brain. “Never!” she repeated.

“The whip!” said De Gys furiously. “I
toid you we should have brought the whip.”

“l think not.” The Long’un, quite un-
ruffled, rose from his chair. Obviously, the
Frenchman's “diplomacy” had failed. Prob-
ably, there was no “secret” to unravel, only
some vulgar intrigue. Still, just in case------

"Madame,” said the Long'un courteously,
“you told us just now that you were a clever
woman. | accept your own estimate of
yourself, madame: and presume that you do
not underrate the value of money------ ”

“You would pay her?” began De Gys.

Dicky laid a hand on his friends arm:
“Be quiet,” he whispered; and aloud: “Ma-
dame, what price do you set upon this in-
formation?"”

“1 do not sell my friends.”

“He is a friend of yours, then, this—
Chinaman?”

"Possibly,” The siitty eyes scrutinized
their opponent, as he drew a flat note case
from the breast of his coat.

"A very dear friend, shall we say? About
how dear, madame?”

The figure on the divan stiffened to atten-
tion. “Dearer than you can afford, cap-
tain.”

“That also is possible, madame.” The
Long’un, inwardly cursing himself for a fool,
extracted a five-hundred piastre note from
Ms case; held it languidly between finger
and thumb. “Five hundred louis!”

Silence from the divan. “Damn it,”
thought ihe Long’un, “there must be more
in this than | expected.”

“Another hundred louis!” A second note
joined the first. Still, the hag said no word.
“Madame, | congratulate you on your loy-
alty.” The two notes were restored to the
case, the case to its pocket. “And good
night, madame!” [I'ne Long’un turned on

his heel.

“Captain.” pleaded the voice from the
divan, “lI am only a poor woman, a very
poor woman. And | owe money, captain,

much money—nearly fifteen hundred pias-
tres.”



THE SEEDS OF ENCHANTMENT 99

“She lies,” whispered De Gys. “She is
very rich.”

“Be quiet,” repeated Dicky; and drawing
a chair dose to the divan, sat down, re-
extracted the note case from his pocket, and
laid it on his knee. By now, he was almost
convinced that the woman held the clew
they sought.

*'iw.iii ime, ray friend and | are very much
in earnest. It will not be profitable for
you to deceive us. But if you are willing to
tell us the truth”—he tapped the note case
significantly—"then, perhaps, 1 will settle
those—er—debts of yours.”

"For fifteen hundred piastres, captain"—
the fat throat seemed to swell with excitc-
ineni—"1 will tell you the man's name.
For two thousand piastres, | will tell you
where to iind him.”

tiiii her,” thought Dicky, and counted
four notes from his ease. The shitty eyes
glis ItTKd.

And what guaraniee have WO0. inU
runtod De (*ys, “that she does not lie to
us?

£ do not think tIxit Mother Mailtwrin
will lie to us. If she Joes, rhere is alwavs
the carriage \Clip.” The blue eyes bad
growii very stoiT.. "NOVv, madame. the naine
—dnd the irddimess.”

Give the inaney,” pleaded the hag.

But Dicky shook Ins head. "The infor-
mation first, madame.”

For a moment -Mother Mathurin hesi-
tated. Then, as the notes crackled provo-
catively between her interlocutor's long fin-
gers, greed conquered reticence; and she
turned to De Gys with a leer.

“ft was Negrini—Tomasso Xegrini.”

"You are footing us”—rage hardened the
Frenchman’s voice—"Xegrini died at Bas-
sak in ’ninety-six. | knew him well—the
dirty Italian. He was your lover, once.
Tell us another tale, old sow.”

‘e Xegrini did not die at Bassak”™—to
Dicky, there was no mistaking the truth in
those certain words—"Negrini still lives.
Bui hc no longer calls himself Xegrini. His
name is Nging; and you will find him at
the house of I’u-Yi the Yunnanese in the
Sire; t of the Duck at Cholon. Now give
me my money and leave me in peace.”

"Wait,” De Gys’ hand closed over the
notes. “l must have evidence of this.”

“Evidence!” said the hag scornfully.
“What evidence had you of his death? A
Siamese report! To whose interest was it

that Negrini should die? Remember, there
were a hundred thousand ticals—more than
a hundred and fifty thousand francs—miss-
ing from the treasury at Bangkok.”

“And Negrini was head of the public-
works department.” De Gys chuckled. “Si-
ne makes away with himself—and the hun
dred thousand ticals. He dies—and be
comes N'ging the Chinaman. | wonder hov.
much of their own money he paid the Sia
mese officials to spread the rumor of hi
death?”

