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Any baby will
be happy after
a bath with Pears
Soap. It is because Pears’
is a healing balm to all scalds and chafing |
which make baby uncomfortable and peevish.

By the continued use of Pears’ Soap the tender skin
of the infant becomes as smooth and soft as velvet and
aglow with health and beauty.

The reason is that Pears’ Soap is pure. It contains
no poisonous or irritating ingredients. It would be
impossible for Pears’ Soap to be other than healthful.

Of All Scented Soaps Pears’ Otto of Rose is the best.
All rights secured
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A GREAT RAILROAD SERIAL will start in the SEPTEMBER ARGOSY.

It is called

“BLOCK TOWER SEVEN”

and is written by JARED L. FULLER, whose * Flight of the Red Arrow ™

was

so popular with our readers. All who ride on railroads, everybody who is
employed on railroads, and all those who admire a story of action, mystery

¥

and force, will be mightily pleased with ‘ BLOCK TOWER SEVEN.’

ISSUED MONTHLY by THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, Flatiron Building, Fifth Avenue, New York,

ENTERED AT THE NEW YORK POST-OFFICE AS SECOND-CLASS MAIL MATTER.




YOU ARE SURE

IT IS PURE

When you buy HAYNER WHISKEY, it goes direct to you from
our own distillery, one of the most modern and best equipped in the
world, where we make an average of 9,580 gallons of Pure Whiskey
a day. It doesn't pass through the hands ()%any dealer or middleman
to adulterate, so you are sure it is pure and at the same time you save
all dealers’ profits. That's why HAYNER WHISKEY is so good and
pure, and yet so cheap. That's why doctors recommend it and hos-
pitals use it. That's why we have over half a million satisfied
customers, including U. S. Senators, Foreign Ambassadors, Bankers,
Business and Professional Men in every section of this country, the
very people who want the best regardless of price. That's why YOU
should try it. Your money back if you are not satisfied,

HAYNER
WHISKEY

4 FULL $#).20 EXPRESS
QUARTS & PREPAID
oun OFFEH We will send you in & plain sealed case. with no marks to show
e _ contents, FOUR FULL QUARTS of HAYNER WHISKEY for
$2.20,and we will pay the express charges. Take it home and sample it, have
your doctor test it—every bottle if you wish. Then, if you don’t find it just as
we say and perfectly satisfactory, ship it back to us AT OUR I".XI’EN!;‘E-MN!

o $4.20 will be promptly refunded. How could any offer be fairer? You
dow’t risk a cent. ‘Write our nearest office and do it NOW,

Orders for Ariz., Cal., Col, 1daho, Mont.. Nev., N, Mex., Ore,, Utah, Wash., n-r

Wyo., must be on the basis of C i
bbb L Frcig;t ;’lr;'p;lid? Quarts {or $4.00 by Express Prepaid or 20 Quarts

THE HAYNER DISTILLING COMPANY,

DL TTON, OHIO. ST. LOUIS, MO, ST. PAUL, MINN. ATLANTA, BA.
DISTILLERY, TROY, OHIO.

ESTABLISHED 1866,
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Beer 1s a food product ancl pure food experts
agree that

Pabst
Blue Ribbon

The Beer of Qua]ity

represents the choicest and most palatablc infusion of

hops and malt which the science of modern brevving has

producecl The Pabst ma]tmg process takes twice as

long as the old method, but it produces a rich and

mellow brew of quulslte flavor and absolute purlty,
Boftled only at the Brewery in Milwaukee.
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You will want a great many things that you won’t be able to get
without money — a canoe, a sailing boat, or perhaps a camping outfit with the
necessary expense money. € But whatever it is you want, it will cost money, and

we show you how to earn it — easily. Thousands of boys no smarter than you
are making from $2 to $15 a week, selling

The Saturday Evening Post

Friday afternoons and Saturday mornings. Even if you made only a few dollars
each week, think of the number of things you could buy with it, or how quickly
you could save a large sum of money. It won’t cost you anything to start —we
send you ten copies FREE which you sell for 5c a copy. This will give you a

working capital of 50c with which you can buy a further supply at the whole-
sale price, then the profit is yours. It will surprise you how easy it is to
earn money for yourself in this way. (C Sit right down now and write
for the full outfit, including the free copies and our great little book,
“Boys Who Make Money."” U As an extra inducement we offer

$Z 5 IN EXTRA CASH PRIZES EACH MONTH
T0 BOYS WHO DO GOOD WORK

THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY
2933 Arch St., Philadelphia

NEVER-LOSE KEY TAG

TO PROVE that Daus’ ** Tip Tup is
Uuosuslly sevel and practical. Only key tag which makes it easy for the

the best and simplest device for makin
fiuder Lo return lost keys without cost or 100 copies from pen-written and 55
Inconvenicnre Two parts binged to-
gether. Name, address and postage on copies from Lypewritten original, we

Inslde, Finder nimpi) reverses and iR
in neareat mall box. Avolds necs nnll}
u!' offering reward for returs. German

will ship complete duplicator, cap

size, without deposit ou ten (10)
day's’ trial

v = -!. P
e . | 51 s JDmndaomely made. 25 els. post- d;;fml‘; 50 Ie 35 n.t
€. E. LOCKE MFQ. C0., 55 Sprl.ll:e St., KENSETT, IOWA
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DQN’T SHOUT!
“The Morley”

makes low sounds and whispers
plainly heard. A miniature Telephone
for the Ear—invisible, easily adjusted,
and entirely comfortable, Over fifty
thousand sold, giving instant relief
from deafness and head noises
THERE ARE BUT FEW CASES OF DEAFNESS
THAT CANNOT BE BENEFITED.

Write for booklet and testimonials.

THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 70,
34 ‘-nuth 16th St., Phi[adulphia
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life.

this the
Spend your spare hours in the

M

positively

best summer of your
delightful
work of getting up advertisements—it’s
faseinating
yvou will be gradually learning a business that

and as the days pass

can put you in the class of men earning from

£5,000.00 10 $10,000.0(

h; a year and more.

You can do this work by correspondence, and
never miss an hour from your regular business.

There 1s just one way to learn advertisement-
writing and that is to study with the ** Original
School ™ that Frank R.
Fuller, the well-known advertising man of New
York; Ed. C, Barroll, the independent ad-writer
Missouri; J. B. Westover, the
chemist, of Houston,
Texas; A. E. Wildgoose,
the Dye-Works advertis-
ing manager of Philadel-
phia; Mr. S. Ford Eaton,
of Tacoma, Washington ;
M. Seelig, of Pittshurg,
Pa.; W. S. Brown, of San
Francisco ; S. B. Fahne-
stock, Secretary & Treas-
urer of McPherson Col-
lege—these and hundreds
of other scattered
fromi coast to coast, some
in high positions when
they enrolled, and others who rose through our
training from the most ordinary positiéns to
posts of respousibility with correspondingly
large salaries. The school that has made nien

—the one graduated

of Southern

J. W. FISK
Advertising manager for
E l-nclcarm, eneral mer-
chandise, of Escanaba, Mich.
€ was a window trimmer in
Deadwood, S. D)., when he
began the study ol advertis-
ing with the Page-Davis Co,

men,

a from $25

= You have as much time

joined out

—1$100.90 a weel

siiccessful,or increased the successy
il

ready at the top in their wi

L. hE :
. T101us 1!1](‘3- is the school to teach vol
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at your di
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was working 12 hours a day but found time
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fqu(»;,.no a vear as advertising manager

You can spare the money as easily asa your
b1
ut ]

income is 1uHC

man did who received only $8 a week,

which he used to support his mother; |

school and his

f_‘\.ll’)():")_(:c! a year,

You have as much natural ability as a bund
wrapper we educated for this business whe
advertising of a large conce

oW manager

on $1200.00 a year.
You are as well educated as a newsboy 1y

taught to write advertisements who is now

the head of a $250,000.00 corporation,

You have as much practical business expe
ence as a physician we enrolled who is nc
advertisiy

naking over $5000.00 a year as
manager,

This is not a machine-
like institution where all
are put through identi-

cally the same course of

study. student’s

education

Each
qualifications,

and past experience are

taken into account, and

he is given the training

he il'll‘.i\‘il‘ll.i”_\' needs to F, M. HENRY
make him a success in ,},L\‘J':;‘.'."IF:H. Delahay €1

pany, of New Orleans,

When he enrolled fa
course of study with
Page-Davis Company he !
a (T:T'L N A tea store.

this business.

For those who are weak
English, we have a

special course they must first go through.

all the things you think are drawbacks ¥

will find easily overcome. -
Some can learn it more quickly than othe

on
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time is not the impor-

t thing. We want our
ents to become quali-

d whether it takes a

o or short time. What

d‘i fference does it make to
y,b‘u in ten years from to-
day whether it took a
month or two months  duction of a list
e 5 2 of our successful
onger if the result is sat-  swdents, which
we issue each
month. It proves
beyond all ques-
tion the practica-
bility of Page-

Davis instruc-
tion. It shows

This is a photo-
graphic repro-

sfactory. You are given
ill the time you require to
nake you proficient.
If you are at the bottom  how Page-Davis
. ¢ students secure
Jimb up. Don't stay  positions. We
¥ will send you on
vhere you are—you can
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- inal of this list o
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names and sup-
'ou. e Bach

If you have reached the g cea
op in your own line, you have the ability
» reach the top in advertising, and when
ou do vour income will be far greater
han it now is

If you are in business for yourself, you
hould by all means study advertisement-
giting with us in order to push your
usiness rapidly ahead.

When business gets slack at this time
fthe year, every other employe knows he
lay be let out, but the advertising man
as no such fear—his services are always
needed. Ofteu he be-
comes so valuable
to the firm that he is
taken into partmer-
ship. This has oc-
curred with a num-
ber of our students *

—among them, C.
M. Thurmond, part-

ner and director in a irm
EDWIN HAKRIS

! incorporated for o
wertising manager for p $75|

¥S. Simmons, seed mer- 0DO.00 at National Stock
ptand grower, of Toronto,

. He w, the flo [ 3 . ] i
feed bu,-'.i“r'i‘;:;nb(-fur'c‘ I':; Yards, T11.; M. B. Martm,

rﬂ!inh:'lr:cac}-'?:;gj?)g?;; partner and director in a
‘hao firm incorporated for
I,500,000.00 at St. Louis, Mo.; E, C. Smith,
t., given a fifth interest in one of the largest
‘epartment stores in S. E. Missouri—and many
thers scattered here and there over the length
nd breadth of the United States.

This practical education will not only fit you
o1 the best business in the world, but it will

rake you see ways of promoting your own

business or making your services of
greater value in the position you are now
in. It imstils business judgment and
understanding of conditions which pre-
vail to-day. Many business men advanced
in years take this course for a thorough
brushing up in modern methods. If you
are to keep to the front, you must have
this necessary equipment.

As Zangwill, the noted English author,
| said, on examining our course of instruc-
tion: ‘‘ The Page-Davis School grew be-
cause it was' founded on the best princi-
ples, and because it was fitting people to
fill positions that were waiting occupants
—Dbecause it was creating a supply to
meet the demand.”’

You will be further
interested to read sim-
ilar opinions concern-
ing our school ex-
pressed by the world’s
leading men—bank-
| ers, business men,
authors high officials,
and representatives of
all the foremost publi-
cations of America
| you will find them all
in our literature.

M. ANNIE I'OAGE
Advertisinz maunager for
| :hchllj;:!lii; Independent,
{ Ashland, Ky., was report-
i Enroll now for the eronanewspaper before
| she prepared for adwver-
I summer class and get tisement writing with the

= P Page-Davis Company.
i the $15 Advertising
| Encyclopedia, in four volumes, cloth
bound, absolutely free of cost. Write us
for description of this set of books.

Our new book on Advertising, 12 x 12
| —48 pages, containing more general ad-
| vertising information than any similar
work ever published, will be sent you
| absolutely free of cost. Also a recent

list of employed students earning from
$25.00 to $100.00 a week. If you are in-
terested, just enter your name on this
coupon and address

Page-Davis Co.

Address either office : -

Page-
DPavis

Company
90 Wabash Ave., CHICAGO = Ohkng &
3 A
150 Nassau St., NEW YORK _.*  scnd me without
- = . - O  cost your prospectus
= NOTIGR. L0) SaL L0 tiny +  and all other informa-
Coneerns desirous of engaging & P i
competent advertisement wri- oo tion setting forth a most

profitable profession for a
man or woman o enler.

ters at a salary of 25 to 100
per week are requested to
communicaie with wus.
This service is grafis.
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THE ELEVENTH RIDER.

BY F. K. SCRIBNER.

A story of war-time in Mexico and the mystery arising out of an innkeeper’s vow of vengeance.

(Complete in This Issue.)

CHAPTER L
THE COURIERS FROM THE NORTH.

HE sun behind the Sierra Madre
was hanging a red ball in the west.
Before the door of the gray stone inn
Senior Perote stood shading his eyes
with his hand, for the white, dusty road
slanted toward the west, and from that
direction came the sounds which had
brought the innkeeper to the door.

The rays of the sun fell full upon his
face and dazzled his eyes; he was unable
to disecern plainly what might be ap-
proaching over the main highway, but
then his ears were keen.

Horses were nearing the tavern, and
Perote, of the. fifth generation of
thrifty innkeepers, knew the approach
of horses might mean a lodger, perhaps
several, for the night.

Of late the sefior had witnessed on
many occasions a full house, but with

each inroad of guests he had grown -

poorer. For several weeks scarcely a
day passed but a shouting, swearing
gang of cavalrymen or a company of
mounted infantry put up at the gray
stone inn, e¢leaned the larder, consumed
his fodder, and departed northwestward,
bidding him thank God such oppor-
tunity was given to serve the state.

Sefior Perote accepted the honor
thrust upon him with a wry face, and
thanked God—that they were gone,
leaving a roof and four stout walls be-
hind them.

1 &

Y

The republic boasted no more zealous
citizen than he, yet he wished the high-
way which joined the capital with the
main road leading to the north had run
anywhere in all Mexico except past his
dwelling.

But, facing the west, with back to the
capital, Perote breathed easier. No
news had come of a great battle, a battle
which was to seatter the Americans to
the four winds: therefore no consider-
able force of froops could be return-
ing—probably it was either a courier or
a civilian who was approaching. If the
former, he would not tarry for long, and
the latter could be made to pay. Then
Perote, being a zealous Mexican, wanted
to hear mews from the front. Why
should he not be interested when he had
helped to feed half the cavalrymen who
were going to drive the Yankees back
across the Rio Grande?

The cloud of dust, arising like a puft
of smoke from the highway, grew
larger; from this cloud came into view
two horsemen the red and green of
whose uniform proclaimed them soldiers
of Santa Anna, members of that peer-
less body of Mexican cavalry upon which
the president depended to rout the in-
vaders.

Sefior Perote passed his Qand across
his chin —a sign that he was disap-
pointed. The cavalrymen drew up
their horses hefore the door.

“ (God speed you, seiior,” said one
soberly; “we are glad to he here.

-




K."ﬂﬁ"g has Pﬂﬁsﬂd' our lips since morn-

“ Yon ride from the morth, sefiors;
can it be possible the invaders are
2 already vanquished ? 7 suggested Perote.
T 4w “ Curses, no!” growled the eclder of
a the horsemen. “On the contrary,
= three of our battalions have been cut in
4 pieces ; we are hastening to summon out
- the third reserve.”

_ Perote crossed himself. It seemed
incredible, what he heard.

The cavalrymen had dismounted and
were stamping about, with an accompa-
niment of jingling spur and saber, to
ease their cramped limbs.

“ Then you are going to the capital ? ”
asked Perote.

“No; to Chalco. There we will meet
a courier who will carry the order the
remaining distance. Oh, Santa Anna
has thought of everything. He whom
we are to meet will have a fresh horse,
while ours are scarcely able to stand on

i four lezs. We deliver the order, obtain
g a night’s rest and return to the army.
In the mean time the other is riding like
the devil to the capital, and to-morrow
3 the reserve will be on their way.” .
“It is wonderful!” cried Perote.
“In Santa Anna the republic has found
another Napoleon. He is but biding his
_ time to cut the Americans to pieces.”
$ One of the riders shrugged his shoul-
L ders. He had seen a regiment of the
y despised Americans put to rout five
times its number of Mexicans, and
behind this meager advance guard of
: eight hundred men was General Taylor
i and a horde of the invaders.
" “1t is three hours’ ride to Chalco,
and we cannot tarry here all night,”
“ broke in the second cavalryman, pansing
in the aet of rolling a cigarette.

Perote took the hint.

- “I will hasten, sefiors, to put before
you such as I have, but—there is no one
here to look to the horses. My hoys
- have run away to join the army.”

.~ The cavalryman with the cigarette
- lighted it, calmly blew a puff of smoke
£ ?é;m d;:ilg ;:nr?h. and began to

P asddls:
Go inside, my friend

{5

‘his head. Then he added:
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Sefior Perote entered the gray stone
building, passed through one room and
opened the door of dnother. A man who
had apparently been _sleepi_ng upon a
long bench started up, blinking through
the semi-gloom.

Perote closed the door softly.

“ There are without two cavalrymen,
couriers from the mnorth,” said he
shortly.

The man sat upright and pushed haclk
the matted hair from his forehead.

“They are going to ihe capital? ” he
asked.

“ Mo Chalco; but there is to be a
courier from the capital awaiting them.
He will carry forward an order to sum-
mon the third reserve.”

“ And why the third reserve?
there been a battle? *

Senor Perote spread out his hands.

“So it would seem, and three bat-
talions cut in pieces! Mother of God!?

The man rose from the bench, crossed
the room, and looked out between the
slats which covered the lower part of the
window. He was swarthy, small, agile,
and moved with the softness of a cat;
his eyes were set close together, and his
hair was straight like that of an Indian.

Looking between the slats, he studied
the two soldiers outside until Perote
became impatient.

“As you see, some one has come,
Senor—Sefior—Urrea. Have I not fol-
lowed instructions and done your bid-
ding? Two cavalrymen have ridden in *
from the north, and—TI have awakened
}'01.].”
~ “So you have said: two couriers rid-
ing to summon the third reserve,”
answered Sefor Urrea without turning
; “ And they
will depart when they are satisfied.”

Perote grumbled and shifted from
one leg to the other. His companion
turned from the window, 8

“ Perhaps it were well that these fine
cavalrymen, sent to call out the third
reserve from the capital, are not easily
satisfied. Perhaps it were better they
remain here until morning,” he said
(‘.allle. : ; » 18

Cerote stopped, one hand upon
Nabeh of g Bogn, - gk

_ “But do they not ca
1 Anna himsel Y

Has
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cut in pzecaa?"’ he muttered.

“That is as you understand it. To
ride to the capital from this inn requires
eight hours; from here to the headquar-
ters of the general is the same, or more;
to ride, then, for sixteen hours, and with
horses that are weary.

* Now, if they should break down on

the .way, what then? Tt is better, my
good Senor Perote, that these eavalry—
men wait until morning, when both men
and horses can travel to better advan-
tage.” :
*“ But they ride only to Chaleco—
three hours—where a courier from the
capital awaits them,” expostulated
Perote.

“ And you believe that? ILast night
I passed through Chalco. It was before
midnight, yet no one was in the street,
no lights shone from the windows. It
was dark and silent there because—he-
cause Chalco is deserted. The men
have gone northward to the frontier;
the women close their doors and crouch
hidden in the shadows, after dusk,
because—they fear to hear the tramping
feet of the American invaders.”

“In Chaleo? Mother » of God!?”
Perote made the sign of the cross.

Senior Urrea continued calmly: “It
is more than possible, and it is evident
you do not understand this people from
the nmorth; but I, who have been many
times among them, am not fooled so
easily.”

Perote’s mouth was hanging open;
he moistened his dry lips, swallowing as
he did so. His companion continued
with awful calmness:

“You may well fear, for, listen, my
friend: I can tell you what others do
not know. Men say the horde of the
invaders is in the north and Santa Anna
lies between it and the capital, but there
are some who have penetrated into
Mexico. It is not safe for one man or
even a small number to ride forth at

dreadfully in earnest.

¢ Listen,” said he. “I1 rode from
Chalco last night on business for the
government; scarcely an hour on my
journey and I perceived I was being
followed. At the end of every rod I
halted and looked back, for something
seemed to be rustling the bushes. Each
rock, a bunch of grass, a tree seemed to
be the hiding-place of an unseen animal,
of wolves, or the crouching figure of a
man. Fmally I slipped into a narrow
path and waited. The night was dark
and I saw no one, but voices came to me
out of the blackness—voices whispering
in the tongue of the invader.”

Perote began to cross himself rapidly,
completely terror-stricken at the other’s
sinister recital.

“You are a friend to the republic? ”
asked his companion suddenly—so sud-
denly that Perote started violently and
clutched at the haft of the knife hidden
in the breast of his jacket.

“Who does not know that?” he
answered, and thought of the soldiers
he had quartered without exacting pay-
ment. E

“ Then,” said Sefor Urrea quietly,
“it is plainly your duty to detain these
cavalrymen until morning. If they are
set upon and cut down, how about the
third reserve which is to take the place
of the battalions cut to pieces?”

He stepped close to the trembling
innkeeper and laid his hand upon his
shoulder.

“ And,” said he impressively, “what
might not happen if the third reserve
failed to join Santa Anna? I will tell
you. The Americans might cut through
our lines and push on toward the eapital
by this road. And—your house is a good
landmark, my friend.”

Already Perote saw his inn in flames,
his few remaining cattle driven off,
himgelf a prisoner doomed to execution
or a fugitive wandering_ among the

¢ night.” mountains. 3
_ Perote stared in blank terror at the “Is if, then, as bad as that? Surely +
e gpeaker. the good saints will protect us,” he ~5

If it ghonld happen he awake some
night to find the house surrounded by a
band of hostile horsemenl He shud-
&ered

murmured in a weak voice.
“ When it comes to-cold steel and

bullets the _saints have busm' "'s’




“1 was what might happen were

0se sen ) Santa Anna taken en roufe

to-morrow; if they travel by
ght ? * inquired Perote anxiously.

- “That is another matter. In open

day those who lurk in the bushes will
not venture upon the high road.”

“ They wust remain until morning,”
muttered Perote; then, facing his com-
panion: “But it will be no great dif-
ficulty for you to persuade them—jyou
who are first among the secret agents
of the government and close to Santa
Anpna himself.”

Senior Urrea shook his head.

“If they are soldiers, persnasion will

g not stay them, nor is it likely I shall an-
nounce niyself to those of whom I know

- nothing. As T have told you in confi-

dence, I am accounted by Santa Anna
as a man of some value to the republie;
it I am known as such by every one, 1
lose that value. T .cannot move in
- this matter, but it is given you to do a
great work to-might—perhaps to =ave
Mexico.”
“In God’s name, how? ” demanded

. Perote excitedly.

“By detaining the two cavalrymen
here until morning.”

“But you say they will not be per-
suaded.”

“ There are two ways to everything.”

Perote rubbed his nose in perplexity.
=3 “1If vou will tell me,” he began.

2 “1If it should happen,” quoth Sefior
Urrea, “ that they fall into such sound
slumber that they do not awaken for
some hours, it would be morning before
they would sit again in the saddle.”

“Ah!” said Perote excitedly, “you

- were saying——"

i “ That you will provide for them a
- bottle of wine, and 2

- “A dish of beans and a loaf of black
~ Dbread; it is all I have.”

* “What else you please, so long as

- :g!m provide the wine, but first bring the
~ latter to me,” said Sefior Urrea, and

" with

- ) 1
with the thought that to save

be detained
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at deliberation he began to roll

e invader the two cav-

refresh-  Sett

The soldiers meantime were walking
back and forth hefore the house, im-
patient to be on their way—the more
so because they knew they should not
have stopped at the inn, but pushed on
straight to Chalco.

Having prepared the heans over a
charcoal fire and set the dish with a leaf
of bread upon the table, Perote, not
without some misgiving, carried the
botile of wine to Seiior Urrea. The
latter received it gravely, measured the
quantity with his eye, and took a small
glass vial from an inner pocket.

