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You Might Call It Luck.

- If Only One Man Had Jumped

fo Siuch Amazing Earnings ,

~but Hundreds Have Done It/

HEN a man steps from a $50 a month

job as a farmhand to a position that

paid him $1,000 the very first month—
was it luck?

When another man leaves a job on the Capi-
tol Police Force at a szalary of less than £1,000
a year and then in six wecks earns $1,800—is
that luck?

Probably the friends of Churles Berry of Winterset,
and ol Jo Poooverstrect  of
n. ‘Texas—the two men men-
tioned :ubove-—call them lucky. But
then there Wiynn of Portluand,
Ore. ai eXeservice man who carned
S 87 in one week—und George W,
Kearns  of  Oklxhonmuia  Uity, whose
carnings went 1 Xt o month to
X324 in two  weeks.  And (WL
Campbell of  Greenshurz,  Pa., who
quit o clerki job on the railroad
to earn . in thirty days,

There ix nothing cxceptional about

i’,"‘:‘ “—‘a;nll\m.:v‘{‘le:lu"ll; these men.  They live in all parts
g this wecrk of the country—they had been en-

over $400 7 pamed in all < of work. Many
- Fo Wynn, o Perts o heen  clerk bookkecpers, me-
land. Ure. chanics, Bome Lad already achieved

successful plares in the business world.

No Limit to the Opportunities

And then in one =wift stroke. they found thems=elves
making more noney than they ) ver dreimed possible,
The ind of routine v —the nt strugkle to obtuin

even slizht
drudeery of blind alley johs—alt this v left behind for
careers of imimedinte and brilliant sweeess And preat
aa are their carnin to-day. they are looking forward to
increasing them corstantly—in fuct. there is no limit to
the  ahneants they  ma) o earn—only
their own efforts can aetermine that.

by quick s of
i like  luck—the
it of course

discouraging

Kiredl or 1

<.
be that—not  when hun-

> ave found the way to such
amazin gooui  forwune — a/l slrougs:
s same ercon.  There must bhe a

detinite, pri
hind  their

eanings.,
.
1 had never carned

» The Back-Bone of
more  than  $60 a -
month,  Lust week ] BuSlneSS

tiral, workable plan be-
sudden  jumps  to  big

cleared & 0!;’und this

week *— tivo. And there is. In the first place

|‘.‘..’...;.,.\~‘,?\T,"s' Okla- they discovered wu  vital fuct about
) husine: They discovered that the

big money is in the Selling end of business. Salecsmen

are the very life Lloud of any concern—upon them depends
the amount of protits made.

And for the men who are in the ‘“‘Star’ class—who

are Masters of Salesmanship—there is prictically no limit

to their carnings.

And that is how the men whose pictures you see and
bundreds of others like them. found the way to their
present magnificent incomes. /ey wil ars Master Salesmen
noi !

New Way to Enter This Field

Yet previously they had no idea of becoming Siles-
men—many didn’t even think it possible to do so. But
they lerned of an aomszing g way by o whicrh any
man  can quickly  Lecome & Salesman—and in
his =pare time at home!

Secrets Only Master
Salesmen Know

Salesmanship i not a natural gift
—it s art and - seience  that s
man,  There are funda-
mental rules and principles that any-
one can it into practice—there are
Secrets of Selling that put any man
who Knows them into the “Star”
cli

Tlie proof of thix is in the wonder-
ful stuceess achieved by men who,
without wuny previous Selling eXperi-
enee, Juive suddenly Lecome ) or
Salesmen thru the  Nutional  Nudes-
men’s ‘Craining Association.  Step Ly step—in their spare
i . hotne--they were taken through every ph of
wmship.  Every underlying principle of sules strat-
was made as simple ws A-B-C.  Thru the National
Diemonstriution Method every form of
Siles problem is solved.

Startling Proof Sent Free

 Whether or not  you hive ever
thought of hecoming it Salesman. you
should examine the facts ahout the
wremendou i = for big carn-
ings in th Read the
extraordi ad
how caxzily you can do what they are
doing,  The PHOOLI is =0 overwhelm-

“The very fire
month I earned
$L.000. ) wus for-
merly a furmband.**
—Charles Bory,
Winterset, lowa.

ing that it muy mean the turning
CArter ten point in_your life. as it has in so
many others.  Simp mail the cou-

pon helow, It will bring you by mail
the whole wonderful story. and in
addition a great BRook Modern
Salesnumship 7 and full particulars
about the remarkable system ot Nales-
munship Training and Free Fmploy-
ment Service®or the N. S, T. A,

© off the coupon and mail it to-day. It

: to do this—it obligates you in no way.

Right now—t
COSUS You nothit

National Salesmen’s Training Association
Dept. 2.A.2 CHICAGO, ILL.

NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION
Dept. 2-A-2, Chicago, !II.

me Free I'roof tha
Sitlesn P qualify for a hig
rou el Book M
culars Lershin in your ass
Ployment Sermvice. This is all free

Name. oevrer e PP
AdAresS. oot N
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Cass1ﬁed Advertisin

The Purpose of this Department

is to put the reader in touch imme-
diately with the newest needfuls for
the home, office, farm, or person;
to offer, or seek, an unusual busi
ness opportunity, or to suggest a
service that may be performed satis-
factorily through correspondence.
It will pay a housewife or business
man equally well to read these
advertisements carefully.

Classified Advertising g

Rates in the Munsey Magazines:

Line Rate
Munsey's Magazine - $1.50 cf:"";“:::“
Argosy-Allstory . . } 2.50 $4.00
Weekly . . . . 00| Less 2% cash
discount

Minimum space four lines.

March 3rd Argosy-Alistory Forms Close February 3rd

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

for all wool
50-—no -more -

CLOTHING SALESMEN—to solicit orders
made to measure suits at retail price of 320
no less. No (rouble for a hustler to make $30 to $100 a
week and more.  The fabric assortment is tho very best, and
includes a hig viriety of virgin wool worsteds, cassimeres, flan-
oth, guaranteed to wear and give

nels and serges—fine quality
lasting  satisfaction. Our  sales plan is a  winner and our
remarkable values win  permanent customers.  Reliable men
Ll write, sSGILINE TeFritory. B. SIMPSON, INC., Dept.
457, 831 W. Adams St., Chicago.

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR. Soaps, Extracts,

Experience Carnation

Mo.

Perfumes, Toilet Goods. unnecessary.

Co., Dept. 20v, St.

BIG PROFITS WITH EXCLUSIVE TERRITORY—£50 to £100
WEEKLY EASY, MORL HAS BEEN MADE REPEATEDLY
IN ONE DAY'S WORK. WONDERFUL INVENTION DE-

Louis,

LIGHTS HOUSEHOLDERS Automatic hot and cold water
bath outfit without pluminng; only §7.50. Eager buyers cvery-
where Send no - money Termns, Write today. ALLEN
\1\\'L’F.\CTUR[\'G o, G*S .-\llux Bldg., Toledo, Ohlo
AGENTS—CLEAN UP $100 WEEKLY WITH * CNIFTY
NINE ', weekly averaze 100 sales—dollar profit each.  30—d4u

sales daily frequently made:; demonstrating outfit cinches order.
30 other coin-coaxcrs, all daily necessities Postal  brings
our unique plans. DAVIS PRODUCTS COMI’ANY. Dept. 338,
Chicago

AGENTS—Our Soap and Toilet Article Plan s a wonder. Get
our Free Sample Case Offer. Ho-Bo-Co, 137 Locust, 8t. Louis, Mo.

27,000 RECORDS G6UARANTEED WITH ONE EVERPLAY
PHONOGRAPH NEEDLE; new, different; cannot injure rec-
ords; §$10.00 daily easy. Free sample to EVER-
PLAY, Desk 112, Mct'lurg Bldg., Chicago.