"One can do a great deal with a hundred
thousand ticals.” blether  Mathura
stretched ciawlike hands to the bank note.1

They left her gloating under the rays o'
the lamp; made their wav swiftly out o.
the bungalow, down the steps into the gar
den. At the gate, their chauffeur still slur
bered over his wheel. They climbed in an .
De Ovs lapped the sleeper lightly on the
shoulder.

"Where to, captain?”

“To rhoion. And drive like a furnace!’

The Annamite switched on his engine, an-
the car plunged forward through the moonli.
night.

CHAPTER W
A MAN WHO WENT YELLOW.

“Promises to be a nice cheap evening,
remarked the Long'un as their car bounded
from shadows into moonlight, vital on
earth made the old hag stick, out for stick
a stiff price?”

De Gys laid a thankful paw on his friend’
arm, and said in a low vo-ce: "Our govern
ment will pay more than that to sene
Negrini to Pulau Condors, my friend. If
Mother Mathurin has Juki us ihe truth, we
are about to visit one of ihe biggest crimi-
nals in Indo-China. My only wonder is
that she gave him away for so little.”

“Then you think we are on the right
track?”

“When you have been in the East as long
as | have,” whispered De Gys, “you will not
presume that the natives are ignorant of
your language.” He indicated the Anna-
mite’s back, and subsided into silence, leav-
ing the Long’un completely mystified.

So they came, out of perfume and silence
and silvery moonbeams, into the flaring hub-
bub of Cholon. Here, speed was impos-
sible; yellow faces, thousands upon -thou-
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sands of yellow faces, men’s faces and wom-
en’s faces and the grave-eyed faces of little
children, teemed in the glare of their head-
lamps, swarmed past their wheels, vanished
and were repeated in endless kaleidoscope.
It seemed to Dicky as though all China must
be astir in that long street, under those
black and-gill signs, at those lamplit balco-
nies, in the bescrolled and lacquer-fronted
houses. The pur of their engine was
drowned in noise; their horn tittied vainly
against a tumult of sound—beating of
gongs, plunk of sanhsiens, jangling of a bell,
men's voices shouting, women's voices sing-
ing, tink of swaying glass, rattle of ricksha
wheels.

“To the left!” called De Gys abruptly.
The car wormed its way somehow out of the
seethe; jolted left wheels against stone pave-
ment; gave glimpse of a lantern-lit interior
where four Japanese girls, dowers in their
hair, sat motionless round a flower-decked
table; purred a hundred yards past silent
buildings whose gables bulked low against
starlit sky, and, at a stick tap on the Anna-
mite’s shoulder, pulled up with a jerk that
flung both Europeans nearly out of their
seats.

They descended into the gloom cast by a
long pillared portico; jumped a gutter;
climbed three steps; peered forward through
an open doorway. In front of them
stretched a high shadowy hall. From a
bronze lantern at far end, violet rays shim-
mered fantastically on black marble floor, on
vague gildings, on the soapstone face of a
huge seated image.

Gingerly, they passed from the safety of
open air into this hall of silence. A -vague
scent, a fragrance as of sweet nuts burning,
permeated its violet stillness.

“Opium,” whispered De Gys, as they
waiter!, silent in that strange place, eyes
growing gradually aware of lacquered doors,
of slim pillars, of silken hangings and fretted
screens, all tinged to the same indeterminate
purple by the dark lamp rays.

Suddenly- so suddenly that Dicky almost
dropped the light stick he was carrying—a
there appeared from behind the image, a
dwarflike creature, pig-tailed, clad as the
yellow man in long coatee and loose trou-
sers: a creature who sidled across the floor
toward them on noiseless silk-slippered feet,
and clutching De Gys by the tunic, looked
up at him with unsmiling, lack-luster eyes.

De Gys bent his bearded face, and spoke
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slowly, using the ‘mandarin’ language of all
China.

“Does his excellency, the splendid N ging,
inhabit this most hospitable of mansions?”

“Oh, great stranger, this is the humble
home of Pu-Yi the Yunnanese whose serv-
ant am |.”

"Upon Pu-Yi and his mansion, upon his
wife and the wife of his eldest son, be there
increase and the blessings of ivw> worthless
strangers. But we”—Dicky, watching, saw
a coin pass from hand to upstrnebed hand
—"“we two would fain have speech with His
Excellency N'ging. Go, therefore, servant
of Pu-Yi, and say to his excellency, There
be two strangers from Bassak who crave au-
dience.””

The dwarf repeated the message, and dis-
appeared.

