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ADVERTISING SECTION A

Kill This M an!
T H E R E ’S  a dev il inside o f  y ou . 

H e ’ s try ing  to kill y ou . L o o k  
out for h im ! H e  tells y ou  not 

to w o r k . so  hard. W h a t ’s the use? 
T h e  boss on ly  piles m ore w ork on y ou . 
H e tells y ou  not to  bother w ith your 
bod y . I f  y o u ’ re w eak — y ou  always 
will be w eak. E xercise  is just a lot 
Of rot. D o  you  recognize him ? O f 
course y ou  do. H e ’s in us all. H e 's  
a m urderer o f am bition . H e ’s a liar 
and a foo l. K il l  him !  I f  you  d o n ’ t, 
he w ill k ill you.

S a v e d
Thank your lucky stars you have another 

man inside o f you. H e's the human dynamo. 
He fills you full o f pep and ambition. H e keeps 
you alive— on fire. H e urges you on in your 
daily tasks. He makes you strive for bigger 
and better things to do. H e makes you crave 
for  life  and strength. H e teaches you that the 
weak fall by the wayside, but the strong succeed. 
H e shows you that exercise builds live tissue—- 
live tissue is muscle— muscle means strength 
— strength is power. Power brings success 1 
That's what you want, and gosh darn your old 
hidel Y ou ’re going to get it.

It’s up to you. Set your own future. You 
want to be the Human Dynamo ? F in el W ell, 
let's get busy. That's where I come in. That's 
my job. H ere ’s what I'll do for you :

In just 30 days I 'll increase your arm one 
full inch with real live, animated muscle. Yes, 
and I'll add two inches to your chest in the 
same time. Pretty good, eh ? That’s nothing.
Now com e the works. I 'll build up your shoulders. I'll deepen your chest I 'll strengthen your whole 
body. I ’ll give you arms and legs like pillars. I 'll literally pack muscle up your stomach and down your 
back. M eanwhile I'll work on those inner muscles surrounding your vital organs. You’ll feel the thrill o f 
life shooting up your old  backbone and throughout your entire system. You'll feel so full o f life  you will 
shout to the world, “  I'm  a man and I can prove it 1"

Sounds good, what ? But listen! That isn’t all. I'm  not just promising these things. I  g u a ra n tee  th em !
It ’s a sure bet. Y ou  can't lose!

EARLE LIEDERMAN, The Muscle Builder
Author o f  "  Muscle "Building,”  "Science o f  W restling”  

'Secrets o f  Strength,”  "H ere's Health,”  "Endurance,”  Etc.

Which Man WU1 It Be?

SEND FOR 
MY NEW 
64-PAGE BOOK ‘7 U u tr C J u flc ^ ik m fo p m e tE ^  el’i

Wliat do you think o f  that? I  don’ t ask one cent. And it ’ s the peppiest 
piece o f reading you ever laid your eyes on. I swear you’ ll never blink 
an eyelash till you’ ve turned the last cover. And there’ s 43 full-page 
photos of myself and some o f my prize-winning pupils. This i9 the finest 
art gallery o f strong men ever assembled. And every last one o f  them is 
shouting my praises. Look them over. I f  you don ’ t get a kick out of this 
book, you had better roll over— you’ re dead. Come on. then. Take out 
the old  pen or pencil and sign your name and address to the coupon. 
I f  you haven’ t a stamp, a postal w ill do. But snap into it. D o it now. 
Tomorrow you may forget. Remember, it ’ s something fo r  nothing and no 
strings attached, no obligation. GRAB IT !

E A R L E  L I E D E R M A N
DEPT. 1111 305 BROADWAY. NEW YORK

I------------------------------------------------------------------------------ -------------------------1
| EARLE LIEDERMAN ;
1 Dept. 1111, 305 Broadway, New York City |

I Dear Sir:— Please send me. absolutely FR E E  and I 
without any obligation on my part whatever, a copy o f I
your latest book, ”  Muscular Development."

* N a m e .....................................................................................................  *

| Street............................................................................ |
City................................................ State.

(Please write or print plainly.)

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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advertising section

Employment
F in d in g  y ou  
thebetterpaid 
p o s it io n  an d  
p l a c in g  y o u  
in it, or m oney 
refunded .  .  .

Training
P r e p a r i n g  
y ou  to  fi 11 a 
fine Drafting 
job at a sub
stantial raise 
in pay . . . .

of Position and Increased Pay

Mu<J* trnJnlne In »ny otre-ofAbe 
course* Uetod on ttoo back o f th 
further.
We cuaiunto* th*tsa)dpceitioo
mrr c i  at 604 more tban.»oo 
Or,

2 if y o u  a re  e s rn in a  5 4 0 o r  V
• w»lffnai*T*toN» ,ta rorafla to-yoc 

that SO u paid, for yoar coarse,. il 
roar final oxaroinatioo. you not 
judgment. We hare not grvep ye 
employment eervfco that will ha) 
motion and Increased aalary; x fc
THIS GUARANTEEnotice oniraa your, enrollment
honje*«tndr- training- is *e»t V

G»r«i> under the eeal o f .the Schi 
Board, o f Troat*a»vOf''fbe;'AM| 
tbla 16th day of January, A . D.

O. C. MILLER*:Director Extension Work,
THE AMERICAN SCHOOL,

Dept. D-84, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago, III.
Please send without coat or obligation:

1. Facta about the opportunities in Drafting.
2. Your Guarantee to train, and plaoe xnc urider money-back penalty.

Name-------------------------- -----------------------------------------------------------------

Address_____________________________________________________________________

A Drafting Job Guaranteed
Paying 50%  m ore than you earn today  

— or not a  penny o f  cost!
Now, at a cost you can afford, on terms of only 
$6 per month, you can actually BUY a fine 
Drafting position and a substantial increase in 
pay. A two-million-dollar institution guar
antees both— the training, then the employ
ment. Under money-back penalty.

This agreement brings you your SECOND 
CHANCE. To repair a neglected education, to 
specialize, to change to a line where you can get 
ahead more rapidly. Read it, and investigate it!

T H E  A M E R IC A N  SCH OO L
Chartered 30 years as an 
EDUCATIONAL institu
tion like the best resident 
schools andcollegesAVeoffcr  ̂
complete, thorough, up- 
to-dateinstruction,built , 
by 200 leading Educators, 
Engineers and Executives. A 
unique instruction, built to 
meet the ̂  specifications of 
well-paid jobs as laid down 
by employers themselves, 
yet simplified for ready un
derstanding by men with 
only common schooling.

The American School
Drexel Avenue and 58th Street 

Dept. D-84, Chicago

o .  c .
MILLER
£5EK

W ork

Come into Drafting!
Men who can read blue-prints and draw plans are “ sit
ting-pretty”  these days. No wonder, when you consider 
that every machine, every building, all industrial activ
ities start on the Drafting table! Intensive production, 
record-breaking construction operations, have created 
a tremendous demand for expert Draftsmen capable of 
designing and calculating original plans.

$50 to $125 a week paid to 
Expert Draftsmen

Get this point—that Drafting isn’ t just one line of 
work—it reaches out into the Electrical, Manufac
turing, Building Construction, Automotive and 
Structural industries.That is why you’ll find well- 
paid Drafting positions advertised in all indus- 
trial centers of theU. S. 70,000 vacancies reported ■ 
in the past 12 months. And that is why I advise 
men to go into Drafting, particularly if handi
capped by lack of high-school pr college 
education.
Coupon Brings Job 

Offer!
You will never have a more serious personal 
problem than deciding your future life-work.
So we merely urge you to LOOK INTO DRAFT
ING. See how you like it, see how easily it can 
be learned at home in spare time by our prac
tice method—get the facts about the jobs open 
for Draftsmen in many industries, the oppor
tunities for advancement. Just mail the coupon 
and see how we have helped other men j ust like 
you to successful careers in Drafting— how we 
undertake to  train you and place you and raise 
your pay— or no cost.

in answering this advertisement it it desirable that you mention this mayazxne.



C L A S S IF IE D  A D V E R T IS IN G  D E P A R T M E N T
AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

M AKE $45 TO $100 W E E K L Y — full or parL time— and liberal 
bonus, selling BETTER Q U ALITY a ll-w ool m ade-to-m easure 
aults and overcoats. Save $18.50 per suit. No experience neces
sary. Commissions paid In advance. We furnish handsome large 
swatch samples uml com plete instructions FREE. Write todayl 
W . Z. GIBSON . 500 Throop St.. Dept. Y-409. Chicago.

66 Miles on One Gallon— Amazing New. W onderful Vapor 
Moisture Hum idifier— Gns Saver— and Quick Starter. For a ll 
Autos. Factory Agencies wanted everywhere. 400% profit. 1 
Free to introduce. C llIT C H L O W . K l-427 . Wheaton. I1L

AUTO RAD IATO R SH U TTER . RETAILS $1.00. $20 DAILY 
E A S Y . Write /o r  Sample. JONES. 804 North Clark, Chicago.

Don’ t Sell For Others. Employ Agents Yourself. Make your
own products. Toilet Articles. Household Specialties, etc. 
600% profit. Valuable booklet free. N ATIO N AL SCIEN TIFIC  
LABO RATO RIES, 1961W Broad. R ichm ond. Vs.

SELL BEA U TIFU L "S T Y L E  T A IL O R E D " SH IR T S, pajamas,
lumber) ackets, and neckties direct to nearer at fa d ory  prices. 
Many beginners earn $50 first week In Bpare lime. $100 weekly 
fu ll time easy. Selling Outfit Free. H O W ARD  SH IRTS, 
1213 Vanburen, Factory 39, Chicago.

SALESM EN — EASIEST SOLD ARTICLE. TREM ENDOUS
R E P E A TE R . Every merchant buys, repeats nionlhly. Special Offer 
salesmen working territory immediately. ELCOR PRO DU CTS, 
Dept. 61, W ashington, D. C. ________________

NEW HOUSEHOLD DEVICE washes, dries windows, ■weeps.
cleans walls, scrubs, mops. Costs less than brooms. Over half 
profit. H A R PE R , 101 Third S t.. Fairfield, low s.

Sell By Mall During Spare Tim e! Earn 90c profit on dollar 
orders. Our line consists o f  Books. Novelties, Bargains. Ready 
m ade Circulars at great savings. Large 48 page catalog FREE. 
U. ELFCO. 523 S. Dearborn S t.. Chicago.

AGENTS W AN TED  TO SELL MEN’ S H ATS D IR E C T  FROM
FACTORY. Better grade, la u st  style creations at price of 
lower grades. W rite for catalog. M ODEL H AT M FQ. CO., 
Dept. M -6. Enat Orange. N. J.

STRAN GE BATTERY COMPOUND CHARGES BAT T E R IE S 
IN STAN TLY. Gives new pep. Also Gasoline Dye and Anti- 
Freeze. Big Profits. LIG H TN IN G  CO., St. Paul. Minn.

SELL PRIN TIN G  33 ITEM S NECESSARY TO EVERY 
BU SIN ESS. H IG H EST Q U ALITY. LOW EST PRICES, eaay. 
profitable sales. Portfolio  free. KAESER & B L A IR , IN C ., 
Dept. 1, Cincinnati, Ohio. (Established 1891.)

SELLING L IK E  BLAZES I A L LIG ATO R RAIN CO ATS. 
TREN CH. LEATH ER ETTES. E T C .; COM PLETE LIN E 
R A IN W E A R : NETS $85 W EE K LY. BIG F REE OUTFIT.
CONSUM ERS M FG. CO ., 722 ROOSEVELT, CHICAGO.

AU TH ORS-M ANU SCRIPTS
W RIT E TH E WORDS FOR A SONO. W E COMPOSE 

M USIC. O U R COM POSER W ROTE M A N T  SONO H ITS. 
MONARCH MUSIC CO M PAN Y. 230 W EST 55TH ST. (N E A R  
B R O A D W A Y ). D EPT. 2UU. NEW  TORE.

SO N G W RITERS: G ET IN TOUCH W ITH ME AT ONCE.
BELL, D-3. 1118 SO. BROADWAY. ST. LOUIS. MO.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE
MONEY MAOE IN M ICHIGAN POTATO ES. 118 DOWN

NO W  AND E A SY  T ERM S BUT'S LAN D  N E A R  MARKER'S. 
LAK ES. STREAM S. W R IT E  T O D AY . SW IG A B T  Si CO., 
M-1270, F IR S T  N A TIO N A L B A N K  BU IL D IN G . CH ICA dO .

CAMERA AND PHOTO SUPPLIES
M AKE MONEY IN PHOTOGRAPHY. LEA R N  Q U IC K LY  

AT HOME. SPARE OR FULL TIME. NEW PLAN. Nothin, 
like It. Experience unnecessary. AMERICAN SCHOOL OF 
PHOTOGRAPHY. Dept. 145-B. 3001 Michigan Ave., Chicago.

HOW T O  ENTERTAIN
P layi. musical comedies and revvic9. minstrels, com edy and talk

ing songs, blackface skits, vaudeville acts, monologB. dialogs, reci
tations, entertainments, musical readings, m ake-up goods. Catalog 
free. T. S. Denison A  Co.. <323 So. Wabash, Dept. 43, Chicago.

DANCING BY MAIL
DANCING HOME ST U D Y . CO M PLETE COURSE TH ACH 

UBS AND DANCERS. TECHN IQU E. BALLET. CLOGGING. 
M usical Comedy. Finished Dances, Entire Course $8.00. 
H A IN E S  M 0B T O N  SCHOOL. 1739 St. Charles, New Orleans, La.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
RELIABLE AG G R E SSIV E  AG EN TS NEED ED  TO SELL 

HOLLEY SUCTION AND FORCE PU M PS. USED IN  CLEAR
ING PLU G GED  P LU M BIN G  FIX T U R E S. SIZE S  F O B  EVERY 
NEED. R E A D IL Y  SA L E A B LE , A N D  SH O W  G O O D  PROFIT 
TO CO NSISTEN T W O RK ERS. TH E HO LLEY 13 PRICED 
BELO W  CO M PETITIO N AN D  O FFER S. AT T H E  S A M E  TIME, 
E X CEPTIO N A L Q U ALITY. W orth-w hile for w on li-w h llo  men. 
ALERT PRO DU CTS. IN C .. D EPT. 9. HO LLEY. N . Y.

M AKE $50 TO $75 A W EE K . EVERYONE NEED S SHOES.
SELL M A SON ’ S A L L -L E A T H E R  SHOES, A M A ZIN G L Y  LOW 
PRICES. 85 ST YL E S— M E N ’S, W O M EN 'S. C H IL D R E N 'S . NO 
EX PE R IE N C E  NEEDED. B IG  O UTFIT  FRE E . MASON 
SHOE MFG. CO.. D EPT. 2111, C H IP P E W A  F A L L S , W I9.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OW NER BUYS 
GOLD IN ITIA LS for bin auto. You charge $1.50. make $1 35. 
Ten ordors daily easy. Write for particulars and free samples. 
A M ERICAN  M ONOGRAM  CO., Dept. 54. East Orange. N. J.

GET OUR F REE SAM PLE CASE— T O IL E T  ARTICLES. 
PERFU M ES AN D  SP E C IA L TIE S. W onderfully profitable. 
LA D ERM A CO., Dept. D . St. Louis. Mo.

MY AG EN TS MAKE $90 A W EEK JUST W EA RIN G  AND 
SHOW ING my beautiful new Free Raincoat and giving away 
Froe Hats. W rite today for youra. RO B E R T  K IN G , 230 

tSo. Wells, Dept, a  A - 1 1 , Chicago.
A T T E N T IO N !!*  COLLECT AND KEEP $6.00 EVERY 

ORDER. M A K E  FROM  $60 TO $180 E V E R Y  W EE K . TWO 
SU ITS OR SU IT  AN D  OVERCOAT $27.93. SATISFACTIO N 
G U AR AN TEE D . BIG SW ATCH  O U TFIT  FREE. LASALLE 
G O LD  SEAL CLOTHES, 527 Broadway, Dept. 77, New York.

A G E N TS ; $13.80 Daily (In  A dvance). Spare time will do. 
Introduce 12 months Guaranteed Hosiery. 57 stylos, 39 color* 
for Meu, W omen. Children. “  Silk to the T op ”  Ladles’ Hose; 
M en’ s Fancies. No capital or experience needed. W e furnish 
samples. SJlk hose for your own use free. NEW  PLAN, 
M ACOCHEE H O SIERY CO M PAN Y. Park 27022, Cincinnati. O.

$16 D AILY SELLING NEW LIN EN TABLECLOTH.
W ASH ES L IK E OILCLOTH. NO LAU N D ERIN G . F REE SAM 
PLE. JONES, 808 N . C LARK . CHICAGO.

$21 D AILY . GENUINE DUPONT FABRIK O IO  TABLE
CLOTHS. No Laundering— wash on the table— look like linen. 
Also other DuPont Products. D O IL-E TTE CORPORATION, 
1018 W abash, Chicago.

GO INTO BU SIN ESS for ’ yourseir. M ake big money from*fB9 
Btart. No sell big experience needed; proposition sells Itself. 
Every household everywhere a prospect. Big opiortunlty for am
bitious men and women who write ijuicklv for proposition. 
HEM OLENE CH EM ICAL CO.. 1G05 Cass Ave., S t. Louis, Mo.

$12.00 Daily Showing Now Table Cloth. Txtoks like Linen. 
Wash like oiloloth . No Laundering. You just take orders. We 
deliver and collect. Pay dally. Write at once for Free Sample. 
** BESCO,”  4319-N W  Irving Park, - Chicago.

$25 D AILY IN AD VAN CE, SELLING $2.85 RAINCOATS.
H A T  FREE. ALSO TREN CH  COATS AN D  FU LL LINE OF 
LEATH ERETTES. Beautiful outfit Free. AM ERICAN  WATER
PROOF, L A -724 W . Roosevelt, Chicago.

LEATH ERETTE TRENCH COATS $4.98. COMMISSION 
$1.25. Completo line guaranteed raincoats Including Alligator. 
Leatherettes. Gabardines. Silks and Oilskins. 6x9 Swatch Line 
FREE. AM AZO N. 1103 N . ltoboy, Chicago.

FARM LANDS
LAND FREE IF PLAN TED  TO BAN AN AS. B A N A N A S  

B EA R A FU LL CROP T H E  SECOND YE A R . $5.00 M O N TH LY  
W ILL PLA N T A  F IV E  ACRE O RCH ARD , W H ICH  S H u U b U  
P A Y  $1,500.00 PR O FIT  AN N U ALLY. AS BAN AN AS R IP E N  
EV E R Y D A Y. YOU G ET YOUR CHECK EVERY 90 D A Y S . 
R E L IA B L E  COM PAN IES W IL L  CU LTIVATE AND M A R K E T  
YO U R BAN AN AS FOR O N E -TH IR D . FOR P A R T IC U L A R S  
A D D RESS JAN TH A PLAN TATIO N  CO M PAN Y. 410 E M P IR E  
BU IL D IN G . BLO CK  NO. 26. P ITTSBU RG H . PA.

MISCELLANEOUS
SW EE TH E A R T S PO STCARD S. ROMANTIC LOVE S C E N E S ,

OF n A N D S O M E  FREN CH LOVERS. Beautiful artistic c o lo r e d ,  
lifelike sceneries. Samples 25. CARRAN O NOV. CO ., B o x  106, 
West Haven, Conn., Dept. 21.

START A CRISPETTE SHOP. Delightful C on feotlon a .
Everybody llkcB them. Make a lot o f  money. Adams re p o rts  
$364 profits In two days. We start you. Write, LONG B A K I N S .  
1961 High St.. Springfield, Ohio.

LINIMENT
ABSO RB IN E. JR., antiseptic liniment, soothing and h e a l in g .  

Gives prompt relief from aches, pains, sore muscles, sp ra in s a n d  
bruises. Guards against Infection. A ll druggists. $1.25. W r i t e  f o r  
free trial bottle. W. F. YOUNG. IN C., Springfield. M aas.

Classified Advertising continued on gage 6.

In answering any advertisement on this page 4t desirable that you mention this magaxlne.



ADVERTISING SECTION

Send for 
Free Style 
Catalog

A ll W oo l
Latest Style Overcoat
Finest Q uality— Finest T ailoring 

G reatest V a lu e  fo r  M en 
W e  H ave E ver O ffe re d !

Here’s a garment that is everything a man could ask for. 
Here’sthe newest popular double breasted style— tailored 
of guaranteed all wool material. Very stylish and service
able. Pattern is a neat dressy overplaid and the inside 
has a very attractive plaid effect. Special feature is the 
lustrous rayon yoke and sleeve lining guaranteed to last 
the life o f the coat. Highest quality tailoring through
out. All seams piped with sateen. Cut full and roomy. 
Overcoat is full 45 inches long. Choice o f rich colors o f Fancy Grey, 
Medium Tan and Olive Brown. Sizes: 34 to 46.

Order by No. A-8F. Terms $1.00 with coupon.
Then, if satisfied, only $4.45 a month.

Total Price, only $27.50.

6MonthsfoPay
See how convenient and practical our easy 
payment plan is. You can just as well have 
this splendid value as not because you’ll never 

miss the easy payments— only $4.45 
a month.
Send only $1.00 deposit now— No C. O. D. 
to pay. No risk (see coupon). Get this hand
some coat on approval, then if perfectly sat
isfied take 6 months to pay the bargain price.

S en d  O n ly $ 1 .0 0  N ow !

Elm er Richards Co.
Dept. 2838 West 35th St., Chicago, 111.

I endoGC $1. Send me the All Wool Overcoat No. A-8F. If not satis
fied, I can return it and get my SI back. Otherwise, I will pay 54.45 
a month until I have paid $27.50 in all.
(Cluck Color Wanted)
Fancy Grey. . .  □
Medium Tan . . □
Olive Brown . . □
Chest-

Weight- 
(Be  m r t  to fill out 

above lines) P. 0 ...... State

In answering tM$ advertisement it is tssirable that you mention this magazine.



ADVERTISING SECTION
Claitlfled Advertising continued from  page 4.

HELP AN D INSTRUCTION
EARN |I20 TO $250 M ONTHLY. E X P E N S E S  PA ID . AS 

RA ILW A Y T R A F F IC  IN SPECTO R. W E A SSIST  YOU TO A  
POSITION  A F T E R  CO M PLETIO N  OF TH R E E  MONTHS* 
S P A R E  T IM E  HOM E ST U D Y  COURSE. OR R E F U N D  YOUR 
MONEY. W R IT E  FOR F R E E  BO O K LE T  CM -30. S T A N D A R D  
B U SIN ESS T R A IN IN G  IN ST.. B U FF A L O . N. Y.

“ THE
GREATEST

F O O T B A L L
W ANTED, MEN— WOMEN, 10— 65. TO Q U A L IF Y  FOR 

GOVERNM ENT PO SITION S. $95—  $250 M ONTH. Permanent. 
W rite. IN STRU CTIO N  B U REAU , Dept. 196.. S t. Louis, Mo.

MEN— E X P E R IE N C E  U N N EC ES SA R Y ; travel; make secret 
investigations; reports; sa laries; expenses. W rite A M ERICAN  
FOREIGN  D E T E C T IV E  IN STITU TE, 320. St. Loula, Mo.

Men— Women, 16— 50. Get Government Jobs. Commence 
6105.00— $158.00 month. Steady. Common education. 32 page book 
with list positions— sample coach hip— F R E E . W rite Immediately. 
F R A N K L IN  IN S T ITU T E . Dept. J - l .  Rochester, N. Y.

PLAYER
HELP W ANTED OF

MEN. G E T  FO REST RANGER JO B ; $125— $200 MONTH
AN D  HOM E F U R N IS H E D ; H U N T, F IS H . T R A P . For detail*, 
w rite. NORTON IN S T ., 1407 Tem ple Court, Denver, Colo. ALL TIM E”

HELP W A N TE D —MALE ^ -------------1
MEN— IN T E R ES T E D  OBTAINING INFORM ATION ABOUT 

WORK RO M A N TIC, W E A L T H Y  SO UTH  A M E R IC A  W RITE 
F O R  F R E E  LIST. GOOD P A Y . SO UTH  AM E R IC A N  SE RV IC E 
BU REAU , 14.600 A L M A , D E T R O IT . M ICH .

HELP W  AN TED —FEMALE /psy' n
WOMEN M AKE $9 D A ILY  W EARING AND SHOW ING NEW  

INVENTION that prevents shoulder straps slipping. Real com 
fort at lastl Free • Sam ple O iler. L IN G E R IE  "V** CO., 
16 Lake S t.. North W indham . Conn. J r

STAMPS AND COINS
O U R  B O O K L E T ,  HOW TO C O LLEC T  STAM PS.

and 1,000 a ll different tine stamps for $1.00. 1928 Price List 
Free on Request. TH E H O FFM AN  ST A M P  CO.. IN C ., 18-20 
West 34th Street. New York. B y

STORIES W A N TE D George Trevor

A

Big Demand for Photoplay and Magazine Stories. We revise, 
develop and copyright. Sell on com m ission. Established 1917. 
Booklet on request. U N IV E R S A L  SCEN ARIO  CO ., 409 Western 
and Benta M onica B ldg ., H ollyw ood. California.

SONG AN D POEM WRITERS
SO N GW RITERS. I  P A Y  CASH  FOR POEM S AN D  STORIES 

ACC ETTED . F . W. F O R D . Suite 209, 311 F ifth  A ve., New York.

W O

Who is he ?  That’s what millions of foot
ball fans argued for years. Read a famous 
sports expert’s reason for naming one of 
the game’s most dynamic human projectiles 
who ever wore moleskin.

READ ABOUT HIM 
IN THE

TOBACCO
TOBACCO H A BIT B A N ISH EO . NO M A T T E R  HOW LONG 

YOU H A V E  BEE N  A  VIC T IM , no matter how strong youi 
craving, no matter In what form  you use tobacco, there la 
help for you. Just send postcard or letter for our Free Book. 
It explains everything. N E W ELL PH ARM A CAL CO.. Dept. 
812. Clayton Station. St. Louis, Mo.

Tobacco Habit Cured or No Pay. Any form , cigars, cigarettes, 
pipp, chewing or snuff. Guaranteed. Harmless. Used by over 
600.000 people. F u ll treatment sent on trial. Costs $1.50 i f  it 
cures; nothing i f  U fails. Superba Co.. N14. Baltim ore. Md. NOVEMBER

PA TE N T A TTO R N EYS
INVENTORS— W RITE FOR OUR G U IO E  BOOK, ”  How to

Get Your P atent.”  arid evidence o f Invention blank. Send model 
o r  sketch for Inspection and Instructions Free. Terms reason
able. R AN D O LPH  A  CO.. Dept. 412, Waahlngton, D. C. MUNSEY’S

PATEN TS. B O O K LET  F R E E . H IG H EST R E F E R E N C E S .
BEST RESU LTS. P RO M PTN ESS ASSU R E D . SEN D D R A W 
ING OR M O D EL FO B  E X A M IN A T IO N  AN D  A D V IC E . 
W ATSO N  E. CO LEM AN. R E G IST E R E D  P A T E N T  LAW YE R. 
724 N IN TH  STREET, W ASH IN G TO N . D . C.

PATENTS— Write for our free Guide Book. "H ow  T o Obtain 
A Patent** and Record of Invention Blank. Send model or 
•ketch and description o f  Invention for Inspection and Advice 
Free. Seasonable Term s. Prom pt Service. Highest References.

MAGAZINE

VICTOH J. EVANS & CO.. 762 Ninth. WiahlngtOD. D. C.

in anevering any advertteement on thU page it U detirable that you mention thit magazine.



a d v e r t is in g  se c t io n

Portable
Phonograph

100
, brings it on

30 Days Trial
N ew  Portable Phonograph

Light and easy to carry. Ideal for every 
purpose. Plays all records with wonder
ful tons and volume. Beautifully covered 
In red Baby Allies tor genuine DuPont 
Fabrlcold (absolutely waterproof.) This 
portable la equipped with many new, ex-

reproducer on the market, a strong pull
ing. even running motor, double nickeled 
hardware throughout, self contained al
bum to conveniently carry 15 records.

Yes, only $1.00 with coupon below brings you this 
portable phonograph with a special assortment o f 15 
latest double-face 75c new electric process records—30 
selections in all. Think o f it—$11.25 worth o f brand 
new records included on this sensational offer! Use 
this wonderful portable as your own. See what a won
derful convenience it is to have a phonograph that you 
can carry wherever and whenever you want it.
W o  c r f n r a n t p p '  that you get everything in •'*' ®  g u a r a n i e s ,  this phonograph so far as O - ^  j  

concerns music reproduction that a $250 phonograph 3 6 1 1 Q  V O U p O I l  N O W  
can give you, also exact reproducer, exact style o f 
tone arm and the same grade o f records. That’s why you get, on this 
wonderful offer, absolutely tie best in music that any pbonoyrapb ever cave.

If within 30 days you de
cide not to keep the out-

___ ___  __  _______ _______ fit, send it back and we’ll
" refund your $1.00 plus all

transportation charges. If you keep it. pay only $2.50 a month until 
you have paid that sensational price on this special sale—only $24.95.
— __ ___  . .  _  Think of it, a first class high grade phono-Free Catalog graph and 15 latest double face Records (30 
of home famishing* sent sclectionsl a complete outfit, ready to play, 
on request with or with- only $24.95! Seize this opportunity while it 
ont order. See coupon, lastsl Send the coupon NOW !

. Plays any standard 10-inch 
, disc record. Plays two ten-in. . records with one winding.*
Weight 17 lbs. Waterproof imitation 
leather case, with hinged lid. Size 16 x 
12 x 834 In. Records Inside of lid are secured so they will not rattle or break. 
Holds 15 records. Has quiet spring motor, 
tone arm and reproducer with indestruc
tible diaphragm and wide throat for full 
sound volume. Outfit includes 15 double 
face 75c New Electric Process Records— 
80 selections. Shipping weight packed 
about 25 lbs.
Order by No. W 3136W A —only $ 1 .0 0  

with coupon, $ 2 .9 0  monthly.
Total price, $24.95

2 Straus & Schram, Dept. 2837
ISi .I m .# ! ffl Ckla. A D*

Chicago, III.a Month ■ Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised Poritone Portable Phonograph' 
with IS Double Face 75c Nevr E lectric broceea  records—SO selections. I 

|  am to have SO days free trial. If I keep the outfit. 1 will pay you $2.60 
_  monthly. If not satisfied, I am to return the phonograph and records 
■  within SO days and you are to refund my dollar and express charges 
■  1 Puriton# Portable Phonograph and 15 Double
| Face Records, W 3136W A.S24.95.

Straus & Schram, ^  Chicago ■
1  Shipping Point-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

■
|  Poet Office..........................................................................................Slate.-----------------------
■  M arried N ationality

or Single------------------------------------------ or Color------------------------------------------ --

If yea trial td j wr free ctUlog of borne fanblnp, mark X ben □

Jn answering this advertisement it it desirable that you mention this magazine.



ADVERTISING SECTION .A

Y o u  are alw ays sure o f the 
right time w h en  you carry  

P o ck et Ben, the fam ous 
W estclo x w atch. It’s the 

kind of tim epiece an y m an  

can  b e  proud of . . .  long 

life, go o d looks, re lia b ility -  

real value at $ 1.50.

B u ilt by the makers o f  B ig  Ben a n d  other Westclox. 
Sold everyw here

WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY 
La Salle, Illinois

Jfew Westclox 
A u to  C lo ck

$250

Attractive, convenient, 
reliable. Fits any car. 
Quickly attached on dash 

or above wind-shield

~77~

According to «  recent article by tha 
.president of the world'* largest motor 
research corporation, there is enough 
energy In a gallon of gasoline If con
verted .100% In mechanical energy to 
run a four cylinder car 450 miles.

NEW GAS SAVING 
INVENTION ASTONISHES 

CAR OWNERS
A  marvelous device, already installed on thousands of cars, has accomplish
ed wonders In .utilizing a portion'Of 
this waste energy and Is producing 
mileage tests that seem unbelievable.
Not only does it save gasoline,
.but it also creates more power, gives 
instant starting. Quick pick-up, and eliminates carbon.

FREE SAMPLE and $ 1 0 0 a  Week
To obtain national distribution quickly, men -mxe ’being 
appointed everywhere to help supply the tremendous de
mand. Free samples furnished to workers. Write today 
-to E. Oliver. Pres., for this free sample and big 
money making offer.

WHIRLWIND MFG. CO.
999 -3 3 6 -E  Third St., Milwaukee, Wise.

STUARTS’ S ADHESIF PLAPAO- 
PADS are  entirely different from the 
truss—being mechanico-chemico ap
plicators—made self-adhesive pur
posely to keep <vthe m uscle-tonic 
“  PLAPAO”  applied continuously to 
the affected parts, and to m inimize painful 
friction and dangerous slipping*. No straps, 
b u ck le s  o r s p r ln g  attached. -S o ft s s  ve lvet 
—e a sy  to a pp ly —Inexpensive . For almost 
a quarter of a century satisfied thousands 
report; success. Awarded 'Gold Medal and 

Grand Prix. No delay from work. Process o f recovery natural, «o no 
subsequent use for a truss. Awarded Gold Medal, Grand T H C C  
Prix, etc. Trial o f “ PLAPAO”  will be sent to you absolutely r l y P I *  
W rite your name on coupon and send TODAY. *
PLAPAO CO., 802 Stuart B ld g ., St. Louis, M o .

Name.. ...
Address.

Return mall will bring Free Trial Plapao.

foreign Work!
Like to Travel—Does Romantic, Wealthy 
South America call you? Unusual oppor
tunities for young men. American em
ployers. Fare and expenses furnished* 

BIG PAY. Write for Free List*
SOUTH AMERICAN SERVICE BUREAU
14600 Alma Avenue Detroit, Michigan

N O  J O K E  T O  B E  D E A F
—  E VE R Y D E A F P E R S O N  K N O W S  T H A T
I make myself hear, after being deaf for 25 years, with 
these Artificial-Ear Drums. I  wear 
them day and night. They stop 
head noises and ringing ears. They 
are perfectly comfortable. N o one 
sees them. Write me and I  will tell 
you a true story,how I got deaf and 
how I  make you hear. Address Medicated EarbruD 
GEO. P. W AY, Artificial Ear Drum C o . (tnc.O 
39 Hoffman Bldg. Detroit. Mich.

ar ior  zo  years, with

W h e n  you start a serial in the A rgosy-A llsto iy  
you only wait a week to go on with it. S tart one 
this week, and you’ll buy every number u n til it’s  
concluded. O n  sale at all news-stands.

In anticering ang advertieement on thit page it it detirabic that yon mention title magazine.



ADVERTISING SECTION

Only
$400

a
month

C.O.D.

S e n d
f o r
F r e e
S t y le
B o o k

S p ecia l! — N ew est S ty le

All Wool
“Lamskin” Suede

with Mandell Fur
One o f the season’s smartest models at a sur
prisingly low price. Tailored of fine all-wool 
“Lamskin”  suede, a closely woven material like 
broadcloth, but heavier. Large shawl collar and 
generous cuffs of Mandell Fur. Coat displays 
panels and fancy cuttings beautifully tailored 
and ornamented with hand embroidered arrow
heads in silk. Satin lined with our guaranteed 
lining, and fully interlined. Splendidly practical 
for the woman who desires comfort and wear
ing qualities as well as Style. Colors: Grackle Blue or 
Tan. Sizes: 34-36-38-40-12-44. Length about 45  inches. 
Order by No. C-35F. Terms $1 with coupon. Then, if 
satisfied, $4 a month. Total price only $24.90.

M o n th s  
to Pay!

With our easy payment plan you can just as well have 
this lovely coat as not. All you pay is a little each month 
for six months. So little you’ll never miss the money. 
Try it and see. Send only $1.00 deposit now. No risk 
(see coupon). We’ll send you the coat on approval. See, 
in your own home, if it isn’t just the style and the value 
you’re looking for. Then, i f  satisfied, take 6 months to 
pay the special price.

Send Only $1.00 N O W !

Elmer Richards Co., Dept. 9937 
West 35th Street, Chicago

I enclose $1.00. Send me all-wool "Lam skin”  Suede Coat 
No. C-35F. If I am not satisfied I can return it and get my 
money back. If I keep it I will pay $4.00 a month until I have 
paid S24.90 in alL

Size.................... Blue □  Tan □
(Be sura to state size and color wanted)

N am e- —

-. State_______________

In anexcering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention thie magazine.



ADVERTISING SECTION

?  $
FAMOUS DIAMOND AND JEWELRY. CENTER OF T H E W O R ^  T r  f ,
.NEWEST STYLES —  LOWER PRICES! A FULL YEAR T ^ P A J i :

clersfro m';£VSy where come to Maiden Lane to buy: .Save the “ Middleman's”  prohtf Buy DIRECTfrom on eofjth ifo ld S t^n 'd
$ largest biamonrLltnportcrs 5'on the Laoc ’ — And on the’ most liberal credit tcrrasl A FULL YEAR TO PAYItafrAvpid
VtishT  ^ i r  K W l '

with Order— give us a few 
personal facts— age, occu
pation, etc. If possible 
one or two references. RE
L A T IO N S ST R IC T L Y  
CONFIDENTIAL —  NO 
D IRECT IN Q U IR IE S 
MADE. _ We Ship prompt
ly for

30 DAYS TRIAL
If entirely satisfied and 
convinced y ou  ca n n ot 
cqualour valuesanywhcre, 
cash or credit, local or 
mail order, pay small 
amount stated cachmonth. 
Otherwise return selection 
and we cheerfully refund 
deposit. OUR P O L IC Y - 
SATISFACTION GUAR
ANTEED O R * Y O U R  
JHONEY BACK!

No. 87**18 kt. white
gold G e n t 's  ring. 
Richly engraved. Fine 
blue white diamond. 
$ 5 6 . $ 5 .0 0  monthly

No. S i . .18 kt.
whitegold.exquis- 
itelypierced. Kino,, 
blue white dia
mond. 2 Marquis 
emeralds.5 4 7 .5 0  
$ 4 .2 3  monthly.

No  8 4  —  Jeweled ELG IN move
ment, tine -o ld  tilled cuse, chain and 
km ie. Complete in h>nd6oine g ift  

• box.
$ 1 . 1 2  m o n th ly , t f l f t  Q P  

O n ly

No. 8 2 -1 8  kt.white 
gold dinner ring. 3 
hne blue white dia
monds. 4 blue sap* 
phires. $ 4 2 .5 0 .  
5 3 .7 6  monthly.

N o. 83-*18kt.white 
gold beautiful de
sign. Fine blue white 
diamond. S 5 9 .7S . 
$ 3 .5 3  monthly.

N o .
Solid while 

' - " g o ld  wrist watch, 
diamond*. -I oblong 

emeralds, 16 jew el ad
justed guaranteed movement. 

T icrced flexible bracelet.
$ 3 . 5 3  m o n t h l y .

$ 3 9 .7 5

GET THIS CATALOG
before you buy jewelry any
where 1001 Gift Suggestions. 
DIAMONDS, WATCHES JEW
ELRY, SILVERWARE, PER
COLATORS, CLOCKS, CAM

ERAS, etc. Rock 
b ottom  pr.iccs. 
P A Y - A S - Y O U -  
PLEASE! Yourown 
terms (w itbio rea
son). Sent F ? L -fo r  
th : asking.

eST. 1888

\ THE NATIONALLY ADVERTISED 
WARWICK

smashing XMAS Sale price on 'th is 'na 
tionally advertised WARWICK Geot’s 
wrist watch. Jewelled movement, latest 
model white case, complete with mesh 
bracelet. $1.40 monthly,_____

of.balelCo. 2 ® m m

Why Carry Two? 
B A R R E T T  
Pcn-Pcncil

C o m b in a t io n s  H a v e  a  
G o ld  p e n  th a t  is  h a m 
m e r e d  f o r  d u r a b ili ty

The Complete 
Writing Equipmenti 

in One
A void  a 
Bulging  
P o ck e t

Guarantee
We will always 
exchange your old 
BARRETT for a 
new one!

B la c k .... $3.50 
Large Black. . .  .$ 5.50 
Jade, Mahogany,
Blue and Red. . .$ 6.50 
Mother of Pearl..$8.50

M ail ch eck  o r  m oney order

BARRETT Pen-Pencil Co., Inc.
420 Lexington Ave. New York, N. Y.

1 7 0 0 2 2  o3 0 0 0 2 2
V  a r * !  r

I F o r  L I  F  E L

Work for “ Uncle Sara
Steady Position*

Many U. S. G overnm ent 
Jobs open to m en and 
w om en, 18 up.

Mail Coupon

/  FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
/  Dept J-290, Rochester, N.Y.

jF  Rush to  m e, free  in for- 
^  m ation , telling: h ow  1 can 

C r Cet «• U. S. G overnm ent job. 
S! Send 82-pagre b o o k  w ith  sara- 
9 pie coaching: and describing: 

positions now  obtainable.

Today Sure !

G l
*  fk Brand N ew

High Grade Fine Tone
VIOLIN, TENOR BANJO. HAWAIIAN GUITAR/u 
BANJO, CORNET. UKULELE. BANJO UKULELE,

GUITAR OR MANDOLIN 
W e will give you without extra charge when you enroll, any Instru
ment you select and teach you to play It by our NEW copyrighted 
easy to learn homo-study course. Over 500,000 men, women boys 
ana girls have learned to play by our simplified motliod. Cost Is only 
• few cents a day for lessons. No other chhrge. You pay while you 
learn. Instrument and first lessons eenton FREE trial. Write toaajr, 

CHICACO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF MUSIC, INC. 
1 6 3 2  No. Hoisted S t., Dept. Chicago, 111.

M U N S E Y ’ S  M A G A Z IN E
77ie Finest Fiction Available 

at Any Price
On sale at all news-stands. 25c a copy.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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G iving them a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY*alm ost instantly!

____ .  --------- ----~ —— ■ !

W ill You Read It 5 Days FREE— to Prove It 
Can Multiply Your Present Income?

'.F . h / i n l r l  A  K n n L -  B o f t  -11 -----------  '  'A  STRANGE book I A book 
that seems to cast a spell over 

every person who turns its pages!
A  copy of this book was left 

lying on a hotel table for a few 
weeks. Nearly 400 people saw the 
book— read a few pages—and' then 
sent for a copy l

l a  another case a physician 
placed a copy in his waiting-room. 
M ore than 200 patients saw the 
book— read part of it—and then 
ordered, copies for themselves l

Best of all it tells you how to 
accomplish these results instanta
neouslyI

Whence Comes This 
Uncanny Volume?

Forty years ago, Edmund Shaft
esbury, student of the human mind, 
set out to discover the secret of 
Personal Magnetism. He applied 
hlfl discoveries to his friends. Re
sults were astonlshlngl His meth
ods seemed to transform people Into 
entirely new beings! Shaftesbury’s 
fame spread. Great men came to 
him, His students and friends om-

1 ------------ - -  -

Is i t  any wonder that thousands 
o f  men and women say that they 
are overjoyed with the results they 
have received? One enthusiast said 
of this volume, “ Things I have read 
there I would never have dreamed 
o f.”  Another wrote, ” 1 would not 
give up what Shaftesbury has taught mo for $100.OCO!”

In your everyday life—in social 
life—you will find tills book o f Im
mense value. You will learn to fas
cinate people you meet—to attract 
new friends—to gain speedy promotion In business.

Read This B o o k  5 Days Free
Merely m all coupon  below  and th is Te-
nrknhlA rnliim* 1 ’■ ---------  * - *

aerea, jur uicm ycw tsi mm, Hls students and friend*”  ~  --------* ------—
Why are people SO profoundly such names as OladstaE' “ I11 ««Poa below and this re

M m m w mtous to get a copy? 
T h e answer is simple. 
T h e  book reveals to 
them for the first time 
h o w  any one can de
velop  a Magnetic Per
sonality instantly l It 
explains bow to gain 
overnight the personal 
charm that attracts 
countless friends— the 
self-confidence that in
sures quick success in 
a n y  business.

It tells how to draw 
people to you at once, 
irresistibly—how to be 
popular in any society 
— how to overcome al
m ost at once any ti
m id ity  you may have 
- —how to be a magnet 
o f  human attraction, 
w ell-liked wherever 
y o u  go.

Book Tells Ton
H ow  to  develop a  M ag

netic Personality 
H ow  to  use certain  
. O riental Secrets 

H ow  to  gain perfect 
nerve control 

H ow  to  read people’ s 
feelings by watching 
their mouths 

H ow  to  read people’ s 
thoughts by watch
in g  their eyes 

How- to  develop a  m ag
netic eye

H ow  to  m oke your face  
appear 20 years younger 

H ow  to  control others 
by a  glance 

How to use Magnetic 
H ealing

H ow  to end awkward
ness and tim idity 

H ow  to attract the 
opposite sex 

H ow  to  get ahead in  your 
business o r  profession 

H ow  to make your 
subconscious m i n d  
work wonders 

A nd  dozens o f  other 
vital topics

____ ___ u m a i U iu o u n s
Until recently Shaftes 

bury’s teachings have 
been available only to 
people who could pay 
$25 or $50 each for In
struction books. Now, 
h ls . wonderful teachings 
have been collected into 
a single volume, at ~a 
price within the reach o f 
all! And furthermore, 
Shaftesbury has consent
ed to reveal hundreds o f 
new discoveries never 
before put Into print.

,V1> AVI IIGD V-VU1 __ ___  KIVU V.
stirred a n d  inspired In the 5 -day  free pe
riod. return it and it  costa you  nothing. 
Otherwise keep It as your own and remit 
the Special P rice  o f  only S3 In fu ll pay
ment. T his volume was originally  published 
to  6ell at $5— but In order to reach many 
readers— it  Is being offered at. reduced price. 
Y ou  risk nothing— so clip  and m ail this 
coupon NOW . Ralston University Press, 
Dept. 18S-T, M eriden, Conn.

RALSTON U N IV E R S IT Y  P R E S S  
Dept. 188-T. Meriden, Conn.

Name_

A ll  right— I ’ll  b e  the Judga Y o u  m ay 
send me the volume “ Instantaneous! Fer- 

_  tona l M agnetism ”  fo r  5 days F R E E  E X -Stranpe Effect on AM IN A T IO N  Jd my home. W ithin the 5 
O U O I l g C  U I1  days I  w ill cither rem it the special low

n  j  price o f  only $3, in  Hill payment, or returnReaders it  w ithout cost o r  obligation.

Readers o f this book 
quickly become masters 
o f a singular power to 
Influence men and wom
en around them. Not 
by force—not by loud 
argument. But rather by 
some subtle, insinuating 
power that sways men’s 
emotions. They are able 
to play on people’s feel
ings just as a skilled 
violinist plays upon a violin.

Address.____________________ ____

City.___________ State____ _______
Special cash price I ? .  00 I f  payment a c 

com panies coupon. This saves heavy b ook
keeping and clerica l expense. M oney re 
funded If dissatisfied and book is  returned 
within five days.

In antwerinff thU atvertiim ent U U <Mrat,U that you mention thU m*ffu(„



a d v e r t i s i n g  s e c t i o n

Ki nq ofthe H iqhway
BR E E Z E  over roads or trails on 

a new "45 Twin”  —  feel the 
smooth, quiet power of this latest 
Harley-Davidson!
Here is motorcycling at its b e s t -  
lightning pick-up, wonderful bal* 
ance, and speed enough to pass 
any mile-a-minute car!
And the *'45”  is so easy to r id e -  
due to its low, graceful design, 
perfect balance, and handy con* 
trols. Your dealer will teach you 
to ride— free— in a few minutes. 
And then what sport you’ll have! 
Running cost is practically nothing 
—  and the "4 5 ”  shown above is 
priced at only $290, f. o. b. factory.

Ask your dealer about his 
Pay-As-You-Rtde Plan. Mail 
the coupon fo r  literature.

H a r l e y  - D a v id s o n  M o t o r  Co.
Dept, A. F. Milwaukee, Wit,

Ha rley-Davidson
T ^ o to v y iy c L e s

r(---------------------------------------
I HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO.
I Department A. F., Milwaukee, Wis.
* Interested in the new ‘ ‘47 Twin”, Send literature.
I

1

Address.

BIG RED U CTIO N S
on U. 9 .. Goodrich, Goodyear. 
Firestone. Flak. Kelly anil 
other tires only alightly used — 
duo to owners changing to linl- 
loona. Thousands of satisfied 
customers report tremendous 
mileage.

Send Only S I .00
deposit for each tire wanted 
— balance (1 .0 .1) Slate wheth
er clincher or siruignt side. 
You run absolutely no risk In 
buying from us. If for ony 
reason thu tires nn> nut satis
factory upon delivery, return 
them to us for refund.

ORDER NOW  
AM ERICAN TIRE CO.

I 3 2 0  So. M ichigan Blvd. 
Dept. 7 4 0 -P ,  

C h icago, Illinois.

3 0 * 3  # 2 . 2 8  S I . 0 0
3 0 * 3 1 - 2  2 . 2 8  1 . 1 8
3 2 * 3 1 - 2  2 . 7 8  1 . 1 8
3 1 * 4  3 . 0 0  1 . 2 0
3 2 * 4  3 . 0 0  1 . 2 8
3 3 * 4  3 . 0 0  1 . 3 8
3 4 * 4  3 . 0 0  1 . 3 8
3 2 * 4 1 - 2  3 . 2 8  1 . 7 8
3 3 * 4 1 - 2  3 . 2 8  1 . 8 8
3 4 * 4 1 - 2  3 . 6 0  1 . 8 8
3 6 * 4 1 - 2  3 . 6 0  1 . 8 8
3 0 * 4 1 - 2  3 . 6 0  1 . 8 8
3 0 * 6  4 . 0 0  2 . 0 0
3 3 * 6  4 . 0 0  2 . 0 0
3 6 * 6  4 . 0 0  2 . 0 0
Slightly Used Balloon Tires 

SIZE  T IR E S  TU BES  
2 0 * 4 . 4 0  # 2 . 7 6  # 1 . 2 8
3 0 * 6 . 2 6  3 . 2 6  1 . 8 6
3 0 * 6 . 7 7  3 . 2 6  1 - 7 5
3 1 * 5 . 2 6  3 . 2 6  1 . 7 8
3 3 . 0 . 0 0  3 . 6 0  1 . 8 8
3 2 * 6 . 2 0  3 6 0  1 . 8 8
O.her Balloon Site [Ires, #3 .so

DoYouPlayaUke?
UKE” players, the 

R e g a l  Octofooe 
is made for you. This 
new , uniquely shaped 
instrument has the deep 
m ellow  tone of (he 

Spanish Guitar, and can 
be tuned and played jmt 
the i&me as a " uUe" \ 

Nothing new to learn—no 
lessons. The same chords 
on a brand newinstrument.

Can BeTuned Like 8 Dif
ferent Instruments

Jly niero changes In tuning the 
Oetofoue can be tuned and played 
Hki* 8 different Instruments—tho 
"uho,”  tenor guitar. tenor banjo, 
mandolin, mondola and other la- 
biruinents played with a pick. 
FREE booklet of Instructions ac
companying each Instrument tells 
you how to tune the OCTOFONE 
eight different ways.
Your dealer will be glad to give 
further Information, or write us.

Regal Musical instrument Co.
3211 Grand Avenue, CHICAGO

AGENTS: $14 a Day
Our wonderful new plan will put you 
in the $5,000 class. 350 High quality 
products at low prices. Every one a 
household necessity. All fast sellers.
Big orders in every home. Repeat 
business. Steady income.
N E W  PLAN —BIG PROFITS
We show you new way to build 
permanent business. Dig profits 
from the start. Work spare time 
or full time. No capital or ex
perience required. Free outfit.
Free automobile. Write now.
Am erican Products C o . ,
6 7 5 3  A m erican Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio

In answering any advertisement on fAi# page it is desirable that you mention this magasine.
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NOW!
Deposit

No
C.O.D.

to
Pay

Send fo r  
FREE 

Catalog

Combination 
Raincoat 

and Warm 
Overcoat

Lamb Collar
Dreadnaught Coat

Men! Here is the most practical coat ever 
made, at a bargain price and only $1.00 de
posit! Broad shawl collar of best quality bea- 
verized lamb skin; and warm plaid blanket 
body and sleeve lining. Outer fabric is water
proof cloth with a coating o f rubber between 

making coat absolutely stormproof. Smart stylish 
double breasted belted style with two large patch 
pockets with flaps and two muff pockets. Length, 
44 inches. Brown only. Sizes, 34 to 46.

O rd er  b y  N o . M -1 F . T erm s  $ 1 . 0 0  w ith  th e  c o u 
p o n t t h e n $ 1 . 7 0 a  m o n th . T o t a l p r i c e o n l y $ 1 0 .9 5 .

Months 
to  Pay!

Why pay cash when we offer you this big bargain on such lib
eral terms? Have this serviceable combination coat and never 
miss the money! Because you send only a little each month, so 
little you can easily save it out o f your everyday expense and 
not notice it. Six months to pay our bargain price! Send ODly 
$1.00 deposit now and when you get the coat you'll say it’s the 
greatest garment you ever saw. Judge thebigvalue for yourself. 
Then if perfectly satisfied take six months to pay for it I No risk 
(see coupon). Send only $1.00 deposit now while this offer lasts.

S en d  O n ly $1 D ep o s it w ith  
C ou pon  N o w !

Elmer Richards Co.
Dept. 8837, W. 35th St., Chicago
I  enclose $1.00. Send Dreadnaught Coat No. M-1F. If I am 
not perfectly satisfied I may return it and get my money 
back. Otherwise I will pay $1.70 a month until I have 
paid $10.95 in all.
Chest Size
(over vest) .............. Height___________ W eight----------------

(Be sure to fill out above measurements)

Name__

Address

Post Office.__ State

In answering this advertisement it it desirable that you mention this magazine.
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A  P O S T  CARD
B R IN G S  IT  T O  Y O U

saL» 2 » 5 0
M A I L E D  D I R E C T  F R O M  M Y  F A C T O R Y

T DON’T want you to order a quantity of cigurs until you try 
■*■ my complete line consisting of 7 brands put up as illustrated 
above. If after a fair trial you feel that you did not receive at 
least “  DOUBLE VALUE”  I’ ll return your money in full. 
U O W  I do it. 1 import my own tobacco and maintain the 
*■■*■ largest cigar factory selling for cash, eliminating book
keeping, bad debts, etc., and sell my entire output direct to 
the consumer. All transportation charges prepaid.
T CANNOT afford to sell more than one trial Sample case to a 

person at this price. Mail Check Or Bay The Postman.

JAM ES B.HALL JR
1 7 0 - I 7 8  E.127ffiST.N.Y.

O n ly  4  M o t io n s  used in playing this fascinating instru
ment. Our native Hawaiian instructors teach'you to 
master them quickly. Pictures show how. Every^ 
thing explained clearly.

E a sy  L e s s o n s
Even if you don’ t know 
one note from another, 
the 62 printed lessons 
and clear pictures make 
it easy to learn quickly.
Pay ns you play. 

when you enroll
v l  ▼ J L n  —a s w e e t  ton ed  

H A W A I I A N  G U I T A R ,  C a r r y in g  C a s e  a n d
P la y in g  O u tfit—

P la y  in  H a lf H ou r
After you get the four 
easy motions you play 
harmonious chords with 
very little practice. No 
previous musical knowl
edge needed.

r

WRITE AT ONCE for at tractive offer 
and easy terms. You have everything 
to gain. A poaicnrd will do. ACT! V a lu e  $ 1 8  t o  8xo

N o exlraa-cvervlhinp included

1 Tenor Banjo, Violin. Tiple, Tenor Guitar, Ukulele. 
Banjo ukulele. Under well known instructors.

F I R S T  H A W A IIA N  C O N S E R V A T O R Y  o f  M U S I C . In c . 
9th  F loor, Woolworth Bldg. Dept. 235. New York, N. Y.
A pproved an a Correitpondence School Under the Lawe o f  the Stale o f  

New York — Member National Home Study Count it

Say goodbye to low 
pay. Get into the 
A uto B usin ess, 
where b ig  p a y -  
extra money—rais
es come quick! A 
brilliant future 
awaits you in the 
World’ s Biggest 
Business! Earn '
up to $100 a Week
Send coupon for 
Free Auto BookI 
See how I train you 
light at home in ev
ery branch of auto 
work. Learn how I 
prepare yon, quickly 
ana easily.for the Big 
Jobs.paying up to $100 
a week—and more!
Open Auto Shop

My Free Book telia 
how men make extra 
m oney while training, 
and tden go into baat- 
0889 with no farther 
capital. It’e the Train- ; 
ing that counts, and 
It is complete train
ing that 1 give you.
Aviation Course
a n d  m a n y  other 
valuable features in
cluded free of extra 
ebargeito you NOW. 
i f  y o u  aet quickl 
Also, written money 
back agreement.

Common School
ing All You Need

Men- between 15. 
and 60 with very; 
little education are' 
becoming Garage^ 
Owners, Superin-- 
tendents. Foremen. 
Whether you have',* 
had years of Auto j 
experience, or never-' 
touched a car before, 
eend for this Free 
Book now. I ’ ll show 
you the quick way to 
get in line for real 
success in the Auto 
Business!

Get the Facts!
Learn about my Em
ployment S e rv ic e -  
Consultation Service. 
See bowl help yon get 
the good Jobe. Send 
for this remarkable - 
Free book. Clip cou
pon now!
B . W . C O O K E
Directing Engineer 

Chicago M otor  
Training C o rp . 

Dept. 19-48 
1916 Sunnyside Ave. 

Chicago

B .W . C O O K E
D ir e ct in g  E n g in e e r

Send at 
Also full particulars 

on my part whatever.

Chicago Motor Training Corp. 
Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 19-48Chicago
once,your FREE Book, “ Auto F acts." 
o f ‘ ■Job-Way'’ Training. No obligation.

Address .

Electricity
L earn 'in  Los Angeles. T horoughly practicalI 
course prepares young m en, 18 and over, fori 
technical and executive positions. Unlimited 
opportunities in  California for continuous ad
vancement. 32 instructors. Unexcelled equip
m ent. 23rd successful year. 17,000 active grad
uates. Highest Type Training. Recognized by 
Electrical Industry. N om inal Entrance Require
m ents. E m ploym ent Service during and after 
training. California spending $100,000,000 in 
electrical development. Large, illustrated cata
log sent Free, Postpaid. lu3 G

NATIONAL ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
4004 S. Figueroa, Los Angeles

f o r i e O p c r a t t E J

— -— Ea r n  $ 4 0  To'lOOvrtfK
WB GIVE PRO.TECTOR A N D TEA C11 

YOU AT HOME. Big demand by 
movie and Vaudeville Theatres. FREE 
BOOK also explains opportunities as 

Motion Picture Camera Man, Portrait, News or Commercial 
Photographer or In. your own business. Write for it Now.

N. Y . INSTITUTE OF PHOTOGRAPHY 
10 W. 33rd S t„  N. Y.__________________________________ Dept. 80 _____

Free toMenPast4o
What is prostate gland disorder? Why does it com e to two-thirds 

of all men past middle age? Why does It cause loss / 
of vitality, sciatica, aching feet, back and legs?;
Amazing book, written by a well known American J 
scientist, answers these questions and tells how ;
40,000 men have found relief without drugs, 
surgery, lessons. Simply send name and ad- /  
dress for copy, no obligation. Address the ,

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that iton mention this magazine.
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I Give Yon 
6 Bi$ Outfits 

of Radio Parts

MEN/Here’s
the’dopeyouVe
been looking for

HOW TO GET INTO THE RADIO BUSINESS*

Many Earn
{50 to/2SOaWeek in  W o rk  T h a t  i s  A lm o s t R o m a n c e

I f  y o u ’ro  ea rn in g  a  pen n y  less than $30 a 
w eek , c lip  coupon  n ow  fo r  F R U K  B O O K ! 
N ew  <5-1 p age  book  p ictu res and tells a ll abou t 
th e  R a d io  business, hundreds o f  opportun ities  
—In w ork  that is a lm ost rom an ce! TOT" can  
learn  q u ick ly  am i easily  a t hom e, through m y 
tested , proved  m ethods to  la k e  a d va n ta ge  o f  
th ese  great, op portu n ities ! W h y  g o  a lon g  a t 
$23. $33, or  S-13 a w eek  w hen you  can  p leasan t
ly  an d  in a  short tim e learn h ow  to hold 
the b ig -p ay  Jobs?

C l i p  C o u p o n  f o r  F r e e  B o o k
Don’ t envy the other fellow who's pull ins down the 
big cash! My proven home-study train inn methods 

make it. possible for you ton to 
Kot ready for better jobs, to earn 
enough money so you can enjov 
tko good things of life. One of 
tho most valuable books ever 
written on Radio tells how— 
Interesting facts about this great 
field, and how I can preparo you 
in your spare time at home, to 
step into a big-pay Radio job. 
GET THIS HOOK. SEND COU

PON TODAY.
J. E. SMITH, Pres., 

National Radio Institute, 
Dept.33F4, Washington, D.C.

With them you can build 100 different circuits—learn tho "how”  and 
"why”  of practically every type of Radio set. This kind o f training fits 
you to step into the good jobs—sends you out an experienced Radio expert. 
When you complete, my Employment Department wLll help you get a big 
Radio job like Graduate Edward Stanko, Chief Operator of Station WGR, 
or l'rauk M. Jones, fi‘22 Guadalupe St.. San Angelo. Tox.. builder and 
operator of Station KG FI ami Manager of tho best equipped Radio shop in 
the Southwest, or help you start a Radio business of your own like Richard 
Butler. Hit) No. ]7th St.. 1’ hila., I\i., who made around $500 a month 
compared with a job as mol or in an when ho enrolled.

T h o  F a m o u s  " C o u r s e  T h a t  P a y s  f o r  I t s e l f "
Sparc lime earnings aro easy in Radio almost 

G. W. Page. ISO7 21st Ave. S.. Nashville. Tent 
time while taking this course. A1 Johnson, MOP 
$1,000 in four months, and ho didn’t knnw the 
denser and a transformer when he enrolled. I ’ ll

from tho time you enroll.
.. made $935 in his spare 
Shelby St.. Sandusky, O.. 
difference between a enn- 

you a contract, backed
by N. It. I. pioneer and largest homo-study Radio school in the world, to 
refund every penny o f your money if y<>u are tiot satisfied, upon completing, 
with the lessons and insuactions received. Find out what Radio oilers you. 
MaU coupon—n iG llT  NOW.

HaveTraincd 
Hundreds o f 
Men at Home 
for Biti Radio 

Jobs.
My Book Proves 
I  Can Do the\ 
Same for:
You

ACT NOW~COUPON BRINGS MY

J.E.Smith.
President,

/  National Radio 
Inst.tute,

Dept. 33F4. 
Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr. Smith: 
Without old mat im: 

me in any way. send 
mo your big FREE 

BOOK. "Rich Rewards 
in Radio.”  and all infor

mation aliout yiiur practical 
home-study. Radio Course.

Name.......................... Age

Town.

In answering this advertisement it (j desirablo that you mention this magazine.
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The royal road to breakfast
Here is the jovial w a y to a brisk morn
ing appetite:

Snug and warm  as the bed may be, 
bravely fling off the covers. N o w  pi unge 
into coolish water, to scatter night’s 
cobwebs aw ay. W ith the first splash 
you’re awake. W ith the second splash, 
you salute the day w ith  a smile.

N o w  is the time to plop a cake of 
Ivory Soap into your bathtub sea. Fill 
sponge or cloth w ith  creamy, cleans
ing foam and massage the crinkles aw ay

— or rub the friendly cake soothingly 
on your skin. Either method succeeds 
when you use Ivory. Then, as you slip 
back into the water, Ivory rinses aw ay  
without the waste of a precious morn
ing minute. O f course, Ivory never 
dampens a whistle or halts a song, by  
sending its user groping along the 
bathtub bottom— Ivory floats!

When yo u ’re out of your Ivory tub, 
the breakfast aroma that steals up
wards is the finest perfume in the world 1

P RO CT ER  & G A M B L E

'It floats”kind to everything it touches • 99 4Xoo X  Pure

In answering this advertisement if is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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The Albino Ogre
Horrible and all-powerful, the ghastly shadow o f  Pappas the Pink 

fe ll like a deadly blight over the coral islands, transforming ' 
a tropical paradise into an inferno o f  terror and death

B y  A N T H O N Y  M . R U D

Novelette— Complete
CH APTER I. ground. Its supports— physically speak-

PORT of the  damned. in£‘ ,that, is~ 5are a number o f slanting
royal palms.

ROTUM AH  L A R R Y ’S, on Kunu- A  guest reaches the bamboo and mat
funuka, is a nipa-thatched veranda through a chair lift and pul- 

• “  palace ”  built in apparent in- ley, slung through a sort o f hangman’s 
security, twenty-two feet above the trap. The Melanesian blackboys hitch 

1 A  * I
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.ropes around one o f the more slanted, 
trunks, and run up barefoot, agile as 
monkeys.

Up atop the tallest o f the palms is a 
kind o f crow’s nest. One o f the coffee
skinned sons o f Rotumah-Larry is up 
there day and night, using either the 
Zeiss prism night-binoculars, or the 
green painted Soderberg telescope 
which looks like a camouflaged three- 
pound fieldpiece.

From either o f  the two possible ap
proaches to Kunufunuka the tree hut 
cannot be seen. Any .object —  from 
the dorsal fin o f  a gray nurse shark to 
the tracing o f a British-French Com
mission cruiser— can be detected miles 
away. Because o f coral reefs and 
treacherous shoals, no vessel larger 
than a flying proa or an outboard-mo
tored canoe ever tries to come in after 
sundown.

And there are always enough grim
faced white men, Malays, and savage 
Melanesians, to repel a whole fleet o f 
proas. Twice it had been done.

Rotumah Larry’s was —  still is, as 
far as I know— one o f the eight or a 
dozen places in the South Seas where 
every white guest is guilty o f a major 
crime—or, at least accused o f one.

I was wanted for what the State 
cops called murder, back in Aurora, 
Illinois, U. S. A.

It was at Rotumah Larry’s that I 
encountered Denmark. Queer name. 
Denmark Ordway Treleaven was his 
full name, though I didn’t get to find 
that out for awhile. Those who knew 
him before I did— who knew him well, 
I mean— called him D. O. T. “  Dotl”

There probably is no more metro
politan place to drink than Rotumah 
Larry’ s. Larry is a traveled man—  
and a wise devil, if  there ever was one. 
T o  occupy one o f  his hideous bunga
lows back in the jungle o f Kunufunuka 
— with a blackboy attendant and good 
tropical meals served —  a guest pays 
forty crowns a month in advance. T o  
drink on the bamboo veranda costs a 
great deal more.

, So, within twenty-two feet o f Ro
tumah Larry’s ice machine, and nearer 
than that to his munificent bar, that I ' 
told my story o f  what had happened 
on the Gilbert Islands. Cannibals. 
Tw o matched pink pearls suited for 
the ear pendants o f a maharajah’s fa
vorite. A  thrilling escape in a lateen- 
sail canoe lacking an outrigger. A  
heavy sea. A  swim ashore, holding to 
the overturned canoe, in which the gold 
fortunately had been lashed.

Two-thirds o f it all was true; but 
little or none was believed. That was 
why I lived, perhaps. Midnight ding- 
donged from Larry’s big gilt-copper 
ormulu clock. Long unused to any 
kind o f  liquor, I soon fell sound asleep.

Mp v  RIN K  this.”I J  Those were the first words I 
heard on awakening —  though 

for what seemed hours I had dreamed 
I was in a combination tidal wave and 
earthquake. A  complete stranger had 
been shaking me. Now he held a cool, 
frosted glass to my lips. I sighed, 
gulped a little o f the slightly acid, fizzy 
liquid, then pried open my eyes.

For a little while I saw nothing 
clearly but the iong, silvered glass. I 
drank —  this time slowly and surely.

From the taste I was certain this was 
just what I needed. But I knew al
most nothing about any sort o f medi
cine or beverage except medicinal 
brandy, which I hated. Now I remem
bered with a shudder that always 
henceforth I should hate swizzles.

“  W-what i s ’t?”  I managed to ar
ticulate. “  Damn’ good. What— ”

“  Ice-cooled tomato juice in a frost
ed glass. Like it, brother ?”  The reso
nant voice sounded tolerant, amused.

I groaned, tried to sit up— but fell 
back. “  Great stuff!”  I managed .to 
articulate. “  Wish to hell I ’d been 
guzzling that, ’stead o f— ”

I broke off, focussing vision upon 
my unknown friend. “  Huh —  you 
weren’t one o f  Ijie crowd ?”  I made it 
a query. I wasn’t at all sure. A nd
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impertinent questions asked o f men 
who see fit to hide themselves south o f 
Zero latitude, are' distinctly out o f 
order.

“  Oh, yes— there is nowhere else to 
go.. I f  I had chosen I could have told 
just where your placer was located—  
eighteen miles up the Rakahanga 
River, eh? And you cached the nug
gets under the roots o f  that bread
fruit—

"  Hold .up!”
He raised one hand wamingly as I 

jerked to a sitting position, fumbling 
for the shoulder holster still reassur
ingly weighted under my left arm. This 
was clairvoyance— or something far 
more sinister. Had I told all this in a 
drunken delirium? I gazed belliger
ently, suspiciously at my supposed 
good Samaritan.

“  Besides,”  he went on calmly, “  I 
took the precaution o f removing the 
cartridges from your Colt. Please don't 
mind that. Not now— or later when I 
tell you something even harder on 
jumpy nerves. Gold is the last and 
least o f  my worries. At Suva, Apia, 
and Sydney I have substantial banking 
connections— and what need has a man 
o f  much money, anyway?

“  The last time the Rakahanga River 
was worked for gold, four Gilolo 
Dutchmen built a sluice. Their heads 
are on poles in front o f some Papuan 
chieftain’s inspara now, I suppose. I 
arrived too late with my warning.”

"  But who are you?”  I cried, sitting 
bolt upright and swinging my bare feet 
to  the matted floor. My senses were 
clearing. Realizing that I was in the 
power o f this stranger, at least for the 
time being, I scrutinized him with a 
puzzled glare I should have made an 
X-ray, had I been able. His gray eyes 
smiled back at me, but without ridicule.

NO, I had never seen him, to the 
best o f my knowledge. There, 
tilting back against the flexible 

bamboo wall which gave several inches 
beneath the solid pressure from the

chair back, was a man considerably 
taller than myself— almost six feet, or 
possibly an inch more. He wore the 
lightest o f native-manufactured bark 
sandals on feet no larger than size nine. 
Small for a big man— and he certainly 
looked big!

For clothes he wore a two-piece ath
letic suit, the trousers o f sateen, black 
and gray striped vertically. The shirt 
seemed to be o f cotton; and on the 
front o f it a large block letter, a green 
D, still showed faintly after many 
launderings. What that signified I 
could not guess.

He was lean, yet there was a smooth
ness o f sinewy curve to his forearms, 
biceps, and hairy legs Which told me 
all I wanted to know. Show me a big, 
bunched-muscled gorilla in the other 
corner o f the ring from me:—and I'll 
cut him to ribbons, probably knock him 
kicking in two-three rounds. But these 
resilient, easy-moving jiggers, with 
muscles that scarcely ripple their skin—

I watch them! One o f them, a plain 
palooka, dusted me for the count once, 
down at East Chicago.

“  My name is Treleaven— Denmark 
Ordway Treleaven. Get up now and 
wash. I ’ll tell you a bit more as we 
are getting ready for tiffin, Spark.”  His 
tone was casual, yet my eyes popped 
wide with sudden terror.

Electrified, with my stomach per
forming a nauseating turn and icy 
chills skittering across my shoulders, I 
sprang erect.

He had called me by name— and that 
was a name I thought buried with my 
five-ouncers in Jim Mullen’s resin 
arena, eight thousand miles ago!