With great deliberateness he un-
corked the vial and allowed a given
number of drops to pass from it into the
mouth of the wine bottle, after which
he handed the latter to the troubled
innkeeper.

“ It is neither too litile nor too much.
What are you staring at? * he demanded
sharply.

“It frequently happens that a man
dies easily; if one or hoth of the cav-
alrymen should have a weak heart,”
stammered Perote.

“You are a fool!” ejaculated the
other. “ Do you imagine, being what I
am, I wonld do injury to the cause of the
republie ? *

“It is not that; but sometimes one
may make a mistake.”

Setior Urrea made an Impatient ges-
ture, and at that moment the voice of
one of the cavalrymen was heard, asking
why he was kept waiting.

Perote smelled at the mouth of the
wine botile, hesitated, and left the
Toom muttering under his breath.

Bf_emg, as he was, an agent of the
Mexican government and in the confi-
dence of Santa Anna himself wh
s}}ould Seiior Urrea desire to ha-r’m sol-
diers of the republie ?

He had measured the drops ver
carefully, and there was in the wine o :

1y, e wine only
asufficient quantity of the drug to throw
the drinkers into g pmfouj;'d sleep for
some hours, and being asleep in the inn -
there sz}I]d Ee no danger o}f) their fall- i3
Ing mto the hands of a wandering band '
of the hated American-s.wandeu% ' l

This mental argument re
seruples as Perote harhor

A Rt ok = el

A
-

tting the wine




01 iers a'ttacked the food raven-
uusly, but having eaten the more solid
g‘ rtion, seemed in no hurry to depart.

he wine was extremely good, and, that
they might the more fully enjoy 1t each
rolled himself a cigarette and amused
himself between regular sips of the
liquor by blowing rings of smoke toward
the ceiling.

At the end of half an hour, Perote,
who had remained without in a torment
of doubt, ventured to glance into the
room. It was very quiet except for the
regular and heavy and clearly audible
breathing. -

The two cavalrymen, their red-and-
green jackets open at the neck, were
leaning forward upon the table, their
heads resting upon their arms. The
innkeeper felt the pressure of a hand
upon his shoulder.

“Go out and lead the horses into a
shed where they can safely remain until
morning,” said the soft voice of Seilor
Urrea.

When Perote had left the room and
a noise without proved he was following
instruetions, the man who was in the
confidence of Santa Anna approached
the sleeping cavalrymen, felt rapidly
through the clothing of each, and,
taking a knife from the table, slit with
a quick stroke the lining of one of the
red-and-green jackets.

In another second he had transferred
from the cut to a pocket of his own coat
a carefully folded paper.

When Perote returned from caring
for the horses he found the house
deserted except for the two soundly
sleeping soldiers. Sefior Urrea had
vanished.

Had the perplexed innkeeper re-
turned at that moment to the shed
within which he had fastened the horses,
he might have been the greatly sur-
priged eye-witness of a somewhat start-
ling and unusual procedure.

Sefior Urrea was carefully placing a
gaddle on the back of one of the horses.
Having fastened the girth, he next pro-
duced a knife, bent down and deliber-
ately hamstrung the remaining steed.

’ Thj; horse kicked and whinnied with

MM rrea passed out of a rear dooi"
of the ghed, leading by the bridle the
animal he had saddled.

CHAPTER II.
THE MARTYRDOM OF SENOR PEROTE.

It was well past midnight when the
first of the Mexican cavalrymen awoke
from the stupor caused by the drugged
wine. For several moments he stared
stupidly around him, at a loss to com-
prehend where he was or the meaning
of the heavy feeling in his head. He
put out his hand and touched the empty
bean-pot; a second later he knocked the
wine hottle off the table, and the crazh
served to bring him more thoroughly to
his senses.

Getting upon his feet, he began to
swear lustily and call loudly for a light,
and Perote, warned by the crash of the
fallen bottle that he might expect
something from his gnests, appeared in
the doorway holding a sputtering can-
dle.

“In God’s nmame!” ecried he. “I
thought you would sleep forever.”

The soldier blinked stupidly; then,
suddenly realizing something of what
had taken place, the volume of his daths
redouhbled.

Snatching a huge silver watch from
his pocket, he consulted the dial by the
flickering ecandle light. The hands
marked a quarter to one o’clock.

‘¢ May the devil fly away with yon and
all that is yours!” he cried. * You
have permitted us to sleep for six hours;
we should have been in Chalco three
hours ago.”

He seized his companion by the shonl-
der and shook him violently. The
second cavalryman opened his eves and
streteched himself slowly, whereupon the
other, shook him the harder.

“ @et up, Valeno!” cried he fiercely.
“ It is long past midnight. Do you for-
get the courier waiting at Chalco?*

Valeno gave a tremendous yawn.

“What courier? ¥ he muttered, then

checked himself suddenly and stared at :

Perote.

“ Ah,” cried he, “now I remember;
we were going te Chalco with an order
from Santa &_nma.” Jo o T Phid
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% TPo summon the third reserve,” ven-
- “Thatwasit. Andwhy, then, are we
- here?” demanded the cavalryman.
~ Before Perote could reply a startled
~ ery escaped the first soldier. He was
: “}gv examining the lining of his jacket, in
o which appeared a rent a foot long. He
g o turned fiercely upon the amazed Perote.
“So it was you? Now I begin io
understand—why we have been asleep.
Yon are a spy in the pay of the Ameri-
cans.”
He stooped and picked up the wine
bottle, at the mouth of which he smelled

carefully.

3 “ A thousand devils!” he eried, and
yanked his short saber from its scab-
bard.

Senor Perote retreated toward the
open door. The man whose jacket had
been cut open would surely have at-
tacked him with the saber had not the
s “second cavalryman interfered.

3 “ Wait!” cried he. “If he has hid-
den the paper and you kill him, we may
not be able to find it.”

! Then, drawing a pistol, he covered the

2 trembling landlord.

1 “The paper, sefior,” he said coldly.

Perote crossed himself so rapidly that
he almost dropped the candle.

. “I know nothing of a paper. God is
L my witness, seiiors, this is not my doing,”
" he stammered.

* Do you deny we have been drugged
in this accurzed hole of an inn?”

The click of the pistol hammer so in-
creased Perote’s fright that he began to
shake as one strieken by palsy.

*1 am a patriot,” was all he could
E. murmur,

! _ “So it seems,” said the man holding
the revolver; “and, being a friend to
Mexico, you took the opportunity to
~ drug our wine and steal a government
- document. If you do not return the

- paper, we will kill you here. If you do
eturn the paper, you shall have the
nefit of a trial before judges at the
i It is all one to us which you

fell upon his knees.
front bein,
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The cavalrymen exchanged glances.

“ Sefior Urrea?” they repeated in a
breath.

“ It was Sefior Urrea who told me of
the danger you would run did you pro-
ceed to Chaleo after mightfall. There
are bands of Americans lurking beside.
the highway.”

“ But who the devil is this Sefior
Urrea? Was it he, then, who took the
paper?” demanded the cavalrymen.

The muzzle of the pistol no longer
threatened Perote, so he became calmer.

“ Sefior Urrea is in the confidence of
General Santa Anna,though under ordi-
nary circumstances 1 would not mention
it. Many times he has passed through
the lines of the invader as water passes
through a sieve. If he has taken a paper
from you, I know nothing of it; God is
my witness that I speak the truth. It
was Senor Urrea himself who warned
me that you would be seized on the road
to Chalco, and in that case the third re-
gerve would mot receive the order to
hasten to Santa Anna’s assistance.”

The trembling landlord jerked out
the words piecemeal.

“And where iz this Urrea?” de-
manded the cavalrymen.

“ God alone knows. He has vanished
completely,” replied the landlord
weally.

The clder of the two soldiers turned
to his companion.

“It is plain this fellow is either a
fool or is lying wonderfully,” said he
coldly. “In any case, it is through him
we find ourselves ruined.”

“Then, with a terrible oath:

£ Fg)r the contents of that paper the
Americans would willingly give your J
weight in silver. TIf it falls into the '
hands of General Taylor, Santa Anna
and our army will be cut in a thousand
Pleces.” 5 e

“And we will be flogged to death in
the public square at the capital,” added _f
hmP .contlpanion fiercely. ' I

erote’s eyes rolled so that only the
whites were visible, ha onlj oy g

“But it was to summon the third re-

serve you ride to Chalco; you -

so told me, sefior.
car d i

4 e
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paper which has been taken

gave the strength and future movements

_of the army of the republic—each com-
‘pany, each regiment, each battalion.

“ What is more, if the Americans ob-
tain * they will know of the expedition
sent info the hills which was to fall upon
them unawares. Oh, Santa Anna will
be pleased to learn what has been lost—
if he is not attacked and cut in pieces
before the news reaches him! Did he
not caution us to die rather than let that
paper leave our possession? Were we
not honored above all men in the army
that he sent us to the capital with so
important a message? ”

The soldier struck his hands fogether
in despair and rage, but the last of the
sentence was lost upon the terror-
stricken innkeeper.

“In the name of God, senors, of all
this I know nothing; even of Sefior
Urrea——"

“You are either a fool or worse, and
in either case to kill you will benefit the
republie;” retorted one of the cavalry-
men savagely. “If you took the paper
yourself or permitted another to rob
Mexican officers in your house, it is all
the same.”

Perote began to beg piteously. Sud-
denly one of the cavalrymen struck the
table a blow with his fist.

“ There is one thing can be done, and
every moment is precious. It is eclear
the paper is gone, but if word can be
got to Santa Anna before the Americans
make use of the knowledge it gives
them, something may be saved. Watch
this fellow. I will saddle my horse and
ride north like the devil. To reach
headquarters by daybreak is no great
matter.”

“ And what will you tell Santa Anna?
That we have permitted the paper to be
stolen while we slept? 7 asked the other
dryly.

“1 have not thought what T shall tell
him, but he must know what has fallen
into the enemy’s hands.”

He rushed from the room. TPerote
began to pluck up hope, but the sudden

. return oF the cwvalryman threw him
mta &aeper ’aenam! despair. The

FLy
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face of the Mexican was white with rage

and for a moment he could only glare
at the unfortunate innkeeper.

“What is it?” asked his companion
in quick alarm.

“One of the horses is gone, and
the other * The .cavalryman was
almost choking with rage.
has been hamstrung and is utterly use-
less,” he concluded.

To a Mexican a good horse is one of
the first things in the world, and this
one had found his mount eruelly slashed
with a knife. He turned upon the
quaking landlord and asked in a terrible
voice:

“And was it this Senor Urrea who
did that? T will answer yes,” for you
and Urrea are one and the same. You
shall give us the paper and afterward
you shall suffer for what I saw out
there.”

“ Bui one of the horsea is gone. It
was Senor Urrea who

A violent blow on the mouth checked
the words. The next moment he was
lying on his back with one of the caval-
rymen kneeling on his chest.

“@Go to the stable and fetch a rope,”
said the latter to his companion. * We
will see whether this fellow will remem-
ber where he has hidden the paper.” -

When the rope was brought Perofe
was bound so securely that he could
move only his head and the ends of his
fingers.

“Where iz the paper?” demanded
the elder of his captors.

The unfortunate landlord, almost un-
conscious from terror, uttered an in-
articulate reply.

“ As I passed the door of the kitchen
I saw a brazier of burning chareoal ; get
it,” said the officer who had found his
horse hamstrung.

His companion left the room to re-
turn with the glowing brazier, which he
set upon the floor within plam sight of
the hapless innkeeper.

Perote watched the burning chareoal
as though the red glow fascinated him,
and he could not close his eyes. He saw
one of the cavalrymen thrust the end of
the short ramrod of his pistol into the
center of the glowing mass. Several

minutes passed in silence: the end ﬁi; -

ramrod aagnméd a.mny mlo,rg. ﬁ @

“The other ™
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alryman gave it a turn, then stood up
and said in a passionless voice:
“71 will ask you again—where have
you hidden the paper?” b
Perote uttered a cry, and, being de-

e prived of speech, shook his head vio-

Y Ve Iﬂﬂ.ﬂy. . )
. “We shall see,” said the Mexican
Pl coldly, and, with the table-cloth as a
ool guard to proteet his hand from the heat
T of the metal, he removed the ramrod
i B from the bed of charcoal. The next in-
ey stant Perote nttered a piercing shriek,

Ir for the red hot point of the iron was
' thrust in contact with his flesh.

“ The paper! ” demanded the cavalry-
I - man. -
Suddenly the feeling of terror left
Perote’s body. The pain of the burn
filled him only with rage. He closed
his lips tightly, but his eyes continued
to glare at his eapiors.

The eavalrymen looked at each other.

1) “1f you will not tell!” cried one

' fiercely, and lifted the iron the second
time.

I\ Perote gritted his teeth together, but

after a fime all sense of pain seemed to
~ be leaving him ; his head swam violently,
then he lost consciousness.

When he opened his eyes daylight was
. streaming through the window into the
',4“ % room. Things remained much as he
& - remembered them, except the charcoal
' in the brazier no longer gave out a red

glow.
N For a time he could only move his
head from side to side, for hiz body
seemed to be seared with lines of fire and
he remembered they had bound him se-
curely.

Then he became aware that he could
move one of his hands. The hot end
L4 of the ramrod had ecome in contact with
5 the cord which held his right wrist and
~ the hemp was severed.

Slowly Perote loosed, one after an-
her, the bonds which held him. Care-
- getting upon his feet, he leaned
ly against the table, his brain
y and every inch of his body smart-

L# :
nically he began fo count

at the L
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ve little heed—it was from his face
E:me the greatest pain. In the kitchen
hung a small mirror which th(fa had

oingly taken in payment Ior a
gz‘;h“?‘s !fo{lging. Now he blessed the
dav when it had been forced upon him.

He passed slowly from thg room and
approached the glass, dreading to look
into it, but urged by an uncontrollab]_e
impulse. A Mexican is proud of his
good looks, and Perote was still a young
man.

That which stared out at him from
the dingy glass brought a groan to his
white lips. The face, once passing
comely, was frightfully disfigured by
two deep burns extending from the
middle of the chin upward to a point
below each ear. These burns formed
the letter X. It was as though the man
was gazing out upon the world through
two. crossed bars.

In the first moment the luckless land-
lord gave way to a feeling of despair; it
would have been more merciful had
they killed him while his mind was
blank.

Then the devilish cruelty of the thing
came home to him. The smwarting of
the burns would cease, but the livid bars
must always rest across his face. Imall
Mexico there was not a man so plainly
marked for ridicule—and pity.

Perote remembered how a certain girl
in the far-off capital had once clung to
him when a beggar marked with the
smallpox had brushed against her in the
street. _

Suddenly the hopes he had cherished,
the goal toward which he had labored,
crumpled to ashes before his mental vis-
iom; the vietim of the dread disease was
less disfigured than he.

For a few moments he leaned against
tht.a wall, his hands elenched until the
nails bit into the palms, despair master-
ing him completely. Then a sudden
transformation was apparent. In a
single moment Perote, the timid land-
lord of the wayside inn, gave place to.a

-man whose heart held only Dbi
hatred. Trom being a moral
fearful of suffering, he hecame
with a spirit which would -

or fear of God '
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the am and cause
the burns to {) Having
made himself more comforta le, he pre-
pared his usual morning meal, ate it
slowly, and sallied forth to make an ex-
amination of the premises.

As he expected, the body of a horse
lay in the stable ; the Mexican officer had
shot his useless beast through the head,
he and his companion departing on foot,
but whether northward or toward the
capital Perote did not trouble himself
to decide just then.

It remained for him to bury the dead
animal and set his house in order; there
would doubtless be soldiers from the
north or south passing over the high-
way, and they would stop at the inn.

But during that day and the next it
seemed as though no other living soul
was in Mexico, for not even a rancher
called. But on the third day, near
evening, Perote, leaning against the
horse-post before the house, tossed
away his cigarette, and, going to the
little mirror, arranged the bandages
whicl concealed his burns.

A party of horsemen were approach-
ing from the north, riding so leisurely
that the innkeeper knew they would not
push on to Chaleo and the capital, hut
would pass the night under his roof.

CHAPTER ITE
THE FIRST OF THE INVADERS.

THE newcomers proved to be a de-
tachment from the army of Santa
Anna. As they pulled up before the
door Senor Perote counted nine horse-
men, commanded by a eaptain of cav-
alry.

But what riveted his attention was
the eleventh rider—a man whose hands
were bound bhehind his back and who
was securely fastened to the saddle by
a rope passing around his waist. The
ten Mexicans were escorting a prisoner
southward, and this prisoner was one
of the horde of invaders who had

crossed the Rio Grande to lay waste the

land,

Wﬁe ou’ﬂ.' .

Tim captme gazea down upon Sefor i

fa *@r of cold blue
and Perote returned the gaze -
curious interest. The soldiers dis-
mounted, and the officer clattered
across the uneven strip of ground to
the door of the hostelry.

He looked at Sefior Perote in a puz-
zled manner.

“The good Sefior Perote? ” said he.

Perote had housed and fed this same
Mexican not two weeks before, when he
rodenorthward with a hundred swearing
guerrilleros at his back. It was eyident, .
however, the officer did not fully recog-
nize to whom he was speaking.

The innkeeper smiled grimly.

“T am Senior Perote,” said he quietly.

The officer began to roll a cigaretite.

“You did not wear those decorations
a weck ago, my friend,” said he.

Perote shook his head and touched
the handages.

“ Surely you have not been with the
army ? 7 ventured the captain.

“No,” Perote answered impassion-
ately.

“Then it was an accident and not a
saber cut.”

“Tt was not an accident, sefior,” an-
swered the innkeeper.

* Then what, in God’s name i

“ Tt was the Americans; it was lueky
I escaped with my life,” replied Perote
calmly.

The officer looked incredulous.

“ Within eight hours of the capital.
Surely you do not mean it, senor.”

The prisoner, tied to his saddle, was
leaning forward, listening.

Suddenly Perote’s face assumed an
expression of dreadful anger. The
next instant he had drawn a knife and
sprang straight at the defenseless Amer-
ican.

One of the soldiers threw himself in
tlie way, another seized the uplifted arm
and a third took possession of the knife. -
The officer shrugged his shoulders. |

“ Ah,” said he, “I can believe it was &
the Americans! So they have spoiled ;
your beauty, my friend. But surely it
was not that one? >

“No,” muttered Perote; “but he is
an American. - It iz sufficient reason o

why T should Kill hini> o oty

“In time,” growled the officer; “ o1




~ where are those who ask questions. If
- it were not for that I would not have
put myself to the trouble of guarding
Enn so carefully across the country.”
“1TIs he then a spy?” asked Perote,
with sudden interest.
(IS “ That is as you will, but in any case
- he is to die; it is enough that he was

i 2 caught on this side of the Rio Grande.

' ~ The General Santa Anna is resolved to
e deal sternly with certain of these north-
Al erners.”

4 The prisoner nodded gravely and ad-

‘A dressed Perote in excellent Spanish.

“You perceive, sefior, what is to be
done with me—to-morrow or the next
day. But in the mean time one desires
to be as comfortable as possible. T have
eaten nothing for twenty hours and
judge that you keep an inn.”

The officer laughed.

“ He is a bold one, evidently not fear-
ing death: it is because of that we have
bound him so carefully. I do not mind
telling you that the poor devil has been
traveling on an empty stomach. You
see, we were short of rations.”

Perote scowled darkly and looked up
at the prisoner.

“It may chance I can spare half a
loaf, but, not being a friend of the re-
public, payment will be required,”
growled he.

; * Which von doubtless know T eannot

- make, since your friends have relieved
me of the little money I possessed,” re-
plied the American.

“ Then you must go to bed hungry.

- Already I have given away more than I
- can afford,” said Perote coldly.

! “ And there are ten mouths to fill. I
warrant we will clean the larder for you,
my friend,” interposed the officer dryly.

The inn, over which five generations
of Perotes had held sway, boasted of two
stories; it was in a small room under the
Toof that the Mexicans elected to confine
T their prisoner for the night. That all

- possibility of escape might be obliter-
ated, care was taken to rebind his hands
secnrely to his sides and his, legs were
astened firmly at the ankles.
as then thrown upon the rude
a third rope passed across his

around the crude piece of
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nail a hoard over the window; the key
of the door was in possession of the
officer. Bound as he was, the American |
could have been left in the yard with no

fear but that he would be there in the
morning.

The Mexicans sat long at table, de-
manding much, and cursing among
themselves that more variety was not
forthcoming. As for Perote, he found
his hands full until a late hour, for after
the riders had been fed the horses must
be attended to.

Thrice he stole up the ladder which
led to the second story and listened at
the door of the prisoner’s room. Each
time he heard nothing; the little room
was still as death.

It was not without interest that he
watched the preparations of the sol-
diers to retire. The man who was
selected to gmard the prisoner spread
his blanket upon the floor outside the
door with his feet against the panels.

The ecaptive could mnot leave the
apartment by way of the window; the
opening of the door would arouse the
Mexican; and to try his skill on either
door or window the American must first
untie the knots which it had required a
quarter of an hour to secure.

The captain was the last to retire.
Before doing so he accosted Sefior
Perote as the latter was holting the
front door.

“We must be away at sunrise. It
might be wise, my friend, to give the
American a cup of coffee in the morn-

Ing; we cannot have him tumbling from
the saddle through weakness.”

Perote growled an inarticulate reply,
put out the lights and retired into the
kitchen, where, the house being full, he
had spread his bed.

He shut the door carefully, placed-a
candle close to the little mirror and he-
gan to dress the half-healed burns.
Having finished, he blew out the light
and threw himself fully dressed upon. 3
the eouch. ' :

For a long time he lay gazing up into
the blackness, but, a."f‘cyefg Whagt gni;i%
have been two hours, he rose, crossed -
the room noiselessly, opened the door
leading into the larger part of the
ing, and listened inten

. The heavy breath
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Iaﬁa%r Ien&mg o the upper story.
For several moments he remained mo-
tionless, then the faint creaking of the
ladder marked his cautious ascent. He
had nmow merely to thrust his head
through the opening to hear everything
that was occurring in the narrow hall
which ran the length of the bmld]ng,
where the soldier guarding the prison-
er’s door was sleeping.

After a time the listener appeared to
be satisfied, for he withdrew his head
frem the opening and crept down the
ladder.

Having teached the lower floor, he
passed into the kitchen, took a bundle
from the table, and, unbolting and open-
ing the door leading into the yard,
passed out into the night.

It was dark except for the light of
countless stars. Perote erossed the
yard to the stable, threw off the latch
which fastened the door, and moving
cautiously along in the rear of the
horses, carefully counted the animals.

Upon reachmg the sixth, he stopped,
spoke soothingly to the bea-t and un-
tied the rope “which passed Lhrough a
ring in the wall above the manger. It
was the animal which had been ridden
by the Mexican cavalry officer that was
thus separated from its fellows.

Having loosed the horse, Perote took

from a peg a heavy saddle, laid it upon.

the beast’s back and adjusted the girth
firmly. Having done this, he picked up
the bundle he had taken from the table
in the kitchen and fastened it behind
the saddle.

This task being completed, he led the
horse to the door of the stable, attached
the bridle to a ring in the wall, and,
closing the door softly, stepped once
more into the night.

Upon the ground in the rear of the
inn lay a ladder, the same by which
Perote had monnted when he nailed the
beard across the window of the roem
oceupied by the prisoner.

Moving rapidly and silently in the
darkness, he now raised this ladder, car-
ried it around the house and placed it

mme wmdow e

ainst the side of the building under

Et"kha end of another minute afnmﬁ,’: 8
rasping sound was heard. The nails

he wM!eh had been driven into the board

were dropped one by one to the ground,
and Perote, descending the ladder Jaid
the piece of plank upon the grass.

Then, with the noiselessness of a
cat, he erept again upon the rounds,
listened for a moment at the aperture,
and stepped into the black void of the
little room.