WE START YOU in business. furnishing evervthing. Men and
women, $30.00 to $100.00 weekly opcrating our ‘° New System
Specialty Candy _Factorics ** anywhere. Opportunity lifetime;
booklet free. W. Hillyer Raxsdale Drawer 93, East Orange, N. J

workers.

AGENTS—C. T A. prices reduced again.  Suits $18.00. made
to order, any size or atvla.  Orders easy to get. Big profits.
Sample outfit  free Write Chicago 7T Ass'n, World's
Jargest tailors, Dept. 170, Station (', Chicago.

furnish rig and
and stock powders
Hlinois.

WE PAY $200 monthly salary.
introduce. our guaranteed  poultry
COMPANY, X-ut, annu ncltl

" AGENTS—Try Our ‘Road to Success. Pm\ “millien hu,\‘cv\-
ready for our protection againit loss by accident or sicKnes
We teach you how to close quickly, and guaranteo steady ee
from heginning.  Write for special proposition aml astonishing
carning mtslmlnws lt I' lnull.\ 14 \lurlur St. . N

expenses to
BIGLER

WANTED: TAILORING SALESMEN—Make Big Money from
the very start—opportunity of vour hfetime to get into your own

business,  We  are  the largest madve-to-measure tailoring
house in the country, furnishing elaborate sample cquipments,
including 500 all wool ftabries. and guarantee absolute satis-
fuction—perfect | best workmanship, or no sale.  Wri
line and all accessorics to be sent free.  Earn from

to $200.00 per week.  State whether or not yvou have c:pcrlence
in taking orders for men’s made-to-measuro clothes. W,
lJ ALEY, Sales \l.xnag\r, Lock Box 483, Clicago, Ill,

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS
GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.35.
Ten orders daily easy. Write for particulars and frec samples.
American Monogram Co., Dept. 34, East Orange, N. J

TAILORING AGENTS WANTED. $5.00 to $15.00
Profit on each order. T.50, fit and
construction absolutely Write today for new Spring
travelling swatch U samples and fashions, JAY
ROSE & CO., 111 8. Chicago, Il

Earn

We offer all wool Suns at $17.
sUaranteed

$10 WORTH OF FINEST TOILET SOAPS, perfumes, tollet

watera. spices, ctc., absolutely free to agents on our refund
plan. Lacassian Co., Dept. 614, 8t. Louis. Mo.

'fA'fLomNG SALESMEN MAKE §75 A WEEK SELLING

RICTLY  ALL- \\O(IL \{l(\lfLSTO MEASUR

Ve

ol
S 'LY FI

ot

T U \()l
I\P.H' THEM. W 1

MERICA,  MA EXCLUSIVE
TURES.  Tailoring. raincoat, and
time.  get o touch  with us
CHICAGO. INC., 344 W. adams St.. Dept. 8, Chica

AGENTS: SELL FULL LINE OF GUARANTEED HOSIERY
for men, women and children.  Must wear 12 months or re-
placed free.  All styles. eolors and finest line of silk hose.  Often
take orders for docen pair in_one family,  Write for sample
outfit. THOMAS MFG. 0., Class 107, Dayton, Ohio.

AGENTS—S$I15 A DAY—EASY. QUICK SALES—FREE
AUTO—BIG WEEKLY BONUS—$1.50 premium Free to every
customer.  Simply show our Beautiful, 7 piece. Solid Aluminum
Handle Cutlers  Set. Appeals instantly We deliver and
collect.  Pay dailv. NEW ERA MFG. CO., 803 Madison S8t.,
Dept. 20-Q. Chicago.

LARGE SHIRT MANUFACTURER wants
compicte line of shirts dircct to wearer.
values, Free samplce. Madison Mills,

§13.45 FOR A STYLISH MADE-TO-YOUR-MEASURE
3-PIECE SUIT—regular $25.00 valuc. We are making this
bargain offer to prove our remarkable values in tailoring. Write
for our big sample oulﬁt showmx bow agents make 235.00 to
§40.00 extra every week ing orders for high-grade tailoring.
\\ \SHI\(,TO\' T\lLORI\G LO Dopt. A- 304 Chlt&go

'S OUT
.\IONE\'u\L\I\'l.\'G
side-line men, part or tull
immediately.  GOODWE! \R

Agents to sell
Exclusive patterns. Blg
503 Broadway. New York.

Housewives Buy Harner s Invenhon on sight. \e“ busin
competition.  Ten-Use Set 1s Lomhumuon of ten indisp
household necess 7.50 $50.00 a day easily  Write
Frcv trial of \\ urk;. 107 Abmez

fur
Fairfizld, lowa.

AUTHORS— MANU SCRIPTS

FREE T0 WRITERS —-a wondcrfu.l Blitlle

book of money

making hints, suggestions, ideas; tl C of suocesaful Story
aud Movic-Play writing. Absolutelv free Send for sour ocopy
now! Just address Authora’ P’ress. Dept. 19. Auburn. N. Y

STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, ETC.. ARE WANTED for
publication. Good ideas bring big money. Submit Mss.. or write
Literary Bureau, 110, Hannibal, Mo.

MAKE MONEY writinz short stories, newspaper articles
povmns, cte., in spare time.  Biz pay.  Details free.  Address
Edirtor, \\nter Press .\swcmnnn. Los .\ngxle: Cal

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE

GOOD FARM LANDS’TNEAR THRIVING CITY IN LOWER

MICH. 20, 40, 80 AC RACTS: only £10 to 830 down, hal
long  time. Write today  for big free hooklet giving  full
information.  SWIGART TAND 0., Y-1245 First National
Rank Ridg.. Chicago.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

EXCHANGE PLOTS FOR $$—Photoplay 1deas accepted
any form: revised, typed. published, copyrighted. Sold. Adrice
free. UNIVERSAL SCENARIO CORP, 918 Western Mutual
Life Bldg.. los Angeles

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 48 COMPANIES; $10 TO $500
EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. No correspondence course or ¢x-
pericnce needed; (lunls sent free to beginners.

PRODUCERS LEAGUE., 288 Wainwright, St.

Scll your ideas.
Louis, Mo.

SONG POEMS WANTED

WRITE THE ORDS FOR A SONG. We¢ compose music.
Our Chief of ait wrote many bz osong-hits Submit _your
seng-poem  to nee NEW YORK MELODY CORP.,
408 New York.

us .\L o
Fitzgerald Duilding,

TRADE SCHOOLS

" EARN $(0 TO $15.00 PER DAY. ]elrn S Painting, Aut
Painting, Decorating. PPaperhanging. ning. \l'u-hhnn Send
for Free Catalogue. CIHICAGO l’\l\'l‘l\(: SCHOOL, 152 \West
Austin Av Chicago.

ssiﬂed Advenisinq continued on page 6.

In answering any advertigement on this pane it ig desirable that yonu mention this manazine.
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separate door, on the side next the wall, sir.
1 tried the apparatus when yvour father first
got it, and one can throw a stream clear to
the roof, sir.”

Somebody changed the subject. Pres-
ently Aurelia yawned. And before mid-
night the house was quiet.

It seemed to Ross that he had been asleep
only a few minutes, when he was awakened.
Rather he became only half awake; he was
too drowsy to open his eyes. He listened
for sounds, thinking that was what had
roused him. But he heard nothing, and
shortly turned over to go to sleep again.

In turning he opened his eyes a trifle.
‘And there on the west wall of his room
was a patch of bright red light, coming
through the open window.

Instantly Ross sat up. By leaning for-
ward he could look straight out. And he
saw that the Douglas home was on fire.

Like a flash it occurred to him that there
were only the two old people in the ram-
shackle house. Two old people, and per-
haps still asleep! Ross bounded out of
bed.