CH APTER II,
CARDS ON THE TABLE.

r‘ was a tribute to the arresting, mag
netic qualities o f those cool, half- 
amused gray eyes, that I did not 

spring upon Treleaven that second, and 
attempt to batter the truth out o f him.
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Certainly I did not fear him, did not 
doubt my ability to punch him to a 
bloody pulp in something less than a 
minute.

Yet I stood there, gawping like an 
idiot, my hands clenching and unclench
ing. He was obviously unarmed. He 
dared to call me— a wanted man— by 
name! Here in a jungle bungalow on 
Kunufunuka, refuge of the damned!

“  Easy does it, Spark Starke,”  he 
went on, unperturbed, using my ring 
nickname and my real patronymic. “  Go 
on and wash some of that sweat off 
your face. You look like the bottom 
of a bird cage! By and by we’ll take 
a dip in the lagoon, and you can get 
fresh linen.”

“  Damn you !”  I said, my voice 
hoarser than even years of those ac
cursed swizzles ever could have made it. 
“  I'm not using that name. H ow  did 
you come to know it?” -

“  I know a variety o f things— ev
erything except the one fact which 
might make a happy man, it seems.” 
He smiled, but there was a veil of chill 
weariness which crept up over his 
cheekbones, making him appear ten 
years older than the twenty-eight at 
which I had unconsciously appraised 
him.

“  Do what I say right now, Spark. 
You are in no danger. If I had been 
looking for the thousand-dollar re
ward, I could have cashed in on you at 
any time during the past weeks.

“ You don’t believe that? No, of 
course you’d find it hard to swallow in 
one lump; but up there on the shelf 
is your chamber cartridge, and the three 
automatic clips. You have your gun. 
Load up and welcome: you are getting 
sober now. But for the love of some 
dago woman, get that muck off your 
face!”

It was impossible not to believe him, 
and be impressed .to the point o f obedi
ence.

I washed, used a razor, brush and 
soap, and then drank all that re
mained of the tomato juice and pint of

Vichy. Except for my damp under
clothing and soiled whites, I was my
self again.

Apparently he did not think so, for 
he took a suit o f Kobe-made pongee, 
folded it over his arm, and led me to 
the hut in the jungle I had been occu
pying. Thence we went to a strip of 
dazzling white beach, where the water 
was still, and we swam for half an 
hour.

I am pretty fair with the old-fash
ioned trudgeon; but I was treated to a 
smooth exhibition o f the crawl— the 
same stroke Perry McGillivray ex
emplified— it was rather new then— 
when he beat me and a few score others 
by a couple o f city blocks through the 
murky-waters of the Chicago River.

In a measure I was getting to respect 
and really like Treleaven; he seemed 
like the nearest approach to a genuine 
jigger I had met in about two years. 
But I had not learned even a tenth of 
the real man as yet.

WE came out on the sands. He 
walked away, picked up some
thing from a clump o f mimosa, 

and came back. It was a cardboard 
box, somewhat battered yet with its 
outlines and seals intact. On the top—• 
he grinned as he showed it to me— was 
the legend:

A. G. SPALDING & BROS.
New York

A  set o f boxing gloves, or I was a 
Chinaman!

They were “  pillows ”— ten-ouncers, 
such as are used in training camps— 
but I damned near wept over them. I 
laced mine on, using my teeth on the 
left glove, after helping Treleaven first. 
Then I kicked off my sandals and 
capered on the hot sands, ducking, 
shadow boxing.

This big fellow wanted to see my 
stuff? Okay I I was happier than I 
had been in two years. I wouldn’t hurt 
him; but in a whole lot o f ways Spark 
Starke was himself again!
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O f course I Ticked him in the two 
rounds we scrapped, for there is a long, 
long distance between a really good 
light-heavy amateur and even a medi
ocre lightweight professional.

There always is. A fter my prelim 
days I had been up against a flash from 
Rockford called Sammy Mandell, both 
o f os just kids then. W e turned in at 
120 ringside. Then there was Frank
lin Schaefer, 129— the gamest come
back man I  ever met, Mike Dundee—  
137-

A fter that I  was training, looking 
for a big time chance with Tex Rick
ard, perhaps against the king o f them 
aQ, -Benny Leonard. I didn’t really 
imagine I could lick Leonard— nobody 
ever had— hut I'd seen him in action, 
and coveted the chance to try.

Now on the sands o f Kunufunuka, 
with a pair o f pillows on my fists, I 
had my first set-to with a man vastly 
heavier than myself. O f course I was 
no longer a lightweight. I would have 
scaled in close to one hundred and fifty, 
and I had slowed up in proportion. I 
soon found out that fact.

Perhaps-it may sound fishy, but for 
a full minute I was unable to hit 
Treleaven. H e had it on me in reach; 
but that should not have mattered^

Scrapping with sheer joy, going 
through all that Jimmy DeForest, Tip 
O ’Neill and my own ring experiences 
had taught, however, I finally discov
ered his weak spot. Every boxer has 
one. He couldn't hit anything but my 
gloves or shoulders, o f course, but for 
a time he successfully baffled me with 
his guard.

Then I feinted him silly, and 
slammed in a right uppercut to his 
breastbone. It was a hard punch, and 
he gasped, backing away.

I stopped there, grinning. “ FI1 
finish you next round,”  I promised 
cheerfully. “  Take a minute o f  rest. 
You're a very good -man with your 
mitts. W hy don't you go in for the 
big purses?”

It was staccato talk— for even my

wind was none too good after that 
hectic round. I was getting to like this 
big man, however. With proper train
ing he might have been a great match 
against Paul Berienbach, for instance.

The next round I slammed him plen
ty, and took a couple o f good punches 
myself. Then I eased up some, just 
touching two or three to his belly to 
let him know I'd found his mark.

“ • T H A T ’ S enough? You're still 
good,”  he puffed, backing away. 
“  When I saw you knocked 

kicking by Bat Lawrence down at East 
Chicago— ”

I caught breath in a gasp. “ Good 
Lord, were you there?”  That had been 
the only time I had been knocked out 
And I was ashamed o f  it.

“  Yes.”  He grinned over his boxing 
gloves, as he worked on the knots with 
his teeth. “ You looked bad that night 
I thought I could lick you easily. O f 
course I was counting on my weight 
and height to give me an advantage. 
But I was wrong.”  ■

“  Not very much wrong, Mr. Tre
leaven," I  told him soberly. “  In about 
twenty minutes I can teach you how to 
guard your belly. Then— well, it’s 
mostly footwork. I can teach that, 
too.”

“  Are yon a good shot with a pis
tol ?”  he asked unexpectedly.

“  No— rotten. I  can’t hit a door 
from twenty feet away.”  -■*■

Treleaven smiled. “ I can hit the 
keyhole every time,”  he stated evenly. 
“ I’ll show you; and 1*11 trade. You 
teach me, and FU teach you. Is it a 
go?”

I  assented, but my expression must 
have asked much, for he grinned and 
motioned toward the pile o f  clean 
clothes I had brought

“  Time for a pick-me-up and tiffin 
at Larry's,”  he chuckled. “ This is 
Friday. It ’ ll be trepang chowder, 
steamed clams, baked fish with bacon 
strips. Wonder how Larry excuses the 
bacon? He’s a devout Catholic— when
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nothing else interferes. But I rather 
like the old scoundrel.”

At Larry’s, Treleaven leaned across 
the table, speaking in low tones:

“  First o f  all, Spark, I want to tell 
you the most important thing— to you, 
at any rate. You’re free!

“  Some friends o f yours seem to 
have been in strong with the Gover
nor and the other powers that be. The 
indictment hanging over you has been 
nolle prossed, and the reward with
drawn.

“  The reason why things looked so 
bad for you was because back then, 
in 1922, boxing was tolerated, but still 
illegal, in Illinois. The hard-shell 
cranks simply doted on the chance to 
press a murder charge; but now all that 
is changed. Illinois has legalized box
ing. They are going to put on a heavy
weight championship bout down in a 
new arena they've built on the lake 
front.

“  O f course, you were not guilty o f 
murder, and it was foolish o f you to 
run. The Cuba Cub did die; but it was 
from cracking his head on the floor, 
not from your punch. The indictment 
has been quashed now, as I said.

“  All right, boy, are you going back’ 
— or could I interest you in something 
here ? I— I need a man like you.”  

Treleaven composedly returned to 
his soup, grinding into it enough black 
pepper to make even a Mexican sneeze.

My thoughts spiraled into a tumult. 
I was free! I  could go back to the 
W indy City, run a little flivver up 
Michigan Avenue— even sass a traffic 
cop if I felt that reckless! I could look 
up a couple o f girls I'd  known out in 
Oak Park and Austin—

But there I grimaced. T w o years 
was a long stretch. Cedle Horton had 
made it pretty plain, too, that she never 
had considered the “  manly art o f  
modified murder”  as any sort o f  pro
fession for a husband.

Doubtless she had corraled a broker 
by now— some decent, housebroken 
chap with a suite o f offices in the W eb

ster Building and a couple o f  Cadillac 
sedans.

I W A S  terrifically excited at first, 
and hurled all sorts o f  hectic ques
tions at Treleaven; but then I 

calmed down. My new friend made it 
plain indeed that there was no reason 
why I should not do exactly what I 
had dreamed o f  doing ever since the 
first week o f my exile. But the funny 
part was that now I did not seem to 
care.

Some- time I should go back, o f 
course, but why hurry? I had a small 
stake. I f  I returned to the ring I’d 
have to fight as a welter or a middle
weight now— and in these higher- 
weight divisions I would be unknown; 
just a ham-and-beaner.

In a year or so, unless things broke 
really, yell, I’d be out on a bench in 
Garfield Park, unshaved, panhandling, 
talking to myself.

“  Tell me just why you've taken all 
this bother,”  I asked. "  What good 
can I be to you?”

Treleaven looked me squarely in the 
eyes, but he took a long time about an
swering.

“  To-morrow morning I am leaving 
here,”  he said slowly, as if  weighing 
every syllable, “  and I need a man I 
can trust— one who is not afraid to 
fight against any sort o f  odds. You 
are that man, I believe. I  have looked 
you up— damn near wore out the Suva 
cable asking questions o f  America. L  
am sure o f you, if  once you give me 
your word.

“  O f course you are an impulsive 
cuss, and might make a promise with
out knowing what you faced. But that 
isn’t my way o f  doing business with 
friends. Did yqu ever hear o f  a se
cret agent— back in war days— called 
D. O. T .?”

I straightened a little. O f course 
my information, gleaned secondhand 
and late, had been naught save old*tales 
told as mysteries, yams passed from 
lip to lip among the islanders, growing
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to  mythical proportions as they passed. 
I  nodded, waiting breathless.

■" I was that agent Denmark Ord- 
way Treleaven. D , O . T, No. m 3 . 
See here."

He lifted the edge o f  his tan leather 
belt, exposing a small brass {date fas
tened to its underside. The plate 
showed the figures 1 i t  3, nothing more.

“  All you’d have to do would be to 
repeat before last night’s gang just 
what I've told you,’ ’ he said grimly, 
“  and I probably wouldn't see to
morrow's sun rise. That’s the kind o f  
a  bond I ’m offering. Do you feel you 
■can accept ?”

1 started to my feet, grinning hap
pily. This was just duck soup for me.

“  Cracked dow n!”  I told him.
But the instant my palm touched his 

there came a strange, ear-splitting 
sound— one I knew only too well, from 
days in France. A  machine gun* I saw 
parts o f  the nipa roof, thatch on the far 
side o f  the ceiling jiggle and waver, 
perforated—

And at that instant I grabbed a tight
er hold o f  the hand o f my new com
rade and yanked him fiat beside me on 
the floor. H e understood. He yanked 
out a gun; but for a moment at least 
there was no chance to use it. The 
machine gun was doing all the'arguing 
just then.

N ot hurrying, especially, it dropped 
a  yard and sewed a seam through the 
bamboo walls at the height o f  a man’s 
waist Then it dropped six more inches 
and buzzed back. The lead slugscame 
through like angry hornets. Pieces o f  
bamboo showered around us. W e lay 
d^ggo.

“  One o f  the gentlemen—knows
inn 11

Bang-ban g-bang-bang!
Treleaven had sighted something 

through the disintegrating wall, and 
had fired four times, faster than a sin
gle word takes to speak.

The machine gun stopped, stuttered 
once, then stopped for good.
. "  -Got them 1”  cried Treleaven with

grim exultation. “  Now, come on Ibis 
way. W e’ll get out in the brush just 
to make sure. They’ve got plenty o f 
mm, and the guts for  murder, as you 
have seen.”

CH APTER III.
THREE dead men.

OF course, the whole Malay gang 
from Larry’s came on the run—  
and, dropping out o f the hidden 

bungalows, furtive white men sought 
cover, each waiting for this unexpected 
menace to make itself known. Even 
at high noon, there can be nothing 
much more disquieting to men with 
guilty consciences, thati the rattle o f  
a “  typewriter.”

The boom of a sixteen-inch gun 
from a British warship, you say? 
Well, no. A  machine gun somehow is 
personal; it may be looking for you 
in particular, not just blowing sky high 
some half acre o f  jungle brush.

The pagan war was over, though. 
There, partly covered by the half shell 
o f  a giant dam he had used as a chop
ping bowl in his domestic duties, lay 
Ahkala, my Melanesian blackboy serv
ant. A bone handled kris had been 
driven between his shoulder blades.

Over in the brush twenty feet from 
the bungalow, lay two other men—  
one a squat-browed, stubble-bearded 
sailor, by the look o f  him, and the 
second a patrician-featured Eurasian 
youth with skin the color o f  chocolate 
malted milk. On the ground beside 
them was that devilish, efficient weapon 
— a sort o f overgrown automatic pis
tol— a Thompson submachine gun.

The sailor was stone dead. The Eu
rasian was grinning, in ghastly fashion, 
and muttering in some tongue, prob
ably Chinese He spat out an epithet 
at the first o f  the Malay guard to reach 
him.

The big native wasted not a second. 
His kris swung once— which was too 
bad, the way \ saw i t  '  Tongatabu
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Charley— as he had been called— might 
possibly have been made to talk; and 
when somebody starts in to spray bul
lets at me, I like to know what it’s all 
about.

“  As an assassination it was a 
damned poor attempt,”  said Denmark 
coldly, when Rotumah Larry, excited 
and babbling questions, came waddling 
up on his bandy legs. “  They killed 
the blackboy-and tried for us. Only 
because you can’t teach a Chink or a 
half-caste to hold down on a target, 
we escaped— and got both o f them.”  

“ But— but— ” bubbled Rotumah 
Larry, his chubby face fairly apoplectic 
at this menace to his extremely profit
able hostelry. “  What the hell’s going 
on? Who are ye, mister? Why— ”  

Denmark held up one hand. A  chill 
curved the corners o f his mouth. “  Just 
a personal matter. You may assure all 
your guests that they are in no danger.

“  Mr. Jones and I ” — Jones had been 
the alias I had used on Kunufunuka—  
“  had planned to leave to-morrow 
morning anyway. Now, if perhaps we 
could take a flying proa and a pair o f 
blackboys, we could get out about sun
down to-night. D ’you think you could 
arrange supplies and water, and have 
our baggage taken down?”

Rotumah Larry certainly could. 
Happenings o f this sort were ruinous 
to his business, and he positively sighed 
with relief at the prospect o f shipping 
us away immediately. He did not even 
haggle over the price Denmark sug
gested for the rent o f< the proa and 
purchase o f the supplies. At that, o f 
course,Xarry was getting nearly forty 
crowns apiece from us— money paid 
in advance and never commuted in case 
a visitor found it advisable to depart 
in a hurry.

WE went out through the coral 
breakwater with the ebb tide 
that evening. Two surly black- 

boys o f characteristic Papuan ugliness, 
squatted beside the bamboo outriggers, 
naked save for breechclouts.

As the first breeze from behind the 
headland o f Kunufunuka bellied out 
our brown, patched lateen sail, heeling 
us over and fairly lifting us through 
the light, choppy waves, all four o f  us 
shifted to port. These craft owned by 
Rotumah Larry were the lightest and 
swiftest flying-proas in the islands, 
craft able, in a favoring wind, to show 
heels to anything short o f a destroyer. 
They were necessary to Larry, and 
therefore not for sale.

North by east. Over toward the 
sunset were the blue mounds o f Kailolo 
and Makeete, dots o f guano island long 
since gutted of their smelly treasure 
by “  typical tropical tramp ”  skippers. 
Ahead was somber blue water— and 
what more I could not guess.

There would be a fight against odds, 
my companion had promised. But who 
was it we sought? W ho had been so 
anxious to stop our search at its incep
tion, as to take that foolish chance 
there on Kunufunuka?

Looking back, I could not feel es
pecially frightened. Such an idiotic at
tempt at killing us— when they might 
have used throwing spears during the 
time we had been swimming, and de
fenseless, letting the sharks dispose of 
all evidence— did not sound like genius, 
or even competence. Bpt I soon found 
out that Treleaven did not consider the 
matter a joke in any sense o f the word.

He came back from the bow, exhibit
ing a ready pistol as he passed the two 
blackboys at the outrigger. They only 
looked at him sullenly, making no 
move.
. “  Getting so I suspect every one in 
the world,”  he commented grimly. 
“  Everybody but you. They’ve got a 
big lead on me in this dirty business, 
by knowing or suspecting just who I 
am— while I have to blunder along in 
the dark.

“ Sprechen Sie Deutsch?”  He 
nodded significantly at the two Papu
ans who watched us with unconcealed 
hostility.

“  Not even a wenig,”  I grinned.
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“  But I can parley-voo the way the 
mamselles taught me— kind o f  a lovin’ , 
one-sided vocabulary, I suppose— ”

It did suffice, however, as Treleaven 
spoke French well enough so he could 
simplify, And the tale he related fair
ly made my hair stand on end!

Through the Ellice, Gilbert and 
Santa Cruz Islands— possibly much 
further, though nothing more had come 
to light as yet— the life o f a copra 
planter had become the poorest sort o f 
insurance risk.

There were hundreds o f these chaps, 
as I well knew; men who had come to 
the tropics, each with “  a nickel and 
nerve,”  and who had ended up by own
ing a dot o f an island in the South 
Pacific, with perhaps a golden-skinned 
wife from the Marquesas, and living 
like a native prince. Probably the in
comes o f most o f them would not have 
been clothes money for the same num
ber o f Sheridan Road or Fifth Avenue 
gold-diggers; yet many o f them grew 
moderately rich:

Where coconut groves begin to bear 
in seven years, and a man can live 
luxuriously on something like one thou
sand American dollars a year, a steady 
five thousand a year— with maybe a 
lucky pearl or two— does pile up in the 
course o f time.

I had been so anxious to get back 
to America that I hadn’t wanted to 
tie down that way for any sort o f 
money. But I had the acquaintance 
o f lots o f chaps who considered it an 
ideal existence.

TH E reason affairs were not so 
happy right now, and had not 
been for two years at least, was 

revealed by the trend o f Treleaven’s 
discourse.

' “ There is a criminal syndicate at 
work in these seas,”  he stated soberly.
“  You’ve probably heard a few things 
here and there— the unexplained mur
der o f young Charnham on St. Au
gustine? The scapegrace son o f  Lord 
Baldeston, who came out here with a

quarter million pounds— and a ticket o f 
permanent exile from England?”

I shook my head. That chap had 
been over on Viti Levu several years 
before I stole ashore to hide at Wang 
Li’s in Suva, and I had heard a few 
ancient tales o f his profligate career; 
but what had happened to him after
ward I did not know, or particularly 
care. His ways were not mine.

“  Well, there were others,”  said Tre
leaven, carefully using the one-cylinder 
French I could understand. “  Miller 
o f  Futuna. Rice o f Naouti— and poor 
Bill Rice had a wife and three chil
dren. Loren Lee o f Pandora Bank. 
These arid several more simply have 
disappeared.

“  Their homes have been looted and 
burned— with some evidences o f tor
ture. O f course, they kept fairly large 
sums o f money on hand; and Bill Rice 
was known to have in his possession 
at least thirty fair sized pearls. No 
one, except the pirates who did him 
in, can even make a guess at their pres
ent value.

“ Naturally, Spark, you want to 
know where you come in. Well, the 
rewards posted for positive informa
tion concerning what has happened to 
these planters— and, in some cases, for 
the arrest and conviction o f the muri? 
derer or murderers— total now some
thing over eighteen thousand pounds 
sterling. Every cent o f that is yours 
if  you stick with me and we get ’em!”

“  But you ?”  I asked, looking at him 
searchingly. It was strange, partic
ularly on this sort o f an acquaintance; 
but I did not doubt his sincerity in the 
slightest degree. “  Where do you 
come in?”

He was looking down at his Luger 
pistol, absent-mindedly snapping in 
and out the loaded clip. He took a 
long time to answer.

Finally he did look up, and I saw 
the genuine pain in his gray eyes. “  I 
wonder if you could trust me— some?”  
he asked, this time in English. “  I ’ve 
got a greater stake in this than all the
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money in the world! Would you care 
if I didn’t— didn’t tell you what I— I 
just guess— at least, until I know about 
it?”

I nodded. “  About her, you mean,” 
I amended, holding out my right hand.

“ Yes, about her!” he stated, grip
ping my fist with fingers that sent 
electric tingles o f pain to my elbow. 
Then a smile flashed into the edges of 
those gray eyes.

“  I knew there was something wrong 
with you as a boxfighter!”  he declared 
unexpectedly. “ Now I know what it 
is ! It’s the same thing that makes me 
want you as a friend!”

Huh. I ’m still trying to figure that 
out— but I ’ll confess it gave me what 
was almost the biggest thrill o f my life, 
just the same. Treleaven had put into 
words just the very idea I had been 
vaguely struggling with in respect to 
himself!

WE did not go far in the proa. A  
little farther on, Treleaven 
gave orders to shift our course 

and make for Sophia Island. Now, 
this is a trifling seedwart in the Ellice 
Islands— and only a few blacks live 
on it.

I wondered, but said nothing. The 
mackboys obviously did not like it. 
They protested that they had been told 
to take the proa to Rotumah— and I 
got a kick out o f remembering that my 
erstwhile host had hailed from that 
latter-named island.

Treleaven was firm, however. He 
sat now, holding his automatic, giving 
terse directions which were obeyed. 
The waters were silvered with the light 
o f a three-quarters m oon; and even the 
Papuans could understand the grim, 
commanding menace o f that Luger 
pistol.

“  Wait here! I go up alonga house. 
I come back soon,” Treleaven com
manded the blacks, when we ground
ed, and the proa, outriggers lifted, was 
pulled part up the beach.

The blackboys grunted surlily. They

glanced at one another. I was sur
prised when Treleaven took my arm, 
for I suspected one o f us ought to stay 
and guard our provisions and my 
gold.

“  No— just watch. I can afford any
thing but treachery!”  said Treleaven. 
As soon as we were out o f sight o f the 
shore he pulled me down to hands and 
knees. Then the two o f  us hastily 
circled back through the bush, finding 
litttle difficulty in keeping concealed in 
the tangle o f palmetto.

W e witnessed an astonishing thing. 
As soon as they were sure we were out 
o f sight, both o f the blackboys leaped 
out o f the craft we had left in their 
care, and sprinted up across the silvery 
beach. They vanished in the palmetto 
scrub.

I began to understand. - The two 
boys had taken nothing that we could 
see— certainly not my gold, which 
made a good weight for any one to 
carry. And Treleaven half lifted me, 
and hurried me down.

“  Hop in !’’ he commanded, shoving 
off the feather-weight proa. "  Let 
down those outriggers— yeah. Well, 
Spark Starke, we’re stealing the prop
erty o f Mr. Rotumah Larry. That’s 
it, let out the sail.”

At that moment we slipped over the 
light surf, our craft as frivolous and 
unconcerned as the end girl in the 
chorus o f one o f Mr. Ziegfeld’s Follies. 
And about four minutes later a dozen 
or so blackmen burst out from the 
clump o f  leaning palms which hid the 
native houses. They brandished 
spears. They yelled. They threw 
spears, but the missiles fell short.

“ Well, how do you like being a 
popular target?”  Treleaven inquired, 
his cool gray eyes sizing me up for 
what probably was the last time o f our 
entire friendship.

I had to grin. “  I ’ve been some
thing like a target all my life so far,” 
I told him cheerfully, surprised to find 
that I was enjoying myself. "  But 
always before I’ve been able to see my
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opponent, and anyway try to get in 
the first punch!”

C H A PTE R  IV.
LUCKLESS LANDING.

I ASK ED  no questions at all con
cerning our destination. For that 
day and the next it was enough for 

me that I had found a comrade— and 
that, for the first time in over two 
years, I could look all men squarely in 
the eyes; punch them, kiss them—  
rather inconceivable to a jigger o f my 
Irish ancestry— or tell them to go to 
hell.

I grinned at D. O. T.— might as 
well use the initials, for he was known 
everywhere by them. Not in person, 
however! As one insignificant iden
tity or another he went about unques
tioned, or very nearly s o ; and many a 
time I heard him join in the ancient yet 
thrilling anecdotes o f this mysterious 
operative, the man who had upset the 
Tongatabu scuttling conspiracy; who 
had run down the three native mur
derers o f  the British Consul-General, 
and then nailed the man who had em
ployed them.

Other tales. Weird, grotesque—  
some o f  them palpably .unbelievable, 
yet most having sprung from a germ 
o f  truth.

And here was Treleaven at my side 
—D. O. T . ! I grinned widely at the 
swelling on the left o f his mouth, and 
he smiled back. He knew just what I 
was thinking— and it may have been 
his ears got just a trifle redder. I’ve 
never even thought anything about Den 
Treleaven I couldn't have repeated to 
my own mother, bless her soul in 
Heaven.

I was a better handler o f  the proa, 
as I showed him after a little while. 
He didn’t have the instinct o f  the sea; 
I don’t know how to phrase it better 
than that.

Somehow that instinct had come to 
me during two years in the islands.

Though I knew no more navigation 
than a ham-and-beaner knows high 
finance o f  the ring, I think I could have 
taken that fragile proa to Honolulu—  
and made mighty good time! Granted 
good weather, o f course.

Anyway, we used up that day, what 
was left o f  it. W e surged in to a 
beach o f white sand maybe ten times as 
wide as the sand at Wilson Avenue, 
Chicago, where I used to swim.

Beach ? That little island ‘wasn’t 
anything but beach. There were a few 
dozen forlorn looking palms on it ; and 
the whole island was no longer than 
from where the Tribune tower stands 
now in Chicago, down to the Au
ditorium ; no wider than from the Con
gress Hotel over to the Stock Ex
change on La Salle. In other words, 
maybe one mile by one-half, or a trifle 
more each way.

W e camped, ate, and slept— almost 
before the tropical twilight had winked 
out. We were tired; but now we were 
safe for the time being; and I under
stood full well, from what Den had 
told me, that in the future lay many 
nights when even one hour o f sleep 
would rest among the impossible luxu
ries o f  which men dream.

In the morning we were away again, 
luckily dodging a pair o f puff-ball 
squalls which came from the northeast.

“  Not much farther, Spark,”  said 
Den laconically. “  There ahead is Er- 
romango. W e slide through the first 
break in the reef. I ’ll show you— ”

His voice trailed off, and I knew he 
was thinking o f  what he would meet 
on Erromango; but I was unprepared 
for what he did. He stood erect, and 
slipped out a .45 Colt automatic, point
ing its blunt muzzle in the air. One 
shot— a space— two more— a space—  
and then a final report.

HE stood gazing forward with an 
intentness hard to understand, 
since the natives o f this little 

group for most part are apathetic crea
tures o f little warlike ability. Sudden
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ly he muttered an exclamation o f dis
may.

"  Look, Spark!”  he cried in a louder 
tone, snapping in a fresh clip in the au
tomatic.

Back there o f  the fern banks and 
dark green scrub, a slender peeled pole 
rose white against the palms. A  flag
pole ! As I watched, letting go the la
teen sail so the proa’s rush slowed, 
something red fluttered to half-mast 
and hung there. A  second later it caught 
a capful o f breeze from the west. I 
saw it plainly. A  British flag— union 
down! Trouble, in any language!

“  Make it quick, Spark!” urged Den, 
thoroughly aroused. “  This means 
everything to me!”

I nodded, bringing around the proa 
and darting through, the coral break
water and across the stiller lagoon o f 
the atoll, while Den stood ready to lift 
and lash the outriggers. For me thus 
far it was no more than exciting fun; 
but I was to find that a good proportion 
o f my happiness in the world waited, 
going to waste, there beneath the in
verted flag!

Just inside the screen o f banyans, 
tree ferns, and ironwood scrub, whither 
we had scurried after beaching the 
proa, Treleaven made me drop flat and 
crawl. That was not so easy, as I had 
elected the smashing .401 Winchester 
as my chief weapon. Besides that I 
carried a ladylike .32-20 Smith & Wes
son in holster revolver under my left 
arm; but while this small calibered 
weapon had proved itself full well in 
short range personal combat, it wasn’t 
the sort o f gun to train on savages com
ing en masse.

But with six heavy, filled clips ready 
for the short-barreled .401, and a car
tridge in the chamber, I felt like an exe
cutioner, once I attained good cover. 
In this close scrub I should not shoot 
until I saw my man clearly— and then, 
o f  course, it would be a gamble that 
he did not glimpse me first and heave 
a spear.

Den was on the other side o f the

path through the palmetto, both o f us 
on hands and knees, careful to keep the 
muzzles o f our weapons out o f the 
sand, when there sounded ahead a low, 
shuddering groan! -

I froze, but stealing a glance at Den 
I saw him gesture forward to a turn in 
the path. With utmost caution we 
crawled forward. There, half hidden 
by the ferns and palmetto, lay the body 
o f a man— a Chinaman! Hands 
clasped across his abdomen partially 
concealed the awfulness o f his wound, 
the upward disembowelling slash of 
Malay kris.

Den reached him first “  Watch 
around us, Spark!”  he hurled back over 
his shoulder, and then bent low over 
the face o f the dying or dead man.

“  Look at m e! D ’you know me, 
Yang Chung? I am Treleaven. Who 
did this thing? What is wrong here 
on Erromango? W ho did this to 
you ?”

Under the insistent questioning, the 
almond eyes opened to black slits. A  
bubble o f froth came from the pain- 
contorted lips, while recurrent shud
ders twitched the poor chap’s limbs.

The bluing lips moved, though I 
could not catch any sound. Then, 
hurtled from his throat by a final spasm 
o f  agony, came a horrid awesome 
screech—a sound which still echoes in 
nightmares for me!

“ Peeeenk! The P-e-e-e-e-n-k!”
Then a gobbling in his throat, a final 

drumming o f  heels upon the sand, and 
Yang Chung had passed on to his fore
fathers.

DEN threw caution to the winds. 
He arose, face gray beneath the 
layers o f tan, and deep lines cut 

from beside his nostrils to the corners 
o f his mouth. “  This was Jessie’s 
houseboy. Come!”  And he started out 
along the path at a tigerish lope, ready 
automatic swinging horizontally at a 
level with his hip.

Probably our signal, or the dying 
scream o f the Oriental gave the alarm;



THE ALBINO OGRE. 13
for all at once it seemed that the nar
row path was jammed with black men 
— nose-ringed savages daubed in col
ors, naked save for breechclouts.

A  hoarse yell greeted first sight o f 
us, and three shell-tipped spears were 
lifted to hurl.

I  fired hurriedly; but even as I 
■knocked over th£ first man the grim, 
detached thought came to me, “  He is 
already dead.”

With a motion not unlike a man 
pounding his knuckles on an oak panel, 
Den was firing— had got in two shots 
before I could unlimber and aim the 
.401 auto rifle.

But once in action my Winchester was 
as speedy as his Luger. I  hit another 
o f  the black men, and he caromed side- 
wise like a bowling alley ten-pin. An
other who came rushing got the butt 
o f the Winchester full in the teeth.

Then we leaped over the sprawling 
bodies— just in time to see a yellow 
devil, dressed Mandarin fashion in bro
caded satin, leap out o f . concealment, 
a four-foot executioner’s sword held 
with both hands high above his head!

•The blow, aimed at me, never felL 
The muzzle o f my short rifle spouted 
fire. He went over backward, convul
sively throwing the heavy sword.

As bad luck would have it, the weap
on flew toward Treleaven, who saw and 
partially dodged. Shielding his head 
with his shoulder and arm, he got an 
ugly rip through the left armpit, one 
which spouted blood in twin geysers.

“  Good-by, my friend!”  I thought, a 
hard lump coming to my throat. I did 
co t  doubt that this accidental cut had 
severed an important artery.

But seriously wounded or not, Den 
Treleaven was not through as yet 
“  Come on 1”  he yelled. And then— for 
some reason I did not immediately un
derstand— I was hard put to follow him 
in a long sprint through the palm-shad
ed aisles, till we came suddenly upon 
a bamboo stockade— yes, and a gate, 
which opened 1 Den staggered and 
nearly felL

A  red-headed girl stepped out, glanc
ing this way and that— then staring at 
us coldly over the rib o f a double-bar
reled shotgun.

“ Are you Dot Treleaven? Den 
Treleaven?”  she demanded o f me.

“  I ’m the guy,”  said my comrade be
fore I could reply. I was half support
ing him now.

The redhead let us pass. Like a pair 
o f  drunks we stumbled inside the stock
ade ; and the redhead coolly closed and 
barred the narrow bamboo gate.

From then on I must confess that 
everything got misty, as far as I was 
concerned. I remember looking down 
with astonishment, and pulling a kris 
out o f my right thigh. It hurt like the 
devil when I did it, too— though I had 
no recollection o f being stabbed.

I saw the redhead come up, and 
heard her give a little cry and try to 
hold me as I went to the ground. Then 
there was another woman, taller, all in 
white except for a black sash around 
her waist— an angel, perhaps— uh—  
angels ought to be up on the latest 
styles, not ’way behind.

I fainted.

, C H A PTE R  V.
WHITE WOMEN.

FOR a few hours it seemed that Den 
and I only had aggravated the 
trouble already heaped high upon 

the shoulders o f Jessie Seagrue. 
Helped by the redhead, Jessie stanched 
the bleeding from Den’s wound; and 
bound his chest tight with bandages. 
He did not pass out as I had, though 
he had far more reason.

When I drifted back to lightheaded 
consciousness it was to see him, clad 
in ^striped pyjamas, lounging on the 
cushions o f a chaise longue— but with 
a Savage .303 rifle at his side.

Out there, behind the lattice screen 
o f  the veranda, the redhead walked 
slowly back and forth. She still car
ried that double-barreled twelve gauge
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Parker; and I wondered vaguely how 
far it would knock her backward if 
she ever happened to let go both bar
rels at once. She looked so slender 
and little.

Introductions and all that sort o f 
thing did not come in anything like 
proper sequence; affairs on Erromango 
were far too scrambled to allow even 
a brusque bow in the direction o f the 
proprieties. For that reason. I am go
ing to telescope a whole lot which I 
did not learn till afterward.

Jessie Seagrue, the tall, calm-faced 
girl in white, owned this mysteriously 
beset copra plantation. She was a 
beautiful woman, not at all pretty—  
and that is about the only way I can 
express it. Not very young; somewhere 
between twenty-eight and thirty-two, 
perhaps.

She had dark brown hair, piled high 
and thick in a sort o f whorl on the 
back o f her head; dark brown eyes that 
looked as though they had seen so 
much pain and suffering they could 
smile only wistfully; a brown com
plexion —  one almost might have 
thought her Eurasian— which obvious
ly had been given almost no benefit o f 
cosmetics or sunshades; and the most 
marvelously rounded and perfect figure 
I have ever seen on a tall woman.

As to myself, I reverse the usual rule 
o f  undersized men for some unknown 
reason. All my life I. have been at
tracted to girls under five foot five. 
Yet within an hour o f meeting Jessie 
Seagrue I respected and loved her—  
though never in the way Den Trelea- 
ven loved her. I saw her pause a second 
while she was carrying me a lime swiz
zle, and pass her left hand over Den’s 
curly hair.

I know I was supposed to be semi
conscious and in need o f stimulant at 
this time, but I saw that much; and I 
knew just why my comrade had made 
so much haste in landing on Erro
mango.

Therefore, when Jessie, the only 
left-handed woman I ever have known,

held that tall glass to my lips, I held my 
breath an instant at what I saw. On 
the third finger o f her left hand were 
two rings; a flat cut solitaire diamond 
fully three carats in size, set in plati
num, and a chased platinum wedding 
ring!

“  You are married!”  I ejaculated.
Pain came into her eyes, though her 

hand did not waver in the slightest. 
“  Yes, Spark, my friend,”  she an
swered, and her full, resonant tone was 
like some stop I have heard on a big 
church organ in Oak Park.

“  Don’t try to talk just yet. Den
mark has told me about you. He will 
tell you about me. Yes— can you hold 
it? Well, you will be all right soon. 
I wish we could sew up that rip in your 
leg, but I cleansed it thoroughly and 
swabbed it with mercurochrome. It 
will heal.

“  But now—
"  Patsy, come here! I ’ll take that 

scattergun for a little while. I want 
you to meet a chap Den says is the best 
man o f his size in the islands! I f you 
want to, you can hold his hand. He is 
too weak right now to resent i t !”  The 
half tart sort o f introduction proved 
how thoroughly the elder girl under
stood her niece and charge.

SO that is the way I really got to 
know Patricia —- Pat O'Hearn. 
The redhead. Jessie’s niece, an 

orphan girl o f nineteen with a legacy 
o f a couple thousand pounds which she 
had come to Erromango to invest 
under the guidance o f Aunt Jessie Sea- 
grue.

O f course I had glimpsed her once 
before, but then I was reeling and out 
o f my mind because o f the wound and 
the stress o f deadly conflict. I really 
had not focussed any particular atten
tion on her. Just about one fact had 
registered, and that was that her hair 
was red.

Well, so much was correct— still is. 
Red and bobbed. Times I feel poetic 
I call it chestnut, or auburn. And Pat
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likes it. But in the sun it’s as red as 
any sunset you ever watched from Ben
ton Harbor; Irish red!

I’m still trying to tell myself a little 
bit more and more about Pat, so you’ll 
have to excuse me if I don't get this 
first meeting all straight. Pat is like 
no one else in the world— and she was 
even less like ’em just that minute!

On her spiky little French heeled 
slippers —  I don’t know how she got 
around on them, even indoors —  Pat 
stood five feet three inches in height. 
She was regal, even at that, slender 
and beautifully proportioned frpm 
snub nose to slippers. I don’t believe 
she had a bone in her lovely body much 
larger than the left eyewinker o f a 
gnat; and all the rest was electric en
ergy expressed in its most alluring 
form. She—

But I ’m a dub at descriptions. Just 
to the ladies I ’ll say she was wearing a 
skimpy, fluffy little dress o f bright 
blue, a shade lighter than her eyes, and 
rolled stockings o f a color called beige.

She gave over the double-barreled 
shotgun. “  It’s cocked, Jessie,”  she 
said.

Jessie smiled, looked at me search- 
ingly, and left. I glimpsed her through 
the window sometime later, much later, 
walking back and forth. For the next 
few moments I saw only Patricia 
O ’Heam.

"  Kill or cure,”  she said conversa
tionally. “  Spark Starke, I don’t think 
you are bad off one bit. I ’m going to 
have you up on your feet right away!

“  Aunt J essie and I have been wait
ing and hoping for a couple o f men, 
because we’re in a tight fix. Now you 
chaps come— and how! With Mister 
Pink Papa out there with all his nig
gers, d’you think we can let you lie 
around and absorb mercurochrome ? 
Not by a damsite! So this is my first 
step in the cure.”

I give you my honest word, and you 
can believe it or not. She came over 
to  me, sat on the side o f my cot, swift
ly put one o f her soft, strong arms

around my neck, and kissed me full on 
the lips!

Then she went back smiling, just as 
I was reaching up to hold her.

“  Kill or cure, I said!”  she laughed 
— but I saw that color had crept up 
into her cheeks. “  Revive now, Mister 
Starke —  or I ’ll double that dose o f 
medicine!”

On a real inspiration I did my best 
to faint— though that was impossible, 
with my heart suddenly pounding out 
a feverish one-twenty to the minute. 
My eyes rolled back as far as I could 
roll them. I tried to shudder like I 
was dying.

Probably I gave a mighty poor imi
tation, for Pat just drew farther away, 
laughing. “  Now you may hold my 
hand,”  she tantalized. “  I think you 
will recover!”

1 W O U LD  never have forgiven my
self for as much as entertaining a 
notion o f cashing in from that mo

ment forward! There wasn’t a speck 
o f  danger, though. I didn’t even rate 
another dose o f the medicine which 
had given me such a sudden, tremen
dous interest in speedy recovery.

As a matter o f fact Den was much 
worse off than I, weak and pretty near
ly bloodless. My muscle wound healed 
swiftly. Next day I was up, bandaged 
tightly, and able to spell the girls on 
the watch they kept.

Den took a glass o f palm wine ar
rack—  villainous stuff much like the 
white mule o f the States— and insisted 
on resting there on the veranda, a 
ready rifle at his side. His left elbow 
was strapped down to his breast, but 
he had a certain freedord o f movement 
from the elbow down to the fingers.

Den told me what he knew o f the 
situation on the island, the first time 
the girls both slept.

“ I f you see a big, flat-stomached, 
albino Greek anywhere around here, 
knock him down, truss him, cut off his 
nose and ears if you wish— but doift 
kill him!" was his surprising opening.
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“  He is a giant in strength, I under
stand; I ’ve never set eyes on him—  
though I mean to,” grimly. “  He is 
the worst man in the islands, Spark. 
I told you I thought a criminal syndi
cate was operating, killing off planters, 
torturing them for their little hoards 
o f wealth, killing them then? Well, 
from what Jessie says, I think we’ ll 
have to revise that estimate some.

“  This giant Greek has almost white 
hair, she says. His eyes are blood red 
in the sunlight. He has no eyebrows, 
no beard. He wears no clothing from 
the waist upward; but his skin does not 
brown. There is no pigm'entation in 
it. He is pink always, and gets redder 
when he is heated by sun or in combat, 
like a lobster in boiling water.

“  The Pe-e-e-e-n-k!”  I cried, shiver
ing as I mimicked in a shocked voice 
the dying scream of the Chinaman my 
comrade had called Yang Chung.

“  Yes.”
“  And is he here now ? What does 

he want?”  My thoughts flew to that 
sweet, red-haired spitfire who in less 
than twenty hours had enslaved me for 
life— and two or three eternities 
thrown in, if I had my way.

“  I don’t think he’s here,”  said Den 
thoughtfully. “  His men are here, 
though, some o f them. He has taken 
the thirty-odd blackboys who worked 
for Jessie, killing her Scotch foreman

head whom I longed to put my arms 
around and comfort and reassure.

• “  Everything!”  responded Den with 
terrible succinctness. “  Jessie herself 
— her copra plantation— and what does 
the rest matter ?”

“  One redheaded part o f  it matters 
a hell o f a lot to m e!”  I responded fer
vidly. “  I— oh the dickens, Den Tre- 
leaven, I, I— ” My voice trailed off 
in confusion. That was the first time 
in my life I ever had confessed to any 
one that I struggled to understand even 
in myself that mysterious emotion 
called love.

“  Good leather!”  he answered with 
slow, quiet understanding. And he 
did not scoff. “  I ’m very happy to’ve 
met you, Spark Starke— and I think 
some time she will be happy to o !”

I
C H A PTER VI.

'  PAPPAS THE PINK.

DID not get a chance to ask him 
what had been on the tip o f my 
tongue for minutes. W hy should 

I not kill this albino Greek, Pappas, 
who was credited with all these grue
some island tragedies? W hy grant 
him even the space o f a prayer to his 
alien gods?

But I did not get a chance to ask 
Den privately; and before I saw him 

and the only personal servant on whomv. again the world had whirled around 
she had learned to depend— Yang three times and done a backflip from
Chungr- The blackboys probably have 
been taken to Mallikolo or some other 
near island, and sold on contract as 
laborers. There are a lot o f un
scrupulous planters who’d take ’em and 
ask no questions. Plain slave trade, o f 
course.

“  I’ ll look for Mister Pappas in a day 
or two, if Jessie is right. All I pray is 
that I ’m ready for him when he 
comes!”

“  And all he wants is the slave ship
ment— not the plantation?” I de
manded, my thoughts centering around 
one very weary but smiling eyed red

the high springboard. I looked again 
at Pat, and started to think o f a pos
sible future for her, and myself. And 
in that second the most horrible 
thought o f a checkered lifetime struck 
m e!

Back there in the proa on the beach, 
lashed firmly beneath the stem strut, 
lay a Washbum-Crosby flour sack in 
which were eight triple-sewed pokes o f 
virgin gold— something like two hun
dred and forty Troy pounds o f virgin 
gold, worth eighteen thousand English 
pounds sterling! I had fm-gotten it 
as completely as if it never had existed!

1 A
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Perhaps a sensible mac would have 
talked with Den Treleaven; yes, I  
know I really should have done so. 
Yet uppermost in toy  mind light then 
was the appalling thought that every 
cent I had in the world had been aban
doned hack there. It certainly would 
fall into the hands o f  our enemies, 
•unless I  myself did something about it. 
Probably they had discovered it even 
now.

May I plead a  certain momentary 
insanity? 1 don’t know what love 
does to other men.; but this was .the 
first time I  had wanted a woman. And 
I wanted her fiercely, her only, and if I  
cobid not have her I cared nothing for 
myself.

Then this remembrance.
A  stake good enough to start a 

woman and myself and a plantation 
home on one o f these islands—and I  
had deserted that golden stake, two 
y e a r s  o f work and danger, without 
even a backward glance!

Well, that had been the Spark Starke 
who cared not at all for others. I 
realized with a feeling akin to agony 
that I was not the same careless, hard- 
boiled customer I had been. I loved a 
girl with all my heart, soul and body, 
and I  was not the least ashamed to let 
the whole world—barring one person 
— know it!

Her I could not telL Behind her 
easy intimacy had come the handshake 
o f  comradeship. When I wanted to 
say more to her than can be told in the 
firm hand-clasp o f fellowship, I saw 
her drawing away, her blue eyes frost
ing over. I  was further from her than 
at that first moment. It is often so, as 
I  later- learned.

“ Be yourself, handsome boy!”  she 
told me. “  I f  we’re going to die to
night, s’pose we do it up in good shape. 
Make love to me some time again—  
but not till Aunt Jessie finds her 
baby!”

"B a by ! Baby!”  I  echoed aghast. 
“  She—”  .

“  Sometimes I think men are damn 
2 A

fools—and other times I  like ’em,”  < 
stated Patricia cryptically, and left me 
fiat.

I H A V E  to tell some more thar I  
didn’t learn until later. At the age 
o f seventeen my hostess, Jessie 

Seagrue, had met a middle-aged cap
tain on the Blue Banner Line, a  pas
senger sendee plying between San 
Francisco, Honolulu, Apia, Suva, Sin
gapore, and way ports.

The captain was moody, but hand
some, in his uniform. He had buried 
two wives, neither o f whom had been 
spotlessly true to him—as he knew. So 
for  his third he picked a seventeen- 

' year-old girl who wanted to see the 
eastern half o f the world, and to whom 
a  voyage under the Blue Banner would 
spell real romance.

T o the captain himself, o f  course, 
this long since had become routine, 
drudgery. He could not even talk in 
Hawaiian moonlight, and any man 
whose tongue is silent then has lost all 
touch upon the beauty o f youth and 
love.

I don’t care much about the captain, 
but I ’ll hand him this much. He left 
every cent o f his thirty-odd thousand 
dollars he had saved to his girl wife. 
Probably his conscience troubled him a 
bit, nights when he lay awake 

Jessie Seagrue had used over a third 
o f it in a vain search for him and the 
baby when the two vanished. The 
whole affair simply did not » 
sense, at least at first Captain Michael 
Seagrue had more than a  score o f  
children— various hues— growing up in 
ignorance o f him.

There was no reason in the world 
why he should have exhibited a sudden 
fondness for a baby son who looked so 
likp his mother, for Jessie now for a 
long time,had moved the veteran out 
o f  apathy only seldom. She could not 
be a companion fo r  his old age, for 
she was not old; she was young, vita], 
and saddened only by her first tilt with 
life and love.
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But she knew in her heart that both 
could be supremely delightful, espe
cially love. Though she had kept it even 
from her cool handshake— most times 
— she had come to love another man. 
It was a secret anguish speaking 
poignantly only from the depth o f her 
dark eyes.

The rest o f the money Jessie Sea- 
grue used in buying a part o f  an island, 
far from the ruined copra plantation o f 
her husband. She thought always of 
her son, and a little, perhaps, o f  a tall, 
austere man with passionate eyes—  
Denmark Treleaven. A  man who 
never had spoken a direct word o f love 
to her, but who would do so— when 
and i f !

When and if Jessie received proof 
that Captain Michael Seagrue was 
dead. All that was left o f her marriage 
romance was loyalty, and her mother’s 
love for a child. But that was enough. 
For it she would deny a far greater 
love. Like any mother she longed for 
the youngster, o f course.

And that was what was wrong with 
my cofnrade.

Not quite all, however. He told me.
“  That albino devil was here ten days 

back!”  stated Den, a lift of unappeased 
fury in his voice; he neyer had even 
seen the man he hated.

“  He said he had taken Seagrue and 
the boy— four years ago— and knew 
just where they both were no.w!”

TH A T  was all ahead o f time. Dur
ing most o f the time I fought for 
this'strange cause I had only a 

hazy idea, really, o f what I was trying 
to win. Actually it made no difference 
as far as I was concerned; but that a 
comrade o f mine could be so deadly 
serious about anything, suited me im
mensely.

In youth and sublime ignorance, I 
never doubted that in the end we could 
find the albino Greek, rescue Captain 
Seagrue and the boy, and win out with 
my gold— and my sweetheart-to-be. 
Yes, I called her that frankly enough

to myself, even at this ridiculously 
early moment.

If she had guessed, I have no doubt 
she would have taken a kris and lopped 
off both my ears. But she didn’t ; I 
kept that one foolish secret from her, 
even though other matters o f moment 
fell from my lips all too often.

I gasped at Den’s revelation, and 
pitied him. Chivalrous, stem with 
himself in all matters dealing with in
dulgence, he would not yield an inch. 
But I got no chance to try my poqr 
hand at condolence. He left me 
brusquely; and I had a tough problem 
of my own to solve.

Memory o f the gold had returned 
most poignantly. Now I knew that 
these others could not be bothered with 
such a trivial matter, but for me it 
was far from trivial. I had risked my 
life for nearly two years, locating a 
rich placer. I had worked the find for 
months, with not even a Dyak boy to 
shovel the sand and gravel into my 
sluice.

Could I leave all that stake back 
there in the hands o f any blackboy 
who chanced across the proa?

I could not. Quietly I donned two 
bandoliers o f cartridge clips, took up 
the automatic rifle and my little Smith 
& Wesson, stuck a handful o f car
tridges for the latter in one o f  the 
pockets o f my jacket, snapped a two- 
quart canteen o f fresh water to my 
belt at the left hip, and slid out o f the 
window.

It was an eight-foot drop to the 
ground, but I lit with only a dull 
clunk-k-k o f the heavy clips. A  half 
moon was just rising, and I could 
determine the direction o f the sea by 
a few cracks o f moonlight showing 
through the palms and breadfruit trees. 
On hands and knees I crawled across 
the cleared hundred feet which circled 
the bungalow.

I made the bamboo stockade, and 
wormed away into the palmetto scrub. 
No one seemed to be about; doubt
less all the blackboys belonging to the
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albino Greek were waiting the return 
o f  their master, before disposing of 
these unexpected defenders o f the plan
tation.

Cautiously I rose and took my bear
ings. The night made everything look 
strange, but I was used to jungles at 
night. I soon realized I had quite a 
space to travel, not using a trail to 
the water. But it had to be done. I 
started, holding the rifle at ready.

Something moved behind me! I 
froze— then started to turn with infi
nite caution. I f  now I had been dis
covered by the men o f  Pappas the Pink 
I was a goner for sure. But even in 
that" tense moment there could be a lilt 
o f  comedy. Its medium was a double- 
barreled shotgun.

“ O T O P  where you are!" command- 
ed a voice that was almost the 
hiss o f a serpent. “ I f  you move, 

I will— ”
The barrels pressed into the small o f 

my back, but now they did not dismay 
me in the least I had recognized that 
voice.

“  Pat!”  I whispered. “  For the love 
o f  Pete, what are you doing? W hy are 
you out here?”

“ You’re answering the questions!”  
she returned with some asperity. 
“  Wounded, supposed to be helping hold 
the fort— what are you doing out here ? 
'And drop that gun! Are you betray
ing us to Pappas the Pink?”  She 
poked the gun at me again, and it near
ly smashed a floating rib.

“  Oh, go to the dickens!” I said, ex
asperated. “  If you want to listen I’ll 
teU you. But take that damn gun away 
from my wishbone. You women— ”

“  Yes-s?”  Her voice was silky; but 
she prodded in a little harder with the 
gun.

It made me desperate. “  All right, 
listen to me, you wild redhead!”  I whis
pered harshly.

Then I told her about the gold that 
was lashed in the bow o f our proa, how 
I had got it, oh, a lot o f useless things

that you have to throw in for explana
tion any time you talk to a pretty 
woman.

“  For the first time in my life I’ve 
honestly fallen in love!” I concluded—  
almost saying something, but not quite 
doing it. Always I have been delighted 
that embarrassment held my tongue 

,just then.
I f  Pat had guessed she at least would 

have given me the go-by that second, 
or maybe even pulled the triggers o f 
her buckshot gun. As it was, she lis
tened, and even seemed to sympathize 
a little.

“  Oh, you poor man,”  she said. 
“  And was it a black girl you were 
bound out to visit at this hour ?”

Damn! Out there in the scrub at 
the edge o f the jungle, forgetting ene
mies, my dual responsibilities, every
thing, I sat right down and pulled her 
to my side. I was relieved that she 
did not seem to think the shotgun a 
necessary protection any longer.

I could not see her very well, though 
the scent o f her hair was dominant 
over the jungle miasmas, and even 
penetrated the heavy lush odor o f the 
night blooming cereus. But I knew 
Pat was there. I could touch her; 
touch her hand. Even that made me 
tremble. Her shoulder seemed to lean 
against mine for just an instant.

“  Gold!”  I told her throatily. And 
then went ori to detail the quest, my 
supposed exile— oh, in twenty minutes 
I suppose I told her everything there 
was to know about me.

“  And now I ’m in love!”  I declared 
again at last. “  I must have that gold, 
so the girl I want for my wife—er— ”  
And I bogged down in confusion. 
Great mumps on a moonbeam, what 
had I said?

BU T Pat must have been smiling-— 
I could not read the expression on 
her face. She placed a hand on 

my arm.
“  You’re all right, Spark. I could 

almost wish I was your woman. But
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I ’ll help you out, boy. All the world 
loves a lover. C’mon!”

She arose swiftly; and I had to fol
low. I did not have a chance— or 
words— to protest, to tell her. Already 
I had said a trifle too much, and that 
was certain.

W e started through the jungle. She 
led. She seemed to know just where 
the proa had been beached, for she 
went straight toward it— but not very 
far.

Black forms rose around us. F if
teen or twenty of them at the least. 
Spears were leveled at our breasts. The 
trail was closed before and behind, and 
the jungle at both sides was impassable.

Pat saw that we were caught. She 
dropped her shotgun, even before a 
command was voiced. The silent 
menace o f the spears was enough to 
tell her the story. And she caught 
my arm before I could unlimber the 
two weapons I had.

“  No use, Spark,”  she said in a low 
tone.

“  No, not a damn bit o ’ use!”  boo'med 
a heavy voice. “  Hey, Loochee, swing 
a tawtch. Right hyeah. Thass O.K. 
Yeah— ”

Confronting us, looking us over as 
if we were a pair o f bugs lately cruci
fied for the collection of an entomolo
gist, was the most enormous human 
being I had seen.

He was as tall as Jess Willard, but 
very much stronger and heavier. I have 
heard that Pappas scaled three sixty, 
but that is a later tale; I do not vouch 
for it. At any rate he towered there 
above me, my head reaching just to his 
shoulders. I did not see the rest of 
him clearly— and I thank my Maker I 
did not just at that moment.

I stood petrified. Not so Pat.
“  Well, my man,”  she said coolly, 

coming up and placing her arm on my 
shoulders, *' I've always wanted to tell a 
man I loved him, before he got sappy 
and childish about me. I love you! 
This seems to be the’ end o f the road. 
D'you want to kiss me once, Spark?”

Did I?
They knocked me on the head, but 

not before I had kissed her. And what 
else in the whole wide world could mat
ter?

CH APTER VII.
CLUTCH OF THE MONSTER.

I KNEW  that the back of my head 
received the spear butt, dazing, but 
not knocking me completely out. 

Falling against Pat, my arms about her, 
I carried her to the ground also. In a 
second, practiced blackboys had seized 
and bound us securely with palm fiber. 
Then, at a bellowed order, they stepped 
back. The white glare of an electric 
torch fell squarely into my aching eyes.

Standing on spread legs as massive 
as banyan trunks, Pappas the Pink 
stared down at us. He reached over 
one huge fist, on which the white hair 
stood out in moist unlovely tufts fully 
an inch in length; he caught Pat by the 
left shoulder and turned her face up
ward. Under his rough grasp her 
frock ripped. I felt her quiver where 
her bound ankles had been thrown 
against mine; but she did not cry out.

“  A-a-a!” It was a bellowing blat of 
disappointment. As if disgusted at 
sight of beauty he could not appreciate, 
he hurled her prone again and seized 
me by the hair.

“  These are not the ones! Where did 
they come from, Loochee?”  I wras 
flung back as he spoke. “ This D. O. T. 
was let slip through— but t’ hell with 
it. Take ’em out to the ship. Don’t 
kill ’em.”

Things happened so swiftly that my 
telling seems like the backing and 
scouting o f a hesitant inchworm. But 
in the space of seconds by the light o f 
that torch I saw our fat-bellied, giant 
captor in all the repulsive ugliness o f 
his semi-nakedness.

He wore sea boots which, because o f 
their size, certainly must have been 
made to order. He wore knee-length
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whites that looked like Kobe weave in 
Formosa wild silk— Yamatoya, per
haps. But they had been longer once. 
The bottoms had been hacked off with 
a clasp knife, and trailed threads o f 
that precious-fabric worth so many 
times its weight in gold.

He wore a truly fantastic belt— a 
thing almost six inches in width, o f 
shark hide, studded over its entire fif
ty-eight-inch length with the golden 
coins o f  all nations. Ten pounds at 
least it weighed.

But that one flash was all I saw. Pat 
and I, she calling coolly to me, “  Hold 
up, Spark Starke!” were bundled up 
and taken away, out through the jungle, 
on the backs o f blackboys, like so many 
bales o f  pearl shell.

Pat was- taken several yards ahead, 
and even with moonlight I could not 
follow her passage. Had I possessed 
a couple o f Mills grenades right then, 
I should have blown up the whole en
tourage. The thought o f her in the 
hands o f this repulsive albino— even 
though he seemed to believe her no es
pecial prize— made me seethe with help
less fury.

Sap and utter fool that I had been! 
W hat were a few paltry pounds o f yel
low  gold, beside the virtue and loveli
ness o f  a girl who had no equal on 
earth, either way from the Date Line? 
A  girl I knew I loved?

A  FTE R  perhaps an hour's swift 
travel away from the plantation, 
where slept Jessie and Den Tre- 

leaven unwarned o f this ill-fated de
fection on the part o f myself and Pat, 
we reached the two una boats, used as 
lighters to cross these coral shoals 
where a sailing vessel, even one with 
auxiliary motor, did not dare to chance 
the eggshell o f  its hull.

The moon had faded behind some 
streamers o f translucent cloud, and the 
starshine.of the Southern Cross was 
no more than a faint lambence above 
the western nadir. Not a breath o f air 
stirred. For that reason the single

masts o f  the una boats remained un
bent with sails, and the blackboys 
swung their paddles.

Still dizzied, and With a strange ache 
in my eyes, as well as my heart, I saw 
Pat bundled into the stem o f one tiny 
craft, and leave. A  tail, angular man 
I guessed to be the fellow called 
Loochee who had swung the “  tawtch,”  
stood erect. He commanded the pad- 
dlers for all the world like the cox
swain o f a racing shell:

“  H o— hat! H o— hai! Ho— haH*
I was fated to go in the other boat, 

which was slower in departing. Pappas 
the Pink superintended the loading o f 
some heavy objects the nature o f which 
I did not discover until one o f therp 
was dropped, almost knocking out the 
bottom o f the boat.

Then I knew. These were triple- 
sewed canvas pokes; the yellow gold 
I had sluiced from the roily Rakahanga 
River 1

It had lost importance, however, be
come a factor o f little or no value in 
my bitter thoughts. W hy had I been 
so foolish, staking everything the whole 
bright world could offer— one dearer 
than myself to me, just for money? I 
was thrown roughly into an inch or 
two o f water in the bottom o f the boat. 
Out there the other lighter was going. 
I lifted my head, pushing it up against 
the bare, greasy leg o f a blackboy.

“ Till death, Pat!”  I shouted after 
the departing una boat.

Faint but unwavering came back her 
answer:

“  Carry on, Spark Starke!”
The marvelous courage God gives 

the redheads!

THROUGH the still lagoon plugged 
along our lumbering una boat, a 
shallow draft catboat no more 

like the graceful proas I was accus
tomed to than a bloated baby shark is 
like a needle-fish.

“ Ho— hai! Ho— hai! H o— hai!0 
Like a dead white, giant Buddha, the 

albino stood in the stem. His rambling
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voice, so coarse and low in pitch that 
its throbbings o f vibration were al
most as apparent as the silly, artificial 
tremolos of a tenor, growled out the 
strokes.

My bound wrists ached fiercely as I 
strained at the fiber rope. It did not 
give. Tears started from my eyes. I f 
only I could free myself for one whole 
second, get off these constrictions from 
my ankles and wrists, I would leap up 
and swing one haymaker, aiming at 
that fat belly, and the solar plexus hid
den somewhere behind it, inches deep.

That would knock him overboard. 
Then I’d leap after him— and I knew 
these waters well enough to realize that 
within one minute the white-pointers, 
tigers and gray nurses would be en
joying a toothsome feast.

Vain hope. I had been bound by 
experts in the dirtiest trade, or double 
trade, the world has known: piracy- 
slavery.

Out there lay a ship, riding at an
chor without a light showing. I did 
not see her for a long time; but by and 
by there came to my nostrils a strange, 
hideous stench. I could not place it. 
The blackboys o f  Pappas all were Gil
bert or Ellice Islanders— big, magnifi
cent animals who were in and out o f 
the water constantly. I was immune to 
their bodily odors, which never were 
especially offensive save on a long over
land march.

And that ship with opened hatches, 
empty of all cargo, riding at the 
screened anchorage with only a small- 
pox-pitted Shensi Chinaman and two 
drunken blackboys aboard, smelled so 
horribly that I noticed it while we were 
yet a half mile distant!

Slavery! Or, as it was called in the 
islands then, “  contract native labor.”  
A  diabolical merchandising still car
ried on to some extent to-day, one more 
profitable than guano, beche-de-mer, 
Pearl shell, copra or even pearl poach
ing. .

But at last we were aboard, in the 
midst of the stench. Except for my

stomach sickness I should probably 
have admired the spotless decks and 
trim lines of the ship.

She was a three-master, square- 
rigged. What rotting flesh slopped 
about in the bilge o f her hold, what 
shrieks o f dying niggers mingled with 
the squeaks o f rats, mattered nothing 
to Pappas the Pink. But on cruises 
he had always an excess o f sub-ordi
nary labor, and used it shrewdly. The 
Dutch-built Hans Brinker, like a paint
ed harlot with dirtied silks beneath her 
Sydney-Paris gown, was handsomer 
above than a Cunarder in her teak, oak 
and shiny nickeled fittings.

I am no sailor, though I have learned 
a little o f small boats. This two-hun- 
dred-and-twelve-footer, an immense 
craft for these waters, is beyond me. 
I still look on companionways— as I 
believe they are called —  as stairs. I 
hardly know a ratline from a rat. So, 
if  I err in telling o f these few but tu
multuous hours, I ask condescending 
tolerance from sailor men.

The Hans Brinker had a motor aux
iliary installation, never used. I be
lieve that Pappas the Pink knew little 
o f engines or motors, and distrusted 
them. Or it might have been the fact 
that there were no convenient oil sta
tions in the waters where his dubious 
activities took him. I never learned. 
At any rate, dawn was coming. The 
moon had set. ...

TH E reason that I learned about 
the engine was my one stroke o f  
genuine luck— but I'll wait a m o

ment to tell o f it. Pat had been bun
dled aboard and tossed carelessly 
against the removed cover o f  No. 3 
hatch.

When I was being brought up to be 
thrown beside her, I saw a strange 
thing happen. For some reason the 
rope had been cut from her ankles. A  
spare, still youthful Chinaman I knew 
to be Loochee, was bending over, 
thrusting a brocaded silk pillow behind 
her tousled auburn head.
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Just as I got there, carried'by two 
blackboys, a little sick from the blow 
on the head and the stench left for al
ways by that awful business in the 

.hold, Pat went into action. She still 
wore rolled stockings, and slippers 
which had lost both their three-inch 
wooden heels.

Her hands still lashed, she threw 
herself aside. Then she launched a 
kick with her right foot— and believe 
me, Benny Leonard never swatted a 
ham contender any harder!

Her instep and heel took Loochee 
squarely just under the left ear, and 
the Chinaman crumpled, moaning and 
spitting out saliva as he tried to prop 
himself on hands and knees to stave 
o ff oblivion.

Pappas, who had been salting'down 
my gold somewhere, came along then 
with his elephantine, thumping stride. 
It was getting light in the east. He 
was smoking a long, ineffective appear
ing cheroot made in Wheeling, West 
Virginia, back in the States.

“  What t’ hell— hey, douse a bucket 
on this seedwart here!”  He command
ed his personal blackboy, and kicked 
Loochee, not gently. The Chinaman 
stirred. He seemed about to awaken, 
but he got1 the bucket o f sea water just 
the same.

Loochee struggled up, sputtering 
.and almost strangling. But he was a 
Manchu by birth and early training, 
and knew the civilities. He braced 
himself and bowed.

“  A  slight accident,”  he said, rapid
ly  gaining control o f that poise and 
tranquillity which is the caste mark o f 
blood in the three most civilized prov
inces o f China.

"  It is nothing, most sacred master. 
I  have fulfilled your resplendent and 
honored request. I would ask one fa
vor, though, from your munificence. 
I t  has come to my humble knowledge 
that you do not desire this woman, or 
even this man we^have taken captive;

“  For ten strings o f cash— five given 
fo r  each o f the honorable captives, will

you let me have them for my own? I 
fancy the woman, though she is of 
white skin. Never have I seen hair of 
this color, or skin so pallid.”

“  Hold on, Loochee. I’ll have to 
think that over,” said Pappas in . his 
rumbling, reflective tone. For the first 
time I really credited him with some 

.reasoning power, and I prayed that it 
would hold sway.

For the fact that he obviously looked 
on Pat, not as the prettiest and most 
delicious bit o f feminity ever invented 
by a Teally Divine Creator, but as just 
a sort o f chattel, gave me a shr.ed of 
hope. I f he had fancied her and taken 
her for himself —  well, let’s not talk 
about that!

“  No, Loochee, you’ll have to wait. 
I think these youngster interlopers are 
just what I need. In bargaining. You 
go for’rd— and stay for’rd!”

With one last, bleak glance at the 
bared knees o f Patricia, the Chinaman 
obeyed. But I knew with a sickening 
;heart that this was not the end for him; 
nor even for Pappas the Ogre, who 
looked on this slip o f a girl as some
thing beneath his personal desires.

Damn him! I, still hate him for 
that. The stage, the movies, and all 
the parades o f beauties on Fifth Ave
nue, at Atlantic City, at Deauville, oh, 
hell, anywhere, cannot match Pat in 
my estimation. But one gross animal 
thought her o f no interest whatsoever.

I haven’t any particular belief in 
hell; but if in the hereafter I get a 
chance to thrust a three-tined fork into 
the fatty layers of one big beast I 
know, believe me the job will be done 
to Persephone’s taste!

CH APTER VIII.
VOICF, OF THE .401.

IT  was dawn. In the papers and 
magazines back home they used to 
make fun o f the movies for caption

ing “  Came the Dawn o f a New D ay!”  
But h is just like that in the low lati
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tudes. N o long, gray, reverse English: 
twilight It is blue black cool one min
ute. Then the sun comes up, a ball o f 
molten orange, and it is hot again.

Though we did not know until after
ward, affairs back at the copra planta
tion had been most hectic. Believing 
me on guard. Den Treleaven had not 
awakened for his watch at the appoint
ed time.
' It was not until about an hour before 
sunrise, when the blackboy besiegers 
left by Pappas had just convinced 
themselves that there was no risk in 
climbing the bamboo barricade, that 
Den awakened.

A t that it was sheer luck. One o f 
the blackboys slipped ahd skewered 
himself on a sharpened point o f bam
boo. His screeching howl o f pain and 
surprise would have awakened a 
mummy.

Den sprang up, rifle in hand, and 
gazed blinkingly through the lattice o f 
the veranda. Out there the howling 
continued. Four dark shapes appeared: 
one running silently toward the house, 
die other three perched atop the bam
boo, two o f  them vainly trying to help 
their luckless companion.

Crack!
Den’s Winchester spoke. The flit

ting shadow tumbled headlong, squeal
ing and threshing like a disemboweled 
pig. Then suddenly it lay silent. _

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
The voice o f the .401, sending soft- 

nosed bullets into those dark blurs atop 
the bamboo. Two o f  them fell. One 
remained, crucified but dead. «

Then die click o f  a fresh clip, the 
levering in o f a cartridge— and Jessie 
was beside the man she loved, her 
striped silk pyjamas identical in pat
tern with those she had loaned Tre
leaven.

“ Oh! Where is Patricia?”  she 
cried. “ And that young friend o f 
yours ?”

“ Nemmind ’em right now, Jessie. 
Take the back. Shoot to kill 1 I think 
they’re all coming!”  Treleaven almost

snarled, fojr he'was damning me for 
an utter fool, which I had been, and 
including Patricia. Funny thing, but 
Den never so far has achieved more 
than a passive tolerance toward red
heads ; and that is the only grievous
fault in his taste!

✓

FO RTU NATELY there had been 
just one more blackboy left as 
guard; and he legged it as fast as 

he could for  the protection o f the 
jungle, once he had seen his compan
ions perforated. When the sun Came 
up Den walked around to the other 
side o f the house. He went down 
rather awkwardly on one knee beside 
the woman who still held the shotgun 
just as if  she would have to kill some 
one the next second. The striped py
jamas fitted her lovely figure; but Den 
Treleaven sprouted out from his in all 
directions.

“ They’ve gone— if there were any 
more o f ’em, my sweet,”  he said, taking 
the shotgun and laying it down beside 
the Winchester. Then he reached up 
an arm and brought down her tumbled 
hair to his lips.

“  Jess! Jess!”  he said. “  Where did 
our chicklets go? Have they wandered" 
out into the moon and been captured?”  

Jessie was crying. Hopelessness, loy
alty, and the overpowering desire for 
at least a kiss from the man she loved 
had made her something less than the 
strong woman she was; something less, 
yet even more lovely.

“  Den— ”  she sobbed. “  Den, we’ re 
going to die anyway. I love you.”  She 
threw back her long hair with a shake 
o f her head, and her arms went around 
his neck. “  Nothing matters— does—  
it?”

'* Yes. Honey, I ’d give my worthless 
heart to any heathen god next morn
ing, if  I could— oh, sweet, I don’t even 
want to say it! Jessie, no matter if we 
die two minutes from now, I want to 
turn your breast this way, press it into 
mine— so my heart will never forget— 
and kiss your lips. May I ?”
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There was a poignant,- wistful smile 
at the corners o f the lips o f the beau
tiful Jessie. She said nothing. She 
lifted her arms and her half parted lips 
to him.