It required but a few steps to eross
it, and Perote stood beside the bed on
which lay the American. Had there
been light, one might have seen the
Mexican draw a knife from his belt,
bend down and feel with his free hand
for the body of the prisoner.

The Ameriean stirred and strained at
his bonds. Perhaps he felt the presence
of the knife in the man’s hand.

Perote uttered a sharp, low sentence.

“In the name of Geod, lie quiet,
sefior, and—Ilisten!”

The strain upon the cords ceased ; the
prisoner, stretched upon his 1)3(:1,., his
eyes wide open, was vainly striving to
pierce the blackness.

“@Give heed, sefior, for the time is
short,” whispered Perote. “ You are
of those who have come into the re-
public from acress the Rio Grande, and
they are taking you to the capital, that
certain ones may ask questions and
afterward kill you. Is it not so?*

“It would seem that you are cor-
rectly informed; but first they would
starve me, as perhaps also you have
observed,” replied the prisoner shortly.

Then, in a burst of subdued passion:

“What they may do to me afterward
falls through the foriune of war; but
the last—kill that miserable wreteh who
denied me even a crust of black bread,
and T will die satisfied.”

The fingers which grasped the hilt
of the knife tightened, but after a mo-
ment Perote answered calmly:

“1 am that one—who denied you
hefore the door. Now I have come,
sefor, to give vou more than bread. Yet,
ﬁrst vou will listen to what I have to
say.”

The prisoner lay perfeetly still, either
from astonishment: becamehe&mdnut :
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B '«-’ﬂ;ﬁm how you were taken,” con-

- tinued Perote quietly.

- “ Ah!” muitered the prisoner. “It
y ‘was while on a scout, beyond San Rafael,

- and I am a Virginian—Haddon, of
Harney’s Horse.”

“You are perhaps an officer in the

army of the Americans? ”
“Yes; a lieutenant. But I can’t see
what that has to do with the present

S gituation.”

3 “ Perhaps because it is very dark,
* sefior, but outside it is a little lighter.
‘ 1 It has come about that I desire in the
' 8 army of the Americans to possess a
J friend—one, if it should so happen I
| appear before your General Taylor, who

E* will vouch for my honesty. If it is per-

mitted you to return to the ranks of the
invaders, will it be as I desire, Sefior
/A Haddon?” .
0% “Tll see to it that you dine with the
' President in Washington and be pre-
18 sented with a Congressional Medal, asa
s life-saver,” answered the American lieu-
! tenant so heartily that Perote glanced
anxiously toward the door.
T “ And you will know me by——" he

! began, then checked himself and drew
his breath sharply.

“Yes, I'll know you,” broke in the
_ lieutenant ; “ but for God’s sake get me
B out of here. We can do the talking
*,t e afterward.”

i Perote bent down, felt for the cords,
and with three deft strokes of the knife
gevered them each in turn.

The American tried to rise, then fell
back, cursing softly.

“It- is the weakness,”
Perote. “ Drink,
strengthen you.”

'y He held the mouth of a flask to the
o, - other’s lips, and Lieutenant Haddon
swallowed a few gulps of a fiery liquor.
It burned like molten metal and set his
. head reeling, but, as though by magic,
~ renewed strength returned into his
~ museles.

% ‘;-‘;:!xi]fei ;;ﬁs;:lppgi?self,d cau%ht Pfroé:el’s
S = SATIL I0F 5W , and got wunsteadi
- upon his A

muttered
sefior; it will

is feet.
Gently, sefior,” whispered the Mexi-
n; * there is one sleeping outside the
descend the ladder; a
| o;-;-, who will
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Just how he managed to cross the
room, climb through the window, and
descend the twelve feet of ladder to the
ground, Haddon to his dying day could
not explain. r !

His head was ringing like a kettle-
drum, his arms and legs were stiff and
cramped for want of circulation, and
the liquor, taken on an empty stomach,
was playing sad havoe with higs senses.

He felt the firm ground under his
feet and was aware that his companien
was supporting him. Then things be-
came clearer, and he found himself
standing beside the stable, the door of
which Perote held open.

From out of the darkness came the
smell of horses and the sound of their
restless movements.

“You are about to mount the horse
of sefior, the captain; it is a strong
beast, and will carry you many miles
without a halt,” said Perote quietly.

Haddon drew in long breaths of the
invigorating night air. It cleared his
head, and he began to realize more
keenly the situation.

Yet this situation puzzled him.
From being a helpless prisoner, tied to
an uncomfortable bed of straw, he had
been transported, almost in an instant,
to the side of a horse which was to carry
him to freedom,

He began a question, but his strange
companion interrupted almost rudely.

*“ There is strapped behind the saddle
sufficient food for two meals, and a
flask of liquor. Tt were better, however,
to dine upon the way, sefior. At any
moment some one within may awaken.”

“Thank you, my friemd; I shall not '
forget to-night,” said Haddon heartily.
Then, suddenly: < But why have you
done this, knowing me to be an Ameri-
can? Have you not said it was certain
of the Americans who gave you cause
to wear those bandages ?

Sl lied, sefior lientenant. It was not
the Amencmm_who tortured me,” re-
plied Perote briedy.

Hflddnn was in no humor to seek to
gratify his curiosity further; what he
most desired was to put as much spa
as possible between himself and
Mexicans asleep in the
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y of Sln émtmm will there b
danger o:fmeetmg bands of ymmllms,

- said he.

* Which 1 shall take care to avmd as
I wonld the devil,” answered Haddon
with conviction.

“But_if it should happen any one
should desire to stop the seiior, and to
ask unpleasant guestions, 1t would be
well fo know how te answer,” continued
Perote grimly.

He took from his belt the knife and
a pistol and handed them to the Amer-
ican.

“ Thanks, my friend,” said Haddon.

He put one foot in the stirrup and
swung himself into the saddle. As he
was in the act of gathering up the reins,
Perote laid his hand upon his knee.

“ A moment, sefior; you have forgot-
ten something which should not be neg-
lected,” said he quietly.

Haddon checked the impulse to urge
the horse forward.

“1t is the sign by which you may
know me afterward; there are other

Perotes in Mexico, so a name signifies .

nothing. But-a moment longer, sehor,”
concluded the innkeeper grimly.

And at the same instant a light flared
up between his fingers.

The young officer looked down in
mute surprise. With a quick movement
Perote slipped off the bandages, and
held the light so that it shone full upon
hiz face.

Haddon nftered a sharp exclamation.

Aecross the man’s countenance the dis-

fieuring X showed hideonsly livid,
frammfr his face, as it were, between
two unalghth bars stamped upon the
flesh.

At that instant the light went out.

CHAPTER IV.
SENOR PEROTE LOSES SOME PROPERTY.

Sexor PEroTE stood several minutes
in the gloom, listening to the rapidly
receding sound of hoof beats upon the
hard roadway. Then, as one who had
carefully planned out all beforehand, he
set about putting into actmn a deliber-

- ladder and return it to its place behind

mhﬁrstemwutohkeawayﬂlp

the house. Having done so, he returned
to the stable, reéntered it, and opened
the rear door; he then passed along the
line of horses, untied the halter of each
one, and drove the animals info the
open air.

Returning for the fourth time that
night into the shed, he gathered to-
gether a heap of straw, struck a light,
and, bending down, deliberately applied
the flame to the combustible material.

Having set the spark which would
destroy a portion of his own property,
Perote hastened back to the inn, bolted
the rear door behind him, and, making
certain by glancing out of the window
that the blaze from the burning straw
had eommunicated with the woodwork
of the stable, he threw off his jacket.

Then, ruffling his hair, he rushed.with
loud cries into the main portion of the
tavern, calling upon the sleeping cav-
alrymen to bestir themselves.

Aroused suddenly by so great a com-
motion, the Mexicans appeared, intense
alarm written upon their faces. The
captain seized Perote by the shoulder.

“In God’s name, senor, have they
then returned ? ” he shouted to the ex-
cited landlord.

Sefior Perote shook himself free.

“ How can I tell? But it is more than
possible, for the barn is on fire,” he
cried.

At the same moment he threw open
the front door.

The Mexican officer was as quick to
throw himself upon the swinging
portal and close it hastily.

“ What would you deo? If the house
is surrounded by the Americans they
will rush in and take wus where we
stand,” cried he.

“Out!” shouted Perote, “and fall
upon them. Do you not perceive your
horses will he roasted alive?

. .2 captain seized himself by the
hair. '

“ Mother of God! Yet we will be shot
one by one as we rush forth; it is as
light as day out there.”

"« And my barn, with a quantity of
fodder and half a season’s cutting of
oats, is bemg dastroged” f:timi Pemﬁa
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~Then, in a terrible voice:

% Alone I will defend my property;
one had rather die than to stare ruin in
the face.”

The officer, assisted by one of the
soldiers, threw himself upon the appar-

L b ently frenzied man. Perote struggled,
2B bit, tore with his nails, and bellowed
" likeabul
\:L"“. At the end of several minutes the
[ others succeeded in subduing him, but
\f only at the cost of much skin and
i - clothing. Perote, panting, glared sav-
I agely from one to the other.

* (lowards! ” eried he. “ The invaders
¢ quietly surround the house, set fire to

the stable, and you remain safely be-
{ hind bolted doors. You will not even
allow me to sally forth and drive them
away.”

The officer began to calm him, at the
same : time wiping the blood from his
own face, where the other’s nails had
| left their marks.

' E * You are crazy, my friend. What can
1 one man do against a company of the
& Americans? ” he panted.

“ But there are eleven of us,
l tered Perote savagely.
i| 4 “ Behind these walls we may he able

32
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mut-

| to do something, but out there
' The Mexican shrugged his shoulders.
] FPerote fell upon a chair, then sprang
F up suddenly.
“ They will rescue the prisoner up-
s stairs; at least allow me to put my knife
I between his ribs,” cried he fiercely.-
. At that very instant the ladder
i creaked loudly, and the cavalryman who
4 had been asleep before the door of the
| * prisoner’s room appeared- before them.
“The American is gone!” cried he.
The captain seized him by the arm.
“ It is not possible. Ten horses could
not break those bonds,” he began, but
X¥ Perote interrupted.
; “ Do you not understand ? * cried he.
“ The Americans have followed you for
le purpose of rescuing the prisoner;
some have crawled quietly through the
window and untied him while you slept.
%ha;hdnld Santa Anna hear of this!”
The Mexican officer turned pale.
is not likely
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continued
“for mno
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~ scratched on the front

stopped at the inn, else had I now been
sle(lagjing peacefully in my bed instead of
waiting to be shot or hanged to one of
yonder trees.” b )

For several moments silence reigned
in the room. Then, as no bullets came
through the windows, the Mexicans be-
gan to pluck up courage.

“ They are afraid,” muttered one,
“ and dare not attack the house, for they
know who is inside.”

The captain rattled the scabbard of
his saber.

“ Tt will not be well for them to do
so, for they would be cut in ten thou-
sand pieces,” said he fiercely. “ Let but
one of the dogs show his face and =

There came a tramping of hoofs with-
out, and several dark forms passed be-
tween the window and the roaring
flames bursting from the stable.

A cavalryman raised his carbine and
fired throngh the window. The tramp-
ing grew louder, then ceased suddenly.

For a time those within the house
waited in breathless silence; finally
Perote muttered:

“Is it possible that one shot has
driven them away?

“ That shows what you know of fight-
ing; they have only withdrawn out of
gunshot,” replied the officer knowingly.

“Just the same,” returned Perote,
“I will venture out and see if they are
there. There is a rear door; I will open
it softly and creep around the house.
You can close it after me.”

The captain thought deeply for
several moments; finally he said:

“You are indeed a brave man and
should leave this tavern business, in
order that you may join the army and
use your valor to advantage. T will per-
““‘E you to go if you will be careful.

It is my purpose to join the army,
]twovlded Ifc-an obtain something in re-
urn; my father was a oreat =
answered Perote modesﬂ]%r ehtes,

He passed throngh the building, fol-
lowed by the captain, and unbolted the
rear door. He was scarcely outside when
the bolt was shot again in placs. i 8

Perote walked a dozen r t down
upon the ground with his il s
tree, and waited for

he arose, crept aroun
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there.

e himself hown, anﬂ bade
them unbolt t“he door. After some con-
siderable delay this was done.

“T have bean all about the place, and
there is mothing to be seen, excepl a
dead horse lying between here and the
ruins of the stable,” said Perote calinly.

“ Then the Americans have lost one
of their horses, while we remain intact,”
answered the captain exultingly.

* Except that your horses were in the
barn,” suggested Perote.

“ Oh, the devil!” muttered the cap-
tain. “ I had not thought of that.”

“ And the prisoner is gone,” added
Perote.

The captain began to gwear.

“To say nothing of my stable and a
great mass of valuable fodder,” Perote
concluded sorrowfully.

The ecaptain struek his hands fo-
cether.

“ Listen, my friend,” said he soberly.
“ We have all lost something to-night,
but the case with us is most serious. It
is well if this affair does not reach the
ears of Santa Anna, for he is a terrible
man when his anger is aroused.

“ You have lost part of your property,
and keeping an inn is unsafe at such a
time any way. You will go with ns to
the quarters of Santa Anna. I shall tell
the general that you are the bravest
man in Mexico, and the wounds on your
face will back up the statement. In re-
turn you will also do us a favor.”

“ And what is that?” asked Perote.

“ Hold your tongue about what has
occurred here to- mu'ht 0T, MOre prop-
erly, agree to what I shall say.’

%That is easy enough, provided I am
not compromised,” Perote answered.

“ How ean you be? And I shall stiek
partly to the truth. It will be carried
to Santa Anna’s ears that, stopping for

ithe night at this place, we were set upon

by a force of the Americans, and de-
fended the house valiantly.

“1It happened, however, that certain
shots from without entered the building,
and one, striking the prisoner in the
head, killed him. We ean thus account
for not taking him to the capital, for

adeaﬂmanwmﬂdbeofnousebothose

who ask thstwm”

re was such a combat, how can that
be accounted for?” asked Perote.

“The walls protected us, and it has
been known where those engaged in
hattle escaped with their lives. Do you
agree to assist us in this matter? In
return I will obtain for you an audience
with Santa Anna, which is not so easy
a matter, yvou may be assured.”

Senior Perote thonght for several
moments, then agreed to what the cap-
tain had requested. After that the ten
Mexicans breathed easier, especially as
they began to suspect that no great
forece of the enemy had approached the
tavern.

It was probable that only a handful
had been in the neighborhood; these
had assisted the prisoner to escape, fired
the stable, and made off, fearing capture
by the inmates of the honse.

During the remainder of the night no
one slept, except Perote, and the officer
awakened him at the first signs of day-
light. The Mexicans had discovered
that the dead horse in the vard was one
of their own.

The other animals had also been
found at no great distance from the inn;
only the captain’s horse was missing,
haying either wandered away or beea
carried off.

There appeared more reason than
ever to earry a falsehood to head-
quarters, for, if Santa Anna knew the
true state of affairs his anger would be
terrible to witness.

Perote prepared the morning meal
and set about closing the inn. This he
accomplished by nailing hoards across
the doors and windows.

During the first hour of the journey
northward, which was necessarily slow,
for two of the horses were burdened
with a pair of riders, the cavaleade rode
in silence. Later in the morning, how-
ever, stopping to water the animals,
Perote approached the eaptain.

“1 would ask you, sefior, if you hap-
pen to have heard of one called Valeno
among the soldiers of the republic?” he
asked.

“ There is a Valeno at headquarters;

he happens to be related to Santa Anna
, but I do not know him persm-‘

himself
ally,” the captam answered

“ But nene of your men are wounded 3




% He is then something in the army
of the republic?”
~ “That is as you will; he is frequently
intrusted with important messages.”
- ~ 1 think,” said Perote carelessly,
: “ that he has honored my house on more
e than one occasion. The last time he
% traveled southward with a companion.”
' “ Oh, that must have been Captain
Q. Amador, who also enjoys the general’s
i confidence,” replied the officer, and went
. on to describe the elder of the two men
who had put Perote to the torture.
¥ & Perote rejoined the group of cavalry-
; men with a curious expression on his
y face; his lips moved frequently, repeat-
ing the words “ Valeno” and “ Am-
ador,” *“ Amador” and ‘Valeno.”
Once he pressed his fingers lightly
over the bandages which crossed his
| face.
0 Having watered the horses, the caval-
cade proceeded upon the journey, riding
i northward toward the Rio Grande. It
¢ was well past the noon hour when it
drew up near a small village, where the

1 captain had expressed his determination
to dine. '

B But as they approached the miser-

able tavern, the presence of a dozen

13 horses in front of the door gave warning
‘! that others were before them. And that
" these were members of Santa Anna’s
army was evident, for the men who
guarded the horses were in uniform.
i The captain pulled in his mount.
- “A thousand curses!” growled he.
“There is to be found in such places
scarcely sufficient food for three hungry
- men, and see who are before us. We
shall get nothing here, that is certain.”
: Still he urged forward his horse, and,
< followed by his men and Perote, rode up
to the door of the tavern.

“Where are you going?” he de-
~ manded of one of the men who were
i guarding the horses.
£ “To the capital, sefior,” replied the
r_ goldier. “Have yon come from there ? »

. *Only part way. Are you acting as
an escort, or what?”
es and no; but we are hunting for
1 ones, and one in particular, who
gerous to the welfare of the re-

“Who ecan tell that, ) seﬁor,. for
scarcely any one has seen him. It i8 re-
ported that he is more than hal:_f wolf,
and avoids people easily. It is said that
a certain innkeeper, between here and
Chalco, has seen and talked Wlth.hlm.”

“ But surely you know some’r_,hmg of
the man for whom you are looking, else
how will you tell when you come across
him?”

“Mhat may be known to our captain,
but nothing has been explained to us,
only that we are looking for a spy who
is sharper than the devil himself.”

% And who is your eaptain?”

“ 7Tt ijs Seiior Amador, who is at this
moment dining within.”

The cavalryman behind whom Perote
was seated felt a sudden sharp move-
ment. The ex-tavern keeper was slip-
ping from the back of the horse to the
ground.

The captain was speaking.

“T will join Seiior Amador; we once
served in the same regiment,” said he,
and, dismounting, bade his men await
his return.

“ This means an empty stomach until
the next village is reached; he will eat,
but we are allowed to go hungry,”
growled one of the troopers, making a
wry face.

Then catching sight of Perote moving
cautiously toward the rear of the tavern,
he called:

“1It is fortunate, my friend, that you
are not yet a soldier, for you can go
where you please. If you find anything,
save half a loaf for me; I will not forget
the favor.”

But Perote did not seem to hear. He
was thinking only of who was in the
house, and that, did Captain Amador
appear suddenly, it would be hetter were
he not visible. The time to come face
to face with the man who had tortured
him had not yet arrived.

In the rear of the tavern was a win-
dow, and, as Perote approached this,
voices fell upon his ear. A conversation
was being carried on between the officer
Ee had accompanied and Captain Ama-

or. ; P
_“So you are going north




2 MOTe NEecessary as mo
‘ knows number of those for
whom I am looking.”

The speaker was Captain Amador.

“MThere are then more than one? ”
his companion inguired.

“ God knows! But report has it that
a dangerougs band of the enemy has
managed to get past our lines and is
hovering between here and the capital ;
no one knows how this has happened,
but it is so to a certainty. It is my busi-
ness to overtake this pack of northern
wolves and kill or make them prisoners.

“1It is also my purpose to go to the
capital, where I hear a prisoner has been
lately taken. I desire to question him,
for through him I hope to catch the
others.”

“ But it is commonly reported that
these Americans are not given to over-
much talking.”

Captain Amador uttered a
laugh.

“ Never fear; I can find a way to open
the lips of this one. In such matters
I have had some experience.”

The fumes of cigarefte smoke floated
through the window.

“Tt is only once I failed, and then it
was because the fellow died too gquiekly,”
continued the other coolly.

Perote smiled horribly.

“ We shall see,” he muttered.

“Well, what do you decide??” de-
manded Capfain Amador.

“1 shall go with you, of course,
though I am short of horses,” replied
the other.

“T can get you an extra horse or two.
And by the way, having come from the
south, did you see or hear anything of
the party that was condueting the pris-
oner to the capital ? *

* Nothing; I must have come by an-
other way.”

Perote breathed more easily. He had
feared the officer would make known his
presence with the detachment, but it
was plainly his intention to avoid all
mention of having stopped at an inn en
route.

. “We will push forward rapidly and
pass the night at Chalco. There is an
inn between here and there, but I wish
to avoid such places after nightfall,”

#aid Capfain Amador.
&r Ba

short

~

which he returned to the inn. ~

ﬁiﬂ' T .ERL 1

E
~ His companion was thinking he would
have done ztter had he avoided a cer-
tain inn, and replied:

“ Chaleco will suit me as well as any
place. When will you start?” he asked.

“ As soon as possible ; your men need
not tarry here to dine, for there is
nothing to eat in the house; I have as-
sured myself of that.”

Ten minutes later the two squads of
Mexican cavalry were in the saddle. The
officer whom Perote had accompanied
looked about him.

“ Where is our innkeeper ? ** he asked.

“T think he has gone, sefior captain,
for I saw him making for yonder clump
of trees,” answered the cavalryman.

The officer shrugged his shoulders.

“ Perhaps he has changed his mind
about entering the army, and I have
no business to delay the journey in
hunting for him. After all, it were bet-
ter he did not accompany us. Captain |
Amador has a way of asking questions,” !
said he.

It was late in the afternoon, or more
properly early in the evening, whén the
cavalcade rode into Chalco. Sefior
Urrea had told Perote that the place
was deserted after nightfall; it was not
quite that, but nearly so.

But half a score of persons were met
by the horsemen, and these skulked
past as though their only thought was
to seek a friendly shelter. But few of
the houses were lighted ; even the bark-
ing of dogs, so common to a Mexican
town, was lacking.

The cavalrymen drew up finally be-
fore a house somewhat larger than the
rest. It was one of the three public inns |
which Chaleo boasted. -.

The landlord opened the door gin- |

gerly, made a wry face at sight of the
score of troopers, and then advanced to
take the bridles of the officers’ horses.

Captain Amador gave a few sharp
orders, and, accompanied by his com-
panion in arms, entered the tavern. The
troopers dismounted, led their horses to
the sheds in the rear of the main dwell-
ing, and entered the house by a side \
door. : - ol

After a time one appeared with two '
plates containing food, which he handed
to the men guarding the horses, after




~An hour or more passed. A watery
- moon began to climb the heavens, and
~a weird silence brooded over the town.
~ The soldiers guarding the horses swore
~ softly and looked at the somber out-
~ lines of the silent tavern and beyond to

T 1 "
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pRs the darker line of lofty mountains.
s They could imagine their comrades

~ sleeping soundly, while they must cool

their heels under the slars.

Several hours passed. The guards,
| wn drowsy, leaned against the wall

‘..~ of the stable. At the farther side of

: the inn, beyond their range of vision,

- a window on the ground foor had been
left open to admit the night air.

Suddenly from out of this window
issued a ery, which not only arounsed the
sentinels, but half the sleeping inhabi-
tants of the town of Chalco. This cry

' was repeated; so piercing was it that

many who heard it began to eross them-

gselves. A preat commotion in the
tavern arose, and several lights flashed
out. -

| The officer whom Perote had accom-

- panied a half day’s journey northward
‘ ran against the landlord in the hallway.
(' ’ “In God’s name, what was that?” he

' asked in a trembling voice.

! “1It is only God who knows, seior,”
answered the landlord in a frightened
tone. “ But it came from the room oec-
cupied by the sefior who accompanied
you.”

-3 Without waiting to ask further ques-
R tions, the Mexican cavalry officer rushed
‘_ » to the door of Captain Amador’s room.
A - It was locked, but groans sounded be-

hind the panels. The officer waited a

second, then put his knee against the

.~ door and burst it open.