He jabbed Jawge’s bell, but did not wait
for the darkyv to respond. It would take
minutes, and seconds were valuable now.
He jumped into a garment or so and dashed
into the corridor.

That chemical cart out in the garage!
It would be just the thing. Roped to the
tail of his car, he could get it there in a
jifiy.

Running to the little door, he did not
stop to bother about a key, but smashed a
pane, reached inside and opened the lock.
Out came the cart in a flash.

Without pausing he dashed to the garage
door. Another swing of his coat-protected
elbow, and the glass was broken. Before
MacDonald, upstairs, had fully awakened,
Ross had touched the self-starter of his
Retz.

Not more than three minutes had elapsed,
all told, before the car with the chemical in
tow started roaring down the drive. The
gateway was only fifty yards distant. Ross
put his foot on the accelerator.

But just at this instant, as he was pass-
ing the west wing of the house, he heard
-a window slam shut on the second floor.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

Who had done that> Both Aurelia ard
Shirley had rooms in that wing. Which had
it been, and why?

Within ten feet of the gateway Ross
threw on the brakes. The car stopped with
barely room enough to clear the gates. Ross
jumped out to open them.

It gave him time to think. Slowly he
opened the gates and stared down the road
toward the blaze.

What was the meaning of it all> He
glanced up at the windows of his own room.
Then he noted certain trees along the road.
These trees were so spaced, it happened,
that they screened most of Treenook from
the conflagration; yet there was a perfectly
clear view of the Douglas place from Ross’s
windows.

Was there any connection here? What
had been the significance of Spencer’s talk
about fires and fire fighting. the evening
before? And especially, the fact that Phil-
lips had told him about this chemical cart?

Again, did Shirley’s peculiar early morn-
ing stroll down the road have anything to
do with it?

Perhaps it was all a scheme to get him
to leave the premises, violate the terms of
the will, and sacrifice his inheritance!

The more he thought of it, the more ob-
vious it became. He didn’t like to think
of letting two old people save themselves;
but it occurred to him that, if it were really
a plot, then the old couple had doubtless
been provided for in advance. They would
not be in the house at all.

Ross remembered now that Aurelia had
had little to say on the subject of fires. And
Aunt Janet had been in bed. In other
words, Spencer and Shirlev had planned all
this!

MacPonald was the first to show up.
Ross simply turned the outfit over to him.

‘“ Take your hour off now, Mac,” quietly.
“You may be able to save something.”

He said the same to Jawge and to Meis-
terheim, who ran up in time to swing aboard
the car. Off went the three men.

They left behind them a rapidly growing
group of hastily clad inmates.

Shirley and Spencer were among the last
to put in an appearance. Ross eved them
grimly. They exchanged swift glances. then
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“ Wonder who it was?” said Ross.
But he thought:
“ Felice.”

CHAPTER XIU
THE FOURTH VICTIAM.

HANKS to the optimistic policy of the
three who had missed the previous
Monday, Saturday passed without

any noticeable depression. If the occupants
of Treenook were not actually joyous, at
least they were not blue.

When evening came, however, and with

_it the cloak of darkness, somehow every
one yielded to its influence. Conversation
became quieter; laughter was forced, and
was soon noticeable for its absence. The
next day would be Sunday, and the day
after that— Everyvbody retired an hour
earlier than usual.

Ross did not ‘go immediately to bed. He
got inte his pyjamas and robe, and sat in
his father’s Morris chair, in the comfortable
bay window, smoking for over an hour.

Presently the narcotic had its effect. He
began to feel sleepy. He glanced at his
watch—it was going on twelve. In a few
minutes it would be Sunday, with all its
weird possibilities. Would he again sleep
until Tuesday? As he now felt, this was
inescapable.

Such fatalism, he promptly told himselr.
was all wrong. He must shake off the no-
tion.. If he got to feeling that he was in
the grip of a higher fate—a fate that
wouldn’t permit him to work out his own
‘'salvation, then he might open the way for
all sorts of things to happen to him. Not
only that, but -he would be strengthening
the inexplicable influence that was at work
upon the household.

The next day. he promised himself, he
would make a positively heroic effort to
‘counteract it all. *He would redouble his
efforts of will. He would impress upon him-
self the absolute, downright necessity of
awakening Monday. .

He was about to remove his bathrobe
when he stopped short, hearing a sound
over his head. He listened, and concluded
that some one was moving around in the
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room above. He remembered the curious
trapdoor there, and the shallow pit—the pit
from which Felice had taken that mysteri-
ous object while he watched from his hid-
ing place in the clothes closet. He sat on
the edge of the bed and awaited develop-
ments.

All of a sudden there sounded a scream.
It was faint, but unmistakable; it came
from the room overhead. It was followed
by a muffled cry and a swift scurry of feet.
Then silence.

What had happened? Ross did not stop
to guess: he snatched his automatic pistol
from a drawer and his lamp from the table,
and ran for the stairs.

Within a single minute he was at the
door of the room. It was closed; without
hesitation he knocked loudly.

There was no response. He thought he
heard something like a sob, but was not
sure. He repeated the knock, and called out
softlv:

*“ Open, or T will!”

Still no response. Ross waited a second,
then threw open the door.

His light revealed the room in disorder.
The rug was thrown back and the trapdoor
wide open. The coverlet on the bed looked
as though some one had sat heavily on its
edge. 'There was no one in sight.

Ross strode forward and threw his light
down into the pit. It seemed to be empty.
He turned the light elsewhere.

The door of the closet caught his eve. 1t
was slightly ajar. He jerked it open, and---

Felice toppled out into his arms.

Ross gave an incoherent exclamation.
and drew the girl toward the middle of the
room. As he did so she regained conscious-
ness.

“Oh!” she whimpered. “Eet is you,
m’sienr! 1 am so—so glad! Oh—" She
broke into a fit of frightened weeping, and
cowered closer into his clasp.

He tried his best to soothe her. For the
first time he began to think about the rest
of the house: it were better all around if he
could get I'elice quieted and back to her
own room without any one else being the
wiser.

“ Tell me what’s the matter,” he ordered.
“ Has any one tried to hurt vou?”

























































































































































JUNGLE TEST.

what I am about to do. He will be a sub-
stantial exhibit in my defense should Gov-
ernment desire to try me or to ask embar-
rassing questions.”

“Look here,” Dunboyne cried hysteri-
cally, “ you mean—"

“ This is the gentleman whom we will
designate as the person attacking the cap-
tive white woman.”

The risaldar had now gotten an inkling
of what was to be done. He screamed a
few words and then fell forward groveling
to a position of abject and fear-ridden
abasement from which he never again lifted
himself.

It was at this point that Jinvalee and
Diane in the next room heard the sound
of the revolver shot.

One person other than the Rao contem-
plated this execution with perfect Hindu
tranquility: it was the shikari upon whom
the event had scarcely any more outward
effect than upon the surrounding inscrut-
able Krishnas.

CHAPTER XV.
A MASTER—AND A MAN.

IS Royal Highness the Rao of Jam-
gad observed that the climax which
had been reached in his conversation

with Dunboyne was not a scene ordinarily
pleasant to the eyes of women. Women-
kind, he had learned in his studies in occi-
dental culture, were possessed of inherent
sensibilities easily shocked at the sight of
death. Krishna was not the fount of life—
in occidental eyes—but women themselves.
The Rao considered it wise to bar the en-
trance of his daughter Jinvalee and the
white girl, who, upon hearing the gunshot
in the Krishna sanctuary, rushed terror-
stricken to the door.

The door closed peremptorily in their
faces while the 7isaldur’s body was being
taken away. The Rao then sent a servant
with apologies to Diane Herries and the
request that she wait a few moments with
Jinvalee.

“T will be pleased to call for her then,”
said His Royal Highness. “ But as for my
daughter Jinvalee, she must be kept out of
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the scene altogether. Tell her to retire or
amuse herself as she will.”