Cyclone, earthquake, tidal wave, pes
tilence— anything' might have come to 
the island during the next few passion
ate minutes. Two people who loved 
each other would not have known-or 
cared.

But that madness had only two ways 
to go— and with Den and Jessie, only 
one way. They drew apart. .,

Honor is a strange quality; often
times it benefits most those without 
honor.

A L ITTLE  later the two o f them, 
k drawn o f countenance from the 

repression which was agony to • 
them both, had determined that by no 
chance either Pat or myself remained 
within the house or stockade.

“  W e’ll have to try for ’em, Jess,”  
stated Den in a grim voice. “  I ’m 
going out. And I’d rather have you 
along than leave you here alone. But 
— if we run into an ambush, you know 
what to do?”

Jessie looked at him long and brave
ly. Then she smiled a little. Without 
speaking, she turned and ran into the 
house.

A  moment later she was back be
fore him, holding out two slender, 
three-inch long phials o f colorless 
liquid in the palm o f one graceful 
hand.

“  Take one o f these hellish things, 
Den dear,”  she said. “  The idea came 
from  Russia— the Battalion o f Death, 
i f  there was such a thing—but it’s just 
as good anywhere in the world that 
savages reign.”

“  What is it?”
Involuntarily he stepped back a pace. 

N ot from cowardice, but from revul
sion. Poison— youth and love. Are 
there greater^ntitheses?

“  Concentrated hydrocyanic acid. 
They say one drop will kill certainly in

ten seconds or less. Either in the mouth 
or through the skin.”

Womanlike, Jessie now was com
pletely matter o f fact.

Den nodded slowly. He took one o f 
the phials and thrust it down into the 
upper angle o f his left ear, where it 
clung as securely as the pencil o f a 
stockbroker’s clerk.

“  Qareful not to break yours acci
dentally, Jessie sweet,”  he admonished. 
“  For most part I prefer powder and 
lead, but this is a measure o f self-de
fense— maybe. He enunciated the last 
word below his breath.

“  And now— get your gun, my girl!”  
A  swift note o f alarm leaped into His 
voice. “  Under that palm— there— the 
brush moved! There is no wind! They 
have come back!”

But a long pole o f  bamboo, atop o f 
which was tied a dirty pair o f white 
trousers enormous in size, poked out 
and waved from the shrubbery. A  glint 
o f  sweating brown arms. How any na
tive had got inside the stockade was a 
mystery.

“  Flag o f truce. Pappas wants to 
palaver. All right, Jessie, keep your 
gun ready. It may be a trap laid by 
these devils to capture us.” .

“  Oh, Den, don’t trust them!”  she 
cried, but she was too late. The tall 
man had stepped out, throwing up the 
green bamboo lattice and leaping the 
eight feet to the ground.
- He did not think for a second that 
more than one or two o f  the natives 
had been able to scale the upright bam
boos without detection; he could not 
know that this particular envoy had 
spent most o f the late hours o f the 
night burrowing under the barricade—  
and even now was shivering with a ter
ror only less than that he felt in the 
presence o f  his tyrannical master, Pap
pas the Pink.

It took even Den Treleaven more 
than half an hour to convince the envoy 
that sudden death did not await him 
under the flag o f truce. But then an 
Eurasian with some English finally ap-



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.26

proached the white man who held his 
empty hands high. .

TH E envoy’s language was none too 
good; but Den Treleaven was 
trained through fourteen years in 

understanding all the patois o f the is
lands. He had no difficulty. Reduced 
to narrative English, the tale was 
this:

Pappas had indeed captured Pat and 
myself, but he had no particular or per
sonal use for either o f us. There was 
an exiled Manchu, however, the fellow 
Loochee, who already had expressed a 
fancy for the charms o f the slim red
head— but thus far both she and I were 
safe aboard his vessel. Pappas pro
posed to let us live— under certain con
ditions.

Those conditions were bound up 
with twin desires. He wanted the 
copra plantation, for it was bearing 
richly now, and because a certain atoll 
just outside afforded a safe anchorage 
and hiding for his big vessel. Also he 
wanted Jessie; the cool scorn with 
which she had treated advances made 
years ago, repeated months ago, some
how had pierced his blubbery hide.

The scoundrel had an even greater 
card up his sleeve, though this much 
probably would have been enough to 
move Den Trelewen to the uttermost 
o f desperation.

Pappas’s messenger coolly assured 
us that the pirate chieftain had a secret 
island in waters marked “  inaccessi
ble ”  on all the charts, where Den, Pat 
and myself might live out our lives in 
comfort. He had nothing in particular 
against us— except that he had to be 
assured o f no further interference with 
his plans.

O f course, if we agreed to the bar
gain, we would be kept in stores by 
Pappas himself— he did not' say how 
long, though Den could make a grim 
guess.

Then came the blow. I translate and 
paraphrase, for the envoy's words 
would be next to unintelligible.

“  Pappas the Pink, he says he has 
your husband and little boy over on the 
island.”  This was addressed directly 
to Jessie, who had come out, still hold
ing her shotgun. "  Maybe you would 
like to see them? I f  so, I am ready to 
take you out to the ship.”

And that was the mystery o f  Jessie 
— the tragedy o f Den Treleaven f Den 
uttered a savage curse, then whirled, 
just in time to catch the woman as she 
crumpled toward the ground.

Den glowered at the envoy. "A ll  
right, damn all o f you !”  he- snarled. 
“  W e’ll be with you in a few minutes, 
as soon as this woman is herself 
again!”

Then he reached over, found her 
phial o f cyanic add, and thrust it over 
his other ear. He appeared to stumble. 
One hand which went to the ground 
picked up Jessie’s shotgun, however. •

CH A PTER IX.
HCN THE DEADLY.

A F T E R  carrying Jessie back to the 
bungalow, Den appeared to des
ert her needs in a most callous 

manner. He just dropped her on thev 
nearest couch. He worked feverish
ly. He took her shotgun, unloaded it, 
and, with one calculated blow, smashed 
the chased double barrds over the edge 
o f a marble washstand. Then he took 
a hatchet and chopped away almost all 
o f the walnut stock.

Next he took a knife, and cut out the 
paper wads in the ends o f two twelve- 
gauge UMC shells, tossed the buckshot 
over his shoulder, and then, with the 
aid o f several rubber bands, affixed the 
two glass phials o f deadly poison 
against the powder charges o f the two 
shells.

A  “ sawed-off”  shotgun ready to 
spray a full two ounces o f powder- 
driven cyanogen gas! Enough to kill 
a platoon o f men.

With a little readjustment o f his belt, 
Den hung this ugly, terrible weapon
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down the inside o f  his trousers, just 
within his left thigh.

Then he went back to Jessie, swiftly- 
resuscitating her with whisky. “  Come 
now, dear,”  he told her in a low, tense 
whisper. • “  Hold yourself together. 
I’ve got a card to spring on them. W e’ll 
go. W e’ll see your boy— and your 
husband. And if I fail, here’s this. 
Not as good as your phial, perhaps, but 
sure. You can hide it in your hair.”  

He handed it over to her. “  I f  nec
essary, use it on your wrists; cut deep!”  

Jessie took the tiny rectangle o f 
metal, and her pain-dulled eyes prom
ised compliance. “  You know best, 
Den Treleaven,”  she said in a voice 
which had gone into apathy. Then 
slje thrust into her billowing hair the 
safety razor blade.

r lE o  compartments between the 
cabins aft on Pappas’s ship were 
o f . six-thickness plyboard, the 

outer skin on each side being paper- 
thin Circassian walnut. They were a 
new addition, the sort o f  partition that 
metropolitan business offices erect any 
afternoon a new efficiency' expert or 
production manager is hired.

From the mate’s cabin you could 
hear plainly when the captain fizzed 
seltzer into his brandy. By listening 
closely you could tell how much 
brandy, almost to the drop. I had 
listened to that happen exactly nine 
times; for the albino was the hoggish 
kind who drank on deck or ashore 
whenever liquor was handy, but never 
missed his swigs while on board.

I ’ll say this much for him, and I 
quote: “  He was never sober, but never 
too drunk to sail his own ship through 
the wildest hurricane that ever came 
out o f Samoa!”  A  British consul said 
that, later.

Pat and I had been thrown into the 
mate’s cabin, and after one sniff o f  the 
misty air I knew that the yellow devil 
called Loochee must have the certif
icate. The twin portholes apparently 
never had been opened. A  dead smell,

something between decaying rat-tails 
and the tuberoses wilting on a day-old 
grave, hung heavy in the air. Opium.

Usual enough, o f course, as I had 
come to know. Still and all— I sup
pose even Irishmen have their prej
udices— I decided then and there that 
if I got one decent swing at one o f two 
men, I ’d leave Pappas till second, and 
smash the jaw o f that sneering, half- 
rebellious Chinaman back through his 
spine and medulla oblongata.

Loochee had made one bid for Pat 
and myself— why I was worth a single 
cash to him I never did find out. Per
haps his rat eyes saw that I loved the 
woman he wanted, and he thought to 
induce full compliance on her part by 
a little Chinese torture on myself.

At any rate, we were left alone for 
a time in the mate’s cabin, bound so 
tightly with silk cords that numbness 
had crept into my arms to the shoul
ders. For one thing only I could be 
thankful: we were not gagged.

I talked to Pat, and she smiled back 
bravely at me. Perhaps I became al
most eloquent, for there is no more 
tongue-loosening mixture than love 
and hopelessness.

Beside the bonds on our ankles and 
wrists, we were tied above and below 
to beckets which held us well-nigh 
spread-eagled. I could turn to my left 
side, but this increased the tension on 
my arms. Pat was a trifle freer; she 
could almost sit up, and her wrists Were 
bound in front instead o f in back.

“ I f  I had time enough, Spark, I 
think I could get free!”  she suddenly 
whispered. “  By stretching I can just 
reach this— rope— ”

I stared, all in a second snatched 
from my speechmaking. It was true! 
“ Try anything, dear!”  I whispered 
back. “  Anything!”

She just nodded and strained up
ward and back, seeking the intricate 
and tight-drawn wall knot. She could 
just reach it with her bared teeth. They 
bit and tugged at it.

Her slender body, supported only on
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elbows and heels, s t r u g g l e d  and 
stretched to the last quarter inch. 
Skirts were forgotten. There was the 
creamy ivory o f slender, rounded 
knees and thighs, and the deeper pink 
o f an undergarment o f silk. And then 
I looked away. Her loveliness, and 
her struggle for our lives both aroused 
the last ferocity in me.

I chewed savagely at the silken 
rope which tied my wrists to the wall 
becket; but one might as well have tried 
to dive and bite through the gutta 
percha and wire of the Suva oceanic 
cable. I was helpless.

NOT for long. Minutes passed Pat 
was loosening that knot! Fas
cinated, scarcely breathing, I 

watched her now. It was yielding. 
Getting a hold with her Ueth, she 
shook her head this way and that, only 
relaxing the splendid arch o f her body 
when one loop had come free— and 
then only for a second, while' she 
breathed terribly, like a boxer just 
saved by the bell.

The knot gave, the -silken cord 
pulled free! Pat slumped, pulling 
down her bound wrists from their un
comfortable position over her right 
shoulder.

“  Oh, Spark!”  she breathed.
“  Easy does it, honey," I cautioned 

her, holding my own impatience in 
leash. “ Now if you can inch over 
toward me just a little."

She obeyed swiftly then. Her breath 
was coming in short, rapid gusts, and 
the color was high in her cheeks. 
“ Oh, I hope you can, Spark!" she 
said, and looked me fair in the eyes. 
Was she almost smiling?

I did not answer, except to kiss the 
back o f one o f her bound hands. Then 
I was chewing and biting savagely at 
the tight knotted silken ropes. Damn 
any one who could be beast enough to 
cut this deep into the wrists o f a girl!

This was a clove hitch, a far simpler 
knot than the wall knot Pat had solved. 
But I did not have her cleverness. I

chewed and blundered and tugged—  
and once even drew the knot tighter.

“ To the left— yes, that way. Now 
keep pulling!”  Pat whispered.

That was what gave us our little 
chance. Under her directions I finally 
drew the last strand away. Her hands 
were loose.

O f course, it was only a short mat
ter then. She freed me first, then bent 
over to remove the lashings from her 
feet. I crawled upright, unbelievably 
paralyzed from finger tips to shoulders. 
I banged my half closed, numb fists, up 
and down my arms. I clenched and 
unclenched my hands. I massaged my 
biceps muscles, and was rewarded for 
all these efforts by feeling electric tin
gles race up and down these mem
bers.

At the last I tore the final lashing 
from Pat’s left ankle, and brought her 
to her feet. She was exhausted, and 
dropped back limp for a second in my 
arms. . I kissed her.

Possibly that was more than a sec
ond ; when Pat is in my arms I am no 
judge o f time. But at any rate the 
door was unlocked. It opened and 
closed, and I did not hear it.

But I saw. I pushed Pat suddenly 
from me. There, grinning and enor
mous, stood the colorless monstrosity, 
Pappas the Pink!

“  7 ELL, ain’t this just too top-
y y  hole!’ ’ he chortled, booming 

out the words as he laughed, 
and hitching his thumbs into the waist
band of his whites. “  Think of me, 
imaginin’ I had a couple o f aching pris
oners in here. It ain’t so bad, eh ? Not 
so bad as what Loochee’d like to 
do?”

I found my voice. “  Just where,”  I 
asked, “  d’you think you’re going with 
this sort o f thing, Pappas?”  I demand
ed. “  I know you’re rich. What does 
my gold, or the capture o f this girl 
mean to you ? The penalty for kidnap
ing, robbery and piracy is pretty well 
defined in these seas.”
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Pappas wayed a heavy hand. He 
grinned. “  You are right, little man,”  
he said, with elephantine graciousness. 
" I f  they could capture me and then 
prove against me one thing out o f ten 
I have done, I would hang; that is 
sure.

"  But why be afraid to hang? I 
must die some time in the next year 
— or the next ten years. I have wanted 
one woman more than any o f  the 
others.

“  Ah, but not your half pretty little 
redhead; don’t worry! This woman 
now I can get. Also the troublesome 
man whom she has loved more than 
her own wedded husband. Him I shall 
kill.”

Pappas made a menacing gesture, 
lifting his great hands.

That was the chance I h&d awaited. 
I  leaped. My right fist, driven with 
every ounce o f weight and*force I could 
summon, buried itself to the wrist in 
the fat o f  his belly.

“  A-ah 1”  he grunted, and grabbed 
for me. He did not crumple, or even 
seem much bothered! I was to find him 
armored with plated muscle deep down 
beneath those layers o f fat, well-nigh 
impervious to the punishment I was 
able to administer.

I put a left uppercut to the chin, 
broke from his clawing fingers, and 
then went seriously to the business o f 
killing him.

God, what a giant he was! He 
grinned at me— and kept grinning and 
coming after me, his great telephone 
poles o f arms outstretched, even when 
I smashed blow after blow into his 
face, drawing the claret from both 
nostrils.

He came slowly, crowding me into 
a corner. I hit him with everything 
the Lord gives a man o f  my pound
age, and he did not even try to hit 
back.

H e just came on, grinning through 
the blood on his ghastly, eyebrowless 
countenance. And Pat, hastily making 
a slip noose o f  the silk ropes we had

shed, dropped that over his enormous 
neck and pulled.

The cords in his neck stood out as 
he resisted all her strength, but it did 
not seem to bother him much, if at all. 
He got me.

O f course, I fought to the last sec
ond— and at infighting I was pretty 
fair just then. But my best punches 
elicited only a grunt Or two, and then 
he had me by the windpipe.

That was all. I gagged and danced 
when he lifted me from the floor. 
Helpless.

“  Damn you! Don’t ' kill him!”  
screamed Pat, and rushed at Pappas 
with fingernails flying. "

He brushed her away— and she went 
half unconscious against the wall she 
had struck. 1 She fell to the floor.

PAPPAS let go his hold on my 
throat. "  Don’t see no use in 
killing you, at that,”  he said re

flectively. "  Might give you a job ; you 
know how to use your fists pretty well. 
How’d you like that, eh? Be second 
mate on a pirate ship ?”

“  Try me!”  I managed to articulate 
hoarsely. “  Anything that’ll give me a 
good chance to hit you again will 
suit!”

He grinned again. "  I think you 
have a job, Mr. Starke,”  he said. “  You 
can handle natives, o f course. And-I 
like men about me who value some
thing, even a woman, more than the 
continuance o f life.

“  And you may keep this woman you 
seem to fancy. This one,”  and he ges
tured at Pat. " I f  you come with me 
she is yours as long as you really want 
her.”

I looked him straight in the eyes, 
and oddly enough knew he was mak
ing a promise he would keep. In our 
straits o f desperation, what could I do 
— beyond what I did do?

“  Pappas,”  I answered slowly, “  I’ ll 
be your mate, and fight any o f  your 
enemies except Den Treleaven, if you'll 
let me take this girl as my own, and

29
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marry her the first chance we get! If 
you and all the rest will not bother 
her.”

To my surprise he did not balk at 
the condition. I could not know the 
bargain he had already proposed to 
Den and Jessie.

“  You’ve taken a job, Mr. Starke. 
Keep that red-headed woman as long 
as you want her. You can marry her 
right now, if you wish. I am a master 
mariner.”

So then and there I married Pat. 
She held her head up; but I saw tears 
welling from the corners of her eyes. 
The service was curt. In five minutes 
Pat was mine— as far as word of 
mouth could make her mine.

"  S o ! I leave you for your honey
moon!”  said Pappas, grinning widely, 
and slamming the door as he left the 
cabin.

“  Go to hell!” I flung after him; but 
I doubt that he heard the defiance. 
Then I turned to Pat.

Her red hair was tousled, but her 
eyes were bright. “  And now what, 
husband o f mine?”  she asked, just a 
trifle shakily. She lifted her arms. 
Her lips, half parted, offered the de
lights o f love.

I caught her savagely and kissed her. 
But then I broke away.

- “  You are free now. You can wrig
gle through that porthole; it’s too nar
row for me, and anyway, I am a pirate. 
Drop overboard— and then tell Den 
Treleaven that I’m one o f the pirate 
gang. He’ll know what to do.”

Bar one, that kiss from her trem
bling lips, was the sweetest I ever got 
from Pat— and I never have kissed an
other woman.

With my help then she got out o f 
the porthole, and dived into the water. 
N o one heard her.

My heart sank. Married to the one 
woman I loved, and I had sent her 
away with no more token than a single 
kiss!

I practically forgot all about Den 
Treleaven and Jessie.

But Pappas the Pink had not for
gotten them!

CH APTER X.
TONGUES O f FLAME.

THE fight ashore started and ended 
so suddenly that it is hard to de
scribe. T o bargain with Jessie 

and Den, Pappas sent ashore Loochee 
and four blacks.

Den did not palaver; he had made 
no promises. Bong! went one barrel 
o f  the acid charge.

After a terrified second or two, the 
yellow man's face contorted; it writhed 
in a peculiar, unknown agony. Then 
Loochee slumped amid the blackboys 
whom he had brought. They all were 
dead in less than twenty seconds. The 
liquid cyanogen carried on tiny frag
ments o f glass, played no favorites.

Dusk, then swift darkness had come, 
when Den took out the una boat. For
tunately there was a slight breeze from 
the east, which allowed him to sail out 
this tiny craft without benefit of the 
oars which had been used by the black- 
boys. Otherwise he might have had 
grave trouble even reaching the ship.

"A h o y !”  there came a faint hail. 
From a dark blob in the water a hand 
raised. It was Pat, swimming away 
from the ship.

"  It’s Pat! over there!”  cried Jessie. 
“  I know her voice!”

So did Den, fortunately. Without 
questions, Pat was hauled aboard the 
boat and given a drink o f brandy. This 
certainly unleashed her tongue, and she 
told them everything— that is, all but 
one thing. I still wonder why she did 
not reveal to Jessie that she had mar
ried me?

But women are strange and delight
ful creatures always.

The una boat came through the 
shoals. Den had some trouble, even 
with benefit o f Pat’s excited directions, 
for behind the breakwater where 
Pappas anchored his ship, rotten coral
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gave him shelter --oil three sides. 
Feathery palm fronds camouflaged his 
masts, except from the sea. And it 
was an empty sea.

But at last came the dark loom of 
the vessel, located because out there a 
blackboy saw us first on the phos
phorescent water, and let loose a high, 
shrill jabbering.

Den took in the sail. Standing erect 
in the stem, a long scull in his hands, 
he directed the slowing way o f the little 
sailboat.

“ W ho are you?" rumbled forth a 
hail from the throat o f the huge albino.

“  Just a few enemies, coming to pay 
a formal call,”  responded Den, a 
savage note in his voice which could 
not be misunderstood, except for the 
element o f surprise that these wanted 
persons had come at all.

9 I *HERE was a skittering and slap- 
^  ping o f bare feet, and a hoarse 

command. A  group o f blackboys 
came to the rail, seizing the line Pat 
threw aboard. The uria boat was drawn 
alongside, and a ladder thrown down. 
JeSsie, sitting straight and silent, could 
see the huge bulk Of the man she hated, 
slopped over the rail. Pappas flourished 
a revolver.

"A ll  O. K .— Jessie there? Yes, 
O. K. if you’re coming peaceable. 
Huh, how the devil did you  get 
ashore ?”

His red eyes, seeing far better at 
night than in the glare o f day, some
how had discerned Pat’s identity. It 
was now or never!

Den's arm swung up. The short 
gun belched its deadly spray, straight 
into the huddle o f blacks about the 
pirate captain!

That same instant— or a split second 
before— Pappas had divined what was 
coming. He swung his revolver. 
Orange flame tongued downward in 
the darkness. Den staggered and fell, 
being kept only from going overboard 
by the quick, frantic grasp o f Jessie’s 
arm.

Pat had the automatic rifle. She 
pumped three fast shots upward, the 
recoil nearly spinning her about at each 
explosion. Then she leaped for the 
ladder.

“  Don’t go aboard yet!’ ’ Den’s voice 
came thickly in warning. “  The 
gas— ’’

But the impetuous redhead knew 
nothing o f the cyanogen, that lethal 
stuff which arises from.sprayed hydro
cyanic acid. As agile-as a monkey she 
swarmed up the ladder, pausing only 
to jerk an unaimed shot upward.

The deadly stench o f bitter almonds, 
and the sight o f those blackboys 
threshing in the last agonies o f a ter
rible death made her dash aside, hold
ing her breath in horror. This doubt
less saved her life. On the deck were 
seven men, dead almost as soon as she 
saw them.

Pappas, however, was not o f  the 
number. He had dodged aft, holding 
a limp and useless left arm, calling 
hoarsely and in vain to the remainder 
o f  his crew. One or two o f those 
rallied momentarily, but had not the 
courage to go up against that terrible, 
death-spraying gun another time.

Splash after splash told how they 
sought to escape. There were left on 
deck just Pat, with one shot left in 
the auto rifle— and that crouching, 
wounded beast up there beside the taff- 
rail!

AFTER pushing Pat through the 
 ̂ porthole, and hearing the splash 
o f her dive, I had been about as 

sick at heart as a man can become. I 
thought first o f sharks, and shuddered. 
What if one, hanging around the ship 
for the daily ration o f garbage, should 
come across Pat swimming bravely for 
the island?

Then I had been bothered, too, by 
th£ bargain I had made with Pappas. 
With Pat near me, all other considera
tions had seemed as nothing. Just to 
save her from harm I should have gone 
before a firing squad whh defiance.
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Yet the implications o f the agreement 
I had made troubled me.

I did not understand the big, hideous 
looking captain. Most o f the time he 
seemed a thoroughgoing beast. I had 
Den’s word for the fact that he was the 
worst wanted man in the Islands. And 
then, the whole o f this ship reeked of 
the slave trade; from the open hatches 
came that stale' stench which could 
have only one interpretation.

Yet, after all, where his own inten
tions were not directly concerned, the 
big albino had exhibited something at 
least akin to human sympathy and 
generosity. It seemed to me then, and 
still does seem, that Pappas the Pink 
must have been, at one time, an essen
tially decent man, twisted and turned 
vile by the fact of his horrible appear
ance.

In the quiet o f the evening, the sud
den hoarse challenge from Pappas, and 
Den ¥ releaven’s terse reply, came to 
me plainly. I leaped to my feet. What 
on earth was happening? Had my 
friends dared to make some insane at
tempt at a rescue? I knew that Den 
would never tamely submit to the cap
ture o f himself and Jessie. What 
could it be ?

I ran to the door— but I knew 
beforehand. It was locked from the 
outside. A  scuffling, and mingled 
voices from the deck, sent me des
perately searching for some means of 
egress. My shoulders were too wide 
to slip through one o f the portholes. 
The door was of solid hardwood; teak, 
probably. With nothing heavier than 
a camp stool and a green topped card 
table I could not hope to batter through 
its panels.

The lock ?
Once, some three years before, I had 

seen an ex-burglar show a gang o f 
men how any ordinary door lock could 
be opened, with no greater tool than a 
stiff hairpin. I had no hairpin, but I 
did have one o f these tool kit jack- 
knives with everything on it from a 
pair o f scissors to a corkscrew. I

yanked it out, went down to my knees 
before the keyhole, and tried one thing 
after another.

It was a heavy, old-fashioned Dutch 
lock— perfectly simple except for the 
fact that it seldom had been used, and 
the flanges were rusty. After one 
blade bjoke, I finally got it with the 
corkscrew, however. It creaked open. 
Twirling the knob I jerked the door 
open— and heard a booming shot— two 
shots— then rapidly three more!

OF  course I knew nothing at all 
about the gas. I readied the 
deck, and smelled this stench of 

bitter almonds everywhere. A ter
rified blaekboy came running straight 
at me, yelling something I could not 
make out. I let him have a straight 
right that sent him head over heels 
into the scuppers. Then I felt along 
the rail. I could see little, but I knew 
where to get a marlinspike. With its 
big wooden handle in my fist I went on.

There seemed to be a confused 
huddle of groaning, dying men, there 
amidships. A  single lantern burned 
below the rail, but did not provide 
enough light.

And then I almost fell over the toad
like bulk o f Pappas, crouched there 
behind the taffrail o f the stern. He 
was bellowing at some blackbovs; and 
as I reached him he fired a revolver at 
a flitting shadow further forward. I 
did not dream that this could be Pat, 
or I should have gone stark insane.

As it was, I launched myself upon 
Pappas, bringing down the marlin
spike like a dirk. I felt the dull point 
sink through flesh and grate against 
bone. Then I jerked away and struck 
again, again!

One o f those huge arms came up and 
infolded me. A  revolver went off be
side my head, but Pappas the Pink had 
struck his last blow. Just like a bloated 
balloon that has been punctured, he 
folded up and dropped face forward 
to the deck.

He recognized me. “  Damn mutinv
• 2 A
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— mate,”  he rambled hoarsely through 
the bubbling froth that ringed his lips. 
“  Hah-h^h-h-h 1”  The laugh ended in 
choking.

His hig legs lashed out in their last 
dance, smashing his feet into the taff- 
rail; then he was quiet.

I  rose unsteadily to  my feet.

C H A PTER X L
LOST ISLAND.

F lT fired her last bullet at me, be
fore she recognized me. Then I 
had her in my arms. “  Glad you 

missed, sweetheart,”  I whispered. 
"  Where is Den ?”

But she was done tip. I laid her 
down gently on the deck, and went to 
the side.

“  Looks like we’ve got possession, 
folks!”  I called with what cheer I could 
muster.

“ That you, Spark?”  Infinite relief 
was in Jesse’s voice. “  Den’s got a 
bullet in his shoulder.”

“  Oh, Tm all right. Look out for that 
gas,”  said Den weakly.-

Then Jessie explained. I  understood 
at last. I took Pat *up farther forward 
and let her rest. W e would wait for 
dawn before trying any further proce
dure.

There really is only one more hap
pening which must be told. With the 
day we explored the ship, and heaved 
overboard all the bodies save that o f 
Pappas. _

W e covered him with a hatch tar
paulin. For certain reasons which had 
to do with the authorities he would be 
left in sole possession o f his big ves
sel.

In his cabin we found my gold, and 
likewise a huge store o f moneys, jew
els and other valuables which we did 
not disturb. These would have to  be 
administered by the representatives o f 
the island government; restored to 
their respective owners wherever possi
ble.

3 A

Next morning, after Jessie and Den 
were installed aboard, I and Pat went 
ashore, fully armed. W e managed to 
capture a pair o f the deserting black- 
boys who had been part o f  Pappas’s 
crew.

They were terrified, expecting death, 
but I bargained with them. Assuring 
them over and over again that hanging 
would be the penalty suffered for dis
obedience, I  sent one to the office o f 
the resident agent on the other side o f 
the island, bearing a written report of 
occurrences.

The second blackboy, under pain o f 
death, agreed to show us the island 
where Pappas had taken Jessie’ s hus
band and son. He said it was not 
far.

So on the third day following, with 
Den able to  climb into the una boat, 
we set out for Lost Island, as the ren
dezvous was known, Jessie white-faced 
and silent, Pat reaching over to squeeze 
my hand every now and then, blushing 
with a happiness I prayed I could make 
hers in full measure for life.

Den lay stretched full length. The 
ballet was still in his shoulder, and he 
had nothing to say. What could he 
have said ? Here was definite informa
tion at last; he was attending his own 
funeral, one might say— going with 
the woman he loved to the island where 
her husband and son had been ma
rooned by their enemy. .1 think that 
through those long hours Den prayed 
for  death. But it did not come. His 
constitution refused to surrender.

LO ST Island, a trifling seedwart o f 
u  sand and coral in die midst o f  a 

dozen barren islands, had a tragic 
history o f its own, little o f  which is 
pertinent here. Once it had supported 
a colony o f  thirty or forty blacks. 
Then it was submerged by a tidal wave, 
swept clean o f human life. Later it 
was foqjid and used as a hide-out by 
Pappas the Pink.

It had no vegetation; nothing but 
one brackish spring o f water. Pappas
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carried there all the supplies that were 
used.

Tears spring unbidden to my eyes 
every time I think or speak o f our first 
sight o f Lost Island. A  queer, choked 
cry came from Jessie’s throat, as our 
Ellice Island blackboy assured her that 
this was indeed the lonely spot on 
which her husband and son had been 
marooned.

“  Oh, where are they?”  she cried 
once, sweeping the bare expanse in vain 
for a glimpse o f the pair.

Well, I am not going to tell about 
that terrible search. W e found no trace 
o f the man; and for my part I could 
not grieve over that. I cared too much 
for Den Treleaven.

Back beside the spring we did find a 
pitiful, emaciated mite o f humanity—  
a child o f no more than five years, 
wasted almost to a skeleton.

When Jessie found him, Pat bearing 
the poor kid out to where we could get 
him food and immediate attention, I 
thought the older woman would go 
mad with joy  and pity and mother 
love.

She threw herself to the ground and 
wept and hugged that frail little chap 
till I was afraid she might do him add
ed injury. Children seem to take to this 
sort o f treatment, however.

The kid's drawn face was smiling.
“  Mumsie, I wanna go home. Is tif

fin ready?”  he said weakly.
Well, it was full ten days before 

either the youngster or Den Treleaven 
was ready for regular tiffin, but in the 
meantime we fed them all their systems 
could stand. The boy was a wiry speci
men— plenty tough or he could not 
have survived that awful week o f lone
liness on Lost Island. His hide filled 
out gradually.

In time we got from him a brief 
word concerning his father’s fate. It 
seems the man, dependent for suste
nance upon sea food until the forgetful 
Pappas should return once more, had 
gone diving for clams. There had been

THE

a swirl, red upon the waters— and he 
had come ashore no more.

ON the way back to Erromango, 
and Jessie’s plantation, the three 
sat together in the bow of the 

una boat. Pat and I and the blackboy 
managed to find our way, though it is 
the truth that many times we escaped 
piling up on reefs just by sheer luck.

A  British-French C o m m i s s i o n  
cruiser was waiting when we returned, 
and a dapper young ensign had many 
questions to ask. He had a doctor 
handy, however, and so Den was put 
to bed, while a detachment o f sailors 
under a second ensign was sent to in
vestigate the vessel and remains of 
Pappas the Pink.

The first night Jessie’s bungalow 
was a trifle crowded. Jessie was going 
to nurse Den whether he liked it or 
not— and o f course he did. Pat and I 
were there when Jessie showed the en
sign to his room and the doctor to an
other.

“  I ’m sorry, Spark, but rooms are 
scarce now,”  said Jessie. “  Pat, you 
take that one at the end o f the hall. 
Sparks, you turn in on the couch out
side. In a day or two it ’ll be differ
ent.”

I  heard Pat laugh a little to herself 
and glance sidewise at me.

“  I— I don’t think that will be neces
sary,”  she said, coming and putting one 
arm around my shoulders.

For one silent second I saw Jessie 
look shocked and even Den turn away 
a little. They were not prudes, these 
good friends, but they liked both o f  us. 
They were astounded.

“ Maybe you don’t know!” I found 
my voice at last. “  Captain Pappas 
married us. This is Mrs. Spark Starke. 
And long may she wave!”

I bent and kissed my lady.
Out o f  somewhere I heard Den’s 

weak voice. "  W ell,, God bless you 
both! Pappas the Pink did the world 
one good turn in his life!”
END



The Farewell
In sentimental Mexican, a condemned man 
had a right to a final “  request”  song— and 
unsentimental Mack picked “ Home, Sweet 

Home ”  for reasons o f his own 'B e  it ever so humble, there’s  .no place 
like home—"  >

B y  J. L A N E  L IN K L A T E R

MACK wasn't there at the time, The first part o f  the operation was 
and neither was Bill, other- easy. Two-Finger caught them off 
wise Two-Finger would not guard. He was immediately to the 

h ave  done it. rear o f them, and he stuck his gun
Two-Finger had just paid two bits between them as he leaned over, 

f o r  a glass o f Jake Mudd's disguised “  Both o f you guys,”  - said Tw o- 
v itr io l and was feeling aggressively Finger, “  sit down on die floor here be- 
disconsolate when he noticed that the hind the bar and put your hands up.”  
b ig  safe at the end o f the bar o f the He said it very quietly, so that no- 
M o n e y  Girl was open.. One o f the men body noticed what was going on.' Jake 
h ad  been gathering some o f the sur- said something,, but he said it under his 
plus cash at the gambling tables which breath, which was just as well, 
d r e w  so many visitors from north o f Then Two-Finger reached out and 
the R io  Grande, and Jake himself took all the paper money he could see 
wzC9- stuffing this cash into the safe, in the safe and stuck it in his pockets. 
Silently, Two-Finger began to ease Just then one o f the bartenders turned 
himself along the bar until he came to around and was so astonished that he 
the end, directly behind Jake and his made a loud remark that was theologi- 
pian.- . 'ca l in its implications.

is .
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Two-Finger started to back out, but 
he had over a hundred feet to go, with 
gambling paraphernalia and a mob o f 
patrons in his way; so to make things 
easy he shot twice into the air in a hap
hazard sort o f way.

Well, for a minute everybody was 
trying to get under the same table or 
out o f the same door. It began to 
look as though Two-Finger was going 
to make it to the door all right. He 
had less than ten.feet to go when a gun 
popped off and plunked him in his right 
arm. Some bar-swipe that Two- 
Finger hadn’t noticed had shot at him 
and ducked behind the bar.

Two-Finger dropped his gun and he 
looked right angry. Indeed, he looked 
angry for about three seconds, which 
was two seconds too long. He stooped 
to pick up his gun with his left hand 
— the one that was short on fingers—  
and he was just straightening out again 
when a whole regiment came into 
action, as well as a couple o f the 
Mexican cops who had just come 
around on the outside.

When Mack came in, less than a 
minute later, Two-Finger was lying 
there as dead as a hunk o f Swiss 
cheese, and as full o f holes.

Two-Finger’s remains were removed 
promptly by the authorities so as not to 
interfere with business. Everybody 
made a rush for the bar to get their 
courage back— that is, everybody ex
cept Jake himself, who didn’t have 
courage enough to drink his own stuff, 
and Mack, who was thoughtfully 
scrutinizing Jake.

Jake smiled, but any one watching 
him would have liked it better had he 
kept his face straight. There was an 
air o f benevolent respectability about 
Jake that was deceiving until one 
noticed that his eyes were never still 
and that one end o f his mouth 'bung 
down too confidentially when he con
versed with any one.

There was no smile on Mack’s long, 
lean face, and the conversation that 
ensued was brief and one-sided.

“  It ain’t possible,”  said Jake, with a 
shrug, “  for any one to stick up the 
Money Girl— and live.”

Mack said nothing, and Jake sud
denly turned and walked away.

A L L  this happened about ten o ’clock 
in the evening, which was usually 
considered far too early for nor

mal excitement in the Money Girl.
Along about midnight Mack was one 

o f an illustrious company o f three din
ing in the back room of Hop Ling’s, 
which was right alongside of the 
Money Girl. Mack was silently listen
ing to the torrid comments of his two 
friends as they discussed the distinctly 
lamentable passing of the careless Two- 
Finger.

“  Shot full o ’ holes, he was, the 
bloody fool,”  said Bill, whose great 
bulk overflowed onto the table, his 
booming voice floating out o f the door 
and across the desert. y

“  And,”  he added, with great solem
nity, “  he didn’t even get a farewell 
song.”

Carl, who was once described on 
the Los Angeles police blotter as “  a 
visiting desert rat, age unknown, 
height five feet two inches, booked for 
drunkenness and starting a riot in the 
Mandarin Noodle Palace,”  looked 
shocked.

To forfeit the privilege o f the 
“  farewell song ”  added pathos to an 
otherwise sufficiently regrettable event. 
It was the custom in Mexicoro, when 
any one but a rank stranger ran afoul 
the law to the extent o f facing a firing 
squad, legal or extra legal, to invite 
him to name his favorite song. There
upon an impromptu solo was arranged 
to solace him in his last hour— and to 
give color to a drab affair for the fur
ther entertainment o f visiting patrons.

It was, indeed, a custom that even 
Jake Mudd did not dare defy.

“ How’d it happen?” squeaked Carl.
Thereupon Bill, with many verbal 

flourishes, began to tell the story. Bill 
had hurried over from Calimoro,
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Texas, as soon as the news had floated 
across the line, bearing a dozen ac
counts that bore no resemblance to each 
other except for the one particular that 
Two-Finger was “ shot full o ’ holes.”  
For Carl’s benefit Bill was now merg
ing all o f  these stories into one grand 
narrative.

Mack, at the head o f the table, was 
gazing thoughtfully upon the some
what torpid scene in the front o f 
H op  Linjps.

A  fat, porky-looking gentleman, 
stripped to his undershirt, was per
forming with remarkable dexterity on 
the piaijo, and a dilapidated young 
man, whose trouble seemed to be a 
combination o f bad whisky and yen  
she, was singing “ Home, Sweet 
H om e ”  with that strange passion 
common to people o f deranged nerves. 
Close- by, a dance hall girl whp had 
dropped in for a dish o f  Hop Ling’s 
pork spareribs, was almost overcome 
by  the familiar melody. She began to 
sob violently.

It was now past, midnight, but hot 
with that persistent heat characteristic 
o f  the imperial desert. Bill, ap
proaching the climax o f his story, un
fastened his shirt. "  Carl wiped his 
brow with one o f  Hop Ling’s napkins.

“  Well,”  Bill concluded, “  Tw o- 
Finger was within three feet o f the 
door when some dirty bar-swipe fired 
three times and plugged him in both 
arms and just above the right eye. 
Then seven Mexican cops come rush
ing in back o f  him and each and every 
one o f  them got busy with their irons. 
A t  the same time all o f  Jake Mudd’s 
men come out from under the tables 
and let loose.

“  And Two-Finger, he just looked at 
them like he didn’t know ’em and didn’t 
want to, and uttered one glorious last 
word— which he hadn’t ought to, con
sidering he was just about to cash in 
— and then set down on the floor. 
Didn’t even get a farewell song, the 
bloody fool.”

Carl swore vividly, in a sort o f  high

soprano. Bill returned to his ham and 
eggs. Mack said nothing.

“ Must've gone plumb crazy,”  mut
tered Carl. “  Why, they ain’t no more 
chance o f pulling a trick like that in 
the Money Girl, and getting away with 
it, than I got to date up the Queen o ’ 
the May— ”

“ W hy not?”  asked Mack quietly.

IT  was the first time he had said any
thing, which was not unusual; it was 
his habit to let the others talk them

selves out before concluding the con
versation with a few brief remarks o f 
bis own.

“  W hy n ot!”  Carl looked at him with 
friendly scorn. “  Why, figure it out 
for yourself, Mister Mack. In the 
first place, that dump is lousy with 
Jake’s watchers and with the Mexican 
Governor’s armed and obliging repre
sentatives o f law and order, as inter
preted by Jake Mudd.

“  Then, supposin’ that you do what 
ain’t anywheres near possible and get 
outside the Money Girl with a large 
part o f  Jake’s folding money on your 
person— where are you going? You 
can’t go east, you can’t go west, and 
you can’t go south, because this filthy 
desert has you all bottled up.”

“  And north ?”  suggested Mack.
“  Well,, if you can reach the line 

ahead o f about two hundred ardent and 
admiring followers, get safely past the 
Mexican customs officers on this side 
and the American customs officers on 
the other, then walk, trot or canter 
through the picturesque village o f Cali- 
moro, and get out into the scenic beau
ties o f  Imperial Comity— why then 
maybe you could hide under a canta
loupe tree, or something—always pro
viding there’s a sandstorm on at the 
time.”

Carl finished as though the matter 
had been quite thoroughly disposed o f. 
Bill shook his head in agreement.

I was just thinking,”  said Mack, 
reflectively, “  that I would do the trick 
myself.”
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Bill stopped in the act o f mopping 
up some loose egg with a chunk of 
bread. Carl drew in his Breath sharp
ly, like a schoolgirl at her first round
up.

Mack, they knew, never said he was 
“  just thinking ”  of doing something 
unless he had fully decided to do it, 
and not even a very thin smile dis
turbed his leathery face into indicating 
that he might be jesting.

“  You mean,”  said Bill at last, in a 
low voice— that is, as low as he could 
make it ; it didn’t penetrate quite as far 
as the Mexican barracks— “ you mean 
that you aim to stick up the Money 
Girl ?”

Mack inclined his head slightly in 
affirmation.

“  Why?”
“  Well, Jake Mudd robbed Frank 

Sloan of the best cotton ranch south of 
the line, didn’t he? Then Jay Hoke 
tried to get it back for him and Jake 
killed him, didn’t he? Then Jay’s gjrl 
Peggy tried to get the U. S. people in
terested and Jake spoiled her name, 
didn’t he? Then Peggy’s pal Two-Fin
ger took a couple of Jake’s bum drinks 
and tried to get even and got a nice new 
shirt all burned up, didn’t he?”

“  Right, so far,”  said Bill.
“  Well, Jay was Frank’s friend, and 

Peggy was Jay’s friend, and Two-Fin
ger was Peggy’s friend.”

Mack signaled to one of Hop Ling’s 
boys to bring him another cup of coffee.

“  And I,”  he added, “ was Two-Fin
ger’s friend.”

Bill and Carl looked at each other 
and nodded. Mack had made it quite 
clear. His reasoning was perfect and 
his conclusion inevitable. It also 
dawned upon them that they, too, had 
been Two-Finger’s friends.

“  And so,”  Mack summed up, “  Jake 
Mudd has got to pay for Frank’s ranch, 
Jay’s funeral, Peggy’s reputation and 
Two-Finger’s new shirt— which he bor- 
ried from me.”

The fat piano-player was now reclin
ing heavily against the bar. The in

spired soloist had disappeared through 
a side door. The plump girl from the 
dance hall had ceased sobbing, being ac
tively engaged in disposing of the pork 
’spareribs.

“  And another reason,”  Mack 
thought aloud, “  for making Jake 
Mudd pay is that Jake says it can’t be 
done.”

“  As I '  see it,”  commented Carl, 
“  Jake is danged near right, which 
makes it a good reason, and I ’m with 
you if I can stay sober long enough.”

“  Me, too,” said Bill, “  as soon as 
I ’ve had another order o f ham and 
eggs.”

AT two o’clock in the morning, busi- 
L ness was good in the Money Girl. 

In the front end of the establish
ment was the gambling hall proper—  
several roulette wheels for the genteel 
visitors, a few crap games for those 
whose gambling was in the nature of a 
pagan rite, here and there a blackjack 
stand for those who demanded quick 
turnover, and over in a far corner a 
solitary faro bank layout for the old- 
timers.

Along one side of the hall was the 
hundred-foot bar, now the scene of 
much activity. In the rear was the 
dance floor, where a curious mixture of 
ranch hands, Mexican soldiers, bank 
clerks and barbers from across the line, 
and thirsty pilgrims from all the arid 
territory to the north, were dancing 
with little grace and not much merri
ment, but strenuously and perspiringly.

There was just one front entrance 
and one at the back, and both of them 
had been purposely made narrow to 
make hurried departure difficult.

At the end of the bar, close to the 
safe, Jake Mudd was carrying on a 
furtive conversation with a young 
Chinaman— the same who had been si
lently serving ham and eggs to a dis
tinguished group of three, some two 
hours before.

The Oriental was talking in a low 
tone, and. Jake was listening with ap
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parent carelessness, but his eyes were 
slicing here and there, paying particu
lar attention to the front entrance.

Presently Jake nodded curtly, and 
the Chinaman made his way through 
the crowd to the back door that led, 
through a short alley, to the kitchen o f 
Hop Ling's restaurant.

“  Bugs,”  said Jake, quietly, but loud 
enough to be heard by a large young 
roan with a strangely misplaced nose, 
■who was standing several feet away.

Bugs responded by strolling toward 
Jake and leaning on the bar beside him.

“  Bugs,”  said Jake, “  you know Si
lent Mack ? He’s going to try to stick 
us up.”

Bugs grunted. One gathered from 
his general demeanor that it was all 
the same to him.

“  He’ll probably try it most any time 
n<5w,”  observed Jake. “ That bird 
don’t usually wait long when he makes 
up his mind.”

“  Safe locked?”  asked Bugs, whose 
voice suggested that it had once been 
operated on with a large coarse file.

Jake broke out in a lopsided smile, 
and even Bugs could see that he was 
finding no little satisfaction in the sit
uation.

“ No. I ’ll leave it unlocked. I’ ll 
even leave it open a little.”

“  Put it out on the street, why 
doncher?”  suggested Bugs, faintly sar
castic.

“  You don’t understand, Bugs,”  said 
Jake, shaking his head playfully. “ I 
want to make it easy for our dear 
friend Mack. I want to encourage him 
to put his hand in that safe and grab a 
large mess o f coin.”

Jake chewed reflectively on the end 
o f  his cigar.

"  That 'II give us a good chance to 
get him with the stuff. There ain’t no 
chance o f his getting out o f here,* any
way— not now that we know about it.”

Bugs squinted humorously at Jake.
"  Want me to stick around here ?”
" N o .  He’d figure there’ s only one 

way out that he could make a get-away,

and that’s out the front door. You 
stand alongside that roulette wheel 
right near the door, and— ”

“  I wan’ whisky!”  shrieked a hys
terical voice a few feet along the bar. 
Jake and Bugs both turned to look.

IT  was Carl, and he was standing pre
cariously on the rail, half-sprawled 
over the bar, the better to draw his 

five-feet-two up on a level with the bar
tender.

"  I wan’ whishky,”  he repeated, quite 
as emphatically as the first time, but 
not quite as clearly.

Jake Mudd’s dispensers were usual
ly remarkably liberal in interpreting a 
customer’s fitness to prolong his enter
tainment, but Carl had progressed so 
far toward inebriety that he might now 
be designated plain drunk. Indeed, the 
man in the white apron had just ex
perienced no little difficulty in per
suading Carl to pay for his last drink—  
and that, in Jake’s place, meant the end 
of everything.

In short, Carl was taking up room 
that could be more profitably assigned 
to patrons who were still able to reach 
into their pockets, so the bartender 
gave him a push, and he was heaved 
violently into the mob behind him.

Slowly, uncertainly, Carl picked 
himself up, and stood facing, in a very 
general way, the unfriendly bartender.

“  Take glashesh off,”  he demanded 
.with dignity, "  and cummout here.”

'  Everybody laughed. The bartender, 
who did not wear glasses, smiled 
genially, and proceeded to “  draw one ”  
for the flunky serving the faro table.

“  I f ,”  went on Carl, deliberately, 
“  you’ re 'fraid to cummout here, I will 
mo’ shertainly cum back there.”

This apparently, was no idle threat, 
He managed to wheel around and take 
several determined steps, somewhat in 
the manner o f  a toe-dancer not quite 
sure o f  herself, toward the end o f  the 
bar, with the'obvious intention o f get
ting on the other side o f it and making 
a fearful example o f  the bartender.
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At the point, however, where his. 
progress necessitated his entering the 
opening leading around to the dispens
ing side o f the bar, Carl found himself 
face to face with an obstacle, which 
was no less than Jake Mudd himself, 
not to mention Jake’s companion, the 
hearty Bugs.

For a moment Carl looked them 
both over very carefully, and with 
much disdain.

“  I,”  he announced, “  am goin’ kill 
bartender. Get out my way.”

This sanguinary threat somehow 
failed to impress either Mr. Mudd or 
his handy man, and they gazed at him 
in unsmiling silence, which evidently 
made Carl deeply indignant.- The little 
man drew himself up and squared his 
shoulders with solemn dignity. De
liberately he raised his right arm to 
strike the waiting Jake— and then col
lapsed in a heap on the floor.

Jake shrugged his shoulders. Bugs 
snickered.

“  Better throw him over in the cor
ner, Bugs,”  said Jake, indicating a 
small roped-off section which was 

‘ thickly piled with the incapacitated. 
“  He’s  plumb gone, and— wait a 
minute 1”

Jake was glancing sidewise, but with 
keen interest, in the direction o f  the 
front door. Bugs’s gaze followed his.

THE front door had been closed a 
few minutes before because o f the 
sudden advent o f one o f those 

regularly irregular Imperial desert 
sandstorms. Jake had observed the 
door open quickly to admit Silent 
Mack, who closed the door behind him 
and stood ;for a moment making a 
casual survey o f the interior o f the 
Money Girl. Then Mack began to 
stroll carelessly through the crowd, 
stopping at one o f the blackjack stands 
to watch the play.

“  Beat it, quick!”  said Jake.
Bugs stooped over aqd picked up 

Carl’s inert form, dropped it a little to 
one side o f the bar opening, and began

to edge his. way quickly through die 
throng toward the roulette wheel 
nearest the door.

Jake maintained his position at the 
bar, apparently engaged in watching 
the progress o f the various gambling 
devices. In reality his attention was 
fastened on the movements o f the tall, 
quiet visitor at the blackjack stand.

Presently, smiling at his own sagac
ity, Jake deliberately walked away, 
leaving the safe obviously unprotected, 
and stood watching the dancers. Very, 
very casually he moved so that, by 
means o f ocular gymnastics, he could 
see what was going on in the gambling 
hall.

In a few minutes he had the satisfac
tion o f observing Mack unobtrusively 
desert the blackjack stand and saunter 
toward a crap table— some twenty feet 
nearer the safe. There he stood for 
several minutes, exhibiting interest in 
the fevered antics o f the gamblers.

Then he moved again. Jake found 
it difficult to suppress an exclamation 
o f  triumph. Soon Mack was standing 
at the bar, directly in front o f the safe. 
Indeed, he appeared to be staring at it 
— and all around it.

A  minute later, however, brought 
surprise and annoyance to the waiting 
Jake. Mack’s eyes suddenly left the 
safe as if he had no interest in it what
ever,, and he turned on his heel and 
walked slowly away in the direction of 
the front entrance. Jake’s astonish
ment was so great that he turned com
pletely around to watch the retreating 
form. Had Mack suspected something?

Mack was tall, but the crowd was 
thick and the gambling hall was at least 
a hundred feet deep. Jake lost sight 
o f him as he neared the door. Ap
parently Mack was leaving without 
making the attempt o f which Jake had 
been warned.

“  Yaller!”  he muttered. “  W ho’d 
have thought— ”

A  shout interrupted him. Something 
was happening at the roulette table 
where Bugs was stationed. Those in



THE FAREWELL SONG. 41

that section o f  the hall began to mill 
around in a way that indicated that 
something was providing even more 
excitement than the games. For a 
moment , there was an ominous silence 
at the front o f the hall that was notice
able to Jake at the rear, in spite o f the 
continued bustle elsewhere. Then the 
noise increased to a confused roar.

Jake plunged through the crowd.

MACK  was standing at the end o f 
the table, both hands extended 
slightly in the air. His gun was 

resting on the table. The estimable 
Bugs, grinning pleasantly, was cover
ing him. Just as Jake arrived a Mexi
can policeman turned up to assist the 
course o f justice.

“  What happened?”  demanded Jake. 
“ This bird,”  said Bugs, indicating 

Mack, “  tried to stick up the dealer at 
the table here— guess he didn’t spot me 
standing right here by the door.”

Jake looked from the few stacks o f 
silver piled in front o f the dealer to 
Mack, standing motionless and expres
sionless. He was puzzled— and pleased.

“  You sure took a big chance for that 
little pile o f  coin,”  Jake told Mack. 

Mack said nothing.
“  Guess you picked on this table ac

count o f  its being so close to the door?”  
Mack didn’t even seem to hear. 
“ W ell,”  concluded Jake cheerfully, 

“  that’s about all for you. Better take 
him along, boys, and— ”

“ Wait a minute!”  boomed a lusty 
voice that drowned out every vestige o f 
sound in the Money Girl, including the 
dance orchestra, which was just con
cluding a particularly exuberant num
ber.

The mob turned to look. Bill had 
managed to hoist his broad anatomy 
onto a now deserted crap table.

“ That guy,” -shouted Bill, “ is en
titled to a farewell song!”

For a moment there was silence. 
Then the crowd took up the cry.

“ Give him a farewell song!”  they 
insisted;

Jake wavered. He wanted no de
lay. He glanced at Mack, but that ill- 
fated adventurer did not move a 
muscle. I f  he had either thought or 
feeling, not even the twitch o f  an eye
lash betrayed it.

“  All right,”  grumbled Jake. “  Name 
your choice.”

For an instant Mack appeared to be 
engaged in reflection.

“  ‘ Home, Sweet Home,’ ”  he de
cided, at last.

Bill turned his attention to the rear 
o f  the hall.

“  Let ’er g o !”  he yelled, and he 
clambered off toward the orchestra.

The regular orchestra, however, ap
peared to have taken advantage o f the 
lull in business, and were lined up at 
the bar.

Apparently, however, Bill had fore
seen this possibility— it may be that he 
had even paid for. the drinks. In any 
case, under his direction a very fat, 
porky-looking gentleman, the same 
who had performed next door in Hop 
Ling’s, seated himself at the piano, and 
alongside o f him stood the neurotic 
young man who had sung before.

THE pianist led off with a few pre
liminary flourishes. Then, .with 
a strange earnestness, rendered 

more powerful by the recent in
dulgence in some powerful stimulant, 
the singer’s clear tenor rang out softly 
but distinctly, and by the time he had 
reached the end o f  the second line the 
entire audience had been reduced to 
utter silence.

“Amid pleasures and palaces though' 
we may roam

Be it ever so humble there’s no place 
like home."

Immediately several hundred minds 
floated off on the wings o f fancy, and 
each o f them lingered dreamily over 
the place its owner thought o f as home 
— when he thought o f it at all. A  potent 
word, "  home,”  and even Bugs fidgeted 
uncomfortably.

A t the end o f  the first verse some o f
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the dance hall girls, and one o f the bar
tenders, unable to stand the strain on 
their emotions, slipped quietly out o f  
the back door leading to Hop Ling’s.

But by the end o f the second verse 
no one was able to move at all. One 
girl, who was standing almost directly 
in front o f Bugs, was weeping softly, 
but quite audibly— the same lady who 
had wept in Hop Ling’s at midnight.

Mack had not changed his position, 
except that his arms were lowered a 
trifle, apparently unmoved and immov
able. Bugs was slouched forward, and 
his mouth took on a peculiar slant.

“ Hom e! H om e! Sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home!”

The song was ended, but no one 
moved except Jake, to whom it was 
only an irritating formality anyway.

“ All right,”  said Jake briskly. Even 
the dealer at the roulette wheel looked 
at him angrily for so abruptly break
ing into the prevailing mood and bring
ing them all back to the Money Girl. 
“  Let’ s get— ”

“  Wait a minute!”  roared Bill, for 
the second time. “  Let’s have that song 
again!”

A  hundred voices seconded this un
precedented proposal. N o one so revels 
in sentiment as the wayward wander
er; and out o f several hundred in the 
hall, almost all were wayward wander
ers, except, perhaps, the Mexican po
liceman, who didn’t count anyway.

Jake swore, but it was impossible to 
disregard the unanimous and imperi
ous demand o f the mob. Anyway, Bill 
had already issued instructions to* the 
musicians who, still further intoxicated 
by this tribute to their powers, were 
not slow to begin again.

Jake waited impatiently through the 
second rendition. N o sound interrupt
ed the singer, except the somewhat 
more pronounced expressions o f  men
tal anguish o f the girl standing in front 
o f Bugs.

It was the artist’s supreme effort. 
Nothing could have been more emo

tionally convincing. The fat man at 
the piano shivered a little. It would 
have been a good time to take up a 
collection— a collection for the musi
cians, for the drunks, for broken-down 
bartenders, for anything or anybody 
except perhaps Jake Mudd, who some
how had, in a few short minutes, come 
to typify the destroyer o f sentiment 
and the enemy o f  humanity.

A T  last the soloist reached the con
y ‘ s  eluding line o f  the song for the 

. second time, and it hung in the 
air like a vision o f childhood:

“ There’s no place like home!”
There was a piercing shriek. It was 

the lady in front o f Bugs. She had 
been, apparently, completely unnerved 
by this final reminder that home was 
sweet, and she slumped in a faint in 
Bugs’s arms, almost knocking the re
volver out o f his hand.

"  Let’s have that song again!”
Bill’s voice zoomed down the hall 

imperatively. Bill had shifted his po
sition and was now close to the door, 
but he could have said it in an under
tone and made himself understood. At 
once the pianist struck the first note, 
and they were off again.

Jake Mudd swore violently. To 
permit the second performance had 
been an unwilling concession on his 
part, and he had no intention o f wait
ing any longer.

“  Stop that!”  he bellowed.
But the music continued, and the 

singer was well along in the first verse:
" A  charm from the skies seems to 

hallow us there.”

Roughly Jake began to elbo\V 
through the crowd. He had jostled his 
way until he had almost reached the 
musicians when a clatter and a bang 
brought him to a halt. The front door 
had been opened and shut!

Mack’s tall form had disappeared.
With Jake gone, the Mexican police

man lulled half asleep by the music,
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and Bug^ with his arms full o f dis
tressed femininity, it had been easy for 
him to slip away, although Jake 
thought quickly that it should be easy 
enough to catch him— if they could get 
within gunshot before he reached the 
line.

“  Get him!”  he called urgently.
“  Get him !”  repeated Bill, with bel

ligerent enthusiasm.
There was a rush for the narrow 

doorway. Unfortunately, the door 
opened inward. Still more unfortu
nately, the first man there was Bill, 
who appeared to be more anxious than 
any one to lead the chase. With Bill's 
massive torso almost covering the 
door, and pressed against it by at least 
a hundred eager pursuers, it was quite 
impossible to open the door.

When finally the perspiring Jake, 
the startled policeman and the disgust
ed Bugs managed to relieve the pres
sure enough to clear the entrance and 
get out into the blinding sandstorm 
that was still raging, Jake realized that 
Mack was out o f reach.

“  He's way over on the other side 
by now,”  observed Jake bitterly, “  and 
on his way north. Them guys over 
there don’t like me none too well, any
way.”

The pursuit was left in charge o f  
the Mexican policeman, and Jake and 
Bugs walked gloomily back to the bar.

“  Well, anyway,”  said Bugs, with an 
effort to be cheerful, “ he didn’t get 
nothing out o f  it.”

This remark served to remind Jake 
o f  something. He glanced at the safe. 
Somehow it looked different. He had 
left the safe door open a little, and it 
was still open, but— or so it seemed to 
Jakfr—at a slightly different angle.

Anxiously he opened it up and 
peered inside. Then he straightened 
up and glared at Bugs. One word was 
enough to tell the story.

“ Cleaned!”
- “ W hat?”

“  Are you deef ?• I said * cleaned ’ !

Everything but the nickels and dimes! 
You— ”

“  Never mind that,”  said Bugs ag
gressively. “  It ain’t my fault, and—  
say, what happened to that little runt 
that I chucked down in this com er?”

“  You mean,”  interrupted one o f the 
bartenders, who had been listening in, 
“ that squirt that I pushed off the 
bar?”

“  Yes.”
“  Why, I went around to Hop Ling’s 

for a, cup o ’ cawfee when that music 
started, and just before I come back 
I seen the little rat come in by the back 
way, and he goes right by me through 
the restaurant and marches out to the 
street.”

“  H im ! Why, he was too drunk to 
crawl,”  protested Jake.

“  Drunk, hell!”  said the bartender. 
“  He was as sober as a parson’s grand
mother !”

TH REE gentlemen occupied a 
booth in a Los Angeles restau
rant the next day. One o f them 

was very large and hearty, another 
very small and squeaky, and the third 
was very lean and humorless.

On the table were three piles o f  cur
rency, o f  varying sizes, ^nd one five- 
dollar bill that occupied a position o f 
solitude.

“  That,”  said Mack, indicating the 
largest pile, “ will buy Frank a nice 
ranch— north o f the line. This little 
bundle will fix Peggy up with a cute 
little tea shop on Spring Street The 
other little package will pay Carl back 
for what he spent on Jay’s funeral. 
And the five-dollar bill will buy me 
a new shirt— Two-Finger hadn’t 
oughter've borried my shirt anyway, 
if  he was going to get it all mussed 
up.”

“  And I,”  said Bill, banging on the 
table with his knife, his voice com
pletely subduing the noise o f a street 
car out on Fifth Street, “  will have an
other order o f  ham and eggs.”
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Young Steoe Tanner went off to the Spanish-American War on a hicyele 
built for two—and came back 1° a world gone topsy-turvy

B y  G A R R E T  S M IT H
Author o f “  You’ve Killed P r i v a c y * *  The Joke at ' Uptet J, ’ * •  etc.

CH A PTE R  I.
TH E OLD DOANE HOUSE.

S TE V E N  TA N N E R  held his 
breath as he cautiously lifted his 
heavy tandem bicycle over the 

roadside ditch in the solid darkness 
and leaned it against the bank. Be
hind the cedar hedge he crouched mo
tionless. For several minutes he lis
tened to the shivering whisper o f the 
night breeze in the black pines around 
the sleeping farmhouse.

Steve shivered a little himself. Even 
so hardy a dare-devil as Steve Tanner 
could not approach the old Doane 
house at midnight overconfidently. 
There was too good a chance o f meet
ing a flock o f buckshot in full flight. 
Had he known, however, the tragic 
train o f circumstances this raid o f his 
was setting in motion, he would have 
turned and fled as if his life depended 
on it. But he was no prophet. At 
length, hearing no sound but the moan
ing o f the pines and the remote sleigh- 
bell chorus o f the peepers in the swamp 
lot, he struck a sulphur match and, cup
ping it in his palms, he crept along the 
tall cedar barrier till he found a nar
row gap through which he wriggled. 

Inside the hedge the marauder stood

upright and listened again, peering to
ward the rambling house that bulked 
dimly against the skyline. Then, inch 
by inch, he tiptoed back toward the 
open shed beside the carriage house. 
There he knew he would find a neces
sary ladder.

But to reach it he must pass the ken
nel o f the able and ready W olf, a big 
shepherd dog whose loud bark in no 
way overadvertised the quality o f  his 
bite.

And in the loft o f  the carriage bam, 
sleeping lightly beside a ready shotgun, 
lay Pete Whalen, the gorilla-like hired 
man and guardian o f the two redoubt
able Doane sisters.

There were only the faint shadows 
o f  roofs and tree tops to guide him. 
Underneath was black nothingness. He 
bumped his forehead against a Comer 
o f  the windmill frame. A  bowlder 
caught the toothpick toe o f one o f  his 
shoes and nearly sent him sprawling. 
The handle o f  a grindstone reached out 
and barked his shins. Still no alarm 
sounded.

Then, just as he was within a few 
feet o f his first objective, he stepped 
on a fallen dead branch o f the big oak. 
It snapped with a report that brought 
W olf out o f his kennel at a flying leap
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Leading the dog, he felt his way to 
the kennel and made him fast to his 
chain.

But W olf had accomplished his mis
chief. An upstairs window o f the 
farmhouse creaked open. Then an
other. Steve crouched and started to 
withdraw into deeper shadows. Again 
one o f his new pointed toed shoes made 
trouble. It caught under a root, and 
he fell with a crash into a lilac bush. 
There was a duet o f half suppressed 
feminine screams from the windows.

“ And he had a peach o f  a little girl 
waiting fo r  him, too !"

with a protest that reechoed from the 
wood lot a half mile away.

Steve could see nothing o f the brute, 
but a murderous growl was coming 
swiftly and unerringly toward him 
through the darkness.

Nevertheless Steve stood his ground. 
He ripped the paper off a package he 
was carrying under his arm and held 
it in front o f him.

“  Be still, W o lf !”  he whispered 
hoarsely.

At the same time the dog caught the 
odor o f fresh meat, mingled with the 
scent o f a friend. For Steve had been 
cultivating W olf's  acquaintance sur
reptitiously at the line fence separating 
the Doane and Tanner farms. W olf’s 
snarl turned to a bark o f joy  and his 
jaws closed on the beef bone.

“  Still, sir,”  Steve whispered again, 
patting the animal’s flank and slipping 
his other hand through his collar.

“  Peter! Oh, Peter!”  called a high- 
pitched voice.

That would be Miss Mary Doane.
“  Percival! Is that you ?”  followed 

the throaty contralto o f Miss Sarah 
Doane.

Simultaneously two other windows 
opened, one in the lower floor o f the 
house, the other in the loft o f the car
riage barn.

“  Cornin’, Miss M ary!”  boomed 
Pete’s bass. “ Don’t you be scared, 
ma’am. Prob’ly that fool dog worry- 
in’ a skunk agin. Don’t smell nothin’ 
at that. I ’ll take a look in a jiffy.”

“  What’s the trouble, Cousin 
Sarah?”  drawled a drowsy tenor, 
which, by process o f elimination, Steve 
judged to be young Mr. Percival 
Doane, though he had never met the 
gentleman. He had understood, how
ever, that this distant-cousin o f  the 
spinsters, from Buffalo, had lately
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come for an extended visit. Steve had 
good reason for being prejudiced 
against Percival.

TH E door o f the carriage bam 
opened and heavy steps ap
proached across the yard. Light

er treads were heard coming from the 
house. Steve made a strategic detour 
and reached the carriage barn just as 
the two inspectors met near the kennel. 
He heard a low conversation, mingled 
with mumbling growls o f protest from 
W olf. A  sulphur match, glowed for 
an instant.

“  It’s all right, ma’am,”  Pete an
nounced. “  W olf's caught something 
an’s eatin’ it. ’Taint a skunk, though.” 

“  You take a good look around just 
the same,”  commanded Miss Mary.

“  That’s right,”  chimed in Miss 
Sarah. “  I was sure I heard some
body. There’s a tramp or something 
around.”

Percival gave a guarded chuckle.
“  All right, Pete. W e’ll take a look. 

If we find a tramp, it ’ll, be twenty- 
three for his. Don’t point that con
founded shotgun my way, though.”  

Steve chuckled in his turn as he 
heard them start toward the front 
yard. Then, with sudden inspiration, 
he chuckled again arid slipped into the 
carriage bam. Time was when Steve 
had been a welcome visitor at the 
Doane place. He was quite at home 
in the carriage bam. Swinging the 
door to, he struck a match, displaying 
the complete fleet o f Doane road ve
hicles, the canopy-top surrey, the 
single-seated top buggy, and a Demo
crat wagon.

The intruder held up the match long 
enough to locate the tool box against 
the right-hand wall. Then he worked 
quickly in the dark, listening for the 
return o f Pete Whalen. A  few minutes 
later he slipped out o f the building, 
holding in his hands some greasy hub 
nuts, one from each o f  the three ve
hicles. These he dropped among the 
bushes at the edge o f the garden.

“  Now let ’em try to chase the lleein’ 
culprits,”  he chuckled, and crouched 
behind the bushes just as he heard the 
man hunters approaching again, hav
ing completed the circuit.

“  Coast seems to be clear, cousins,”  
Percival called, going toward the 
house. A  low toned argument fol
lowed between him and the ladies at 
the windows. Pete returned toward 
his quarters.

Satisfied that the search was over, 
Steve slipped into the tool shed and 
presently found the ladder among the 
collection o f reapers, mowing ma
chines, plows, and other farm imple
ments. Making no sound, he cautious
ly extricated the ladder and carried it 
around to the far side o f the house. 
There was a dim glow in a little win
dow under the eaves over his head. 
Steve set the ladder lightly against its 
sill and clambered up. He gave three 
hardly audible taps on the pane.

Instantly the light went out. He 
heard the shade rise cautiously, then 
the window. Tw o soft, tiny hands met 
his big homy ones across the sill.

"Rosemarie, darling!”  he whis
pered.

"  Oh, Steve, dear! W hy did you ?” 
came an answering whisper.

“  They might find you any minute! 
You must go quick! That terrible Pete 
would shoot you quick’s he’d wink!”

She tried to draw her hands from 
his— to send him away.

“  Listen, Rosemarie,”  he persisted. 
“ W e haven’t a second to lose. I had 
to see you to-night. It may be my last 
chance. Now don’t be scared, honey, 
and don’t feel bad, but— I’ve got to 
tell you something. I— the United
States declared war to-day.”

“ O h!”
It was a cry o f  pure anguish. She 

was suddenly clinging to him desper
ately as if she would never let him go.

“  O h!”  she repeated. Then, “  Steve, 
you’re not— ”

“ Yes, Rosemarie, I’m going. Of 
course I am. You wouldn’t have any
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use for me i f  I  didn’t  I got the news 
down at the store to-night. Several o f 
the fellows are goin\ I haven’t told 
the folks, won’t till I’m safe enlisted. 
Dad won't try to stop me then. I'm 
goin’ in to Buffalo in the morning and 
sign up.”

For a long minute she wept on his 
shoulder before she could speak.

“  You’re right, Steve,”  she choked 
finally. “ O f course you must go. My 
aunts will hate you worse than ever, 
though. They don’t believe in the 
war.”

"  They wouldn’ t,”  Steve commented 
grimly. “  And they’re goin’ to have 
an even worse reason for hatin’ me.; 
Rosemarie, this is the big show-down. 
Rosemarie, you’re goin’ to run away 
with me and marry me to-night before 
I go.”

“  Steve 1”
' “  Yes, you are. Don’t argue. It may 
be now or never. You can see me off 
to camp to-morrow as my wife or else 
maybe never see me again. I f  I know 
I ’ve got you sure, I can go away happy. 
Hurry. Don’t stop for extra clothes.”

For several minutes he argued with 
her before she finally yielded. Then 
her surrender was complete.

“  Steve, I ’ll- do it. Those two old 
fogies have been smothering the life 
out o f me ever since father and mother 
died. W hy should I mind them? Wait 
just a minute.”

She turned away and he heard for a 
moment the frantic swish o f garments 
in the dark room. Then she was back 
at the window thrusting a bundle in his 
hands.

“  All right,”  she whispered tremu
lously.