- While such things were occurring in

- the house, the figure of a man dropped
lightly from the sill of the open window
to the ground and glided away in the
- ‘ = m -

- Having gone a safe distance, the man
~ stopped and began deliberately to clean
mife by thrusting the blade repeat-
his was accomplished to his
~he had returned the
elt, he looked up, so the

n fell upon his

[

THE ARGOSY.

the bandages the man’s lips were smiling

horribly.
It was Senor Perote.

CHAPTER V.
THE MAN WITH THE DSTUBLE SCAR.

Tur general pushed aside the map he
was studying, and, turning upon his
camp-stool, nodded to the young officer
behind whom the tent flap had just
fallen.

What he saw was six feet of brawn
and musele, a pair of broad shoulders,
surmounted by a sober, clean-cut face
bronzed almost to the coppery hue of an
Indian.

“ A splendid type of the Virginian
gentleman,” commented the general
mentally; then:

“ 1 have called you, Lieutenant Had-
don, on a case of identification: the
identification of a Mexican who claims
to possess your friendship.”

A look of perplexity flashed across the
yvoung officer’s face.

“1 have had occasion to meet a good
many Mexicans since coming south, sir,
but as for friendship with any of them,

that is another question,” said he
quietly.
“ However, the man insists’® an-

swered the general, “and there was
nothing to do but to confront him with
you. A short time ago he walked de-
liberately into the limes, and when
stopped by the guard demanded to be
taken to Lieutenant Haddon, of Har-
ney’s IHorse. A most unprepossessing
rogue, I can assure you, sir, but the re-
quest being an unusnal one, I have
ordered him held in readiness to meet —
you here.”

He struck sharply upon the table, and
an orderly appeared in the tent opening,
it;ﬁ v;htt]):lm the commander gave the order

at the prisoner be 1 in he-
fore him.P TOREN A

During the moments which followed,
and during which he waited for the,aggﬁ
pearance of the man who had eiven his
name to the guard, a clearer inkli
the matter came to the
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ised when

"'ﬁé was not therefore st
he saw before him a face so arnbly dis-

figured by two livid scars that he in-
voluntarily shuddered.

The newecomer advanced boldly into
the tent, hesitated for a moment,
glanced fmm the elder officer at the
table to the younger, and the light of
recognition flashed into his deep-set
eyes.

“ It is the senor lieutenant. You have
not forgotten?” said he rapidly in
Spanish.

i< NO 33
member the—the——

“The sears,” the Meﬂcan filled out
the sentence. “ The sefior remembers
what he saw that night in the light of
the burning taper? 1 am Perote, who
kept the inn on the Chalco road.”

Lieutenant Haddon turned to Gen-
eral Taylor.

“This man is indeed known to me,
for it was by his aid I escaped from the
squad of Mexican cavahy by whom I
was taken six weeks ago.’

And he explained mpu]lv just what
had occurred on the night when Sefior
Perote had assisted him down a ladder,
and afterward set fire to his own prop-
erty.

When he had concluded, the general
nodded gravely.

“T see,” said he. *“ And now the man
has come to claim vour promise. If he
can explain satisfactorily his presence
in our lines, and for what purpose he
came hither, he will no longer be held
as a prisoner.”

Haddon furned to the ex-innkeeper.

“The general wishes to” know what
has brought you here, sefior; for what
purpose you have entered our lines? ” he
asked.

A cold smile crossed the firm lips of
the Mexican.

“It would take many words to ex-
plain all, sefior, and it touches not the
matter, but my purpose in coming here
is to befriend the American invader. Is
not that sufficient for your general? ”
said he quietly.

“And in what manner? You are a
Mexican, and most Mexicans ave loyal,”
replied the Virginian.

answered Haddon. “I re-
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The smile which distorted Sefior "

Perote’s face was not a pleasant one.
W ! 'i' i r -

“TLet the sefior rather say T was a

‘Mexican, and none more loyal to the

republic than I; but now—the sefiors
can see what Mexico has done for me.
It cannot be hidden.”

The lieutenant glanced at the two
livid sears forming the bars of a cross
upon the man’s visage. He turned once
more to the American commander.

“It is plain, sir, that his disfigure-
ment—not many weeks old, for the
wounds were fresh when I saw them
at the inn—has been given him by his
own countrymen. It is hatred and
desire for revenge which has brought
him here.”

“Two powerful motives, when pos-
sessed by a determined man. Tell him
to speak out,” Taylor replied.

Sefior Perote came closer to the table,
and his eyes rested upon the map of
Mexico.

" “1It has pleased the sehor general to
push into many parts of my country,
even as a spider throws out his web from
a common center. Two days ago a force
of two hundred mounted men were de-
spatched to the pass of El Vidio. Un-
less rescued, their doom is certain.
Three thousand of Santa Anna’s sol-
diers are marching to surround them.
It will be another Alamo.”

Haddon translated rapidiy; a look of
alarm crossed the general’s face.

“Major Smith and his party; they
were to hold the pass until it was de-
cided whether we should push forward
that way or by a more direct route
southward.

“1It is fifty miles from the pass to
Santa Anna’s main line, and he is send-
ing three thousand men a march of fifty
miles across the mountains to capture
two hundred ? If such a foree fall upon
the detachment unawares it will indeed
be the Alamo repeated.”

He paused for a moment, then con-
tinued sharply:

“ Ask him, lieutenant, why, if he de-
sires to save the detachment from the
Mexicans, he-did not ride straight to the
pass and warn them instead of coming
here,”

Sefior Perote passed one hand softly
across his chin. -

“To cross the mountains, the aharbwb* 5

mmte to Ei "Viﬁa, uﬁmmﬁ




-m;&“ I am mnot over fond of walking,
senor. o
“Then there is another reason. The
- Americans at the pass would not run
~  from their position at the word of a

fortify themselves, and the result would
be the same, for Santa Aunna is de-
termined, and will send two small can-
non.”

“Then the soldiers have not yet
started? ” asked Haddon quickly.

“It-was to be to-morrow morning,
and they will travel slowly. You see,
Santa Anna understands the method of
the Americans; such ones are com-
manded to hold the pass; he can take a
reasonable time. They will be there
when his men arrive.”

4 A orim smile crossed the general’s

s.

p“,It is God’s truth,” said he. * Smith
will not budge short of an order direct
from headquarters, I fancied the guer-
rilleros might trouble him considerably,
but a force of three thousand men—he
must vaecate the pass, lieutenant.”

Then, drawing the open map before
him:

“ Ask him how long will be required
for the Mexicans to reach El Vidio, and
the shoriest direct route across the
mountains from here thither.”

“It will take the soldiers two days,
perhaps a little more; in thirty-two
hours one might veach the pass from
this place—if he knew the way over the
mountains,” answered Perote.

The Virginian’s eyes were dancing,
but he spoke very quietly.

“Might I request to be detailed to

- carry your order to Major Smith, and
~ perhaps this man will act as a guide
~, across the mountains?
. General Taylor seemed to hesitate.
e "‘E"nder ordinary conic:litions I would
. guant your request most willingly, but
By 2y hage' a‘lrea%y outlined anoth%r-yduty,
n imperative errand, for you, licuten-
But if this fellow will consent to
e a courier to the pass, tell him he
be amply rewarded.” :
- was mj’:_ purpose to ask you to
1) '0g3 the mountains to
' duties will

Mexican. They would remain and.

however, ta

men?” asked Haddon, turning to the
Mexican. e
ote nodded grimiy. - |

‘I‘)%-lse I did sg, m}r time has been |
wasted, for if any one went by the
longer and known way he would arrive .
at El Vidio behind Santa Anna’s sol-
diers.” _ ¢
« The fellow is terribly in earnest to

" injure Santa Anna, and we can do no

less tham trust him. See that he is pre-
vided for, and return in half an hour,
lieutenant,” said General Taylor when
Haddon had translated the ex-
innkeeper’s answer, _

The Virginian led Perote to his own
quarters,
~“You will eat and rest here until
General Taylor demiands your presence,
sefior. If there iz anything you want,
tell me,” said he.

Perote rolled a cigarette.

“ Nothing but a little sleep, for I
have not closed my eves for forty-eight
hours; the sefior has but to tonch me
and I will be ready.” The man spoke
quietly. :

Twenty minutes later, stretched upon
Haddon’s cot, his scarred face hidden
by his arm, he was sleeping soundly.

At the end of half an hour the lien-
tenant presented himself, for the sec-
ond time that afterncon, at head-
quarters. General Taylor greeted him
gravely.

“ Lieutenant,” said he, “I am in-
formed by Colonel Harney that you are
familiar with the country to the south,
and I know you converse freely in the
Spanish language. It has also come
under my personal observation that you
are a man of tried coolness and courage
in the face of danger; this has been con-
firmed by your immediate superiors.”

Haddon’s face reddened under its
coating of tan. The eommander con-
tinued quietly. 9

“I have not, however, called you here )
tp pass compliments, but for a more se- :
réi)onuts puglgsc-. A] vital movement is in

emplation and—we do mot | 0
take a step in the dark, i ef.re o

“It is imperative that a ! ;
known coolness and bravery be
to dispel this darkness,
take to peneirate in

e ol m"m )



yn fully comprehended the se-
riousness of the task he was asked f{o
undertake. That the danger was in a
degree lessened by his perfect familiar-
ity with the langunage .of the enemy
only increased the chance of a safe re-
turn to the American lines.

At the best, this chance was one
which few men would care to undertake,
for the territory into which he must go
was alive with keen-eyed Mexicans,
rendered desperate and doubly blood-
thirsty by the reverses of the past
weelds.

Between the general’s question and
the answer, however, scarcely a second
elapsed. The reply brought a mnod of
approval from the commander of the
American forces of the Rio Grande.

He pointed to a stool on the opposite
side of the table, and smoothed out the
surface of the map before him.

For a number of minutes Lieutenant
Haddon followed the faint tracings
which marked the territory he was
expected to explore; the blanks it was
desired he should fill in with detailed in-
formation ;theexact lay of the land, each
valley and hill, the roads, bridges, old-
fashioned stone forts and more modern
earth-works, behind which the Mexicans
might hope to oppose the advance upon
their capital.

So much he had expected to aecom-
plish, but General Taylor, folding the
map, turned suddenly to him with an
unexpected guestion.

“That will be your first duty, but
there iz a second, and one no less im-
perative. You have heard of the
guerrilla, Mazatlan, lieutenant? ”

Who in the American lines, or in all
Mexico for that matter, had®not? The
most cold-blooded of the Mexican free
lances, a human fiend, renowned for his
cruelty, recklessness, and diabolical cun-
ning.

General Taylor leaned forward across
the table.

“We have reason to belicve, lieuten-
ant,” said he gravely, “ that this man
does not confine himself to leading his
followers against our forces. It has
been reported that time and time again
he has penetrated our lines, gathered
, information, and returned unmolested.

By some it is believed that he is an

=
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select one man to accompany
& " ! kr"\-: W | B s

has thus been enabled to move freely
among us; I, however, believe him to be
a native Mexican.

“The name Mazatlan tells us noth-
ing, for it is that of a town lying be-
tween us and the capital, and has doubt-
less been assumed for campaign pur-
poses. What this man is like, whether
American or Mexican, is what we desire
to know. If his identity can be estab-
lished, the chance of detection when in
our lines is highly favorable.

* At present such detection is prac-
tically impossible, because no one
among us has knowingly met the man
face to face, Those of our countrymen
who have had this opportunity, through
falling into- his hands, have been
hanged or shot within the hour. Ma-
zatlan takes no prisoners!”

The general paused, and the lines
upon his homely face grew stern.

“1 want you.to discover the identity
of this man, Lieutenant Haddon. If
possible, lure him away from his own
lines, or follow him into ours. The
method he employs is not warfare, buf
murder, pure and simple. I desire his
capture,not only as a dangerous spy, but
as the assassin of those of our country-
men who have been unfortunate enoungh
to fall into his hands.”

Haddon remained
Taylor continued.

“The task which I would impose
upon you is no easy one, possibly far
more dangerous than the other: bring-
ing in information of the enemy’s
forces. I want you to understand
clearly that it will not appear as a de-
gire to shirk danger if von do not volun-
teer to undertake the discovery of Ma-
zatlan. But, above all, I want you to
understand that if youn do attempt to
unearth this man, you will walk with a
noose ahout your neck.”

He paused. Haddon’s face was grave,
and his steel-blue eyes fixed upon the
map spread out on the table. Suddenly
he raised his head.

“1 understand clearly, sir, and ac-
cept the service,” said he quietly.

“ Very good!” answered the general

silent. General

heartily. “ You will start shortly after =

dark to-night, and 1 desire that

n

ﬁmﬁeﬁ in the service of Mexico, aua




 leave this selection to you, though I
~ should recommend a Texan, When you
: reached a decision send the man to

* When the flap of the tent dropped be-
~ hind him, Haddon walked slowly to his
~ own quarters, his mind busy with the
~ first details of the task before him.
~ On two oecasions he had entered the
Mexican lines, but only a short distanc?,
and the last attempt had resulted in his
capture and subsequent rescue by Sefior
- Perote.
He did net try to disgnise from him-
self the desperale nature of the under-
taking which now lay before him; not
3 only was he ealled upon to enter the
enemy’s lines, but to go, if mecessary,
into the very capital of Mexico itself.
. And to carry ont the identification of
| the guerrillero, Mazatlan, he must min-
gle on familiar terms with the Mexicans
- themselyes.
His safeguards lay in. three things:
- his personal appearance, which resem-
= bled that of eertain mountain inhabi-
~ tants of the southernm republic; his fa-
miliarity with the Spanish language;
I and his uifer freedom from nerves when
{ . placed in a difficult position.
~ For several minutes after entering
his tent he stood still, ranning over in
his mind the men from whom he must
choose one to act as his companion.
This companion must share with him
the requisites he himself possessed for
; the task in hand, and there were several
: such among the American forees.
: He would have preferred to go alone,
but the commander’s expressed desire
~~ ihat he take a companion was tanta-
mount to a command.
~ Doubtless the task of cornering Ma-
~ * zatlan would become easier with two de-
- termined men working together.
. Suddenly his meditations were inter-
.. rupted by the appearance of an orderly
~ in the tent opening. The soldier bore a
e from General Taylor that
Tote’s presence was required at
o ;

riec :___f;:md _lin his 1i}a&c‘ﬂe and jy
> the gloom which enshroy
~ at his feet. o

« The seiior lientenant has awakened
me?* said he quietly.
me? " said he q y o,

Haddon explained
rder.

4 Ifemte smooghed down his matted
hair and tightened the sash about his
v E'am ready, but it is a sorrow that
another beside the sefior is to follow
me through the mountains. Perhaps it
is because 1 know the sefior to be a
brave man,” said he.

Haddon shrugged his shoulders.

“1 remember when the cavalrymen
rode up to the inn on the Chaleo road,
a detail of ten men. and another—the
eleventh rider—wealk from lack of food
and with his hands bound behind his
hack. It was then I saw an opportunity
to strike the first hlow against those who
have injured me.”

“ And this is to be the second—the
journey to El Vidio? ™ replied Haddon,
feeling he should say something.

*“ Not the second, for the opportunity

the

‘came to me to settle the account with

the worst of my enemies, and—I did net
fail,” replicd Perote grimly.

The thought flashed through the lien-
tenant’s mind that he should not like to
have this man, with his terrible face and
piercing eyes, for a bitter enemy. Sefior
Perote looked capable of drinking the
cup of revenge to the very dregs.

The Mexican joined the orderly, wait-
ing outside the tent. 1 :
“ Adios, sefior,” said he quietly, and

disappeared.

Five minutes later Haddon called to a
soldier who was passing,

“You helong to the Third Texas?”
ie asked.

The soldier replied in the affirmative.

“ Ask Sergeant Bradley to come here
at once; official business,” said Haddon
shortly.

CHAPTER VI.
THE SHADOW OF A CHANGE,

ON the summit of a hill which ove
looked the Acapuleo road one o
of dust-hegrimed horsemen




horseman turned to his companion.

“ Yonder are the Mexicans—in front
—and the Lord knows how many are in
our rear,” said he grimly.

Then, pointing to the south:

“TIf it were lighter you could see the
range behind which lies Casa Mata and
the line of forts stretching to Chapulte-
pec itself. On our right, just down in
the valley there, lies Chalco, the old
Chalco, and you see the Mexicans are
there straight enough. We are in the
middle of a first-class hornet’s nest.”

The speaker peered through the
gloom out of a pair of steel-blue eyes.

Save for their color, denoting Saxon
origin, he might well have been taken
for a descendant of the old race of the
Montezumas, in whose veins flowed a
tinge of Spanish blood.

His companion,a small, dark-featured
man, with eyes of piercing blackness,
shifted his posture in the saddle.

“ T reckon it would be a hornet’s nest,
if they knew we were up here,” said he
dryly; “ but now that we are here, what
are we going to do next? If Chalco is
filled with Mexican regulars and cut-
throat guerrilleros, I can’t see——

“We’re going down into Chalco—
first; that’s what we came for. The
man we want won’t come up here, that’s
certain,” answered Haddon calmly.

Sergeant Bradley, of the Third
Texas, wiped the dust from the pommel
of his saddle.

“ All right,” said he grimly. “IPs
Chaleco, or El Molino and Chapultepee
itself, if you say so. The general warned
me what to expeet if I came with you
into this God-forsaken country; but I
confess [ didn’t figure on riding pell
mell into a town filled with Mexicans.”

Lieutenant Haddon smiled faintly.
He knew that if he gave the word the
little man at his side would spur his
horse madly through the main street of
Chalco itself, trusting to luck and pure

dare-deviltry to come ount safely on the-

farther side.

He gathered up the reins.

“We're from up there, near the
American lines, scouting, you know,”
gaid he.

“T guess I've learned my lesson,” an-
swered his companion lightly. “ After

fires twinkled in the distance. The

a good ten days in this infernal country,
cut loose from one’s base of supplies
and with a noose hanging ready from
every tree, I'm not apt to be rash; not
by a long sight, lieutenant.”

“There!” said Haddon sharply.
“Can’t you remember, man, it isn’t
‘ lieutenant * this side of the outposts?
Such a break might cause us the devil
of a Tow.

“ These Mexicans are quick when it
comes to suspecting every mnewcomer.
They march slow, God knows, and take
their time when it comes to fighting, else
we wouldn’t have so easy a time of it;
but let them suspect that something is
wrong, and they’re on edge in a minute.
Don’t make that break when we get
down there; we haven’t come here to
fight.”

He touched his horse lightly with the
spur and began the descent of the hill.
For a quarter of an hour the two men
rode in silence, for each minute was
weighted with grave consequence. Sud-
denly-Sergeant Bradley uttered a sharp
exclamation. .

“ Liook there, lieu—sefior, over to the
left and coming this way!~”

Haddon pulled up his horse with a
jerk.

“ A detachment: ten to our one—
probably a scouting party,” he mut-
tered.

“ Looks like it, and coming straight
for this road,” replied Bradley. Then,
giancing toward the hushes on the
right:

“ Shall we cut for it; there’s time—
or—— 7?7

“No,” said Haddon
“ we’ll meet them half-way.”

He touched his horse sharply and
rode straight toward the advancing
horsemen, who, being on lower ground,
had not as yet discovered the presence
of the two riders in the narrow road.

Each parly advancing at a gentle gal-
lop narrowed the distance between them
rapidly. -

Suddenly the leaders of the Mexicans
pulled up sharply.

Haddon threw a
glance at his companion. _ _

“ Put that up! ™ he whispered sharply.

decidedly;

comprehensive
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bines eovering us in another second.

 Drop your hand and stop scowling your
i off.”

‘Bradley uttered a surly grunt, but the

hand which grasped the pistol butt fell

to his side. Allowing their mounts free

rein, the two rode straight toward the

waiting Mexicans.

It was not until scarcely a hundred
feet separated them that Haddon drew
rein.

“ Good-evening, sefiors; the night
promises finely,” said he pleasantly.

The Mexicans scowled from under
e their heavily braided sombreros.

B “ Whence come you, seflor?” asked
one sharply. ;

“Trom the direction of the Rio
Grande.” answered Haddon carelessly.

“You will tide ecloser. We have
orders to arrest all those who are
! riding alone after nightfall and cannot
satisfactorily explain their business,”
said the Mexican tersely.

“ Things were not so bad two weeks
ago; at that time one might ride freely
within the lines,” ventured Haddon.

“ But this is not two weeks ago. I
| dsmand to know who you are.”

5 “We are of General Valencia’s com-
mand, on speeial duty,” replied Haddon

- promptly.

’ , “ Have you any papers? Last night

a man, stopped two miles nearer Chalco,
claimed to be straight from the Sefior
Colenel Moliero. He is now a prisoner
- and will die at sunrise.”

N~ During this short and sinister speech
Haddon was fumbling in the breast of
his loose Mexican jacket. After a few
seconds he produnced a folded paper and
extended his hand. '

The Mexican advanced a few paces
and took the document, holding it close
to his eyes in the fading light.

After a time he looked up.
~ “This seems regular. I see yon are
‘special scouts, sefior. You are going to
i Chaleo ? 7 '
- He spoke in a changed tone.

- “For to-night only, after which we
push on to the eapital. Tn truth,
some rest, having ridden for
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things,

that the ‘
Americans are undecided. They would ]
push forward, but are uncertain as to
which road to take.” ;
Haddon began to roll idly a cigaretie.
Then he added carelessly: }
“ They are sending out scouting par-

¢ Among other

ties. We narrowly escaped capture by
one of them.” 1 =

“Q0?” said the Mexican dryly.
“YWell, such omes will be gobbled up
before they have ridden far this way.
Mazatlan will see to that.”

“ Then Mazatlan is in the north?”
Haddon asked the question with well-
assumed carelessness.

“ Te was five miles south of Chaleo
this morning, but while the Americans
are riding one mile he will go five and
strike quickly. You can depend oa
Mazatlan, sefior; those scouting par-
ties will be eaten, one by one.”

“ Let us trust so, for the Americans
are dreadfully in earnest. Perhaps we
shall even' meet Mazatlan as he rides
northward ? 7

The Mexican officer shrugged his
shoulders. :

“Who can tell?” said he. © But if
you do, best stick that paper on a lance
with Valencia’s mname uppermost.
Mazatlan kills first and examines into
things afterward. Now, if he had taken
the man of whom I spoke, we should not
have the pleasure of seeing him die at
sunrise at the edge of a half-cirele.”

Haddon hesitated for the briefest see-
ond, then asked:

“ The man of whom you were speak-
ing—I had quite forgotten about him;
is he, then, a spy?”

The Mexican was tightening his rein.

“It would appear so, though he ean-
not be made to open his mouth. It is
sufficient he was taken riding through
our army, and—a little serubbing made —
his face whiter. Those who stain their
skin do =0 for a purpose, sefior.” :

: “We }vill m?y at Chalco until after
unrise, for such a sight is worth seeing.
The fellow is confined securely? ” ven-
tured Haddon. paidy : i

“ Have no fear of that. The o
house in the center of the town
enough to make a good £
‘Haddon saluted

™
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touched his own upon the flank and,
with a jingling of spurs and sabers, the
detachment of a score of men resumed
their course northward.

They were well out of earshot when
Haddon turned and looked at his com-
panion. /

“ A close shave,” said he tersely.

Sergeant PBradley shifted his posi-
tion.

“So close 1 have been fingering the

trigger for the past ten minutes.
When we knocked that yellow-belly on
the head last night and relieved him of
his papers, I didn’t figure just how and
when we were going to use them; and—
and—by God, sir, you've got nerve.”

A faint smile touched the lieuten-
ant’s lips; then they suddenly set in a
hard line.

* The possession of the paper was
triply fortunate,” said he, gravely.

“In getting us out of the devil of a
scrape, and »  His | companion

aused. 1 ¥

“In locating Mazatlan, and—in fur-
nishing us with the informatien that a
spy from our lines is confined in Chaleo
and is to die to-morrow morning,” fin-
ished Haddon.

A bitter look crossed his companion’s
face.

“T have been thinking of that. God
grant there were more of us, or the
Mexicans were fewer. If it were possi-
ble 5

“ All things are possible,” interrupted
Haddon soberly. “One cannot tell
until he tries.”