He turned to Dunboyne who stood
dazed, shaken, perfectly convinced now of
the Rao’s power.

“I am in your hands,” the Britisher
muttered, scarcely giving his words suifi-
cient breath to be heard. ‘Do whatever
vou want. You can see how powerless I
am. I myself realize it. You could have
killed me instead of that risaldar and have
had done with: the whole horrible affair.”

“ Not exactly,” the Rao corrected polite-
ly. ¢ My best interests demand a different
solution.”

“You mean you actually prefer that I
leave this place alive and go back to civili-
zation?”

“ Exactly. If you are the lover of the
miss-sahib—ivhich, I may remind you, you
have not yet admitted—it would not do
to peremptorily put a builet into you. I
have some regard for the girl’s feelings. T
might say that they are of considerable con-
cern to me.”

Dunboyne lifted his white face in per-
plexity. Then the full significance of the
Rao’s diabolical words came upon him.

“You don’t mean you’re going to make
love to her—to actually try to win her?”

“Why not? Am I so unprepossessing?”’

Dunboyne doubled his fist. The horror
of facing this devil and listening to his
smooth, calculating villainy overcame him.
He would have leapt for the man’s throat,
but a hand grasped the tail of his white
torn jacket. He turned and looked into
the face of his own shikari.

“The hour is not yet at hand,” the shi-
kari whispered.

“To make myself perfectly clear,” the
Rao went on, “ I am anxious not to let my
position as a suitor become too complicated.
If. the girl's own lover is killed before her
very eves, it is not reasonable to suppose
that the murderer would be very successful
as a substitute. Though I remember hav-
ing read in one of vour English plays that
vour King Richard the Third made love
to Anne under similar conditions. I should
prefer to eliminate the girl’s lover in a way
more compatible with my desires. It
would be much more convenient for me, if












































































































INCHUNG.

than her tribal sisters and also more beauti-
ful. She differed from them in many ways.

Rapidly the approaching craft took form.
At first they appeared like distressed water
beetles, as they wallowed through the foam.
Then, very shortly, they could be seen for
what they were: rafts, shaped like stubby
Norwegian “skis,” lashed three abreast
into callapos. There were five callapos—
fifteen rafts—in all. They swung neatly in
behind a rocky point, a hundred yards up-
stream. There they landed the passengers
and freight they had been carrying and put
out again, to dance lightly over the gigantic
ripples, down to their village, a half mile
below.

Inchung allowed the little flotilla to go by
without even a glance. It had lost every
vestige of interest for her. Her feeling to-
ward the men of her tribe was one of toler-
ant contempt. Where the women were con-
cerned, this contempt was less tolerant, and
became an actual aversion. She had her
reasons. Inchung was an atavism—a throw-
back to her ancestors of times long gone
by. Her brethren, on the other hand, were
not by any means what they once had been.

The pride of race which had kept their
blood pure also had weakened it by genera-
tions of inbreeding. But it was since the
tentacles of a huge corporation, reaching out
for crude rubber, wormed their way into
Caupolican, that the Lequos began their
swift and final decadence. It was to the
caitaza—the malignant white rum that came
over the Andes—that this was due.

Not that the Lequos were drunkards:
rarely or never were they to be seen in a
condition of drunkenness. They lived relig-
iously up to their traditional hatred of cow-
ardice., In running those terrible rapids
they were as fearless and efficient as ever.
At this point, however—at any rate, in In-
chung’s opinion—their virtues ceased. Their
other interests were fast going, or had al-
ready gone. They were becoming sodden.

Therefore, Inchung despised them, and.
leaving the village inhabited by the tribal
subsection to which she belonged, built a
hut for herself, well apart. No one ob-
jected; her comments on her neighbors of
late had been frequent and forceful, so that
she was not a pleasant inmate of so small a
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community. Besides, there was no shortage
of women. They far outnumbered the men,
so that there was more than enough of them
to go around.

Living alone, Inchung was comparatively
contented in a negative sort of way. She
was torn, it is true, for something that she
had never known—something that she was
sure must exist, though she had only vague
and undefined notions of what it was: but
then. these longings always had torn her.

Now these strangers had come. Even
though they were a hundred vards away, it
was quite plain that one of them was of a
race different from that of the South Ameri-
can Rubber Company’s swarthy agents who,
until then, were the only white men she
had ever seen. So it was only natural, she
told herself, that she should wish to have a
closer view.

Slipping her newly washed and still drip-
ping camiseta over her head. Inchung crept
through the shore thickets, with the noise-
less ease of a water rat, to a natural clear-
ing in the jungle near the s.ot where the
newcomers had landed. Just before reach-
ing this glade. she stopped. and, parting
the intervening branches. peered through.

She saw c/iolo — half-breed — servants,
moving here and there. tightening tent guys,
unpacking goods, fetching wood and doing
the many things that must be done when
camp is made. She recognized one of the
servants as an old acquaintance who had
been down the river before. At the time.
however, she was scarcely conscious of see-
ing any of these things. Her eves were
fixed upon that one young man who was so
different from all others she ever had seen.

That young man, whose name was Jimmy
Landon, was simply a clean-cut voung
North American engineer, with a strong
body, and a strong. pleasant face, with
freckles on it. It was not a handsome face,
but it showed virility, energy, power—
everything that the men of her race had
lost. Probably that was the reason why
she gazed at him with such fascinated eyes.

Unfastening the mouth of a canvas sack,
Jimmy began to burrow in it, much as a ter-
rier digs into a rabbit hole. The eternal
mother, that lurks in every woman, woke
for the first time in Inchung's breast. and
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fore had he met anything like this. If it was
a local custom to have a golden-hued, sylvan
goddess emerge magically from the jungle
to meet a stranger, to bestow upon that
stranger the gold-bestrewn landscape as a
gift and then, after taking him under her
protection, to depart, carrying with her his
laundry to do—well, it certainly was re-
markable that such a country still remained
so thinly populated.

Also Jimmy wondered how his c/olos had
been impressed by this apparition, but this
was something that he could not tell. Ask
them he would not, and their faces ex-
pressed only sullen anger. He noted that
they were working at their allotted tasks
with unwonted energy, but only vaguely
could he guess the reason, which was this:
La Tigra Esteril, it is true, was out of sight:
hut there was no way of telling where she—
or worse still, her emissaries—might be
lurking, and it was a matter of the most ob-
vious common sense to take no chances
where she was concerned.

As a matter of fact, Inchung had not lin-
gered near the glade; already she was on
her way to those dreaded emissaries of hers.
Treading jungle paths that would have been
invisible to eves less practiced than hers,
she reached another camp—if camp it could
be called. It was a mere sore on the body
of the jungle, swarming with life.

The savages that were gathered at this
spot were of a type solow that they had no
tribal name. In fact, they had no tribes,
but only herds, like those of the wild pigs.
Like the wild pigs, every herd always had
warred on every other, and all were hunted,
as any other noxious animals might beshunt-
ed, by savages of higher types.

In Caupolicin, however, all this had heen
changed. Inchung had ordained it, and her
people, in their growing lethargy, had not
thought it worth while to oppose her.
Therefore these herds of half-bestial human-
ity were allowed to come and go as they
pleased. While there they would be secure
from aggression; no Indians care to intrude
upon the Lequo sphere of influence. But
also the herds must keep peace among them-
selves. In short, Caupolican was a sanctu-
ary, ruled by Inchung, who was looked upon
by her malodorous subjects as a deity.

8 A
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Now she beckoned to a great-grandmoth-
2r of the herd, who looked like a dessicated
monkey. With awestruck humility the old
woman came.

“ Send people to watch all sides of the
white man's camp,” she commanded. * Let
the watchers remain unseen, but ready for
instant action should I desire it. Have
everything that happens reported at once to
me.”