Steve backed down the ladder a few 
rounds. Peering up he saw against 
the sky-line the silhouette o f a dainty 
foot followed by a few inches o f grace
fully slender calf. He looked down 
hastily, a modest flush burning his 
cheeks. Since, Rosemarie grew into 
long skirts, he had almost forgotten 
that she possessed such members.

They were halfway down the ladder 
when they heard the ominous creak o f 
a door over their heads. The blank 
open window suddenly went light.

“  Rosemarie!”  chanted a horrified 
soprano and contralto duet

The night-capped heads o f two au
stere middle-aged ladies peered over 
the sill; a kerosene lamp in the hand 
o f one shed a ray o f light on the 
startled pair clinging to the ladder.

“  Rosemarie, you come back this in
stant !”  commanded Aunt Mary.

“  Immediately! This is disgraceful!”  
supplemented Aunt Sarah.

“  All right! I got ’em !”  bawled Pete 
Whalen, as two pairs o f running feet 
rounded the corner o f the house.

“ Well! Well! Little Romeo and 
Juliet!”  chortled Percival. "D o n ’t 
shoot, Pete. You might hit the lady.” 

“  Come down there, young feller, me 
boy! I got a bead on ye!”  Pete com
manded.

CH A PTE R  II.
ON A BICYCLE BUILT FOR TWO.

NOT till many years afterward did 
Steven Tanner realize how mo
mentous was to be the effect on 

all his future life o f his manner o f 
obeying Pete Whalen’s command. 
Fate, the all-seeing, held her breath in 
suspense while he hesitated. Never
theless the grotesque vision that flashed 
upon his startled gaze- was to haunt 
him many times through the years'N 

Below him his eye caught the-glim
mer o f the lamp light on the gun barrel, 
the ugly, whiskered visage o f Pete, 
and in the shadowy background the 
slender figure o f the grinning Percival, 
dapper even in his impromptu negligee. 
Above him like two night-capped gar
goyles the outraged faces o f the Doane 
sisters. In between, the fright-para
lyzed Rosemarie, clinging to the ladder 
with one hand, with the other clutch
ing her skirts about her ankles.

Should he descend in meek surren-
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der or to hopeless combat? Either 
course meant undoubtedly the end o f 
his dual dream of becoming a soldier 
and the husband o f Rosemarie. Steve 
was a pretty tough customer in a fight, 
but he was no match for Peter Whalen, 
even had Pete been unarmed.

Steve’s hesitation was only instan
taneous. He decided to obey Pete’s 
summons to come down. But he obeyed 
it in a manner not calculated on by 
Pete. He obeyed it suddenly. He 
came down all at once by the simple 
pr'ocess o f letting go o f the ladder.

His one hundred and eighty solid 
pounds hit Pete squarely and the bel
ligerent giant went down and out with 
a grunt. The shotgun went off in the 
air, barely missing the girl on the 
ladder. Aunt Mary screamed and 
dropped the lamp. Mercifully it went 
out in flight, merely breaking beside 
Steve and. spraying him and his foe 
with its rank oil.

Steve sprang to his feet, leaving Pete 
out o f commission for the time being. 
The two aunts were shrieking orders 
at Rosemarie, Pete, and Percival in 
turn out o f the upper darkness. But 
before Steve could get in a word he 
was suddenly set upon by a wild fury 
who seemed capable o f hitting with 
unerring accuracy and amazing force 
without the aid o f eyesight.

From that moment on Steve Tanner 
experienced a new respect for the 
“  city dude.”  For his assailant was 
none other than the elegant Percival. 
That young man went at the business 
in hand with the cool precision o f the 
gymnasium-trained boxer and wrestle^

For long minutes, Steve made no 
headway with him. The fellow s blows 
seemed to come from every direction 
at once. Again and again Steve found 
himself in a clinch and on the under 
side o f a fall. But in the end his farm- 
hardened strength prevailed. In one 
clinch too many for Percival, Steve 
caught him by the collar and wrenched 
him loose, planting a smashing upper
cut on his chin with his free fist. The

Doane defender went limp and was 
tossed into the discard with the still 
breathless Pete.

“  Rosemarie, where are you ?”  Steve 
called above the tumult o f  the aunts.

“  Here,”  replied a faint voice just 
over his head. “  I ’m afraid I ’m going 
to fall.”

Which Rosemarie promptly did. 
Steve spread his arms just "in time to 
catch the limp little figure. Without 
stopping for further battle or parley, 
he gathered her to him tightly like a 
sleeping baby, found her precious bun
dle where it had fallen, and strode off 
around the corner o f the house, head
ing toward the spot where he had left 
his wheel.

He had nearly reached the road be
fore he felt Rosemarie stir in his arms. 
Then she suddenly stiffened with a lit
tle cry and struggled to release her
self. Gently he placed a warning palm 
over her lips and lowered her to  the 
bank where his wheel lay.

“  All right, honey,”  he whispered. 
“  Steve’s got you. Feel better?”

“  Oh —  why —  why —  I must have 
fainted. Where are we?”

“  W e’re on our way to the minister. 
W e’ll have to move quick’s we can, 
too,”  he added as the renewed clamor 
o f the aunts reached their ears, min
gled with masculine mumblings that in
dicated that the defeated warriors were 
returning to their senses.

“  Don’t worry, though. W e got the 
drop on ’em. I took the nuts off the 
buggy-hubs and I ’ve got a tandem here. 
Traded my old bike with Tim Durkee 
to-night, only give him twenty dollars 
to boot. Got one o f those new acety
lene lights on it, too. Think you feel 
fit to ride if I do most o f the pedallin*?”

“  I guess so. Yes. I can’t go back. 
I ’m all right now. What a baby I 
was!”

“  Oh, you’ll look sweet upon the seat 
o f a bicycle built for two,”  Steve 
hummed, helping her into the saddle 
and hooking her bundle to one o f the 
handle-bars. Then he boldly lighted his

3 A
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lamp, mounted his own seat and pushed
o ff .

"  But, Steve,”  the girl whispered 
after a moment. “ You didn’t know 
Percy brought a saddle-horse with him 
and he’ s an awful good rider.”

“  D am !”  Steve mumbled. "  Oh, 
well, I’ve licked Percy once to-night 
and maybe I can do it again. He’ll 
have to ride some to catch us once we 
reach the cinder-path. But say, honey, 
I  take back.a lot o f things I said about 
Percy. He’s a reg’lar fellow at that. 
Jimmy Crickets! How he can fight! 
Maybe I  could get to like him if he 
didn't like you so much.”

TH E young woman made no repfy 
to that. The business o f steering 
the wheel through the ruts and 

sand was for some time too engrossing 
fo r  further conversation. Again and* 
again the front wheel slewed perilously.

Rosemarie was a novice on a wheel. 
H er aunts held wheel-riding unlady
like,-in keeping with all other “ new
fangled notions it was almost as bad, 
indeed, as those “  terrible round 
dances,”  the two-step and waltz, then 
so popular among “  the wild young 
people o f this godless age.”

Their ward’s practice in all such mat
ters was limited to surreptitious experi
ments away from home.

Rosemarie’s tendency to clutch the 
handle-bars rigidly at critical moments 
was particularly disconcerting to her 
companion. One o f those crises oc
curred, unfortunately, at a sharp bend 
in the road beside a deep ditch. The 
wheel gave a lurch, hung for a moment 
on the verge, then toppled over.

Steve scrambled up uninjured, then 
bent anxiously over the girl. She was 
weeping copiously.

“  Oh, dear! Oh, dear! What shall 
J do!”  she sobbed.

“  What is it, darling? Are you hurt 
much?”  he asked, breathless with 
(read. -

“ 'No, Pm not injured, but I caught 
my toe in my skirt and pretty near

ripped the dam thing off! No wonder* 
seme girls wear bloomers to ridel”

When the inhibited Rosemarie said 
“  dam ”  and spoke tolerantly o f the 
all but unmentionable “  bloomers,”  she 
betrayed the depths to which this sud
den revolt against her aunts had shaken 
her being.

Steve pulled the wheel up to the 
road again and turned his back while 
Rosemarie stood in the light o f the 
acetylene lamp and did first-aid work 
with pins. Then, just as they were 
about to push on again, there came to 
their ears down the night breeze the 
distant clatter o f hoofs.

“  What did I tell you !”  the girl 
wailed. “  There comes Percy on his 
pony!”

Steve was a little irritated by the 
delay.

“  All right!”  he snapped. “  Let him' 
come. It’ll be twenty-three for him 
for keeps this time. After I get through 
with him there’ ll be nothing for him to 
do but go way back and sit down.”  ,

“  But it isn’t just Percy,”  Rosemarie 
reminded him. “  He’ll set the constable ] 
on us and get out a posse, or whatever 
you call it, in the village. Aunt Sarah 
reminded me when I was on the ladder 
that I’m not quite eighteen yet and that 
you could be arrested for abduction or 
something. Steve, they’ll put you in 
prison.”

“  Aw, shucks! They ain’t caught us 
y e t!' Ready! All right. Let her go,, 
Gallagher!”

They were off again, wabbling down 
the sandy road, the hoof-beats gaining 
steadily behind them. When they 
reached the comer where the road 
joined the main highway and cinder- 
path leading into the little hamlet o f  
Burdenville, Steve stopped and put out 
his headlight.

“  He might be near enough to see 
us take the turn,”  he explained. “  I f  
we do it in the dark he’ll have to stop 
and try to figger out from our tracks 
whether we turn toward Burdenville 
or go the other way to Horton.”
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“  I'd rather go to Horton where 
we’re not so sure to be known,” she 
suggested.
, “  W e better take the nearest place/'
Steve persisted, trundling the machine 
along in the grass till they were on the 
firm cinder-path. They then rode 
cautiously in the dark till a bend around 
a wood-land hid them from the corner 
and it was safe to light the lamp again. 
'After that they made top speed, the 
cinders crackling merrily under their 
tires. The hoof-beats had faded out.

BU T within half a mile o f their goal, 
the wheel tricked them again.

■ There was a sickening pop and the 
rear tire went flat.

“  Gosh Almighty! Now what ’ll wrc 
.do!”  Steve exclaimed. “  I f  we try 
walkin’ and he guesses the right turn 
he’ll catch us in no time. It ain’t safe 
to ride it flat. Guess we better pull 
back into the woods here and fix her.”  

Just as the repair work was nearly 
finished, they heard the hoof-beats 
again and the invisible rider swept past 
toward Burdenville.

“  That settles it,”  Steve decided. 
“ W e’ll go to Horton. It’s only five 
miles. W e can make it in less’n half 
an hour, be married and away again 
before he discovers his mistake and 
gets there.”

“  But you forget, Steve, that they 
got. a telephone in the store at the vil
lage now. He could telephone over to 
Horton. There must be several tele
phones in a town that size.”

“  Telephone, your grandmother! It’s 
but o f order most o f the time. Besides, 
it takes forever, they say, gettin’ any
body at night. Besides who’d they get? 
The stores over there’s got telephones, 
and the railroad station, and there’s 
maybe a scattering, half dozen besides 
in rich men’s houses. But who’s going 
to get up and chase after a constable 
even if they wake up anybody?”

They made good time on the back 
track to Horton and without further 
mishap stopped at length before the

little parsonage o f  the Episcopal 
church, the only ministerial residence 
they could locate positively at that hour 
in the strange town.

Rosemarie slipped down from the 
saddle a little limply. Her pretty, 
piquant face showed pale under the 
flickering gaslight o f file street lamp. 
Steve himself took an undue time 
fidgeting nervously with the bicycle- 
lock.

“ Ain’t scared, are you, honey?”  he 
asked, turning toward her’ at last.

“  Kind o f,”  she admitted.
“  I almost wish myself you hadn’t 

made me promise not to smoke any 
more,”  he sighed. “  Two, three puffs 
at a cigarette right now would help 
some!”

“  Oh, Steve!”  she admonished. 
“  Please don’t think o f  such things. 
And one o f those nasty little cigarettes, 
to o ! Remember you’re a man now. I 
wouldn’t feel quite so bad about pipes 
and cigars, things grown men smoke.” 
- “  Oh, darnation! Another lecture!” 
he thought to himself. “  All right. I 
promised and I won’t,”  he added aloud.

“ You’ll be good, won’t you, Steve? 
I couldn’t stand it if you took to smok
ing and playing pool and cards and all 
that again after we’re married. I ’m 
not narrow like Aunt Sarah and Aunt 
Mary, you know. I love to dance and 
go to the theater and all that, and I 
don’t think it’s wrong either, when we 
do them together. W e can have a good 
time without doing any o f those low 
things. Do you promise ?”

“  O f course I do. Now, let's go in 
and see if we can wake up the dom
inie,”  Steve hurried on, leading her to
ward the house. "A n d r by the way, 
you better give your age as eighteen, 
so there’ll be no trouble about it. You 
are practically eighteen, you know.”

Rosemarie was silent for a moment, 
then reluctantly agreed.

After repeated rings a sleepy and 
none too amiable bid clergyman re
sponded. He melted at once, however, 
>vhen he learned that here was a young
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man on the way to the army and want
ing to be married before he went. Rose
marie with her precious bundle disap
peared upstairs with the parson’s wife, 
to "  tidy up a little,”  and the parson de
parted on a similar errand.

Steve had little tidying to do. He 
straightened out his new bat-wing tie, 
.dusted off his clothes with his fingers 
and wiped his shoes on the tops of his 
socks. Then he sat waiting and chafing 
at the delay. Every moment he ex
pected to hear pounds o f the pursuit 
without.

But at length the other members o f 
the wedding company returned. Steve, 
gasped in surprise at the transformed 
Rosemarie who floated shyly into the 
room in the wake o f his hostess. He 
had a sudden awesome respect for the 
bundle he had been carrying.

She was a vision in dainty pink from 
the high collar tight under her chin and 
the bow in her auburn pompadour to 
the bottom o f  her belled skirt from un
der which peeped her patent-leather 
toes. Steve opined this was the new 
pink challie she had described so en
thusiastically the last time they had 
enjoyed a stolen meeting.

As he took his place beside her he 
•wondered how those huge puffed 
sleeves had retained their crispness in 
the bundle. Anyhow, he mentally for
gave her for the dday.

The rector began reading the serv
ice. Steve had just remembered the 
ring he had bought from a mail-order 
house the week before and was fum
bling for it in his pocket when they 
heard a heavy step on the porch. A' 
violent ring at the doorbell interrupted 
proceedings. •

Rosemarie’s face lost its pink flush 
and a look o f terror came into her eyes. 
Steve’s own countenance paled a little. 
The rector paused in the-service and 
regarded them critically.
* “  You were expecting some one?”  he 
asked.

** Oh no—that is— not exactly,”  
Steve stammered.

"  I think I’d better see who it is be
fore we go on with the ceremony,”  the: 
clergyman decided and strode to the 
door.

"  Excuse me, reverend,” they heard 
in a deep masculine voice out of the 
dark of the porch. “  I’m Constable 
Price. I got telephone orders from 
Burdenville to arrest a couple that’s 
elopin’ . The man’s charged with bur
glary and abduction.. I figgered from 
your light and the bike out front they 
might be in here.”

CH APTER III.
PARTED.

F)R the second time during this fe
vered evening Steven Tanner was 
called upon to make a swift and 

far-reaching decision. Had he known 
how long it would be before he saw 
Rosemarie or talked to her again, and 
under what circumstances, he would 
not have parted from her so peacefully 
in tow o f Constable Price. As it was, 
her last words began to rankle in his 
mind the moment he had departed.

“  Don’t make a fuss, Steve,”  she had 
warned him. "  It’s no use. W e ought 
not to have done it anyhow. And if 
we promise not to try it again they 
won’t be hard on you I ’m sure. W e’il 
just have to wait, Steve, dear. Don’t 
worry about me. Percival will see that 
I get home all right.”

She seemed, as Steve thought o f it 
afterward, altogether too anxious to 
placate PerciVal Doane, who had thun
dered in on his pony a few minutes af
ter the arrest Percy, to be sure, had 
acted decently enough. He did not 
seem to take very seriously the tech
nical charges he made in behalf o f 
Rosemarie’s guardians.

Nor did Steve at the moment. His 
father was an influential farmer in the 
county. He’d see that his son received- 
bail promptly, and would doubtless get 
the charges dismissed without much 
contest, now that the aunts had their
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seemingly repentant ward back, still un- 
,wed.
- Steve felt disappointed in Rose
marie, now that it was over. He had 
hardly expected her to yield so easily. 
However, he could only make trouble 
for her and accomplish nothing by re
sisting arrest or by hanging around her 
afterward. There was no immediate 
hope o f spiriting her away again. The 
two gargoyles would keep her an even 
more closely guarded prisoner.

So he took what comfort he could 
from her implied promise in her “  W e’ll 
just have to wait,”  and departed trun
dling his wheel beside the constable to
ward the village jail. O f course, he 
assured himself, she felt worse than 
she pretended over the separation. Any
how, she’d have to appear in court 
when his case came up, so he’d at least 
see her again before he left.

But he might not be going to the war 
now, came another gloomy second 
thought. Steve himself was not quite 
twenty-one yet. He knew his father 
iwas opposed to his enlisting and would 
be pretty likely to prevent it now.

“  The dominie tells me you was on 
your way to enlist,”  Constable Price 
broke in on his thoughts. “  Is that 
Straight goods?”

“  That’s right,”  Steve admitted. “  I 
suppose my dad will break that up, 
too.”

“  I'm  goin’ to enlist myself,”  Price 
confided. “  Heard about war bein’ de
clared when I came on duty to-night. 
Decided to resign this job  first thing in 
the mornin’. It’s a dam shame for you 
to be beat out o f it. Worse’n losin’ the 
girl, to my way o f thinkin’. The girl ’ ll 
keep. The war won’t.”

They reached the little combination 
jail and court building at this moment.

“ Just lean your wheel against the 
hitchin’ post there,”  the officer told 
Steve. “  I ’ll take care o f it.”

He ushered him into the office where 
he presided at night when not out on 
rounds. Constable Price constituted 
one-half o f the Horton police force.

“  Have a chair,”  he invited casually 
and then sat down at his desk and be
came absorbed in a literary effort of 
some sort. Presently he passed the re
sult over to Steve.

“  Might like to read that,”  he com
mented. “  It’s a letter to my side- 
partner, the day man.”

D ear B ill :
I ’m quitting the job and am oft for 

the war. This will do for my resigna
tion to the village board, as I haven’t 
time to write another letter. I  would 
wait till you came on, but I ’ve got a 
chance to ride into Buffalo with a pal 
and time’s precious. It’s 'most morn- 

'*in g  anyhow, and everything’s quiet. 
Good-by till Cuba’s free.

Yours,
J i m .

P. S. I  made an arrest to-night, 
young fellow named Tanner, charged 

’ with abduction, burglary and what not 
But he got away from me oil the w ay  
to jail. Present my apologies to the 
complainants and the judge.

J-
Steve read the letter and looked up 

with a grin. Price grinned back.
“  I take it you’re fleein’ to Buffalo, 

young fellow,”  said the constable. “ If 
you don’t mind I’ll pursue you on the 
hind seat o f that tandem.”

“  That suits me first rate,”  Steve 
agreed. “  Let’s start.”

TO Steve that night ride opened up 
a new world. He had come to 
manhood during the dawn of the 

Machine Age which in a generation 
was to transform American life. But 
having been born and reared in the 
back country, the first wonders of the 
new era had as yet touched him but 
little.

So far, the bicycle was the only one 
o f the modern miracles with which he 
was familiar. And even that had not 
added to his- range o f vision as it had 
to the town boy. T o the boy on the 
farm, Sunday was the only day o f com
parative leisure during the bicycle 
season, and he was too tired from his 
peek’s work to indulge in the popular
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“  century runs,”  even though Sunday 
pleasure riding was tolerated, as it was 
not in Steve’s pious home.

So up to the time the weary pair 
peddled the tandem into Buffalo that 
memorable day, Steve had never before 
in his life been in a town larger than 
Horton, a village o f  less than ten thou
sand population. Just inside the sub
urbs he saw his first trolley car, that 
wonderful self-propelling vehicle in
vented some ten years before and re
cently pat into operation in many o f  
the larger cities. It was his first sight 
o f anything, other than a steam engine, 
that seemed to be moving itself.

"The streets, crowded with endless 
streams o f horses and carriages, wag
ons, tracks, bicycles and dodging pedes
trians, and overhead the towerihg 
buildings six and eight stories high, be
wildered and confused him. In the 
course o f  enlisting he had his breath 
taken away by his first elevator ride.

Thousands o f  country boys hurry
ing to Uncle Sam's colors were having 
the same experience these fevered days, 
but to Steve it seemed that he was the 
only greenhorn fn all the population.

Bands everywhere? Excited crowds 
cheering the colors, shooting, “ T o  
Hell ,with Spain? Remember the 
M aine!”  Endless singing o f  “  There'll 
be a Hot Time in the Old Town T o
night.”

In the excitement o f it all his heart
ache over his separation from Rose
marie subsided a little. But when he 
was once safely enlisted and had time 
for reflection, an overwhelming doubt 
and loneliness gripped him again.

H e decided audaciously to telephone 
to  Ids father. It was his duty to let 
him know what had become o f him, 
anyhow, and, through his father, he 
might get word to Rosemarie. There 
was no ase in writing to her. Her 
aunts would intercept the letter.

It was Steve's first experience with a 
telephone, to say nothing o f  a long
distance call over a hundred miles o f  
country. Although dais instrument had

been invented about the time he was 
born and was now a familiar device in 
limited numbers in cities and villages, 
it was still a novelty to country 
dwellers. Not till two years before 
had a line gone through the principal 
towns in Steve’ s country. A  tele
phone on a farm was unheard of.

The more sophisticated Jim Price 
coached him in the use o f the strange 
affair and at last he got the toll 
operator and made his wants known.

- “  Don’ t yell so,”  warned Price at Ins 
elbow. “ You sound like you had to 
make your own identical voice carry 
the hull dam distance?”

But it was a three hour wait while 
he got connection with the Burdenville 
store, and a clerk drove out to the 
Tanner , farm to call Steve’s father to 
the phone. At length he heard a voice 
faintly in the midst o f a fumult like a 
visitation o f seventeen year locusts. An 
operator assured him it was his father 
speaking.

Then Steve was stricken with d 
strange shyness. Moreover, he could 
make nothing out o f what his father 
had to say, couldn’t even recognize his 
voice. But at last he managed to shout: 
“ Good-by, dad. I’ve enlisted in die 
regulars. Can’t hear you. I ’ll write 
soon. Tell Rosemarie to write me, 
care o f the army.”  Getting no intel
ligible reply after that he hung up in 
despair.

U D D E N L Y  he was definitely 
homesick. W hy had he rushed 
away like that without at least 

seeing Rosemarie again?
But the renewed excitement o f  

swiftly moving events quickly bore him 
above his nostalgia. There was en
training for camp and his first ride-on a 
trunk line railroad through many big 
towns and beside strange rivers.

Once the troop train lay on a siding 
while the famous new Empire State 
Express flashed by at the hitherto un
heard o f  speed o f  sixty miles an hour.

“ Gosh?”  Steve exclaimed. “ She’s
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goin’ fer fa ir! Just like Mark Twain’s 
rabbit— a whiz and a vanish!”

“  Wait till you see a Spanish shell 
cornin', boy!”  shouted somebody. 
“  You’ll guess that train’s slow.”

“  Yes, I suppose that does go to beat 
the cars,”  Steve agreed.

He was beginning to get acquainted, 
and was already well liked by the rest 
o f  the company.

But if Buffalo had awed him, New 
York City overwhelmed him. Perhaps 
there were only a little over three mil
lion people there, as Steve was told, but 
it seemed to him as if all the nation’s 
sixty millions had been gathered in one 
spot. New York had just taken in its 
surrounding, cities the year before to 
become Greater New York, the second 
largest city in the world.

Here were buildings ten and twelve 
stories high, two or three o f them even 
higher, and the famous elevated rail
roads with their funny little engines 
puffing along on a level with second and 
third story windows, and the sky above 
some o f  the streets still cloudy with 
telephone wires.

But with training camp and the end
less monotony o f  drill, bad food, sick
ness all around him, Steve’s homesick
ness returned in full force. His tough 
young body kept well, but as the days 
passed with no word either from 
Rosemarie or his father, life began to 
he almost unbearable.

A t length came a letter from his 
father, forwarded from point to point 
and delayed long in reaching him, 
With trembling fingers he opened it 
and hastily read through the paternal 
censure and grudging forgiveness for 
his joining the colors without consent.

Under it all, however, Steve detected 
a hint o f the elder Tanner’s pride in 
his son’s action. But the vital part o f 
the letter, for the young soldier, came 
at the end:

You needn’t .worry your head any 
about those old maid Doanes making 
any more trouble for you. They was 
glad enough to drop the charges the

next morning when they found you had 
skipped out. Everybody’s understood 
they was set on the girl marrying that 
young city dude cousin o f theirs, but 
they seemed considerable upset when 
she up and eloped with him the next 
week after you went away.

Steve’s breath suddenly left him at 
this point. For a moment the letters 
blurred and became unreadable. Then 
he read the last sentence over again, 
unable to believe he had got its mean
ing right. But there it stood in cold 
ink. Rosemarie had turned him down 
after all! He read on:

They haven’t been heard of since, 
far’s anybody round here knows. So 
it’s good riddance to bad rubbish, son, 
as far’s you’re concerned. She couldn’t 
have cared much for you after all.
I  never did set much store on your 
marrying into that snippy Doane tribe. 
You’ re too young to be m arrying yet 
anyhow. There’s as good fish in the 
Sea as ever was caught, anyhow.

Steve read no further. The letter 
fell from his shaking hand.

“  Have a cigarette,”  suggested Price, 
who had come up unnoticed and had 
seen at a glance that his pal was receiv
ing bad news. He held out a pack of 
the forbidden nerve-soothers. “  Better 
break over and use the little ol’ coffin- 
nails while you’re in the army. Good 
for the nerves.”

“  Darned if I don’t !”  Steve ex
claimed and took one. “  Let’s get in a 
little poker before taps.”

And he picked up his father’s letter, 
tore it into bits and scattered it from 
him.

A F T E R  that Steve Tanner was the 
life o f his company and the terror 
o f his officers. All the wild im

pulses o f his nature, which had made 
him so undesirable to the conservative 
Doane sisters and had even troubled 
their more progressive ward, the in
fatuated Rosemarie, were allowed full 
swing again. He was released from 
his promises to the perfidious Rose
marie and trying his best to forget her.
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But forget her he couldn’t. She 
was with him during his days o f  gruel
ling drill and brief, hectic play during 
rest periods. She haunted his dreams 
when he dropped into his blanket dog- 
tired at night She danced before his 
vision over the widening strip o f water 
as he stood at the rail o f  the troopship 
when General Shatter's little army 
sailed fo r  Cuba and the siege o f  
Santiago.

And then he saw her!
Incuriously his eyes fell on a couple 

on  the pier waving frantically at the 
receding ship— a little figure o f a girl 
in the white uniform o f a nurse, a tair 
young officer in khaki beside her. Then 
he recognized them— Rosemarie and 
Percy! They were waving at him!

A  moment his heart stopped beating, 
pounded wildly for another moment, 
then again went cold and leaden. W hy v 

' had they come there to mock him ? He 
could not turn his eyes away, but he 
kept his arms tense at his side, making 
no reply to their greeting.

H e watched them until they became 
a faint blur in the distance. Then he 
heard a  sailor paging him. He acknowl
edged his name and a letter was thrust 
into his hand.

“  Lady' on the pier gave it to me to 
hand you just as the gangplank came 
up," the messenger explained.

Again S t e v e ' s  heart did unruly 
things as he recognized Rosemarie’s 
writing, in a hasty scrawl:

DBAs Steve:
W e  got here just too late to find 0  

you, but Percy learned which ship your 
company is on and I  hope this little 

.note will reach you so you won’t go 
on thinking dreadful things about me 
a s you must have if  you’ve heard from  
home. Fo r I ’m sure you never got my 
other letter or Fd  have got an answer 
before this.

I  suppose I ’m a  wicked girl, but I  
ran aw ay from the aunties after all, 
ami deceived them dreadfully in doing 
it, toq. B u t I  did it for yon, dear boy, 
and I  hope to be with you soon. Percy 
w as awfully sweet about it all when 
he found I  really loved you and would

never be anything but a  distant cousin 
to him.

And He was very indignant when the 
aunties shut me up in my room after 
you and I tried to run away. You  
know my aunts were bound I ’d m arry 
him, both because he has money and 
because they think he’s an old-fash
ioned gentleman, not wild and modem 
like you and me. H a ! H a ! So  he 
slipped a note under my door, sug
gesting that i f  I ’d pretend to them that 
I ’d given in to m arrying him he’d help 
me get away to you.

W ell, it worked. W e went out for 
a drive and never came back, just let 
everybody think we’d eloped. Percy 
got a commission as a  lieutenant in the 
army and got me into the Red Cross 
as a nurse. W e  -just reached Tampa 
and I ’m to go to Cuba with the next 
hospital ship. So the minute you whip 
the Spaniards, get a  furlough and we’ ll 
be married by an army chaplain. I ’ll 
be waiting for you, lover mine.

Cousin Percy really is a dear, hut 
I  find he’s rehlly nert as pious as he 
seemed, now that he’s away from  the 
aunties. I ’ve made him promise not 
to smoke, though.

Good-by, dearest. I  shall pray every  
minute, that you’ll be kept safe and be 
waiting for your sweetheart when I  
get there.

There was a little more that was in
timately personal. Steve read it all 
twice, then tucked it away over his 
heart. It was there when they landed 
under fire at the squalid little coast 
hamlet o f Siboney, near Santiago, and 
in that first short, sharp fight in the 
jungle. Somehow Steve felt it was a 
protection against the bullets that sang 
over his head from the unseen foe in 
the thicket.

Once Steve caught himself wonder
ing if, in case he was hit, he would find 
Rosemarie at the temporary % hospital 
ready to nurse him. But he wouldn’t 
be hit. He mustn’t be, with Rose
m arie waiting for him and her letter 
over his heart.

But Rosemarie’s letter failed to ward 
off the bullet that found him halfway 
up the-dim trail. One instant he was 
pushing rapidly up the slope with his 
company, straining his eyes ahead for
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a sign o f the hidden enemy. The next 
instant, a blank. He spun half around 
and fell beside the trail, a ghastly gash 
in the side o f his head turning his dark 
hair crimson.

i Jim Price, the next man along, gave 
him a hurried, heartsick glance as he 
passed.

“  Poor devil!”  he called to the man 
behind him. “  Never knew what hit 
him! And he had a peach o f a little 
girl waiting for him, too!”

t

C H A PTE R  IV.
STRANGE AW AKENING.

BU T Steven Tanner was not dead. 
Many times afterward he wished 
he had been. Slowly * he came 

back to painful consciousness and to 
one o f the strangest and most tragic 
experiences that ever befell mortal 
man.

He was in the grip o f a heavy weak
ness that made it seem hardly worth 
while to open his eyes. Nausea 
racked him. There was an odor in 
his nostrils other than the pungent 
fumes o f  gunpowder that stung them, 
seemingly, a moment before. A  sharp 
pain clawed at the side o f his head.

For several minutes his confused 
brain struggled with recollection. Oh, 
yes, the battle! A  picture flashed to 
his mind o f  the dim jungle trail with 
its long line o f running soldiers. Poor 
old Clem Martin had staggered back 
and fallen a moment before with a 
bullet through his thigh. And then 
another ball must have found him. As 
Jim Price had said, Steve never knew 
what hit him.

But now it dawned on him that he 
was surrounded by a strange silence. 
When consciousness had so sucfdenly 
left him, his ears were ringing with the 
crash and rumble o f artillery, the stac
cato ripping o f rifle fire, the tread and 
shouts o f his fellows. Was he only 
half-conscious or had the Spanish 
bullet destroyed his hearing?

Curiously he raised his heavy eye
lids, expecting fully to find himself 
lying in the lush tropical foliage of 
the Cuban jungle, the dusky vista of 
the; trail stretching away toward the 
unseen riflemen, one o f  whom had 
brought him down. T o his intense sur
prise, he saw instead the bright-tinted 
walls o f an airy sunlit room. Steve was 
lying in a wide comfortable bed oppo
site an open window through which 
came the scent o f bloom, the drowsy 
note o f bees, the familiar song o f a 
robin, and a glimpse o f a pleasant gar
den.

His sick brain dazed with the sur
prise o f it, he closed his eyes again. 
He must, then, have been unconscious 
for hours while he was being removed 
to a hospital. That accounted for the 
absence o f sound o f battle. Either the 
battle was over or he was too far away 
to hear the firing. He was suddenly 
overwhelmed with longing for Rose
marie. O f course she had not had time 
to get here yet, but she would soon. 
Would they let her nurse him, he won
dered ?

His head was a little clearer now and 
his nausea had subsided a bit. That 
odor must be ether or chloroform. 
Perhaps they had to operate on him. 
Then another disconcerting thought! 
This pleasant room with its cheery out
look suggested nothing o f the dingy 
temporary hospital they had established 
when they landed. Could it be possible 
that the Americans had been driven 
back and that he had been picked up 
by the Spaniards and taken a prisoner 
to a hospital in Santiago?

It was an appalling thought. While 
his confused brain was still dwelling on 
it he fancied he heard a stir in the 
room. His eyes opened more easily this 
time and he managed to turn his head 
in the direction o f the sound.

Steve’s pulse jumped with surprise 
and joy. A  little beyond the window 
he seemed to see Rosemarie, her eyes 
fixed intently on him.

“  Rosemarie!”  he whispered.



THIRTY YEARS LATE. 67

As he spoke, the girl’s eyes appeared 
to open wide in terror. Without a word 
she turned and vanished from the 
room. Steve stared after her, bewil
dered for a moment. Then he chuckled 
and a little flush o f embarrassment 
came to his pale face. O f course Rose,- 
marie or any other modest girl would 
disappear as quickly as possible* when 
a supposedly unconscious young man 
suddenly came to and caught her prac
tically undressed.

For the girl who had so suddenly 
vanished, he realized now, had nothing 
on but a little white slip, exposing bare 
arms and shoulders and knees. Proba
bly she was allowed to be his special 
nurse and slept in a room near by. She 
had doubtless been so eager to see how 
he was that she had slipped into his 
room a, minute before dressing, not ex
pecting him to wake up. She’d dress 
and be back in a minute.

He chuckled again as the memory 
o f  that night on the ladder came back 
to  him. H ow anxious Rosemarie had 
been to cover up even her ankles to 
prevent his catching a glimpse o f her 
silhouette in the d a r k n e s s .  How 
shocked she must be now! But it was 
not like Rosemarie .to come into a man’s 
room, even her lover’s sick room, when 
she thought him unconscious, in such a 
state o f undress.

When minutes passed and Rosemarie 
did not return, he began to have his 
doubts. His brain was not clear yet. 
Perhaps he had imagined Rosemarie. 
H e hadn’t expected her to get to Cuba 
so soon.

Perhaps this was one o f those 
Spanish girls who, to his confused 
mind, had looked a little like Rose
marie. His impression o f Spanish girls 
was that they were pretty free and, 
easy.

ST E V E ’S spirits sank again. Then 
nausea gripped him once more. In 
the midst o f  it he was conscious 

that some one was bending over him. 
H e  saw a closercropped iron-gray head,

then a fine, kindly face. This must be 
the doctor, Steve thought.

“ Feel better?”  the stranger whis
pered.

“  Is Miss Rosemarie Doane here ?” 
Steve asked ignoring the query.

For a long moment the other did not 
answer, but stared at Steve with an ex
pression o f tender pity and solicitude, 
then finally whispered, “  she’ll be here 
in a Jittle while, but you mustn’t talk 
now.”

There was sqmething hauntingly 
familiar about that face bvut Steve 
could not place it at first. Then as the 
stranger started to turn away, he 
caught a glimpse o f the profile. Miss 
Mary Doane, one o f Rosemarie’s aunts, 
was undoubtedly the person he was re
minded of. This man looked enough 
like her to be her brother.

But at that “  the man ”  stood up and 
Steve gave a startled gasp. This was 
no man but a woman, and most cer
tainly not Miss Doane. This strange 
person was also undressed or nearly so, 
much after the fashion o f  Rosemarie 
— or o f the vision he fancied was she. 
For he began surely to doubt his sanity.

And this person showed not the 
slightest chagrin at being caught in 
such a state, though she plainly saw- 
Steve’s gaze upon her.

Steve blushed for her and closed his 
eyes. He was conscious that she con
tinued to stand over him. Once she 
felt his pulse but he pretended to be 
sleeping. Then he heard her tiptoe 
across to the window and sit down. 
After a little he ventured to peep at her 
cautiously. Again he was startled. 
The brazen woman sat, one frank knee 
across the other, hurriedly painting her 
face! Surely a Spanish woman, Steve 
decided. They did those things as a 
matter o f course, he understood. And 
yet she had no accent.

He had to admit she did a good job 
o f  it, removing at least five years from 
the fifty he had credited her with. But 
what an absurd performance for an old 
woman!
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Had he any further doubts that he 
was in the hands o f  a strange alien 
enemy, they were dissipated when, the 
painting job done, she satisfied herself 
once more that he slept, then took from 
her bag a cigarette-case,-selected a cig
arette and lighted it.

Steve watched the strange sight 
through half-dosed lids for some 
minutes. Then his mind began to 
seethe again with questions he wanted 
to ask. He was about to put the first 
one, when the strange woman suddenly 
threw her half-smoked cigarette out the 
window, leaned her head on the sill,* 
and wept convulsively, great silent sobs 
that shook her whole frail body.

She quickly controlled herself, how
ever, and was drying her eyes when 
there came a slow heavy step outside 
the door. It opened, and an old white- 
haired man came in. This time Steve 
nearly relapsed into unconsriousness. 
Here, seemingly in the flesh, was his 
grandfather, who had lived with them 
for some years after Steve’s mother 
died, and had himself died when Steve 
was ten years old.

Steve’s blood froze as the old man 
came to the bedside and, taking the pa
tient’ s limp hand in a homy palm, 
looked at him speechlessly for a mo
ment, tears streaming down his face.

“  Well, my boy,”  he whispered final
ly, “  I ’m glad to see you better.”

Then abruptly he dropped Steve’s 
hand and stumbled out o f the room. 
At that moment there was a strange 
throbbing rumble outside the window.

“  Here comes the doctor * now,”  
whispered the woman, and hurried out 
after the old man. Steve, now filled 
with the ghastly certainty that he must 
be insane, presently saw a big, com
fortable-looking man come into the 
room.

"  Well, well, glad to see you so much 
better,”  said the new-comer. “  I’m Dr. 
Mercer. Now we’re just going to keep 
you quiet for a little while and then 
you're going to feel fine as they make 
’ em. Don’t remember much lately, do

you? Well, you’ve been out o f  your 
head ever since that bullet hit you—  
quite a little while now, quite a number 
o f days.

“  But we operated on your head, and 
you’ll be all right now. You ’re here 
with friends, and as soon as you’re a 

’ little stronger we’ll tell you sill about 
it.”

While he was talking he dexterously 
thrust a hypodermic needle into Steve’s 
arm.

"  Now you’re going to take another 
little nap and I will see-you again this 
afternoon.”

Steve presently felt an uncon
trollable drowsiness steal over him. 
He hardly knew when the doctor left 
the room. But suddenly at the sound 
o f  a familiar voice outside the door he 
roused himself for a moment by,sheer 
will power.

It was the voice o f  Rosemarie.
“  Doctor,”  she was saying, do— do 

you really think he’ll be all right now ?"
“  Absolutely. I - don’t want to test 

him yet. He’s had shock enough for a 
starter. Don’t try to tell him anything 
till I give the w ord; but don’t get him 
puzzled and brooding over it. He must 
not know the truth until his head is 
pretty well healed. I ’ve given him a 
little shot to put him to sleep again. 
A  lot depends on you, my dear.”

“  Oh, ■ doctor, I can’t stand it, now 
that he remembers. I can’t face him 
after he finds out everything. I ’ll stay 
near by till he’s surely recovering, then 
I ’ll have to go away. It will be easier 
for us both.”

Then the drug overcame Steve and 
he fell into a deep sleep.

C H A PTER V.
DEEPER MYSTERY.

STE V E  was awakened by a blare o f 
martial music in the next room. 
It was night now. His room was 

dark except for a beam o f light from 
the half open door, through which he
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got a glimpse o f  the apartment beyond. 
It appeared to be a pleasantly furnished 
living room o f  a private home. And 
yet it apparently contained a full-sized 
brass band playing a stirring march.

The march came to an end amid a 
roar o f applause, as if from a large 
audience. The thought flashed through 
his mind that he might be in an insane 
asylum. Perhaps they were giving a 
concert for the inmates.

The noise o f the clapping was sud
denly cut off as though some one had 
closed a sound-proof door. Then a 
heavy rumbling voice burst in on the 
sudden silence.

“  This is station W Y X  o f  Buffalo 
broadcasting. You have just listened 
to Morley*s Marine Band in Carnegie 
Hall, New York City, playing ‘ The 
Honolulu M arch ’ by Selski. Their 
next number will be Marlow’s popular 
fox  trot, * That Radio Jazz.’ 'i.

This was certainly talk that belonged 
in an insane asylum, and the music 
which followed was nearly as insane 
to Steve’s Unaccustomed ear, though it 
reminded him a little* o f the “  rag
time ”  melodies that were beginning to 
take the popular fancy when he went 
into the army. Rag-time gone mad, he 
would call this.

But this musical selection stopped 
suddenly in the midst p f a strain, 
smothered as instantaneously as the ap
plause for the other number. There 
was dead silence in the next room for 
a moment, then a dimly outlined figure 
o f  a woman passed through the door.

H e saw her press her finger against 
the wall just inside the door-jamb, and 
to his amazement a light flashed on at 
the opposite side o f the room. He 
blinked at it stupidly till his eyes be
came adjusted to it, and then saw that 
it came from a small globe o f glass 
screwed into the wall. Then he under
stood. It was one o f  those new incan
descent electric lights. He must be in 
a city, then.
• The woman was lending over him 

tiow and he turned his" bewildered gaze

on her. She was a pretty woman and a 
young one, with a white nurse’s cap 
perched on her head. But, like the old 
woman he had seen first, her Hair was 
cut short like a man’s, and she too was 
nearly undressed and apparently alto
gether unashamed.

He wanted to ask about the myste
rious music dn the next room and the 
joker who talked about its being in 
New York and Buffalo at the same 
time, but the young woman thrust a 
thermometer in his mouth. *~

“  Feeling a lot better, aren't you, 
Mr. Tanner ?”  she said. “  I ’m your 
new nurse, Miss Merton. I ’m sorry to 
wake you up when you were having 
such a good sleep, but it’s time for your 
supper, so I gave you a little music. 
N ow .I'll run and fix you a little food, 
and then give you an alcohol rub ready 
for the night. W on’t be gone long."

And she tiptoed lightly out o f the 
room. Steve’s mind was seething with 
questions he wanted to ask the nurse 
about all this mad business; but as he 
thought it over he decided to wait. 
Everybody treated him so strangely, as 
though they thought he was crazy and 
mustn’t be told things. He remembered 
the warning o f  the doctor to Rose
marie which he had overheard when 
they thought he was asleep.

Maybe they thought he was crazy, 
and would only be more sure o f  it if  
he asked questions. I f  he wasn't crazy, 
everybody else was. He decided to say 
nothing that might give him away—  
just wait and see what they would tell 
him when they got ready. What was 
that terrible truth which the doctor 
warned them Steve mustn't know till 
his head was healed?

As a matter o f  fact, he was feeling 
much better. His nausea had disap
peared and the pain in his head was 
much less. On trial he found he was 
stronger, could move his arms and legs. 
But if  all this was not an insane dream, 
why had Rosemarie run from him? 
What did she mean by telling the doc
tor she couldn’t stand staying with him
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and was going away? Had she been 
untrue to him, after all, and married 
Percy ?

HE digested this thought a little. 
Then another occurred to him. 
Perhaps he had been terribly mu

tilated by his wound so that she could 
not bear the sight o f him! Or perhaps 
he was never going to be well again, 
mentally or physically, or both. He 
found by experiment that all four o f 
his limbs were intact and in working 
order in spite o f  their weakness. It 
must be his face, if anything physical. 
The nurse returned at this moment.

“  I would like to look at myself in 
a mirror,”  he said firmly.

“  Why, all right,”  she agreed after a 
momentary hesitation. “  You haven’t 
had a shave in a couple o f  days, but you 
look pretty good to me otherwise. Let 
me smooth your hair a little first.”

She applied a brush sketchily to  the 
uninjured side o f his head, then, turn
ing on a bedside light, held a hand mir
ror above his face. Steve heaved a sigh 
o f  intense relief. Except for a big pad 
o f  gauze on one side o f his head and 
the unusual paleness that s h o w e d  
through his tan and black stubble o f 
beard, his face looked as usual.

He handed the glass back to her and 
went at his simple supper with a relish. 
He couldn't be very badly off physical
ly, he thought, to have such an appe
tite. But where in Heaven’s name 
was he? W hy did (everybody act so 
queer?

“  Oh, the devil!”  exclaimed the 
pretty nurse. “  I forgot to order alco
hol.”

Steve was startled and disappoint-' 
ed. This had seemed like such a nice 
girl. Only very low women used such 
expressions. But he immediately be
came interested in her next move. She 
picked up a little black instrument from 
the. table beside, the bed and began 
talking into it. This was evidently a 
telephone, but unlike any such affair 
that Steve had ever seen.

He had seen a few o f the clumsy 
contrivances attached to a box on the 
wall with a bell-crank that you had to 
turn before you made a call. But she 
had rung no bell, nor was she shouting 
into the thing, just talking almost in 
a whisper as though she were speaking 
to him right there in the room. This 
house was certainly fitted up with all 
sort o f newfangled contrivances.

“ Burdenville 23,”  said the nurse.
Why, he was in some house right 

down in his home village, he thought.
“ Hill’s drug store?”  the girl went 

on. “  Miss Merton speaking, up at 
Tanner’s in Truell Road. Please send 
over a quart o f  alcohol right away. I ’m 
going to need it in about ten minutes. 
. . . .  Oh, damn! Well, I ’ll have to order 
it in Horton, then. They always deliver 
promptly.

“  HilPs delivery boy is out, o f  
course,”  she grumbled as she hung up.

But Steve was puzzled. His father 
must have moved down to the village 
since he went away, if they expected 
to get anything delivered from there 
in ten minutes. And it was something 
new for old Hill to have a delivery; 
boy.

Yet she had said this was the Tan
ner place. It was all more and more 
puzzling. But the girl had called a 
Horton number now, and her next 
words were not merely puzzling but 
positively insane. Horton was a good 
six miles from Burdenville, and no 
store there ever attempted to deliver 
outside the village as far as he knew. 
It would take nearly an hour with a 
fast horse.

Yet this surprising young woman 
was calmly ordering a drug store there 
to send over a supply o f alcohol in fif
teen minutes. And he had never heard 
o f Truell Road, where his father was 
apparently supposed to live now. It 
was all a mad dream.

“  They’ll have it right up,”  the girl 
said calmly. “  Burdenville is such a 
one-horse little town. You'd think a 
drug store in a town o f  three thousand
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population would Have a better delivery 
service.”

More insanity 1 Burdenville would 
-have hard work mustering over five 
hundred without counting the graves 
in the little cemetery.

He finished his supper in silence, his 
mind seething with questions he hesi
tated to ask. I f  he was just imagining 
things he mustn’t give himself away. 
The girl left him alone, occupying her
self filling in her chart.

Then suddenly he heard a sound that 
upset all his estimates as to location. 
From somewhere in the distance came 
to his ears the staccato drum-fire o f  a 
Maxim machine gun. It couldn’t be 
anything else. It was the sound that 
had filled him with a cold chill when 
the troops were landing at Siboney. 
Then he was still in Cuba and a battle 
was on. He looked toward the nurse 
and saw no sign o f alarm in her face. 
She calmly went on with her notes. 
.Was he imagining this ?

The terrifying noise was approach
ing rapidly. In a minute or two it 
seemed right next to the house. Still 
the nurse made no sign. Then the 
racket stopped and the next moment he 
heard the trill o f a small bell some
where in the house. The nurse glanced 
at her wrist and saw that a small watch 
was strapped there. Another curiosity.

“  There’ s our alcohol, in just fifteen 
minutes,”  she remarked rising. “  That 
new druggist in Horton sure knows his 
onions.”

EV E N  the slang o f  this am ping 
young person was a new language 
to  Steve. H e had not recovered 

from his daze when the nurse returned 
with the bottle o f alcohol. At the same 
moment he heard another sound, the 
purring rumble he had noticed the last 
time he was awake, he remembered. 
H e also recalled that it had meant the 
arrival o f the doctor.

■ Again he heard the little bell ring. 
There was a heavy step in another 
room  and d ie  opening o f a door.

. “ Good evening, doctor,”  said some 
one, and Steve’s heart leaped and then 
sank again. That was his fathers 
voice! But if his father was here why 
hadn’t he come in to see him?

A  low rumble o f  talk followed, then 
the doctor entered with a cheery greet
ing. After examining Steve carefully 
and attending to the dressing o f his 
wound, asking him a number o f  casual 
and seemingly meaningless questions aa 
he worked, the doctor sat down by the 
bed.

“  So you don’t remember anything 
since that bullet hit you, until you came 
out o f the ether yesterday? Well, that’s 
just as I thought. But you’re all O K  
now, with your reactions perfectly nor
mal and your mind clear as a bell, I’d 
say. There isn’t a thing the matter 
with you now except a sore spot in your 
head that will heal up quickly.

“  You haven’t been sick, you know. 
You feel a little weak just now, but 
you’ll get your strength back in a few 
days and be as well as ever. You’ve 
simply got to keep perfectly quiet until 
your head heals up a little and you've 
recovered from the shock o f  the op
eration.

“  Meanwhile you’re wondering what 
it’s all about. You would better not 
have much talk yet or any excitement 
I ’ll just tell you the facts in a few 
words so you won’t be puzzling your 
head over it. When you’re a little 
stronger, your people will give you the 
details.

“ That bullet fractured your skull 
and pressed a bone against your brain, 
destroying your memory. You were 
apparently all right every other way, 
though, and when you came to that 
day you must have wandered into the 
Spanish lines. They kept you a pris
oner till after the war. Meantime your 
people thought you were dead. When 
they found you and brought you home, 
they had an operation performed on 
your head, but it wasn’t successful. 
Then I got hold o f you and seem to 
have turned the trick.
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“  But all’s well that ends well: 
You’re in perfect shape now and have 
a long life ahead o f you, I hope. Ought 
to have. You’ve got a constitution like 
iron. You’re making a remarkably 
quick recovery. There isn’t another 
case on record o f a man going through 
what you have and being affected by 
it so little physically. You’re famous 
as a medical case.

“  Meantime, everybody you love is 
all right. Your father has prospered a 
lot since the war. You’re goiqg to find 
them changed a little, though, your 
father and the lady who’s so fond of 
you. They were pretty badly knocked 
out when they thought you were dead. 
Just now I’m making them rest up a 
little,before they see you, so don’t wor
ry about them. You’ll see them soon. 
They’ve both been here to see you 
while you were sleeping and know you 
are all right.”

While the doctor was talking Steve 
was beginning to gather a little o f the 
truth, though many mysteries were left 
unexplained and the absence o f his 
father and Rosemarie was not satis
factorily accounted' for.

So the war was over. He must have 
been out of his head for a long time. 
He began mentally struggling to recall 
some o f the events that had taken place 
since he was shot. The doctor divined 
this.

“  Now you mustn’t puzzle over 
things, if you want to get well fast,”  
he warned. “  I ’ve told you enough 
now. You take this medicine and sleep 
on it.”

He thrust a small pill between 
Steve’s lips and handed him a glass o f 
water to drink.

“  But, doctor!” Steve spoke at last. 
”  I f all that happened since I was shot 
it must have .befen quite awhile ago. 
How long ago was it?”

The doctor was fussing with his 
medicine case and didn’t answer at 
first.

"Just a minute,”  he said at last. 
“  I ’ve got to telephone.”

The physician was busy at the tele
phone for some minutes and Steve felt 
himself getting drowsy. But he forced 
himself to stay awake to get the answer 
to his question. He realized that he 
was being put off again. They really 
thought he was still a little out o f his 
head and Steve suspected that they 
were right. How else could he ac
count for the strange irrational things 
he seemed to see and hear.

The doctor finished telephoning and 
turned to say good night, apparently 
forgetting the question.

“  Doctor,”  Steve drowsily reminded 
him. “  You didn’t tell me how long I 
was— that way!”

“  Oh, yes. You did ask me. Well, 
it was quite awhile for a fellow not 
to know anything; over a year. Now 
don’t puzzle over it. Get a good night’s 
sleep. Good night.”

And the doctor was gone. And al
most before the sound o f his footsteps 
died away, the sleeping potion tri
umphed over Steve’s amazement and 
he fell asleep again. But, with his last 
conscious thought he realized that he 
hadn’t yet been told that mysterious 
truth.

C H A PTER VI.
U N BLINDFOLDED.

TH E days that followed only con
firmed his belief that some ter
rible secret was being kept from 

him. Dread o f the revelation became 
an added reason for his refraining 
from asking questions. He was soon 
able to be about the room, but remained 
a prisoner, seeing only his doctor and 
nurse.

He was regaining strength rapidly, 
however, and beginning to feel like his 
old robust self.

The morning after the doctor’s re
strained explanation there had been 
two notes on his breakfast tray, one 
from Rosemarie and one from his 
father. Both said they had been in to
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say good-by for a few days, but found 
him asleep, so had not disturbed 
him.

Rosemarie’s note was full o f  the old 
affection, written as if no time had 
elapsed since their last meeting. Ap
parently she was under the thrall o f 
her aunts again, and they were still 
opposed to Steve, for she said they 
were taking her away for a little time 
to rest. Remembering what he had 
overheard her tell the doctor, Steve 
was not much reassured.

His father expressed deep gratitude 
for his recovery and regret that busi
ness called him away for a little time.

Certainly a strange way to treat him 1 
What did it mean? ,

And so weeks passed, nis waking 
moments enlivened as much as possible 
by his agreeable nurse who alternately 
played cards with him and read to him, 
or turned' on selections from the mys
terious music-box in the next room. 
H e was told that the doctor didn’t want 
him to use his eyes at present. He 
had the feeling that even the reading 
matter was being carefully selected*. 
Even the frequent but noncommittal 
letters that came from Rosemarie and 
his father were read to him. They 
were always saying they would be back 
soon.

Then one day he caught another 
mysterious glimpse o f  Rosemarie, £  
glimpse that once more threw him back 
to the old doubts o f his sanity. He 
was sitting by the open window brood
ing over the limited view it gave, lis
tening to the variety o f  strange sounds 
that had been haunting his ears for the 
last three weeks. In his lap lay a book 
his nurse had carelessly left behind, not 
one she had been reading to him, for a 
good reason, Steve opined, when he 
sampled its contents.

It was an amazing novel dealing with 
subjects Steve had been used to dis
cussing with men only and then rather- 
shamefacedly. He was about to put 
it back where he found it, for fear he 
might be caught reading it, when a sud

den swaying o f  a big syringa bush 
caught his attention.

A  leafy branch swept aside and there 
for an instant stood Rosemarie, staring 
straight at him. He could only see 
her head and shoulders this time. She 
was the same little Rosemarie, though, 
none o f the change about her that the 
doctor had warned him to look out for, 
excepting that her auburn hair was 
done up a little differently, though, 
thank Heaven, it wasn’t cut off like 
that o f the only two other women he 
had seen since he came to his senses.

Only an instant he saw her, then the 
bush snapped back into place and the 
vision was blotted out. But this Jime 
Steve meant to find out whether he was 
really seeing the girl he loved or if 
this was an illusion. Luckily this room 
was on the ground floor.

Unhesitatingly Steve ripped the wire 
screen out o f the window and clam
bered over the sill. The next instant 
he was running across the narrow strip 
o f  lawn toward the syringa bush, call
ing Rosemarie’s name.

But when he reached it there was 
no one in sight. Beyond and both sides 
o f it was a tangled border o f  shrub
bery through which she must have es
caped. There was no way o f  telling 
which course she took. He worked 
through it to an extensive garden patch, 
and ran across that without seeing any 
one.

Then there burst on his ears from 
just beyond the garden fence one o f 
those sounds that had mystified him so 
much ever since he came to conscious
ness, a rhythmic puffing and rumble, a 
little like a defective steam-engine and 
yet not quite like it. He pushed 
through some bushes to the garden 
fence and stared across Into a half 
plowed field and at one o f  the most 
amazing things he had seen yet.

A  big gang-plow was just starting 
across the field, a driver on the seat 
with his back toward the startled on
looker. But he was apparently driv
ing nothing t For there were no horses
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hitched to the plow ! Steve rubbed his 
eyes and looked again. There it was, 
moving steadily and powerfully along 
with no visible means o f traction.

<! T TOW  do you do, Mr. Tanner,”  
£ spoke an unfamiliar masculine 

voice at his elbow.
Steve whirled about and gasped in 

surprise as he saw a young soldier 
standing beside him. His ideas instant
ly underwent another adjustment 
Then he was still in the hands o f  the 
army! Perhaps the doctor had lied 
about the war being over.

At any rate the young man was in 
an American uniform, so Steve at least 
was not a Spanish prisoner. And now 
that he thought o f it, the foliage he 
saw everywhere was not the tropical 
verdure of the Cuban landscape, but 
the familiar growth o f  his boyhood 
home country.

“  Excuse me, but this is Mr. Tan
ner, isn’t it?”  the young soldier in
quired. “  My name’s Dixon. I work 
for your father here. Miss Merton, 
youf nurse, missed you out o f your 
room and sent me to look for you. 
She’s worried about you, so don’t you 
think you’d better come back?”

He took Steve gently by the elbow 
and started to guide him along a path 
leading back toward the house. Steve 
perceived he was being treated like an 
invalid, and something more, like a 
child, or one not quite right in the 
head.

“  I see you’re in uniform,”  Steve 
said. “ They told me the war was 
over.”

“  Oh, yes, the war’s over. You’ve 
been sick a long time, haven’t you? 
It’s tough luck to lose track o f things 
so long. But they tell me you’re get
ting well fast now. I ’m glad o f it.

“  I ’m just wearing this uniform for 
the Memorial Day parade down to 
Burdenville to-day. Our post marches. 
It’s time I started. Parade begins in 
twenty minutes now. There’s Miss 
Merton now. Well, I’m glad I met 

/

you. I suppose I’ ll see a lot o f you 
soon.”

He started for the barn in the rear 
o f the house, but Steve, instead o f re
turning to Miss Merton, who was wait
ing at the back door, followed him. 
He wanted to ask a dreaded question.

“  Would you mind telling me how 
long the war’s been over?”  he asked 
when they were out o f sight o f  the 
nurse.

“  Ten years this fall. They haven't 
told you much yet, have they ?”  Dixon 
said, eying him curiously. “ Well, I got 
to go. See you and give you an earful 
later.”

“ Just a minute,”  Steve persisted. 
“  I saw Rosemarie Doane a minute 
ago! Where did she go ?”

“  You must be mistaken/ She went 
away several days ago.”  .

The soldier went into the barn. 
Steve felt his knees going weak under 
him. He sat down suddenly on a bowl
der by the door and held his swimming 
head in his hands.

Ten years! He’d lost all.that time 
out o f his life! Perhaps more! No 
knowing how long the war had lasted.

But before his dazed brain could 
grasp its full significance, a roar of 
rapid ^explosions broke out right in 
front o f him, the same noise he had 
taken for machine-gun fire when he 
first came to himself. Dixon had rolled 
out o f  the barn some sort o f  a giant 
bicycle, twice as large as the tandem 
on which he and Rosemarie had ridden 
away that night over ten years before. 
Dixon jumped into the saddle, waved 
his hand at Steve, and was off at a ter
rific speed. In a minute or two the 
sound o f the marvelous contrivance 
was lost in the distance.

But Steve .was suddenly beginning 
to understand a little o f many things. 
Ten years had been lost to him, and in 
that time much had happened. There 
had evidently been many curious new 
inventions brought into use while he 
was unconscious o f  everything around 
him. He looked about him with a new

4 A
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-vision. Could it be possible that he 
wasbdck in his old home after all, but 
a home so changed that it was hardly 
recognizable?

For the first time he got a good look 
at the outside o f  the house. After a 
little study he recognized in one end 
o f  it the familiar lines o f the old build
ing. But a big new wing had .been 
added. The grounds and outbuildings 
were all different. Many o f the old 
trees were gone. There were good- 
sized new ones in their place.

But all these thoughts and impres
sions flashed through his mind in an 
instant and were overwhelmed by one 
over-mastering idea. I f  this was in 
fact his old-home, then the home o f 
Rosemarie was near by. In spite o f 
her letter about going away, he knew 
Rosemarie was here yet. Perhaps, 
though, she had just returned.

H e was willing to credit his senses 
now. Rosemarie was seemingly not 
changed in appearance in ten years. 
Neither was he. Then the mystery o f 
her avoidance o f him was deeper than 
ever. H e decided to probe that mys
tery to the bottom and at once. They 
couldn’ t keep him a prisoner and de
ceive him any longer. He was in his 
right mind, and he was o f  age. Thirty 
years old in fact!

It didn’t seem possible. His mirfor 
assured him he did not look thirty. Nor 
did he feel it. Thirty had always 
seemed to him an advanced age. One 
was a settled family man with half 
grown children by then.

But with his mind made up he took 
direct action. Walking boldly over to 
the waiting nurse he told her calmly: 
“  I’m going for a walk, Miss Merton. 
Fll be back in a little while. I’m all 
right. Don’t mind me.”  And he went 
Vapidly around the comer o f the house 
and headed toward the road, paying no 
attention to her futile remonstrance. ̂

“  Guess Fve lost my job,”  the girl 
remarked nonchalantly at last, gazing 
after his retreating back. “  It certain
ly  beats the deril ! He doesn’t look a 
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day over twenty or twenty-one, nor act 
it. Lucky he’s through needing a 
nurse. I could fall for him easy. 1 
could kill that old hen!”

BU T  Steve failed to hear this cryp
tic remark. He was standing be
side the highway in front o f his 

old home, again lost in amazement. In
stead o f  the narrow, dusty, back-coun
try by-way, there was a broad concrete 
pavement lined with street lamps. It 
might have been a city street except 
that there were no sidewalks.

He was staring at this new marvel1 
so abstractedly that he was quite un
aware o f the swift-moving peril speed
ing up behind him along the smooth 
highway until the hoarse blast o f  a 
horn sounded within a few feet o f him. 
Steve whirled around, but it never oc
curred to him to jump one side. A  
huge, black, self-propelling car, look
ing like a horseless hearse, only twice 
as big, came to a dead stop with a 
screaming o f brakes, its front almost 
against his shins. An angry, fright
ened driver thrust his head out and 
'glared at him.

“  What’s the matter with you, boy? 
Walking in your sleep?”  he demanded.

Steve dodged back. The driver did 
things to levers. With a grinding roar 
the monster shot away, disappearing in 
the distance before Steve recovered his 
breath. While he was watching it, two 
more o f the bewildering contrivances 
passed him. Steve cautiously took to 
the roadside.

He remembered that during the year 
he went to the war there was some 
newspaper talk o f a crazy man who 
had built what he called a horseless car
riage run by a little steam engine. 
Everybody had laughed at the idea that 
it would ever work practically. His 
invention must have worked, and 
everybody seemed to be using it now.

But there couldn’t have been a 
steam engine on that bicycle nor on 
that gang plow. A  big truck came 
lumbering slowly by at that moments



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

and Steve got a chance to study it a 
little more closely. Certainly no en
gine there, no smoke or steam, just 
plain magic, as far as he could see. 
Gosh, he thought, what a world he'd 
waked up in after ten years! Buggies 
and wagons, bicycles and even plows 
running alone!
■ Electric lights and telephones right 
out in the country! And the farms 
that had looked so poverty-stricken ten 
years ago were so prosperous looking! 
Steve felt forlornly alone and out o f 
place in a new world.

But as he walked along the great 
highway rapidly readjusting his mind 
to the changes, there were still things 
to puzzle him. He stopped suddenly 
and looked around him, struck with a 
new thought. This highway followed 
the same route as the old road, except 
for taking off some o f the sharper 
curves and cutting through the crests 
o f the steeper hills.

There had been no trees left along 
the old road, however. The new one 
was lined with them, their great 
spreading branches almost meeting 
over its center. He thought o f the big 
new shade trees he had just seen in his 
father’s yard. Off in the distance he 
noted stretches o f forest where there 
had been barren fields. He was too 
much o f a country boy to believe that 
trees like that could have grown up in 
ten years.

“  They are still lying to me,”  he said 
to himself. First they had let him 
think he had been unconscious just a 
short time. Then the doctor had ad
mitted it had been over a year. Now 
this young soldier was in on the con
spiracy and had lied in his turn when 
he said only ten years. How long had 
it really been?

But, on the other hand, the soldier 
was still young, and he claimed to have 
been in the war. Rosemarie, judging 
from his brief glimpses o f her, was still 
a young girl. And he himself certainly 
had not grown older. Again Steven 
Tanner wondered if he was not after
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all suffering from insanity. Had he 
really seen Rosemarie at all?

And then he came to a spot that had 
not changed. It was the old Doane 
house, still sprawling behind a high 
cedar hedge among its dark ever
greens. He stood for several minutes 
peering through its gate into the yard 
that seemed untouched by time since 
the night, how long ago he did not 
know, when he had stolen Rosemarie 
only to lose her again. He was so ab
sorbed that he failed to notice the car 
that had been slowly trailing him and 
now stopped just at the corner o f the 
hedge. A  young man got out and ap
peared to be tinkering with his engine, 
but his eyes were stealthily watching 
Steve.

A L L  unaware that fate was again 
lying low at his elbow, Steve 
turned in the gate and ap

proached the front door. Resolutely 
he pulled the handle o f the old door
bell. Its clang was answered after a 
moment by a shuffling step within. A  
bent and wrinkled old woman opened 
the door, peered at him nearsightedly, 
then drew back in alarm and started to 
close the door again. But Steve 
checked it with his foot.

“  I want to see Miss Rosemarie 
Doane,”  he said firmly.

“  She’s not here,”  quavered the old 
woman. “  She won’t be here. She’s 
gone away to stay.”

“  Then I ’d like to talk to Miss Mary 
Doane or Miss Sarah Doane,”  he per
sisted with sinking heart.

“  You can't see anybody. Go away,”  
the beldame snapped, and this time suc
ceeded in slamming the door shut and 
locking it.

Slowly Steve stepped down from the 
narrow porch, considering what he 
should do next. He was being lied to 
again, he felt sure. As he stood by the 
front gate speculating, his eye fell on 
a circular tin box attached to the top 
o f the gatepost. On its face was paint
ed in red letters: " U . S. Mail. S. &
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M. Doane.”  But the thing that awak
ened his attention was a letter lying on 
the top o f the box waiting to be col
lected. He snatched it up and read the 
address:

Miss R o s e u a iu s  D o a n e  
36 East 10th St.

N ew  Y o rk  City

So that was. where Rosemarie was! 
They were sending her a letter! Then 
he hadn’t seen her outside his window 
after ̂ 11! Or was this another trick? 
Or perhaps she’d come back and they 
did not know it yet

“  I'll take that, sir,”  an authoritative 
voice spoke up at his elbow.

Steve faced a man in postman’s uni

form, who took the letter out o f  his 
hand and thrust it into his pocket, 
Then he fed some mail from his bag 
into the box and laid on top o f it a 
newspaper that would not fit into the 
slot. H e caught a glimpse o f Rose-? 
marie’s familiar writing on one o f the 
envelopes.

So this letter to Rosemarie wasn’t 
a hoax. And they had postmen even 
in the country now ! The man climbed 
into-a car and drove off. Steve’s eye 
fell on the newspaper, and a shock like 
a bolt o f lightning passed through him. 
His trembling hand snatched up the 
paper and thrust it before his eyes. He 
held his breath and read the date again.

“  May ’30, 1928.”
TO BE C O NC L U D E D  N E X T  W E E K

x j  t r  t j

The House That Jack Built

’’T H E  celebrated house that Jack built was constructed at Sandy Hook by an 
1 old sailor who still clung to things o f the sea, though he was too old to 

brave its dangers any more. When he left the sea he carried all his worldly 
possessions in a canvas bag; but there were the wrecks o f seven ships to furnish 
material for his home ashore.

Strictly speaking, it was not exactly ashore, for it was a comfortable little 
houseboat moored to a tall pine in a small creek flowing inland from the sea 
and sheltered from its gales. ..

The wreck o f the lumber schooner, Harding, which collided with another 
schooner off Sandy Hook and broke up in a northeast gale, gave Jack most 
o f  the lumber for his house; from other wrecks he salvaged chairs and tables, 
pots and pans, blankets and mattresses, a clock, and even a razor. The doors 
were from the captain’s cabin o f an Italian ship that met her doom on Romer 
Shoals; they were splendid affairs, with polished walnut molding and silver 
knobs.

Not all this flotsam that went to build Jack’s house was-a gift from the 
sea; Jack sometimes bought a wreck as he did the schooner Youngs, whidi 
went on the beach three miles south o f  the point, and for which he paid the 
owners twenty-five dollars, including her deckload o f lumber.

When his house was completed, Jack also built a nineteen-foot launch 
out o f wreckage. The deck was o f teak, part o f  the deck o f the North Ger
man Lloyd liner Saale, which was borne down to Sandy Hook by the tide 
after the great Hoboken fire. The only thing the sea refused to give Jafck was 
a  pet for a mascot; he resaied a hog from the Harding and kept it  for a pet 
without a thought o f  future bacon, but the animal died o f cholera from eating 
too many beach plums. Minna. Irving.



" I  marry you to prevent bloodshed," Father Felicien said

When Trails Were New
Deadly peril surrounds Louis and Daphne— while Sully plots and 

Black Hawk’s hostile Sacs prowl through the Wisconsin forest

B y  T A L B O T  M U N D Y

L E A D I N G  UP TO T H I S  I N S T A L L M E N T

EJIS d ’ARRAS, hunter in the without parental consent, agrees to let 
Wisconsin woods in 1832, loves Daphne marry Louis, if he will vow 
Daphne Beaucheval, whose fa- not to fight Sully. Louis swears, 

ther is heavily in debt to Simon Sully, Conrad brings word that Black 
shrewd trader who owns most o f St. . Hawk, enraged at Sully’s plowing up 
Pierre des Boeufs. Louis has some the Sacs’ corn, their resultant famine, 
stanch friends— the Sac, Blue Heron; and the Governor’s orders to keep west 
Bizard the brawny blacksmith; Con- o f the Mississippi, has gone on the war- 
rad, agent of the Astor Company, path, ambushing troops. Louis an- 
which plans to rival Sully in that sec- nounces he is going to Black Hawk, in 
tion. hope o f peace.

Father Felicien, whose mission has Meantime Sully has sent a renegade 
an ancient privilege o f marrying girls Indian to kill Louis. Instead, d’Arras
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and Blue Heron kill the scamp; and 
when Blue Heron shoots the scalp into 
Solly’s store, there is consternation in 
the forted settlement. Crawford, 
genial, hard-fighting drunkard, calls it 
“  Dec—hie— declaration- o f war.”
' Louis finds Black Hawk encamped 
at the Pinnacle, his lofty rock by the 
river, with more than five hundred 
braves. He starts a powwow with the 
Sac chief, who has revolted from 
, Keokuk and is really on the warpath; 
3lack-Hawk angrily recites his wrongs.

C H A PTE R  V II (Continued).

A  BIVOUAC THAT SEEMED TO NUMBER 
UPWARD OF FIVE HUNDRED BRAVES.

“  r 'V O  you force your friends—  
I J  Bizard and me—-and others—  

to fight against you ?”  Louis 
asked the angry chief.

Black Hawk answered with an ex
clamation not unlike a laugh; but Louis 
continued before the Indian could com
mit himself by a reckless answer.