His companion looked at him sharply.

“ Surely you. do not mean —in the
midst of twenty thousand Mexicans—
you are mot thinking of—— he de-
manded in amazement.

“0Of saving that man-from death?
Yes; it is of just that T am thinking.
You have been in tight places, Bradley.
You were in the Alamo, and—you are
here,” answered Haddon soberly.

The veteran soldier shook his head.

“ Yes,” gaid he fiercely. * I was with
these whe defended the Alamo against
Santa Anna and his cut-throats. I was
there when Crockett and every mother’s
son fell fighting—when the Mexicans
. wiped us out with a rain of bullets.

- “But this is different. Desperately

speaker’s shoulder.
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wounded, I tumbled to the bottom of a
dry well, and if they saw me there they
thought me dead &‘x;.'ld left me to rot in
an open grave. That was one thing;
but gn take a man from the hang;nchf
twenty thousand Mexican soldiers? ™

Lieutenant Haddon looked sharply
into the swarthy face near his own.

“T have never known yon to hesitate
—you who hate the Mexicans——" he
began.

Sergeant Bradley flushed hotly.

“ Nor do I now, sir. If there was the
shadow of a chance I would ride straight
into that town, through those howling
devils, and get that man or die with him.
But it’s the ¢hasnce I ean’t see. Show me
the chance and T’ll ride into hell behind
you and take him out.”

Haddon laid his hand upon the

“So I thought,” said he calmly; * and
I'm going to find that chance. It is our
duty to obey General Taylor's orders
and obtain the information he desires,
but our first duty is to attempt the
rescue of our countryman who is to be
shot at sunrise. If we fail, so much the
worse, but—we’re going to ‘try, Brad-
ley.’,

A flash of admiration erossed the
Texan’s Tace.

“ Very good, sir,” said lie curtly, and,
following Haddon’s example, drew taut
the reins.

The way into Chaleo lay over one of
the many broad reoads which traversed
Mexico in that section of the country.
Except for meeting bands of wandering
horsemen such as they had just parted
from, there was little or no danger of
the two Americans being held up and
examined. $

So far had they penetrated into Mex-
ican territory and into the midst of the
army of Santa Anna.

The lines of this army stretched for
miles east and west; a goodly number
lay farther to the north, and had been
safely passed. The larger body was en-
camped farther sonth, covering the
strong forts at El Molino, Chapultepec
and the massive stone entrenchments
of Casa Mata. J ]

General Santa Anna had arranged his
forces in three parallels. was the

second which Hadd




jon were approaching in order to enter

Chalco, the pivot of the second par-
allel. :

_ Presently they passed a group of
campfires around which a brawling
company of infantry were eating supper.
No ome paid the slightest atten-
tion to them. Horsemen were con-
stantly passing over the road, and the
soldiers had become used to the sound
of hoof-beats.

As the town grew mnearer these
groups of campfires increased—some
quite close to the road, but the majority
a little distance back in the fields. Once
there was a clatter of hoofs to the
right, and the Americans’ hearts beat
more rapidly, for they expected nothing
less than to be surrounded by another
detachment of cavalry.

It was only, however,a bunch of rider-
less horses being driven to water at a
creek on the farther side of the road.
The half-dozen soldiers who were ful-
filling this duty were smoking and
laughing  boisterously. One swore
roundly as the first of the horses shied
at the two riders, but nothing more
serious happened.

Perhaps two miles from Chalco the
highroad swept in a great curve hetween
two ranges of low hills. This part of
the way, for three hundred yards or so,
was quite deserted, and, moreover,
gloomy by reason of the failing light.

Not a sound except the noise made
by the horses’ feet upon the roadbed,
and such tumult as came from the dis-
tant campfires, broke the silence of the
early night.

Haddon aroused himself from the
lethargy into which he had fallen since
his last words with his companion. All
his mental energies had been concen-

 trated in seeking for some plan which

promised even a chance of success in
liberating the condemmed prisoner.

_ “If I am not mistaken, we shall reach
the town presently, and from this point
on the groups of fires and soldiers will

- become more numerous,”

As he was speaking something gaunt
black loomed up suddenly beside the
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I- tricks are the best,”
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denly that the animal almost rose upon
its haunches. At the foot of the eross
a dark shape was stretched upon the
ground.

The Virginian bent down and exam-
ined more closely what this thing might
be. When he straightened himself in
the saddle he made a quick and compre-
hensive gesture to his companion.

The silent form upon the ground at
the base of the eross was the body of a
Mexican priest, clad in the loose brown ]
robe of his order.

CHAPTER VII

TO DIE AT SUNRISE.

For several moments Lieutenant
Haddon and the Texan gazed down npon
the man at the foot of the eross. Then
the former slid gently from his saddle. ,

Approaching mnoiselessly the figure
of the priest, he bent over him, re-
mained motionless for several seconds,
then returned quietly to his companion.

“The man is not dead, but sleeping
soundly,” said he in a whisper.

The Texan nodded. He was waiting
for Haddon to resnme the saddle.

“ Dismount quietly,” whispered the
lientenant.

Sergeant Bradley obeyed without
hesitation, though it was plain he felt
surprise.

Haddon led him a little way across
the road.

“ Fortune is certainly kind to us to-
night, but we must work carefully and
take no risks. T think I can see a way,”
said he gravely.

“To rescue the prisener?* asked
Bradley bluntly.

“ Yes; it is a desperate chance at the

hest, but one must take desperate '
chances under such eonditions. Our :
first care must be to prevent the priest 3

from making an outery when he
awakes.” <

“The priest? Ay i
question him ? > % AT R
“ No; but through him it may be pos-
s%:lettc;] rescue the prisoner, or at least to
effect his escape from the sto se
in Chaleo. s . i
“ It is an old trick, by

e .
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' !mw to assist ﬂ;a man impris-

gain access to him. He must under-
stand that friends are at work in
Chalco.”

“ You propose to send the priest in
to him with a message But the
fellow is a Mexican.”

“The priest over there will not enter
Chaleo to-night, yet he may be the
means of furthering our purpose. We
are going to borrow that brown cassock
for a few hours, Bradley.”

A look of eomprehension filled the
Texan’s face. He understood what his
companion proposed doing: to enter the
stone house in Chaleo in the guise of a
priest and thus obtain an interview with
the condemmned prisoner. It was indeed
an old trick, and a risky one. Haddon
continued quietly:

“ 1t will be necessary to hind the man
and leave him hidden among the hills;
- there is no time to be lost, for he may
awake at any moment.”

Sergeant Bradley nodded silently and
turned toward the cross. As| he re-
crossed the road he removed from about
his neck the big Mexican handkerchief
which formed a part of his costume.

“Watch the horses,sir; they may take
fright eacily,” he said briefly.

Haddon, standing at the steeds’
heads, saw him approach the cross can-
tiously. Tle had folded the handker-
chief into the form of a bandage, the
ends of which he held in either hand.
For a moment he stood above the form
of the sleeping man, then his slight
figure, silhonetted against the leaden
sky, disappeared.

Perhaps ten seconds passed. Then
the voice of the Texan came from the
ground at the foot of the cross.

“ P’ve cloged his mouth, sir, and he’s
waking up.”’

Haddon crossed quickly over to the
gspot where Bradley, kneeling on the

ground, wag holding down the robed’

figure which was qtrua-glmg desperately
to rise.

Over the man’s mouth was drawn
tightly the handkerchief, effectively

gagging him, but it was only too evident

he still retained the free use of his arms

o d over yonder, the first essential is to

by a ﬁmm@g%

:Jlgk : aga,mst the captive’s chest,
00

£ Thra.shmg like a windmill, sir, but
he can’t makea noise worth spea]nng of.
Shall T strip him?”

He spoke in Spanish, and the priest
understood. His struggles increased.
Bradley muttered a short oath and
pressed him harder against the ground.

“I might choke him into *? he
jerked out.

“No,” said Haddon; “a little argu-
ment may do as well.”

He addressed the priest in Spanish.

“ Keep quiet and no harm will hap-
pen to you. In any case, you see it is
useless to struggle.”

The captive made a final effort, then
a string of incoherent words forced
themselves from under the tightly
bound handkerchief.

“We will let you up, but don’t at-
tempf to run away, you understand,”
said Haddon sternly.

The Texan released his hold of the
priest, and the latter clambered slowly
to his feet. He was a small man, with
a lean, hungry face and piercing eyes.

For a moment, standing with his baek
to the cross, he looLed from one to the
other of his captors, but except for their
general appearance he could diseern ;
little. 1

The darkness had increased, and the :
Americans had taken the precauntion to |
pull their wide-brimmed hats well over
their eyes. It was plain, however, the
man was trying to examine their fea-
tures.

“You would ask who we are, and
why we have shown you, a pr1e~t vio-
lence,” said Haddon gruffly. “ To the
first I might answer that we are guer-
rilleros, as you doubtless surmise. Sec-
ondly, we desire to borrow something
from you.”

The man made an expressive gesture
denoting that he carried nothing of
value upon his person.

“You will remove your cassocl,” or- ‘
dered Haddon sternly. e

The priest stood motionless. ER-.

The Virginian plunged his hands into
the folds of his sash and drew nuﬁﬁs
short-bladed knife. The priest loo
at-the keen weapon anc sfvam*eﬁ
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rimself of the brown robe and permit-
ted it to fall upon the ground at his
feet.

Haddon controlled an emotion of sur-
prise.

Under the brown cassock the man
wore about his waist a sash, and from
the latter protruded the handle of a
pistol. He glanced at the Texan.

“ Even the priests go armed,” said he.

Bradley shrugged his shoulder,
reached forward and took the pistol
from the sash.

“ What now, sir ? * he asked.

“Tt is necessary we bind him, else he
would make straight for Chalco,” an-
swered Haddon. He was thinking:
“This man may prove more dangerous
than we had reason fo suppose; a war-
like churchman is worse than an ordi-
nary soldier.”

It was evident that the priest was be-
ginning to become more frightened as
each rfoment passed. He looked wildly
to the right and left.

“ Give me the pistol, then remove the
sash and bind his hands,” said Haddon
to the Texan.

The latter obeyed quickly. His
movements resembled nothing so much
as those of a cat as he worked rapidly
and silently. Before one could count
thirty the captive’s hands were firmly
secured behind his back.

Having tied the knots to his satisfac-
tion, the Texan did not wait for further
orders, but went quickly to one of the
horses and removed a stout rope which
dangled from the pommel of the saddle.
This rope he cut into two pieces and
returned to the already helpless pris-
Omer.

With every appearance of the keen-
est satisfaction, he secured the priest’s
ankles with one of the sections of
rope; the other he wound about his
body, beginning at the knees and ending
avonnd the man’s neck.

It seemed an impossibility that the
prigener could struggle even a little, but
should he be able to do so, each move-

ment would so tighten the second rope

wonld be in danger.of strangling
completed his task, Sergeant
DS " a

grunt of satisfac-
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The sloom which had settled over the
surroufding hills rendered all objects
indistinet, but presently he seemed sat-
isfied with his observation.

« yonder, some sixty paces from
where we stand, there iz a hollow be-
tween two ridges of ground. _He w1:11
be safe there for some hours, sir,” said
he briefly.

The priest, who could now use only
his eves with freedom, tried desperately
to speak. The Texan stepped closer and
peered into his face.

“Tisten,” said he gravely. “It so
happens that I was with those who per-
ished in the Alamo. It was there I saw
several priests who did not hesitate to
fire on the handful of defenders. It was
then T made a resolve:

“ Pirst, to kill Santa Anna, if ever the
opportunity was afforded me; and, sec-
ondly, that a Mexican should die—a
Mexican for every hour I passed at the
bottom of the well into which I had
fallen.

“1f, when we return in the morning,
you have mnot stirred from the spot
where we shall leave you, you may he
spared, but if you have moved so much
as a yard I will stick this knife between
vour ribs.”

For a moment it seemed as if the man,
standing bound and gagged at the foot
of the cross, would faint. He closed
his eyes and swayed so perceptibly that
ITaddon made a movement to catch him
in his arms.

Then the eyes opened slowly and
fixed themselves upon the face of the
scowling Texan, or, rather, on so much
of his face as was visible. There was
that in these eyes which bordered on
tear, unbelief, and hatred.

The Texan shrugged his shoulders.

“Let us put him where he may lie
safely until morning, for it is time we
were gone, sir,” said he quietly. For

the moment he had taken the les,de_rs;hcig -

mto his hands. With this brief spe
he surrendered it again to the Virgin-

lan. l
Five minutes later the Americans
stood once more heside their h
the space at the foot of th
vacant, and the brown cassc
en heneath Haddon's sa
geant Bradley




his .hm M.Hniﬂm Te-
T “own mount he touched him
upon the arm.

“The cassock which we have taken
has not covered the body of a priest to-
night, for—that man is not a priest,
though he would pretend to be one. At
some time or place 1 have seen his face
hefore, though when or how I cannot
recall. For the present it is enough to
know that he lay beneath that eross for
a purpose—fe:gnmg sleep,” said he
soberly.

“In speaking of the Alamo you told
him what you are,” amswered Haddon
somewhat im patiently

The Texan shrugged his shoulders.

* Is it not time we ride into Chalco,
sir? ” said he shortly.

As they had reason to hope, no one
interposed an objection te their prog-
ress during the remainder of the jour-
ney to the environs of the town. Hav-
ing passed the outlying buildings, the
Americans found themselyes sur-
rounded by a motley collection com-
posed of foot soldiers and cavalry, non-
combatants, women, children, and dogs.

The latter snapped viciously at the
hoofs of the horses, but by all athers
they were apparently unnoticed. Hav-
ing taken possession of the town, the
army of Santa Anna moved hither and
thither without discipline. Certain
guards were posted, it is true, but these
guards used their authoriiy in brow-
heating the eitizens to obtain food and
drink and even money. Any one who
wore even the semblance of a uniform
was free to go and come as he pleased.

Having ridden half the length of one
of the streets, Haddon pulled up his
horse. A citizen, bareheaded and
wallding slowly, was approaching. When
he was abreast of the horses the Virgin-
ian turned in the saddle.

“ My friend,” said he, “ we have just
ridden in from the north. Can you
direef us to an inn where we may fodder
our horses and obtain lodging?

The Mexican raised his hands.

“ Mother of God, and you ask that!
Five days ago T was the keeper of an inn,
cne of the best in Chaleo; now 1 am
looking for a place to sleep. My rooms
‘have been seized, my goods taken m&
2 'i;mmsed 1mmvaa a bul

o
yment. The invaders could do no
worse, ltnless they hanged me, and in
that ease I should be-put out of misery,”
said he dully.

“1s it so bad as that? We would be
willing to pay for what we received. Not
much, it is true, but something.”

The Mexican brightened wonderfully
and came closer to the horses.

“While I have been robbed, my
brother has been more fortunate. They
have left him a corner of the cellar—
doubtless becanse the rats refuse to give
up possession.”

“And where may your brother he
found? TIs it far from here?”

““ Searcely a thousand paces, and the
place has its advantages. From it one
can almost look into the windew of the
room in which is confined the prisoner
who will die at sunrise. .

“ For a commission, my brother has
even been permitied to place a box
against a wall of the prison, and for a
few coppers any one who chooges to pay
may mount the box and leok at the con-
demned spy.”

“ So the prigoner is on exhibition dur-
mg the night at the end of which he is
to die?”? Haddon spoke bitterly.

“ And why not? ™ retorted the Mex-
ican. “Has he mnot, among other
things, refused the hun offices of a
priest? For such a one death is too
easy a punishment.”

“You are speaking wisely.
like to look at suech a fellow,™
don heartily.

 Oh, that is easy enough. There are
many around the stone house, each
waiting a turn to mount the hox. A
word in my brother’s ear will, however,
give you a preference, provided I am
paid something.”

The Virginian took a dozen coppers
{rom ]11‘3 pocket and dropped them into
the man’s eager palm.

“ Lead the way,” said he, ]

For a hundred rods, then down a nar-
row, ill-smelling lane, and again into a
hroader thoroughfare the Americans 4
followed their guide. -

Looking some distance ahead, they T ol
perceived that the way was bloeked by
i vnrmd crowtl whose w&a were t1 §

I should
said Had-




 On the outskirts of this crowd the
Mexiean halted.
= Wait,” said he, “ T will first find my
brother, after which I will return and
hold your horses—for a few extra cop-
- PO

He pushed his way through the erowd,
but after the lapse of five minutes re-
turned, accompanied by a small man
who was even dirtier than he. The new-
comer regarded the horsemen critically.

“ These are the sefiors who are willing
to pay something,” explained the first
Mexican.

“Tt is a difficult matter, but——"
The other hesitated.

Haddon produced a silver piece.

“ Perhaps this will make it easier, my
friend,” he said.

The Mexican clutched the money, bit
it, and dropped it into his sash. Then,
by a gesture, he denoted that the horse-
men should dismount and follow him.

Haddon and his companion reached

131 - the ground at the same moment. The
iy former turned to the first Mexican, who
' had laid hold of the bridles.

“ We will go one at a time,” said he
gruffly, and followed the man who had
taken the silver piece, leaving the Texan
to gnard the horses.

Had he not done so, every inch of the

saddles and what was concealed beneath
18 one of them would have been examined
i as soon as his back was turned.
' That part of the street which ran
past the side of the old stone building
was somewhat brilliantly illuminated
by a number of torches. Following his
guide throngh the crowd, Haddon
finally arrived opposite the house and
within a dozen feet of it.

Then he saw that a large box had
been placed directly beneath one of the

-windows. An opening was cut through
the thick stome wall about eight feet
from the ground, across which were
stretched numerons rusty bars, the
. ends firmly embedded in the masonry.

R ~ The Mexican whom he had followed

- darted forward and seized by the coat

- aman who, from the top of the box, was

peering between the window guards.
me,” said he sharply, “you have
ed the limit, and others
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- bars, and repeated

his perch and motioned to Haddon to
climb upon the box. The Virginian
mounted and peeped between the bars.

What he saw was a,room of consider-
able size, the four sides of which were of
stone. Against the wall opposite the
window a bench had been placed,_and
upon this bench was scated a solitary
figure—the prisoner who was to die at
sunrise. -

Why the wretched man faced ‘the

opening, through which so many curious
and mocking omes were constantly
sazing, was explained at a single glance.
An iron ring, which passed around his
neck, was riveted into the wall behind,
and so tight was this metal band that
the wearer must face constantly 1n one
direction.

That the guards were concerned in
the public exhibition of their prisoner
was evinced by a pair of candles set in
sockets in the wall so the light would
fall directly upon the face of the con-
demmned.

A spasm of rage flashed through the
body of the Virginian, and his hand
which grasped one of the irom bars
tightened until particles of rust were
ground into the palm.

Though he did not recognize the pris-
oner, it was plain to see he was. an
American—a mere youth, it appeared,
who had trusted himself among a pack
of bloodthirsty wolves.

For sever.l moments Haddon gazed
silently upon the white face and closed
eyes of the man before him. Behind,
the tumult made by the impatient erowd
drowned all other noise.

The Virginian pressed his face closer
against the bars.

“ Count to yourself five thousand. At
the end of that time tell the guard that
you desire to see a native priest.” .

The words, uttered in a hoarse whis- }
per, and in English, drifted across the
cell and reached the ears of the prisoner. }
He opened his eyes slowly and a slight
convulsion crossed his face. It was
t;vident he imagined himself to be J
dreaming, thongh he knew h sd ok 5
becﬁn aslgep. ) o ]T’dhﬁ

addon made a slight mo
his hand across tlfle]gh
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s ’mﬂbh@ﬂﬁ qung it into a hahi-

ded ewr so little. )

« Five thousand! > repaated the Vir-
ginian for the third time. b

It was necessary that time be given
in which to make his preparations, and
except hy counting the prisoner had no
means of reckoning time. Five min-
utes would seem to him an hour. Did
he ask too soon that a priest be sent to
him, Haddon would not be at the stone
house to respond, and the only oppor-
tunity would have been thrown away.

The impatient voice of the Mexican
sotinded behind the Virginian.

“ Come, sefor, others are waiting.”

Haddon stepped to the ground,
pushed those nearest roughly aside, and
elbowed his way through the ¢rowd. On
its outskirts Sergeant Bradley and the
horses were waiting. Beside the latter
the first Mexican was standing.

“The sefor is satisfied? ¥ he asked.

“ Yes,” answered Haddon coldly; “1I
have seen sufficient.”

“ And the seniors desire to occupy nry
brother’s cellar? ”

 Begone, yon fool! ” said Haddon an-
grily. “ Do you then imagine Mexican
officers desire to sleep in a cellar? ™

He made a significant gesture. The
citizen of Chaleco cast a frightened
glance at the frowning face above him,
turned and disappeared.

“ We have got rid of that fellow; now
it is time to act,” said Haddon sharply,
and turned his horse’s head away from
the direction of the stone house.

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE IRON COLLAR.

Tuoe old ztone house near the center
of Chalco, the old Chaleo, was divided
inte two sections by a narrow hall which
ran completely through the building.

- On either side of this passageway

-

opened the rooms on the lower floor of
the building. For generations the place
had been used as a prison, or something
worse, and the condition of the rooms
left much to be desired.

When BSanta pi:ﬁn%aa army movec}
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tation.

The examination made them decide
otherwise. It was one thing to fight
the hated invaders from across the Rio
Grande, but quite another to begin hos-
tilities with the rats and vermin which
‘held the ancient prison with a sirong
hand.

So it happened that, except for a few
slovenly recruits;, the honse was un-
inhabited. These recruits spent their
time wandering about the town, rob-
bing and browbeating the citizens.
Only the gnard and the man who was
condemned to die at sunrise occupied
the gray stone building. The former
passed his time lolling on the door-
step, consuming innumerable cigarettes.
There was no fear the prisoner would
walk out and make off ; the iron ring in
the wall had done its office too long to
yield to the struggles of one miserable
American.

Sufficient it was that, onee each hour,
the Mexican soldier opened the door of
the prisoner’s room and looked in. The
man inside was always in the same
position—his back to the wall, his eyes
closed, his white, strained face turned
toward the barred window.

It was during one of these hourly
visits to his charge that the guard found
the man looking toward the door.
Heretofore, for hours. he had failed to
exhibit any signs of life or interest. The
soldier stood upon the threshold and
stared. Te removed the cigarette from
between his lips and blew a cloud of
smoke into the ill-smelling room.

“ Perhaps the—the sefior desires some
water? * ;

The soldier was from the south, be-
yond the city of Mexico. He was moun-
tain bred, and there was in his heart a
spark of pity. Yet he spoke almost in
a whisper, for it would not do for the
leering crowd oufside to know he had
offered the prisoner anything.

The American motioned the man to
CONIE Nearer.

4 I deeire only that a priest be sent to
me,” said he in a faint veice and in

. braken Spanish.

’I‘he Mexican staréd in &mmemea;h :
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ened over the window. Haddon walked
across the room and deliberately blew

because this same heretic refused con-

- solation of the church.”

‘He produced another cigarette and

lighted it.

“Youn desire a priest?” said he
doubtfully.

“ Tt is so; in a few hours the sun will
rise,” answered the prisoner.

The soldier backed out of the cham-
ber, closing the door behind him.

“The devil!” he muttered. * And
can such a one be found in the neigh-
borhood at this hour, especially as I
have made it clearly understood the
fellow in there has refused to make his
peace with Heaven? It would be only
just that he die with his sins upon his
gounl.” ¢ )

Yet he resolved to find a priest, even
if he had to send one of those without
in search of one. Coming to the door,
he was abont to ecall to a passing citizen
when his eyes fell upon a brown cassock
approaching slowly the foot of the steps.

The churchman’s cowl was drawn well
over his eyes and he seemed to be in
deep meditation, but upon reaching the
steps he stopped and looked up. It was

inmo other than Lieutenant Haddon, who,

for perhaps a quarter of an hour, had
‘been hovering in the vieinity of the
stone house.

The guard removed the cigarette from
his mouth.