Without waiting for a reply, Inchung
turned and went, by other paths, to her own
hut. She cooked and ate. Afterward, with
infinite care, as she might have washed old
lace, if she ever had seen any, she laundered
Jimmy's clothes. Iron them she could not;
she never had heard of such a process. But
she could mangle them by wrapping them
around lengths of smooth cane to dry, and
this she did.

At the same time once more she washed
her own camiseta, which had suffered in its
trips through the jungle; and she had only
the one. This was because she had to make
them herself, and never before had she felt
any need for more—so why take the trou-
ble? Poverty had nothing to do with it.

As a matter of fact, the Lequos are far
from poor, as poverty is reckoned in un-
charted South America, for their monopoly
of river-running commands high pay. No
income accrued to Inchung from this source,
to be sure, but nevertheless she was richer
than any of her tribespeople—or, for that
matter, than all of them put together. She
did not advertise that fact; Inchung was not
given to loquacity. Of her wealth she took
what she desired, and let the rest lie. Her
* dreams of avarice,” if she had any, were
very easily satisfied.

Now, for the first time, the lack of a
second garment filled her with impatient re-
gret. In that humid climate clothes dry
slowly, and she did not wish again to appear
in Jimmy’s camp wearing a wet camiseta.
This was not because soaked cotton cloth
is semitransparent; that fact meant so little
to her that it never crossed her mind. But
a wet garment argued an informality not in
Keeping with certain cherished ornaments of
hers, and she did so wish to look her best
when Jimmy saw her again.

For the next two days there was a damp
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were carried away. Four of them were left,
snarling like wolves, cowardly yet fierce, as
they swarmed against Jimmy, who fought
desperately, with his back against the only
tree that the glade contained. Into the face
of one man he flung his empty pistol, and
with a heavy bag, held in his other hand,
parried the thrust of a knife. The bag was
ripped open, and a shower of gold dust
glittered as it scattered on the ground.

“ Back to the jungle wall! Go back!”
shrieked Inchung.

Her hair streamed loose as with her left
hand she snatched the little dagger from its
coils. Stooping, with never a pause, she
caught a machete from the wounded man
and sprinted on as Jimmy left the tree
and began to retreat toward the edge of the
glade, still facing his enemies.

All this took place in an instant; an in-
stant more and it all was over. Gripped in
a hand practiced in its use since babyhood,
Inchung’s machete flashed and fell. One
man dropped, his head nearly cut in two as
she buried the blade of her little dagger in
the throat of another. A third, who had
come too close to the jungle wall, clawed
frantically at his chest, from which the point
of a long arrow protruded; then threw back
his head. coughed horribly as he reeled, and
sprawled sidewise. With a howl of dismay
the remaining half-breed turned, and bolted
desperately into the thicket.

“ After him—and kill!”
Inchung.

There was a rustling in the jungle as her
allies started to obey, and Inchung left the
pursuit to them. She fell on her knees be-
side Jimmy, who lay senseless, with blood
that flowed from a wound in his forehead
making a pool on the ground.

With set lips, Inchung gathered him into
her arms. Perhaps she herself had not sus-
pected the reserve of strength upon which
she drew, to help her as she carried him
to his tent. There she laid him down,
fetched water and tried to stanch the flow
of blood, and after a time succeeded. Then
she bandaged his wound with strips torn
from her camiseta. She searched his stores
for liquor, but passed over some brandy
because she did not know what it was. So
she took some villainous canaza that had be-
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longed to one of the c/olos, and poured a
little down his throat. He sighed, then
opened his eyes.

“ By Jove!” said he, faintly.
lucky that I hid those cartridges!”

He spoke in English, so of course Inchung
did not understand. But what did that
matter? His senses had returned—he would
live! A hot tear, perhaps the first that
she had shed since childhood, fell and spat-
tered upon Jimmy’s forehead. He smiled
up at her, then closed his eyes again. Ap-
parently he slept.

Inchung stole softly out of the tent. Once
outside, she tiung herself prone, and cried as
though her heart would break, as any other
woman might do, for no reason at all that
a man could discern.

It was long after nightfall when Jimmy
awoke. He had a frightful headache, but
was hungry, nevertheless. He found him-
self attended by a ministering goddess, who
fed him on broth made of c/aforra—which is
a species of dried mutton—flavored with
wild peppers, who put him properly to bed,
bullied him, moistened his wound with cool
water and was altogether delightful. He
heard those little savages squeal and jabber
as they caroused in the jungle, but he did
not know what the sound meant. Inchung
knew; she had seen those savages when
they came and carried away the fallen
cholos.  But she did not tell Jimmy.

Jimmy’s wound was a machete cut that
had nearly penetrated the outer table of his
skull. The climate rendered it more seri-
ous than it otherwise would have been, es-
pecially as the attendant scalp wound,
bleeding as only scalp wounds can, had left
him very weak. On the other hand, his
constitution was like that of a white-hickory
sapling, and Inchung’s devoted care was by
no means amateurish. The women of her
tribe have much experience with surgical
cases of this sort. After a while, therefore,
Jimmy began slowly to mend.

These first days of Jimmy’s convales-
cence were very happy ones for Inchung.
Except for one little cloud that lingered on
the horizon of her contentment, they would
have been perfectly happy. It was the sur-
viving c/iolo---the one who had bolted into
the jungle and who, by the way, was her

“ How
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old acquaintance—who caused that cloud
to arise. The savages sent in pursuit had
failed to catch him, they reported. He had
flung himself into the river, and aided by a
log that he found stranded there—aided
also by a miracle, as it seemed—he had suc-
ceeded in crossing. His pursuers could not
Cross.

Once having reached the far bank it was
possible that the man might eventually
reach the local headquarters of the South
American Rubber Company, at Sorata.
Accidents might, of course, befall him on
the way—Inchung heartily hoped that thev
would—Dbut if none did, it would be only a
matter of time before representatives of that
company would come down the river, pre-
pared to deal with Jimmy as the half-
breeds had failed to do.

Inchung knew, however, that at least
three months must pass before this situation
could arise. Actually it took rather more
than that; nearly four idyllic months went
by. Jimmy’s normal strength had almost
returned, notwithstanding a low fever that
had attacked him in his weakened state.
She believed that his affection for her also
had increased; yet hardly dared to permit
herself this belief because she so longed for
it that a delusion in this regard would be
infinitely more bitter to her than death.

Now, to remain wholly indifferent to
months of self-forgetful devotion on the
part of a beautiful girl, a man must be more
than human—or less than that. Jimmy
was very human. Of course, he was fond
of Inchung—felt a warm and growing affec-
tion for her, that was quite apart from his
gratitude. VYet, somehow he never thought
of her as being really a woman. Rather
she seemed to him a particularly bright and
lovable child, who had been freakishly en-
dowed, by the powers that rule such things,
with the body and face of the fabled Diana.

Never had Jimmy thought to define this
mental attitude to himself. He only felt
it, and therefore could not realize its cause;
and yet that cause was not far to seek. Tt
was simply that young women, as he had
known them, were so different from In-
chung. Especially one young woman. In
fact, there was only one—for Jimmy. but
the fourth month of his convalescence al-

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY

WEEKLY.

ready had begun before Inchung learned
of her.

One of the company’s trading callapos
came down the river. It brought no news
of the fugitive c/i0lo, but that was not to be
expected, for the man must of necessity
have made his laborious upward way, if he
made it at all, on foot, through jungle trails.
But it did bring to Jimmy a packet of let-
ters and papers, which Inchung took to him,
as he lay in a hammock in the shade.