Whispered De Gys, hand at hip: “I wish
you were armed, my friend. The good Ne-
grini will net, I fancy, be pleased at our
message.” He transferred the automatic
to jacket pocket; clicked safety catch for-
ward with his thumb.

“What message?” began the Long’un, but
already the dwarf had returned.

“His Excellency N’ging sends a thousand
greetings. His excellency would gladly
give audience to the strangers, but, alas, his
excellency is extremely ill!”

"Say to him, servant of Pu-Yi"—De Gys
interrupted the conventional excuses—*that
the strangers’ business is one that can with
difficulty be delayed. Say also”—a second
coin emphasized the word—*“that we trust
his excellency’s health gives less cause for
anxiety than it gave at Bassak, In the fifth
moon of the year of the dragon.”

Again, the dwarf disappeared; again the
two waited, silent in the purple gloom of
Pu-Yis mansion. Five minutes passed—
ten. Dicky, glancing at his watch, saw that
it was already midnight.

“Which way did that yellow devil go?”
muttered De Gys.

"Behind the statue.
the slip?”

“l don’t know. Keep your eyes open.
Hello, what’ that?” One of the lacquered
doors moved on noiseless runners; showed a
chink of yellow light; closed again. The
Frenchman’s hand tightened over the pistol
butt. Dicky, subconsciously aware of dan-
ger, edged a pace toward the soapstone im-
age. Then the lacquered door slid full open,
and a voice called:

Think he’s given us
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“His excellency desires speech with the
inen from Bassak. Let them approach, fear-
ing nothing.”

As they moved slowly toward the open
doorway, Dicky heard De Gys rumble to
himself, “His excellency, indeed. His ex-
cellency! That Italian maggot.”

Lacquered door, sliding-to noiselessly at
their heels, prisoned them in a vast, win-
dov.icss apartmen), matting-floored, scarlet-
frescoed, walls hung with yellow silks that
glowed and shimmered under the rays of
high-hanging lanterns. Fume and perfume
of the black smoke, whorls of blue-gray
vapor, hung heavy in a dead atmosphere,
through -which—as through cotton wool—e
the two made their way across the room.

Half hidden by a teak screen in the far
corner, body prone on a rice-straw mat-
tress, head raised in suspicious welcome, lay
His Excellency N’gir.g. By his side, long
lingers busy cleaning the Sat metal bowl,
the thick bamboo tube and the jade mouth-
piece of tin opium pipe:, squatted a young
Chinese girl. Between them, on an ebony
stool, among a jitter of long needles, stood
the lighted lamp and a silver-lidded pot of
cha.-cd malachite which held the poppy
treacle.

“Bray be seated,” said Nging, indicating
two low stools, obviously prearranged for
the visitors. “Will you honor me by par-
taking of the black smoke?”

“We are flattered,” began Dc- Gys, and
plunged into compliments: while Dicky, in-
wardly fuming tit his utter ignorance of Chi-
nese, tried to sum up their unwilling host.

Nothing about the appearance of N ’ging
the Chinese revealed Tomasso Negrini,
Genovese of Genov. He wore the loose-
sleeved jacket, the full skirt and embroi-
dered house boots of a mandarin's undress.
Ilis hair, cropped fashionably short, was
hidden by a black satin skullcap, under
which fire forehead showed yellow and wrin-
kled. Pnidttnl mu.-taches framed beardless
chin. Nose, ears, cheeks, scraggy neck—
even the motionless lingers—all played ade-
quate part in the Eastern illusion. Only
the restless opium-reddened eyes—behind
which Dicky seemed to catch, every now
and then, the vaguest hint of fear—were
somehow foreign.

The girl, pipe-cleaning finished, lifted the
lid of the opium pot; took and dipped a
needle; began cooking the first drop of black
treacle in the flame of the lamp; watched it
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swell and bubble golden; added black drop
to golden bubble, twirling the long needle in
deft fingers till the odorous ball sizzled com-
plete, stretched left hand to the cleaned
pipe, dropped sizzling bail exact to center
of the metal bowl, and passed jade mouth-
piece to her master. Nging sucked down
the black smoke at a single draft; handed
back the empty pipe.

For a full minute *his excellency” lay
silent, blue vapor oozing from mouth and
nostrils. Then De Gys spoke.

“Away with it, excellence!” Crisp French
cut like a whiplash through the perfumed

quiet. “Send the girl away, and let us to
our business.”
“Business?” Now N’ging, too, spoke

French, metallically, as the Italians speak it.
“What business?”

“Send the girl away,” repeated lke Gys.

“She does not understand phulangsi.”

“Nevertheless she must not remain.”

“Must not!” *Nging mouthed the words
as though they amused hint. “l am not a
coolie.”