“ Holy father.” said he, “a miracle
has happened. The man who is con-
fined within and who is to die at sunrise
requests spiritual consolation. Hitherto
he has refused to open his lips.”

Haddon bent his head gravely.

“Even at the eleventh hour. I will
go to him, my son,” said he quietly, and
mounted the steps until he stood beside
the soldier.

The latter lost no time in leading him
through the hall to the door of the pris-
oner’s chamber. When it was opened
and the supposed priest stepped across
the threshold, his eyes fell upon the
open window, directly opposite the man

fastened to the wall.

“It is not fitting that vulgar eyes
on the confession of a dying
a cloth across the opening,”

he

out one of the candles. The place was
plunged in semi-darkness.

The Mexican slipped quietly out of
the chamber, closing the door behind
him. Haddon waited for a few mo-
ments, and having satisfied himself that
the man was not listening, approached
the prisoner.

“ What is to be done must be aceom-
plished quickly. Are you in any way
crippled ? ” he asked in a low voice.

A strange mnoise escaped the lips of
the man fastened to the wall—a sound
between a laugh and a groan.

“Except that I fear my meck is
broken,I have escaped injury,” answered
he in a hard voice.

“Then you will be able to leave this
hole ? # answered Haddon. ;

“If you are strong enough to tear
this cursed ring from the wall.” The
prisoner’s voice expressed anything but
hope of liberation.

Haddon bent down and examined the
iron collar. A glance showed him it
would be impossible for even the strong-
est man to break it.

“I have not neglected to provide
myself with what is needed,” said he
quietly, and from under the brown cas-
sock he produced a file.

“It so happened that, after leaving
the window, I ran across the shop of a
blacksmith. Hold your head quiet and
press to the left; I am going to eut
through this iron,” he explained.

He tested the ring carefully and an
expression of satisfaction crossed his
face. The iron was old and rusty, and
might, with patience, be severed. Had
it been of steel, the task would have
presented more difficulties.

Suddenly the sound of a low voice,
chanting solemnly, filled the chamber.
Those without who heard knew it was
the priest repeating the prayers for a
man about to die.

To HMaddon and the prisoner the
chant had another meaning: to drown
the noise made by the ras of a

The Virginian worked ers
yet carefully. The bl
whose shop he had stol,
sessed excellen
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After a time Haddon stopped, re-
placed the file under his cassock, and
seized the collar in both hands. A sharp
snap, accompanied by a stifled groan,
sounded in the room.

The prisoner raised his hand quickly
to his neck, and when he withdrew it
his fingers were stained with blood, but
the iron collar was broken.

Haddon placed his hand under his
companion’s arm, but the prisoner arose
without much effort. He swayed
slightly and his head remained rigid,
but there seemed to be no cause to fear
he would collapse.

“God knows, my friend
gan, but Haddon checked him.

“ Words are unnecessary. I do not
even ask how you came here. It is
enough for the present that you tell me
your name. I am IHaddon, of Harney’s
Horse.”

“And I am Anderson, of Duncan’s
Battery. They caught me within four
miles of ——"

“I know,” interrupted Haddon
sharply. “ On the Acapulco road. We
will talk this thing over when we get out
of this hornet’s nest. The thing now
is to get out.”

He stepped to the door and listened,
then returned to his companion.

“The gunard is standing outside the
entrance. When I knock he will let me
into the passage. Listen to what I have
to say carefully.

“This building iz situated at the
angle of two streets. The one on which
your window opens is lighted and filled
with people, but the other is much nar-
rower, dark, and practically deserted.
When you leave this room, turn to the
right and pass straight through the hall.
It will bring you to the door opening
into the narrow street. It should be an
easy matter for you to slip out and lose
yourself in the darkness, for these
Mexicans are under wretched discipline
and the strects are not patrolled. We
will not leave the house together, for I
shall pasg out by the front door; neither
will it be wise for us to zee each other
anywhere in Chalco. Having left this
place, you must shift for yourself and
escape from this town as quickly as
possiblé.”

- “Then when shall I gee you again?

. Bk .

> he be-

You gurely do not intend to remain
for long in Chalco? They may do to
you as they have done to me, and my
disguise was well-nigh perfect.”

Haddon thought for a moment.

“The country between here and our
lines 1s alive with Mexicans, and to pass
through them may be difficult unless
you understand the roads. There is,
some four hours’ ride from here, a de-
serted inn on the Acapulco road; you
may know the place by three gigantic
boulders which rise to the height of
twenty feet or more on the opposite side
of the road.

“ As I have said, this inn is deserted.

. Make your way thither, and if you so

choose, remain there for forty-eight
hours. 1If by that time I do not appear,
it will be impossible for me to come by
that road, and you can continue on
alone.”

“T know the inn, for I slept between
the boulders one night,” answered An-
derson.

“Then you need mno further diree-
tions. I am going to knock on the door.
Stand a little behind me, and when I
leave the room, follow quickly and turn
to the right,” said Haddon briefly.

He laid in his companion’s hand a pis-
tol and short-bladed knife. Then he
turned and walked to the door.

Several moments elapsed between the
tapping upon the panel and the sound
of approaching footsteps in the hall
without. Then the noice of a bolt being
drawn was heard and the door swung
open.

The guard peered into the darkened
chamber.

“ Well, father,” said he, “are you
ready to depart? ™

Haddon advanced across the thresh-
old; it was only a step—sufficient to
permit him to gaze up and down the
hall.

“ A word, my son,” said he softly.

The Mexican stepped through the
open door. Suddenly he saw something
behind the supposed priest—the figure
of a man whose face was in the shadow.

A startled exclamation sprang to his
lips, but before it found utterance a
grip which seemed to be that of steel
closed upon his throat. So sudden it
was that the breath was driven int

-
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hody. Te raised his hands to loosen the

- dreadful pressure upon his windpipe,
- when a stunning blow on the temple
~ almost deprived him of consciousness.
He struggled feebly : the blow was re-

‘ peated, a quiver passed through his
: ~ body, and, freed from the grasp upon
iy his throat, he sank limply to the floor.

A Haddon stepped ecarefully over the
b (i body and stopped in the dimly lighted
%‘?: hall.

o “To the right,” he whispered, and the

artilleryman obeyed silently.

The Virginian turned, closed the door
and bolted it. Then, drawing the cowl
well down over his face, he walked to the
front door and passed through it. The
greater portion of the crowd in the
street had disappeared, for, the window
of the prisoner’s chamber having been
covered, no further interest attached to
the neighborhood.

Haddon passed down the steps and
: walked slowly away from the few who
3 remained gathered under the window.
: When he had gone some distance his
3 steps quickened. He turned into another

street, traversed it rapidly, almost ran

through a short alley, and came once

more into a broader and dimly lighted

thoroughfare. :

He no longer wore the brown cassock,

E but appeared to be a guerrillero wander-
ing aimlessly about the town.

l, For a thousand paces or more he

E sauntered over the uneven stones,

looking straight into the faces of those

he met, and once uttering a round

Spanish oath as a citizen jostled him.

After a time he came opposite a building

from the door and windows of which

lights were shining.

This place he entered without cere-
mony and glanced about the low-
ceilinged room. This room contained a
number of tables, at several of which
- men were seated.

- Haddon crossed over to one of the

- tables and sat down opposite the man

FOR 'ﬁha ocenpied it. This man was Ser-
¢ adley, who was passing his time
ing ;;ngs of tobacco smoke to-
S

oked keenly into his

su

at he read there
: ul—  As to that I do not kne

{the barred window in the stone house of

(halco.
In the mean time Hadden was exam-

ining the other occupants of the room.
Only one was a soldier, already more 5
than half drunk; the others were
swarthy-skinned - civilians, each intent
upon his own business. \

The Virginian turned to his com-
panion. g

“ Well,” said he, “has anything oe-
curred ? ”

“Only that I have nearly fallen
asleep,” answered the Texan wearily.

“ And the horses?”

“(Oh, they are in a shed yonder,
where we may sleep if we desire.”

“ Perhaps later, but now there is
something to do.”

“1 was beginning to fear I should
take root here,” responded the Texan
dryly. “ Even that soldier over there is
too drunk to enter into an argument.™

Haddon arose and was turning toward
the door when there was the clatter of
hoofs without, the rattle of a saber, and
a Mexican cavalryman almost hurled
himself through the doorway. He
glanced quickly about the room, saw
what it contained, and addressed Had-
don.

“I am seeking Captain Valeno,
senior; have you seen him to-night? * he
demanded.

“No, sefior,” replied Haddon; ¢ if he

is here, T have not——>
The Mexican cavalryman uttered an 1}
oath. o |

“I have searched for him in twenty
places, for his presence is imperative,
There is the devil to pay at head-
quarters,”

“And how is that?” Haddon ven-
tured. .

The Mexican shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“And you askme? If you had been
there you would understand well
enough. It was only half an hour ago
a de_ttachmgnt returned to the town and =~ -
m its midst was his excellency, the -
Ge‘x‘lfal Santa Anna. L

s God is my witness, it is

they found him bound with ropes
lying helpless near the Acapul

i



’“Ee has summoned Mazatlan beiore
him, and it is rumored that those who
did the thing were guerrilleros of his
command.”

“And Captain Valeno?” Haddon
could think of nothing else to say.

“Oh, he is wanted, too. You know
what the general thinks of him. If he
should come in here, tell him what 1
have told you.”

In another moment he was through
the door and in the saddle. Every one
in the room except the drunken soldier
was upon his feet.

Haddon turned to his compamon but
paused at the expression upon the
Texan’s face.

“You heard him?” whispered Ser-
geant Bradley hoarsely. “ There can be
no mistake? ”

“ You heard what he said,” answered
Haddon, making a gesture of caution.
“Come, we must get out of here to
headquarters.”

He was thinking that Mazatlan would
be there.

Sergeant Bradley followed him across
the room and through the door.

“ What ails you, man?” asked Had-
don sharply. “ It appears that it was
Santa Anna whom we relieved of his
disguise on the road out yonder, but
what of that? He answered as well as
another.”

The Texan seemed -struggling to
speak. _

“You ask me that?” he finally
blurted out. “It was Santa Anna
himself T held under the point of my
knife, and—I did not stick it between
his ribs. Mother of God!”

Haddon began to quiet him.

“We are not murderers,” said he,
“and to kill a defenseless man except
for an imperative reason is murder.”

“But it is not murder to kill a rep-
tile. Yow were not at the Alamo,”
groaned the Texan hitterly.

Haddon laid his hand on hiz arm.

“ Come,” gaid he, “ it is too late to cry
over such matters; our business is at
headquarters. It is Mazatlan we are
after, not Santa Anna.”

“ Pardon, sir,” said the other quietly
“but I was thinking—well, you see, my
father and twe brothers were at the
Alamo. Let ue do as you say, and go to

headquartera to get a look at this Ma-
zatlan.”

’ CHAPTER IX.
THE MAN IN THE BRAIDED JACKET.

To find the headquarters of General
Santa Anna was not difficult. The
house in which the dictator of Mexico
had established himself stood on the
southern outskirts of Chaleo in the
middle of a small plaza.

The building was of stone, two-
etoried, and was surrounded on all sides
by a wide veranda. Any one walking
along this veranda could look into a
number of narrow windows opening into
the chambers on the first floor.

Haddon and his companion reached
the outskirts of the plaza without being
stopped or questioned. In fact, they
were but a part of a considerable erowd
of soldiers and civilians who, attracted
by the rumor that something unusunal
had oceurred, desired to be as near head-
quarters as possible.

Most of the curious ones stopped at
the edge of the plaza, content to gaze
across the open space at the lighted win-
dows, but the two Americans had no in-
tention of watching from a distance the
forms of the numerous persons who con-
stantly appeared and disappeared be-
tween the lights and the inner fringe of
the crowd.

The question was to be solved, how-
ever,of how they could safely get nearer
the house. The plaza was guarded ; any
one attempting to cross it mnst give a
good reason for so doing before being
permitted to proceed.

The solution of this riddle proved to
be not so difficult as at first appeared.

Couriers had  been  despatched
throughout the town to summen to
headquarters certain officers of the
Mexican army. From time to time
one or another of these officers appeared
and in most cases was accompanied by
several aides or followers.

These groups pushed their way
through the crowd of curious ones, and
the guards, recognizing the officers, per-
mitted them to pass. The course
adopted by Haddon and Sergeant Brad-

ley was extremely a«mple. The _plaza i3

was phmged in




 only by the myriad stars which shone in
B ; "J. th@;m"eﬂﬂ. 7.

" Watching their opportunity, they

 waited until an officer appeared accom-

~ panied by a considerable following, and

 when these passed through the crowfi
and out on the plaza the two Ameri-
cans simply made themselves a part of
the escort.

As such the guards permitted them
to pass. This lack of discipline was to
be found throughout the entire Mexican
arumy.

A startling example was given to the
world by an act of General Valencia
himself. Against the explicit orders of
Santa Anna, he had attacked the Ameri-
can forces at the outset of a great battle,
and through this piece of disobedience
the battle had been lost to the Mexicans
forthwith. 3

Having passed the soldiers who
guarded the plaza, to approach the

£ house was an easy matter. The senti-
'& “nels, who were supposed to patrol the
0 veranda on all sides of the building,
I contented themselves with pacing up
and down the front and around the
side corners, while the rear was innocent

of scrutiny.
In fact, some curious soldiers, anxious

’ to see what was oceurring inside, were

‘! looking through the windows. Aftera
" Ta S5
| careful survey of prevailing conditions

; Haddon and the Texan lost no time in
4 mounting the veranda and placing
) themselves at a vacant opening. There,
unmolested, they were enabled to get an
excellent view of what was going on
within the headquarters of the com-

- . manding general.
b The room into which they looked was
a spacious chamber, lighted by a dozen
~ candles, which revealed the figures of
-two men—the one standing with his
back toward the windows, the other
pacing restlessly to and fro.
. This second man was of small stature
: ped as he walked. Tt was General
Anna, dictator of Mexico, and the
cans had no difficulty in recogniz-
him the supposed priest they had
his cassock at the foot of the
the Acapuleo road.
s dark face was convulsed

'too smart for that.

plainly audible to the watchers at the
window. .

« And for what reason do you tell me
it was none of your precious gang of
cut-throats who did that thing? Do
you pretend to say that you keep track
of the movements of each after night-
fall 77 , y

He put the question to his companion
in a voice in which a sneer was predomi-
nant.

The other, who stood in a strained
attitude, with one hand resting upon the
Lilt of his sheathed saber, shook his
head emphatically. :

“T have not said it was impossible,
your excellency, but I maintain the
thing is improbable. My men are de-
voted to the cause and to the person of
your excellency. Why should they do
violence to i

“ Have I not told you I was disguised;
that I wore the garb of a monk? You
know I frequently find it necessary to
adopt such a method, for in that manner
certain things are discovered which
would not otherwise come to my ears.

“ To-night it happened that I thought
it mecessary to visit an outpost on the
Acapulco road—because I suspected cer-
tain things in connection with the offi-
cer who commanded it. It was while
I was returning that I was set upon,
gageed, bound, and threatened.

“Do  you wunderstand? My life
threatened by two Mexican guerrilleros.”

: Santa Anna’s face was white with pas-
sion.

The man whose back was toward the
window moved uneasily.

“But if you saw them plainly, surely
it is possible again to recognize‘ » he
began,

:J}‘he general broke in savagely.

_“ Have I not told you I could not dis-
tinguish their faces? The fools were
lor Had 1 done se,
every soldier in this army should pass
before me one at a time, and when I
came to those two Mother of God!
f:;il !M”emc:u should see what would haps

“Yet to discover them T e e
possible.  You tell me @my '
the other small. e
venmggue thei

.
»




“It is hardly possible, but——"
Santa Anna stopped and ground his heel
into the matting which covered the floor
and then continued in a terrible voice:

“1I might even let the thing pass, in
order that it did not became public, but
—1I was found by some of my own sol-
diers—1, their general, was found bound
and gagged, lying like a log of wood on
the bare ground! Ten thousand devils!
The whole army will know it by morn-
ing!”

tﬁ:E-[e seemed to breathe with difficulty.
The Texan pressed Haddon’s hand.

“ Something at least was accom-
plished,” he whispered in a voice of the
keenest satisfaction. “ There is not a
prouder man in all Mexico than Santa
Anna. You see how he takes it.”

The Mexican commander began to
roll a cigarette, then tore it to pieces
and threw the pieces upon the floor.

“You do not say anything,” eried he
sharply.

“ What can I say, your excellency?
If there is anything o

“ Mother of God! And you are ac-
counted the smartest officer in all my
army. Iven those dogs of Americanos
tremble when your name is mentioned.
I tell you, those devils were guerrilleros,
and you are the leader of my guerrilleros.
When you return to your men, listen;
listen day and night; creep upon them
at all hours. These two will talk to-
gether—some time—then you can strike,
as you strike against the Americanos
from beyond the Rio Grande.”

What the officer thought of this
proposition was a problem, but he re-
plied quietly.

“T will follow your excellency’s in-
structions. If any among my men were
guilty of that thing, I will do my best
to find them. I will——> .

There came a sudden interruption
from the other side of the room. A low
knock sounded upon the panel of the
door leading into the hall. Santa Anna
turned sharply, walked to the door and
opened it.

T'he figure of an orderly appeared in
the aperture.

“Well?” cried the general angrily.
“ Why are we interrupted? ™

“1 have been commanded to report
to your excellencv without losing a mo-

f
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ment-—to report to your excellency that
the prisoner confined in the stone house has
made his escape! ™

A momentary silence filled the room.
Santa Anna glared at the messenger
like a wild beast of prey.

“ Were my orders not obeved? ™ he
asked in a voice of awful calmness.

“ That the prisoner be fasiened by
the neck to the ring in the wall? It was
done, your excellency,” answered the
orderly.

“ Then it is impossible that he shonld
have escaped, unless——" Santa Anna
paused and glared at the officer.

“ The ring was filed quite through,
and broke,” said the latter in a trem-
bling voice.

“You would tell me that this miser-
able prisoner has filed through a band of
iron so easily? Who has been admitted
to his cell—since sundown ? ”

“None save a priest who desired to
administer consolation to a man cen-
demned,? explained the orderly.

“ A priest? Who admitted him? *

“The guard over the prisoner. It
was not commanded a priest should not
vigit the echamber.”

“And this priest—what was he
like ? *

The general’s face was now impassive
as a mask.

“1 do not know, your excellency. The
guard is——"

“ There are several orders of church-
men in Chaleo, but even in the dark each
may be known by his habit. How was
this onme dressed?” demanded Santa
Anna fiercely.

"Fhe orderly hesitated.

“The guard has but just recovered
consciousness, but he murmured some-
thing about a brown cassock,” he re-
plied.

Santa Anna stood as though rooted
to the floor. A look of comprehension
sprang into his face.

“ Mother of God! ™ he eried with sud-
den fierceness. “ And the cassock which
they took was brown. I am surrounded
by traitors even in Chaleo! ™

The officer who had been standing
with his back to the window, and who
had listened silently to the conversation
between the commander and the or-
derly, spoke for the first time.




~ “Tt may be possible that your excel-

o ’Mn_ It may be possible

~ that this spy had companions who came

- with him to Chaleo. Would they not

" attempt to rescué their countryman,
your excellency ?

A silence followed this startling sug-
gestion. An expression of rage and
fear overspread the face of the dictator
of Mexico.

It seemed as though he preferred to
think there were traitors in his own

= army rather than that certain daring
Americans had penetrated his lines and
were at large in Chaleo. With a power-
- ful effort he calmed himself.

“ That we will discover. I place the
matter in your hands, Sefior Mazatlan.
Despatch couriers to every outpost with-
in ten miles of the town. Search every
house and cellar in Chaleco.”

The famous guerrilla leader straight-

{ ened himself and began to hook up his
¥ saber. Santa Anna turned to the wait
ﬁ ing orderly.

- “ And the guard who permitted the
: liberation of the prisoner—where is
he?” he asked in a hard voice.

“In the care of the surgeons. His
head was nearly broken when he opened
the door of the chamber to allow the
priest to depart,” answered the Mexican.

“ But he is conscious?

“Yes, your excellency.” »

| “Then,” said Santa Anna in a cold
: voice, “ do not countermand the orders
to the firing squad which is to be at the
' public plaza at sunrize.”
g “He crossed over to the table, sat
down, and wrote an order hurriedly.
“Take this and give it to the offiecer
who was to have seen to the execution
of the spy in the morning,” said he,
handing the paper to the orderly. “ The
~guard who allowed the prisoner to be
. taken from his cell chall be executed in
N that prisoner’s place at sunrise.”
S Haddon and the Texan looked at each
o - ;ﬂt‘het-;
~ “And you think it would be murder
~ to kill such a reptile?” muttered the

:ﬁf'-‘-st-arﬂgd surprise, and
W him lean eagerly
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his eyes

The officer who was in the room with
Qanta Anna and who wore the richly
braided jacket of a Mexican cavalryman
had turned so his face could be seen by
those on the veranda.

The Texan drew a sharp breath at
sight of this face, for it presented a hor-
rible appearance. It was the face of
what had once been a handsome man,
but all former comeliness had been de-
stroyed forever. W ;

Two livid scars, beginning at the mid-
dle of the chin and extending upward
almost to the bottom of the man’s ears,
framed his countenance as behind two
unsightly red bars.

“#Fod in Theaven! It ds Sefor
Perote! ” muttered Haddon hoarsely.

But the Texan did not understand.

He saw in”the man before him only
Mazatlan, the famous leader of Santa
Anna’s guerrilleros.

CHAPTER X.
AN UNEXPECTED INTERVIEW.

TaE shock of discovering that the
man whom General Santa Anna called
Mazatlan, the man he had entered
Chaleo to see, was none otHer than the
ex-innkeeper, Sefior Perote, drove from
Haddon’s mind for the moment all
thought of the peril in whieh he and his
companion stood.

It is true the guerrilla leader had
turned his face toward the window for
but a few seconds, but this brief interval i
had been sufficient to reveal the unusunal
scars which disfigured it.

It was Perote, the man who had vol-
untarily entered the American lines for
the purpose of thwarting Santa Anna’s
plans, who was the famous leader
wanted by General Taylor.

A dozen conflicting emotions filled
the Virginian’s mind. A riddle pre-
sented itself the solving of which was
doubly difficult. Who was the man
before him ? '

A Mexican whose heart and soul were J
given to the cause of Mexico, whose zeal = I
for the welfare of the southern repub- j
lic led him ruthlessly to slay :
vaders from heyond the Rio o
inflicted upon
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of his countrymen, elected to betray his
country into the hands of a victorious
enemy ?

Was Mazatlan, as Perote, acting the
spy in the American lines; or Perote,
as Mazatlan, following the same réle in
the army of Santa Anna? This was
the question which Haddon felt himself
called upon to decide, for upon the true
solution hung the course he must pur-
sue.

He felt a pressure upon his arm. It
was the Texan recalling him from his
reverie.

“You have heard all that was said in
there, sir.. Chaleco is to be searched from
top to bottom. We must act with ex-
treme caution.”

The words aroused Haddon to a sense
of the danger which threatened. To
walk freely about the streets, trusting
that the general confusion would pre-
vent deteetion, was becoming altogether
too risky.

Santa Anna suspected there were
Americans in Chaleo, and he would
verify this suspicion if possible.

“We have seen Mazatlan, and T
faney it will not be difficult to deseribe
him,” continued Sergeant Bradley
dryly. “ His entering our lines without
detection is simply impossible.”

Haddon was thinking how he had en-
tered the lines and in what manner he
had succeeded in walking out again.

Then a horrible fear seized him.

Had this Mexican, the man who had
freed him from the upper chamber in
the inn, led General Taylor’s messenger
safely across the mountains by the
shortest route to El Vidio pass? Had
he done this, and saved the handful of
Americang from making a hopeless Te-
sistance, or had he murdered the mes-
gsenger en roule and let the defenders of
the pass meet their fate?