“  I am Black Hawk’s friend. Bizard, 
Crawford, Conrad, I, and some others 
will not fight against you if you will 
make me a promise in the presence of 
these chiefs.”

Louis made a gesture toward the 
seated semicircle. Black Hawk slowly 
turned and sat down.

“  What is the promise?”  he demand
ed. “  The white-faces make promises 
they never keep.”

Louis sat down facing him. “  This 
is between you and me,”  he answered 
quietly. “  I f you will not attack Fort 
S t  Pierre des Boeufs, and will leave 
my cabin unmolested, I will keep as 
many as I can from fighting you.”

“  How many o f  you wjll not fight ?” 
he asked, and Louis repeated the short 
list o f men whom he knew he could 
count on. *

Black Hawk’s restless eyes glanced 
from  left to right and his parted lips 
took on the semblance o f a smile. He 
had at any rate five hundred men there,

and there was no need to boast about 
how many more might be within hail. 
The inference was as plain as dayligty.

“  You think I come to you because 
I am afraid?”  asked Louis. He fore
saw he must bluff to the limit.

“  I f you would rather fight Bizard 
and Conrad and Crawford and me—  
and others, you have only to say so,”  
he went on. “  But we think you have 
been wronged. W e would rather go 
to St. Louis and take up your case 
before the Governor.”

He sounded and looked bold enough, 
but he was nervous. He knew Black 
Hawk—knew that craftiness was at 
war with primitive honesty behind that 
mask.

The red man knew that Louis and 
his particular friends would keep any 
promise they might make, whatever the 
consequences to themselves; he also 
knew that four such men, dependable 
and thoroughly versed in wilderness 
conditions, might possibly in a pinch 
outvalue as many hundred raw militia
men. But Black Hawk’s bane was his 
irresolution, that only toughened into 
recklessness when any one challenged 
his supremacy or doubted his judgment.

Wa-bo-ki-e-shiek, on Black Hawk’s 
right, chose that inauspicious moment 

.to signal for caution; he moved his 
right hand up and down, grunting 
something almost inaudible. Several 
others agreed with him in low tones 
and Black Hawk’s eyes glazed, but he 
could not ignore the request for a con-' 
ference. He summoned the man who 
had guided Louis through the bivouac 
and motioned to Louis who walked 
away some distance, where he sat down 
again, eyed by his motionless guard. |

Louis could not hear, but he could; 
watch what happened. Something very' 
like a quarrel was taking place within 
that circle o f bowlders. It was ten 
minutes before Black Hawk felt he had 
ascendency enough to send again for 
Louis; but by the time Louis resumed 
his seat in front o f him all faces ex
cept that o f  Wa-bo-ki-e-shiek were un
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der absolute control, and Black Hawk’s 
voice had lost the harsh notes. After 
the inevitable minute’s silence he ad- 
dtessed Louis by his Indian name:

“  Wide-awake is my brother. His 
word is like the sun, that sets at night 
and rises in the morning. My brother 
and his friends will not take the war
path against us?”

“  If Black Hawk and his braves 
equally agree not to take the warpath 
against the Fort o f St. Pierre des 
Boeufs or any o f its people.”

“  My brother and his friends will 
speak for us before the white-face 
chief?”

“  Yes, if Black Hawk makes the 
promise.”

“  It is a long way to the lodge o f the 
white-face chief,”  said Black Hawk. 
“  When will my brother speak for us?”

Louis’s face brightened as if the sun 
had risen on it. Here was the whole 
solution of his difficulty! He would 
marry Daphne and hurry away with 
her straight for St. Louis, leaving the 
fort safe from attack and Sully out of 
reach! One night o f the three was 
gone already. This night would see 
him home again; the next night mar
ried.

“  Two sleeps from now Bizard and 
I and another will take the trail,” he 
answered. “ But my brother must first 
make the promise and must give me a 
safe-conduct.”

He dug down into his pocket and 
produced the steel-handled, imported 
efasp-knife with his name engraved on 
it, that a Governor o f the State had 
given him in recognition o f his serv
ices as guide. Aside from his rifle, 
which was almost as much a part of 
him as his right arm, that knife was 
his most prized possession.

It cost him a pang to lay it on the 
ground in front o f him, but he con
trived with a straight face and Black 
Hawk’s manners were too good to per
mit the least expression o f emotion to 
escape him. The chief laid a belt on 
the ground against it— a belt that was

passed to him by one of the braves— 
not the war-belt he was wearing.

Louis held his right hand up and 
looked Black Hawk in the eyes. Black 
Hawk followed suit. Each picked up 
the other’s pledge, and the conference 
was over. Black Hawk rose and turned 
away.

Louis was not quite satisfied, but 
there was no opportunity for further 
talk. They had hardly exchanged 
pledges when an Indian on a bare
backed pony galloped up; and was in
stantly surrounded by about a hundred 
bucks.

BJack Hawk waved Louis imperi
ously homeward, not offering to shake 
hands and hardly answering his fare
well salute; so he went away quickly, 
looking straight in front of him to 
avoid suspicion o f being a spy. By 
the time he reached the forest there 
were not ten Indians in sight. They 
had disappeared full pelt after some
thing.

He caught sight o f a few o f them 
on ponies skirting the edge of the trees 
to the westward, and saw two— he 
guessed^hey were the last two— disap
pear on foot into the woods.

“  Are the Armstrong outfit close on 
their trail this soon?” he wondered. 
But somehow he doubted that. Neither 
militia nor regulars in his experience 
were given to sudden, swift or silent 
marching.

Knowing nothing whatever about 
the date on which Sully expected his 
four-wagon train, it did not enter his 
head that that might be the cause of 
the hurried departure.

CH APTER VIII.
" l  WILE SEE WHAT CONRAD HAS TO 

SAY BEFORE I YIELD TO SULLY.”

BIZARD returned to the fort before 
morning with only one man and 
the boy. Crawford had stayed 

with the brandy, for he and Conrad 
were of one mind" to w it: that the
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fate of ±he fort was safe in Louis 
d’Arras’s keeping; and if not, and in 
either case, the time to get drunk was 
now. Bizard had agreed with half the 
verdict, so the news he brought back 
was reassuring.

“  Leave Black Hawk to Louis,”  he 
said confidently. "  He carried lots o f 
meat to him last winter when the tribe 
was starving. Black Hawk will re
member that.”

Fear, on that frontier' came and 
went with almost equal swiftness, and 
there was hardly ever any certayi news. 
Living on the verge o f danger all the 
time, men, and even women, grew as 
used to it as the animals that fled when 
hunted and resumed their normal oc
cupations the moment the apparent 
danger passed.

The messenger o f the previous night 
Had hardly ridden on at dawn toward 
the lead mines when the men o f St. 
Pierre des Boeufs began to doubt the 
crisis altogether. W ho was the young
ster anyway? He didn’t look like 
much. They agreed, too, that Black 
Hawk had no numerous following, and 
not much ammunition— no supplies. 
He had been thoroughly defeated hard
ly a year ago, and had signed an igno
minious treaty.

** H e ain’t got ho more influence 
than ’ud make his squaw tote her own 
papoose,”  said some one. “  Raid ? 
W ho’d follow him? It’s one o ’ these 
here,reg’lar scares.”

That was the consensus o f opinion. 
They went out to their plowing, merely 
carrying , their rifles over-shoulder in
stead o f fastening them to plow-tails 
as before. Bizard seemed to be the 
only cautious one, despite his earlier 
air o f  confidence.

"  One half o f you stay in the fort,”  
he advised.
'-But Sully jumped at the chance to 

minimize Bizard’s influence, and he had 
his own reasons for wanting as many 
men as possible afield. It was the 
custom to work all together in each 
clearing in turn, and on this occasion

they were to plow Ticknor’s holding, 
which was the farthest away in the di
rection of Fort Armstrong, and on ris
ing ground, sloping toward the west.

“ It’s my belief it’s all a lie!”  he 
shouted. “  I f Black Hawk really beat 
Stillman’s outfit, and had fifteen hun
dred bucks with him, then it's sure he’s 
•cared up every living Injun who’ll fol
low him, and just as sure Louis d’Arras 
won’t diskiver him this a-way. He 
can’t be in two places.

“  That move o ’ Louis’s is a bluff to 
make himself popular. He’ll come back 
chock-brim full o ’ lies. You fellers go 
to your plowing, and say: keep an eye 
open for my wagons. They’re about 
due. I f  you see ’em, bring ’em safe in.”

Sully felt disturbed about those 
wagons. Their contents, in the form 
o f  trade goods, represented a whole 
year’s profit on fur shipments. With 
those, and the four wagon-loads in 
hand, he proposed to launch the most 
ambitious venture he had ever yet at
tempted, and a mere haphazard raid 
by starving Sacs might upset all his 
plans.

His impatience had to find a target 
somewhere. He could not sit still in 
his store and do nothing, and he was 
just sufficiently frightened not to care 
to trust his valuable person outside the 
stockade. The net result was an unrea
soning irritation. Anything he had 
seen would have annoyed him.

WH A T  his eye did light on as he 
left the store was three Indians 
o f the hanger-on type. They 

had sold him their winter’s catch o f 
fur, and had elected to loaf around the 
settlement until next season rather than 
to be caught in any turmoil o f Black 
Hawk’s making.

They might have made good spies 
for the fort if carefully handled, but 
it occurred to Sully on the instant that 
they might be spying for Black Hawk, 
so he took a running kick at the near
est and drove the three, dogs and all, 
out o f the fort without a word o f ex
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planation, cautioning the lone lame 
man on guard at the gate not to re
admit them on any pretext.

“  Shoot any damn Injun who comes 
near enough!”  he ordered, and the man 
being a protege o f Sully, the order was 
accepted without argument.

Every one else within the stockade 
was busy with the daily round. Bi- 
zard’s hammer was ringing musically. 
Only the fort philosopher found time 
to set his heels on a window sill and 
ruminate.

Sully broke in on his meditations, 
snatching away the book with an at
tempt at rough good humor and pitch
ing it into a corner. “  Books— always 
books! That; what makes your side 
ache! Your head’s too full and the 
sharp sayings have overflowed!”

He glanced around the clean-swept 
cabin, noticed the clean curtains and 
the kitchen things, each hanging in its 
place, and let his eyes rest finally on 
the neatly mended breast o f the phi
losopher’s shirt.

“  Daphne’s a good girl,”  he said 
bluntly.

“  She will make a good wife if the 
Injuns don’t get her!” agreed Beau- 
cheval, looking around fearfully.

“  But she is like her mother, inclined 
to choose for herself and headstrong,” 
he added. “  I had a devil o f a time to 
persuade her mother,”  he mused remi
niscently.

Sully spat tobacco juice on the empty 
sheet-iron stove and sneered:

“ You’d have managed'easier if her 
parents had owed ypu a bill they 
couldn’t pay!”

“  You cannot take blood from a 
stone, Sully,”  he answered. “  This 
cabin is yours. Daphne is mine. Louis 
d’Arras is in love with her, and I am 
told that Louis has his prospects.”

He could not have pulled a more ef
fective trigger. Sully went off with a 
bang— bombastic— furious.

. “  Sacre loup! Is it prospects that 
you want ?” Sully roared at him. “  Lis
ten to this then.”

He kicked odds and ends o f things 
around the floor until he had them 
where he wanted them, and then be
gan to expound his plans to Beau- 
cheval, using books for places and 
twine for streams and rivers, with a 
stool to represent a mountain and a 
box for his own store.

“  A  trading post here— another there 
— connected by this river— see?— with 
only a short mile portage— and I’ll cut 
off the Astor people south and east o’ 
that line. Then a line up this way, 
straight between their posts, and I’ ll 
pay twice their prices; that ’ll get the 
trade— ”

But philosophy is strange stuff and 
flies off at unexpected tangents. The 
more Sully boasted o f his plans, the 
less he impressed Gaston Beaucheval 
with anything except the grave risk he 
intended running.

“  Enough is as good as a feast,”  he 
objected. “  Why risk what you have 
toiled to win ?”

“  Enough?”  roared Sully scornfully. 
“  There is never enough for a man like 
me! A  man goes forward, or he wilts 
and rots, as you have done, Pere Beau
cheval. I ’m for progress! And re
member this: you have promised; don’t 
you dare try any tricks with me!”

He shook his fist, and, thinking that, 
perhaps, a bit too arbitrary at the mo
ment, brought it down with a crash on 
the table. “  You’ve agreed to give 
Daphne to me. The sooner now the 
better.”

“ Why?”  asked Beaucheval, making 
Sully snort with irritation. “ Haste is 
not good counsel. The girl must be 
persuaded, and I have told you she is 
headstrong.”

“  Bah! Let me have her for a week 
and I’ll break her o f that!” Sully an
swered. “  When this flurry with Black 
Hawk’s over I ’m off on a long trip. 
She comes with me. Make your mind 
up to it! Put that in your pipe and 
smoke it! See if in all those books of 
yours there is a recipe for cancelling a 
debt or a way o f undoing a felony!”
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Beaucheval flinched at last. It had 
been so long since Sully reminded him 
o f that past page o f  history that his 
philosophic mind had come ne'ar to for
getting it

But even Beaucheval had spirit o f a 
kind, and resentment blazed in him as 
soon as Sully s]ammed the door. He 
shook his fist at the adze-hewn panels. 
"  Sacr6 biche!”  he snarled. “  I would 
do a lot to be able to laugh at you!”  

But he shuddered to think what 
might happen if Sully should write to 
certain people "  back in the States ”  
and casually mention his, Beaucheval’ s, 
whereabouts. It was true, it was only 
a little lache he had committed, and a 
long, long time ago— a mere trifle o f a 
thousand dollars that had long since 
vanished in ill-fated efforts to succeed 
in business; but it is best to let such 
things be forgotten.

“  However, a man must face dilem
mas; he must face them,”  he admitted 
to himself. “  I will see what Conrad 
has to say before I yield to. Sully.”

He- forced his resolution almost to 
heroic heights, and vowed nothing 
should dissuade him, but his scalp 
twitched ominously as he thought o f 
what might happen on the way t<3 
Louis’s cabin in the dark.

CH A PTER IX.
“  I.OUIS ’ s  BEN a n ’  FIXED A PEACE PER

y Er !”

CO N RAD and Crawford were 
playing cards noisily with an an
cient, dog-eared, greasy pack they ■ 

had found in a corner o f Louis’s cabin. 
It was nearly nightfall o f the day fol
lowing Louis’s departure, and the game 
had proceeded without interruption 
since Crawford turned up with Bizard. 
Blue Heron lay on a blanket on the 
cabin floor, like a dog with one eye 
open. The stone jar o f brandy stood 
on the table half full, betraying uncon
scious moderation, consciously assisted' 
by Conrad’s squaw.

While the players argued Running 
Caribou emptied the contents o f their 
tin mugs down her own throat.

“ You old mole, it’s— hie— a five!”  
Crawford shouted. “ You’re drunk! 
Can’t you count?”

They both grabbed the card to ex
amine it, and it tore in halves.

“  Drunk, am I ?”  Conrad laughed, 
catching up a bow. “  Watch this!”

He filled his mug full with the 
potent liquor and drank it.

“ Now le’s see who’s drunk! Hold 
that cord up to the wall. ’F  I miss the 
spdt I ’ll give ye Running Caribou an’ 
all the brandy, an’ ye can have my job 
with the Astor ^Company!”

The squaw tried to interfere, but he 
pushed her aside roughly, and Craw
ford leaned back against the wall, holdj* 
ing the card in his right hand resting 
on the lower edge o f one o f the window 
gaps to keep it steady.

Conrad drew the bow as one o f the 
dogs outside barked excitedly, and 
Blue Heron sprang up from the blan
ket with a cry o f warning. Conrad let 
fly and the arrow cut clean through 
the middle o f the card.

“ There— who’s drunk?”  he asked 
triumphantly.

“  Two at least— maybe three o f 
you,”  a voice said through the window. 
“ Is there any brandy left?”

Louis d’Arras looked in, laughing, 
with the arrow stuck like a war feather 
through the top o f his beaver cap.

“  ’Twas a darned weak pull, Conrad, 
or you’d have knocked the cap off,”  he 
added casually.

Followed a reunion, considerably 
livened up with brandy. Blue Heron 
learned by one brief nod from Louis 
what the outcome o f the interview with 
Black Hawk had been and resumed his 
snooze on the blanket, but Crawford 
and Conrad demanded details ten 
times over-—wanted to know why 
Louis hadn’t said this and hadn’t 
threatened that— and gave their own 
separate versions o f how they would 
have managed it.
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“  Yer shouldn’t ha’ swapped him 
that good knife against a wampum 
belt. Boy, that was no kind o f a 
swap!”  yelled Crawford. “  The In
jun skinned yer! 'Sides, it ain’t his 
belt anyway.”

"  How could he give me his war 
belt?”  Louis objected.

“  You should ha’ took it, son! The 
Lord helps them as helps fheirselves, 
and an’ Injun don’t part with nothin’ 
— onless yer take it from him. Black 
Hawk skinned yer!”

“  I got his promise anyhow. The 
prophet tried to talk him out of it, but 
Black Hawk passed his word,”  said 
Louis. His back was toward Blue 
Heron. None but Conrad’s squaw 
noticed the expression on Blue, Heron’s 
face, and she made no remark.

“  They’ll be nervous at the fort. 
They’ll be waiting for the news,”  Louis 
said, picking up his rifle with the 
habitual slap that shook the priming 
down. -

“ Hell!” remarked Conrad, eying 
the youngster quizzically through 
brandy-reddened eyes. “  That’s— hie 
— why I recommended a squaw. 
Squaws sure don’t smell sweet, but 
they’re awful comfortin’, an’ lets a 
feller sleep! All right, boy— me an’ 
this drunkard here’ll keep you comp’ny. 
W e’d better eat first.”

So they devoured enormous slices of 
cold venison. Then Conrad and Craw
ford reached for their rifles, and Blue 
Heron followed the three at a safe 
distance.

THE moon rose and cast a pale 
shimmer on the marsh, stirring 
up the chorus o f a million frogs, 

as they reached the open after a steady 
tramp through the forest in single file 
that sobered up Conrad and Crawford 
considerably. Frog tune and the cool 
night air, however, suddenly revived 
the brandy fumes and Crawford began 
singing:

“  Oh, boys, I  been ter Buffaler, where 
rot-gut ripens best!

Oh, boys, I been ter Buffaler, which 
the Yankees tell yer’s W e st!

Oh, East I been to Buffaler; to see 
them falls I went;

They fell, I fell, I fell like hell, an’ all
my money’s spent!”

Satisfied at first to rival frogs, Craw
ford felt the spirit o f emulation grow 
as he gave it rein.

"  I kin shoot the m oon! I kin hit 
the same mark with two rifles to 
wunst! I kin— ” He stopped suddenly 
and listened— “  I kin spot that whip
poorwill an’ split his neck!”

Peering about for the bird, he spied 
Blue Heron, who promptly disappeared 
into the nearest cover. '

“ Wow!  I kin hit that Injun's 
feather!”

He yelled for Blue Heron to stand 
up and show himself, but Blue Heron 
was too wise. An owl swooped by 
out o f range. He fired at it and 
missed.

“  Shame an’ sorrer smite m e; I ’m 
gettin’ old!”  he murmured, beginning 
to cry as he rammed a new charge 
home.

Conrad, taking pity on him, threw 
his own cap into the air, and Crawford 
hit that easily, but he was inconsol
able; all the way to the fort he kept 
picking out marks and shooting at them 
“  to make sure nobody had put a toe 
into his eye,”  as he explained it, and 
the shots echoed and reechoed.

“  They’ll kind o’ guess we’re corn
in’ !” Conrad hazarded.

But the fort folk had placed their 
own construction on the echoing din 
that reached them. They had manned 
the stockade and the women were out 
with water buckets and to reload rifles. 
Not a man showed himself, but every 
one was shouting, dogs were barking, 
and it was a risky business to ap
proach within hail.

Crawford yelled, and was answered 
with three shots instantly, none of 
which came even approximately in the 
right direction. Conrad diagnosed it, 
with an owlish air o f wisdom.
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“ Skeerfed crazy!”  he commented. 
“ Too many women an’ kids, an’ not 
enough hard liquor!”

Louis went on alone, and by creeping 
from cover to cover contrived to get 
near enough to the gate to make his 
voice heard. He was fired at twice, 
but at last he dared to stand up and 
some one within the stockade recog
nized him. Several minutes after that 
two men came out with pine torches to 
reconnoiter, and even then they would 
not admit Blue Heron.

“  Bring no Injuns with yer! Scalpin’ 
varmints— they’re all spies, or worse!” 
some one shouted.

So Blue Heron had to hide himself 
in the outskirts o f the woods. The gate 
bars came thumping down; Louis, 
Crawford and Conrad stepped through 
the gap one by one, and in a moment 
were surrounded by a small mob of 
men and women, all expecting to hear 
accounts o f desperate skirmishing with 
Black Hawk’s men.

“ Bah! There ain’t an Injun nearer 
than the river!”  Crawford yelled at 
them. L ou is ’s ben an’ fixed a peace 
for yer! Git back ter bed!”

Daphne spied Louis the instant he 
showed in the gate gap, and the other 
women followed as she ran to greet 
liim. So the women had the story first. 
Sully did not learn a word until Craw
ford’s version reached him at third or 
fourth hand. . It was ten or fifteen 
minutes before Louis reached the store.

“ \^rOLFLL make a fine negotiator!”  
I  Sully sneered. “  Did you in

clude my wagons in the bar
gain?”  ‘

“  Never thought o f them,”  Louis an
swered.

“  I ’ll wager you did ! I’ ll befyou told 
Black Hawk about ’em! I ’ll bet you 
bought him off with ’em!”

“  I never thought o f them,”  Louis 
said again, looking straight at Sully.

“  H uh! Where are the wagons ? Why 
don 't they show up?” Sully Tetorted, 
working himself into a rage, and beck

oning a man who had arrived that noon 
on horseback. "  Didn’t you pass 'em 
on the way?”

The man nodded. '
“  What’s happened to ’em then ?”  de

manded Sully. “  Tell you what, you 
men: This is a trick to get out o’ fight- 
in’ ! He never saw Black Hawk— he 
never went near him! He figures he’ ll 
take a nice safe trip with Bizard, an’ 
leaVe the rest o f us to lose our scalps! 
He’s just sneaking out o ’ trouble!”

Louis leaned back against the coun
ter, swinging the wampum belt to and 
fro in his left hand, the beads glittering 
in the candle-light. His eyes sought 
those o f the other men one by one, and 
his face lit up with a sudden laugh as 
he saw they were taking his side o f it. 
Sully, noticing that, too, strode away 
to the end o f the store, where he kept 
his account book.

“  Suit yourselves!”  he shouted. 
“  You’re fools if you believe him, that’s 1 
all. I’d guard the fort closer than 
ever!”

Louis caught sight o f Felicien stand
ing by a torch outside the store, talking 
to the women. He slipped out and re
peated to Felicien the account o f his 
interview with Black Hawk, but the 
old priest shook his head.

“  My son, I knew Black Hawk be- 
. fore you were bom. He is a creature 
o f  passions— impulses. He changes his 
mind overnight. He sees imaginary in
sults and forgets kindnesses. He is 
jealous— ambitious. Such men’s prom
ises are void before the lips close.”

“  Well— mine's good,”  said Louis. 
“  I ’ll keep mine, and I know Bizard 
and the others will, as long as Black 
Hawk keeps his.”

“  Not long then!”  said Felicien dry
ly. “ Meanwhile, o f  course, you will 
postpone that other little matter?”

“  The wedding? To-morrow night? 
Not I ! That’s all I’m waiting fo r !”  he 
answered laughing. “  To-morrow 
night we’re married, and we’re off next 
daybreak for St. Louis, out o f Sully’s 
reach.”
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The priest shook his head and 
walked away. Louis turned to Daphne, 
who laughed like a co-conspirator, let
ting him draw her aside into the deeper 
shadow of the chapel wall.

“  Oh, if you had only seen them, 
Louis!”  she said giggling. “  When the 
rifle shots rang out, Sully kept himself 
inside the store and shouted through 
the window. Bizard was the only man 
who kept his head at first; the others all 
ran to the stockade and saw Indians 
every time a blade o f grass moved! I 
knew it was all right! I knew you 
would manage Black Hawk! But to
morrow— tell me quickly for Pere 
Beaucheval is coming.”

“ Crawford’s already asleep; let 
him stay here. They won’t let Blue 
Heron near the fort, so Bizard and 
Crawford • must bring Beaucheval to 
my cabin to-morrow night. I’ll talk 
with Bizard presently. I will be inside 
the stockade two hours after dark— ”  

“  But how, Louis ?”
“  Leave that to me. I will be here. 

You will be outside for the last time, 
twenty minutes later, so have ready 
whatever you want to bring away with 
you. Quick, I hear Beaucheval!”

“  But Bizard was to be our witness.”  
“  Well, now he can’t be ; he’s got to 

get your father out o f the way. W e 
must find some one else. Bring a wom
an— is there one who won’t talk?”

“  Elizabeth Turner,”  said Daphne, 
and ran. Her father’s voice came 
sharply complaining through the dark 
in search o f  her:

“  Daphne! Daphne! Go home at 
once! What are you doing, gossiping 
outdoors this time o f night?”

Louis strode out to meet Beau
cheval.

“  I heard her over that way a min
ute ago,”  Louis said. “  Conrad says 
he’ll save some brandy for you to-mor
row night; Bizard and Crawford will 
bring you to my place, and you can talk 
with Conrad all you want to before wit
nesses. Don’t leave Daphne alone, 
though. Let Elizabeth Turner stay

with her. I’m afraid o f  Sully, if he 
learns you’re absent.”

Beaucheval, no less afraid o f Sully, 
nodded curtly and Louis went back to 
the store to instruct Bizard, before 
rounding up Conrad and taking him 
home to the round cabin in the woods.

CH A PTE R  X.
“  STAND HERE THEN— AND YOU HERE 

— AND YOU THERE.”

SU LLY put more faith in Louis 
d’Arras’s bargain with Black 
Hawk than he chose to admit. 

There had been a time when he him
self could have talked Black Hawk in
to or out o f any course, but those were 
the days when he was promising to help 
Black Hawk against Keokuk, and 
Black Hawk had well learned since then 
what the promises were worth.

And that, o f course, gave the trader 
one more ground for jealousy. But 
what rankled most was the thought 
that his precious wagons were not in
cluded in the compact. That night he 
did not sleep. When morning came he 
was ready with an ultimatum.

Any man who owed him money 
might come with him to meet the wag
ons and escort them in,, or could reck
on his account closed and due. He put 
it bluntly.

“  I ’ve staked most o f you. Half o’ 
my year’s supplies are on the way. It’s 
up to you.”

So there was no plowing that day. 
Five men were left with Bizard to take 
care of the fort, and the rest, sixteen 
all told, went off with Sully, some 
using the plow-horses for mounts and 
the remainder trudging along behind, 
grumbling as they went and laughing 
when Sully urged them to march faster.

So it was three in the afternoon 
when they at last found all that was 
left o f Sully’s wagons. The bodies of 
four white men, two Indians, and two 
’breeds lay scalped and swarming with 
flies.
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Parts o f the wheels o f  the wagons 

were left, and there were three dead 
horses. All the other horses had been 
taken along with the loot; brushwood 
had been heaped against the emptied 
wagons, and the lot set fire to, nothing 
but a few charred planks and beams 
remaining amid the ruins o f the 
wheels.

There had apparently beeh no fight 
—hardly even a struggle. One driver 
had been killed by a blow in the back 
of the neck from a tomahawk, and not 
one man'had a bullet in him. They 
had simply been ambushed and toma
hawked, very likely without time to fire 
a shot, Black Hawk's men springing 
without warning fromythe bushes on 
either side o f the road.

IF Sully,had played his hand even rea
sonably well that minute he could 
have undone all the ill will o f  the 

morning, for his loss was heavy, and 
those were not the fellows to see with
out fervid emotion, old acquaintances 
on the ground, and blue flies where 
their scalps should be. They would 
have sympathized with Sully, too, if 
he had let them.

But he began by abusing them for 
having been so slow on the march. 
.Then he thought o f Louis.

“  This is Louis d’Arras’s doing!" he 
swore excitedly. “  That treacherous 
young devil tipped off Black Hawk 
that these wagons were on the way!”  

“  Thought you said last night he’4 
never been near Black Hawk,”  retort
ed one o f  the men who had been the 
chief butt o f  his anger that noon.

The answer enraged Sully all the 
more. “  Sure he never went'near him!”  
he shouted. “  He sent that stool pigeon 
o f his, Blue Heron, to talk with Black 
Hawk while he stayed home and got 
drunk with .Crawford and that spy o f  
Astor’s!”

“  H e weren’t drunk las’ night, an’ 
he was all wore out with journeyin’ ,”  
said another o f Louis’s advocates. 

“ H e’s a good play actor! He’s

worse than any Injun when it comes to 
trickery!”  Sully answered, climbing on 
his horse. “  W ho’ll come with me to 
his cabin? W ho’ll bet we don’t catch 
him up to mischief ?”

Only four men agreed to go, and 
none o f those were mounted. The 
others had begun to be too anxious for 
their wives and children in the fort to 
care for Sully’s personal feuds. The 
burning o f the wagons and the mas
sacre o f  eight men looked like treach
ery, but by Black Hawk, not by Louis 
d’Arras. They were off and away
without argument.

IN spite o f previous heroic resolu
tions, Gaston Beaucheval made up 
his mind not to leave the fort o f St. 

Pierre des Boeufs that evening. He 
was too afraid when the time came for 
action in place o f philosophy.

“  It is dangerous,”  he objected, 
“  The woods may be full o f Indians. 
Mon Dieu, a man has— ”

“ —-Has his scalp to think o f?  Not 
you anyhow!”  laughed BizaftJ, run
ning fingers through his own tousled 
black hair, that was so long it nearly 
fell into his eyes.

“  No Sac would waste time clawing 
for a hold on your bald crown! He 
would have to take you by the beard, 
which is unorthodox. Ho-ho-hah! 
They are great fellows for their ortho
doxy !”

“  But Sully’s wagons! Sully is— ”  
“  That’s it !”  Bizard shouted. He 

always used his arguments like ham
mer blows. “  Sully has taken nearly 
everybody with him. You’ll be safer 
with us in the woods.”

"  But the women— ”
“ Are safer without you! 'Y ou  and 

I and Crawford, like brave fellows, 
will draw the Injuns off in another di
rection!”

Nonsense though it was, it served. 
The very thought o f  Indians on the 
warpath made Beaucheval’s flesh 
creep. I f  there had been a cellar any
where he would have preferred to hide
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in it until the return o f Sully’s party. 
But Bizard looked huge and protec
tive ; there might be safety in his com
pany.

“  Let us take Daphne with us!”  he 
suggested.

That nearly floored Bizard, whose 
wit was heavy and not swift. He liked 
time to ponder his retorts, but time was 
pressing. It was Crawford, peering 
blear-eyed around Bizard’s shoulder, 
who thought o f the right argument:

“  That’s no way ter treat a young 
gal!”  he shouted. “  There’s goin’ ter 
be brandy an’ doin’s! Shame on yer!”

And that was the argument Beau- 
cheval needed. T o drink good brandy, 
to have a chance to air his views; the 
physical protection o f  men who knew 
how to look after themselves; and a 
dignified excuse for leaving his daugh
ter behind —  that settled it. He sent 
Daphne for Mrs. Turner, cautioned 
them both to remain indoors, put on 
his beaver cap, let Daphne wrap a 
shawl over his shoulders, and went off 
arm in*arm between Crawford and 
Bizard.

It was no fun getting him to the des
tination, for he was out o f condition, 
and had to be almost dragged along 
between them, and he gasped and shud
dered whenever a twig snapped or the 
wind sighed through the trees. Where 
the trail turned into the forest toward 
Louis’s cabin, he screamed aloud, 
swearing he had seen two Indians.

"  Mon Diai, they stood there looking 
at us!”

“  Bucks,”  said Bizard curtly.
“  Buck Indians!”  he answered.
“  Buck antelopes, you fo o l! Hold 

y’r row— I’ll go and look,”  sneered 
Crawford, ̂ making a pretense o f stalk
ing something carefully. In a clump 
o f pines that projected from the forest 
he came face to face, as he expected, 
with Louis d’Arras and Blue Heron.

“ Ye damned young fo o l !”  he whis
pered, shaking his fist and grinning. 
“  We'll never get him to the cabin if 
ye scare him thataway! He thinks

there’s Injuns in every shadder. Duck, 
ye young varmint! Don’t show y’rself 
till we’re out o ’ sight an' hearin’ ! Then 
git spliced with Daphne an’ jine us 
'fore he swallers more brandy than he’s 
worth!”

IT  was after nightfall when those who 
had left Sully, after finding the re
mains o f his wagons, arrived at the 

fort gate, and even to accomplish that 
those who had horses were obliged to 
pick up the unmounted men and ride 
double, one horse carrying three. At 
the gate, while they put the bars up, 
there was an expectant crowd, all 
anxious for the news, eager to know 
where the wagons and Sully himself 
and the four missing men were— for 
the women on that frontier counted 
heads as their men came through the 
gate o f an evening.

Louis d ’Arras also counted heads, 
from behind the dead stump of a tree 
in the clearing between fort and forest. 
The confusion, talking and tumultuous 
barking at the gate suited his arrange
ments perfectly, although he was 
puzzled to know why Sully did not 
appear.

W hy had he not returned ? It gave 
Louis a pang o f disappointment to 
think that Sully was not in there to 
have his intended ^wife stolen from 
.under his nose. It would have made 
the theft doubly piquant.

However, he crept around the fort 
close under the stockade and, leaning 
a slab o f wood against the uprights at 
the corner near Beaucheval’s cabin, set 
his foot on that and vaulted over.

None but Blue Heron saw him. The 
Indian came creeping through the 
darkness and removed the slab o f 
wood, putting himself in place o f it and 
hugging the stockade close.

The rest was a matter o f minutes—  
twenty at the most. Daphne, nearly 
bursting with excitement was waiting 
in the cabin with Elizabeth, the twenty- 
year-old wife of  John Turner, already 
the mother o f three children. But
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Daphne came out quietly, too used to 
emergencies and too much mistress o f 
herself to giggle, Elizabeth Turner 
helping her to carry the canvas bag that 
held the whole o f  her belongings—until 
Louis seized the thing and threw it 
easily over his shoulder.

There was only time for a whispered 
word . o f  confidence. Then a low 
whistle from Louis, and Blue Heron 
came leaping like a ghost over the 
stockade, dropping silently behind 
them and following into the mission 
inclosure, where Father Felicien pacfed 
to and fro with hands behind his back.

Felicien’s greeting was curt. He was 
nervous and his wrinkled smile was 
missing, but he led the way into the 
chapel, wrenching back the door on it 
weak hingesv and saying nothing until 
he had lit candles. Then:

“  What is this news at the gate?”  he 
demanded.

Louis did not know. None knew—  
not even Blue Heron, and Felicien 
grew testy.,

“ What is he doing here?”  he de
manded. “  He is not a Christian.”

He pointed, but Blue Heron took no 
notice o f  him, standing stock still like 
a graved image.

“  He’s my friend. He’s a witness,”  
Louis answered.

“  He cannot sign the book,”  said 
Felicien sternly.

Louis laughed at that; he had not 
imagined there was to be so much for
mality. “  Why, no,”  he agreed. “  Blue 
Heron can’t write.”

“  Let him wait over there then.”  
Felicien pointed to the darkness near 
the door, and Blue Heron glided away 
into it.

“  This is only a lesser sin than con
niving at murder,”  Felicien went on. 
“ Daphne has been to confession, but 
how about you? You are almost an 
infidel. I  marry you to prevent blood
shed. Promise me again that you will 
not fight Sully.”

• “ I won’t fight him, and I ’m going 
so far away from him that he’ll never

find me!”  he said, forcing out the 
words between his teeth.

“  Stand here, then— and you here—  
and you there.”

Felicien arranged them near the 
plain pine altar, and hurried through 
the marriage service by the light o f 
two dim candles. He had married 
tougher men than Louis, and to women 
who had none o f Daphne’s honest 
reputation, but he had never before 
used the mission's almost forgotten 
privilege o f  performing marriages 
without consent o f parents, if  there 
were a parent living; and he liked at 
least an outward observance o f  relig
ious orthodoxy, whereas Louis had 
offered none.

But Louis did press into his hand 
after the ceremony two French gold 
coins that had fallen to him along with 
his mother’s wedding ring and the 
strangely worked gold and tourmaline 
necklace that he clasped on Daphne’s 
neck; and he listened respectfully to the 
old priest's short, blunt discourse 
afterward on the amenities o f married 
life.

Then— no Jess a ceremony— came 
the shaking hands with Blue Heron in 
the doorway, and the signing o f the 
record book— a task that Louis found 
by no means easy.

It was Daphne who filled in the de
tails o f Louis’s parentage, in her own 
free-flowing hand, and Louis set his 
own name on the line in printed 
capitals, cut into the paper by the 
force with which he bore down on the 
pen, and sealed with a sumptuous blot 
to record where he threw the pen down 
and took Daphne in his arms.

There should  ̂have been a courteous 
leave-taking, but some one sounded an 
alarm, using Bizard’s anvil for a gong 
— which probably meant only a sum
mons to conference, for no shooting 
followed, and the opportunity was too 
good to be missed.

Louis seized Daphne’s hand, picked 
up her bag and ran, Blue Heron fol
lowing. In a minute all three were
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over the stockade and had vanished 
into outer darkness, leaving Felicien 
solemnly cautioning Mrs. Turner.

"N o t  a word now! Not one word 
o f  this! You understand me?”

BE A U C H E V A L needed brandy 
badly by the time he reached 
d’Arras’s cabin; fear, fat and a 

short wind had reduced him to a state 
o f gibbering helplessness, and their 
progress was so slow that Beaucheval’s 
escorts began to fear that Louis and 
his bride would get to the cabin first—  
"  and find us all rotten-sober ”  as 
Crawford phrased it. But they threw 
the philosopher on the bunk, gave him 
one stiff drink, and let him lie there 
shuddering each time the wind made 
the rafters squeak, and calling God to 
witness it was Bizard’ s fault that he 
had left his daughter unprotected.

There was sufficient brandy left for 
something like a party, but Beau
cheval’s moans were depressing and 
Crawford swore strong drink didn’t 
taste good to that music.

"  This’ll spile Louis’s weddin’ !”  he 
grumbled. “  W e’d all ought ter be 
cheerful when the gal comes.”

“  W edding?”  Beaucheval sat up, 
staring with blanched face and parted 
lips.

"S u re ! Your gal’s gittin’ married. 
Grin, gol dum yer!”

Crawford set him an example, 
grimacing through a maze o f red 
whiskers and dancing a sort o f cross 
between a nigger break-down and a 
Highland fling. “  Git up an’ dance!”  
he yelled. “  Come on, all o f y e !”

But Beaucheval looked almost like a 
corpse. His only stake in the world—< 
his bargain counter—had been stolen! 
He flopped back on the bunk, and Con
rad came to sit beside him, trying to 
offer comfort.

"  She’s man-yin’ Louis d’Arras. 
He’s a good boy,”  he said quietly.

“  Marrying Louis ? She can’t !”  
shouted Beaucheval, sitting up sudden
ly. "  I won’t give my consent! I won’t,

I tell you! I ’m her father— she’s not 
o f age— it’s no marriage! It’s not 
legal!”

"  L aw !”  laughed Crawford scorn
fully. “ A  gal’ s a gal, an’ a boy’s a 
boy. Ye’re lucky there was a priest. 
I've known o ’ cases— ”

Bizard, grinning hugely, told the 
story o f Le Sieur de Frontenac and of 
the mission’s unwithdrawn prerogative.

“  They’ll be married tighter than I 
can weld iron!”  he said pleasantly. 
’ / ‘ But Sully! Sully will believe I 

planned this! Sully will ruin me!”  
Beaucheval cried out, clapping his 
hands to his face, almost weeping.

Crawford shoved a tin mug half full 
o f brandy under his nose. “  Drink, 
man, drink!”  he shouted. “  Then think 
o’ somethin’ horrible!”

Beaucheval gulped the brandy down 
and at once the fear began to leave 
him. Philosophic optimism sought the 
line o f least resistance— even as the 
liquor did. He almost forced a smile, 
but checked it, remembering in the nick 
o f time that that might not be digni
fied. Business first— smiles afterward!

“  D ’Arras said— he said something 
about the Astor Company— was he ly
ing?”  he asked, looking hard at Con
rad.

“  Anything Louis said that consarns 
me, I ’ll stan’ behind,”  Conrad an
swered. “  Allowin’ he lied, I ’ll make 
the lie good. What did he tell you ?”
' " Y o w !”  yelled Crawford. “'That’s 

talkin’ ! Conrad, ye’re a blasted ijjit 
an’ I like ye! Shake!”

He seized Conrad’s shoulders and 
tried to make him dance, but the older 
man begged off on the ground o f 
“  r h e u m a t i z s o  the toper took hold 
o f Bizard, who picked him up and 
crammed him on the bunk alongside 
Beaucheval. Outside, the dogs began 
barking furious, but that was to be ex
pected.

"  Louis said— ”  Beaucheval began.
"S aid  what?”  cheerfully called 

Louis through a window gap.
"T h ere ! W hy ain’t we drunk an’

5 A
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dandn' ?’*'yelled Crawford, and ran to 
the door. He dragged Louis in and 
Daphne followed, out o f breath from 
the speed at which Louis had brought 
her, hut none the worse for it and 
prettier than ever with the color in her 
tkccks.

■" All Mss the bride!”  yelled Craw
ford. “  Me first!”  But Bizard fore
stalled him, thrusting Crawford hack 
against , the wall with one hand. He 
helped himself liberally, and before 
Daphne could escape from the giant’s 
embrace the door opened again with a 
sudden jerk that called every one’ s at
tention.

The dogs were barking again furi
ously. Blue Heron’s arm came through 
the opening, and beckoned.

"  Lights out!”  yelled Crawford and 
flattened the top o f the nearest candle 
with his fist.' Conrad blew out the 
other one.

“ What the devil— Mon Dieu— ”  a 
voice came terror-stricken from the 
bunk.

Conrad whispered something. The 
squaw gagged Beaucheval suddenly 
with his own beaver cap. Louis went 
out and closed the door behind him and 
the ensuing silence was only broken 
by the squeaking o f the rooL Beau- 
cheval’s heavy breathing through his 
nose, and the click o f three rifle locks. 
There was not a sound from Daphne. 
It was several minutes before Louis 
came in again.

“ Sully!”  he said curtly. “ On horse
back.”

“  Alone?”
“ Four with him— dog-tired— mak

ing more noise than a barn-raising.”

C H A PTE R  XI.
^  " s a c s !”

rlE Y  listened, hardly breathing, 
Daphne groping for Louis in the 
darkness and standing beside him. 
The heavy footfalls o i  four tired men 

and a lame horse stumbling along an 
6 A

unfamiliar path disturbed the silence as 
distinctly as if  they were stray cow§ 
grazing.

“  Clumsy fools 1”  said Conrad under; 
his breath, but no one else spoke. There 
was something altogether too ominous! 
about the arrival o f Sully; but Bizard* 
feeling for Daphne in the dark to re
assure her, discovered she was not 
trembling. She squeezed the black
smith’s hand and reassured him. She 
had crossed that river Louis spoke of, 
and would face whatever happened, 
with a high chin.

The trembling o f  undergrowth 
ceased and Sully’s bull voice roared out 
o f the night:

“  W ho’s in there ?”
Nobody answered, but in the middle! 

o f a window-gap Blue Heron’s hand 
appeared, signaling for caution —* 
desperate signals— danger imminent j 
and the dogs barked more angrily.

Louis spoke three words in a low! 
voice in the Sac tongue, questioning., 
Blue Heron’ s head showed in the gap,. 

. back toward them, first his right hand, 
then the left making a circle around 
his scalp— the tribal sign. I

“  Sacs!”  e x c l a i m e d  Louis and 
Bizard in one breath, and Blue Heron’s 
hand made another signal.

“  On the war-path!”  said Louis, and 
ran to the window and shouted j 
“  Hey, there, Sully! Come inside here 
— quick!”

“ Y e  damned young foo l!”  yelled 
Crr.wford. “ Sully’s brought ’ em to  
murder ye!”

“  Not he!”  Louis answered.
“  Not he!”  Bizard agreed.
Both men were watching Blue Her

on’s signals through the window.
The hand disappeared as a blood

curdling yell split the darkness. Three 
shots rang from the trees simultaneous
ly. Sully cursed at the top o f his 
lungs, somewhere about fifty yards 
away, and four shots answered the 
three.

“  Boys! Louis has laid a trap for 
us! My horse is done for ! Quick— ”  ‘
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Stilly's shout was interrupted by the 
sound o f scuffling and another burst 
o f yells more savage than the first. 
Louis’s rifle spoke through one o f the 
windows, and the stinging smell o f 
powder filled the cabin.

From the black shadow under the 
window at which Louis stood Blue 
Heron’s bow twanged and twanged 
again; he had the advantage that he 
could reload swiftly, and his arrows 
were quite as effective as bullets in the 
dark.

“ I can’t see a damned thing!” 
Crawford grumbled.

Suddenly he thrust his rifle through 
a window, and he, Bizard and Louis 
fired all together.

“  'Tain't fa ir!” Crawford yelled. 
“  Here I sees an Injun an' Blue Heron 
tomahawks him ’ fore I—  Conrad, see 
that one— there— see him ? Quick, 
man, quick!”

He hurried to reload, but Conrad 
forestalled him. A  shadowy figure that 
was flitting from tree to tree vanished 
and a deathly silence followed, broken 
by Sully's voice again, shouting to his 
own men:

“  Are ye all there ? Anybody hurt ?”
All four answered. One man cried 

Out his jaw was broken by a toma
hawk.

“  Did ye get him ?”  asked Sully.
“ I did!”
“  Well, boys, let’s out o’ this!”  Sully 

raised his voice purposely, directing his 
words rather at the occupants o f the 
cabin than at his own men.

“ Ye can all swear Louis fired at ye. 
The reptile’s leagued up with the Sacs 
to murder me! Does any o f ye doubt 
inow who tipped my wagons off to 
Black Hawk? W e’ve beat him and his 
varmints— ”

Disillusionment came swiftly. An
other burst o f yells— a c r a s h i n g  
through the undergrowth— and Sully 
and his men were fighting back to back 
against an enemy whose numbers they 
could not guess. But the men o f that 
I  r o n t i e r— axmen all— could, use a

clubbed rifle to purpose, and even in 
the dark it was no easy game to over
whelm them.

“ /^ O M E  on, fellers!”  Louis was 
first through the door to the 
rescue, shouting over his shoul

der to Daphne to crawl under the bunk 
and stay there.

Bizard, close on his heels, almost 
tripped over him. Conrad cannoned 
into Crawford, and in ten seconds all 
four men were charging, yelling like 
madmen, toward the clump of trees 
where Sully was at bay.

It was no use shooting; there was 
nothing a man could see. Bizard’s butt 
thwacked on a skull that broke like 
an egg under the blow, and Crawford, 
swiping vainly at the dark, cried out 
that he was still a virgin— “  A w fu l! 
Can’t kill nothin’ ! Hold one, some of 
ye! Hold one while I plug him!”

“  I ’ve got two here, Sully!” That 
was Bizard shouting; two o f Sully’s 
four were down and Bizard had stum
bled over them. Bizard gathered up 
both wounded men and started carry
ing them toward the cabin, and the 
next voice raised was Louis’s, face to 
face with Sully.

“ .Get into the cabin. W e can beat 
them off from there.”

But Sully was in too big a rage to 
see reason.

“  You damned young— ”
His rifle was empty, but he raised 

the butt. Crawford seized it and hung 
on.

“  In ye g o !”  he shouted. “  The 
devils’ll be back afore we know it!” 

Sully made his mind up suddenly 
and rushed for the Cabin door with
out another word. His two uninjured 
men were there ahead o f him, and he 
slammed the door in Bizard’s face; but 
he reckoned without the squaw, who 
sprang out o f the gloom and thrust him 
aside, while Daphne reopened the door 
and cried “  Louis! Louis!”

Before Sully could recover from 
that astonishment they were all inside
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the cabin, and the only sounds for a 
minute were heavy breathing and the 
groans o f  one o f Sully’s four— then 
Bizard’s heavy footfall as be. laid the 
wounded man on the bunk, and a sharp 
cry o f  panic from Beaucheval:

"O h , my God!”  /
Beaucheval struck out right and left 

at anything— at nothing— screaming. 
Then Daphne’ s voice:

"  Don’t, father, don’t !”
She began to talk to him in French, 

persuading him to get o ff the bunk and 
make room for the men who were hurt 
Just as he yielded to her coaxing, 
standing up to stare through the dark
ness with terror-widened eyes, Blue 
Heron’s hand holding five sdalps ap
peared in a window-gap.

Beaucheval opened his mouth to yell; 
fear gripped his throat, but no sound 
came. He seized Daphne and tried to 
drag her under the bunk with him; 
she broke away and he scrambled under 
it alone.

"C an ’t I have some light?”  asked 
Daphne a moment later. "  John Tur
ner seems badly hurt.”

Nobody answered. Louis stepped to 
the window and whispered; Blue Her
on, crouching in the pitch-black shadow 
of the eaves, answered in monosylla
bles.

"■They’ve drawn off,”  said Louis 
over his shoulder. "  Blue Heron thinks 
they’ll come back. - 1 guess he’s dam 
light.”

"D am n  right—I’ ll bet ye!”  said 
Crawford. “  They gotter come > on 
agin— I am’t  killed one o ’ the varmints 
yet!”

Sully’s voice boomed out o f  the

“ W h a t ’ s doing here? What’s 
Daphne doing? Come here, Daphne 1”

Bizard answered him. "  She’s look
ing after Turner and Leary. Let her 
alone!”

“  W hy ffid she come here is what 
1 asked 1”  Sully retorted angrily.

“  N o, you didn’t !”  Crawford shout
ed at him. "  See here, Sully, I ain’t

killed no man yit ter-night, an* it’s 
irkin’ my innards. When folks gits in
quisitive it irks me desp’rate! Yea—  
that was my lock clickin'!”

Sully grounded his butt in the dark 
— grounded it twice to make sure 
Crawford understood. “  Can’t I  ask 
a question ?”  he demanded.

"  There’s questions a man might ask 
you first!”  Crawford retorted. “  What 
was you doin’ here? I f  Turner an’ 
Leary wasn’t cut up bad I ’d ask, if it 
was you as brought Injuns ter ’tack 
this cabin 1”

"  The brutes burned my wagons, 
killed eight men and looted every
thing,”  said Sully. "  I brought four 
witnesses to look— ”

"  T o look fer the loot here? D ’yer 
want a candle lit ter hunt by?”  Craw
ford inquired sarcastically.

“  Sneer all you like— it’s a hanging  
matter!”  Sully answered. “  W e’ve got 
evidence enough-—if Louis ain’t guilty, 
what for did he fire on us?”

BIZARD interfered before Craw
ford could answer:

"  One quarrel at a time!”  he 
warned. "  Let’s finish with the Sacs 
first”  There was silence after that for 
about a minute. Then:

“  Turner is dead !”  said Daphne sud
denly, in an even voice, almost with
out emotion.

"  Louis shot him!”  Sully thumped 
his rifle butt on the floor three times. 
"  You hear that, all o f you? Turner’s 
dead, and I say Louis— ”

“  Here they come!”  said Louis sud
denly and there was instant silence, 
each man watching at an opening. But 
the dogs did not bark.

It was Blue Heron and Conrad’s 
four friendly Iroquois, who had crept 
up unseen. Blue Heron’s hand rapped 
quietly on the door, and Louis opened 
it cautiously. Blue Heron slipped in 
like a shadow. _

"  Are we all that sober they can 
creep up on us that-away?”  asked 
Crawford plaintively. “  Can’t see a
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blamed thing! Can’t even find the 
brandy crock! Has that there Sully 
ben an’ found it?”

Louis whispered to Blue Heron, 
Bizard listening with his eyes fixed 
steadily on the nearest opening. Daph
ne came and watched through the open
ing Louis had left. “  Leary’s lower 
jaw  is broken, but it doesn’t hurt him 
much,”  she said quietly.

“  Blue Heron says ” — Louis’s voice 
Was almost casual— “  that he and the 
Iroquois think the Sacs have set an am
bush for us atween here and the fort. 
H e says— and I think he’s darn right—  
that they figure we’ll rim for the fort 
before morning.”
» Conrad broke silence at last from 
across the cabin, where he watched at 
a window-gap opposite the door.

“  That’s good Injun argyment,”  he 
commented.

“ Blue Heron thinks,”  said Louis, 
“  they’re a small party who have left 
Black Hawk to raid outlying settle
ments.”

“  Black Hawk havin’ promised you 
he wouldn’t fight!”  sneered Sully with 
what he intended for withering sar
casm. “  How many's outside there ? 
Four? Iroquois? Give 'em to under
stand if we're attacked again they’ll all 
be shot dead. That ’ll fix things! Blue 
Heron’s treacherous— I've had my eye 
on him a long time.”

Conrad cleared his throat sharply 
and Daphne squeezed Blue Heron’s 
hand.

“  Whoever teches my Iroquois deals 
with m e!”  said Conrad dryly.

Sully swore into his beard and be
gan growling to his own two friends 
in undertopes.

“ Shall we stay here till daylight?” 
asked Louis.

“ N o!”  said Bizard. “ W e’ll be 
needed at the fort.”

“ W e’ll soon need liquor here!”  said 
Crawford. “ A  loon 'u’d know we., 
can’t hold this place! Hey, Beau- 
cheval! Come out from under there 
an’ give us yer philosophy!”

He prodded with his rifle and Beau- 
cheval crawled out from under the 
bunk. “  I made room for the wound
ed man,”  he explained with an attempt 
at dignity, and everybody laughed, ex
cept Daphne, who went over and tried 
to reassure him.

“  Father’s not brave, he’s a scholar,” 
she said as soon as the laughing ceased. 
"  He’s a poet. He doesn’t pretend to 
be a fighting man.”

There was another laugh at that, dur
ing which Bizard took hold o f Louis’s 
shoulders and shook him for empha
sis, whispering lip to ear:

“ Fort up! You’ve got to fort up, 
Louis! When a plan goes wrong, say 
nothing and begin again! Say noth
ing— understand me? I’ll caution the 
others. You make Daphne hold her 
tongue. I ’ll watch Sully. Now— think, 
boy! You've the brains. How do we 
reach the fort ?”

LOUIS turned to felue Heron, whose 
j  eyes gleamed in the dimness from 

a window, and they talked in un
dertones. They appeared to agree.

“  It’s my fault you are caught here,” 
Louis announced after’ a pause. “  I’ll 
do my best to set it right. Blue Heron 
can guide you all by a way that ’ll bring 
you to the far side o f the marsh. I’ll 
stay and try to make ’em think we’re 
all in here. If I can get through I'll 
join you in the morning.”

Sully snorted. Daphne gasped and 
started toward Louis. Crawford 
laughed aloud:

“ That’s talkin’ !”  he said. “  I’lL 
stay with ye!”

“  I ’ll stay, to o !”  said Daphne in a 
low voice, reaching Louis’s side. 
“  Father and I will stay.”

Beaucheval heard that, for his ears 
were sharp enough for anything that 
concerned him. He began to remon
strate, but was interrupted by Sully: .

“  Louis d’Arras comes with us! If 
he stays, I stay! Some one’s goin’ to 
answer for the burning o f my wag
ons!”
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Bizard strode heavily across the 
floor and stood in front o f Sully:

“  I stay with Louis, gnd I answer 
for hunt”

Sully and Bizard with their faces 
dose together growled in undertones, 
the note o f  threat predominating. 
Louis drew Daphne close to him.

"  Be brave now, little wife,”  he whis
pered.

“ I ’m brave, Louis! Your wife’s 
place is with yon!”

"N o , Daphne, go back with your 
father. Conrad will look after you. 
Blue Heron shall watch Sully. I’D be 
with you in the morning. This is just 
a party o f  young Sacs who’ve broken 
away from Blade Hawk. Don’t you 
see that if  you stay here I ’ll not be free 
to deal with them, whereas if you’ re in 
die fort I ’ ll know you’re safe?”

"  But Louis, how can I go and leave 
you?”

He threw up his head and gave that 
silent laugh she knew so well— the 
laugh that challenged danger for the 
love o f  doing it.

" W e ’re married, so why can’t you? 
There’s nothing Sully can do to upset 
it now, so. fort up, Daphne! You’ve 
had to trust me lots o ’ times. Trust 
me again. I ’ll come for you whatever 
happens.”  (

He kissed her silently, and though 
he knew he was making her suffer he 
stuck to the plan that seemed wise and 
right.

"S o  go with Conrad and your father 
and the others,”  he said quietly.

"L ou is , it’s like tearing out my 
heart to leave you here 1”

“ I ’d be a coward to let you stay,”  
he answered, "  Be brave, little wife 1 
You know— if a woman’s brave it 
makes a man braver 1”

She shuddered, as i f  she felt the icy 
foretouch o f disaster, but Louis called 
to Conrad, who came over and stood 
peering at them both, puckering, his 
eyes, trying-to read both faces.

"  T oo  bad!”  he said grimly. "  But 
ye got ter leave him, little woman!”

" Y o u ’ll fort up, won’t you?”  Louis 
asked. “  Will you and your squaw 
keep an eye on her ?”

Conrad nodded. “  A  squaw ain’t 
much to look at, but she’s got four 
eyes!”  he said calmly.

Blue Heron grew impatient and 
began calling in a strange, soft voice 
in the Sac tongue that it was time to go. 
Bizard agreed with him,, and Crawford 
backed up Bizard.

“  Git out, all o f yer, afore the 
brandy’s finished 1”  he urged. "  Sully's 
ben an’ swigged it all but about a cup
ful. Gol-darn your hide, yer greedy 
drunkard 1”

IOUIS and Daphne hugged each 
other behind Sully’s back. Beau- 
cheval was told to help the wound

ed Leary; they were to keep together 
and set the pace for all Sully shook his 
fist under Beaucheval's nose.

“  Just a bleat from you— just one 
yawp from you, and the Sacs’ll scalp 
the lot o f  us 1 You'll get yours first if  
I hear as much as a belch from you, 
d’you hear me?”

Beaucheval was too scared to reply* 
He clutched at Daphne’s arm as i f  he 
wOre a small boy and she his mother. 
Sully swaggered out.

"  Let Turner lie there— but remem
ber I said Louis shot him!”  he said.

Fish and Milligan, the two un
wounded members o f Sully’s party, 
followed; then Daphne, with Beauche
val and Leary, the latter holding a 
broken jaw with his left hand, but still 
clinging to a rifle with his right; then 
Conrad and his squaw, the squaw 
carrying Daphne’s bag as well as 
Conrad’s.

Blue Heron went out last, stopping 
to exchange a farewell word with 
Louis, who shook hands with him. 
Then Blue Heron hurried to the head 
o f the procession, and he and the four 
Iroquois led the way.

Thwack came Bizard’s hand on 
Louis’s shoulder in the darkness as the 
door shut.
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“  Too bad, Louis, but you did right, 
boy! You’ll see her in the morning!”

“  Have a drink, boy— have a drink!” 
said Crawford, clinking in a tin mug on 
the table. “  Conrad took beddin’ an’ 
left good liquor— did ye ever hear o ’ 
such an i jjit ! Split my gizzard— did 
ye hear that?”

It was not much o f  a noise; it 
sounded as if some one— Beaucheval 
most likely— had tripped and fallen 
where the track left the clearing; but it 
was enough to have warned Indians a 
mile away.

“  Boys— act quick or there’ll be a 
massacre! Come on— we’ve got ter 
make them varmints think the hull 
party’s still in here. Light a candle, 
one o f ye !”

Bizard did it. Louis was already 
outside, crouching low and listening. 
By the dim candle rays Crawford 
raised Turner’s dead body and propped 
it on the table with his back against the 
tree that supported the roof.

“  Can’t kill a feller more’n wunst,”  
he said apologetically.

Bizard found a piece o f raw-hide 
and lashed the body to the best ad
vantage. Crawford poured out the 
last o f  the brandy, and tossed the drink 
down.

“ Come on— outside all!”  cried Louis 
through the door.

Shutting the door quietly behind 
them they followed Louis to the far 
edge o f the clearing, to where the usual 
track turned toward the fort— a direc
tion almost opposite to that the others 
had taken. Crouching there under the 
pines to listen, they could hear foot
falls and the occasional snapping o f a 
twig, as Sully and the others followed 
the four Iroquois.

“ Yer’d think it was the State 
militia!”  Crawford grumbled. “ A  
herd o ’ steers ’ud be a cat after a bird 
compared to it!”

Louis, saying nothing, picked up a 
piece o f dead wood and hurled it away 
among the trees in the opposite direc
tion to that the sound came from.

"  Steady!”  warned Crawford. “  Gur 
lot will figure we’re Injins an’ git that 
skeered— ”

“  Conrad and Blue Heron will know, 
what we’re doing," Louis answered.

“  T oo much noise ’ll make the enemy 
suspect a trick,”  Bizard whispered.

Louis glanced over at the cabin. “  It 
has got to seem like a trick,” he an
swered.

THE moonlight now was bathing 
half the clearing in mellow light, 
but the half in which the cabin 

stood continued in pitch darkness, in 
which the square windows shone yel
low and distinct with the one flickering 
candle behind them.

Like a man asleep with his chin 
drooping on his chest sat Turner’s 
corpse, weird because they knew he 
was a dead man, yet lifelike because the 
candle flame burned unsteadily in the 
draft and the corpse seemed to move 
as if it breathed in sleep.

“  I know two dead trees that’ll 
serve,”  said Louis, and, crouching in 
the deepest shadow, threw three more 
heavy pieces o f wood in different direc
tions. “  No\k— listen, fellers. I know 
these trails. Those Sacs look to me 
like young ones— they’ve no experience 
— they’ll be ambushing the path to the 
fort, but they'll have heard the noise 
and they'll be back in a minute. Fol
low me, and crawl quietly..

Bizard, despite his weight, made no 
noise whatever, but Crawford had 
drunk enough brandy to dull the edge 
o f skill, and more than once a dry twig 
cracked under him. The third time 
that happened Louis pitched a heavy 
piece o f  wood as far-away among the 
trees as he could throw it to distract 
the enemy’s attention from the real 
objective— two dead hemlocks, recently 
fallen, that lay one on the other— a 
black mass darker than the night. 
Crawling in, and peering through the 
withered branches, they could see Tur
ner’s body distinctly through a cabin 
window.
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Louis threw two more sticks, one to 
the left and one to the right as far
away as be could hud them. x

"  Now, i f  my figu ring’s right/’ he 
whispered, "them  Sacs’ ll think our 
whole party’s ambushed all around die 
cabin, and they’ll waste time investigat
ing. Don't shoot until I give the 
word.”

"T h at was my idee ter set Turner 
there. Good, eh ? They'll think he’s 
alive anr a Bunch o f  us in there with 
him,”  Crawford said, chuckling.

■* You can't fool Injuns that-away,”  
Loirs answered. ’“ They'll know he’s 
dead, and they’ ll suspect a trick. We’ve 
got to dotfble trick ’em. Quiet now, 
fellers.”

They lay amid mosquitos for what 
seemed half an hour before there was 
sight Or sound o f  an enemy. But there 
was too much silence; the voices o f the 
night were still; the very shadows 
seemed expectant, and the moonlight 
creeping inch by inch across the clear
ing was like the curtain rising on 
tragedy.

Louis touched Bizard at last and the 
blacksmith moved his hand by way o f 
answer, nudging Crawford in turn; but 
Crawford was fast asleep and Bizard 
let hkn sleep on rather than risk the 
noise he might make if awakened.

Three Sacs, creeping like Shadows, 
seeming to move scarcely faster than 
the edge o f the moonlight, had emerged 

'from  the woods in the direction o f the 
path leading to the fort. They were 
naked to the waist and had no bow and 
arrows, but they were carrying some
thing 'beside their tomahawks, though 
what that something was it “was im
possible to see.

■"Hard to draw a head on ’em in 
this light,”  Bizard whispered.

"D o n ’t shoot!”  Louis answered. 
Then, suddenly: "  Damn the devils! 
Ctrrse therr varmint hides! They're go
ing to  fire the cabin f”

*  Belter shoot then.”
"  NoT* Louis whispered. *  Wait. 

W e’ll have to let ’em do it  Damn

them—there’s a keg o ’ powder in there 
and my other shirt, to say nothing o ' 
blankets and— ”

EM OTION silenced him. With an 
ax and a week or two to spare he 
could build a better cabin some

where else, and he had intended to leave 
this one like an empty bird’s nest to rot 
and fall to pieoes; but no more than 
a bird did he care to see it destroyed 
before his eyes, and there were things 
in there he cherished— things that had 
been his mother’s, that he intended for 
Daphne.

“  Curse their deceitful souls!”  he 
muttered. "A n d  to think I fed the 
swine and called 'em friends!

"  Wake Crawford!”  he whispered. 
Crawford awoke with a start and 

grabbed his rifle. "S a cs? ”  he whis
pered. "O h , all right— I see ’em!”  

Shoot when I give the w ord!" 
Louis whispered. “  Paul—-you take 
that Injun on the left— Crawford, take 
the right-hand one—the middle var
mint’s mine! Then follow me quick 
without reloading.”

"  Law-sake’s what yer waitin' fer?" 
Crawford growled.

“ There’ll Be more light in a min
ute”  Louis whispered.

Tw o o f the Indians began blowing 
punk-wood into flame and setting fire 
to dry pine twigs, which they thrust 
in a hurry into the cabin crevices and 
under the eaves where the timbers o f 
the roof were dry. The third man—  
he who had been in the middle—opened 
the cabin door and entered.

"  Thought they couldn't resist a 
scalp!”  Louis muttered. "W a it  a sec
ond, fellers!”

It took time for the fire to lay hold 
o f the solid timbers— more time than 
it did for the Indian inside ttye cabin 
to reach his objective. In a moment 
his head stood framed in the cabin win
dow with his tomahawk raised and his 
fingers in Turner’s hair.

”  Now!”  exclaimed Louis.
All three rifles barked at once, an<|



88 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

Louis’s bullet, with a perfect target in 
the four-square window-gap, drilled 
straight into the head o f the buck in
side the cabin. Bizard’s victim fell 
head-forward into flame he had just 
kindled. Crawford’s man fell back
ward and began to crawl away.

** W ait!’ ’ Crawford yelled excitedly, 
hurrying to reload. “  Wait, fellers! I 
ain’t no more quite a virgin! Wait 
while I kill the varmint!”

But Louis was on his way already— 1 
gone before six rifles belched from 
across the clearing. Bullets and a 
shower o f arrows spattered among the 
hemlock branches. Louis’s rifle an
swered from new cover, fifty yards re
moved from where he had been.

Crawford reloaded excitedly and 
fired again, but missed his crawling 
target; Bizard hurried after Louis, and 
by that time the whole cabin was ablaze 
and the Sacs had to shoot with fire
light in their eyes. Their second flight 
o f arrows whistled overhead.

“  I get yer, boy! I get yer!”  Craw
ford panted. “  Plug ’em again. Move 
on. Plug again. The varmints ’ll think 
we’re fifty men!”

“  Double back!”  Louis answered. 
“  I f  we get behind ’em next, they’ll 
really think there’s more than three o f 
us. Wait here a minute— and don’t 
shoot!”

HE ran off into the woods, crying 
out once or twice and kicking at 
the undergrowth, stopping pres

ently to throw stones and heavy sticks 
in several directions. It sounded as if 
at least three men were changing 
ground at top speed. Then silence, and 
he crept back stealthily to join his 
friends, dropping down full length be
tween them.

The cabin was a blaze o f crackling 
flame and a golden-yellow tongue 
curled skyward wrapping itself around 
the tree that formed the roof-prop.

“  I’d admire fer to see that— ” 
Crawford shut his mouth as the

thing he looked for happened. A  roof- 
beam curled in the heat and dropped, 
filling the interior with sparks. Sparks, 
or heat, or both combined exploded the 
powder keg with a report like thunder, 
that awoke every crashing echo in the 
woods.

The roof lifted in a gorgeous splurge 
o f flame and scattered itself in a 
meteor-shower all over the clearing— 
which was too much for Crawford; he 
stood up and yelled.

An answering yell from a dozen In
dians broke from the far side o f the 
clearing, as they rushed into the dull- 
red cloud of smoke. Louis caught 
sight o f them as the smoke billowed 
upward for a second.

“  This w ay!” he said suddenly, and 
started flitting from tree to tree around 
the clearing toward the Indians’ rear.

But they did not go far. They lay 
down and watched. The Sacs seemed 
to go mad. Yelling and leaping, they 
rushed into the clearing and began to 
dance around the blazing ruins, look
ing like red devils in a smoky hell, 
splitting the air with war cries.

“  That big brute's mine!” said Craw
ford, snugging his chin down on the 
rifle butt.

Louis stopped him. “  W e’re be
tween them and our,friends now,” he 
whispered. “  Watch ’em awhile. The 
longer they dance that-a-way the bet
ter the chance for our folks to reach 
the fort.”

“  There’s more of ’em somewhere,” 
Bizard whispered. “  It’s another 
trick!”

He had hardly spoken when a dozen 
Sacs sprang from the bushes behind 
them. Six pounced on Bizard who 
fought like a. bull; Louis was pinned to 
the ground before he could move; 
Crawford was knocked down by a 
tomahawk that grazed his skull— and 
in a minute all three men were pris
oners bound hand and foot and being 
dragged by their yelling captors to
ward the blazing ruins of the cabin.

T O  B E  C O N T I N U E D  N E X T  W E E K



The Painted Pup
B y  W IL L IA M  M E R R IA M  R O U S E

A woman’s only a woman, but a good skunk, dog 
is a prize, up in the Adirondack woods

BILDAD ROAD winds down from 
the granite buttressed heights- o f 
Coon Mountain to the shores o f 

Lake Champlain, and in all the Adi- 
rondacks there is no more joyously un
regenerate highway. Nowhere in all 
the vast sea of blue peaks does the hard 
cider ripen to a richer power, or the 
girls step faster to the music o f a fid
dle. A  man needs little more than a 
good dog and plenty o f chewing to
bacco in order to be happy.

O f all the young men on Bildad 
Road there was none more popular 
than smiling Jim Kenyon. He could 
lick anything that walked on two legs 
between Coon Mountain and the lake, 
as he had proved when necessary, but 
good nature so filled him that he sel
dom had trouble. He owned a neat 
shack, and worked enough to keep him
self in salt pork and com  meal.

However, even the bright virtues Of 
Jim were somewhat overshadowed by

S»

Before '  dork, Petey war outwardly the exact 
duplicate o f Spark

the genius o f his skunk dog, Spark. 
A  dog like this one can provide his 
master, in a good year, with enough 
pelts to do away with the necessity for 
work through many weeks. Spark 
was a noble animal, knee-high to a 
man, with brown spots on a white 
background. A  kindly wisdom beamed 
from his eye. Jim Kenyon was envied 
by every man on the road.

One crisp fall morning Jim started 
for the Corners to buy tobacco and 
groceries. Spark walked behind him 
with the dignity befitting his place in 
the community. Jim felt himself filled 
with an extra special happiness which 
may have been both a warning and a
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promise o f what was to come. He 
lifted his voice in song:

"  01’ Deacon Grimes, that good ol’ -soul, 
His face we see no m or-T-r-re!

He wore a long blue overcoat 
All buttoned up befor-r-r-re!”

Kenyon came to Whisker Nugent’s 
place and stopped his song. He halt
ed. Whisker, who consisted o f two 
hundred pounds o f solid bone and 
brawn, was in the dooryard humped 
over a soap box. The glistening blue- 
black brush that ran from throat to  
eyes almost touched some small object 
which seemed to be sun drying on the 
overturned box.