With eves jealously observant, she
watched his face brighten as he ran the
envelopes through hiz fingers and selected
certain ones. No word of English could
Inchung read: nor. for that matter, of any
other language, but her observation, for
that very reason, was the more keen, and
in any case that concerned Jimmy, it was
especially so. The envelopes that he se-
lected were of one shape and color; squarc
and light gray. Tt was by no means the
first time she had seen their like; Jimmy
had a collection of them, all much worn,
and from time to time he would take them,
each in its order, and read their contents
over again.

Even then she had seen his face brighten
in the same way, though in a manner not
nearly so marked as now. Even then she
wondered why, but could not guess; her
notions as to the nature of a letter were
extremely vague. Now she sat and watched
him as he arranged them in order and read
them, always with that light on his face,
though its expression changed swiftly as his
eyes danced from line to line. She won-
dered why she felt a dull ache in her breast,
as though a heavy stone had taken the place
where her heart should be. Perhaps it was
because she knew that for the time he had
forgotten her very existence. But at all
events the ache was there.

From the third envelope that Jimmy
opened there dropped several snapshot pho-
tographs. With a joyful chuckle Jimmy
examined them, then laid them side by side
on his knees so that he could see them all
at a glance. Inchung knew well enough
what snapshots were; Jimmy had a camera.
What the subjects of those pictures might
be she could not tell, because their edges
were toward her. and she wouldn't ¢o and
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with herself-—to force her mind into a sav-
age joy in the revenge she had taken, but
her thoughts would work only in a circle.
swiftly returning to their dismal starting
point, that hopelessness. How long she sat
there, staring at nothing, she never knew,
but at length the darkening of her doorway
recalled her to a realization of the outside
world. She saw that monkey-like old
woman, the great-grandmother of that sav-
age herd, standing outside the hut, timor-
ously peering in.

“ Speak!” commanded Inchung, curtly.

“1 tell of /im,” replied the old woman.
‘“ My people, whom you sent upstream to
watch for his coming, have seen him; and
with him are two others, beside the Iequos.
Their callapo broke, so they have gone into
camp. But to-morrow, while the shadows
still are longer than the trees, they will be
here.” ‘

As she uttered the last word, the old
woman vanished into the jungle, apart from
which she, like all her breed, was fearsome-
ly ill at ease. But she had told enough:
little need had Inchung to inquire into the
identity of * him.” The word, used in such
a manner, meant a huge c/olo, known on
the river as El Carnicero—in English, ¢ The
Butcher.” This was the man always sent
by the company against any interlopers
whom it considered to be dangerous or
otherwise objectionable. Always a party,
of varying strength, but always amply suf-
ficient for its purpose, came with him.
Now there were two men beside El Carni-
cero. What chance would Jimmy, still
weak from his wound. have against three
such men?

Not one chance in ten thousand—obvi-
ouslv—if events were allowed to take their
normal course. But this would not be al-
lowed. Now that Jimmy was in real dan-
ger, Inchung’s mind was working smoothly
and rapidly enough, and she would attend
to that matter. But how could it be at-
tended to? That was the question.

An appeal to her own people would be
useless. What did they care about Jimmy?
To the company, on the other hand, they
looked for their pay and for all the luxuries
to which they had hecome so wedded. The
little savages were not to be thought of in
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this connection. To warn Jimmy was an-
other notion that Inchung would not harbor
for a moment. Jimmy would insist upon
fighting—and he was not fit for that. What
he must do was to go away—for the present,
at any rate—so fast and so far that success-
ful pursuit would be impossible.

To this end a plan flashed into her head.
It was a plan that made her heart stand
still for a moment, and caused her breath
to come shudderingly. But then she shook
her shoulders, as though to rid them of a
burden. and laughed, rather mirthlessly.
What did it matter, after all> The plan
would work. Tor success of any kind, some
price was demanded. Very well, then; she
would pay that price—and that affair would
be settled!

At once she began her preparations. First
she went to her tribal village, and there
arranged for a callapo to be in readiness be-
fore sunrise the next morning. Then she
set out, almost at a run, for Jimmy's tent,
only to meet him on the wayv. He had
missed her and was in search of her.

“ Come!” she called.

Wonderingly he followed her. asking
questions that she would not answer. She
led him into the valley that he had pros-
pected, but only to turn aside, crawling
among rocks, under vines and thorny
bushes, where it would have seemed that
none but a wild pig could make its way.
At last thev emerged into a glade, edged
by a cliff, from which there spouted a jet
of water.. The jet was received in what evi-
dently was a volcanic blow-hole, like a huge
pot. Into it the water washed many peb-
bles, but onlv to wash them out again and
roll them away, down the little channel
through which it then flowed. Dipping her
hands deep into this blow-hole. she brought
them out overflowing with gold dust, prac-
tically pure. and emptied them into Jimmy's
hat. Again she did this, and then for a third
time.

“ To-morrow there will be as much
more,” she said sadly. ¢ Also the next day,
and all days thereafter. We will take this,
and I will bring you some that I have gath-
ered, but for which I have no use. For vou
will come no more to this place until four
full moons have grown and withered. You
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must go—go down the river; not upstream.
The way is longer, but by going in that
direction you can buy rifles, and employ
men who are not of la compaiiia, to the end
that vou may return, and make your title
secure. To-morrow, at dawn, you must
start.”

“ And you?” asked Jimmy.

“ Me? Oh, for a little time I shall remain
here. Afterward—who can tell> Perhaps
I may follow you down the river. But if I
do, I doubt if you will ever know it.”

She laughed, and the laugh had so odd a
ring to it that for an instant Jimmy was
puzzled. Still, it was only some joke of
hers, he supposed, and he had matters far
more important than jokes to think about
just then, so he turned his mind to them.

* How about raftsmen to take me down?"
he inquired.

*“ They will be ready,” she assured him.
“ Come: let us return.”

There was a calm finality in her tone
which. as he knew, was useless to dispute.
He knew. moreover, that she was right.
The lost Fortunatus mine is said to have
heen something like the one he had just
seen. and Jimmy had heard stories of a sim-
ilar formation in the Rand. Otherwise. so
far as he knew, there was nothing in the
world like this mine of Inchung’s. It was
well worth fighting for! Wild with excite-
ment, he returned to his tent, and would
have begun at once to pack for his journey,
but Inchung forbade it.

“No. Now vou are tired, and must rest
for a while,”” she told him, decidedly.
“ After a little T will return and help you.”

Once more she was right, and he knew
it; his strength even yet was not what it
had been. Obediently he sank into his ham-
mock, where Inchung left him.

Inchung had returned to her hut. and
was about to enter it when her eves were
caught by that shrub. and the photograph
that was tied to it, close by her doorway.
She was struck with wonder because so short
a time had passed since she tied the photo-
-graph there, and yet it seemed so infinitely
long ago. The whole world had changed
since then.

She looked again at the pictured face,
upon which the level rays of a setting sun
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were falling. It—that face in the picture—
was smiling; and to Inchung’s overwrought
senses the smile seemed like a game defiance
of certain death. Inchung admired and
respected gameness. Besides, what did this
girl—what did any girl or all girls—mat-
ter now? She felt that she had passed
above and beyond all that sort of thing.
Therefore, breaking the silky threads that
held it, she again rolled the photograph into
a little cylinder and tucked it back into her
hair.

Then Inchung also rested, though she felt
no need for rest. Afterward she took some
salt bags that had been leaning carelessly
in one corner of her hut, tied them together
with a rope-strong stem of bejuco and slung
them over her shoulder. Staggering under
their weight—for there were nine of them,
and they all were filled with gold dust—
she carried them to Jimmy's camp.

There she helped him make up the light
packs that he would take with him, and
into one of them she slipped the picture
that she had stolen. He had been working
in his pyjamas, for the evening was stiflingly
hot. When their tasks were finished, she
tucked him into his hammock, as she had
done so many times before. Stooping, she
kissed him; then walked quickly away, and
nrever looked behind.