An impulse seized him to learn from
this man himself whether he served
Mexico or the enemies of the republic—
an impulse which he put away from him
as too reckless for serious contempla-
tion.

If Mazatlan was Perote, there would
be no danger; but if Perote was Mazat-
lan—to meet him face to face, to he
recognized—would mean certain death.
Sergeant Bradley, troubled by none

of these perplexing quesiions, saw only
immediate need of action in the face of
grave danger. To him Mazatlan was
the merciless Mexican guerrillero or-
dered by Santa Anna to search Chalco
for suspected spies.

No doubt as to his course of action
perplexed him. He would avoid this
guerrilla chief as he would the devil, but
if mecessity compelled a meeting he
wonld not hesitate to kill the man with
as little compunction as he would ex-
hibit in grinding under his heel the head
of a rattlesnake.

“We have seen Mazatlan, and now,
sir 7 he asked in a low voice.

“ First, to get away from the vicinity
of this place, in which Mazatlan will not
remain. Secondly, to follow him,” an-
swered Haddon quietly.

“ In order that it may become possible
to meet him alone? ” There was a sin-
ister note in the Texan’s question.

“We ghall see,” Haddon replied.
“ Come, there is no time to be lost, for
he may leave headquarters at any mo-
ment.”

They were indeed not a moment too
soon, for, reaching a point where a view
of the front of the house could be ob-
tained, the figure of the guerrilla leader
was the first object which met their
eyes.

Mazatlan, standing in the flood of
light which issued from the open door,
was giving certain directions to a Mexi-
can sub-officer who stood at attention
on the veranda.

Having apparently concluded these
directions, the guerrilla descended the
steps and without pausing for an instant
walked rapidly across the plaza toward
the erowd which lined the side of the
square nearest the town.

It was the signal for the Americans
to follow.

The ecrowd parted to permit the
dreaded Mazatlan to pass, and it had
scarcely closed again hefore Haddon and
the Texan hegan to elbow their way
through the fringe of spectators. The
man whom Santa Anna had ordered to
institute a search into every house and
corner of Chaleco proceeded by the
shortest route toward the center of the
town. '

After a time his objective point be-
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came plain to the Americans. ﬂe pro-
posed to visit the old stone prison.
The streets about the old building
were practically deserted. A soldier
stood guard upon the steps of the prison,
for the order written by Santa Anna
had been delivered by the orderly, and
the luckless Mexican who had admitted
{ the supposed priest to the prisoner’s
! - chamber lay in one of the rooms. Ma-
zatlan spoke sharply to this guard and
passed into the building. Haddon and
the Texan stationed themselves in the
shadow of a house on the opposite side
k. of the street.
i‘.“- They proposed to be on hand when
L the guerrilla leader concluded his visit
of inspection.

A quarter of an hour passed. It was
well past midnight, and the effect of
their day’s ride and the strenuous hours
in Chaleo were beginning to tell upon
the Americans. A few hours’ sleep
would have refreshed them wonderfully,
but sleep was out of the question even
for a moment.

Suddenly an interruption to their in-
activity came from an unexpected quar-
ter. The quiet of the gloomy street
was broken by the sound of approaching

horses.
From the direction of General Santa
Anna’s headquarters appeared the

forms of several riders who,approaching
the stone house at a slow trot, pulled up
before the door. The first, evidently
an officer, addressed the guard sharply.
“Is Senor Mazatlan in there?” he

;7_ - demanded.
The soldier answered in the affirma-

- tive. The Mexican officer dismounted
, and entered the building hurriedly. In
ML - a few minutes he reappeared, accompa-
nied by the guerrilla leader. The lat-
ter glanced at the horsemen sitting
motionless in their saddles.

“We might ride to my quarters,
where we should be in private, but that
would take time, and you say the mes-
sage is important. There is no one on
the farther side of the street; let us go
there,” said he sharply.
1t was too late for the Americans to
hiding-place without being

the two Mexicans and
either direction, the
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movement would be followed by a com-
mand to halt, and serious consequences
mighi: ensue. i e

If, on the other hand, they remained
where they were, Mazatlan and his com-
panion would see them crouching in the
shadow. Y h

It was just here that the quick wit and
coolness of Lieutenant Haddon came to
the rescue. Within a few feet of the
spot where he and the Texan were
standing was a depression in the wall.
This depression extended a couple of
feet below the surface of the street, and
would afford a possible hiding-place for
a person of small stature. The Virgin-
ian knew that to attempt to conceal
himself in this place would be out of
the question, but Sergeant Bradley was
a small man.

To meet Mazatlan face to face was
what he least desired, but to meet him
alone was preferable to having the
Mexicans come suddenly nupon two men
hiding in the shadow.

He remembered Santa Anna had told
the guerrilla that one of the men who
had waylaid him upon the Acapuleo road
was tall, while his companion was much
smaller. Coming suddenly upon such a
combination, and under such ecircum-
stances, the guerrilla leader’s conclusion
would be obvious.

Mazatlan and his companion were
already descending the steps of the old
stone house, and what was to be done
must be accomplished quickly. Haddon
seized the Texan by the arm and
pointed to the depression in the wall.
Sergeant Bradley understood and
obeyed without a moment’s hesitation.
He dropped bhelow the surface of the
street into the shallow hollow, where, '
lying flat upon his back, he was
cffectually hidden by the darkness.

Could any one have pierced this dark- |
ness, 1t would have been obgerved that ’
the occupant of this shallow grave held
a cocked pistol in his hand.

Mazatlan and the Mexican officer
were half-way across the street, when
there appeared suddenly before them a .
man who stretched himself vigorously,
rubbed his eyes, and yawned. It
evident that this fellow had been s
ing on the doorstep of the
building opposite.

L e i

ig




!'!ﬁia«»muer w}m amn:pa:nm Mazat-
lan uttered an exclamation, but the

rrilla chief expressed no surprise.
He fixed his eyes searchingly upon the
figure which had so unexpectedly arisen
before hini.

Haddon advanced a step toward the
men who might the next moment be-
come his captors.

“ Pardon, sefiors,” said he in a st’upid
voice. “T fear I have been sleeping.”

“So it would appear, but now that
you are awake it may be possible for you
to answer a few questions,” answered
Mazatlan coldly.

He turned and called sharply to the
guard standing on the steps of the
stone house. The soldier disappeared
into the building and returned carrying
a lighted candle in his hand. Mazatlan
took the taper and held it so the light
fell full npon Haddon’s face.

The American’s heart was beating
rapidly. To any one in Chalco he would
pass for a Mexican, or to any one who
had not seen him closely under other
circumstances.

But the man who held the candle—
the man he recognized by the disfig-
uring scars—Ahad seen him under other
circumstances, a prisoner in the hands
of Mexican cavalrymen and as an officer
in the tent of General Taylor.

While one might count a score the
guerrilla leader held the candle on a
level with the Virginian’s face. His
own was in shadow and Haddon could
not read its expression.

Mazatlan lowered the light and re-
turned it to the waiting guard. Haddon
braced himself to hear the words which
might solve the riddle over which he had
pondered on the veranda of Santa
Anna’s headquarters.

If the order was given for his arrest,
the man whom he had known as Sefior
Perote would prove his true character
beyond peradventure.

Only—and even in that desperate
moment the thought flashed through
the lieutenant’s mind—~"e would not he
able to warn General Taylor that the
Mexican for whom he had vouched was
a cunning spy.

Mazatlan fook no prisoners!

The guerrilla leader turned to his

wmpmon

*“xi#e you ever saen this fine fellow
before? ” he asked

The Mexican officer shook his head.

“A company, enlisted from the
mountain distriet south of the capital,
reached Chaleo this morning, and he is
evidently a mountaineer,” he ventured.

“What are you doing here?” de—
manded Mazatlan sharply.

It was evident he accepted his com-
panion’s suggestion.

“1 was wandering about the town.
Qur quarters are in a deserted stable,
which is overcrowded. Ome place is as
good to sleep in as another, sefior,” an-
swered Haddon.

Mazatlan shrugged his shoulders.

“ And that is the discipline we find
throughout the army, Valeno. This
fellow shonld receive a dozen lashes as
a reminder that he belongs with his
company, not here in the street,” he
said harshly.

Then, turning upon Haddon:

“ Go back to your stable. The next
time you may not get off so easily. Do
you hear me?”

The Virginian did not wait to hear
the order repeated. But havmg disap-
peared around the mnearest corner, he
halted abruptly in the shadow of a wall,
at which peint he could await the de-
parture of the Mexicans, when Sergeant
Bradley might rejoin him.

That to follow the movements of Ma-
zatlan was necessary he no longer be-
lieved. Never doubting for an instant
that he had been recognized, the subse-
quent action of the guerrilla leader
seemed conclusive proof of his true sen-
timents.

"The man was friendly to the Ameri-
cans, else why had he liberated an
Ameriean prisoner from the inn, visited
the headquarters of General Taylor, and
permitted one whom he knew to be a spy

to roam at large through the army of -

Santa Anna?

Haddon was, however, still puzzled.
Conelusive proof, so it seemed to him,
had been given that Sefior Perote was
disloyal to Mexico; but, on the other
hand, this same Perote as the guerrilla
Mazatlan had established a reputation

which would searcely fit his aentmmnﬁw s
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'As Perote he betrayed the cause of
Mexico; as Mazatlan he waged relent-
less war against the enemies of Mexico.
This mystery was still unsolved. Try as
he might, Haddon could arrive at no
satisfactory conclusion. One thing only
was certain: he had met this strange
man face to face, and the Mexican had
not betrayed by word or look his recog-
nition.

While the Virginian was puzzling his
brain over the affair, the Texan was
hugging the bottom of the shallow de-
pression not five hundred paces away.

He had heard the conversation be-
tween Haddon and the Mexican, and
understood that the former had been
permitted to walk out of the trap. In
his own case, however, there was much
to be desired. Lying upon his back in
the uncertain hiding-place, no more
than a dozen feet separated him from
the two men standing in the street. The
least movement might betray his pres-
ence.

He conld shoot one of the Mexicans,
but the other and the half-dozen men on
horseback would be upon him before the
echo of the shot had died away. His
only hope of safety was to lie perfectly
still, trusting that the enemy would de-
part without having discovered him.

A minute passed after Haddon had
left, then Mazatlan opened the conver-
gation abruptly.

“ We are wasting time. Why have you
ridden so hurriedly from headquarters
to find me?”

“1 was so ordered by Santa Anna.
There is business for you in the north,”
replied his companion.

“ And the order I received not an
hour ago—to look for these American
spies? ”

* Oh, you know Santa Anna is fond of
changing orders. We have seen that
before. But in this case it is really
something better than digging around
Chaleo, hunting for one or two mis-
erable spies. You may take a dozen or
even twenty of the Americans.”

_ “Is it so? But I fancied being the
means of having these spies meet death

~ on the public plaza. Still, there is, as

1y, something in killing twen
of two. It is a raid toward tg

« Perhaps not so far, but it may lead
you there,” answered Mazatlan’s com-
panion. “ You remember that there is
an inn on the Acapulco road?”

A protracted silence followed.

When Mazatlan answered it was in a
hard voice.

« There are several inns such as you
mention. But what of that?”

« You know this particular one well
enough.”

There was another pause, broken only
bv the rattle of a saber. Then Mazat-
lan asked in an impatient voice:

«mMell me what you have to say. I

am to take my men northward. What
has that inn to do with it? <
«] was coming to that. A messen-

ger has just reached headquarters and
reported that certain of the Americans
may be found in the vicinity of this inn.
A detachment =

“ But our lines extend much farther
northward, and you would tell me the
Americans have ventured within a few
hours’ ride of Chalco? Those are dar-
ing fellows, but they cannot do every-
thing.” Mazatlan spoke in a sneering
tone.

His companion uttered a low oath.

“ Tt would seem,” he answered, “ that
it is possible for these northern devils
to ride where and when they will. Tt is
true many of our men are between this
inn and the American outposts, but to
avoid them seems not over difficult.

“That, however, is the business of
Santa Anna. He has sent me to com-
mand you to return at once to head-
quarters, when he will himself tell you
what is to be done. I shall accompany
you northward.”

Mazatlan launghed harshly.

“In that case I may be able to show
you something, for not one of these
Americans will return. It has been a
week since my men tasted blood, and
you will see how they conduct them-
selves when we have the enemy sur-
rounded.

“I can tell you one thing: Santa
Anna is afraid; his temper g?fws worse

each day, and his whims are without

numbher.




“That is because you hate him, and
yon are related.”

The Mexican officer shrugged his
shoulders so violently that his saber
rattled.

“You know what he is and what, in a
moment of passion, he is liable to do.
To-night he ecalls upon you “to rid him
of these troublesome Americans; to-
morrow or the next day he may order
that you be thrust into prison. You
hate him as much ‘as I do, and for the
same reason.’

“That will be seen at the proper

" time,” answered Mazatlan; “but at
present it is our business to fight these
Americans. When I strike a blow I
think of Mexico, not Santa Anna.
Come, we must go to headquarters im-
mediately, for 1 propose to be in the
saddle by sunrise. It is three hours of
hard riding to the place of which you
apeak

“Then you will attack them if you
find them there ? ” asked his companion.

“ It may be possible, or I may permit
them to walk into a trap. We shall
goa.™

The voices ceased, and Sergeant Brad-
ley heard receding footfsteps. He
raised his head cautiously above the
edge of the shallow depression. One of

the cavalrymen who had acecompanied .

the Mexican officer was dismounting.
Mazatlan vaulted into the empty saddle.
In another moment the little detach-

ment trotted slowly down the street, the:

soldier who had given up his horae fol-
lowing leisurely. Only the guard on the
steps of the stone house remained.

The Texan crawled cautiously out of
the hole and looked up and down the
deserted street. Then, keeping cloze
to the wall. he followed the direetion
which Haddon had taken and which
would bring him to the inn where he
had left the horses.

He had searcely turned the nearest
corner when he felt a pressure on his
arm. It was the Virginian, who had
stepped out from his hldmg-p]ace

“Well,” asked he, “what has hap-
pened ? »

“T1 could have shot this Mazatlan
and did not do so,” answered the Texan

dryly.

nmﬁay

¢ Bt I shall, to-morrow or the.

Haddon saw the man had something
to tell him, but, knowing the Texan’s
peculiarities, waited.

“The prisoner you liberated from the
stone honse will await us at the deserted
inn on the Acapulco road—was not that
the understanding?” asked Sergeant
Bradley.

“ For forty-eight hours,” Haddon an-
swered.

“ Then,” said the Texan guietly, “ no
time is to be lost if we would save him
and perhaps a scouting party from fall-
ing into the hands of this Mazatlan.”

As briefly as possible he repeated the
conversation which had taken place be-
tween the two Mexicans.

When he had finished, a look of de-

~ termination was visible on Haddon's

face.

“ Come,” said he grimly; “ if we start
at once we will reach the inn several
hours in advance of these Mexicans.”

The town of Chalco had become
quiet, for it was long past midnight and
nearly every one had retired. In cer-
tain streets might be found sleepy
guards, but except near the headguar-
terz of the dictator they manifested
little vigilance.

Haddon and the Texan reached the
inn where they had quartered their
horses without being molested. The
shed in which the animals stood was on
the opposite side of the street from the
hostelry.  Without troubling them-
selves to arouse the landlord, the
Americans unfastened the door of the
shed and led out the horses. Even had
the landlord been awake, he would prob-
ably not have dared to question the
actions of two members of Santa Anna’s
army.

Near the outskirts of the town a sol-
dier stepped into the middle of the road,
barring the way, and demanded in a
sleepy voice who rode forth at such an
hour.

“ And vou ask such a question?”
answered Haddon sternly. * Sefior
Mazatlan is a little way behind. You
know how he deals with those who bar
his progress.”

The Mexican sentinel growled some-
thing under his breath and moved sul-
lenly out of the path. It was plain he
dldi'mt deumetnmmme ange?qfﬂm
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dreaded guerrilla leader by interfering
with what he believed to be his advance

" A quarter of an hour later Haddon
and the Texan were clear of Chalco and
making toward the north. On each side
of the highway were the smoldering
campfires and silent forms of hundreds
of Santa Anna’s soldiers.

Those who stood guard over their
sleeping comrades heard the sound of
horses’ hoofs upon the road, but such
noises, by night and day, were common
in the neighborhood of Chalco.

CHAPTER XI.
THE CONQUERING OF A DICTATOR.

ALMoOST at the very moment when the
two Americans, riding northward over
the Acapulco road, were passing the last
group of campfires, a startling incident
was taking place some miles in their
rear.

Could Lieutenant Haddon have wit-
nessed what was occurring in a certain
room of a house. on the outskirts of
Chalco, the problem with which he was
struggling would have seemed more
intricate and difficult of satisfactory
solution.

In the opinion of the guard sta-
tioned at the door opening between the
veranda and the building itself in which
General Santa Anna had taken up his
residence an unusual thing had .taken
plaece.

This was the third visit within half a
dozen hours of the same officer. Tt was
well understood throughout the army
that between certain officers and Santa
Anna no love was wasted, and one of
these officers was the guerrilla leader,
Mazatlan.

It had even been rumored that these

" two cordially hated each other, but that

the general, nnderstanding the value of
the daring cavalryman in annoying the
Americans, hesitated to deprive himself
of so important an assistant. Hxcept
upon a direct order, however, Mazatlan
seen at headquarters, and on
sions his visits were as brief

d detailed to watch the en-
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presence knew that Mazatlan had been_
summoned after the general’s return
from his trying experience on the Aca-
pulco road. .

It was also known that he had again
visited headquarters in company with
Captain Valeno an hour later. What
was the Mexican’s surprise, therefore,
when gome time after midnight he was
confronted by the disfigured face of the
guerrilla ?

He felt sure that a third order had
not summoned Mazatlan to an inter-
view, yet for the third time he passed
through the door which would admit
him into Santa Anna’s private apart-
ment. ~
Taving passed the sentinel, the vis-
itor walked straight to the foot of the
stairs which led up to the second story
of the building and mounted there
quietly.

The sleeping chamber of Santa Anna
was on the second story, and after his
second interview with Mazatlan the
general had retired to his room. He
was already partially undressed when a
low knocking upon the door brought
an impatient expression to his lips.
Judging the person without to be an
orderly come with a message of impor-
tance, he gave the sharp command to
enter:

The door opened to admit the form of
the unwelecome visitor. By the dim
light of the single candle which burned
in the chamber Santa Anna caught a
glimpse of the scarred face of the in-
truder, and a look of surprise crossed
his countenance.

This surprise gave place to blank as-
tonishment and something more when,
having entered the room, his visitor
closed the door softly, and, coolly turn-
ing the key in the lock, dropped it into
the folds of his sash.

Then for the first time he turned and
looked full in the face of the dietator of
Mexico.

Santa Anna started and took a step
toward the table upon which lay his pis-
tOﬁi but a -l;s-tern command uttered i
cold voice by the man who confron
him checked the movement abraptly.

*“ Stand where you are. T hav
to ask a few quest T

-
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a m at heart, and there was some-
thing in the expression written on the
dis ed face before him which para-
lyzed all volition. His visitor under-
stood, and a horrible smile distorted
his ll

¥ You will be seated, for I would not
keep you standing durmg our inter-
view,” said he quietly.

1%{m’ca Anna partially recovered him-
self.

“ How dare you? * he began in a fierce

voice. “ What is the meaning of this
outrage, sir? I have but to raise my
voice, and A

The words died in his throat and he
shuddered, for he found himself gazing
into the muzzle of a pistol.

“You can cry out, but you will not
do so, for those who might answer that
call would find only your dead body,”
said the other in a cold voice. With
his left hand he motioned tovward an
empty chair.

Santa Anna sank into it. His legs
were trembling and a cold perspiration
covered his forehead.

“ Would you murder me—the savior
of Mexico? ™ he stammered in a fright-
ened voice.

The other langhed. The appearance
of his face as he did so, marked as it
was by the two terrible red secars, was
horrible to look upon.

“That depends upon yourself. Do
you know why I am here? ” he asked in
a hard voice.

Santa Anna felt himself grow hot
and cold by turns, but when the pistol
was lowered he regained a little courage.

“Yon have said it was to ask cer-
tain questions. If I consent to an-
gwer 2

“ Which you will. Do you know who
T am? ™ interrupted the other in a calm
voice.

Santa Anna hesitated.

“ At first T thought—for the light is
poor—I thought In the name of
all the saints in paradise, what——?"

The other interrupted coldly.

“ It is evident that you are becoming
bewildered. It is also possible you
may have forgotten certain things no
longer of moment to the man who is

mdmm back ﬁim the mpﬁm bw
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the American' invaders. \
things was omnly a little incident—to
you, sefior—but—it gave me this.”

One of these

He touched with the tips of his fin-
gers the two sears which, beginning
near the center of his chin, extended
upward to the bottom of his ears.

A look of bewilderment came into
Santa Anna’s face.

“In the name of God! And what
had T to do with sueh a thing? Do
you think that I 22

“Gave me the wounds which pro-
duced these scars? We are coming to
that presently. It is evident the litile
incident has escaped your memory.

“ Perhaps you have even forgotten a
certain Perote who kept an inn on the
Acapulco road. Well, sefior, I am that
Perote, and—I have sworn upon the
cross to kill three men.”

A look of terror came into Santa
Anna’s face and a visible quiver passed
through his body.

“ The inn on the Acapulco road? As
God is my witness, I do not understand
what vou are saying,” he stammered.

Senior Perote’s lips twitched ner-
vously. It seemed as.though a terrifie
struggle was going on in his breast.

“1)o not lie to me again, seiior, as
you did on that day. else I may forget
that the man I have sworn to kill—the
man who called himself Senor Urrea
and tricked me into serving drugged
wine to two ecavalrymen—is the General
Santa Anna, dictator of Mexico,” said
he in an awful voice. ‘

Santa Anna opened his mouth to
reply, but his tongue seemed paralyzed.
Sefior Perote mastered himself by a
powerful effort.

“You remember,” said he coldly.
“It was an easy matter to deceive a
simple innkeeper whose heart was loyal
to Mexico. I permitted vou to drug the
wine so the cavalrymen slept for hours,
but when they awoke they demanded of
me the papers which you had stolen, and
they gave me this—because you had dis-
appeared.”

The dietator ‘of Mexico passed his
tongue over his parched lips.

“ As God iz my witness, T knew noth-
ing of that, sefior! Why should you
blame me beﬁ‘-ma ﬂmy
he cned hqa.;‘ .

m?”
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- “Had you not lied to me and thus

~ found opportunity to rob them of cer-

' tain papers they would have departed as

they came. I found myself lying on the

floor, where they left me for dead. Do
you know what happened then, senor—
when I discovered what had been done
to me? I swore to have revenge on
the man who called himself Senor Urrea,
on the fiends Amador and Valeno who
pressed the burning iron into my flesh.

“ That oath I have in part fulfilled—
5 perhaps you know how; but something
| yet remains.”

As he uttered these words the face of

|4 Senior Perote became livid.
' Santa Anna caught the sides of the
chair for support. His eyes were fixed
upon the pistol which this dreadful man
held in his hand. He moistened his lips
repeatedly, then murmured in a faint
voice:

* Surely, sefior, you have not come
e here. to kill me—I, who am leading the
| soldiers of Mexico to vietory?”

r Senor Perote laughed harshly.

‘ “ Even you do not believe that, for

r the Americans are advancing upon the

: capital. But”—he paused for a mo-

i ment—* when I swore to kill the man

f who called himself Sefior Urrea 1 did

l not know what position he held in Mex-

: ico. It may be possible, senor, that a

J way can be found to spare the person of

H General Santa Anna.”

' The dictator swallowed nervously.

r “1It is in my power to reward you

& richly. Every man has his price. Tell

me yours, Sefior Perote.”

The ex-innkeeper shrugged his shoul-
1 ders.

= “You wonld promise much to-night

and forget to-morrow. You will per-
mit me to leave your presence beeause
yon can mot do otherwise. But at the
first opportunity you would have me
tortured. Still, being what you are, I

- may allow you to live.”