“Very well then.” The Frenchman, bent
forward, eyed the smoker scornfully. “Since
you are not a coolie, and since the girl does
not speak phalangsc, we will discuss our
business in your own language, excellency.
If is a pretty language, the Mandarin--and
some say that it was first, spoken by your
excellency at Bassak in the fifth moon of
that year of the dragon when a certain
Italian------ 7

“The devil!” thought Dicky. “This is
bluff with a vengeance. If the girl goes, |
shall begin to believe those two thousand
piastres were a pretty sound investrp'mt.”

At a sign front N ging the girl went!

There followed a tense silence, broken
only by the intermittent gurgle of the opium
lamp. Frenchman and Italian eyed each
other -warily: and to Dicky, watching them,
it seemed at first as though advantage lay
with the impassive figure on the rice-straw
mattress. At last. Negrini spoke.

“You are a brave man, commandant: but
like most: of your race, a great fool. How
much did you pay the old cow to give away
my secret?” De Gys did not answer, and
Negrini went on: “At any rate, she fooled
you. commandant. They will never send
N ging, the Chinaman, to Pulau Condore.
One cannot make convicts of the dead, and
I am dying as | speak to you.”

“What, again?” interrupted his opponent.
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Negrini smiled. “It was, you will admit,
a good trick that | played you. | have
played you many since. But now the game
is md. The poison of Su-rah does not
act gm.'kiy. yet it is very certain, as certain
as u-uih itself. Therefore"—this time
Dicky c".ukl not mistake the fear that leaped
to life ivhind the apathetic eyes—*“you find
me smoking the black smoke. Be thank-
ful for these mercies, commandant, other-
wise i‘ckher you nor your English friend
would be here,” And he added meaningly:
“The h 'Use of Tu-Yi, the Vunnanese, is not
a sale place for foreign devils. There have
been many accidents to white men in the
blue hall of i’u Yi."

“Do not let us talk of accidents.” Dicky
sence-i eMiurY'ed anger in hi.- friend’s voice,
saw his right hand steal to tunic pocket,

close quietly round the pistel. “And, above
all, do not let its talk of death,”
For a while neither spoke. Silence, like

the opium cloud, hung heavy between them.
De Gy.-' mind had gone back to the past;
he saw himself a young man again. He was
on his first visit to Saigon, seated on a rat-
tan chair in the newly built clubhouse. All
round him, men—men long since dead or
gone home—were gossiping.  “.Negrini is
dead. Pontarlis sends the news from Bas-
sak. ]j: sa> Halien! He has stolen his
last tic.il. The Siamese had him Kkilled.
Vivail les Siamoh. Now. we shall have
peace in the delta of the Biack River. He
was our enemy, that one. He was in
league with the English—no. with the Yel-
low Flags. He was in league with the Hos
«—Beovantri told me. They say he meant
to engineer a second Taiping rebellion. At
any rate, he is dead now. Let us be thank-
ful for his death.”

But Tomasso Negrini was not dead; To-
rnasso Negrini, thief, murderer, agent provo-
cateur, still threatened the safety of
France!

“You are thinking of the old days,” said
Negrini. "Let the congiii como back—I
need fine black smoke”—again fear, fear of
the unknown,, kindled the dark pupils—e
“then we will talk of those old days. Why
begrudge his little jest to one about to die.”
One yellow hand stretched languidly for the
opium pipe.

“Non!” De Gys’ pistol, jerked from
jacket pocket, pointed sudden muzzle at the
Italian’s forehead, “Make one move,
Negrini—and | fire!”

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“Comme vous voulez.”- A weary smile
contracted the yellow features. “You came
on business, | think. Shall we discuss that
business?”

De Gys depressed the pistol muzzle.
“Yes,” he said, balancing the weapon on
his knee. “Let us discuss that business.”

To Dicky, who held no clew to Negrini’s
past, the opening conversation had been al-
most unintelligible; he sat, half stilled with
the opium fumes, looking now at his friend,
now at his friend's enemy, groping his way
vainly through a fog of doubt. But of one
thing the l.ong’un felt quite certain: N ’ging
had not lied when he said he was dying;
N’ging's smile might be assumed, but his
fear was very real.

“You wish to know” —the yellow lips
spoke with deliberate certainly—“why the
girl Melie was taken to Mother Mathurin's.”

De Gys restrained a start of surprise.

“You are well informed. Negrini.”

“1 hope so, commandant. 1 pay good
money for nm information. Eh, bicn, it is
no great sectet. She was my mistress, my
white mistress; and | left Her at the little
cafe while I went on a journey.”

“You lie!” The p