“ What you got, Whisker?”  asked 
Jim.

Nugent looked up. H e might have 
insulted another man, but Kenyon had 
thrashed him three times already.

“ Well, sir!”  H e shifted his chew 
o f  tobacco and chuckled. “  I’m getting 
me a collection o f ears. I read about 
one o f them pirates that saved ears, 
and I chawed this one off last night 
when a poker party Lusted up.”

Jim leaned on the fence and Spark 
sat down beside him.

“  Maybe somebody’ll start collecting 
whiskers,”  he suggested.

“ Anybody’s welcome to my whis
kers if they can take ’em!”  said Nu
gent. “  Don’t want to sell that dog?”

“ N o!” Jim laughed. “ Not for a 
million dollars!”

He moved on. Two hundred yards 
beyond the weathered Nugent place, 
where the valley road began, he saw a 
girl sitting on a rail fence. Her eyes 
Were amber, and her hair was more red 
than gold. This girl was small, and 
extremely neat, in a dress which looked 
foreign to Bildad R oad; yet there was 
something vaguely familiar In the un
winking scrutiny o f  those amber eyes.

" |  F you stand there with your mouth 
J  open much longer,”  she said pleas

antly, “ chipmunk "’ll come along 
and den up for the winter/’

Kenyon grinned; and decided not to 
go to the Corners that day.

“  What’s your dog’s name?” the girl 
.asked. “ Or can’t you talk?”

“  I call him Spark because he’s so 
bright,” Jim told her.

“ N ow I know you ought to be put 
out o f the way,” she remarked. “  Pop’s 
got a muzzle-loader that would make a 
good job of it.”

“ Who is your father?”  asked Jim. 
“  I ’m Rose Jellup. Not that it’s any 

o f your business. I've been away 
working in the valley for a long time.” 

"H enry Tellup’s kid!” exclaimed 
Kenyon. “ You’ve done a handsome 
job growing up.”

“  I ’m sorry you think so,”  replied 
Miss Jellup. “ For I don’t like your 
face. Your nose is bent a little to one 
side and your hair’s too long.”

“  My nose was bent in a good fight, 
anyway!” cried Jim, indignantly. “  Is 
your lather home?”

"Y e s !” She slid down from the 
fence to stroke one of Spark’s ears.

“  I guess I’ll go see the old cuss.”
“  He’s watching,” sighed Rose. “  He 

sent -me out here for bait. I been sit
ting "there off and on for a week, wait
ing for you to go by.”

“  What ?” stammered Jim. “  Henry 
never liked me!”

“  Nor now, either. He said if the 
handsomest dog I ’d ever seen come 
along with a young roughneck that 
grinned like a half foolish tomcat, I 
was to hook ’em.”

"  Gh— I see!”
“  It’s the pup’s beauty, not yours. 

They all know you got eighteen skunk’ 
pelts last fall.”

“  And nobody will get my dog!”  He 
wondered why she was trying to "block 
her father’s game, whatever it might 
be.

She laughed unpleasantly as they 
reached the Henry Jellup residence. 
Henry was seated on the dejected front 
porch. His jaws moved in a dow  
rhythm and a white goatee moved wifh 
them.
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“ Flirtin', hey?”  said Jellup, ignor
ing Jim. “  I thought I told you to let 
these Bildad Road bums alone?”

“  Don’t blame her, Henry,”  ex- 
■ claimed Kenyon. “  I followed her 
along home.”

Rose bent upon him an inscrutable 
look. With deliberation Henry Jellup 
put down the pine stick he had been 
whittling; he squirmed on the porch 
.until he could reach inside the door
way. His hand brought forth a muz
zle-loading shotgun,

“  Jim,”  he said, “  she’s loaded in one 
barrel with rock salt and in the other 
.with bird shot.. I f the salt don't work 
the bird shot will. I don’t calculate to 
have you hanging around here after 
Rose!”

KEN YON  sat down on the porch. 
He stared thoughtfully at the lit
tle foot o f Rose, tapping ,the 

trampled grass.
“  Henry,”  he began, “  I got good in

tentions.”
“ You don’t know what a good in

tention is," Jellup told him. “  But even 
if you did 1 don't want my little Rose 
to get married. I’m a lonesome old 
man, and I need her.”

“  You’re an old liar,’ ’ said Jim sad
ly. “  T oo old for me to give you a 
licking, and so crooked you can’t lay 
straight in bed. And so lazy you’d 
garry a kitten under each arm to 
breathe for you, if  you could.”
■ “  Mebbe them things is true,”  ad

mitted Jellup. He cocked both barrels 
o f the shotgun. "  And then agin meb
be they ain’t much to do with what 
we’re getting at.”
. “  Y ou  wouldn’t be lonesome if you 

had a first-class skunk dog to keep you 
company!”

“  Mebbe I be all you say.”  A  hu
morous gleam came into the eye o f 
Henry Jellup. “  But you can’t say I 
ain’t smart!”

“  N o,”  agreed Jim. “  You’re smart.”
• Jellup laid his gun down carefully 

and bit off a fresh chew.

“  Now we’re getting down to hoss 
sense, my boy ! It’s the dog or the gal! 
You can’t have both!”

“  He’ll be sorry if he gets me!”  
blazed Rose. “  I ’spose you can make 
me marry him, but he’ll lead an awful 
life !”

“  I f  he don’t give you a licking every 
day he’d ought to lead an awful life,”  
replied her father.

“  Any kind o f a life with you would 
be all right,”  Jim told her. v

“ How about it?”  demanded Henry. 
“  I ain't a man to arger, an’ fool 
around.”

Jim Kenyon looked down and met 
the soft brown eyes-of Spark. In 
them he read loyalty to the death, a 
devotion which money could not buy 
nor time change, love that would choose 
hunger with him rather than ease and 
plenty with any other master. This 
was his best friend, whom he was 
tempted to betray. Spark put his head 
on Kenyon’s "knee and whined softly.

“  I can't do it to-day,”  said Jim, un
steadily. “  You got to give me over
night, anyway.”

“  Will ye trade to-morrow ?”
The very air seemed to be fine drawn. 

Rose leaned forward.
“  T won’t promise!”  groaned Jim, 

“ I'll tell you to-morrow!”
“ You’d think I was a heifer calf!”  

The cheeks o f Rose grew crimson. “  I 
hope you keep your dog, Mr. Jim Ken
yon! I hope he goes mad and bites 
you !”

“ I thought you didn’t want to be 
traded!”  cried Jim.

“  I don’t, you dumb-bell! Anyway, 
not to you!”

“  Don’t arger with a woman!”  snort
ed Jellup. “  Go on home, afore she 
bites you and the dog, too. Then you’d 
both have the hydrophoby I”

THE feet o f Jim Kenyon were slow 
as they stumbled toward home; 
his head hurtg mournfully. Spark, 

reflecting that mood, trailed his ears. 
Jim sat down on a stump and Spark
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leaned against him with the silent sym
pathy of a good dog.

It was while Jim was miserably con
templating the activities o f two late 
bumblebees that the great idea came to 
him. They looked just alike. Prob
ably only their close bumblebee friends 
could tell them apart. Kenyon con
sidered his dog— brown spots on a 
white ground! Why^not?

As Jim resumed his journey along 
Bildad Road he began to sing the 
praises of Old Deacon Grimes:

“ Whene’er he heard the voice of pain 
His breast with pity burned;

The large round head upon his cane 
Of ivory was turned!”

The remainder of that day was full 
o f hard work. Kenyon went to the 
northern end o f Coon Mountain and 
brought home Petey, a brother o f 
Spark. Except that Petey had no spots, 
he and Spark were exactly alike.

Jim hurried to the Comers and 
bought paint, dryer, and brushes. Be
fore dark Petey was an exact dupli
cate o f Spark, outwardly. He had 
squirmed and found fleas at unexpect
ed moments and Kenyon was tired, but 
the work was a triumph.

The next morning Petey still needed 
time to air so Kenyon went to the Jel- 
lup place and announced to Henry that 
he was willing to trade, but that he 
wanted to use his dog for one more 
hunt.

“ All right,”  agreed Henry, grudg
ingly, “ but bring the dog when you 
show up again, or don’t show up.”

“  And I don’t care if you never show 
up!” added Rose from a lower window.

“ A  good dog’s wuth ten wimmin!” 
snorted Jellup. “  Only some folks ain’t 
got sense enough to know it!”

Jim Kenyon turned homeward, and 
found Whisker Nugent picking cider 
apples. Whisker bellowed a question 
from his orchard.

“  Heard you sold your dog to Hen 
Jellup?”

“  Yep,”  replied Jim.

“  Then I ’m going to get that pup 
off’n him if I have to mortgage my 
house!”

Kenyon went on without replying to 
this. He felt that it was better to 
avoid all discussion until after the trade 
had been made.

The following day Petey was prac
tically free from the odor o f paint. 
Spark, who had refused to have any
thing to do with him, made playful ad
vances. But Petey was of a stolid na
ture. He preferred to lie behind the 
stove.

The morning was still bright with its 
first sparkling freshness when Jim ap
peared at the home o f Henry Jellup, 
with Petey attached to him by a, stout 
cord. Into the eyes of Henry came an 
almost human gleam as he knotted the 
cord to a porch post. Petey lay down.

“  Conte on out here, Rose!”  shouted 
Jellup.

She came, but a kitchen knife with 
a nine-inch blade dangled nervously in 
her hand. The red-gold hair was damp 
in little curls against her white fore
head.

“  What do you want?” she asked.
“ Y ou!”  cried Jim.
She glanced at the dog, at Kenyon. 

Her eyes called him a worm o f the 
dust.

“  Folks don’t always get what they 
want!”

“  No girl, no dog,” said Jim. “  Hen
ry, you can’t frame me!”

“  I f I lose that dog on account o f 
her tantrums I ’ll take the buggy whip 
to her,”  said Jellup, “  and then I ’ll mar
ry her to Whisker Nugent!”

The head o f Rose Jellup bowed. She 
dropped to her knees beside the dog 
and leaned against the post. Her voice 
filled with tears.

“  Giye me a day or two longer!”  she 
pleaded. “  You two men— what can 
a girl do!”

Up to that moment it had seemed to 
Jim that a girl could do plenty, espe
cially Rose Jellup; but, as he himself 
well knew, his heart was as soft as but
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ter in August A  proper Bildad Road- 
er would have taken that girl by the 
hair and led her before a justice o f the 
peace.

"  Don’t cry !”  he growled. “  I ’ll wait 
till to-morrow, Rose!”

“  Now I know you’re a dam’ foo l!”  
said Jellup. “  Fust you trade a good 
dog for a woman and then you let her 
have her own way!”

Rose smiled through her tears. At 
that smile Jim could hear birds sing 
where there were no birds.

Kenyon turned away again, happy 
in spite o f his disappointment, and went 
cluttering down to the Corners to pre
pare for his wedding. He bought a 
brass-studded collar for Spark and a 
new shirt and necktie for himself.

\

IT was one; o f  those fair,-smiling days 
which by contrast give greater 
strength to drama when Jim Ken

yon set forth to get his bride. Spark 
was tied up in the woodshed, unable 
to understand the curtailment o f his 
liberty and none too well pleased with 
with the new collar. Jim did not wor
ry about what Rose would think when 
she found him in possession o f a dog 
exactly like-the one her father had. On 
Bildad Road a man’s wife is not sup
posed to think unless she’s told to.

Jim saw little o f the autumn glory 
o f the mountains that morning; the 
delicious odors o f the forest were lost 
upon him. He passed Whisker Nugent’s 
place without so much as glancing that 
way. It was only when he approached 
the dejected house o f Jellup that he 
gave attention to his surroundings. In 
a way he was forced to take notice, for 
he was met by that condition o f the at
mosphere which proves that a skunk 
is or has been present

Rose came around the comer o f the 
house. Her handkerchief was at her 
nose, and she shrank as her father 
stepped forth from the bam. He car
ried his shotgun, and there was some
thing ominous in his measured tread as 
he came toward Kenyon.

"J im ,”  began Henry, as he cocked 
both barrels, "  they’s only one thing I 
can say this morning that you’ll want 
to hear. You ain’t quite such a fool 
as I thought you was!”

It seemed to the puzzled mind o f 
Kenyon that there was a faint hint o f 
amusement in the eyes o f Rose. They 
appeared to have warmed a little; and 
that made them even more beautiful.

“  What’s on your mind, Henry ?”  
asked. Jim, uneasily. “  Been skunk 
hunting?”

“  They was a skunk come around 
the dooryard early last evenin’ ,”  said 
Jellup, fingering the triggers o f his 
gun. “  I thought I’d give the best 
skunk dog on Bildad Road a chance at 
him, so I got me a club and a lantern 
and went out.

"  A  skunk dog is supposed to kill his 
skunk, ain’t he? So a man can walk 
up to the critter and pick up the carcass 
without getting into no trouble. Ain’t 
that right, Jim?

"  Well, this four-legged limb o f hell 
you traded to me jest barked around 
and fooled me. He went and hid his- 
self. And when I stooped over to pick 
up that skunk he was lively as a crick
et. I never see a more able-bodied 
skunk. Consequence is, my boy, I 
won’t go nowhere into human society 
for about six weeks!”

"  That’s too bad, Henry!”  cried Jim, 
with all sympathy. "  Maybe Spark was 
lonesome for me, or something!”  

"N o , my boy! Spark ain’t lone
some for you. Because this dog ain’t 
Spark! Rose, she tried a little turpen
tine on one o f them brown spots. They 
didn’t grow there. She said she no
ticed a leetle smell o f  paint yesterday 
when she was a-weeping you into mak
ing a fool o f  yourself!”

Jim Kenyon suddenly found his 
mouth parched; the brightness gone 
from earth and sky. He looked at 
Rose, and metra profoundly speculative 
gaze which told him nothing.

"  Henry,”  he began, "  that dog is 
the same litter— ”
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“  I ’m glad he ain’t no good!”  inter
rupted Jellup. “  Because now you’re 
going to bring me a dog with spots that 
don’t come off or you don’t get Rose. 
This time both barrels is loaded with 
shot and I ’d like to use ’em!”

Rose Jellup laughed. It was the 
laugh that did it. Jim began to shake 
with rage.

i

“  I  DON’T want her!”  Jim thundered. 
J  “  I got to go and apologize to my 

dog now for almost going back on 
him ! I was going to trade off a critter 
that cares something about me for one 
that don’t care whether I live till sup
per time! Once a bull took after me 
in a place where there wasn’t any cover 
and Spark hung onto his nose till I got 
away! I’m going home to my dog, you 
horse-faced old reprobate!”

Jim turned and walked blindly 
toward the road. But not half a dozen 
times had his feet set themselves down 
when a weight hurled itself against 
him. The arms o f  Rose were around 
his neck, and before his blurred vision 
her face swayed mistily.

“ Oh, Jim!”  she cried. “  Take me 
home with you! Jim, dear! I wouldn’t 
marry a man that would go back on 
his d og ! Don’t you see ?”

Kenyon held her out at arm’s length 
to make sure that this was reaL Then 
he gathered her up against his breast. 
For a matter o f three seconds he was 
the happiest man in the world. That 
brief joy  was ended by the roar of 
Henry Jellup’s muzzle loader. A  charge 
o f shot whistled past— all but three or 
four o f them. They found a lodging 
in Jim’s legs. He put Rose down.

“ I'm a fair-minded man, Henry,”  he 
yelled, “  and I ’m willing to pick a few 
shot out o f myself. Bnt not any 
more’n I’ve got now!”

“  Rose ain't quite eighteen years 
old,”  snarled Jellup malevolently. 
“  You’re kidnaping her, and if I  shoot 
you on my own property I ain't going 
to get into much trouble!”

From one Bildad Roader to another

there were few things meaner than in
voking the aid and protection o f the 
law. Kenyon's patience with Hemy 
was gone. He calculated the distance 
between himself and the old man.

“  Get out of the way, Rose,”  he said.
“  W ait!” she whispered, dragging at 

his arm. “  L ook !”
Whisker Nugent had come out o f 

the woods behind the house and he was 
cat-footing over the turf toward Henry 
Jellup. There was a wild glare in the 
eyes that peered over his whiskers; his 
hairy fingers worked convulsively as he 
drew closer and closer to his victim, 
who remained intent upon the two 
in front of his shotgun.

Suddenly Whisker plunged. There 
was a squawk, as o f a dying hen. The 
shotgun went off and plowed up a 
strip of greensward. But Henry 
escaped for the moment and ran with 
the legs of a twenty-year-old for the 
nearest tree. He fairly flew from the 
ground to comparative safety among 
the higher branches. Whisker Nugent 
bayed and frothed beneath him.

“  What’s the matter, Whisker?” 
asked Kenyon. “ You seem to be all 
excited.”

“ N o!”  bellowed Nugent. “ I ain’t 
excited, nor I ain’t mad! But I’m 
going to feed Henry Jellup to my new 
dog! That’s all! I wouldn’t even 
put one of Henry’s ears in my collec
tion ! Lie’s so mean it would spile the 
rest o f ’em!”

“  Henry must be working overtime 
at his meanness,” said Jim. “  He shot 
me a little a few minutes ago, and he 
was fixing to do it some more.”

“ O  H O O TIN ’ ain’t nothing!”  snorted 
Whisker. “  That wouldn’t, call 
for the kind of hard feelings I 

got! Smell of me, Jim! I won’ t be 
able to go to the Corners, nor into any
body’s house, for a couple o f months! 
Last night Jellup sold me that dod- 
ratted dog o f yourn for twenty-five 
dollars, good money! Said he’s jest 
got a skunk, and showed me the hide!
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“  It wa'n’t late, and I was so tickled 
I  took the critter right out hunting for 
skunks. I got one! I guess I did! 
The dog he barked, and I thought he’d 
killed the skunk, the way he’d ought to. 
N o! All he done was to get him ex
cited ! The dog went and hid. And 
I reached for the skunk— and I got to 
shave off my whiskers! What’ll I be 
without my whiskers? The whiskers 
is the reason why I ’m going to feed 
Henry to the dog!”

"  Pa Jellup,”  said Jim, gazinz sober
ly upward, "  it looks as though your 
sins had come home to roost!”

The tableau remained practically as 
it was for many seconds. For Jim 
Kenyon, with Rose hanging on his arm 
and her father up a tree, life was very 
agreeable. Whisker Nugent rolled up 
his sleeves and waited. He was too 
big to climb fast. But if he waited 
long enough his quarry would have to 
come down.

"A in 't  you got any heart, Jim?” 
pleaded Henry at last. "H elp me out! 
You’re the only man in the world that 
can do it 1”

Nugent looked uneasy, and in
dignant.

"  Henry,”  replied Jim, "  I like to see 
you right where you are now !’’

“ I  got to drop sooner or later! 
Then you won't have no father-in- 
law !”
• “  I  can get along, and I ’ll bury you 

as decent as I can,”  Jim promised. "  I ’ll 
even let Rose go to the funeral.”

Whisker Nugent whooped and 
chuckled, and nearly choked in his 
mirth.

"  They won’t be nothing to bury!”  
Whisker Nugent cried.

Henry Jellup groaned a groan o f 
real distress. Rose stood on tiptoe 
and pulled Kenyon’s head down to her 
lips. First she kissed him, and then 
she whispered:

“  Please, Jim. W e’re so happy!”
Jim  looked into the deep, amber 

pools which were her eyes. Spark’s

eyes were like that, when they looked 
at Jim Kenyon.

H ISKER,”  he said slowly, "  I 
hate to spoil any man’s fun, 
but Rose and I are going to 

get married, right off this morning. 
She don’t want a death in her family 
the same day. Now I feel just as you 
do about Henry, only not so violent. 
Besides, if  you feed him to that dog 
it’s going to poison the dog, sure!

"  I ’ll give you twenty-five dollars for 
the pup, so you won’t lose anything, if 
you’ll go home and leave Henry alone. 
Otherwise you and me’ll probably have 
an argument. You can be thinlung it 
over while we’ re gone to get married. 
And Henry can rest up there.”

A  pat from Rose was Kenyon’s re
ward. Whisker Nugent squinted up 
at his captive. Well he knew what 
would be the result for him o f an argu- 

- ment was smiling Jim Kenyon.
"  Jim,”  he said, after a long period 

o f inward struggle, “  when you get 
back from being married I ’ll be a- 
setting here, and Henry'll be a- 
setting up there. Probably I ’ll be 
thinking agreeable by the time you 
come. But they’s one thing I ’m going 
to have, or fight. I've got to lose my 
whiskers and Henry Jellup’s got to lose 
his! I f he’ll shave that billygoat thing 
off his chin when you get back I ’ll let 
him go. Otherwise I ’ll get him if  it 
takes the rest o f  my life!”

“ Not my whiskers!”  cried Jellup. 
"  Jim, I wouldn’t look human without 
’em!”

"  You don’t now,”  Nugent assured 
him.

More and more during the past 
quarter o f  an hour Jim Kenyon had 
come to believe that all things work to
gether for good. This was a perfect 
day. He reached across a wide space 
and shook hands with Whisker Nugent 

“  It’s a trade,”  he said.
Then he led Rose down the blissful 

aisle o f  Bildad Road.
THE END
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story;—partly because Glenn may well 
' get into a bigger mess later— and part
ly because she likes him.

One night Glenn, lonely, goes to the 
'VHyacinth ”  dance hall. Recognizing 
Rose, a waitress who helped the crooks 
in the holdup, he leaves, and escapes 
from her three boy-friends at the door 
with the loss o f his gold watch.

CH A PTE R  XI.
ON THE TRAIL.

AS the police can testify, the crim
inals who fall into their hands, 
having been caught cracking 

safes or skulls, picking pockets, climb
ing porches, holding up shops and 
stores, are a low browed lot, stupid, 
ignorant, often little jnore than half 
witted. Some o f them are dope vic
tims, some hooch addicts, human dregs 
whose audacity itself is based upon 
lack o f intelligence.

Yet many thousands o f crimes are 
committed in New York every year, 
and you would have a lot o f trouble 
in persuading the police to admit how 
low is the percentage o f  arrests and 
convictions.

The reason for the success o f the 
average holdup, whether in store or 
apartment, is the reason for success 
in any business; intelligent planning, 
keen careful forethought, knowledge 
o f conditions, and ability to choose the 
proper moment at which to strike. 
And this implies a directing intelligence 
-not to be found in the captured Crim
inals

It is probably untrue that there is in 
New York any one supreme marshal 
o f .crime, although it is a picturesque 
notion; but there is no doubt whatever 
that there are a number o f gangs in 
the gteat city, each ruled by an indi
vidual o f a very different type from his 
tools.

N ow  it happened that Jake Baum- 
gardt and Bill French, who were taken 
redhanded in Ma* Milligan's kitchen 

7 A

with their inside worker Rose Moran, 
were members o f a gang whose oper
ations were arranged by a certain Louis 
Gandy, a French Canadian whose 
ostensible business was managing Hya
cinth Hall; and Louis Gandy in turn 
took his orders from Giovanni Perini, 
who owned a night club called 
“  Livorno ”  and a string o f west side 
speakeasies as well as the refined 
Palace o f Dance into which Glenn 
Brooks had wandered.

Perini, in turn, occasionally men
tioned “ the man higher u p ”  and a 
certain percentage o f the receipts o f  
his organization were supposed to be 
passed up the line, but whether there 
actually was a greater chief than the 
Italian, his humble followers did not 
know. i

Giovanni Perini, usually known as 
“ Joe,”  was a native American and 
therefore eligible to be President o f the 
United States. His father came from 
Calabria and his grand father had been 
a noted brigand in that district; his 
mother was a Sicilian girl whom the 
elder Giovanni Perini had met on the 
boat.

They settled in a basement room on 
Houston Street where they had seven 
children, o f whom the eldest was the 
gentleman who concerns us.

Times were hard when Joe was a 
boy, and at the age o f five he was sell
ing newspapers. At seven he was a 
bootblack and at nine he had learned 
to pick a pocket. He never attended 
a school, for in those days it was im
possible for the school authorities to 
check up upon the progeny o f the 
Italian quarter, yet mysteriously he 
learned to read and write as he learned 
to shoot craps and snatch purses.

The army got him when the war 
broke out, for the draft organization 
was far better than the old school sys
tem had been, and for a year he wore 
the brown uniform and nodded under
standing^ when the British drill ser
geant emphasized to the rookies the 
efficacy o f cold steel. It was not nec-

O
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essary to preach such a doctrine to the 
descendant o f Calabrians and Sicilians.

Joe never got to France, but the 
army did him a lot o f good. It made an 
excellent physical specimen out o f a 
weakling, and it turned him loose with 
liberal ideas about killing. O f course 
the army instructors had worked hard 
to persuade mild mannered Americans 
that they must fight fiercely and slay or 
be slain; but Joe didn’t see much dif
ference between military slaughter and 
killing for one’s own personal benefit.

WHEN Joe was mustered out the 
problem o f his future was 
solved because a new and 

profitable business had grown up dur
ing his patriotic service: bootlegging.

As physicians aver, we take nourish
ment to supply our system with heat 
units called calories to replace those 
burned up by our exertions. The 
’Anglo-Saxon race has always con
sidered food the proper way to supply 
the necessary calories and looked upon 
drink as a beverage to be consumed for 
the kick there was in it.

The Latin races, on the other hand, 
omitted meats very generally from 
their diet and replaced them by red and 
White wines, which also supply plenty 
of heat units, combined with bread and 
cheese, thus saving the price o f beef
steaks and being just as well off as their 
Yankee neighbors physically and much 
better in pocketbook.

Just before the saloons were put out 
o f business the temperateness of the 
French and Italians were always point
ed out as an example to the sodden 
Anglo-Saxons who reeled through the 
streets by the hundreds o f thousands 
and the reason was evident; the Latins 
considered liquor a food and the Amer
icans a beverage.

So the shutting off o f about fifty per 
cent o f the Italian food supply was 
bitterly resented by the Italian popula
tion o f New York, which went in for 
bootlegging upon the same principle as 
our American forefathers went in for

revolution against the British. But Joe 
Perini went in for it because there was 
money in it. He was cynical and prac
tical.

Joe was very intelligent and very 
smooth and he soon rose to be a master 
bootlegger. From that he broadened 
into- the speakeasy business, just as a 
shoe manufacturer opens a chain of 
stores— to get all the profits all along 
the line.

The best people in New York, finan
cially the best anyway, patronized 
speakeasies and night clubs, and Perini 
found his dens wonderful information 
bureaus for other kinds o f lawbreak
ing. The whole underworld o f New 
York was mixed up with the bootleg
ging profession; and Joe had no dif
ficulty in securing workmen when he 
had wind o f a nice business oppor
tunity such as breaking into Ma Mil
ligan’s Kitchen.

Giovanni Perini was rather a re
markable-looking person to come out o f 
a cellar room on Houston Street. He 
was short but slim, with a strikingly 
handsome face, very large limpid black 
eyes, a shock o f jet curly hair, a 
straight nose, gleaming white teeth, a 
firm pointed chin. He resembled a 
poet or a musical composer. In eve
ning clothes he was o f very romantic 
appearance, and a favorite with \he 
ladies of Park Avenue and the the
atrical district who rubbed shoulders 
at the “  Livorno.”

Joe’s income was rumored to be 
enormous, but his prosperity did not 
curb his activities. His mob was said 
to number several hundred workers, 
and this did not include his bootlegging 
gang. He operated criminally over an 
area o f about two square miles and was 
careful not to work outside his district.

In his employ were attractive-look
ing women who secured information, 
smooth young men who studied the lay 
o f the land, and a band o f cracksmen 
and gunmen to do the dirty work. He 
ruled firmly and had no mercy upon 
traitors or quitters. When he suspect-
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ed a follower o f  double crossing he as
signed a fe,w men to “  get him ”  and 
the double crosser landed in the 
morgue.

The New York police knew that Joe 
was a bootlegger and the owner o f a 
string o f dives and they suspected that 
he was responsible for*much o f the 
crime committed between the West 
Seventies and One-Hundredand Tenth 
Street, but they had to have more than 
suspicion to lay hands upon such an in
fluential individual; as for the bootleg
ging, let the Federal folks worry about 
that.

This is quite a lot o f  space to devote 
to Joe Perini, but it is necessary to 
make you understand what followed 
the assault upon Glenn Brooks.

JOE had a system pf checking’ up his 
workmen, and violation o f the rules 
was severely punished. Chief o f 

these regulations was that anything 
.which was taken in the way o f business 
must be turned over to Isaac Goldman 
for appraisal, no matter how valueless 
it might appear to the mobsman who 
had acquired it..

Joe trusted Ike, and he had a lot on 
turn. Goldman was a well-educated, 
intelligent and capable young Jew who 
had served time in a pawnshop and in 
a Fifth Avenue jeweler’ s establish
ment, but not yet in any state institu
tion. He was ostensibly the proprietor 
o f  a secondhand clothing store, but he 
received many more things than cloth
ing in a small back room.

T o  him came a young man who ex
plained 'that he had snatched a cheap 
gold watch from a patron o f  Hyacinth 
Hall. He told Ike that Rose Moran 
had pointed the fellow out as tiie res
taurant man who had mixed into the 
fracas at Ma Milligan’s .Kitchen, as a 
result o f  which two o f  the best gun
men, in Perini’s squad were in jail. 
Rose was only out on bail through the 
influence o f  Joe Perini himself. They 
had beaten the guy up and got his
A-» - 1 *  -  -tracer*

Ike turned it over in his hand.
“  Not worth much,”  he said. “  Four

teen carat gold, only seven jewels, 
didn’t cost more than forty dollars 
when it was new. Let’s see, here’s an 
inscription:

Presented to Glenn* Brooks by his 
father upon the occasion of his gradua
tion from Elmhurst High School.

June 19, 1918.
•v/

“  Ten dollars you get,”  he declared. 
“  And there is no profit in it for us.”  

The yeggman did not demur, for he 
knew the watch was o f little value, so 
he pocketed his ten spot and left the 
place by the rear door. Mr. Goldman 
put the watch in a drawer o f his desk 
and went back to a column o f  figures, 
but presently he frowned, drew the 
watch out again and studied the in
scription, shaking his head in per
plexity. Finally he whispered a num
ber into the telephone.

“ Joe there?”  he asked softly. H e 
waited.

“  Hello, Joe. Ike talking. Did you 
ever hear o f  a feller by the name o f 
Glenn Brooks?”

“  Sounds familiar. Wait a minute. 
Say, that’s the bird that just came into 
ninety million dollars in Chicago.”

“  Sure. I  read about him. Lissen, 
Joe. Gyp Levine just come in here 
with a watch, see. I gave him ten 
bones for it, cheap ticker. He took it 
off a guy at Hyacinth Hall. It has-an 
inscription in i t : to Glenn Brooks from 
his father. What town did this Brooks 
come from?”

“  Somewhere in Connecticut”
“  Elmhurst?”
“  That’ s it.”  Joe’s excitement made 

his voice crack.
“ W e got this multimillionaire’s 

watch,”  declared Ike.
“  Gyp’s holding out on us. H e must 

have had a roll.”
“  He says this is all he got. But 

lissen. H e says the feller is George 
Phillips, that owns part o f  Ma Milli
gan’s Kitchen. Rose Moran spotted
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him in the dance hall and Gyp and two 
others laid for him to beat him up.” 

“ That guy!” Joe growled. " I t ’s 
too bad they didn’t croak him. What's 
he doing with the other feller’s watch? 
If he swiped it, we might bring that 
out at the trial o f the boys. Get his 
evidence thrown out on the grounds 
he’s a crook.

“  Bring this watch down here right 
away. I ’ll get hold o f  Rose and get a 
description o f Phillips and we’ll see 
what we can turn up. Most likely she 
made a mistake and it was Brooks him
self they tackled. If that feller was 
in Hyacinth Hall and got away with 
the loss o f a ten-dollar ticker, I’ ll have 
to make a change up there.”

JOE PERINI showed little trace o f 
the Italian in his speech. He talked 
the slovenly language of Broadway 

with a trace o f army influence. He 
hung up, and returned to his reading 
o f  a newspaper.

It was a large, opulently furnished 
room, looking down from a great 
height upon the Hudson River. Joe 
lived on Riverside Drive, at about the 
same elevation above ground as the top 
o f the Bunker Hill Monument, which 
was the tallest thing in the world when 
it was built a hundred years ago. To 
be exact he had a front apartment upon 
the twenty-third floor, and he owned 
the apartment house he lived in. Ten 
years ago a doughboy, twenty years 
ago a newsboy, and look at him now! 
And he had only fractured two of the 
commandments, those about stealing 
and killing.

The apartment was full o f expensive 
things, jammed in and screaming at 
one another, enough to give an interior 
decorator delirium tremens, but very 
pleasing to Joe and his friends, es
pecially his women friends.

“  Ninety million dollars,”  muttered 
Joe. “  And that feller goes into Hya
cinth Hall and escapes with his roll. 
That is, if Gyp isn’t holding out on 
me.” An unpleasant expression crossed

his face. It didn’t pay to hold out on 
Joe.

"  I got to speak to jGandy,” he 
mused. “ N o sense beating up this fel
ler if he was Phillips the restaurant 
man. Make things worse for the boys 
when the case comes up. What Busi
ness did he have doing a thing like that, 
just because the girl told him to?

“  And how did Phillips come to have 
this Glenn Brooks’ s watch? Funny 
thing. Brooks must look like Phillips, 
if  Rose made a mistake. I f  that’s so— 
wonder if I could think o f something. 
Ninety million dollars. Gee, I could 
retire.”

Like most criminals, Joe was always 
planning to retire. At first he was go
ing straight when he got ten thousand, 
then it was fifty thousand, a hundred 
thousand, a million. He had his mil
lion now, and got small use o f  it, for 
he worked and schemed twelve or four
teen hours a day.

He hadn’t taken any exercise since 
he got out of the army, and he was 
only thirty-one now, but didn’t feel 
any too well. In a few years he would 
retire. Go back and see what Italy was 
like, look up his relatives and give 
them all a few dollars each.

He rang a bell and a servant entered, 
a stolid, heavy-featured, middle-aged 
Italian, no fool though.

“  Go down to the Tribune office and 
find out what day they ran a page of 
pictures about a man named Glenn 
Brooks, who inherited ninety million 
dollars,”  he commanded. "  Get me 
half a dozen copies o f the paper, and 
step on the gas. Before you go, though, 
call up Rose Moran and tell her to 
come up here pronto. x

“  Ninety million dollars,”  he said to 
himself. "  In the hands o f a kid. 
There ought to be some way—•”

His phone rang. It kept ringing, 
and he was busy for half an hour is
suing instructions. It was a private 
line the telephone company did not 
know existed, for Joe took no chances 
o f listeners on this particular line. It
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ran between his apartment and the 
house next door to the Cafe Livorno, 
and it had been strung by telephone 
company linemen with company ma
terials on company time.

Presently a bell rang faintly in the 
rear o f the apartment, and a moment 
later Rose Moran breezed into the 
room. She was smiling in apparent 
delight, but there was a look o f alarm 
in her eyes. She was quietly dressed, 
wore no paint or lip rouge, and most o f 
her face was concealed by a wide, flop
py straw hat.

“  ’Lo, Joe,”  she said cheerfully. 
“  Must be something awful important 
when you want to see me.”  *

JOE was lying on an embroidered 
satin French sofa with dusty boots 
on, and he did not stir. His black 

eyes glittered balefully.
“  Where the hell do you get off giv- 

in* orders to my mob?”  he demanded.
“  I  don’t know whatcher mean ?”  she 

said with a catch in her throat.
“  Last night you got Gandy to beat 

up a feller in Hyacinth Hall.”
“  Oh, that. Say Joe, that dirty scut' 

that got us all pinched when we were 
on the Milligan job breezes into the 
place and is dancing with a hostess. 
Honest, I almost scratched his eyes out 
on the floor. I just tipped off Gandy, 
and he sent three o f  the boys down to 
do him up outside. O f course there 
was jio  rough stuff in the place.”

"  You’re sure it was this fellow Phil
lips from Milligan’s?”

“  W hy certainly, Joe.”
*‘ I  think.it was somebody else.”
"  Course it wasn’t. Didn’t I work 

for Milligan for a week and see this 
bird tw o or three times a day ? Wasn’t 
it him that grabbed me the night o f 
the holdup?”
- “  Y o u  ought to know him. Sit down 
a minute. Here, read a paper if  you 
know how to read.”

"  A w , Joe, quit yer kiddin’ .”
In another ten minutes the servant 

who had been sent out for a back num

ber o f the Tribune appeared with the 
paper, and Joe sprang from his couch 
and snatched it from his hand. It was 
a syndicated page from Chicago, the 
same which had caused Glenn Brooks 
to depart hastily from that city, and 
displayed him in a dozen poses.

Joe drew a pocketknife and neatly 
cut out several o f the figures, being 
careful to omit captions.

“  Come here, Rose,”  he commanded. 
“  Ever see anybody that looks like 
these pictures?”

R o s e  drew close and glanced. 
“  Sure,”  she exclaimed. “  It’s Phil
lips ! That’s the same one they beat up 
last night.”

Joe nodded. “ Lay off this feller,”  
he commanded. “  One fresh move 
from you. and I withdraw yer bail, see. 
I want him let alone. Beat it now.”

“  Just as you say, boss,”  said the girl. 
“  I ’m glad he got a few smacks before 
you give orders about him.”

When she was gone Joe studied the 
pictures again. “  It’s him or his 
double,”  he declared to himself. “  I 
got to find out which and then— ”

He didn't finish, because he didn’t, 
know what would happen then.

Meanwhile Glenn Brooks had dis
missed the loss o f his watch from his 
mind nor did it occur to him .that the 
inscription might betray him. Upon 
the day when his father presented it, 
he read the engraved lines with some 
emotion, for he knew what a tug it 
must have been for Elbert Brooks to 
get money enough to buy the watch. 
But though he cherished the watch, he 
never again gave any attention to the 
inscription.

CH A PTER XII.
U L Y  COVERS HER ASSIGNMENT.

TH E evening following- Glenn’s 
experience at Hyacinth Hall, he 
opened the door o f his room to 

discover Lily, Lockhart descending the 
stairs arrayed in a lavender confection
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topped by a wide-brimmed limp hat o f 
yellow straw. Most likely she was on 
her way out to dinner.

“  Hello,”  she greeted him' with a 
friendly smile.

“  Oh, how do you do, Miss Lock
hart. Going out ?”

“  As I live, Sherlock Holmes
“  I was just going out myself,”  

Glenn added.
“ Hatless?”  she mocked.
“  That can be remedied,”  he grinned, 

although his cheeks grew hot. “  I 
wondered— I thought perhaps— hatfe 
you a dinner engagement?”

She continued her descent and faced 
him in the hallway. “  Really, Mr. 
Phillips, do you think you know me 
well enough to ask about my engage
ments?”

“  I beg your pardon,”  he muttered, 
much confused.

“  But I don’t mind telling you that 
I expect to dine in solitary state.”

“  Will you dine with me ?”  he 
blurted.

“  W hy that’s nice o f you, but, frank
ly, I do not feel in the mood for Ma 
Milligan’s Kitchen. I yearn for French 
cooking.”

“  W e’ll go to the Ritz,”  he promised 
joyously.

“  But as one o f the owners o f a 
restaurant, isn’t it your duty to sample 
your own food, perhaps you may save 
some o f your patrons from— er— ”

“  Being poisoned ? Ma Milligan will 
attend to that. I ’d like to dine to-night 
in a big cool room with wonderful ser
vice and an orchestra softly playing in 
the background.”

“  Say no more. I accept your invita
tion,”  she laughed.

“  And afterward we might go to a 
show?”

“  W e’ll see.”
Half an hour later they sat in the 

big oval dining room o f the Ritz, where 
the music was politely subdued, the 
service soft and swift, and their fellow 
diners distinguished looking and in
souciant.

Lily looked very young, very soft, 
very sweet and desirable as she gazed 
at him across the table and exchanged 
the meaningless phrases that are the 
prelude to acquaintance between a 
beautiful girl and an attractive young 
man.

How many exquisite-looking young 
-'women have been besought until they 
have agreed to a tete-a-tete dinner, and 
have tried, oh, so hard, to captivate fur
ther the interested males, have chatted 
and giggled and rolled tKeir pretty eyes 
and been escorted home confident o f  
conquest— only to find that this first 
dinner was also the last! Their zeal* 
had scared off their intended victims, or 
their incessant laughter had jarred, .or 
their chatter revealed feather-weight 
minds, so that the canny males sheered 
off.

Lily Lockhart was cool, reserved, 
pleasant and self-possessed. It was her 
business to fascinate Glenn Brooks so 
that she might become his friend and 
confidante; and, aside from her busi
ness, she wanted him to like her, be
cause she liked him. But she knew 
too much to appear eager.

The young man intrigued her. She 
was eager to learn why he had stepped 
out o f the position his newly acquired 
fortune had established for him, to set 
up under a new name in apparently 
moderate circumstances in New York 
City. v

Why did he live alone in a lodging 
house and bother about a queer little 
restaurant when he should be inter
ested in large affairs? Her paper want
ed to know these things, but she was 
personally more interested.

Glenn regarded his vis-a-vis with 
content. She was lovely, she was 
charming, and she had both intelligence 
and wit. She was the sort o f girl he 
had always admired, the type he some 
day hoped to wed.

O f course he knew nothing whatever 
about her, where she came from, who 
were her people, what was her occupa
tion, her source o f income, why she
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lived in a  lodging house. Her clothes 
looked very expensive, but that was 
only because she was so clever. Un
doubtedly she had her own way to 
make in the world, and she knew how 
to take care o f herself.

FE W  young men set out deliberately 
to find a wife, least o f all one who 
has been lifted suddenly from 

poverty to great wealth; but it grew 
upon Glenn, as he studied this smiling 
vision in lavender, that marriage would 
be his salvation, and why look any fur
ther 1

Uncle Peter had jeered that he could 
find no woman to love him except for 
his fortune, and he recognized that the 
wicked old man' was probably correct; 
Lut here was a girl who did not know 
he was Glenn Brooks, who supposed 
him a struggling young man in no 
better circumstances than she, since 
they lived in the same lodging house.

I f  he succeeded in winning her love, 
what a triumph over his uncle! And 
with Lily Lockhart at his side he would 
be safe from the sort o f temptations 
which ruin rich young men, for he was 
confident that he would never be in
terested in another woman.

Wifie had never tempted him, but 
women were fascinating; the wrong 
sort o f  woman might bring about all 
the evils predicted by Uncle Peter. Lily 
was the right sort: gentle, loving, a 
home maker if ever there was one.

The staff o f  the Chicago Blade would 
have roared if thfey had known how 
this youth read the character o f  e f

ficient, hard-boiled, mannish Lily 
Lockhart; but Lily would not have 
laughed, because she knew that she 
was exactly such a girl for the right 
man.

A  woman can be anything that the 
man she loves wishes her to be, and 
it is not mere acting either.

They talked o f books upon which 
both were well informed and o f plays 
regarding which the girl knew much 
more than the youth from Elmhurst,

and gradually, without his being aware 
that he was being cross-examined, she 
drew out o f him the full story o f his 
connection with the Milligans, a tale 
which lifted him high in her respect.

Her skillful questions regarding his 
past he parried gently. She did not 
strike him as more curious than any 
girl who was making the acquaintance 
o f a man, but he did not wish to tell 
her, yet, about himself, he could not 
without betraying his identity. A l
ready he was assuring himself that 
wealth or poverty would make no dif
ference to a girl like this, but it would 
b.e so much nicer to win her as an 
ordinary person.

He began to question her and found 
her rather reticent, too. She came 
originally from Tennessee, she said, 
and had arrived in New York to pre
pare herself for a secretarial position, 
possibly work as a librarian. She did 
not know whether she would remain in 
New York or move elsewhere; it would 
depend upon what positions were open. 
She was an orphan like himself, she 
was a college graduate, and she had 
means enough to enable her to live 
comfortably until she was self- 
supporting.

Lily, who had never hesitated to pre
varicate in the way o f business, found 
herself hating to tell this boy lies, but, 
like him, she had to avoid the truth. 
And as woman’s intuition informs her 
when a man has serious intentions, it 
came to her that she might step into 
half ownership o f ninety millions if 
she choose, but that prospect did not 
thrill her, in-which she was perhaps 
unique among women.

Glenn told her about his experience 
in Hyacinth Hall, the appearance there 
o f  Rose the waitress, who had set 
thugs upon him in revenge for her ar
rest at Milligan’s, and how he had lost 
his watch.

“  It wasn't worth much,”  he stated. 
“  But it was a gift from my father at 
a time when he was pretty hard up, so 
I cherished it for that reason. He gave
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it to me when I graduated from high 
school.”

LILY shot him a keen glance. “  It’s 
j  such a shame,”  she said. “ But 

you may recover it from some 
pawnshop. Was there anything in it 
to identify it— an inscription perhaps ?” 

He started. She saw his surprise 
and how he covered it up. The in
scription would identify it, he realized, 
but it would also identify him as Glenn 
Brooks. N-

“  Y-yes,” he admitted. “  There was. 
But, after all, I don’t believe I ’ll do 
anything about it. In fact I ’m ashamed 
to admit that I entered such a place. 
It was disgusting.”

“  On the contrary, you should try 
to get it back. And I dpn’t see why 
you should be ashamed to admit that 
you have inspected a dance hall. You 
■Sire a young man, single, I presume, 
and you ought to learn as much as you 
may about people if you expect to suc
ceed as a writer. How the lower and 
middle classes exist and amuse them
selves is the principal subject of 
modern novelists. Didn’t you see any 
beautiful girls there? The sort who 
might serve as a heroine for your next 
book?”

“  Oh, I ’m not presuming to write a 
book yet. I ’m only a beginner,” he 
protested uncomfortably, for she had 
such clear eyes that he was sure she 
would detect a li«.

“  For my part, I have an insatiable 
curiosity to know about people, all 
kinds o f people,”  she declared en
thusiastically. “  I want to delve into 
every sort o f den. I yearn to poke 
rty nose into dangerous places. I sup
pose I should have been a man.”

“  You are the most feminine person 
I ever met,”  he replied.

Lily Lockhart, who had exposed a 
Chicago opium den by risking her life 
and her virtue by pretending to be a 
drug habitue to obtain admission to 
the place, smiled complacently.

“  O f course a girl may not do every

thing she might wish to do,” she said 
smugly. She imagined the real Lily 
Lockhart was standing behind her 
laughing, but the remark struck Glenn 
as eminently sensible. He nodded.

“  By the way, you are the first man 
with whom I have dined who did not 
have a flask on his hip,”  she observed.

“  I ’m sorry. I did not think. D o 
you mind ?”

She shook her head. “  The modern 
girl has to pretend to like liquor or be 
dismissed as a prune, but I assure you 
I can get along without it. But don’t 
you drink yourself?”

“  I used to take a little, for no rea
son at all, but I decided not to touch 
the stuff.”

“  Then you are in danger o f being 
set down as a prig,”  she warned with 
smiling eyes.

"  I’ll have to risk it,”  he said indif
ferently.

“  You are.really a very strange per
son. You appear to have plenty o f  
money, but you live quietly and don’t 
seem to have any friends except those 
quaint old restaurant people. Where 
do you come from, anyway?”

“  A  small town in Connecticut. I  
don’t know anybody in New York and 
my tastes are quiet. But I would like 
very much to step out with an agree
able companion.”

“  You are looking at me. Is that 
an invitation ?” ^ .

“  I should like to spend a good many 
evenings with you,”  he admitted frank
ly- -

She reached across and patted his 
hand as it lay on the table.

“  Bless his heart, perhaps he may 
have the chance,” she cooed.

From dinner they went to a musical 
comedy; Glenn, without batting an eye, 
paid a preposterous price to a specu
lator for a pair o f front row seats. 
With this girl beside him it seemed 
the most delicious entertainment he had 
ever attended. The critics differed 
with him, by the way, but they prob
ably saw it with their wives.
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Lily -vetoed a suggestion to visit a 
night club. It seemed to her that they 
had done very well for the first eve
ning together and she must not appear 
too eager to remain in his company. 
They paused in the hall for a hand
shake, and she tripped up the stairs 
while he watched her until she vanished 
in the hall above.

C H A PTE R  XIII.
INTRODUCING UNCLE PETER.

TH A T  night Uncle Peter Brooks ap
peared to Glenn. The old man 
looked as he had looked in his cof

fin, pale, wasted, and worn, but his eyes 
were open and they burned with a baler 
ful light. He seated himseli upon the 
edge o f the bed, and shook Glenn by 
the shoulder with a skinny hand until 
he opened his eyes and sat up on on$ 
elbow.

“  Good evening, nephew,”  he said in 
a sharp contemptuous toj^e. “  I hope 
you are glad to see me.”

“  I am not,”  Glenn retorted stoutly 
although the goose flesh was crawling 
on his back and arms.

“  What a fool you are,”  snapped the 
old man. “  And a coward. You ran 
away from  your responsibilities. Just 
what I might have expected from your 
father’ s son."

“  You leave my father out o f this,”  
he answered angrily. “  And why do 
you come here to torture me? You’ve 
done me enough harm.”

“  I left you a great fortune,”  replied 
his uncle. “  Do you call that harm ? 
Where is your gratitude?”
• “  I ’m not grateful. You said in your 
letter you wanted to ruin me. I ’m go
ing to fool you.”

“  Bah. You ran away and changed 
your name. Do you suppose that will 
save you from the vampires, the 
leeches, and the parasites? They’ll 
drag you down, young man, they’ll fas
ten on you and drink your blood until 
you are as I am.”

“  They won’t. I took an oath,”  he 
replied excitedly.

“  An oath. The place where I am is 
filled with people who took oaths. This 
fortune will strangle you as sure as I 
am a dead man.”

“  N o !”  he protested.
“  It takes brains to keep a fortune. 

You have to be strong and bitter and 
without a heart, as I was. Nephew, 
they’ll tear that money from you. 
They’ll break your heart and your 
spine, they’ll squeeze you to a jelly. 
You poor, pitiful, cowardly pup, what 
chance have you got?”

“  Go away,”  implored the victim.
Uncle Peter immediately began to 

bounce up and down, shaking the 
bed.

“  And I ’ll laugh. I always told El
bert that he was a helpless boob and 
you’re just like him. Yes, the leeches 
will suck away every one o f your dol
lars.”

“  They can’t,”  retorted Glenn tri
umphantly. ”  Youyffxed it so they
can’t. The automobile stock isn’t con
trolled by me and they have to pay me 
the income.”

The old man cackled joyously. 
“  Can’t they ?”  he retorted. “  That will 
go first. You don’t suppose business 
men are going to pay the income o f  that 
sixty millions dollars very long to a 
thing like you? Why, nephew, my 
board o f directors is scheming right 
now how to shake you out. You can’t 
interfere with them, and they’ll first ar
range the business so that it makes no 
profit, then reorganize it, so that your 
stock is worthless. They will know 
how to do it.”

“  I don’t care,”  replied the victim. 
“  I didn’t want your money. I only 
took it to show you I wasn’t afraid of 
your threats.”

“  You’re afraid,”  replied the vision 
grimly. “  Everything I prophesied in 
my letter will come true. Women? 
You are already in love with a woman. 
You were thinking to-night that this 
girl upstairs would make you an ideal
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wife. She would protect you from 
other women. You coward!

“  W ho is this girl? Where does she 
come from? How does it happen that 
this blond beauty comes to live in your 
lodging house a few days after you set
tled here ? How do you happen to be 
acquainted with her? Do you suppose 
it is an accident? Imbecile! It’s a plot. 
She knows you. She’s after your 
money, and if you escape her there 
will be another and another and an
other— ”

“  ,You get out o f here, you old 
beast,”  he sobbed.

Uncle Peter, who was now standing 
on the bed, stepped upon Glenn’s chest 
and began to jump up and down on it.

“  You lost your father’s watch,” he 
exclaimed. “  That will give you away 
The hounds will be after the poor little 
fox. The wolves will come. And the 
werewolves. They’ll drag you down, 
down, down!”

GLENN was grasping at the feet o f 
, the ghost. Curiously enough, he 
wore evening clothes as he had 

when he was buried, but his feet and 
ankles were bare and they burned the 
boy’s hands when he grasped them. 
Nevertheless he managed to topple the 
dancer over and he landed on the floor 
.with a crash.

No, it was Glenn who was on the 
floor. He had fallen out o f bed. The 
darn thing was a nightmare. He groped 
around and found the light button; the 
room had seemed to be illuminated, but 
it was now in darkness. He pressed 
the button and flooded the chamber 
with light, looking fearsomely around 
for Uncle Peter; but the old fiend had 
vanished.

Although the visitation was undoubt
edly a dream it had been so vivid that 
he was still terrified. He was perspir
ing at every pore. His heart was beat

in g  violently, and he knew that he 
couldn’t sleep any more that night. His 
watch said three o ’clock.

Glenn slipped on a dressing gown

and seated himself at his table while 
he chided himself for being such an 
idiot. Indigestion was responsible for 
Uncle Peter. Glenn had eaten rich 
food, a lobster cocktail, a steak with a 
cream sauce and fried bananas, an in
digestible mess, and this was just an 
old-fashioned nightmare such as visits 
small boys when they have eaten too 
much mince pie.

Only it was so vivid. The vision 
was so full o f malice. He could re
member every word of the extraordi
nary conversation and that was strange 
because his dreams were usually very 
vague. That part about the automo
bile company. It made sense.

As a law student he knew that his 
ownership o f the Brooks Motor Com
pany without control was a dangerous 
thing. If the directors were crooked 
they could steer the concern into shoal 
waters. They could run up expenses 
so that there would be no dividends, 
and they could sell the company’s as
sets for whatever they pleased. Put 
the concern into a receiver’s hands per
haps, or arrange some sort of wash 
sale by which he would receive what
ever they choose to give him.

As he had devoted no thought what
ever to the Brooks Motors, and as 
Uncle Peter had positively not appeared 
to him, it must have been his subcon
scious mind which warned him of this 
possibility. Well, he would look after 
his property. The}’ could mismanage 
it only if the owner was not on the 
job ; he had the right to demand an ac
counting and send them up as crimi
nals if they were caught at their wreck
ing work.

Now if he could marry Lily 
Lockliart before she learned the truth 
about him, he could go back to Chicago, 
get the best legal advice— not his 
uncle’s lawyers, and take care o f his 
own.

Stay. The fiend had informed him 
that Lily was a vampire; that she had 
come to this house because she knew he 
was living here and she knew who he
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really was. That was utter nonsense. 
I f his subconscious mind was re
sponsible for this idea he would like 
to kick it. Lily, was innocent, unsus
pecting, pure and sweet, and their ac
quaintance was an accident so far as 
die was concerned.

Curious what strange quirks there 
are in a man’s mind. He had every 
confidence in the world in this girl, yet 
he had dreamed ^hat she was untrust
worthy.

He dared not go back to bed, for 
Uncle Peter might return. Instead he 
smoked cigarette after cigarette until 
he was surprised to hear the telephone 
ring in the hall. It was 4 a .m . Who 
would phone at this hour ? It might be 
important. He had better go out and 
answer it.

“  Hello,”  he said into the mouth
piece.

“  Telegraph company speaking,”  said 
a male voice. "  Does Miss Lily Lock
hart live there?”

"  Yes, but she is asleep.”
“  Got an important telegram for her. 

Marked urgent. Want to take it over 
the phone? You a friend o f hers?”

“  Yes. I ’ ll take it,”  he said. “  I ’m 
sure it will be all right.”

He wondered if it .was bad news for 
Lily. A  death in the family perhaps.

All right. W e'll send a copy 
around in the morning. Here’s the 
message: -

"  ‘ W ire immediately developments 
in Brooks matter. Keep in touch with 
us— M a d d e n . ’ ”

"  Repeat that, please. * In Brooks 
matter,’ did you say?”

“  That’s it.”  The operator repeated 
the message and Glenn wrote it down 
upon a pad with the pencil always to 
be found upon the shelf in the booth.

SH A K IN G  like a leaf he returned to 
his room to study this damning 

. telegram.
Somebody named Madden was tele

graphing Lily Lockhart to wire devel
opments in Brooks matter.

The Brooks matter. That might 
mean Glenn Brooks. The message was 
dated Chicago, from which city 
he had fled. Brooks, o f course, was a 
common name and the telegram might 
be entirely innocent, but they wanted 
her to wire immediately developments 
in the Brooks matter.

Lily, had said she had come to New 
York to study library work, that she 
was unemployed at present, yet this 
telegram seemed to prove that she was 
working in some capacity upon a case 
regarding which she had to wire a man 
named Madden.

O f course there was no reason why 
Lily should tell him her business, blit 
she had volunteered the information 
that she was in New York to study 
library methods.

It is possible, even in the face o f this 
telegram, that Glenn would have con
tinued to believe in Lily Lockhart, but 
it happened to come within an hour o f 
the dream in which Uncle Peter had 
assured him that she was aware o f his 
identity and had scraped acquaintance 
with him, and it shook his confidence 
sorely.

What would he do about the mes
sage? If he presented it to Lily and 
it did happen to concern him, that 
would betray to her that he was aware 
o f some conspiracy concerning him. It 
had been careless o f the telegraph em
ployee to telephone the message to any
body except the person concerned, but 
that sort o f thing happened now and 
then, as he knew from previous experi
ence.

In the morning the telegram proper 
would be delivered. Most likely Lily 
would not suppose that it had been tele
phoned in the small hours o f the morn
ing, or if  she was informed o f the fact 
she would not know which o f the in
mates o f the house had received it.

Glenn was more unhappy during the 
next few hours than at.any time since 
the death o f his mother. I f he was not 
actually in love with Lily Lockhart, he 
was tremendously attracted by her; and
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with a few more days o f propinquity 
he would have been'her captive.

He had been eager to fall in love 
with her, he had been sure she was ex
actly the woman he needed, and to have 
her prove untrustworthy would dis
tress him profoundly. ‘ He clung to 
hope that the message did not concern 
him, and he cursed the poison instilled 
in his veins by his uncle’s letter which 
made him ready to suspect anybody.

Although he thought he had dis
missed the missive of Peter Brooks 
from his mind, it was evident by the 
nightmare that it continued to disturb, 
him subconsciously, souring a naturally 
ingenuous soul and urging him to turn 
a frozen face on all his fellow creatures.

Over and over again lie argued the 
case of Lily Lockhart pro and con, and 
the diabolical suggestions o f his uncle 
ip the dream blackened her despite all 
he could do.

It might be a coincidence that this 
young and beautiful girl should have 
come to live in his lodging house, and 
that he encountered her, by chance, un
able to open her front door, and then 
met her again in Milligan’s, but wasn’t 
it stretching the long arm of coinci
dence too far to suppose that she was 
employed upon a matter concerning a 
person named Brooks and still know 
nothing about Glenn Brooks?

He asked himself whether a girl o f 
her exceedingly/discreet and refined 
character would go out to dinner and 
to the theater with a man she had met 
so casually if she had no previous 
knowledge o f him, and decided in the 
negative.

Yet, on the chance that she might 
be innocent despite appearances, he 
must not judge her without further evi
dence; In some manner he must find 
out the facts, and about breakfast time, 
a method occurred to him. He would 
wire his attorneys in Chicago to make 
inquiries regarding Lily Lockhart and 
inform him if she was known there.

He -was very wealthy and could af
ford to hire detectives to search for

this man Madden who seemed to be 
interested in him as well as Miss Lock
hart. It seemed a rotten thing to set 
detectives on the track of a charming 
young woman who had been pleasant 
to him, but he was doing it to vindi
cate her. That is how he salved his 
conscience. \

DRESSING shortly after seven 
o'clock, he went to Ma Milligan’s 
Kitchen for breakfast and there 

■ couched a telegram which ought to get 
action in a few days. Lest the same 
fate befall this telegram as that ad
dressed to Lily, he instructed the law
yers to send it to Milligan’s Kitchen.

As it happened no detectives were 
necessary to discover Lily Lockart in 
Ch icago. Mr. Walker had been inter

viewed by the lady not so long ago and 
the city editor of the B la d e  belonged 
to his luncheon club. So he wired the 
following telegram immediately:

There is a Lily Lockhart employed 
as a reporter on the Chicago B lade and 
a Bert Madden is city editor of that 
newspaper. Regards.
Glenn found the message waiting fo r  

him when he returned to the cafe fo r  
lunch. After reading it he ate no lunch 
but went out to "walk the streets and 
try to recover from the blow.

There was no longer any doubt. ’A s  
Uncle Peter had told him— by this time 
he was crediting his uncle with actually 
visiting him in a dream— the girl up
stairs knew who he was. His idiotic 
notion that it was his personal attrac
tions which had won-him her com 
panionship w'as blowm to pieces.

So she w'as a newspaper reporter set 
on his trail by her city editor; just a 
spy to report upon his actions. W hy, 
it was perfectly outrageous! W hat 
right had that newspaper to ferret out 
■his hiding place and dog his footsteps? 
'And how could this sw'eet and lovely 
and apparently ingenuous young crea
ture be a woman journalist?

He sw'ore under his breath. So he
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wasn’t making news for them fast 
enough. The poor little spy had re
ceived a call-down from the brute who 
employed her because she had no scan
dal to wire about him. Maybe she was 
placed in his house to make him fall 
in love with her so she could tell the 
readers o f her newspaper how the 
owner’-©f ninety million dollars made 
love.

He grew red to think how he had 
been approaching the love-making 
stage. Had it not been for that be
traying telegram he might have pro
posed to her in a couple o f days. Then 
he would have beep caught. O f course, 
she would accept him. What woman 
wouldn’t? Just as-Uncle Peter said in 
his letter, no woman would love him, 
only his money.

Uncle Peter’s venom, however, was 
defeating its own ends, he thought with 
some satisfaction. I f the old man had 
stayed where he had gone when he 
died, Glenn might have walked into 
this trap; but he had come back to taunt 
and jeer at his unfortunate nephew and 
instead had warned him.

Because he had liked the girl so 
much, a great wave o f what he thought 
was anger against her rose within him. 
She was worse than a vampire, she was 
a spy. He would like to give her some
thing to report to her employers. How 
he would rejoice to show her that she 
hadn’t made much o f an impression 
on him!

She thought she could worm her 
way into his confidence, did she? Con
sidered him a poor sap (to be ensnared 
by the first pretty face? An honest 
working girl. A  library student. So 
timid. So trusting. So gol-damed 
beautiful. ' _

Glenn Brooks was a job to her, just 
the same as a murderer or a crank or 
any sort o f a newspaper assignment. 
Well, he’d get even with her. He would 
make her fall down on her job. . He 
remembered now her crafty questions 
at dinner. Why, if he had answered 
them, she would know all about him.

Most likely the confounded newspaper 
was wild to discover why he had 
changed his name and was living in
expensively in New York immediately 
after inheriting a great fortune in Chi
cago. They expected Lily to come 
through ynth the dope and she hadn’t 
got a thing out o f him. v

Last night he had been too much for 
the sly creature, and that was her one 
chance. Because now she was going 
to lose her victim. The trailer would 
be left lamenting. She would have to 
go whining back to her boss to admit 
that she didn’ t know what had become 
o f Glenn Brooks.

He hailed a taxi and was driven to 
his residence. In his room he pro
ceeded to pack his belongings in great 
haste. He was going to vanish again. 
As yet he had no plans. He would 
decide where he was going in the cab 
which carried him away.

IJold on. The girl might shadow 
him. He had'often read how a detec
tive trailed a man in a taxi by another 
car. At present she was unaware that 
he suspected her and the thing to do 
would Be to wait until she was out o f 
the house and clear out before she re
turned. First he must discover whether 
she was now in her room. He would 
ask the maid. He opened his door to 
see Miss Lockhart entering by the 
front door; she had been out, then.

IILY  had been to the telegraph office 
^  where she had sent a message that 

would settle Madden if it didn’t 
burn the wires on the way. The girl 
had risen late, to find a copy o f the 
message which had been telephoned to 
Glenn pushed under her door in its 
yellow envelope, and she had pounced 
on it as newspaper people always grab 
at wires. She frowned as she read it. 
Madden had taken a few drinks, per
haps he had a call-down from the man
aging editor, and had been stupid 
enough to send a wire to the address 
at which her quarry lived as well as 
herself.
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To send any message was bad 
enough, but the contents o f this one 
were objectionable. It was what is 
termed in newspaper parlance a “  Why- 
in-hell ”  message intended to remind 
languid reporters that there is a God 
o f Vengeance in the city room. Lily 
was too good a reporter to be treated 
in this manner, and she resented it. 
She tore it into a hundred pieces and 
flung them viciously into her waste
basket and decided to ignore it.

She went out to lunch casting a be
nevolent glance at the closed door of 
Glenn Brooks. Presently she returned 
and proceeded to make herself com
fortable until it occurred to her that 
Madden might send more wires if this 
one was not acknowledged, so she put 
on her hat and sallied forth again. At 
the telegraph office she broke the point 
o f two pencils in her vehemence and 
this is what she sent:

Shall wire developments when there 
are any. Highly indiscreet for you to 
telegraph to my address for reasons 
known to you. Object to being heckled.
If you want my resignation you may 
have it.
“  That will fix Mr. Madden,”  she 

decided.
Her usual good temper was restored 

by this action and she remembered that 
last evening had been very pleasant, 
but not very informative.

“  He’s a very < nice boy, but quite 
a clam,”  she decided. “  I bet I’ve made 
more progress than any male reporter 
in Chicago. As for the girls, he 
wouldn’t deign to look at any o f  those 
frumps.

“ How do you do, Mr. Phillips?” 
she said cordially.

It was policy for Glenn to dissemble, 
but he couldn't resist her smile any
way. “  H ello!”  he replied. “  I see 
you’ve been out.”

“  You are so observing,”  she mocked.
“  I enjoyed our little party last night 
very much.”

“  H a ! Fishing for another date,” 
the suspicious man informed himself.

“ You bet,” he said aloud, but there 
was something in his manner which did 
not escape her.

"  What’s the matter? You look dis
turbed.”

“  Oh, nothing. That is, nothing to 
speak o f.”

“  Well, you act sort o f queer. No 
bad’ news, I hope.”

“ Yes,”  he said boldly. “ Rather 
bad news. Some one I liked turned 
out to be different from what I sup
posed.”

“  Oh, I ’m sorry. It’s always distress
ing to have a friend fail one.”  She 
hesitated, then as he said nothing, she 
nodded brightly and ascended the 
stairs. He watched her as usual until 
she disappeared; shook his head sadly 
and returned to his room.

“  It doesn’t seem possible,”  he mut
tered. “ If I didn’t vknow absolutely, 
I just couldn’t believe it.”

His bags were packed; all he had to 
do was notify Mrs. Gloster o f his de
parture and go, but he lingered. “  Got 
to throw her off the track. No sense 
in letting her see me leave. Probably
she’ll go out again in an hour or_ _ »
SO.

For a little while he got a somber 
satisfaction from consideration o f 
Lily’s distress when she found her prey 
had slipped out from beneath her claws. 
Then, despite her unscrupulousness, he 
began to feel sorry for her.

“  Poor kid, she’ll probably lose her 
job,”  he opined. “  When a newspaper 
sends a reporter all the way from Chi
cago to New York they expect results, 
for it costs a lot o f money. I suppose 
the girl had to take the assignment and 
she has nothing against me personally.. 
Maybe it’s the only work she knows 
how to do, and she’ll be up against 
it.”  '

Somehow he did not like to think o f  
Lily as up against it. Well, he would 
give her a chance to see how good a 
trailer she was. He would depart now, 
while she was in the house. Every
thing being ready he summoned Mrs.
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Gloster, paid her off, stated in a loud 
clear voice in the front hallway that he 
was called away, phoned for a tajfi 
and waited ten minutes with his bags 
inside the front door until it arrived.

Actually he had to force himself to 
leave the house. As the taxi started 
he glanced up at the second story front 
to see if  her white face was pressed 
against the window pane, but it wasn’t.

“  It's a shame to take the money,”  
he muttered. “  She can’t trail me 
now.”  r

He had given the driver the address 
o f an uptown hotel, and, upon arrival, 
engaged a room in the name o f George 
Phillips.

“  Let’s see how good she is,”  he said 
to himself. “  Here I am registered at 
a New York hotel under the same 
name I used at Mrs. Gloster’s. I f  she 
can’t find me, she deserves to be fired.”

C H A PTE R  X IV .
A CHANCE OF BASE.

f

TH E  . old-fashioned hotels pos
sessed a Huge register, in which 
all the guests signed their names, 

and which lay upon the counter that all 
who came might read. One could find 
not only the guests o f the day, but o f 
the month, and sometimes the year, by 
turning back the pages. The ponderous 
tome still survives in some small town, 
hotels and summer resorts, but the big 
caravansaries have banished it.

When you arrive now at a hotel desk 
you are asked to write your name and 
address upon a small card, which is 
immediately placed in a cabinet, or else 
you sign upon a single sheet o f  paper 
with a dozen other guests, and when 
the sheet is filled it vanishes.

Hotel men say that competition is 
the reason for the change. Other hotels 
secured the names o f guests and circu
larized them. Newspapers copied lists 
o f guests and published them, to the 
extreme mortification o f certain per
sons ' who wished to avoid publicity.

Business enterprises swooped upon the 
register and stuffed the new arrival’s 
mail box with advertising matter.

W ho is living in a hotel to-day is 
nobody’s business except the manage
ment’s. So many business concerns 
wish to reach hotel guests that there is 
a service in New York supplying a very 
incomplete list o f  daily arrivals, but 
many hotels refuse to supply the infor
mation at all, and others furnish, only 
names o f celebrities who will advertise 
the house.

As there are in New York five or six 
hundred first-class hotels and several 
thousands o f minor importance, Glenn 
was setting the girl sleuth a terrific 
task, for it would be necessary for her 
to telephone to each hotel in turn to ask 
if Mr. Phillips was registered. Be
sides, having located him first in a 
lodging house, she would naturally su- 
pose he would shim hotels.

By this time Glenn had decided to 
play hide and seek with Lily for a few: 
days and then go back to Chicago, re
sume his own name, make a careful 
study o f his affairs to be sure they 
were in the right hands, and travel. 
His uncle had delivered a challenge 
when he placed a mighty fortune in his 
hands, and it was not exactly accepting' 
the challenge to seek immunity from 
the perils o f  wealth by changing his 
name and station.

O f course, he owed his dead uncle 
neither gratitude nor fair dealing, but 
the old man had bet ninety million 
dollars that his brother’s son could not 
carry the- load. In that unknown land 
he m i g h t  now be taunting Elbert 
Brooks with the cowardice o f his boy; 
that is, if  the spirits o f  the good and 
the wicked are ever given a chance to 
exchange ideas.

Besides, he couldn’t hide successful
ly. Within a few days o f his new ex
istence Lily Lockhart had been upon 
his heels. It would do no harm to wait 
a few days longer. I f the girl turned 
up and attempted to resume their ac
quaintance, he would confront her with
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his knowledge, bow coldly, enjoy her 
chagrin with an unexpressive face, and 
then take a train back to Chicago.

I f  only she had been different! 
Pshaw!

Glenn Brooks, in making his plans, 
did not count upon the attitude o f Joe 
Perini, naturally, since he had never 
heard o f the fellow; but Joe was de
voting a lot o f  attention to the question 
o f Glenn Brooks.

At first the distinguished crook had 
assumed that George Phillips must be 
a double o f the Chicago multimillion
aire, but within a day or two he was 
convinced that the pair were one; and 
it was only a matter o f deciding what 
was the best and most profitable way 
to “  take ”  him.”

He considered the feasibility of 
kidnaping. It would be a simple mat
ter to get possession o f the person o f 
Glenn Brooks and keep him hidden un
til a great ransom was forthcoming, 
but there were strong objections to the 
plan. .