Jimmy woke with the dawn, to find that
his breakfast had been prepared, but that
[nchung was nowhere to be seen. He called
her, but she did not answer. He went in
search of her, but his search was vain. At
last, because his callapo could be kept wait-
ing no longer, he was obliged to leave with-
out seeing her. He felt bitterly hurt at
this. Why had Inchung behaved in such a
way? He could not understand it at all.

It was in no way remarkable that Jimmy
could not find the Lequo girl. No being
on earth ever would dream of looking in the
place where she was hiding—nor guess why
she had hidden there.

Half a mile above Jimmy's camp, well out
in the stream, two huge rocks stood abreast,
with a narrow space between them. The
rocks themselves could not be seen: the
rushing water broke cver them in high. per-
petual waves that fell below them on their
downstream side. It was through the space
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ready to be resumed the instant she caught
sight of Lois, the martinet. But now, to
her relief, she saw that it would not be nec-
essary to resume it.

The newcomers were laughing and talk-
ing at the top of their lungs. They wanted
something to drink. Lemonade or ginger
beer. They were terribly thirsty. They
made a dressing-room of the box, fluffing
out their damp hair, mopping their flushed
faces with powder pufis. One of them
vawned. She wanted to go home.

“It’s horribly late, and I have to get up
at eight o’clock—” Wouldn't somebody see
her to a cab?

Jimmy was counting over and over again,
adding, subtracting—even multiplying.

How many still were missing?

Three, unless he was wrong — and he
might easily be wrong—Lois, Margery, and
the uninvited guest. Perhaps Norwich
wouldn't turn up. That is to say, not here.

Evelyn kept plucking at Jimmy’s sleeve.
whispering in fearful accents.

“ What did you mean?> \What did Uncle
Stephen mean> Who’s going to be arrested
for murder—”

“Oh, be quiet!” Jimmy cried, turning on
her furiously. “ Can’t you see I'm busy?”
He went on with his counting—all over
again, because Evelyn had put him out
“ Dick and the marchesa, gone—that’s two:
and two’s four—and two more is six—seven.
eight, nine.” Yes, he was right. Lois,
Margery and the uninvited guest were still
to be accounted for.

Stephen Loveday was leaning over the
ledge of the box, shouting, gesticulating. He
had caught sight of Margery waltzing with
a troubadour. The couple flashed by under
his very nose. Had Margery heard?

Jimmy pressed over Mr. Loveday’s shoul-
der.

“ There’s Margerv,” he said, imparting
perfectly superfluous information. And
Margery had taken off /srer mask.

A moment later she appeared in the hox
with her troubadour.

“ Oh, I say, Lois will give it to us!” she
cried. “But it got so hot. One simply
couldn’t stand the beastly thing.”

She, too. joined the clamor for something
thirst-quenching, borrowing a powder puff.

927

It was a big box, plenty of room for them
all.  They sat about on the ledge, on the
step, some of them even on chairs. A
waiter had brought a great tray of glasses
filled with ginger beer, in which floated
blobs of ice and lemon.

Delicious!

Angelo di Trevi and Evelyn whispered
apart. The others were happily ignorant
that anything was impending, but somebody
remarked that Jimmy Creigh looked cross.

Angelo was worried about his stepmother.
Who was she dancing with? Where had
she got to? She was so irresponsible. He
hadn’t been told as yet that Jimmy Creigh
had sent her home with Dick.

‘“ Hello, there's Lois!" Margery cackled.
“ Oh, what a look che's given us! Now
we're in for it. I could feel her eyes simply
blaze.”

Yes, there was lois. Jimmy winced.
Dancing with the uninvited guest. Tall
Lois and—it must be—Bruce Norwich.
Jimmy flew a signal to the men in the cor-
ridor, and then leaned out of the box de-
termined to keep the couple in sight.

Lois had seen the boxful; all, in defiance
of her orders, unmasked. She and her part-
ner were the only two who had observed
the rules. Lois would be in a fine temper.
She was one of those managing people who
insists upon evervthing being done by rule
of thumb—her own thumh. Oh, yes, she
would be furious.

Jimmy leaned far out of the box and very
nearly overbalanced.

Yes, the couple had moved out of the
thick mass of dancers and were making for
the nearest aisle. Jimmy could see Lois’s
chin wagging with indignation. It seemed
to him that her partner hung behind as
though unwilling to accompany her. Or
was that merely imagination?

Once again he was assailed with that
feeling of doubt. What a slight girlish
figure Norwich—if it was Norwich—made
beside Lois.

They disappeared up the aisle, and Jim-
my rushed into the corridor, followed by
Stephen Loveday. The detectives were
strolling to and fro.

“ Your man’s coming,” Jimmy said.

Lois and the little Pierrot hove in sight.
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Lois began to call out to Jimmy.

*“1 think you’re just hateful—all of
you!” she exclaimed. I think it's perfect-
lv horrid of you, Jimmy Creigh. 1’1 bet
you're the one that started it—"

Her companion laughed. The low thrill-
ing sound of it froze the blood in Jimmy's
veins. :

“ Take off your mask,” he said tensely. -

And the little Pierrot took off * his ™
mask.

It was Justina di Trevi.

Jimmy ran a wild hand thrjugh his hair.

He had sent the wrong one off with Dick.
Bruce Norwich had slipped quietly through
the net helped by no less a person than
Jimmy Creigh himself.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
UNMASKED.

' ES, Jimmy Creigh had decidedly over-
done the business of being clever.
For some little time he was the only
one who realized what a mess he had made
of things in his zeal to be of service: and
for one wavering moment he thought of
keeping still about it.

The detectives came into the box, closed
the door, and looked everybody over. They
were all entirely visible from the dancing
floor, but who was to guess what was going
on?

It was explained sketchily that the police
were looking for a man who had joined
their party unbidden, and had dressed him-
self in a costume similar to theirs. The girls
were all thrilled.

But the wanted man was not there. Theyv
were rather disappointed. Just for the mo-
ment they rather expected the good-look-
ing young Italian, a stranger to them all
but Jimmy, would prove to be the culprit.
But he, it seemed, was a nobleman.

The detectives looked at Jimmy Creigh.
Had they been fooled by him? Was it
merely hysterical nonsense on his part? But
no. Evidence procured at Karlson’s cor-
roborated his story.

The excitement was falling flat. Mr.
Loveday told Jimmy—uwith severity—that a
practical joke could be carried too far. He
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began to marshal his girls for home. It was
time they all went, he said.

The Marchesa di Trevi shrugged her
shoulders and smiled at the unhappy Jim-
my. A curious way to treat one’s guests,
eh?—that was what her shrug said.

Jimmy got his detectives outside and
privately explained to them his humiliating
position. They questioned him closely, and
although they might look very funny in the
turkey-red dominoes and false noses, there
was nothing at all humorous about them
now, to Jimmy’s way of thinking. They
were severely businesslike.

He told them that he had had no doubt
whatsoever but that the Pierrot he had
sent off with Mr. Ardell was the Marchesa
di Trevi. The person was about her build
and had spoken with her voice and accent.

One of the detectives reminded him that
Bruce Norwich was an actor, that he prob-
ably knew the marchesa was of this party,
and that he was familiar with her manner
of speaking.

So it was no news to the police that she
had once been engaged to the fellow!

Jimmy’s thoughts raced off to Dick.
\WWhat had happened when the two left the
Albert Hall?> Tt was impossible to answer
hat question on speculative grounds.

Jimmy returned to the box and made
his adieux. He had to go with the detec-
tives, he «aid. Several people jeered good
naturedly at him.

* Oh, it’s you, is it, Jimmy?”

* Poor old Creigh! What’s he been and
done?”

* Have they got handcuffs for you>”

Jimmy hurried out and slammed the door
after himself.

He had to wait while the men from Scot-
land Yard called off their pickets. Then
the three of them found a telephone booth,
and one of the detectives rang up Jimmy’s
flat.

No reply.

~ Try again,” Jimmy urged.
sure to be some one there.”

This time central said that the telephone
was out of order.

The detective got hold of the supervisor
and made known his identity. Inquiry re-
vealed the fact that the first time the num-
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that she must go--all in the interest of
morality.

That'’s what started all the trouble, and
what caused her to lose interest in Paul
Herrick.

Paul was a nice young fellow, single and
only forty. He has a nice place down in
the valley near Coyote Creek and is one of
the leading members of the prune and apri-
cot growers association. He was not exact-
ly the handsomest man in town, but even
at that he was good looking, especially on
Sundays when he used to call on Mary in
his Ford car. And. as I've told Mary a
dozen times, when a woman gets to bc
thirty-five or six there are a lot of things
she has to kind of slur over when it comes
to picking out a husband.

The trouble with us women is that while
the men folks are getting older and losing
their hair we proceed to forget that maybe
we are also showing the wear and tear of
time. Why even now I sometimes find my-
self thinking that Ed—that’s my husband—-
hasn't quite got the style he had when we
were married thirty years ago.

Anyway, to get back to Mary and Paul.
she went to see the picture that evening,
and as far as 1 can see, was delightfully
disgusted. She told me all about it the
next day and asked my advice about making
her report to the Purity League. The Sieik
himself, apparently, was all right; but the
leading woman was the cause of whatever
immorality there was in the film.

“Why, Aunt Effie,” Mary said, * she
was brazen. How any woman could be so
common as to act such a part! A really
good woman could never do it—even in
acting. She positively threw herself at him.
Not that she didn’t act coy and reluctant at
times, but any one with half an eye could
tell that she was leading him on to do just
what he did.”

Then she began to tell me the plot of
the story.

It appears that this untamed son of the
desert, the S/eik, had abducted the heroinc
while the latter and her wealthy widower
father were making a trip to the pyramids
Originally his idea was to hold her for
ransom, but later he discovered that she was
his soul mate, sent by Allah to his desert.
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He took the desert all for his own, so Mary
told me, and was quite haughty about it,
referring to it in a way that would make
you think he was a T.os Angeles real estate
dealer talking about * Our City.”

All this was well enough and on a strictly
cash bhasis, according to Mary, until the
Sheik began to realize that the heroine’s
presence in the desert was more essential
than a well to an oasis. Right there he
began some hectic love making. He was
positively insistent that she be his, and final-
Iy carried her off to his private tent. There
he forced his unwelcome attentions upon
her until she finally came to love him. Then
after she was all ready to take up a life of
light housekeeping in the desert, the Sieik
discovered that her father was a brother
Elk or something, and, overcome with re-
morse. returned her to her folks, who were
still camping at the foot of the pvramids.

That's a brief outline of the picture.
Some of the details I couldn’t get from
Mary, for she seemed to think they were
too fervid even for a woman old enough
to be called Aunt Effie by half the county.

I found out afterward. though, that Joe
Ahern, who hasn’t missed a chorus show at
the opera house in twenty years in spite of
his being a deacon in the church, slept
through the whole performance, so I'm glad
I didn't go. Tt couldn’t have been much.

That was all I heard about Mary and
* The Sheik ™ until later. except that at
the time she showed me a piece of music she
had bought that afternoen. It was a song
that Eddie Bovden had sung during the
most emotional parts of the film, to lend
color to it like they do in the big theaters
in San Jose. She said she bought the
song for evidence for the Purity League,
and it had a lot of stuff in it about desert
loves and all that sort of thing.

It was just about a week later when Paul
Herrick came to see me. I knew he had
something on his mind when he came up
to the porch; but I waited for him to un-
load it. I have found out from thirty years
of married life that the best way to get in-
formation out of a man is to act like you
don’t care wheder or not he has anything
to tell you. Ha puffed away on his pipe for
a while and then broke out.
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singing course hasn’t given her as much
sense as a canary, even though it gave her
the voice. Mary kind of hesitated and then
burst out strong.

“ Well, I'm sure that Addie is welcome to
him. She can have him and settle down to
a life of raising prunes and babies, and
talking over the alfalfa crops and taking
trips to San Jose once a month. As for me
—I want to be loved with a higher love.
I want romance. I want a love that burns
like the sun on the desert wastes—that
pains while it warms my spirit—"

I knew that she was off again with a
quotation from the subtitles of that picture,
so I cut in with a catty remark:

“ Mary Ellison, a woman of your age
should have better sense. When vou get
to be thirty-eight years old you should
know that it’s pretty late in life to start
getting sunburned.”

“ My age is my own business,” she
snapped back, “and, anyway, thank Heaven
I've not reached the age where I take an
old womanish interest in other people's busi-
ness.”

This was not right of her, because T never
meddle except in unusual cases like this
one, and so I called after her as she went
flouncing down the walk:

“Well, while you're running around look-
ing fer an Arab in a kimono to vamp you.
you’d better keep an eye on Addie Decker.
She may be simple, but while you're search-
ing for a sand-dune sweetheart she will be
getting ready to grab on to a regular hus-
band with overalls and a prune orchard
that can be sold to-morrow for better than
fifty thousand dollars.”

I forgot to tell you before that Addie
lived right across the road from Mary, and
that when their houses were built Ed Lord,
the contractor, built them on the same plans,
he having just one set when he opened
up in business after graduating from the
architecture course in the correspondence
school. And that is the main reason why
my scheme muddled up—although it all
came out right in the end.

At any rate, Mary went on home, mad
as a wet hen, and I sat down to figure out
a way to be fairy godmother to two darned
fools.
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At eight o'clock, when Paul arrived, T was
all ready for him.

“ Paul,” I told him, “ there's only one
thing for you to do. You have to give
Mary the kind of romance she wants.
You've got to Sheik her. She craves this
desert love, and so you've got to act it out
until she tires of it. What do you know
about the habits of sheiks?”

“ Only what it says in this song,” he re-
plied. * I took it off Mary's piano when
she ordered me out of the place. I was
going to tear it up, but somehow I couldn’t
—it belonged to her,” he finished, looking
sheepish.

I took the song from him and it was the
same one I told you ahout, that Eddie Boy-
den sang during the emotional scenes in the
picture. It seemed that Mary hadn't sent
it to the Purity League as evidence after
all. Here's the way the chorus went:

I'm the Sheik of Araby,

Your love belongs to me;

At night when you're aslecp,

Into your tent I'll creep,
and a Jot more of that sort of thing. I
asked Paul if he knew the tune and when
he said yes I told him of my plan.

“ She wants you to be a sheik,” I told
him, “so you go ahead and be one. I'll
rig you up in a desert costume and you go
out and serenade her with that song. She’s
just old maid enough to take it seriously
and then you walk right in and abduct her.
Carry her off to the justice's court and
marry her. T’ll call Judge Miller on the
phone and have him waiting for you. Then
it Il all be over and she'll soon forget this
desert love business.”

Paul kind of objected to this program,
and made a lot of fuss about singing under
her window like a drunken Mexican sere-
nading his corazon, and said that he'd he
this and that if he'd dress up like an Arab
and make himself the laughing stock of
Morgan Hill for any woman. He raved
on until I told him that it was either be
a sheik or lose Mary, and that anyway he
needn’t sing loud, and that by eleven o’clock
all the neighbors would be sound asleep
anyway.

He finally was convinced, and agreed to
do as I told him. I got a long white robe
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The Kiss That Burned!
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. She kissed him on the lips. . . . Again she
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and then to crush out life from the small, lithe
body. . . .”

But he must not move a muscle—he dare not
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oirl—and yet—What nameless danger lay before
him in this underworld den of forgetfulness?
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