In the first place, kidnaping is now 
punished in most States about as se
verely as manslaughter. There is al
ways the possibility o f the victim 
escaping and identifying his captors, 
and the arrest o f one o f them might 
end by involving the promoter o f the 
plot.

Then there are all sorts o f traps 
set for kidnapers in connection with 
the payment o f ransom, and the most 
astute criminal might walk into one o f 
them.

Most important o f all, however, was 
the possibility that no ransom would 
be paid for Glenn Brooks.

TH E young man was alone in the 
world and there were no loving 
relatives to give up their last cent 

for his return uninjured. His attorneys 
who had his property under their man
agement could not legally pay a dollar 
without hjs authorization, and might 
refuse to recognize his signature au
thorizing such a payment.

After all, they probably didn’t care 
much for the safety o f their client, and 
his heirs, who were distant cousins, 
might be glad if he was murdered.

Assuming that Glenn Brooks was 
properly kidnaped, and agreed to pay 
half a million or even a million for his 
release, and the check was acknowl
edged by the banks and the money 
reached Perini’s hands, it was still un
satisfactory.

What was a million when ninety mil
lions was available ?

Joe wanted a plan which would real
ly pay big; kidnaping was piker’s stuff. 
He required something which would 
place Glenn Brooks in his power and 
force him to keep paying heavily—not 
one ransom, but dozens, scores, until 
as much o f his property as could be 
turned into cash had come into the pos
session o f the Italian gentleman who 
once on a time had been a bootblack.

Joe spent several days considering 
the matter, consulted his lawyers. One 
o f the most capable firms o f corpora
tion lawyers in New York represented 
him, and he had access to a criminal 
lawyer o f world-renowned astuteness. 
In the meantime the spy he had set 
on the trail o f George Phillips report
ed that the young man had moved 
from the lodging house to the Orleans 
Hotel.

At the end o f a week he had evolved 
a scheme which ought to be very profit
able, provided Phillips could be made 
to play his part, and Joe did not think 
that would be too difficult.

In the meantime Glenn was getting 
very bored. Lily had not put in an 
appearance and he wanted to see her. 
He thought o f sending an anonymous 
letter giving his new address, but he 
feared she might divine the author. 
Deliberately he passed the house of 
Mrs. Gloster upon several occasions to 
give her a chance to trail him, but the 
girl seemed hopeless as a sleuth. And 
now he was worrying lest the poor 
child had been recalled Jto Chicago or 
had been fired by wire. He was almost

a 7 A
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ready to call upon her and offer to aid 
her in her enterprise.

C H A PTE R  X V .
A. KITTEN THAT UOST HER MOUSE.

A B O U T  two hours after the de- 
parture o f Glenn Brooks from 
the lodging house o f Mrs. Glos

ter, that able business woman knocked 
on the door o f  Lily Lockhart. The girl 
reporter was lying on her bed in a 
dressing gown, reading a new book, 
and she frowned at the interruption; 
but she invited the landlady to enter. 
Mrs. Gloster came in with an air o f  
apology.

"  Excuse me for bothering you. Miss 
Lockhart,”  she began. “  But I always 
try to make my guests as comfortable 
as I can. D o you like this room all 
right?”

“  It isn’t bad,”  replied the girl indif
ferently.

Mrs. Gloster drew over a chair and 
sat down, uninvited.

“  The stairs are f  trial, though,”  she 
declared. “  Don’t you think you would 
be more comfortable on the ground 
floor?”

“  I hadn’ t t h o u g h t  <fbout it. I 
thought you said this was the best room 
you had available.”

“  It was when you came, but now 
I’ve got the front parlor, as lovely an 
apartment as you will find in a day’s 
walk.”

Lily sat up suddenly.
“ f b e  front parlor!”  she exclaimed. 

“  But that’s Mr. Phillips’s room !”
“  H e’s gone! Just packed up and got 

out without giving me any notice, 
though he did pay me a week extra 
when he settled.”

"  You mean he has left the house?”  
said the astonished sleuth.

“  Bag and baggage. N o reason at 
alL I think he’s land o f queer.”

“  V ery  extraordinary,”  murmured 
li ly .

“  Before I advertised a vacancy I 
8  A

thought I ’d give you the preference. 
It’s only five dollars more a week.”  

Miss Lockhart shook her head, “  I 
don’t care to move,”  she said. “  It is 
possible I may have to leave town in a 
week or two myself.” -

“  Oh, indeed,”  exclaimed the land
lady, losing much o f her manner o f be
nignity. “  I ’m sure I ’m glad you hap
pened to mention it. I wouldn’t want 
these two rooms thrown on my hands 
at once.”

“ I ’ll give you ample notice, or cash 
in lieu o f notice, when I leave,”  Lily 
assured her rather absent-mindedly.

When the landlady had departed the 
girl bounced off the bed and began to 
dress in haste. Upon her pretty face 
was an expression o f annoyance and 
perplexity. In view o f their delight
ful experience o f the night before it 
was very strange that Glenn Brooks 
would give up his lodgings and depart 
without trying to see her or at least 
leaving her a note o f explanation.

TH ERE had been no doubt in her 
mind that she had made a power
ful impression on Glenn; her at

traction for him was evident in his 
eyes. Lily had experience with the 
male sex, and she knew when she made 
a hit. She was still certain that-Glenn< 
Brooks was still immensely taken with 
her at the moment when she bade him 
good night and climbed the stairs to 
her room.

What had happened to cause his 
flight ? W hy had he left without say
ing good-by? What was the matter 
with him anyway ?

She had not seen him all day, so 
she could have done nothing to offend 
him. ’

Had he fled because he was afraid 
he was falling in love with her? That 
was possible. Men often try to escape 
from  their charmers, but they always 
come back.

Had something happened? Had he 
learned who she was? That was im
possible—  But was it? She remem
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bered the telegram. Suppose he had 
read that telegram!

No, it was sealed and tucked under 
her door in the morning. She wished 
she had not torn it up, but she could 
find out the time o f delivery by tele
phoning to the company.

In a few moments she was holding 
the line while the telegraph clerk looked 
up his records.

“  That telegram came in about three 
thirty this morning,”  he reported. 
“  As it was a. press message, it was im
mediately telephoned to you.”

“ Telephoned?” she exclaimed. “ I 
did not receive it.”

“  Somebody took the message and 
agreed to repeat it to you. It is marked 
as having been accepted over the tele
phone.”

“  I see. Thank you very much,” she 
said as she hung up.

The situation was now clear to her. 
'At four in the morning Glenn Brooks 
had been awakened by the ringing of 
the phone in the hall outside his room, 
and had answered it. He had agreed 
to give her the message rather than 
wake her, which was considerate of 
him, she told herself sarcastically. 
When he found his name mentioned in 
it, when he learned that she was work
ing on the Brooks matter and was ex
pected to telegraph results, he had un
derstood that the sweet little woman 
upstairs was not what she claimed to 
be.

Lily did not know whether Glenn 
was intelligent enough to figure out

that she was a reporter on his trail, or 
whether he assumed she-was inimical 
to him in some other way; but the re
sult was the" same. He had left the 
house to get out o f her reach.

The girl’s face was hot; she knew 
she was blushing with humiliation, and 
her abasement was not professional. 
At the moment she was not consider
ing that she had failed upon an as
signment, but that a man she liked- 
probably despised her. Probably she 
could locate him again, but to what 
purpose ?

Madden could thank himself for the 
collapse o f his scheme; his idiotic wire 
had fallen into the enemy’s hands. She 
was glad she had sent him an insolent 
message and threatened to resign. 
Now, before the Chicago Blade was 
aware that she had lost her quarry, she 
would follow up with her resignation. 
They would suppose it was due to an
ger, and her record o f never falling 
down on an assignment would be 
clean.

Besides, she had to take out her 
chagrin upon somebody; and who de
served it more than the city editor o f  
the Chicago Blade?

She returned to her room, donned 
her hat, and walked briskly to the tele
graph office, where she slashed off her 
telegram.

I  am  resigning from  the Blade f o r  
reasons w hich you  m ay figure out f o r  
you rself. A m  m ailing a check f o r  
$240 .00  unused expense m oney.

L i l y  L o c k h a r t .

T O  B E  C O N T I N U E D  N E X T  W E E K



Even in the semidarkness there was something ominous about their manner

Justice
The innocent bystander usually gets it in the neck— but nobody ever fixed 
up a stranger alibi than did these tu)o unwilling actors in a murder drama

By JOHN H. THOMPSON

“  ¥ IS T E N !’’ Bill hissed the warning 
1 and dragged me back into the 
1 ^shadow just as I raised my hand 

to rap on the door.
It was nearly midnight and this was 

the first house we had come to since 
we left Bantam some eight miles back. 
A dim light was burning in one o f the 
windows and I had visions o f a shake- 
down in a cozy farmhouse living room 
or perhaps even a pair o f beds with real 
mattresses.

There had been a light fall o f snow, 
but this had ceased and the. moon was 
shining brightly again. W e had mount
ed the back porch and I was all set to 
evoke-the joys o f rural hospitality when 
Bill broke in with his interruption.

W e crouched silently in the shadow 
o f a big stack of wood at the edge of 
the porch as the dark figures o f two 
men, 'silhouetted in the bright moon
light against the white background of 
the snow, slouched up the driveway. 
There was something menacing about 
their manner. In the semi-darkness I 
sensed that as soon as I saw them.

They obviously were on familiar 
ground, but they slunk along and 
glanced frequently over their shoulders, 
as though something which inspired 
them with terror was dogging their 
footsteps. They kept closely together, 
shoulders touching, like a pair o f 
schoolboys passing a lonely graveyard, 
finding courage in physical contact.

ns
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One o f the men was tall, close to six 
feet I judged, while the other was 
short.

“  You’re shaking as though you had 
a chill.”  It seemed to be the tall one 
who was speaking. There was a note 
o f scorn in his voice.

“  Shut up!”  snapped his companion 
in guarded tones.

“  What are you afraid o f? ”  retorted 
the other. “  There isn’t a person ” —  
he amended this— “  there isn’t a living,, 
person within ten miles of this place. 
You can holler if you want; nobody 
•will hear you.”

“  What’s the use o f taking any fool 
chances? Keep your trap closed until 
we get into the house.”  The note of 
apprehension was evident in the short 
fellow’s voice.

The tall man chuckled nervously. 
“  This thing is air-tight, absolutely air
tight.” He seemed to gain confidence 
as he repeated this.

They had stepped on the porch and 
paused. For some reason or other they 
seemed to be reluctant to go inside the 
house. Bill and I crouched ten feet 
away from them, scarcely daring to 
breathe. We, too, suddenly had lost all 
desire to seek shelter in this particular 
house, if this pair lived there at any 
rate.'

“  Suppose somebody is prowling 
around?” The short fellow was as un
easy as a guy with an ulcerated tooth.

“  W ho’d come prowling around here 
on a cold winter night?” said the. tall 
man. He had taken out a pipe and was 
jamming tobacco into the bowl.

“  D-d-don’t light a match out here.” 
His companion’s teeth were chattering.

“  Why not ?”  The tall fellow coolly 
struck a match on the leg of his trou
sers and in the yellow glare as he held 
the light to the bowl we caught a 
glimpse o f his face, a thin, hard, cruel 
face. Then the light went out and he 
tossed the match aside, the red spark 
breaking almost at our feet. The pun
gent aroma of burning tobacco was 
wafted to us.

“  W e don’t have to be afraid of any
thing.”  The tall fellow puffed com
placently. “  Somebody will find him 
— it, I mean. Nobody seen nothing 
and nobody ’ll suspect nothing. There’s 
not a mark in the house, no finger
prints, no nothing. After this thing 
blows over we can move those boundary 
posts to where we blasted well please 
and no poor fool will come around 
shooting off his face about his rights 
and what he thinks. Maybe he was 
right, but it don’t do him no good, 
now.”

He gave one o f those mirthless 
chuckles which sent a chill down my 
spine.

“ Let’s g o jn .”  The short fellow 
was shuffling about uncomfortably. It 
was plain that his conscience was un
easy.

IT  was with relief that we saw them 
turn toward the door.

“  It’s absolutely perfect,”  con
tinued the tall fellow as he fumbled 
with the latch and opened the door. 
“  W e’ve foreseen every possible slip. 
There’s no more chance of anybody 
tracing this to us than— ”

The door closed behind him, cutting 
off the rest o f his remarks to Bill and 
me.

For a second or two we stood there 
without speaking.

“ What’ll we do?”  I whispered 
finally to Bill.

“ D o?”  echoed Bill. “ W e’ll mind 
our own gol-dinged business and get 
away from this place as quickly as we 
can. I don’t know what these birds 
have done, and I don’t want to know. 
Whatever it is, it is nothing for a pair 
o f drifters like us to get mixed up in.” 

I realized the wisdom of Bill’s re
marks. W e have been traveling about 
the country long enough to know that 
there’s plenty o f t r o u b l e  floating 
around without going out of the way 
to stir up more. It may be all right to 
be an innocent bystander with a big 
bump of curiosity, but lots of innocent
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bystanders are carted away in am
bulances, and those that the ambulance 
doesn't get usually land in the police 
court as witnesses or prisoners.

“  W e’ve got—  Hello, here comes a 
car,”  whispered Bill.

Again we crouched in the friendly 
shelter o f the woodpile. The car shot 
past on the State road.

“  W e've got to get away from here 
without being seen,”  Bill resumed.

“ I f  they ” — I jerked my thumb in 
the direction o f the house— “  if they 
happen to be looking out o f the win
dow, they’ll see us going down the 
driveway, sure.”

“ W e don’t want to go down in the 
main road anyhow,”  said Bill. “  W e 
don't want any motorists to see us 
within a mile or two o f this dump. 
Something rotten has been pulled off 
in this neck o f the woods, and strangers 
who are seep now are likely to need 
ironclad alibis later, after the au
thorities get busy. W e’ll go out across 
the yard, keeping the woodpile between 
us and the windows, so they won’t see 
us from inside. After we get a good 
safe distance away we can hit back into 
the main road again.”

W e started cautiously through the 
back yard and across lots, and did not 
breathe easier until we passed over the 
brow o f  a slight hill and the house was 
hidden from our view.

“  This is awful traveling,”  muttered 
Bill at the end o f about fifteen minutes 
as we clambered over about the tenth 
stone wall surmounted by barbed wire. 
"  What do you say if we try to get 
back into the road?”

“  There’s another house,”  I ex
claimed.

Some hundred feet ahead were the 
dark outlines o f several buildings. The 
farmhouse was distinguishable from 
the bam by a light shining from one o f 
the windows.

“  I ’m colder than blazes; what do 
you  say if we try to get a shakedown 
there?”  I suggested.

“  Nothing doing,”  said Bill inexor

ably. “  Our move is to get out o f this 
section without being seen by anybody. 
Innocent men get hanged sometimes, 
but here’s one bird who figures on 
climbing to eternity without the aid of 
a rope.”

W e swung toward the road to our 
right, but paused simultaneously, our 
teeth chattering with the cold /W e both 
had noticed the same thing at the same 
time.

“ That window’s open,”  said Bill. 
He pointed toward the house to the 
window from which the light was 
streaming.

“  Probably a fresh air fiend,”  I whis
pered cheerfully.

“ W hy didn’t he put out the light 
then?”  demanded Bill.

“  Maybe he’s reading in bed,”  I ven
tured.

“  Farmers don’t read in bed late at 
night by the light o f an oil lamp with 
the window open,”  said Bill shrewdly. 
“  There’s something strange about this. 
W e’ll go over and take a look through 
the window.”

FOR a guy who is always preaching 
the beautiful gospel o f “ mind 
your own business,”  Bill some

times shows as little judgment as a 
boy who wants the distinction o f being 
the first skater o f the season on a pond. 
However, there’s no use o f arguing 
with Bill once he decides to do any
thing. The only thing to do is to let 
nature take its course and trust to luck.

W e clambered over still another 
barbed wire fence, traversed a yard 
cluttered up with old wagons, wood 
and other odds and ends.

“  This is like that other house back 
there,”  whispered Bill, as we cautiously 
picked our way among the rubbish. 
“  No women around here, I bet.”

“  S-sh,”  I warned.
Bill approached the open window 

and peered inside. Then he dropped 
back with a gasp.

“  Take a look inside there, Jim,”  he 
directed. His voice trembled. I
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glanced at his face. Even in the dim 
moonlight I could see the horror de
picted there. He moved aside to make 
way for me.

I approached the window gingerly 
and looked in.

Before my eyes was a large, low- 
ceiling^d room; one o f those old-fash
ioned country living rooms, but like the 
backyard it was cluttered up and un
tidy. At the opposite end was a table 
littered with dishes, amid which stood a 
nickeled lamp with dirty chimney. Be
side the table was a cot, on which 
sprawled the figure o f a man lying on 
his back, dressed in overalls and coat. 
Apparently he had just lain down to 
sleep.

In fact, at first I thought he was 
merely sleeping, but suddenly I ob
served a dark streak down the side o f 
his face and realized that the streak 
was blood. At the upper end o f the 
streak, just above the left eye, was an 
ominous round black mark.

“  He’s dead. Somebody shot him,”  
I gasped. “  W e’d better notify the po
lice.”

“  They’ll discover it to-morrow,”  
said Bill. " I t  won’t do any good for 
us to notify them now. W e’ll be held 
as suspicious characters if we do. W ho
ever did this thing probably didn’t leave 
any clews around, and we don’t want 
the lightning to hit us. The first thing 
the police would ask us would be what 
were we doing prowling around here 
at midnight.”

“  W e’ll tell ’em what we overheard 
back there,”  I said, jerking my head in 
the direction o f the house from whence 
we had come.

"Y eh , and it ’ll be our word— the 
word o f a pair o f strange drifters—  
against that o f a pair o f natives. W e’d 
have as much chance o f pulling 
through without trouble as a green 
driver crossing Fifth Avenue against 
the traffic lights at Forty-Second Street 
during the theater hour.

“  Those birds back there have fixed 
this up airtight. They shot this poor

fellow from this very window and then 
sneaked back home. There’s been a 
boundary line row, but only two per
sons alive know o f any such trouble, 
and the authorities will be up against 
a stone wall— no clews, no motives, no 
nothing.

"  The countryside will be stirred up. 
There will be hints o f mysterious 
strangers being seen. You and I will 
be the mysterious strangers. I f  we 
exercise judgment and get out o f the 
way before we are stopped and ques
tioned, the affair will go down in local 
history as one o f those unsolved mys
teries which the newspaper feature 
writers revel in.”

"  But justice should be done,”  I pro
tested.

“  It should be,”  Bill admitted. “  But 
if  we are hanged by mistake it won’t 
help justice any. It’s up to us to get 
away from here without attracting at
tention.”

WE turned into the road and re
sumed our journey toward 
New Milford. Neither said 

much. Bill, like myself, I knew, was 
thinking o f that figure lying on the 
cot back there in the lonely farmhouse, 
with the dark streak extending down
ward from the black hole over the eye.

Three or four times we stepped 
hastily from the road and crouched 
down while automobiles sped past.

A  feeling o f helplessness assailed me. 
Here were Bill and I, the only persons 
who could give the information which 
would lead to the capture o f the mur
derers, and we did not dare to open 
our mouths or, for that matter, even 
allow ourselves to be seen. If a pair 
o f old drifters would be eyed with sus
picion in these rural towns under nor
mal conditions, what chance would 
they have after a mysterious murder 
had been uncovered on the route they 
had just traversed?

On the outskirts o f New Milford 
we sought shelter in a bam and crept 
up into the hayloft. It was bitterly
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cold, though we uncovered a couple o f 
horse blankets which afforded a little 
protection. Dawn was just beginning 
to break when I finally sank into un
easy slumber.

I awoke shivering. Bill was still 
asleep. In the distance a church clock 
was striking twelve. It was noon—  
noon o f a cold, drab New England day.

M y  thoughts turned immediately to 
the tragedy o f the night. Had it been 
discovered. yet ? There was a-chance 
that it'hadn’t, but in any event it be
hooved Bill and me to get under way 
as soon as possible. I crept over to 
Bill and shook him until he awoke.

" W e ’d better be moving, old pal,” 
I reminded him. "  It’s noon.”

"T h e  best thing for us to do is to 
hide here until dark,”  said Bill. 
“  W e’d be taking the devil o f a chance 
if we tried to go through town by day
light. Remember, those two guys com
mitted an air-tight crime for which 
somebody may have to pay the 
penalty.”

“  Holy mackerel, man,”  I protested. 
“  I’ve got to eat. I ’m so hungry now 
I could tackle some o f this hay.”

" D o  you want to hang?”  snapped 
Bill.

“ I’d just as soon hang as starve,”  
I  ventured.

Bill shrugged his shoulders, but he 
was as hungry as I was, so we finally 
descended from the haymow and head
ed for the village.

“  News travels slowly out fyere in 
the country,”  said Bill as we turned 
into a restaurant on the main street. 
“  They probably won’t hear about the 
murder until some time next week.”

BIL L ’S optimism proved ill-found
ed, however, for we had no sooner 
seated ourselves at the counter—  

had not-even had time to put in our 
orders— when the man behind the 
counter bubbled over with the news 
with which he was fairly bursting.

"H e a r  about the shooting?”  he 
asked.

Bill gulped convulsively. I tried to 
act naturally, but realized all o f a sud
den that my appetite was gone. After 
all, starvation was nothing compared 
with hanging. My collar felt uncom
fortably tight. I glanced at Bill. He 
looked as guilty as a small boy caught 
in a jam closet.

For a minute there was silence. Then 
Bill tried desperately to change the sub
ject.

“  Two bowls o f  soup,”  he said.
I wondered if the restaurant man 

had been asked to watch out for any 
suspicious characters.

Perhaps Bill had made a mistake in 
trying to change the subject. I tried 
to remedy it.

“  Never mind the soup. Tell us 
about the shooting,”  I said airily.

The restaurant man eyed me in sur
prise; and I realized with a chill of 
horror that my remark perhaps was a 
bit too nonchalant.

But the restaurant man was anxious 
to get the news out o f his system.

“  Ray Gisselbrecht was shot through 
the head over at the old Peterson place 
on the Bantam road. Instantly killed, 
the doctor says.”

Bill coughed nervously.
“  They’ll probably never catch the 

persons who did it, eh ?”  he ventured.
"N ever catch em?”  echoed the res

taurant man. “  They’ve got ’em—  
Harry Potter and Archie Bollano, who 
live over at the old Knickerbocker place 
next to Peterson’s.

“  They were cornered and confessed 
this morning an hour after the body 
was found.”

Bill and I looked at each other in 
mingled astonishment and relief. Could 
there have been a hole in the air-tight 
crime?

“  These country sleuths must be 
good,” conceded Bill sagely. He 
turned to the restaurant man. "  Are 
you sure those guys confessed?”  he 
asked anxiously.

"  The constable told me so himself,”  
declared our informant. “  They

119



120 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

couldn’t help but confess. They were 
cornered.”

“ Cornered?” echoed Bill incredul
ously. “  Didn’t they go home after the 
shooting?”

“  Sure they went home. That’s how 
they came to be caught.”

It was getting beyond Bill and me. 
W e waited expectantly for the dope.

“  A  wise pair o f fools they were,” 
said the restaurant man contemptuous
ly. “  They almost got away with the 
shooting. They planned it carefully 
— foresaw every possible clew which 
might lead to them, with one important 
exception, and that gave them away 
and they finally confessed. Do you 
know what those boobs did?”

“  Spill it,”  urged Bill impatiently. 
Our soup was forgotten for the nonce.

“  Instead o f going to .Ray’s place by 
way of the highway, where their tracks 
would have been hidden by morning, 
the poor fools apparently walked across 
lots in the snow, and their tracks led 
right from their house to the window 
through which the shot was fired. It 
was a dead give-away.”

Bill looked at me and I looked at 
Bill.

“  Well,” he remarked finally with a 
grin, “  we may not have volunteered 
for service with justice, but the old 
dame certainly drafted us.”

And we turned our attention to the 
soup.

T H E  END

t r  v  xj

Oregon Salmon

T JP  the Mackenzie River about twenty miles from Eugene, Oregon, can be
seen a sight which is astounding to those heretofore only acquainted with 

the salmon as he comes from the grocery in a can. Here the State o f Oregon 
has built weirs, or fences, across the river which prevent the salmon going 
farther up the river to spawn.

Below this weir are literally thousands o f salmon, vainly trying to pierce 
the obstacle so as to reach their spawning grounds. The State has men 
employed here who take up the salmon, squeeze out the eggs and, after fer
tilizing with the male sperm, place the eggs into the State hatcheries to be used 
in restocking the waters.

These salmon are totally unfit for food, having great sores on their noses 
and sides. After laying their eggs they die. This all happens in their fourth 
year o f life. The female points her nose in a selected place in the rocks, and, 
holding it in one place, revolves around it on an axis, until she has scooped 
out a hole. In this hole she deposits her eggs, after which her lifework is done.

Trout fishermen farther up the Mackenzie bitterly resent the act o f  the 
State in closing up the spawning grounds, claiming that the trout will not 
remain in the river without salmon eggs to feed upon. In fact, a few weeks 
ago some one broke down a section o f the weir at night and thousands o f sal
mon escaped up the river.

It is a wonderful sight to see hundreds o f these great fish lyings closely 
packed in the water, some apparently weighing forty or fifty pounds, and to 
see them incessantly jumping up in the air, coming down in the water flat on 
their sides. At this period in life they do not feed, so they are not jumping 
for food. Just why they do it is one o f the unanswered questions o f life itself."

Dan Youngs.



( ' {  Wolves of the Ranch
A s Gilbert’s unscrupulous greedy talons close on the broad acres o f Plateau 

Ranch, Ted and his friends stake everything on one last desperate effort

By C, C. WADDELL

L E A D I N G  UP TO T H I S  I N S T A L L M E N T

SPRING floods wash out a Mon
tana bridge and destroy ten car
loads o f easy-going “  Pop ”  Trev

or’s cattle, plunging his one-hundred- 
thousand-acre Plateau Ranch badly in 
debt; banker Pohlman, secretly acting 
for Pop’s avaricious brother Gilbert, 
gives Pop thirty days to pay off the 
mortgage.

Pop Trevor’s son Ted comes home 
from college with his two chums, Jim 
Barnes, engineer, and Herb Crawford, 
math shark and amateur efficiency ex
pert, to see if they can help. Ted has 
written his fiancee, Phyllis Duhamel, 
an actress, telling his predicament and 
breaking the engagement.

But she and the rest o f her company, 
including the treasurer, Arthur Blake,- 
who is in love with Phyllis, arrive at 
Plateau Ranch, having abandoned 
their tour because o f the washouts. She 
has not received his letter; Pop, greatly 
taken with Phyllis, optimistically tells 
her to suggest any changes in the ranch 
and he'll make them; and Ted backs 
him up by not telling her their troubles.

She points out what a fine golf 
course and bathing pool could be fixed 
upland Ted, stalling, promises to start 
work on them. Herb figures out that 
the .ranch is not a paying proposition.

Ted catches Uncle Gilbert spying on 
the crowd at the swimming pool, and

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for October 13
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as the others come up, Gilbert snarls 
out the truth about the ranch’s involved 
state— but Jim covers it up by signal
ing that Gilbert is crazy.

Jim finally figures out how they 
could make a resort by building a paved 
short cut through the ranch from the 
State highway which circles it, building 
a golf course, and fixing the pool. The 
cost Herb fixes at two hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars.

Pohlman refuses to finance the ven
ture; but Jim resourcefully gets the 
railroad people to give him the danger
ously swinging bridge span if he will 
remove it from the flooded river; the 
cowboys, with the town’s fire engines 
and derricks, hoist it to safety.

Meantime Phyllis has secretly gone 
for a ride in Uncle Gilbert’s flivver, 
and wheedles the whole story o f his 
treachery from him. When he makes 
advances, she escapes with the car; and 
is just crossing a ravine when a cloud
burst wrecks the dam. *

Searchers from the ranch trace them 
to Gilbert’s cabin, then find him as he 
is about to set fire to the battered wreck 
o f  the flivver, found at the bottom o f 
the ravine. They ride on to the river, 
in time to see a barge breaking loose 
and starting downstream, with a wom
an aboard. Ted and the cowboys man
age to lasso posts and stanchions o f 
the barge and pull it ashore, saving 
Phyllis!

C H A PTE R  X I.
d o n ' t  g iv e  u p  t h e  s h i p !

ONE might almost have found it 
in his heart to pity Unde Gil
bert as the miraculously rescued 

girl was carried ashore.
His face turned a pasty gray; his 

lips went blue. His eyes, bulging al
most out o f his head, darted hither and 
thither in terror.

He knew the West’s chivalrous re
gard for womanhood. When Phyllis 
told the story o f her adventure and

charged him with responsibility for  
her jeopardy, what would these cow
boys, emotionally on edge as they were, 
do to him?

They were stamping, shouting, 
whooping now in a very delirium o f  
joy  over her rescue. He knew how. 
little it would take to pour that exuber
ance into grimmer channels.

And there was no chance for him 
to get away. I f  he attempted to make 
a break for it, those hard-riding fiends 
would overhaul him, and it would only; 
be the worse for him in the end.

“  Hadn’t ought to pester her with 
no questions,”  he protested shrilly, as 
Ted waded up out o f the river with 
her in his arms. “  After what she’s 
been through, it might bring on a brain 
fever or somep'n. Don’t let her talk, I 
tell you. Wrap her up warm in 
blankets and get home as fast as you 
can, and then keep her quiet.”

For once the old fellow and his 
nephew were in accord. Ted heartily 
seconded the suggestion; but he spoke 
from a true solicitude for her welfare, 
Uncle Gilbert out o f  selfish panic.

But Phyllis put aside their remon
strances with a wave o f the hand.

“ Nonsense!”  she said, slipping out 
o f Ted’s hold to stand upon her own 
feet. “  O f course everybody wants to 
know what happened to me, and there 
is no reason why I shouldn’t tell it.

“ And yet,”  she gave a wan smile, 
“  there is so little that I can tell. I was 
driving down through the ravine, and 
heard a great crash and roar behind 
me. Looking back, I saw an avalanche 
o f water sweeping down at me, and I 
drove for  all I was worth to try and 
outrace it. But I don’t suppose I had 
gone a hundred yards before it was 
upon me. I felt the flivver go over. 
I was swept out o f it in a rush o f  icy 
water, tons and tons o f it. lUseemed 
as if I would never come up, and the 
water was full o f stones and timbers 
and things knocking and grinding to
gether. H ow I escaped them I don’t 
know.
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"  Then at last/’ she went on, "  after 
what seemed centuries, I gc)t my head 
above the surface and could breathe. 
But it was impossible to swim. I could 
not even dodge the drift that kept com
ing at me. The water was so swift it 
held me like a vise. I could not move 
an inch to right or left; only keep up, 
and let myself go with it. I had no 
hope.”

She brushed her hand before her 
eyes as if to dismiss the nightmare 
memory. .

"  Suddenly I felt myself scooped 
up,”  she continued. “  A  big, uprooted 
tree came shooting down the current 
and picked me up in its branches. I 
pulled myself out o f the water and 
climbed up among the boughs; but I 
was shivering so with the cold I could 
hardly hold on.

“ ¥ D O N 'T  remember much for a bit 
£  after that,”  she broke off. “  The 

leaves were so thick about me that 
I couldn't see anything; but presently 
I realized somehow that I was out in 
the river. I was frightfully seasick 
from the swaying and pitching o f the 
tree. Then there came a bump, not a 
hard one, and I felt myself falling.

“  I  learned afterward,”  she ex
plained, "  that the tree had struck the 
barge; but at the time I did not know 
what it was. I heard the branches 
under me crackling and breaking as 
they took up the shock, and I was flung 
from  my perch to land on my hands 
and knees on some boards.

“  At first I just lay there; but after 
a minute or two I began to get my 
bearings and realize what had hap
pened. That friendly tree, after pick
ing me up and carrying me securely 
along, had deposited me in safety. As 
it slid away from the barge and went 
booming off down the river, I was al
most sorry to see it go.

“  Well, there I was.”  She gave an 
expressive gesture. "  But the barge, I 
discovered, was moored quite a way 
out from  shore, and even if I got there,

I didn’t know what I ’d find. Besides, 
I was all in, my shoes gone, and my 
clothes torn to ribbons. The barge 
seemed stoutly tethered, and I felt 
safest to stay there until morning.

"  I found this o ld ' coat,”  she in
dicated the grease-stained, fleece-lined, 
bargeman’s jacket she wore, “  and 
wrapped myself up in it. I must have 
fallen asleep, because the next thing I 
knew, I was awakened by the snap as 
the hawser parted, and found the old 
barge heading out into the river. I 
ran to the tiller to try and steer back 
to shore, but I wasn’t strong enough.

“  And then,”  she concluded briefly, 
"y o u  came.”

“  But where was the man all this 
time ?”  questioned Pop. "  What be
came o f him?”

"  The man ?”  She looked puzzled.
“ Yes; the man you left the ranch 

with, the fellow in the green suit?”
“  Oh, that man ?”  In a flash it came 

to Phyllis that the identity o f her com
panion was unknown. Her glance 
shifted for a second to Uncle Gilbert, 
as he stood ashy-faced and cowering in 
anticipation o f her expected revelation; 
then she looked away.

After all, this was an affair among 
the Trevors, something that reflected 
on the name she was about to assume. 
W hy wash the family linen in public?

“ Oh, that man?” she repeated easily. 
“  Why, I let him out quite awhile be
fore all this happened. He was—-well, 
a sort o f manager who wanted me to 
take a new role under his direction; but 
it was different from anything I’d ever 
played, and I didn’t think, from what 
he told me, that I ’d care for it 
especially.

"  So we called the deal off,”  she 
shrugged, “  and I left him at a camp 
up in the hills where he wanted to stop. 
I was to ride home in the flivver, and 
leave it at the ranch until he came for 
it ; but I lost my way on those moun
tain trails, and by blundering into that 
road past the Ashing lake got into all 
my trouble.”
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It was a plausible enough explana
tion, and she recited it so glibly, that 
her audience was completely taken in 
by it, except for Ted. He noticed 
various flaws and discrepancies in the 
story which left him still questioning.

However, his trust in her never 
wavered, and he was willing to leave 
anything she had left untold, until she 
herself was ready to disclose it. As 
he reminded himself, he had not been 
so candid with her as to be in a position 
to call for a show-down.

A F T E R  all, these phases o f the 
situation rather dropped into in
significance in the joy  and 

thanksgiving that filled him to over
flowing. It was enough for him that 
she whom he had regarded as dead was 
alive again, and that, although lost to 
him, she had been found.

His one solicitude now was to see 
that she suffered no ill-effects from her 
experience; so he promptly bundled 
her into a car which one o f the cowboys 
had commandeered in' the neighbor
hood while she was talking, and rushed 
off with her to the ranch to put her 
under the soothing ministrations o f 
Mom.

Meanwhile the rest o f the party dis
persed, the cowboys whooping off in a 
bunch as gayly as if they were just 
setting out, instead o f returning from 
a long, hard night’s work.

Pop and Arthur Blake followed less 
friskily, and Uncle Gilbert ambled 
along on Ted’s horse, which Pop 
generously loaned him, as he’d had to 
ride double with one o f the cowboys 
ever since he joined the party back in 
the ravine.

But this bit o f consideration gained 
no appreciation from the -skinflint’s 
curdled soul, any more than had 
Phyllis’s forbearance in not giving him 
away. It was always his habit to look 
for an ulterior motive.

"  Cute as a fox,”  he muttered now, 
as he thought how she had framed her 
story so as to shield him, while yet
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adhering strictly to the truth. “  Didn’t 
take her a split second to drop to it, 
that nobody knowed wl^o the man in 
the green suit was, and then make me 
out a theatrical manager.

“  Little baggage had a purpose in 
that.” He wrinkled up his hickory- 
nut face knowingly. “  She ain't letting 
me g o ; but she ain’t taking no chances. 
Not until she’s plumb certain that I ’m 
the owner o f Plateau Ranch and that a 
wedding ring is what I mean, will she 
come down.

"Y e p .”  He nodded. "S h e ’s got 
to be showed, and I guess I might as 
well see Pohlman, and find out if 
there ain’t some way to have that fore
closure rushed. I ’m getting kind o f 
sick o f Henry’s airs, anyhow. Acting 
like he was doing me a favor to let me 
ride what is practically one o f my own 
horses.”

And so, working hirqself up into a 
lively sense o f grievance, he rode his 
borrowed horse on into Laidlaw, and 
to the bank.

This left Efficiency Herb and Jim 
Barnes as the only members o f the 
party remaining at the scene o f rescue; 
and they were already down at the 
shore elatedly examining the barge.

“  A  godsend!” Jim ran his eyes 
along her bulky lines as admiringly as 
if she were a cup defender. "Ju st 
what we need. And dropped right into 
our laps, so to speak. That girl is sure 
Lady Luck herself to Ted Trevor. It 
was she who really suggested our 
scheme, and now she has made it pos
sible for us to carry it out.”

“  Don’t be too sure o f that,”  Herb 
exclaimed with something like dismay 
in his voice; for by this time they had 
clambered aboard the vessel, and were 
looking over her interior. "  W e’ve 
got the hippopotamus all right, but no 
bridle to ride her with. She runs with 
a motor, and it’s been taken out.”

“ Yes,” Barnes showed no especial 
perturbation; "  I rather expected that 
from the fact that no one was left 
aboard as a watchman.”
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“ But what are you going to do?”  
Herb exclaimed. “ You know what 
tug hire would cost you, even if you 
could get one.”

X A C T L Y ,”  Jim nodded, lighting“ P
r ,  his pipe. “  So, as the river works 

for nothing, I am going to let it 
handle the job for me.

“  You notice,”  he pointed out, "  that 
now, with the flood at its crest, there is 
a stretch o f backflow between the cur
rent and the shore. Well, I figure 
that by steering the barge in and out 
o f that, we can drift her down to Laid- 
law without any great risk.”

"  But, see here!”  Herb spoke skepti
cally. “  You're forgetting something. 
The current sets right in to the shore 
there at the site o f the railroad bridge 
where you've got to land to take on the 
span. You try to put in there, and—  
Zow ie!— there’ll be a crash that’ll muss 
the landscape for a mile around.”

“  N o.”  The engineer puffed placidly 
at his pipe. “  Because I ’m going to 
have you go to the nearest telephone 
right now to call up the ranch and tell 
Ted to get about twenty yoke of* his 
steers down to that landing place as 
fast as he can drive them there. Then, 
when we’ve worked the barge down to 
that inset o f  the current, I ’ll steer her 
into the slack water just above it. By 
running cables from her, around posts, 
to the cattle, we'll let them warp her 
along the shore until we get her right 
where we want her and tie up.

“ Then, with the span loaded on her,”  
he continued, “  we’ll cut the barge 
loose, and let the current carry her 
down to the mouth o f the stream that 
runs out from the ranch through the 
ravine. There's no flow to that at 
present, as the river has backed up in it 
dear to the site we’ve picked out for 
the bridge. So, with nothing but still 
water to navigate, we’ll hitch on to 
Ted ’s steers again, and have them tow 
us up to our destination.

“  There’s my plan,”  he challenged, 
knocking the smoked out ashes from

his pipe. “ Now what have you got to 
say against it?”

There was a good deal that he might 
say, Herb felt; and yet he could not 
deny that, given a lot o f luck, it could 
be accomplished. Under the circum
stances, and without a bank roll, it 
really seemed as feasible an expedient 
as could be suggested.

Accordingly, after entering an ob
jection or two, more by way o f form 
than from conviction, he set off to hunt 
up a telephone, and having found one 
at a house down the road, he notified 
Ted to bring" on his steers, and re
turned to the barge to assist Jim in 
preparing for their hazardous voyage.
, But with everything in readiness, 

and just as they were about to cast off 
the spliced hawser, they were inter
rupted by an angry shout from the top 
o f  the bluff.

“  H ere! What do you guys think 
you’re doin’ ?”

Tw o men, red-faced, burly and bel
ligerent, hurriedly set down a burden 
they were carrying between them, and 
came scrambling down the bank.

“  You keep away from that barge,”  
stormed the larger o f the two, bran-1 
dishing a fist like a ham as he advanced. 
“  It’s mine;”

“  Well, it is, and it isn’t.”  Herb 
faced him, slim and spectacled, but Un
daunted.

“ ’ Tis and ’tisn't?”  sputtered the 
bargeman. “ What kind o f talk is 
that? Guess I know my own proputy.”

“  Yes,”  said Herb, “  but it happens 
to be under salvage at present.”

“  Salvage ?”  The bargeman let out 
a string o f blistering oaths. “  You’re 
a damn’ four-eyed liar.”

P)R answer Herb pointed to the 
roughly-spliced hawser, and briefly 
recounted the circumstances o f 

the craft’s rescue.
“ I have twenty witnesses to prove 

what I say,”  he clinched the argument 
“ Told you last night you’d oughta 

reeve another cable onto her, Joe,”  the
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barge owner’s companion reminded 
him gloomily.

The other merely grunted; he had 
cooled off considerably by this time.

“  All right,”  he grumbled. “  Much 
obliged for what you done. But I ’ll 
take her over now. Here’s a hundred 
for your trouble.”

He grudgingly pulled a roll from his 
pocket, and peeling off a yellow-backed 
bill, held it out.

But Herb contemptuously waved the 
proffer aside.

“  Not on your life,”  he said. “  W e 
don’t want money. W e want the use 
o f  your old scow to-day. That’s the 
only terms we’ll settle on.”

The bargeman protested that he’d 
see them in perdition first. He had a 
contract to deliver a load o f coal that 
day, and it couldn’t be put off.

“  Very well,”  said Herb coolly. 
“  Then we’ll put our salvage claims in
to court for adjustment; and if I know 
anything o f the law, it ’ll be more than 
one day that you’re out o f your barge.

“  Meanwhile, we’re in possession,” 
he went on, “  and bound to look out 
for her safety. So, as this place don’t 
seem safe to me on account o f the 
drifting logs, I think we’ll take her 
down the river, and then up into that 
ravine at Plateau Ranch, and moor her 
there. ;

“  And,” he added as if with an after
thought, “  since it’s directly on our 
road, we can stop at Laidlaw, and take 
on a bridge span that we want to get 
out to the ranch.”

The barge captain turned the air blue 
with his profanity. For a moment or 
two, it looked as if he would resort to 
more forceful measures; and Jim 
Barnes hurriedly grabbed up a couple 
o f belaying pins from the deck to be 
prepared for emergency.

A  thought suddenly presented itself 
to the bargeman, however, which 
caused him to break off in his tirade.

“  Take her around into Trevor’s ra
vine ? Like hell you w ill!”  he grinned 
sardonically. “  You dern’ fools, don’t

you know you can’t run her without 
the motor? And I ’ve got that up on 
the bank.”

But his triumph was short-lived.
“  Oh, that doesn’t bother us in the 

least.”  Herb shrugged. “  W e can get 
along without the motor. Tell him what 
we figured on doing, Jim.”

Barnes, with a preliminary puff or 
two at his pipe, obligingly detailed the 
venturesome scheme o f navigation he 
had evolved, and added a few extra 
features to make the attempt seem even 
more hazardous.

The barge owner listened to him 
aghast.

“  You’re a pair o f ravin’ lunatics I”  
he gasped. “  Going joy-riding on a 
river like this! Why, even if by a mir
acle you got her down to Laidlaw, that 
inset the current takes there’d smash 
her sure— bust her into kindling wood.”

“  Not with our luck,”  declared Herb 
lightly. “  It isn’t everybody that can 
have a hundred-foot barge come drift
ing up to them just when they need it.”

“ .Humph!” the bargeman growled. 
“  I might be lucky enough to fall off a 
hotise, and not get hurt; but that’s no 
sign I ’d oughta go fall off a steeple. 
Still that’s neither here nor there,”  he 
went on. “  What I say is that you ain’t 
goin’ to try no such crazy stunts with 
my barge.

“  C’m on, Andy,”  he capitulated, 
with a jerk o f the head to his compan
ion ; “  help me down with the motor. 
W e’ll have to let that coal contract go 
to-day, I reckon, and run her for these 
two 'sylum escapes. Else all we’ll have 
left is mebbe a bunch o f souvenir tooth
picks down by the railroad bridge at 
Laidlaw.”

It took much time, however, to get 
the motor aboard and installed; and 
even with that accomplished, the cap
tain was so carefully slow in working 
his clumsy vessel down the flooded 
river, that Ted, hurrying his steers 
along, arrived in town with the barge 
still nowhere in sight.

With his accompanying cowboys, he



drove the yoked cattle down to the 
river bank where the bridge span rest
ed, and settled himself to wait, wonder
ing anxiously meanwhile whether any
thing had happened to Herb and Jim to 
cause the delay.

His mind pictured all sorts o f catas
trophes, as he gazed upon the booming 
river, sweeping it at that point with 
such tremendous force, and freighted 
with all manner o f wreckage.

A  drowned calf went circling by, a 
hen-coop with the fowls still fluttering 
wildly inside it', stove-in boats, farm 
implements, the ruins o f a summer 
house, and always the great plunging 
logs banging and crashing into one an
other, and destroying everything they 
struck.

Ted’s uneasiness grew as the mo
ments passed; and by the time he had 
lighted and thrown away half-smoked 
a full package o f cigarettes, he could 
stand it no longer, and decided to ride 
out the river road and see if he couldn’t 
locate the belated barge and his pals.

But as he stepped over to his horse, 
a hand suddenlly dropped on his shoul
der ; and turning, he looked up into the 
face o f the county sheriff. ,

"  Guess you’d better come with me, 
young man,”  said the officer.

C H A PTE R  XII.
LEGAL b o m b s h e l l s .

TE D  had no other idea than that the 
sheriff was joking.

" G o  with you?”  he laughed. 
" I ’m not that kind o f a girl, sheriff; 
I’ve got my reputation to think of. Be
sides, I'm  in a hurry right now.”

But the officer did not smile in re
sponse, o f relax his tight grip on Ted’s 
shoulder.

"  D o  you mean,”  Ted looked a little 
startled, "  that you are pinching me ?”  

"  W ell, I w ojjdn ’t exactly call it a 
pinch.”  The sheriff eyed him ominous
ly. "  But you're wanted over at the 
court house. Better come along peace
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able. You’ll find out what’s wanted, 
when you get there.”

With visions o f everything from an 
accusation o f murder down,t Ted ac
companied the slouch-hatted official 
over to the stone temple o f justice set 
back from the main street; but when 
he started to head for the court room}, 
the sheriff seized him by the arm and 
steered him into a chamber where the 
county commissioners were in session.

The chairman, a man by the name o f 
McGillivray, looked up at his entrance.

"  Oh, good morning, Mr. Trevor,”  
he said. “  W e’re engaged with another 
matter just at present. But w ell be 
ready for you in a few minutes.”  

They were discussing a question o f 
some bonds to cover flood ravages; and 
as Ted listened to them, he gathered 
that all three members o f the board 
were inclined one way on the subject, 
and as it seemed to him toward a very 
fair and equitable decision.

But just then Pohlman, the bank 
president, came in to join them, and 
after conferring with them in whispers, 
the three voted exactly contrary to the 
way they had originally expressed 
themselves.

Ted remembered then what his 
father had said about the county com
missioners being absolutely under 
Pohlman’s control; and it made him a 
little sick to see such abject "  yessing”  
as they gave him.

The sly-faced, thin-lipped banker 
did not glance in his direction; but Ted 
knew that Pohlman was conscious o f 
his presence.

The bond question settled, the chair
man o f the board looked toward him, 
and cleared his throat.

“  Mr. Trevor,”  he said, "  we under
stand that you brought a drove o f 
draught cattle into town this morning.”  

"  Yes, sir.”  Ted bowed. “  W e have 
the privilege like other ranch owners 
o f driving cattle through the streets.”  

" N o  doubt, no doubt,”  assented Mc
Gillivray hastily; he was a cattle man 
himself. "  But that is not what I was
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getting at. The question is— er— what 
are you planning to do with those 
cattle?”

“  Not giving you a short answer, 
sir,”  said Ted, “  I think that's my own 
business.”

“ Not .entirely,”  the chairman 
frowned. “  W e are informed that you 
propose to use these animals in trans
porting a bridge span over the roads of 
the county; and that cannot be done 
without the permission o f this board.”

IT was on Ted’s lips to disclaim any 
intention o f the sort ascribed to him, 
and explain that the span would be 

transported by water. But just then 
he saw the chairman steal a glance at 
Pohlman as if for approval, and the 
latter give an almost imperceptible nod 
in return; so he decided to hold his 
peace.

Perhaps, if he disclosed his actual 
program, Pohlman would find some 
way to crab that, too!

Therefore, instead o f speaking out, 
he pretended to be taken aback at the 
chairman’s intelligence.

“  Oh, I didn’t know,” he stammered. 
“  I beg the board’s pardon. But, o f 
course, the permission will be granted.” 

“  No,”  said McGillivray, “  I am 
afraid we shall have to refuse.”

Ted feigned consternation.
“  But— but,” he protested, “  what 

am I to do? I have this span down on 
the river bank, and the mayor tells me 
it will have to be taken away to-day. 
This throws me into an awful hole.”  

The commissioners looked at one an
other, and it seemed for a minute as 
if they were going to weaken. But 
Pohlman’s cold eyes shot a coercive 
glare at them, and they huddled back 
into line.

“  No,” repeated the chairman. “  W e 
are sorry if it puts you to incon
venience. But we have the roads to 
think of, and— er— the interruption to 
traffic.”

“  But you have given this permission 
to lots of other people,” Ted argued.

“  I remember about a year ago Mr. 
Pohlman there was moving a house, 
and he blocked oft" one o f the main, 
highways . for more than a month. 
What’s the idea o f making fish o f one 
citizen, and fowl o f another?”

“ That will- do, sir!” 'McGillivray 
spoke up with an assumption of flouted 
dignity. “  The permission is refused 
you. And that’s all there is to it.”

“  Oh, no, it isn’t.” Ted had risen 
and advanced toward the table.

“  What do you three stiffs think you 
are, anyhow? You had me haled in 
here like a criminal, and have been 
acting generally like three little poten
tates. Well, you’re not. You’re public 
servants, and unfaithful servants at 
that. Do you think I don’t know what 
is behind this slimy move? Pohlman 
doesn’t want anything done that might 
help my father lift the mortgage he 
holds. And when Pohlman cracks his 
whip, you1 three have to jump through 
the hoops.

“  Well, let me tell you something, 
you miserable poodles.” His eyes 
blazed. “  Pohlman or no Pohlman, 
permission or no permission, that span 
is going to be transported out to Pla
teau Ranch to-day. So put that in 
your pipes and smoke it.”

He turned on his heel as he finished, 
and with head lifted high, he strode 
out of the courthouse.

Looking back as he walked down the 
street, he saw that the entire crowd was 
following him, the sheriff, the three 
county commissioners and Pohlman, all 
conferring earnestly together; and 
again a sense o f anxious misgiving 
smote him.

Suppose something had happened to 
the barge in the ’prentice hands o f 
Herb and Jim, what then would become 
o f his bold defiance?

HE hurried on to the river bank to 
get his horse and gallop off to 
find out what was the trouble. 

Lower and lower his heart sank with 
every step. Surely, unless there had
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been a wreck, the boys would have 
been here by this time.

He reached the waterworks pump
ing station, and rounding the corner of 
it, looked about for Sim Bradley to tell 
him where he was'going. But the cow
boys with their horses were gathered 
on the edge o f  the bluff watching some
thing out in the stream— probably a 
house going down or something o f the 
sort.

Ted called to Bradley, but the latter 
was too intent on the spectacle in the 
river, whatever it was, to pay any heed 
to him; so he impatiently pushed on 
past the cud-chewing oxen to where the 
group o f  absorbed punchers stood.

Then, as he reached them, he stopped 
suddenly and stood staring with bulg
ing eyes, his heart doing a flip-flop al

most out o f his bosom in his revulsion 
o f feeling.

There in the slack water just above 
the approach to the vanished railroad 
bridge was the old barge chugging 
warily along. And, as Ted watched, 
the red-faced man at the tiller barked 
an order over his shoulder, and swing
ing out, steered into the current.

The swift rush o f  the inset caught 
the lumbering craft, and sent her shoot
ing toward shore like a surf-board. 
But with masterly skill, the captain 
righted her at just the correct second; 
and with her propeller backing water 
like mad, and Herb and Jim dancing 
like maniacs on her deck, she slid in be
side the bank and held.

A  couple o f  cowboys scrambled 
dow n the bluff, and catching the ropes 
tossed ashore made her fast.

Glancing back over his shoulder, Ted 
saw the county commissioners, Pohl- 
man and the sheriff, with a knot o f 
hangers-on, just coming around the 
com er o f the pumping station; and a 
stratagem occurred to him.

*' Hey, Bradley!”  he hissed at the 
foreman. “  Take one or two o f  the 
boys, and line up the cattle like we 
were going to start them to hauling.”

Joining in the ruse himself, he began 
9> A

cracking a long whip and bawling out 
excited orders, as the bunch o f officials 
and ̂ spectators paused involuntarily to 
watch his frenzied activities.

“  Get the rollers ready, boys!”  he 
shouted. “  W e’ll hoist the'old span up 
over the bank, and set her on them. 
Then we’ll be all fixed to start.”

The sheriff stepped forward.
“  Better not try it, Trevor,”  he 

warned. “  The minute you start out I 
will have to jug you, and you’ll get 
soaked for the limit.”

But Ted, with a mutinous toss o f  the 
head, merely went on giving Ins' direc
tions.

Meanwhile, the work o f  loading the 
span upon the barge was rapidly pro
ceeding in a sort o f sulphurous reek, 
as the barge captain vehemently kept 
urging speed, since he did not know 
how long he could hold against the 
pouring sweep o f  the flood.

Fortunately, though, everything was 
in readiness, the stout cables fastened 
about the Span, the derrick still stand
ing where it had been set up the day 
before.

r lE  derrick’s long, arm swept out, 
and the knot o f  tense scowling 
officials stood watching it, ex

pecting to see the heavy span come 
swinging up over the edge o f  the bluff. 
But instead it was gently lowered to 
the deck o f the barge.

W ord was brought to Ted that it 
was safely aboard and the lines being 
cast o ff; and he tossed his cow-whip 
to Sim Bradley with a laugh.

“  Drive the steers home,”  he said. 
“  I guess -we won’t use them to-day, 
after all.”

He was backing toward the bluff as 
he spoke, and at the edge o f  it he 
paused to kiss his hand ironically to the 
pop-eyed officials.

"  Show’s over, you poor boobs!”  he 
jeered. "  I told you that, Pohlman or 
no Pohlman, I ’d have that span out to 
Plateau Ranch to-day; and here’s 
where I keep my word.”



130 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

Then he sprang down the bank and 
leaped aboard just as the last line was 
cast off, and the old barge, yielding to 
the impetus o f the current, shot away 
down stream.

The rest o f the voyage was made 
without misadventure or particular in
cident. Naturally, the stretch to the 
mouth o f the ravine did not take long. 
Herb said afterward that he hadn’t 
been so near flying since he had coasted 
down a very steep hill as a boy.

But after they struck the still water 
backed up into the ravine and had to 
depend on the motor to kick the barge 
and her weighty burden along, prog
ress was necessarily slower. The cap
tain, fearful o f snags or other sub
merged obstacles in these unknown 
waters, kept his speed down practically 
to a crawling space.

It was sunset before they finally 
reached the spot between two cliffs of 
equal height, which had been selected 
as the site for the bridge.

Jim Barnes wanted to defer the un
loading o f the span until next day1, 
since, although the granite walls o f the 
ravine were amply able to sustain the 
weight, he wished to make doubly sure 
o f it by putting in some concrete re
enforcement.

But the barge owner strenuously de
murred to any suggestion o f delay. He 
had agreed to furnish his boat and 
services in settlement o f the salvage 
claim for that day alone, and if he was 
held over to another day he vowed he’d 
have to be paid an all-fired stiff price.

Also, he swore vigorously, he “  did 
not intend to do it nohow.”  No telling 
just how soon the flood would turn and 
start to go down; and when she did, 
the water would run out o f this va
riously qualified ravine so fast that he 
would be stuck up there high and dry, 
until mebbe in a dozen years or so an
other blank-blanked flood came along 
and floated the old barge off.

He’d filled his contract and delivered 
the span where they told him; and now 
if they didn’t want to accept it and

take it off his hands, he’d freight it 
back where it came from and chuck it 
in the river.

IN view o f this attitude on his part, 
there seemed nothing for Barnes to 
do but accede, especially since he 

admitted that whatever concreting was 
necessary could' be done after the span 
was in position. .

Accordingly the ranch derrick which 
Ted had sent word by Sim Bradley to 
have set up, and which now stood in 
readiness on the edge o f the ravine, 
was put into action, and the work of 
hoisting the span off the barge was 
commenced. ,

But first Ted raced away to the 
house to get Phyllis and bring her to 
the SCene.

“  This bridge is the corner stone to 
a new and more prosperous Plateau 
Ranch,”  he said, “  and it wouldn’t be 
fair not to have our mascot with us—  
the one who really brought it to pass.”  

He found her on the veranda with 
Mom, looking none the worse for her 
ordeal o f the night before.

“  O f course I'll go.”  She rose eager
ly as he explained what he wanted; 
and laughed to scorn some fears he ex
pressed that it might possibly be too 
much for her.

“  Bunk!”  she scoffed. “  I ’ve felt far 
more all in many ac time after a night 
o f  strenuous daiici^!" Come on.”  She 
waved her hand gaylv to the rest o f 
the house party. “  Let’s go !”

So Ted loaded them all into the sta
tion wagon, a jolly, laughing company, 
and drove them out to the ravine—  
Phyllis and Mom, Dad and Mrs. 
Wilson, and Rose Regley, Pop and 
Arthur Blake— arriving there just as 
everything was in readiness for the 
hoisting o f the span.

“  Hold on a minute.”  He turned to 
Jim Barnes. “  Are those cables abso
lutely safe?”

“  Sure,”  the engineer nodded. 
“  They’d hold up the Leviathan.”

“  All right, then,”  said Ted; and
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picking Phyllis up in his arms, he car
ried her swiftly down the steep path 
at the side o f the ravine, and stepping 
aboard the barge, set her down in the 
middle o f the span.

Somebody had brought out from 
the house a string o f signal flags used 
at some birthday celebration at the 
ranch, and these were quickly fes
tooned along the steel work. Some
body else had fastened the Stars and 
Stripes at the top o f the derrick. So, 
with the colorful ̂ costume o f the cow
boys who had all assembled to witness 
the spectacle, and the light dresses of 
the ladies,Tt was quite a gala affair.

Then Jim Barnes gave the word; the 
winches began to revolve, the cables to 
tighten. Slowly the steel span rose be
tween the walls o f the ravine.

Higher and higher it came, with Ted 
and Phyllis standing in the center of 
it, until at last it rose above the tops o f 
the cliffs on either side.

As it hung suspended there, Phyllis 
suddenly pointed, and everybody 
turned to look. The daily shower o f 
the region had as usual passed around, 
leaving a mass o f dark clouds piled up 
on the eastern horizon; and now 
against this the last rays o f the setting 
sun were throwing a great, beautiful 
rainbow— the symbol o f promise.

But Jim Barnes was interested less 
in promise than, in performance. He 
gave a wave o f his hand, and the long 
arm o f the derrick moved around to 
swing the span across the ravine.

“  Steady on the guy ropes there! 
Easy, everybody! St— eady!”

Barnes’s uplifted arm dropped slow
ly, and with it the span came down 
gently as a feather to rest secure on 
the exact spot chosen for it. The bridge 
was an  accomplished fact.

TE D  proudly escorted Phyllis to the 
farther side, and then back again 
t o  receive the congratulations o f 

their friends, while the cowboys fairly 
split the air with their yells and whoops 

approval.

So great was the din and excitement 
that nobody noticed the arrival o f a 
car. upon the scene until its three occu
pants, Pohlman, the banker; Uncle Gil
bert and jh- Laidlaw lawyer, shouldered 
their way through the crowd up to a 
family group where Ted and Phyllis, 
Pop and Mom stood with their arms 
around one another.

At the sight of Pohlman’s pale, sly 
face, Ted’s eyes blazed, and he took a 
hasty step forward.

“  It just needed you sticking your 
nose in here,”  he shouted angrily, “  to 
make this the end o f a perfect day; for 
it gives me a chance to get at you. The 
law’s on my side this time, and I order 
you off our premises. If you don’t go, 
I ’ll throw you off and have you arrest
ed for trespass to boot. Get off this 
ranch, I say.”

"  H e ! H e !”  cackled Uncle Gilbert 
malignantly. "  Demed if h$ ain’t tak
ing the words right out of the man’s 
mouth. Why, you impident young 
whipp'ersnapper, that’s what Mr. Pohl
man has come here to do, order the 
whole wuthless bunch o f you off’n this 
ranch.”

Meanwhile the Laidlaw lawyer had 
pressed forward and thrust a paper 
into the elder Trevor’s hand.

“  What’s this ?” Pop gazed at it 
blankly.

“  Why, it’s a formal notice we are 
serving on you, Mr. Trevor,”  said the 
lawyer glibly. "  You will recall, no 
doubt, that clause in your mortgage 
which provides that in case you make 
any changes or alterations on this 
estate which the mortgagee regards as 
prejudicial to his interests, he shall 
have1'the right to call upon you for 
their prompt abatement, and on your 
failure to comply, may enter an imme
diate foreclosure.

“  Now this bridge ”— he frowned at 
it severely— “ Mr. Pohlman regards as 
distinctly prejudicial to his interests. 
It means the cutting up o f the ranch by 
a public road running across it, and is 
the initial step, as we understand, in a
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program o f other features which we 
consider extremely detrimental.

“  Therefore,”  the lawyer drew him
self up, “  we serve notice on you, Mr. 
Trevor, that unless that bridge is re
moved by noon to-morrow, we shall 
take possession o f the ranch.”

CH A PTER XIII.
THE INTERRUPTED CONFERENCE.

POP wilted. For once all his happy 
optimism was dashed. Some
thing had turned up this time; but 

it had turned up the wrong way.
He drew Ted aside, the fond pride 

with which he had been regarding 
his son’s achievement changed to dis
may.

“  Looks as if they had us, boy,”  he 
whispered miserably. “  I ’m afraid 
your bridge ’ll have to go. Still;”  he 
made a feeble attempt at his customary 
buoyancy, “  something may turn up. I 
am going to take ’ em over to the house 
and see if I can’t talk ’em into some 
kind of a compromise.”

Pohlman, when the suggestion for a 
conference was broached, stiffly de
clined.

“  I really see nothing to be gained 
by that, Mr. Trevor,”  he said coldly. 
“  The matter simply stands that this 
bridge must be removed by to-morrow 
noon, or else as the representative o f 
the mortgagee, I shall take possession 
o f the ranch. All the discussion in the 
world will not change my determina
tion in that respect.”

But Uncle Gilbert proved more 
amenable. He knew from experience 
that as soon as they were settled, Kwen 
Lee would be called upon to pass re
freshments; and he was not overlook
ing any opportunity to warm his with
ered innards with Henry’s Scotch or 
to fill his pockets with Henry’s excel
lent cigars.

“  Aw, give him a chance to_ talk, 
Pohlman,”  he urged, hypocritically. 
“  Mebbe he can show you where this

bridge ain’t going to do you no such 
damage as you think.”

"The bank president looked up in 
quick surprise at this leniency from 
such a source; but catching a wink 
from Uncle Gilbert, gathered that 
trickery o f some kind was afoot, and 
therefore conceding the point, asked 
Pop to ride back in their car with them 
to the house.

The others followed more slowly, 
and stood around outside the house, 
silent or talking in suppressed tones, 
much after the manner o f mourners at 
a funeral.

T o Ted, that was just what it was—  
the funeral o f all his hopes. He had 
no idea that anything would come out 
o f this conference; for he realized 
from the venomous glances Pohlman 
had cast at him that the latter’s merely 
passive dislike o f him had been turned 
by their two recent encounters into an 
active enmity, and that the bank pres
ident would spare no pains to hurt him.

Also, he sensed a new and more in
tense hostility in Uncle Gilbert’s man
ner, although he did not understand 
the reason for it, naturally never 
dreaming that it .was the rankling o f a 
shaft o f Cupid that had started this 
wrinkled old wretch on the warpath.

As a matter o f fact, he and Phyllis, 
between them, had precipitated the 
whole crisis; he by his hot-blooded 
flinging down the gauntlet to Pohlman, 
and she by her misunderstood toler
ance in shielding Uncle Gilbert.

Ted did not comprehend entirely the 
motives back o f the demand upon his 
father; but he shared none o f Pop’s 
hopes that those two vultures could be 
induced to relent.

As he saw it, he was done so far as 
Plateau Ranch was concerned. I f  the 
bridge was not removed, then Pohl
man and Uncle Gilbert— for Ted was 
confident that Uncle Gilbert was the 
man behind the guns— would come in 
and take possession at the end o f  the 
thirty days.

You could pick either horn o f  the
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dilemma you chose. It did not really 
make much difference.

AS he stood in moody reflection, he 
 ̂ suddenly felt Phyllis’s arm slip 
into his.

"N ever mind, old dear," she said 
softly. "  N o matter how it comes out, 
you have the satisfaction o f knowing 
that you’ve put up a gallant fight.”
. "  A  gallant fight!” he repeated bit
terly. "  I ’ve been a coward and a pup 
and a double-distilled idiot. You know 
the truth now ; but it will always be a 
shameful memory to me that you had 
to learn it in such a way, that I didn’t 
have the spunk and the decency to tell 
you myself.”

“  But that’s just what you did do, 
poor lamb.”

And, with a laugh, she drew from 
her potket that letter he had written 
her from Seattle.

" Y o u  got my letter?” . He stared 
at it incredulously. "  And you knew 
all the time?”

“  Right on both counts.”  She 
laughed again. “ You are not the 
only one who has been playing a part. 
As a matter o f fact, dearest, it was this 
letter from you more than the high 
water that induced me to close my tour 
and come scooting down here to see 
what was back o f all your tale o f ship
wreck and ruin.

"  Then, when I got here, and dis
covered the line o f false pretenses you 
were following with me, I thought,
* Far be it from me to crab his act,’ so 
I stood pat.

“  Besides,”  she unconsciously re
peated the argument Herb had made, 
"  I felt, maybe, i f  you thought I didn’t 
know, there would be a greater in
centive for you to fight your way out 
o f the muddle. And, even if I hadn’t 
known, I couldn’t condemn you very 
severely, Ted, because I have been 
playing a part myself. Perhaps, more 
o f  a part than you dream.”

" Applesauce!”  scoffed Ted. "Y o u  
are only trying to let me down easy.”

"  Is that so?”  she countered. "H o w  
about the man in the green suit? 
Haven’t you any curiosity to know who 
that was?”  There was a teasing, little 
twinkle in her eye.

"N o t  until you choose to tell me.”  
Ted shook his head. “  I ’m not 
bothered.’’

She stamped her foot in pretended 
exasperation.

“ Was there ever such a man? I 
simply can’t make him jealous.”

Then her glance softened, and she 
gave his arm an affectionate little 
squeeze.

“  But you're right at that, Teddy 
boy. There’s no need for you to be 
bothered about anybody else, and never 
will be. And you and I are going to 
have a grand show-down and clear 
away all the misconceptions for good 
and all.

“  I only hope,”  she added a bit anx
iously, “  that you’ll forgive my duplic
ity as fully as I do yours. After all, 
the motive with both o f us was un
selfish and with the thought o f the 
other in mind.

"  Only never get the idea into your 
head again, Ted,”  she \varned, “  that 
you can put anything over on me. No 
man can do that with the woman that 
loves him. Even if I had never got 
your letter, I would still have known 
that something was wrong here. Do 
you suppose that Pop, the darling old 
humbug, ever fools Mom? Wiry, she’s 
onto him like a thousand o f bricks; but, 
wonder that she is, she never lets him 
guess it.

"  So in the future, sweetheart, you 
and I are going to play straight; we— ”

But Ted, recalled by this to the black 
situation at the ranch, gave a despair
ing gesture.

**' | *HE future?”  he groaned. "  What
|  can we look to in the future?

Everything I told you in that 
letter is still true— more so than ever. 
It may be years before I can think o f 
getting married.
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“  No.”  His voice broke slightly. 
“  It would not be fair to hold you. W e 
must break our engagement.”

But she refused to take his tragic 
view o f the matter.

“  Seems to me, I have something to 
say on that,”  she retorted. “  Suppose 
I decline to be freed? You don’t want 
a breach of promise suit on your hands, 
do you, with all your other troubles?” 

Again she snuggled close to him.
"  Things may look pretty desperate, 

T eddy, dear,”  she murmured, “  but 
we’ll face them together. And, for 
once, I stand with Pop; I believe that 
something is going to turn up. Perhaps 
Arthur Blake will— ”

He drew back from her as if he had 
been stung.

“ Blake?”  He gave a vitriolic 
laugh. “  L ord! He’d do anything to 
help the smash along. W hy shouldn’t 
he? Wouldn’t he figure that it give 
him a better chance to win you?” 

“ W in me?”  Her eyes dilated; 
then she giggled. “  Gee! I really 
have the man jealous, and didn’t know 
it. Oh, you black Othello! But 
where are your eyes, you poor fish? 
Didn’t you know that Arthur Blake is 
hopelessly gone on Rose Regley?”

“  That little, dumpy, brown thing?”  
Ted exclaimed incredulously. “  What 
does he see in her?”

“  Lucky we all don’t think alike,” 
Phyllis laughed. “  He probably won
ders what you see in a scrawny, faded 
blonde like me. And the tragedy of it 
is, that Rose is completely taken up 
with that pipe-puffing Jim Barnes. Poor 
Arthur! I think he has been behaving 
beautifully under the circumstances.

“  Oh, Ted, isn’t it wonderful,” she 
drew his arm around her, “  that you and 
I had nothing of that kind to contend 
with? W e knew from the very first 
moment that we were meant for each 
other. And don’t tell me,” she added 
triumphantly, "  that any such scum as 
Pohlman and Uncle Gilbert can pre
vent it.”

So engrossed were they, that neither

of them had noticed a telegraph mes
senger boy on a bicycle pedalling up thd 
drive toward the house, until now he 
halted beside them, and caused them to 
draw hastily apart.

“ Mr. Arthur Blake?” he said in
quiringly, as he drew a yellow envelope 
from his uniform cap, and read the 
superscription.

Ted pointed out where Blake stood 
talking to Rose Regley over by the 
steps of the veranda, and then turned 
back to resume his conversation with 
Phyllis.

But she laid a quick hand on his arm 
to stay him.

“  W ait!” .she breathed excitedly. She 
was watching Blake as he opened and 
read the telegram.

A FTER a moment, he finished and 
slipping the message into its en
velope, lifted his head, and glanc

ing across to  her, nodded in answer to 
the question in her eyes.

“ From dad!”  cried Phyllis joyous
ly. “  Then there’ s no further need to 
worry. Everything is all right.”

Ted couldn’t quite make that out. 
Just what Phyllis’s father could ac
complish in the present situation, he 
failed to see.

True, he knew very little of her 
father. In their brief and rather hectic 

. acquaintance both at Seattle and here 
at the ranch, there had been scant op
portunity to go into the details of fam
ily relationships. They were content 
to take each other at face value, and it 
was so much more interesting to talk 
about themselves.

Still Ted had somehow gathered a 
vague impression that Mr. Duhamel 
vPas a minor railroad or steamship o f 
ficial o f some sort, whose nose was 
pretty close to the grindstone; so much 
so, in fact, that it had been absolutely 
necessary for Phyllis to earn her own. 
living. And how could a man of that 
type be o f any especial aid in straight
ening out this muddle at Plateau 
Ranch ?
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It must be, be decided, that Phyllis 
meant everything was all right with her 
father so far as their engagement was 
concerned. But would the man look 
with the same favor oh the arrange
ment, when he discovered that his pros
pective son-in-law was a bankrupt?

Before Ted could question Phyllis, 
however, and get at a solution o f the 
puzzle, Blake came swiftly over to 
them.

“  Come on, Trevor,”  he said. “  W e’re 
going to pull the teeth of those hyenas.”

And without giving Ted time to ask 
the nature o f the move, or what was 
expected o f  him, he hustled him over 
to the ranch house and into the office, 
where the group o f elders sat in con
ference.

A t their entrance, Pohlman, the 
banker, rose quickly with an irate ex
clamation.

“  I thought this was to be a private 
consultation,”  he said sharply, “  not 
overrun with a pack o f hobbledehoy 
boys. I, for one, decline to sit in the 
same room with that insolent cub.”  He 
cast a baleful look at Ted, and picked 
up his hat.

“  Just a moment, please, Mr. Pohl
man,”  Blake stayed him suavely. "  I 
beg the pardon o f you gentlemen for 
butting in; but I have news o£ such 
vital bearing upon the matter you are 
discussing, that I felt you should know 
it at once.

“  The question, as I understand it,”  
he went on, “  is whether this bridge 
that has been set up, shall remain or 
not. Well, that’s settled. The bridge 
stays right where it is. I have a tele
gram here from Mr. Cyrus J. King— ”

Pohlman sat down abruptly, his eyes 
mere slits as he watched Arthur Blake 
draw the inclosure from the envelope. 
Uncle Gilbert took advantage o f the 
general •'preoccupation to help himself 
to another brimming glass o f Scotch 
and sneak another bunch o f cigars.

“  A  telegram from Mr. Cyrus J .  
King,”  proceeded Blake, “  who, as you 
all probably know, is in charge o f build

ing and laying out this section o f the 
new highway. Shall I read his mes
sage?” And without stopping for per
mission, he did so: ,

* “  A rthur Blake,
" Plateau Ranch, Laidlaw, Mont.

“ If bridge project proves feasible, 
have engineers change line of new 
highway, so as to cut across Plateau 
Ranch as you suggest, paying Trevor 
any reasonable figure for right of way. 
Resort plan seems excellent scheme. 
Give young men engaged on it every 
encouragement.

“  Cyrus J. K ing.”

POH LM AN  and Uncle Gilbert both 
looked as if something had vio
lently disagreed with them.

“  What I want to know,”  rasped 
Uncle Gilbert, “  is how Cyrus J. King, 
clean on to New York; knowed any
thing about that pesky bridge?”

“  Easy,”  said Blake. "  I wired him.”  
“  And you mean to say,”  Uncle Gil

bert gasped, “  that a man like King, a 
big highway builder and railroad presi
dent and multimillionaire, is paying any 
attention to a cheapskate theatercal 
manager like you?”

"  Shut up, you fo o l!”  Pohlman 
jerked him by the sleeve. “  He’s 
King’s personal representative. Showed 
me his credentials when he was at the 
bank yesterday.”

The banker had recovered from his 
first shock by this time, and was acting 
rather like a man who had swallowed a 
bitter pill, and was endeavoring to ap
pear as if he liked it.

“  I must confess, Mr. Blake,”  he 
smiled wryly, "  I am somewhat S u r
prised. You really said nothing in our 
talk yesterday; but I rather gathered 
that like me you were opposed to the 
Trevors’s visionary schemes. But 
since I was mistaken, I suppose there 
is nothing to do, but close the business 
up, as your telegram seems to suggest 

"  You intend, I take .it, to pay Mr. 
Trevor for this right o f way an amount
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sufficient to cover his arrears o f inter
est, and so allow him to keep the ranch 
in his hands?”

“ Yes,”  Blake bowed. “ That is, 
provided he will accept it.”  He glanced 
at Pop.

“  Sure, I w ill!” shouted the latter ve
hemently. “  Lord! I knew all along 
something was bound to turn up.”

“  Then,”  said Pohlman, rising again, 
“  since there seems nothing more to de
tain us, I will bid you all good eve
ning.”

“  Oh, just one more thing, Mr. Pohl
man.”  Blake lifted a detaining hand. 
“  It may interest you to know that'"! 
purchased to-day from various stock
holders a controlling interest in the 
Laidlaw Bank, and will call a meeting 
to-morrow to elect a new president' and 
directorate.”

The banker’s steel-like control shat
tered at that. His mask o f a face twist
ed into a scowl of murderous fury, and 
for a moment, it seemed as if he were 
about to make a savage onslaught at 
Blake.

“  You did what?”  he snarled hoarse
ly. Then without waiting for an an
swer, he grabbed the lawyer, and hur
ried him out of the house.

Uncle Gilbert, seemingly almost as 
thunderstruck, stopped only to gulp an
other drink o f Scotch, and scurried af
ter them.

All three piled pell-mell into their 
car, and with a clash of gears, swept 
off toward Laidlaw, as if the devil him
self were in pursuit.

Ted, like the others, stared open- 
mouthed a moment at this abrupt exit; 
then, gathering himself together, start
ed to go in search o f Phyllis.

But as he passed Blake, the latter 
seized him by the arm.

“  Listen!”  he whispered, speaking 
close to Ted’s ear. “  How far would 
you go to help your father, and at the 
same time put over this scheme you 
have for the ranch?”

“  To the limit,” said Ted promptly.
“  All right, then. Come on.”

And with his hand still on Ted’s el
bow, the other hurried him toward the 
front door.

CH APTER XIV.
WOLVES AT BAY.

MA  TR E V O R  came bustling out 
on the veranda, as Ted and 
Blake went down the steps. 

“ Teddy! Arthur! What on earth 
are you thinking o f?  You can’t go 
away now. Supper’s on the table.”  

Supper was supper at Plateau Ranch, 
even though the heavens fell.

“  Sorry, Mom,” Arthur called back. 
“  But you’ll have to save ours for us. 
W e’re going hunting for wolves. May
be we’ll bring you a nice wolf pelt to 
make into a rug.”

Then he pushed Ted into his big 
touring car, and drove away.

“  Such goings - on, I never saw !”  
The good lady shook her head; as she 
went back into the house. “  Seems as 
if nobody was on time to meals any 
more. And that boy was up all last 
night. Yet here he goes off wolf-hunt- 
ing with never a wink of sleep. W hy, 
they’ll have to go sixty or eighty miles 
back into the mountains to find any 
wolves.”

She would have still been more puz
zled, perhaps, if she had known that' 
instead of heading for the mountains, 
Blake turned the nose of his car to 
ward Laidlaw. /

“  No use being in too big a hurry,”  
he said, settling down to a comfortable 
gait. “  W e want to give them time to  
get there well ahead o f us. And mean
while, we will have a chance to talk. 
There are probably several things y ou  
want to know.”

“ Well, yes; I guess there are.” T e d  
laughed a trifle uncertainly. “  A l 
though, I can hardly think what I want 
to ask first. My head is in a whirl.

“  How does it come, though,”  h e  
said, “  tha£ you told Phyllis you had a 
telegram from her father, and then rea d
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that message from Cyrus J. King? Did 
her father get Mr. King to send his 
message ?”

“  Not at all,”  smiled Blake. “  Her 
father is Cyrus J. King.”

“  Oh ?”  Ted was a bit stunned. 
“  But,”  he stammered “  her name is 
Phyllis Duhamel?”

“  Phyllis Duhamel King,”  corrected 
’Arthur. “  When she went on the stage, 
she shortened it for several reasons.

“  Probably we'll get at it best if I 
tell you the story,”  he said. “  Phyllis, 
like most girls o f  her age, was badly 
stage-struck. She’d had some success 
at amateur theatricals, and imagined 
she had a career ahead o f her. The old 
man, who is one o f the finest fellows 
alive, but as hard-boiled as they make 
’em, was willing to give her her chance, 
but he didn’t want any foolishness 
about it.

“  I f  she was any good, he didn’t see 
the necessity for her to waste time 
traipsing Broadway to the different 
agents’ offices, and possibly getting an 
occasional small bit; yet he didn’t want 
her boosted on the strength o f his 
money and prestige like the ordinary 
social aspirant.

“  Finally,”  said Blake, “ he hit upon 
a scheme for letting her prove herself. 
He sent her to dramatic school, gave 
her a season, in stock to gain practical 
experience, and then sent her out at 
the head o f  a road company. I f  she 
made good, he was prepared to back 
her for a Broadway appearance; but 
she had to make good.

“  He stipulated, though, that there 
must be no publicity for her as Cyrus 
J. King’s daughter. She had to appear 
under a different name, play in a ter
ritory where she was not known, and 
promise him that under no circum
stances would she reveal her true iden
tity to her associates or anybody else.

“  She was not only to represent her
self as the daughter o f  poor people and 
obliged to earn her living; but she was 
actually to live the part. Although, o f 
course,”  added Blake, “ he sent me

along to see that she didn’t get strand
ed, or get exploited in anyway.”  Blake 
paused.

“ X V 7 ELL,”  he continued, “ we
y Y  started out. I got a compe

tent staff for her and a com
pany o f  seasoned players, and we 
trouped up the coast with varying suc
cess. Ultimately we came to Seattle 
and met you, and then it was all off. 
The old man was in England at (he 
time; but she had me keeping the cables 
hot with messages to him begging to 
be let off her promise, and he kept 
firing cables back at me: who was this 
fellow Trevor, and what was he like?

“  I was noncommittal,”  he grinned. 
“ T o tell you the truth, my boy, I 
wasn’t so strong for you at the start, 
although I ’d had you pretty rigidly in
vestigated out at the university, and 
couldn’t find a thing against you. But 
it wasn’t until I got to Plateau Ranch, 
and saw how you were working to pull 
the old wagon out o f the mud, I came 
over definitely to your side-

“  But that is getting ahead o f my 
story,”  he broke off. “  W e left Seattle, 
still up in the air, and ran smack into 
the high water, and your letter calling 
off the engagement. Nothing would 
do then with Phyllis but that we 
should close our tour, and go skating 
off to you. She didn't want to be an 
actress any more; all she wanted was 
to be at your side, and comfort you 
in your trouble.

“  That suited me finely,”  said Blake. 
“  I'm  bound to admit that we’d done 
a little better than break even on the 
trip, and that our audiences seemed to 
think they got their money’s worth. I 
have to hand it to her, too, that she 
was game in every emergency. But I 
was satisfied by this time, that she was 
no world-beater— no Maude Adams or 
Ethel Barrymore, what I mean.”

“  I think she is wonderful,”  declared 
Ted loyally.

“ Yes. You probably would,”  said 
Blake. “  But the critics weren’t all o f
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your opinion. At any rate, I was glad 
to be out o f it, and to get to Laidlaw. 
The old man had been cabling me to 
take time off for a run down here to 
do a bit o f investigating. You see, he 
aims to make Laidlaw a sort o f center 
o f  operations in the North West, and 
he didn’t altogether like the way his 
plans were being mangled by the people 
he had in charge.

“  The rest o f course you largely 
know. What I wanted was to get a 
straight line on you, and also on the 
situation in regard to Mr. King’s af
fairs.

“  And strangely enough the two 
lines o f investigation ran right to
gether. Didn't take me long to find 
out that the same people who were re
sponsible for the trouble in the King 
proposition were also responsible for 
the difficulties at Plateau Ranch. '

“  It might have taken me a little 
time to dig it all out,”  he conceded; 
“  but I had what in one way you might 
call a stroke o f luck, that gave me the 
low-down on enough o f their opera
tions to let me piece out the whole 
story.”

Then he went ahead to relate the 
story o f Phyllis’s ride with Uncle Gil
bert, and of the revelations the old 
pirate had made to her in the effort to 
impress her with his shrewdness— rev
elations which, knowing the work that 
Blake was engaged upon, she had lost 
no time in communicating to him.

“  And you say that she is no ac
tress?”  gasped Ted. “ All I can say 
is, that I ’d like to see Maude Adams 
or Ethel Barrymore put it over on 
Uncle Gilbert.

“  But that old devil!” he broke out. 
“  Just wait till I get my hands on him, 
I ’ ll break every bone in his body. 
I ’ll— ”

“ r * A S Y .  Easy,”  laughed Blake, 
I"* J laying a hand on his knee, for 

in his wrought-up excitement 
Ted seemed about to jump out o f the 
car. “  If all goes well, you are going

to hurt him worse than if you removed 
his vermiform appendix without ether. 
You are going to take away some o f 
his ill-got gains.

“  You see,”  he went on, “  by graft 
and bribery those two buzzards, your 
uncle and Pohlman, got the highway 
laid out far from its proper course, and 
along a lot of land which they had 
bought up cheap. They stood to make 
millions on it. But here is where we 
make them disgorge that, and along 
with it, all that your father’s careless, 
easy-going methods have allowed them 
to gyp him out of.

“  I threw a bomb-shell into them to
night,” he chuckled, “  when I advised 
them of the change in the line o f the 
highway. But I threw a bigger one 
when I told them that the bank would 
be reorganized to-morrow and all its 

•officers changed.
“  As I figure, the two would lose no 

time in getting there, and putting in 
a busy night destroying papers, alter
ing records, and getting rid o f all 
proofs of their skullduggery. Our 
business is to catch them before they 
get away with it, and while they have 
the stuff all out and easy to get at.

“ In other words, I’m planning a bit 
o f burglary,” he said searchingly. “  Are 
you game to go through it with me?”

“ I said I was with you to the 
limit,”  replied Ted without a moment’s 
hesitation. “ Bring on your jimmy.”

“  I think these are all we’ll need.”  
Blake handed over a revolver and a 
square of black cloth with eyeholes in 
it to be used as a mask. “  Slip those 
in your pocket until we have need o f 
them.”

Then he proceeded to outline his 
plans.

“  I have the lay of the land pretty 
well,” he said. “  They will probably 
be in the back part of the bank in the 
president’s office, and we want to come 
in on them through the side door that 
opens on that little dark alley running 
back from the main street.

“ The watchman, I ’ve learned, comes
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out o f  that every night at half past 
nine,”  he glanced at the clock on the 
dashboard o f the car, “  to make a tour 
o f the outside o f the building. It’ll 
be your job to tackle and overpower 
him, and do it without the slightest 
noise. He’s pretty husky, and he’ll be 
armed. Think you can handle him?”

Ted flexed the muscles which had 
stood him in such good stead on many 
a hard-fought football field, and had 
won him the title o f  the Varsity’s 
champion athlete.

“  I can make a stab at it,”  he said.
They had reached the outskirts o f 

Laidlaw by this time, and as it was al
ready after nine o ’clock, they parked 
the car a block or two away, and pro
ceeded to the bank.

Blake took his post on the opposite 
side o f Main Street across from the 
mouth, o f the alley to serve as a look
out, and stood t,here loitering as if 
waiting for some one.

Then Ted, watching his opportunity, 
ducked up the dark passageway, and 
concealed himself behind a pile o f 
boxes.

Then he suddenly stiffened to steel, 
and became cool and controlled. The 
watchman'was abreast o f him.

Ted let him get about a foot past 
him; then he sprang. One hand closed 
over the watchman's mouth to shut off 
any outcry; the other arm gripped 
around the fellow, pinioning him help
less in a bearlike hug.

He put up a savage struggle, trying 
desperately to get at his gun.

Then Blake came hurrying over, and 
without difficulty they gagged and tied 
the unfortunate watchman, relieved 
him of his gun, his keys and his police 
whistle, and stowed him away behind 
the pile o f boxes.

After that, o f course, it was easy. 
All they had to do was to open the door 
with his keys, step inside, and then, 
donning their masks, proceed to the 
back room.

Pohlman and Uncle Gilbert, seated 
at a table, and busily engaged over a 
mass o f documents, never suspected 
that anything was wrong, until they 
heard the sharp command, “  Stick ’em 
up!”

AS he stood there waiting in the 
 ̂ darkness, he made up his mind 
that he would never take up the 

role o f burglar as a serious profession. 
His heart was pounding so madly that 
it hurt him; his pulses seemed to be 
beating in. his ears that staccato bur
glar music one hears on the stage. His 
imagination pictured all sort o f evil 
consequences that might come from 
this escapade.

Would half past nine never come? 
O r had the watchman abandoned 
his inspection tour for that night? 
Hours seemed already to have passed.

But at last he heard the opening o f 
a door, the click o f the spring lock as 
it was closed from the outside, and then 
the shuffle o f footsteps as some one 
came down the alley.

Ted was trembling as if he had a fit 
o f  ague. He was afraid the man would 
hear the chattering o f his teeth.

Trembling, they were backed up 
against the wall, and were searched to 
make sure they had no weapons. Then 
Blake and Ted threw off their masks.

Pohlman stared as if  he could not 
believe his eyes.

“  You have come to rob the bank?”  
he gasped.

“  N o," said Blake, “  you've at
tended to that job already. W e are 
merely here to see how much you have 
got away with.”

With a squeak like a frightened rab
bit, Uncle Gilbert made a dash for the 
table, and began scrambling the papers 
on it together; but he was speedily 
stopped and made to stand back.

rFST then there came an imperative 
knocking at the outef door o f  the 
bank. Ted and Arthur looked at 

each other, startled and with paling 
cheeks. ' It appeared as if their little 
game o f  masquerade had been dis-
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covered, and the results might be far 
from pleasant for them.

Ted tiptoed over to the partition and 
peeped cautiously around the corner 
o f the doorway. Then, with a gulp of 
relief, he hurried out to the main en
trance, and, flinging it wide, admitted 
the whole party from Plateau Ranch.

“  Phyllis told us what you boys were 
up to,” Pop explained as they trooped 
in, "  and, thinking you might need re- 
enforcements— or somebody to go your 
bail— we all came along.”

With the aid of the pointers fur
nished by Phyllis from Uncle Gilbert’s 
disclosures, and with the records o f 
their dishonest transactions spread out 
there on the table, it did not take 
Arthur Blake and Herb long to figure 
out the defalcations.

“ I figure, Mr. Trevor,”  said Blake, 
“  that they have got from you some
thing over one hundred thousand dol
lars, most o f it by methods that make 
them amenable to the criminal law. 
Shall I telephone for the sheriff?”

“  No,”  said Pop. “  Provided they 
make full restitution, I say let ’em go.”  

Naturally, the two culprits were 
ready to save their skins by so easy a 
let-down, and an agreement as to 
amount having been reached, Blake 
started to draw up the papers to bind 
them.

“  And say,”  Pop suggested, “  have 
that money made payable to Ted here. 
I want him to have it for a wedding 
present, and he’s sure earned it, if any
body ever did.”

THIS seemed to conclude the eve
ning’s entertainment; but just 
then Blake, as with an after

thought, turned to Pohlman.
"  Oh, by the way,”  he said, “  how 

would you two like to get rid o f that 
worthless land you took up along the 
now abandoned line of the new high
way? I ’ll give you what you paid.”

“  Well, I don’t know,”  Pohlman, 
from force o f habit, started to haggle.

T H E

But Uncle Gilbert, frightened lest 
this bit o f salvage from the wreck es
cape them, broke in :

“ Take him up!” he squeaked fren- 
ziedly. “ Take him up. The land’s 
your’n, Mr. Theatercal Manager.”

“  I thought you’d sell,” smiled Blake, 
“  and so I have the deeds and the other 
papers all prepared. And since Pop 

•here has a notary’s commission, we can 
close without'delay.”

So the transaction was put through, 
and the signatures o f Pohlman and 
Uncle Gilbert duly attached.

“  And now,”  said Blake, “  I may as 
well tell you that Mr. King is going to 
use that abandoned line o f highway as 
a right o f way for a cut-off he is plan
ning for his railway system. He wants 
to use some o f that land I have just 
bought as a site for railroad shops and 
yards, and the rest will, of course, be 
more valuable than if the original high
way plan had been followed.”

That was perhaps the bitterest 
draft o f all to the worsted conspira
tors. They saw the millions o f which 
they had dreamed flip away from them 
like an iridescent bubble.

“  I ’ll make a hundred thousand dol
lars on that deal,”  Arthur turned to 
Ted. “  How about my putting it in 
with your hundred thousand dollars 
and all o f us going ahead to push the 
resort scheme to completion?”

“ You’re on!”  Ted gripped his 
hand. “  W e’ll start right in the morn
ing, and keep at it.”

“  But you’re going back to finish at 
the Varsity, aren’t you, Ted?”  de 
manded Herb.

“  He is not,”  declared Phyllis 
stoutly, “  and neither are any o f the 
rest o f you.

“  Ted Trevor is going to stay right 
here and'be married just as soon as 
Cyrus J. King can be hustled out here. 
The Varsity, indeed! The Varsity was 
never like what Plateau Ranch is 
going to be; and neither, for that 
matter, is Heaven!”

E N D



p E R H A P S  the illustrations at the 
head o f our stories often are taken 

for granted, but they contribute a lot 
to the' enjoyment o f the magazine as 
a whole. Mr. Glasser is one o f  the 
many, who appreciate how much the 

' work o f  the artist, R. D. Morrison—  
or “  Mori ” — adds to the magazine:

- Bronx, N. Y.
I am inclosing herewith the necessary num

ber o f  coupons, and 1 would be glad to re
ceive one o f  the heading illustrations, if  they 
are still available. These drawings are not 
only artistic and decorative, but they enable 
the reader to visualize the author's description. 
The artist, M ori, is deserving o f  much praise 
fo r  his excellent work. He can portray _ a 
scene on Mars or Venus with as much facility 
as one on Broadway or in a Western town. 
In short, his drawings are up to the A rgosy 
standard, and there is none higher.

A. L. Glasser.

T H E  four-serial policy now seems to 
1 meet with universal favor. When

ever possible it will be our aim to start 
and finish a serial in each issue.

\
Elizabethtown, Pa.

M y subscription to A rgosy expired about a 
month ago and at that time with the featured 
novelette and three-serial idea going strong it 
was my intention to discontinue my member
ship in the ranks entirely. Your promise a bit 
later to return to the old polity was received 
with pleasure in that worthwhile readers’ de- 

. partment that you had resurrected, and we 
changed our minds to the extent that we are 
inclosing a check to cover another year’s 
association.'

As I have said before, I  and my associates 
■who read the magazines that come to this ad
dress are all in favor o f  the long story, no 
m atter whether continued or complete. H ow
ev e r , you could not print a story such as Bur
ro u g h s ’s "W a r  C h ie f” in one issue o f  the 
m agazine if  for  no other reason than that it 
w o u ld  make a magazine that lacked variety. 
T h e  A rcosy does not lack variety, and there
f o r e  is thought o f  as a member o f  the family 
a lm o s t  anywhere it is read.

"While we play no favorites in our circle it 
s e e m s  that the stories by Seltzer, Burroughs, 
M e r r it t ,  Franklin, Brand, Perkins, and the other

old-timers are most favored, with Maclsaac 
doing fine. I wonder if  many o f  your readers 
know that First National is preparing Merritt’s 
“  Seven Footprints to Satan ”  as a special mys
tery picture fo r  winter release.

W e rather favor Modest Stein on the covers 
because they were more richly done in detail 
and coloring and with less o f  the white space 
than has been observed lately. In every other 
way the magazine is much improved by .the 
changes in headings, readers’ departments, par
ticularly the “ Looking A head" page, which 
might be a bit more detailed, and the bits o f  
articles that are used in the place o f  poetry.

H enry W . N a u m  a n , 
Speaking for  "  Our Circle.” -

Y T f E try to make each issue o f  A r g o s y  
the best to date. When we suc

ceed in making an old-timer like Mr. 
Newman feel that the current issue is 
the best ever we feel we are getting 
somewhere.

W est Lafayette, Ind.
I  have been a reader o f  the A rgosy fo r  so 

long that I seem to have grown up with one 
by my side. This is my first attempt at voic
ing my approval o f  the magazine $ou are 
editing. _

This issue I have at hand— September 22, 
1928—seems to me one .o f the best I can ever 
remember being published. The assortment is 
perfect. I f  this issue does not please every 
one, I will miss my guess.

I am  backing A rgosy to the finish.
J. V ernon N e w m a n .

L I  ERE’S a fan who would rather read 
1 than eat. Perhaps we should ad

vocate A r g o s y  as a weight«-reducer!

Clearwater, Fla.
Have been a reader o f  the A rgosy since the 

Golden Argosy, and I can do without one or 
two meals, but I  have to have my A rgosy.

I am working at Joyland Amusement Park 
and when I get through with my A rgosy some 
o f  the fellows see it laying around and begin 
to look through i t  I think I have got you 
at least ten new A rgosy fans.

I  like your book the same as it is, including 
some Western stories. Enjoyed the “  Return 
o f  George Washington ”  better than any o f  
them. From  a loyal supporter.

E. H . W elch.
141
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E are hoping that Mr. Carter will 
be well pleased with the fall crop 

o f football stories:

Livermore Falls, Maine.
I can’ t read your stories fast enough, they 

are so good. I like every one o f them and 
haven’t missed one since I first subscribed. 
The magazine, to me, has all others beaten, 
because it contains what it says— all stories.

I have a preference the same as the rest 
and am always waiting for stories like George 
F. W orts builds around Gillian Hazeltine, and 
those unfathomable mysteries o f  Mme. Storey, 
who is a superwoman to all her readers.

Fall has come, and we expect some interest
ing football stories to take up our time we 
set aside for the A rgosy. C. Carter.

INDEED, we are always glad to hear 
from our Canadian friends. It is a 

physical impossibility, however, to print 
more than a very small percentage of 
the letters we receive. More than five 
hundred a week reach our desk— so 
what chance have we to give every one 
the floor ?

Three Hills, Alberta, Canada.
This is the second letter I have written under 

the Readers’ Viewpoint. I suppose you threw 
the first one in the waste basket, not consider
ing one from far-flung Canada o f  sufficient 
interest to publish because too near the Indian 
and the wandering bear.

I have been reading the A rgosy for years 
and, although we have to pay twenty cents 
here per issue, I consider it the best fo r  the 
money I expend. Fred Maclsaac is by far 
the best writer, and the next is Richard Barry. 
I would like to see more o f Mme. Storey, and 
I am disappointed that more ladies are not em
ployed, for their stories have a very attractive 
flavor about them.

Publish more Western stories, for they are 
full o f  life and action and are peculiarly at
tractive to certain temperaments. Many o f 
the short stories are not worth publishing.

Yours very truly,
A. J. Robertson.

A N D  here is another letter from 
Canada, with a good list o f “  fa

vorites ” listed:
Billings Bridge, Ontario.

Although I have never written to you before, 
I feel that you are an old friend, as I have 
been reading Argosy-A llstory for nearly ten 
years.

E arly  in 1919, as I was returning from over
seas— after spending three years there— I made 
the acquaintance of the All-Story  at a news
stand.

Since then I have not missed a single copy

and have converted many o f my friends into 
A rgosy fans.

In all the copies that I have read I have 
found only one story that I really disliked.

I am not strong for Westerns, but if they are 
good ones by all means let us have them.

The best story I read in A rgosy was “ The 
Ramblin’ Kid." Next, “ On Swan River.” I 
also enjoyed Max Brand’s series on “ Whis
tling Dan,” Footner’s “ Self-M ade Thief," the 
Roundsman McCarthy stories, “  Shadowers, 
Inc.,” and “  Ashes to Ashes.”

My favorite authors are Maclsaac, Worts, 
Coe, Lawrence, and the " impossible ”  authors, 
Burroughs and Smith.

Wishing you as long a life as Argosy, I am, 
an A rgosy fan for life.

C. F. Clarke.

'J 'H IR T Y  years for Mr. White. Al
ways it is a pleasure to hear from 

these old-time readers— for there is no 
other all-fiction magazine published 
to-day that has such a fine background 
and such a loyal body o f old-timers be
hind it as A rgosy :

Greensboro, N. C.
Inclosed herewith I hand you my check in 

payment o f  renewal o f  my subscription to the 
A rgosy, I refuse to call it by its present name, 
for old friends are best.

My favorites as a boy thirty years ago were 
the Argosy, Youth’s Companion, and St. 
Nicholas, and if there are any issues that I 
have missed I don’t remember them. I dis
continued the others years ago, but still look 
forward each week to the arrival of the clean
est as well as the most entertaining story maga
zine in the world. V. Ben W’ hite.

jVAANY traveling men find that 
A rgosy helps them along the way 

— even when to read the magazine 
means snatching a few moments here 
and there:

Bluefield, W. Va.
I have been a reader o f  the A rgosy fo r  the 

past fifteen years, that is since eight years o f  
age, when my father first brought home an 
A rgosy. My personal opinion o f the maga
zine is that it is one .of the best fictions on  the 
market at any price.

I am a lover o f  variety. I try to do different 
things for enjoyment The Argosy helps me 
wonderfully. I am fond o f reading and in
clude each week a copy o f the Argosy in the 
few  articles I have time to read. W hen one 
must cover a territory o f seven States on ce 
per year, reading must be limited to make tim e 
for business. I read in snatches and e n jo y  
the Argosy as much as ever.

Variety is the spice o f  life, they say, and I 
really enjoy reading as part o f life.

One o f the things that impress me m ost is
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the lack o f  space given to advertising. That 
is my work, I advertise Camel cigarettes, and 
I am very  glad to have a Camel ad on the 
back o f  tne A rgosy that I may do a little off- 
duty work without effort.
' You are the editor and you know the maga

zine world and how. to make a magazine bet
ter than any o f  the wonderful dumb critics 
who write you about how to handle your work. 
I f  you did not’ know more than the critics 
writing you one o f them would be the editor, 
not you. I f  you can’t handle your job  without 
help o f  so many critics step aside for another.

M y one request is that the space given to 
Argonotes be used fo r  such articles as 
"W h isk y  Jack ’ ’ or “ Old Book Bound with 
Human Skin." These articles are worth while 
and the Argonotes are sordid and useless..

Use your own judgment and give us all you 
have, as you seem to try your best to.

Here is to the A rgosy as o f  days gone by, 
wonderfully different always and real joy  
to me. Very truly yours,

P atrick  Ireland.

A N  on-and-off fan, Mr. Shepard calls 
himself— yet we imagine he is 

‘ * o n ”  most o f the time:
Pasadena, Calif.

A fter reading the delightful Argonotes in 
the August 25 issue, I feel impelled to write 
to  you. M y testimony may not be as compell
ing as some I have read, because I cannot be 
called a true A rgosy fan. I read very little 
fiction, and consequently, very few  magazines; 
not regular at all.

However, when I do want some fiction, I 
can always rely upon one faithful source, the 
A rgosy-A llstory W eekly . It never fails to 
give me just what I need in the way o f  honest 
relaxation and enjoyment.

Once in awhile I start a serial—that’s a 
mistake, fo r  your serials are so blamed in
triguing that I invariably buy the rest o f  them.

I notice that a Mr. Corey expresses his con
tempt for  Westerns. Humph 1 Your West
erns are by far better than what I can find 
in a magazine devoted to that type alone.

Personally, I almost become a fan every 
time I ' get a copy, because the stories are 
really worth while. I would not like the job 
o f  having to select them. It must be an ardu
ous task, with every one having a different 
opinion about what should be in it.

It does not hurt me any to skip over a story 
that does not appeal to m e; it was good enough 
t o  pass ye editor so some one will enjoy it, 
i f  I  do not. There are plenty more to choose 
fro m . You strike a happy average and give 
g o o d , consistently fine stories. W hat more 
d o e s  one want ?

A n d  further, if  you always have an Edgar 
Franklin  serial running I will surely become 
a  fan . H e writes, such clever, originally plotted 
things. .

E xcu se  me if I have been too long-winded, 
b u t  I  felt like getting it o ff my chest.

Sincerely yours,
E verett S hepard.

MRi- T IE R N E Y  doesn't care for 
the filler articles we use, but, judg

ing from our correspondence, she is de
cidedly in the minority. How do you 
like them?

Fort Wayne, Ind.
Am  glad that you are continuing four serials, 

because, frankly, there wasn’t much to the 
A rgosy with but three serials. W e all prefer 
more serials rather than short stories. An
other thing, the sketches about various educa
tional things between stories are rather tire
some. W ould like to see more poetry.
_ Now, this letter isn’t meant to be all criti

cism, because, personally, I think, and all o f  
us think, the A rgosy is one o f  the best, in fact, 
the best o f  all magazines with unexcelled 
fiction.

Our favorite authors are E. R. Burroughs, 
A. A. Merritt, Ray Cummings, and the author 
o f  "  The Radio Planet,”  et cetera, whoever he 
be. You will note by that our favorite stories 
are the "  impossible" ones. W e also like Mac- 
Isaac, Worts, Footner, M cM orrow. Then next 

y come Eoring Brent, Edgar Franklin, George 
'  M. Johnson, Richard Barry. Western stories 

are not exactly taboo with us, but we don’t 
crave them as we do some by the first four 
authors above.

Hoping the A rgosy will soon publish at 
least one "  impossible ’’ story each month, I am 

Mrs. D. J. T ierney.

YOUR CHOICE COUPON

Editor, Ahgosy-A iastory W eeki.y, 
280 Broadway, N. Y . C., N. Y.
The stories I like best in this 

issue o f the magazine are ^s fol
lows:

I did not like.
because.

Name-

Street-

City-City------ State.
11-8 I



Looking Ahead!
Tragedy afloat! Murder on the high seas— 

with robbery, suspicion, and finally mutiny follow
ing in its footsteps. All these mark the progress of

G U N M E N  O F  T H E  S E A
by C L E M E N T S  R IP L E Y  

A  two-part story is th is; a story of the m odern rum
runners and hi-jackers. A ction  from start to finish 
— and a good  m ystery too.

Begin it next week 
In the ISSUE OF NOVEMBER 10th

ERLE STANLEY GARDNER
contributes the com plete novelette for this issue

B A R E  H A N D S
is a tale laid in the bandit-ridden hills of Northern M exico. Y ou  
who have been calling for a two-fisted hero will find him here— a 
hero who wades in barehanded!

T H E  T H I R T Y - F I R S T  P I E C E  

O F  S I L V E R
by D O N  M cG R E W

is the feature short story of this issue— a tale of the Foreign L eg ion  
in North Africa and on the W estern Front.

A R G O S Y
A L L -ST O R Y  W E E K L Y
“  First In Fiction "  Out Every Wednesday

Fa144



A tip for Mr. Hoover— a hint for Mr. Smith
ADVERTISING SECTION

— after oratory and handshaking...Listerine
[ O' wonder your throat feels sore after a long 

address, M r: Hoover. Millions of threatening 
germs swarming in the fetid air, come to rest there

Naturally, then, it is effective against germs that 
lodge in the throat and on hands, causing colds, 
grippe, sore throat and worse.

.and'attack the membrane.
. And you, Mr. Smith, pumping the hands of 

thousands of eager supporters, how many danger
ous : bacteria do you acquire during the day? 
Certainly you must realize this constant menace to 
your health. Where, gentlemen, can you find re
lief? Where can you find protection?

The answer is a simple, and a logical one, backed
--L by the findings of science 

— Listerine, the safe an
tiseptic.

For as repeated tests 
with official b a c t e r i a 
show, Listerine used full 
strength kills even the 
virulent B. Typhosus (ty
phoid) germ in 15 sec
onds.

Therefore, gentlemen, after any exposure to 
crowds, gargle repeatedly with Listerine, full 
strength. Thus you protect, and also soothe, your 
throat.

And after direct contact with others, rinse the 
hands with it— especially before each meal. In this 
way you render germs harmless should they enter 
the mouth on food you handle. Not for candidates 
alone is this advice. W e are certain that anyone 
who- will use Listerine, 
systematically, d u r i n g  
winter weather, will ma
terially lessen the risk of 
colds and sore throat.
Isn’t it worth trying?

L a m b e rt Pharmacal 
Company, St. Louis, Mo.,
U. S. A. ■

In answering this advertisement <1 U desirable that you mention this magazine.
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W ED D ING  RINGS
No. 0 2 4 —The ' ’Elite" solid 18-k S 7 5 O
white g o ld ....................................... -  “
BetwitbU Diamonds. $ 2 2 .3 0 ; r> Diamonds, 
9 3 2 .BO ; 7 Diamonds, $ 4 2 .5 0 ; 9 Dia
monds. $ 52 .5 0) 12 Diamonds, $ 5 7 .5 0 .

W R IST 'W ATCH  
NO. 8 6 6  

solid 1 4 - k 
while nald, 

(16  Jew els. 
I 515.OO.$1.60

DIAMONDS-WATCHES
CREDIT AT CASH PRICES
Send tor FREE Catalog!
Realize y ou r  am bition  to  ow n  a beau tifu l D iam ond o r 1 
fine w atch— b u y  o n  paym ents s o  easy y o u ’ll never miss 
the m oney  1 W rite  to d a y  fo r  y o u r  free  c o p y  o f  ou r  big
*" * * * * *  ions o f  D iam on d

kinds. S ilverw are,
. . . . .  _  „ ________ .. t o  he ex actly  aa

represented and all f o o d s  d ollvorod  o n  f ir s t  p aym en t. 
T h e  ring's illu strated  are solid  1 8 -k w h ite  gold  
set w ith  genuine brilliant blue w hite Diamonds

RAILROAD WATCHES— Guaranteed to Pass Inspection
Hamilton No. 9 9 2 . 21 Jewels.
Adjusted to 6 position*. Gold filled
25-Yeu C - ‘ ----------
Do w d  odi

1 Gael. C ue. $6.60 S B C  
and $6.BO *  Month Dot

. B Aaiiu 
Y u r .u u i  
iwn eod I

$1.50 ■ nand

lO F T IS
B  R  O S 1&  C O .  ra s s

N A T IO N A L  C R E D IT  J E W E L E R S
Dept* F -346 ,108 North State Street, Chicago, til*

in Leading

19-JEWEL ADJUSTED WALTHAM NO. 9 4 6
—14-It whits vold tilled: assorted peiUrei. 
$42 .50 ; $1.25 down and $ 1 .0 0  • v tsk .

ORDER DIRECT FROM THIS AD 
ELG IN  

S T R A P  
W ATCH

N o. 8 9 4 .  A $20 J
Value. Special (• 
ot$15.00. $1.60 “ 
down andSI.SO 
■ m on th .________

n  P lflfl CLEARED 
T jQ I lr iN  ONE DAV
So writes W . H . Adams o f Ohio. Letter 
from California man reports $11275 sales 
in three months; New Jersey $4000 pro
fits in two months; Pennsylvania $3000 
profits in four months. Ira Shook $365 
sales in one day. Bram bought one outfit 
April 5 and 7 more by  August. Iwata

bought one outfit and 10 m ore within a  
‘ year. J. R. Bert says “ only thing I ever 

bought that equaled advertisement/* John 
Culp says: ‘ 'Everything going lovely. 

Crispette wrappers all over town.
' old world after all” . 

Kellog, $700 ahead 
nd of second week*

Wholesale or re
tail. Big profits 
either way. No 
town too small. 
B u sin ess  la 
pleasant, fasci

n a tin g  and 
dignified. You 
manufacture 
a food product

WE START YOU IN BUSINESS
Furnish Becret formulas, raw material and equip
ment. Little capital required; no experience needed.
Build a Business of Your Own
No limit to the sale of Crispettes. Everybody likes 
them. It’s a delicious food confection. Write for 
facts about a business that will make you independ
ent. Start now, in your own town.
Profits $1000 a Month Easily Possible
Send postal for illustrated book of facts. It contains 
enthusiastic letters from others— shows their places 
of business, tells how and when to start, and ail is* 
formation needed. Free. Write nowl

LONG-EAKINS COMPANY  ̂ .
1111 HlEh Street Springfield, © hi*

TREATING
D I A B E T E S

b y  diet alone Is m erely  treating  sym ptom s and n ot the disease. Nat
urally  I f  no sugar Is taken Into the system  there w ill be none to  
excrete. My book

‘ E A T  T O  G E T  W E L L *
te llin g  liow  to  Ptnp useless s ta rr in g  and gradu a lly  eat w hat you  
need w ill be sent FltEE to  any d labetlo  sufferer. W rite  m. R ichartz. 
Dept. 718, 220 W. 42d St., New York.

Have Fun 
Making Money

easy basis.

Yes, You Can—Anybody Can make a 
lot of money right at home and, what’s 

more, have real fun doing it. We show you 
how, we furnish everything necessary on an

to learn about our 
plan,all detailsareCosts Nothing

given you free. Write today for beautifully illustrated
id e a  b o o k  t e l l in g a l la b o u tour melhodswhich havemadeso m a n y  
w o m e n  in d e p e n d e n t .  Learn howeasy it is to make fr o m  $10 t o $25 
per w e e k  in  the most delightful home work y o u  can im a g in e . 
D on't miss this opportunity! Write N o w . It's  F R E E .

F I R E S I D E  I N D U S T R I E S
Dept. 8-S, AD RIAN , MICH.

T h ou san d s a re  g ra te fu l 
f o r  U nguentine P ile C o n es
R E L IE V E  the torture! Stop  

itching, bleeding! Begin  
with U n gu en tin e  Pile C on es  
today. Sam e soothing, healing  
powers as Unguentine. A t your  
druggist’ s, 75c. Trial F R E E .  
W rite now! Th e Norwich P h ar- 
macal Co., Norwich, N. Y .

kHGu. Blank 
IDdtlC

/ s * 2Z caw 
® A i r f i
W fT H  You need no license |W,

or permit to own this DA/11 III 
GabotAutomatic.Use IrCtJUII 

C A R T - lor fun or self-d eljn se . Keeps away 
^ tramps. Frightens thieves, scarce away 1

dogs-*a real homo protector. Fool your J friends. Same as an expensive automatic In I 
construction, finish, appearance, durability; ■

_  automatic maffnzlno loading end ejection of ■
Cartridges. Instantly and powerful report. Guaranteed 1 
absolutely safe. Send no money. Par expreamnaii $4.88 for a 
with boi cartnduea. JENKINS. 6 2 1  Broadway, N .V ., Oept. »*■

GENUINE LEATHER HO I& TER FREE

S e e ffn»” '

In antwaring any advertisement on thlz page it I, desirable that you mention thte magazine.
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10 minutes

Remember all the things people used 
to do for headaches? Today, the ac
cepted treatment is Bayer Aspirin. It 
gets action! Quick, complete relief— 
and no harm done. No after effects; no 
effect on the heart; nothing in a Bayer 
tablet could hurt anyone. (Your doctor 
will verify this.) For any sort o f head
ache, neuralgic pains, rheumatism— 
your first thought should be o f these 
tablets. .Taken soon enough, it can 
head-off the pain altogether; even 
those pains many women have thought 
must be endured.

Aspirin is the trade mark o f Bayer Manufacture 
of Monoacetlcacldester of Sallcyllcacid

Just send your name ana address and we will mail you oar 
complete FREE CATALOG prepaid, fully describing and showier 
actual photograph* of each beaatifal machine In full color*. Telia 
•very detail of ©or dlraet-to-you amall-payment plan. Write now to t  
tremendous saving. No obligation whatever. Still time If you act now.

International Typewriter Exchange
1 8 4  W . Lake S t.f Department 1 1 1 1  C h ica g o , Illinois

C I G A R S
BY MAIL DIRECT TO SMOKER AT '/> PRICE

S P I T Z E R ' S  >050t f  GCML'/M WrlKttt IS'Wtlin •—
Men who know values quickly appreciate quality. They 
realize that this is the greatest cigar value ever offered. 
Order today. Get ac
quainted. This special vE  w i l l , r i n r r  to everyÎNCLUDE r  AlJDCfpurchurr.,

\ 5  0  C I G A R S  .
\SPITZERS SAMPLE CASE

-V> ^VContAiniiv; I2ciourbtilbr.nl

o ffe r  expires 30 Dayfl a fter 
th is Ad appears. Send 
check  o r  pay  on de liv ery .
Y ou r m oney  refunded  i f  
y ou  d o n ’t re ce iv e  a t least 
dou ble  value. P lease state Mild,
M edium , Strong. Sending: charges 
paid  b y  us. R eference any bank  in 
U. S. E stab lish ed  1 8 1 4 .

H. SP IT Z ER
Department M

3 2  Union Square East New York City
P t  To each purchaser of 60 cigars we will extend the or j 

• » .  privilege of ordering for 51.60 additional one box of ^
60 of oar SPITZERS JUNIORS, value $2.60. Include this in ^  
your order, it >b the biggest value ever offered.

Tbisisa no-profit offer. 
In fact we lose on 
yonr first order Just 

‘  to get you . ac
quainted with 

our brands, 
nly laam- 

pll COM4

SUBSTANTIAL ADVANCE ROYALTIES 
ARE PAID upon publishable work. ANY
ONE having original ideas for Songs may 
submit poems for examination and advice.— 
WALTER NEWCOMER, 1674 B’way, N. Y.

FATGET RID
OF TOUR __________
Free Trial Treatment

| sent onrequest. Ask for m y 4 ‘pay-w hen- 
T reduced”  oiler. I have successfully re

duced thousands o f persons, without 
I starvation diet or burdensome exer

cise, often at a rapid rate. 
L otm esendyou  proof at my expense* 
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician 

State of New York 286 Fifth Ave., New York Desk M

$ 1 0 0
a w eek 

for

YOU

Selling SHIRTS
N e c k w e a r  &  U n d e r w e a r
Big Cash Profits paid daily. Ex
tra Bonuses. O ne o f  th ew orld ’s 
largest facrorlesworkswithyou.

Send for FREE selling outfit. 
W rite  n o w  — D ep t. 10 6 -S ,

Vanderbil t  Mill's A v . 1 1T11II9, N. Y . City

30 
D ay 
FREE 

T R IA L

ORRECT  
your NOSE

to perfect shape while you sjeep. 
Anita Nose Adjuster guarantees 
SAFE, rapid, permanent results. 
Age doesn't matter. Painless. 
60,000 doctors, users praise it. 
Cold Medal Winner. Booklet 
Free. Write for it today.

A N I T A  I N S T I T U T E  
1.1106 A n ita  B ldg ., N ew a rk , N. J.

Auto Mechanics
Easily L ea rn ed  in 8  Weeks

Learn auto and tra ctor business by fam ous McSweeny A uto  School 
m ethods:thenstepintojobH t$76to$126a week. Takes on ly  8 w eeks. Y ou  
learn on actual m achines. E m ploym ent help given. Any m an can  learn. 
No experience o r  education  necessary. F R E E  B O O K — W rite  today 
fo r  bjg, fraa Illustrated b ook , and tree R. 1L fare offer. No o b lig a t io n ! 
MoSWEENY AUTO SCHOOL, Dept. 2 0 -S  C in cin n ati, Ohio

In anstoering any advertisement on this page it It desirable that you mention this magasine.
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The Other Half
O F  T H I S  
F A C E  W A S  
once full of pim
pl es ,  b l a c k 
heads and ugly 
b l e m i s h e s .  
Freckles, tan, 
and large pores 
also bothered 
him— and he  
looked muc h  
older than his 
30 years.

\ New Amazing Discovery 
Gave Him a Clear New Skin

BEAD fflS FREE OFFER

WH A T  would you say if, within three days" time, 
you looked in your mirror and beheld a  clear, 
sm ooth, spotless, youthlike, velvety new skin tak

ing the place o f  your old, outer, blemished and worn- 
looking skin? Naturally you would jum p with joy  to 
see the pimples, - blackheads, coarse pores, oily  skin, 
freckles, lines or whatever blemishes that spoiled your 
true beauty, ABSOLU TELY GONE1 

“ A m iracle IV you-would exclaim . Yet it  is all now very 
simple when you Know how it is  done.

Wm» W itol, whose half-photo appears above, is the au
thor o f  an amazing new book, entitled “ BEAU TIFU L 
NEW  S K IN -IN  3 D A YS,”  now  being m ailed free to 'read 
ers o f  this m agazine. So worry no more over your skin 
blemishes or signs o f approaching age. Learn free how 
to make your skin and com plexion clear, youthlike and 
beautiful. In a  .few  days surprise your friends with an 
astonishing improvement in your appearance. Send no 
money l Just w rite name and address on post card or 
paper to Wm. W itol; Dept. 163-K, No. 17CO Broadway, 
•New York, N. Y .
■iAll who read this magazine are entitled to receive this 

g ift -fro m  the author, ABSOLUTELY F R E E ! W rite now 
While the edition o f “ B EAU TIFU L N E W  SKIN  IN  3 
D A Y S ”  lasts. Y ou  will- receive it by return m ail. I f  
you  are pleased, tell others your good fortune.

W e qoickly teach i 
yoa by  maiLor at school. /  

fo spare time. Enormous do- I 
mand. Big future. Interesting ( 

w ork. Oldest and forem ost school.
EARN $50 TO $200 WEEKLY

r John Vassos. N . Y ., gets $25 for single show 
card. Crawford. B. C ., writes: "Earned $200 

while taking course.' '  • Don’ t delay. Send today 
for complete information, samples end guarantee.
D E T R O I T  S C H O O L  O P  L E T T E R I N O

158 Stlmson Ave. Eat. 1899 DETROIT, MICH.

PANTS M ATCHED!
WHY THROW AWAY THAT COAT AND VEST?

Save $25 or more. Let us match your coat and vest 
with new trousers, and save the price of a new suit. 
Hundreds satisfactorily matched every day. Each 
pair tailored to your measure. Over 80.000 pat
terns. We submit sample of cloth for your approv- 

Enclose *1- Just mail sample of the suit, or your vest. 
MATCH PANTS COMPANY

If rest 
la eent.

Send. NOv
Santa Fe Special 

Watches are today being ^
shipped to every civilized SC^lZOtt 3 0
country in the world, and *w-a _   ̂t « /m
are probably the best and JJCt'lf FtCC IriCLL 
most favorably known w
watch in both Army and Navy.
In addition to our NEW LOW  P RICE. I w ill send for your 
approval one o f these Standard W atches, guaranteed fo r  a 
lifetime o f satisfactory service, not only by the Santa Fe Watch 
Company, but by the Great Illinois W atch Factory. So accu
rate, Government officials carry them ; so perfect and beauti
fu l, jewelers say they are worth 1-3 to  1-2 more than we ask 
fo r  them. I w ill send you one to see W ITH O U T ONE PENN Y 
DOWN— allow you to wear it 30 days FREE— then sell It to 
you on easy payments.

WHY NOT OWN A 21 JEWEL SANTA FE SPECIAL W ATCH?
You will never miss the few cents a  day that w ill make you 
own one of these watches— SEND FOR W ATCH BOOK—  
illustrating in beautiful colors hundreds o f designs and com 
binations in cases in the POCKET W ATCH . MEN’ S STRAP 
WATCH and L A D IE S ’ W RIST W ATCH . You can have your 
name or monogram and any emblem you may desire engraved 
in the Case to suit your own ideas. W rite today for Free Watch 
Book, and make your selection at once, while this offer lasts.
P P P P  A lim ited o i le r !  With every  Santa Fa S p e e la l, a 
■ t  E b beautiful go ld  ohaln o r  strand o f exqu la lte  pea rls .
Write today. Mail coupon for both Watch and Diamond Catalog. 
“ WRITE FOR SPECIAL 3 0  DAYS CASH OFFER 

S A N TA  FE W A TC H  C O M P A N Y
B-57 Thomas Building, Topaka, Kans.

(Home o f  the Great Santa Fe Railway.)

Mail
coupon

'  SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY 
’  B -5 7  T hom as Build ing, T opeka , K ansas

. - Please send prepaid and without obligation yourfO *  /  Watch Book Free, explaining your “ No MoneyW r  -  —  ~ ~  -  ■■ —  • *
day It

f  Nam e.

f  Address_

Down ”  Offer on the Santa Fe Special Watch.

City_ State_

In anewering any adoerUtement on thit papa it it detirahle that von mention thit magazine.
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BIGGER PAY in  
ELECTRICITY

R ea l M ovies Teach 
You a t H r.

[ ft-'j
E A S IE S T  and surest o f  all ways to  learn v ’ J k l/

electricity  is this am azing new  m e th o d  ^  * v
o f  teach in g  w ith  m o v ie s !  A ctual m o tio n  
pictures, in you r o w n  h o m e , with p ro je c 
tor and film s w e furm sh , prepare you  ia  
spare tim e for b ig  pay rewards.

Y o u  k n ow  h o w  easy it is to  lo o k  at 
m o v ie s ! M o t io n  p ictures o f  electrica l m a
ch inery  in o p e ra tio n , and anim ated dia
gram s, w h ich  you  can see o v e r  and o v e r  
at w ill, m ake the lacrs a bou t e lectricity  
and the way it operates c lea r e r ,e v en , than  
can  be d o n e  in  th e  la b o r a to r y .  C harles E.
Firz, M E ..  E .E . says— ”  Y o u r  cou rse seem s 
to  m e b y  j a r  the b est a n d  ea siest m eth od  
o f  g e tt in g  th o rou gh  p r e p a r a t io n  f o r  p r a c 
t ica l e lectr ica l w o rk . ”

D ra ft in g  I n s tr u c t io n  a n d  E q u ip m e n t
Included wuh course provides thoro practical 
preparation for electrical work(o f  all kinds.
BIG  P A Y  J obs  for you in Aviation Electrici
ty. Radio. Switchboard W ork,Sub-station and 
Pow er Plant operation. Automotive Electrici
ty . W iring, Contracting, Merchandising, etc.

You nre personally guided and helped by

Eradical engineers and educators, including: 
ruce Rogers. M. S ., Western Electric C o .,

J. A . Shimek, M. E ., D cV ry  Corporation-, A.
. P .  Hollis, formerly Director Visual Education.

Univ. North Dakota; W . N. Littlewood, fo r 
merly instructor Univ. Wisconsin, and others.

W e  P le d g e  t o  H e lp  Y o u  Earn M o r e
Every student gets thl9 promise in writing:
"W hen you complete the course in Electricity 
you must be convinced that you have received 
the training and employment service neces
sary to obtain n better position than you now 
have, or we will refund your tuition.”

THREE LESSONS, and our 
B y  K  P i  P j New Book, "T h e Film W ay to 

Bigger Pay in E lectricity.”
Shows how we use movies to prepare you for 
b igger pay. No obligation; send coupon now.

D e V r v  P r o j e c t o r  
F u r n is h e d

At no extra cost, every 
s tu d e n t  is  p r o v id e d  
with q DeVry standard 
Hchool model m o t io n  
picture projector, val
ued at $75.00. together 
with thonsandsof feet 
o f  film, for use during 
the course. S i m p l e ,  
and easy to operate at 
home, with ordinary 
light connection, farm 
lighting equipment, or 

automobile battery.

D ra ftin g  S et G iven
Complete professional 
outfit, i neluding draw- 
la jr board and set o f  fine 
instruments in plush- 
lined case given to every 
student. All the equip
ment n e c e s s a r y  fo r  
this complete course in 
electricity with draft
ing, at do added cost

<7he NATIONAL SCHOOL ofj>
VISUAL®) EDUCATION

" f7ihe Tihn. W ay to ‘B ig g e r  T a g  ’  ^  0<̂ ‘

Mail This Coupon N ow
D e cid e  n ow  t o  enter b ig  pay
ranks. G et  the th ings in J  ,  , . ' ' V
life  y o u  want. D o n 't  <j>v  »’

s  /  yle t delay ro b  y ou . 
S end the c o u 
p o n  a t once.

/ v V ^ 1
,<>•

<=>v

M ake Money
W earing This 

FREE CAP
Just Wear This Beautiful Hand- 
Tailored FREE Cap and Make 
Big Money in Your Spare Timel ■■

I want to g iv e  you  a FREE Cap. I know tout 
fr iends w ill be d elighted with its class, style and 
flt and you w ill make a generous nroflt Lnktng 
their o r  tiers. These caps are genuine hand- 
ta ilored ,m a d e  to  in d iv id u a l  measure. Nine out 

of len m en w ill order right a w a y . B ig profit on ev ery  sale.
A  DAY E A SY  FOR YOU Allen made £40 In om

H * ■  d a y . T obi»s made 117
S end N am e Q u ie t—No M oney

name right away and I’ ll lelT tod how la moke 120 a day, also secure a Teylor Cap 
for Yoor uie. WrlLt at once.
J . W. Taylor, Pres., TATLOR CAP MFRS., O p t .  31-L, Cincinnati, Ohio

10  D a y  F R E E  T r ia l
T od can have n genuine L . C . Smith (the w orld ’ s only bull bear- 
Ine typewriter) for $1 dow n. Lowest price ever offered ! Easiest 
terms. All the 1923 operating attachments. Re-Dewed. GUAH- 
ANTEED FOR G YEARS. £1 down and we ship. N o delay. No 
red tape. 10 day Free Trial. Free Typewriter C oarae. Tool*. 
W aterproof Cover i f  yoa act now. W rite for £1 down offer ana
f rae  m a nu a l. S M IT H  T Y P E W R IT E R  S A L E S  C O R P .

i. 9 4 B —  3 6 0  E . G r a n d  A v e . C h i c a g o ,  III.

selected leather,gold Vhowould
t^ t^ u ib e m d io a f
sonic ciublem stamp- f i r t f s t
ed ia heavy g o ld . / W  U I*i 7d 
J tot for fr  to btip (ea r  cut, ju s t ' 
to f i t  our cotalo^ut m tbt bands of 
Masons. The case Is a beauty.
Your name or other stamping 
35c a 1 inc extra. Pin a dollar to 
this. Money back if not corircly 
satisfied. Larger end better cases from St, up to $5 -Masooic 
Books, Mooi tors,Jewelry and LodgeSuppI icsforover^vrs.

REDDING
2 0 0  F ifth  A v e ,

MASONIC IHTnc
D e p t . M X, N e w  Y o r k

RADIO «5CATALOG
A T  W H O L E S A L E  P R I C E S !

J A fa s c in a t in g  p a stim e  th a t p u ts  m o n e y  in y o u r  p o ck e t . Everything I 
in ra d io  a t  w h o le sa le  p r ices . S en d  fo r  ca ta lo g  and p a r ticu la rs  DOW. I

ALLIED RADIO CORPORATION I
7 1 1  W .  L a k e  S t .  D e p t .  2 7  C h i c a g o _____________I

•ft?? EARN MONEY
A T  H O M E  Our am azing new method of Oil 
Painting Portraits, Land scap es, M iniatures, 
etc., requires no experience. PAINTING OUTFIT 
and Employment Service F R E E . Write for booklet.

PICTORIAL ART STUDIOS, INC. : J
Dept. B. M. 2926 Broadway Chicago

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.



ADVERTISING SECTION

AG EN TS
Work / 
For Me/

I ’ l l  D o  
THIS 

For You!
Sciul yon tlozmis of full- 
sized packnffos of fa
in oua Jlarlcy Products. 
IJny you a biff, steady 
Incom e for showing 
them to frlouds and old 
customers.
G ive you AUTOMO- 
B IL E  F R K 1C — cash 
bonuses, free premiums, 
valuable prizes.

I ’ l l  p a y  y o u  $20.00 a  d a y  to  rep re
se n t th e  1)1? H a r lo y  C o m p a n y  In 
y o u r  c o m m u n it y .  S h o w  fu ll 
s ize d  sa m p le s  o f  h ig h  q u a lity , lo w  
priced food products that I  furnish 
— teas, coffees, spices, groceries. We 
have been feeding the w orld for 36 
years. Steady customers everywhere. 
Y ou  call on them and take orders.

$20 Daily
Steady Pay

Y ou  ca n  handle this business In 
fu ll time or spare hours. No expe
rience necessary. No cash to Invest. 
Y ou  are in  business for yourself 
this easy way and make steady 
custom ers nil over town with Harley 
m oney-saving prices. Moore, P a ., 
makes $1,124 In one month.

FREE AUTO
Harley Representatives rido in 
F R E E  AU TO M O B ILES— get big 
oxtra cash bonuses and their own 
groceries about half price. Unusual 
opportunity for ambitious man or 
woman. W rite for amazing new plan 
which guarantees your success.

F. B. JENNINGS, HARLEY CO. 
Dept. P-444 HE©ifr(p» Dayton, Ohio

Catalogue, Model Boiler

O n ly  can w orth having, 
18 E. Kinzic Street,

Made of EX TR A  STRONG, 
heavy pure copper, with a 

5-Inch Solid Brass Cap 
and Spout.
Easily cleaned. No Screw 
Cap, no threads to get 
out of order. No burn
ing of hands, no trouble 
In taking off cover. Cap 
can be put on or taken 
off in a second by a 
simple tw ist of the thumb
screw on the top. Safe, 
practical, simple and 
durable. No article of 
such quality  and utility 
ever sold at eucli low 
price. I t ’ s a low pressure 
boiler and pasteurizer. 
An Ideal cooker for the 

.hom e. Nothing better for 
goneral usages. It last9 
a lifetim e and gives real 
service and satisfaction.

Above are strictly cash 
w ith order Factory prices. 
Send money order or 
check. Prom pt shipment 
In plain, strong box. 

HOME M ANU FACTU RING  CO.
Dept. 4481, Chicago, Illinois

D EAFN ESS IS  M ISE R Y
Multitudes o f persons with defective hearing and Head 

Noises enjoy conversation,go to Thea- 
treandChurch because thev useLeonard . 
Invisible Antiseptic Ear Drums. Tiny 1 
Megaphones fitting in the Ear entirelyj out of sight. No wires, batteries or 

headpiece. They are Unseen Com- 
forts and inexpensive. Write for 
booklet and sworn statement o f the 
inventor who waa himself deaf.

A. 0 .  LniUflD, lap, Salto 598,70  6U Avtn N«v fa it

jorOntyk
A Sensational Offer! i
Only S1.00 and you get
thefamous21-Je\velSiudebnker 
Watch direct from factory. Bal
ance in easymonthly payments!

Lowest prices ever named 
on similar quality. You save 
30# to 50%. D O W N

21 JEWEL-JExtra Thin
Stu d e b a k e r

ThelnsuredWatch
Ladle9* B racelet W atches, M en’s Strap W atches. 
D iam onds and Jew elry also Bold on easy paym ents. 
This com pany is directed b y  the Studebaker Family 
o f  South B end , know n th rou gh ou t the w orld fo r  
three-quarters o f  a century o f  fa ir dealing. 100,000 
satisfied custom ers. Send coupon at once fo r  full

Particulars o f  our am azing o ffer . S tudebaker 21- 
ewel W atches have 8 ad justm ents— heat, cold , 
isochronism  and 6 positions. An insurance policy is 

g iven  free— insuring the watch fo r  your lifetim e! 
W D I T P  FO R  F R E E  C A TA LO G  t

A copy o f  our beautiful, new, alx- 
eolor catalog will be aent Free to anyone sending the cou
pon bolow . Shows 80 magnificent, new A rt Beaut p cases and 
dials. Latent designs In yellow «o ld , ureen sold and while 
sold  effects. Exnnlalte tola models. Masterpieces o f the 
watchmaker’ s craft.

Special Offer: W atch  Chain F R E E  A
To those who write a t once for fre e  Catalog we will In 
clade pertlealara o f our eneclol o ffer o f  an exquisite 
Watch Chain free . This offer is fo r  a limited llr 
only. Send coupon a t once—b efore It expires

Stud ebaker W atch  Co.
D irected  by the Studeba):rr Family— three- 

quarters o f  a cen tu ry  o f  fa i r  dealing 
WATCHE9 — DIAMONDS — JEWELRY
DtplPI094S o o th  B e n d ,la d .
Canadian Address: W indsor, O nt.

SPECIAL OFFER COUPON
STUDEBAKEH WATCH COMPANY

DepLP 1094Sooth Bend. Indiana
□  Pleoae eend 'me your free Catalog of Advance 

Watch Styles and particulars of your (1 dowo offer 
Please send me Jowelry Catalog free.□  '

Street o r  R . F. D ... 

C ity or Post Office..

In answering any advertisement on this page It is desirable that you mention this magasine.
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because you like it 
and because - .■ „r..

eemans
PEPSIN G U M
aids digestion

The fresh flavor and smooth quality 
in Beeman’s Pepsin Gum alone would 
make it a favorite — and for over 3Q 
years it has been the choice o f dis
criminating people because it also aids 
digestion. Don’ t forget your stick o£ 
Beeman’ s Pepsin Gum after meals!

T rou b les
Poslam Often Ends 
Pimples in 24 hours

Pimples, black heads, eczema, rashes and 
other blemishes cleared up quickly and

safely by Poslam. Used success
fully for all skin troubles fortwenty 
years. It must be good. Thousands 
of unsolicited letters from delighted users tel] of amazing success. Buy 
Poslam  a t  you r druggiBt, only 60c, or let 
us prove to you free that Poslam  will 
clear and beautify your skin.

F R E E  P R O O F  S A M P L E  
See am azing im provem ent wltbln 24 
hours. Free. N o cost. N oobllgation . Seed 
today fo r  generous trial Bize o f  Poslam . 
Sim ply m ail your name and address, 

•am ple Desk v . Poslam C o., 2 56  W. S4th St., New York, N, Y. 
P oslam  S oap, M edicated  w ith  Poslam , w orks  

W onders fo r  P o o r  C om plexion s

LEARN  in LOS A N G ELES
T R A IN E D  M E N  N E E D E D . E arn  $40 an d  u p  a
w e e k . I f  y o u  are ea rn in g  less th is  is y o u r  ch a n c e  
t o  g a in . A u t o  in d u s tr y  w i l l  p a y  y o u  m o re  an d  
o ffe r  g re a te r  o p p o r t u n i t y .  Y o u  q u a l ify  fo r  B ig -  
P ay  J o b  th ro u g h  N a t io n a l 's  F a m o u s  J o b -E x p c r i-  
e n c e T r a in in g .  O v e r  17,000 S u cce ss fu l G ra d u a te s . 
C a lifo rn ia  is  L a n d  o f  O p p o r t u n i t y .  M i l l io n s b e in g  
sp e n t o n  a u to s  h e re . L e a m  M e c h a n ic s , Ig n it io n ,  
R e p a ir s , C o n s t r u c t i o n ,  G a r a g e  M a n a g e m e n t ,  
E tc . Q u a l i f y  f o r  t e c h n i c a l  o f  e x e c u t i v e  p o s i 
t io n  o r  g o  in to  b u s in e ss  fo r  y o u rse lf .  E N T E R  
N O W . N o A g e  L im it . L o w  T u it io n .
23rd Y e a r . U n e x c e lle d  T ra in in g .
T h i r t y - t w o  in s t r u c t o r s  . . . F re e  
e m p lo y m e n t  s e r v ice  w h ile  le a rn 
in g  a n d  a fte r  g r a d u a t io n . W r ite  
fo r  I llu stra te d  C a ta lo g  . . . F  R E E  
. . . T e ll s e v e r y t h in g .

'1IA210N /&  AUTOMOTIVE OCHOQL

D E P T . 20J-E.4006 F ig u e ro a  S t .,  L os  A n g e le s , C a lif .
Send m e the big , FREE N otional A uto Book that 

explains how  1 con  Succeed in  the A utom obile  Industry.
Nome m m m .  .  .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
A d d r r j f . . . . .  . . . .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
City. . . . . . .  _5ime. _  .  _  _  . . . . . . . . . . . A i r . . . .

R E LIE V E S
E C Z E M A

IN STAN TLY
B o o k l e t  w it h  
each package—  
at yoar druggist 
reveals beauty 
eecrets. W o n 
derful how  Poa- lam w ill soothe 
and heal itching 
burning skin.

In answering any advertisement on tils page It is desirable fAat you mention tA<« moyartne.



ilu u ih is  C o n v e n ie n t U k u  
a t  S to r in g  P r i c e s /  *

c «  * 2 7 ”
Finest blue white dia
m ond, lady’ s hand en
graved ISk Solid White 
Gold mounting. $2.21 a 
month.

ca3- *48”
18K Solid W hite Gold 
e n g a g e m e n t  r in g .  
" A .  A. 1 " diamond. 
$3.96 n month.

x̂ ~
c » ,  * 2 9 ”
Handsom ely engTas’ed 
1SK Solid White Gohl 
wedding ring, 5 genu
ine blue white dia
monds. ?2.38 a month.

CAT * 3 6 ”
N ew ,lad y 's  friendship 
ring. IsK  Solid White 
G o l d .  3 p e r f e c t l y  
m atched, blue white 
diamonds. $2.9$ a mo.

c a i o  * 3 7 5
Exquisitely hand en
graved n n d  p i e r c e d  
lt>K Solid W hite Gold

CAM * 4 7 “ '
Gents 14K solid Green

l a d y ’ s ring. Finest Gold ring, lgK while
quality, genuine blue 
w hite dinmond. S3.01

gold ton. ‘ A. A. 1” . 
blue w hite dinmond.

F U U
4 2 50CAl

Lady’s Dinner ring, beautifully hand 
engrnved, lace work design^ 18K Solid 
White Gold, 3 genuine1 hlue white dia
monds, 2 French blue trinngular sap 
phires. S3.HI a month.

G u a r a n t e e d  S a v i n g s
Direct D iam ond Im portations
and volume sales, enable u b  to oiler 
you genuine diamonds, standard 
watches and exquisite jewelry at sav
ing prices with the added advantage 
and convenience of dignified credit.

HOW TO ORDER 
Just send $ i  with your order and 
your selection comes to you on 10 
Days Free Trial. NoC. O. D. to pay 
on arri vnl. A f ter f ree trial, pay balance 
in twelve equal monthly payments. 

1 0  DAYS FREE TRIAL 
Satisfaction Guaranteed

I f  not satisfied a fter 10 days trial, return 
shipm ent at our expense and entire deposit 
will be refunded. Written guarantee bond 
with every purchase.

A l l  D e a l i n g s  S t r i c t l y  C o n f i d e n t i a l

A  F u l l  Y e a r  T o  P s y l  No extra charges. 
You take no risk-satisfaction  absolutely 
guaranteed or money back.

C A 4
Dazzling < < a s d  
cluster o f
7 perfectly m atched, 
finest q u a l i t y  b ) u e 
white diamonds, 1SK 
S o l i d  W h i t e  G o b i  
mounting. S3.96 a m o.

CAS- 
The t ^ c o o
"B o rd ea u x ”  * 3  
IxK Solid W hite Gold 
engagem ent ring,hand 
carved florrd design. 
F i n e s t  grade, blue 
white diamond. $6.16 a 
month.

c a s  ® 5 7 fi0
The " M a yfa ir"  18 K 
Solid White Gold,beau * 
ti fully hand pierced 
lady ’s m ounting. Fin
est grade, g e n u in e  
blue white diamond. 
$4.71 n month.

C o n v e n l e n t  
C r e d i t  at
C a s h  P r i c e s

C A 9 * 7 5 00
Artistically hand en
graved 18K solid white 
gold , newest style 
lady’ s mounting. 3 
fiery first quality, blue 
white diamonds. Jfi.16 
a month.

C A 1 4 -T h e " P r in c e s s  
P s t " ,  14-K SO LID  W HITE GOLD, 

engraved case. Accurate, dependable, 
15 jew el m ovem ent. Genuine “ W RIST- 
A C ltA T " flexible bracelet. 82.00 a mo.

Warranted 20 years. Radium 
dial, accurate nnd dependable. 
Specially priced. £2.12 a month.

1 6 -U ltm  fashionable, diamond w rist watch, hand en
graved 14-K SO LID  W HITE G OLD case. 15 irnby ond 
sapphire jewelled m ovchienl. 2  blue w hite diamonds. 
4 French blue sapphires. Genuine S ^ i l 5 0  
“  W R1STACRAT”  bracelet; patented ’ ^  * *
safety clasp. £2 71* a month.

ROYAL D i a m o n d  andW a t c h  C o .

C A 1 7 -G cn tk  com bina
tion, nationally adver
tised, E l g i n  or W a l 
t h a m  t h in  m o d e l  
m ovement. 12  size, en 
graved octagon design, 
green gohl filled case. 
Guaranteed 20 years. 
Complete with knife 
and chain. $ 0 0 5 0  
SI .79 a mo.

E  A D D R E S S  DEPT. 42.L, 170 B R O A D W A Y ,  N E W  Y O R K ,  N.Y. 1



Th e Q u e s t  f o r  Pleasured

l e a d s  y o u  s t ra i ght  h o m e  to

CAMELS
©  1928, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.