' A little of the ghastly color left the
dictator’s face, but he still trembled vio-
lently.

“T would ask you why it was you lied

- to me. For what purpose did Santa

] na, ruler of Mexico, drug and rob two

officers 7 asked Perote coldly.

Anna pressed his lips close to-

?.l‘ -
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« And why do you demand to know
that? Perhaps it was a personal
matter,” he answered harshly.

Believing he should be spared, some-
thing of his self-assurance was return-
ing. ' A~

“T am awaiting an answer,” said
Perote quietly.

Santa Anna glanced at the stern set
face above him, and he saw something
there which warned him the_ danger
was not yet passed. Perote’s lips were
trembling and his deep-set eyes gleamed
fiercely.

He resembled some terrible monster
from the mountain fastness more than
a human being.

“You would ask me why I desired the
papers? How can that knowledge
benefit you?” asked the dictator in a
hesitating voice.

“1 am waiting,” replied Senor Perote
once more.

“ Why I took the papers from Amador
and Valeno?”

“ From Amador and Valeno, who tor-
tured me.”

“Tt was because I wished to have
them in my power—to force them to
serve me faithfully,” answered Santa
Anna in a hoarse voice.

Sefior Perote smiled grimly.

“ And you took that way? It is easy
to see what oceurred. An officer en-
trusted with important despatches mer-
its death if he permits those despatehes
to be taken from him. You stole the
papers from these men while they slept,
therefore they merited death, having
lost the papers.

“ It lay with you, their superior, and
you spared them—so long as they agreed
to serve you in all things. It was for
that 1 was tortured in the inn on the
Acapuleo road. Because General Santa
Anna desired to rule through fear these
who would not otherwise do his bid-
ding.”

Several minutes of silence followed.
To the man cringing in the chair they
seemed an hour. Finally Perote spoke,
in a voice filled with bitterness.

“It was something to become a
marked man—an objec ' ' g
pity to every one in tl
what has h@pp@@d’i{m-

something more

-



order ihln‘. you may better understand
the bitterness wlnnl consumes me.”

He drew his hand across his forehead,
on which large drops of gerspmtmn had
gathered, then continued in a dull tone:

“1t so happened that a certain one
dwelling in the capital had promised to
marry me. There was no one in all
Mexico to compare with her. After this
thing happened I went southward and
appeared before her.

“ You should be able to judge what
‘took place. A woman loves manly
beauty, and she is a woman. I have
lost more than life itself. 1 desire only
to die—after 1 have drained the cup of
revenge.”

Santa Anna made no reply. For the
first time he understood how terrible
might be the vengeance of the man
before him.

Sefior Perote replaced the pistol in
his sash.

“1 fear neither your anger nor the
hate of any man,” said he fiercely. “T
was a Mexican, but you see what Mexico
has done for me. I am resolved to
drink the cup of revenge to the very
dregs, and in doing so it is necessary
that Mexico suffer.

“The soldiers sent to capture the
handful of Americans in the pass of El
“Vidio returned with the news that their
viectims had flown. It was I who
warned General Taylor and conducted

his messenger across the mountains. It

is believed by many that I am loyal to
Mexico, but from this hour you will
know otherwise ; and yet this knowledge
will profit you nothing.”

His eyes while he was speaking wan-
dered around the room and rested upon
a erucifix hanging above a small table
between the windows. He looked down
at the man cowering in the chair. Santa
Anpna’s lips moved spasmodically. The
heavy lids of his black eyes were half
closed, but under them shone a gleam
of cunning.

He glanced np at the avenging figure
towering above him.

“You will kill Captain Valeno, per-
haps—as you did the other? ” he asked
in 2 itrm}::ed voice.

t the proper time. Opportunity
has been gwenp me, but T Oglfoose mt;
own mﬁhﬁdn,” ammed Pfemte eolﬂly

ey

The dictator of Mexico shuddered.

“ Some things are worse than death,”
he muttered. : ;
Senor Perote pointed to the crucifix.

“ Remove it from the wall. Do you
hear me, sefior? ™ said he sternly.

Santa Anna hesitated, then arose
from the chair, erossed the room and
took down the crucifix. An expression
of fear and perplexity was upon his
face.

“1 know that to you a promise is
nothing, for your whole life is made up
of acts of treachery,” continued Perote
quietly.

He pointed to the erucifix.

“ Any man who accepts your word is
more than a fool, but an oath taken
upon the bleeding hody of Christ is not
so easily broken. Swear to me, upon
that sacred emblem, that neither -to-
night nor at any time will you seek to
destroy me; that, having departed from
this room, you will not seek to follow
or have me followed. Swear it, sefior!”

A look of baffled rage crossed the die-
tator’s face. He remained silent.

“ Swear!” ordered Perote: “ swear,
sefior, or by that sacred token I
will

He drew from his sash a long-bladed
knife and poised it in his right hand.

The fingers which clasped the eruci-
fix trembled. A ghastly smile distorted
the lips of the ruler of Mexico. At the
last moment he was to be cheated of his
revenge.

The face of Perote was something ter-
rible to look upon. The livid outlines
of the double sear seemed to deepen as
each second passed. He ran his fingers
gently along the keen edges of the knife
and took a step forward.

It appeared as though the knees of
Santa Anna would give way under him,

“1 swear it; on the eross I swear it!”
he murmured in a hoarse voice.

Sefior Perote replaced the knife in
his sash.

“1 will bid you adios, sefior,” said he
coldly, and deliberately turning his back
upon the man who hated him but whose
fangs he had drawn, he unlocked the

door, passed through it, and closed the. e

portal softly
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white with passion and a thin froth
ahppearf yeared upon his lips. It seemed as
hough he would rush to the door and
call loudly to the guard below. His fin-
gers clutched convulsively upon the
ivory image in his hand. They re-
laxed and the erucifix dropped to the
floor.

With a hoarse ery—the cry of a sav-
age beast cheated of its prey—the dicta-
tor of Mexico threw himself upon the
bed and tore the sheets into ribbons.

Even he respected an oath taken on
the ecross.

Seifior Perote descended the stairs and
walked out upon the veranda. The guard
saluted stiffty.

“The senor captain’s command have
but just passed. I wish the sefior suc-
cess at the inn on the Acapulco road,”
said he in a deferential voice.

“1 thank you, seifior,” answered
Perote coldly. “I am generally suc-
cessful in what I undertake.”

He descended the steps leading to the

ground and walked toward the town.
The guard shrugged his shoulders and
muttered under his breath: “It is as
he says. Truly this Mazatlan is a terri-
ble man. I would rather meet the
devil than encounter him in anger.”

CHAPTER XIIL
A GAP IN THE OIRCLE.

TaE inn over which Sefior Perote had
once officiated presented a gloomy and
forbidding appearance. The windows
were boarded over, the door loose upon
its hinges, and a heap of half-burned
embers and ashes marked the spot where
had once stood a likely stable.

Some little distance back of this de-
serted hostelry was a low hill, the
summit of which was covered with
bushes and rank vegetation. At the
base of the hill, on the side farthest
from the inn, a deep depression ex-
tended for perhaps half a mile toward
'thi& Itlorth.

_ AL certain seasons of the year th
‘bottom of this ditch was coveﬁed wgtlz

-water, but in the summer time was

> affording a comfortable shelter

Sofy " one desirous of concealing him-- try, where
Bl T e edoneidiber vigk

Late in the afternoon of the aay
whiech had witnessed their departure
from Chalco two men occupied thig nat-
ural hiding-place. They were Lieuten-
ant Haddon and the Texan. The latter,
who had been examining the landseape
from the summit of the hill, had just
returned to his companion.

“ Wither he has gone astray or has
decided not to follow your suggestion,
for I take it for granted he has not
fallen again into the hands of the Mex-
icans,”” said he.

“ Any of the three is possible, for had
he come straight from Chalco he could
have reached this place shortly after
daybreak,” answered the Virginian in
an anxiouns voice.

“ As matters now stand, it would be
better that he avoid this neighborhood
as he would the devil’s hunting-ground.
There he would meet only one fiend of
hell, while somewhere out yonder are
twoscore or more, led by that wolf
Mazatlan.”

Sergeant Bradley uttered this blunt
speech with an embellishment of choice
Texan oaths. No less anxious than his
companion, he had a different way of
showing his disquietude.

The Americans had grave cause for
apprehension. Anderson, the artillery-
man whom Haddon had liberated from
the stone house in Chalco, had not ap-
peared at the rendezvous.

Had he decided to push straight for
the American lines without waiting for
the Virginian to join him, as had been
agreed upon, all might be well, but if
he had lost his way or been forced to
make a wide détour to avoid the
Mexicans scattered over the country,
his delayed arrival at the inn might
prove his destruction.

Somewhere behind the hille which

dotted the landscape lay Mazatlan and

his guerrilleros. To appear, pushing
forward in fancied security, would be to
walk into a trap which meant a speedy,
perhaps painful, death. -

Concerning the rumored approach of 1

a detachment of American caval
don and his companion felt less

Mazatlan’s plan was to pe
northerners to ride f:
countr; :

e
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‘the deserted tavern for a night, to sur-

round the place and fall upon them in
the darkness.

Rither of these plans could be frus-
trated by a timely warning.

That Mazatlan should lead an expedi-
tion whose object was to wipe out the
expected party of Americans was an-
other mystery added to those with
which the Virginian was grappling. e
had, however, come to a conclusion,
though one far from satisfactory. The
Mexican was conducting his method of
vengeance in his own peculiar way;
secretly he aided the cause of the in-
vaders of his country, but openly before
the eyes of his followers he was proving
a stern foe to the Americans.

In reaching this perplexing conclu-
sion Haddon had come to a definite de-
cision. It was his duty to capture this
guerrilla leader and put an end to his
depredations.

As Mazatlan he would meet a merited
punishment at the hands of the Ameri-
cans, but as Perote, who had twice saved
him from death as a spy, the man’s life
might be spared, though he would be
held a prisoner.

Another phase of the mystery Had-
don had considered carefully, and the
true answer baffled him. Might it not
be possible that the Mexican was at
heart an enemy, but by professing
friendship and in twice saving him,
Haddon, he had hit upon a eunning plan
wherehy he could obtain admittance to
the wery headquarters of General Tay-
lor himself.

As Perote he could learn the plans of
the hostile forees; as Mazatlan he could
convey these plans to Santa Anna. Such
was the uncertainty under which Had-
don labored. The only true solution of
the difficulty was to capture Mazatlan.

For the twentieth time within an hour
the American crawled to the summit of
the hill. . The Texan, who by lifelong
practice possessed the keener vision
under such conditions, shaded his eyes
with his hand. Suddenly he turned
gsharply and caught Haddon by the
shoulder.

“ Look there, sir,” Baid he with eon-
siderable excitement; “over there,
where the b]ghwag d.lps behind the hills.
¥ Iﬁis a horseman. ) .

4 A
A
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Haddon followed the direction of the
outstretched finger. Far away a dark
blot on the landscape, a moving object,
was discernible. It was, as the Texan
had stated, a horseman, and he was
riding toward the deserted inn.

The miinutes dragged slowly. The -
sun, approaching the summit of the
western hills, threw a yellow glare over
the uneven landscape. To the Ameri-
cans, waiting impatiently, it seemed that
never before had a traveler ridden so
leisurely.

Iach wag thinking of the same thing.
Was the distant horseman a Mexican or
the man who had been saved from death
in Chaleo?

Regardless of all attempt at conceal-
ment, the Texan climbed to the top of a
rock and stood motionless, his eyes
focused on the moving figure. Ten
minutes passed, a quarter of an hour,
a half, then the Texan made an excited
movement.

Some distance bheyond the straight
stretch of road which ran past the front
of the inn the highway disappeared in a
hollow of the plain. Sergeant Bradley
had watched the horseman ride into this
depression. For perhaps three minutes
he was lost to view, and then something
happened.

The rider had entered the hollow
leisurely; when he reappeared on the
side nearest the inn his horse was gal-
loping furiously. A cloud of dust, aris-
ing like a puff of yellow smoke, sur-
rounded him.

The Texan and Haddon could see that
the man was urging the horse forward
by every means in his power. At inter-
vals he turned and looked behind him.

A dozen, fifty, a hundred rods nearer,
and the reason for the metamorphosis
became apparent. Behind, from ont
the hollow, a second and a third horse-
man issued, striving to overtake the
first. The pursuing riders were Mexi-
can guerrilleros.

Sergeant Bradley dropped from the.
rock into the shelter of the bushes be-
side Haddon.

“ 1t is the man we have been ws.ﬂ:mg:

for: He has obtained a horse some-

where, but he cannot outride these
devils who are e.hasmg hm,”@e w
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d not answer. His atten-

reted upon the race toward
o o ¥ this goal of temporary safety

~ was the object of the fugitive; to over-
‘take him on the highway the purpose of
the Mexieans.

- Suddenly a puff of smoke arose above
the neck of the first of the pulsuing
horsemen; the dull crack of a carbine
shot echoed among the hills.

Sergeant Bradley made a fierce ges-
ture.

* My God, sir, he has no chance!”
cried he bitterly.

But it appeared the Mexican’s aim
had been bad, for the first horseman
dashed on with unabated speed,
lashing his mount madly with his
elenched hands.

A fourth, a fifth, a dozen horgemen
arose as though by magic from the hol-
low, stringing out along the highway in
the rear of the first two Mexicans.
There was a second puff of smoke and a
second report. A sharp exclamation
simultaneounsly escaped the two Ameri-
cans.

The horse ridden by the fugitive
wavered, swayed unsteadily, yet kept on,
but with speed visibly lessened. A
hoarse shout, a cry of triumph, arose
from the pursuing guerrilleros. The

‘ F flash of a drawn saber glittered in the
yellow sunlight.

Sergeant Bradley was trembling in
every limb.

“ God, sir!” he cried. “ And we lic
here while they butcher him before our
e}.es! n

He was upon his feet, his pistol in Lis
right hand. The reckless bravery of
the man was asserting itself, and he
saw only the wounded horse and its

~ luckless rider. That the pursuing Mexi-
cans numbered a dozen was of secondary

consideration. 5

. Haddon seized him by the arm.

B . “ What are Jlrou going to do?” he de-

X S ;

forward, and then stopped sud-

Texan jerked himself loose, took

AT o cried . “look at thet,

sed an invisible barrier between the
Eﬁ:stim and the bloodthirsty devils who
pursued him.

The wounded horse had come fo a

dead stop in the center of the highway.
At that moment the desperate artillery-
man leaped from the saddle and dashed
on foot toward the door of the inn, not
twenty rods away.

Secarcely had his feet touched the
ground when the stricken horse col-
lapsed, tumbling in a shapeless heap in
the middle of the road. The foremost
guerrillero, golloping madly forward,
could not check his mount in time.*The
Inees of his own beast struck the pros-
trate body of the dying horse. Tt was
as though a thunderbelt had descended
from heaven and palsied the hand which
was preparing to wield the fatal saber.

The shock of the contact hurled the
Mexican from his saddle; he shot for-
ward through space, turned a half-
somersault in midair. and struck the
ground with terrific force twenty feet
from the spot where his horse had
fallen.

A shout of rage arose from the other
guerrilleros ; the second pursuer checked
his horse just in time to aveid the fate
of his companion. In the middle of the
road lay the Mexican, his neck broken,
and two struggling animals.

It is probable that the man who so
narrowly escaped a saber stroke did not
realize what had occurred, for without
looking back he ran at top speed over
the distance which separated him
from the inn, dashed through the
ﬁpor, and slammed the latter behind

i,

From their point of observation
Haddon and his companion saw the— !
Mexicans ride up one by one and dis- .
monnt beside the dead guerrillero and
gtiffening horses. '

They were too far away to permit of
their words being audible, but gestures
are frequently as potent as iv’n-‘r&a,— and -
it was evident that a faie even worse
than death would overtake o R
the inn should he fall into th 4 ad
such c_aEtors. "

chapuon,
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W A dark look settled over the face of
the Texan. -

“If T am not mistaken, yonder is
Mazatlan and the fellow he called
Valeno. Those Greasers will not re-
main for long staring stupidly at a dead
man,” said he.

The surmise was correct. Upon the
approach of the two horsemen the
Mexicans standing in the road drew
baclk.

One of the riders rode close to the
dead guerrillero, appeared to put a ques-
tion, then turned with a sharp gesture.

At the same moment the horsemen
who had dismounted eclimbed hastily
into their saddles.

“ Mazatlan is giving orders,” mut-
tered the Texan; “mnow we shall see
what will happen.”

*“They are going to attack the inn,”
answered Haddon.

The Texan uttered a sharp oath.

“1f they go about it in the right way,
it is all up with that daring fellow in-
side; he can’t hold out five minutes,”
muttered he.

“ Wait,” said the Virginian; * they
will not rush the house, as we might do.
It iz mnot the Mexican guerrillero’s
method of fighting. They know the
man inside iz an American and that an
American can shoot straight when
necessary. They do not propose to risk
losing a man or two when they can ae-
complish their purpose in another way.”

The Texan gave vent to a fiery oath,
which seemed to partially relieve his
feelings.

“If it were possible to get down there,
who knows what would happen? With
three of ug behind the walls, this Mazat-
lan might receive a lesson he would not

"forget in a hurry.”

Haddon shook his head.

“Tt would be useless, and we should
only walk into a trap. Hven if we could
hold the house for a few hours, it would
end the same way, for our ammunition
would soon be exhausted and we should

bhe overpowered or roasted alive,” said
e soberly.

Sergeant Bradley made an impatient
gesture.

“That is excellent reasomng, sir, but
- I will agree to kill half a dozen of those
7£eﬂaws be!we t.hey take me. _Mmﬂm

will be the first to get a bullet through
the head. That is something.”

Haddon smiled faintly. The little
man at his side was terribly in earnest,
and the contempt which he felt for the
Mexicans was visible in every word and
action.

Left alone, he would have dashed |
down the hill into the inn and died -
fighting like a demon. The paramount
desire of a Texan ranger was to kill as
many Mexicans as possible. The Vir-
ginian remained silent for several mo-
ments, then-nodded in the direction of
the western hills.

“ Daylight iz passing, and the moon
does not rise till close on midnight,”
said he. “ What these Mexicans intend
to do will be done after nightfall, but
of one thing we may be assured. They
will not attack the inn directly, for by
doing s0 a certain number of firearms
will be discharged, and that is just what
Marzatlan wishes to avoid. He did not
come here to capture a single prisoner,
but to ambush the detachment of cav-
alry which he believes may pass through
this neighborhood.

“1If he attacks the inn and shots are
exchanged, the noise would warn who-
ever .was in the vicinity that an enemy
was near. I do not doubt the Mexicans
will try to capture the man who has
taken possession of the house yonder,
but it will not be by a direct attack.

“ What we must do is to wait until
darkness, and it may then be possible
to take some action. In the mean time,
all that we can do is to remain under
cover and warn our cavalry of the pres-
ence of the guerrilleros under Mazatlan,
provided any of our cavalry are in this
neighborhood.”

Sergeant Bradley glanced at the
horsemen on the highway.

“ 1t is as you say, sir; Mazatlan will be
careful about making too much noise,
and—see there: they are up to some-
thjng-,’ : -

Haddon looked through the bushes. -
Several of the Mexicans had again dis-
mounted and were dragging the fallen
horses from the highway. A couple
lifted their dead comrade and laid him
across one of the aaddles. Mxmﬂm
appeared to be i‘l directions.
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‘ le Mexican turned his
1 galloped hack toward the

is as I thought,” said Haddon
dly. “It is their purpose to place
~ guards on every side of the inn, so that
~ the man in there will have no oppor-
~ tunity of making his escape. It is plain
~ that this guerrilla‘leader is no bungler.”
Several of the Mexican -horsemen
were already erossing the fields on either
side of the inn, their purpose being to
form a circle of men completely around
the building. :
> “TIt appears,” said the Texan dryly,
- “that we are to be surrounded.”
) “Which proves it fortunate that we
left our horses a mile or more from this
spot. Let us see what these fellows are
going to do,” replied the Virginian.
>, The Mexicans who had separated
themselves from the main body were
following the arc of a great circle. At
b certain points in this circle a horseman
- pulled up and retired to the shelter of a
clump of bushes or behind a rise of
ground.
- The inn was now surrounded on three
r sides; a single guerrillero continued on
bis course. He was the man detailed to
_ take his position directly in the rear of
e the deserted hostelry.
. The Virginian and his companion
R looked at each other and a grim expres-
] sion of satisfaction came into the face

I of the Texan. ]
. The lone guerrillero had completed
- half of the arc of the circle, and on his
left and right his companions had sta-
tioned themselves, perhaps a quarter of
a mile separating the watchers. The
Mexican pulled up his horse and looked
carefully around him; he had been or-
- dered by Mazatlan to take a position
« directly to the north of the inn, and he
wis examining the ground to discover
the most likely hiding-place. His eyes
1 upon the low hill erowned by the
fringe of bushes and rank vegeta-
n; it commanded every fod of
ound in the rear of the hounse ant
d an excellent view in all diree-

hase

At the top he halted and again ex-
amined his slflrroundings; the dry ditch
appealed to him as an excellent hiding-
place for a horse. He descended the
farther side of the hill and entered the
hollow, still leading his steed by the
hridle. X

A soft step sounded behind him. Tt
might have been the noise made by a
rabbit seurrying away in fright. The
Mexican turned his head quickly, but
what he saw was only a fleeting vision.

A hand closed like a steel vise ahout
his throat, and something flashed in the
fading sunlight.

A sharp pain darted through the
guerrillere’s body—a pang of agony
which ceased almost as soon as it hegan.
The inert body of a man dropped noise-
lessly to the ground and lay without
motion.

Sergeant Bradley bent down and
wiped the blade of his knife upon the
dead man’s embroidered jacket. Turn-
ing; he faced Haddon.

“I faney, sir,” he said grimly, “ that
when the time comes Mazatlan will find
a gap in the circle which he has drawn
about the inn down there.”

CHAPTER XIIT.
WHAT THE MOON SAW.

THE moon, balaneing in a cloudless
sky, bathed the landscape in a light of ]
weird silver. Somewhere among the dis-
tant hills a lone wolf howled dismally. :
Sergeant Bradley swore softly. W

Since the sun had set, a yellow ball in "
the west, he had watched from the sum- 4
mit of the hill behind the inn of Seiior
Perote. Tt was well toward midnight,
and nothing had happened.

Looking down upon the roof of the
tavern and beyond aeross the uneculti- .
vated fields, he saw only desolation—not
a living object stirring, not a sound ex-
cept those incident to the night. Yet
he knew that in the silent hostelry the
prisoner who had escaped from the
stone house of Chaleo kept e i
guard; that among the hills which bor-"
dered on the deserted fiel P 4

ahrillonsa ;




- The presence of the dead man lying geant Bradley could not distinguish

in the ditch near by held no terror for
him, but the Texan chafed at inactivity.
A pistol shot, the sound of hoof-beats,
the voices of men riding in the moon-
hght would bring twoseore yelling dev-
ils from cover, but none of these things
came.

Only silence and the play of the weird
shadows upon the hills.

He knew that Haddon was some-
where in his rear, watching the highway
from the north. Did they come at all,
that was the road over which the de-
tachment of American scouts would
approach the inn.

Ilor want of better occupation, he
drew hif knife and began to hack at the
roots of the bush behind which he lay.

‘Suddenly he paused, the blade sus-
pended in the air.

Somewhere on his right, some dis-
tance off, the sound of approaching feet
broke the stillness of the night. He sat
upright and listened.

The sound grew clearer—the crunch,
erunch of feet upon the flinty soil.
Sergeant Bradley transferred the knife
to his left hand and with his right
drew from his sash a pistol. Acute of
hearing, he knew that not more than
one or two persons were approaching.

Was it Haddon or an enemy?

The crunching upon the stones drew
nearer, and peeping through the bushes
the Texan could make out the forms of
two men silhouetted in the moonlight.
The grasp of his fingers upon his
weapons tightened. The men were
Mexicans.

A voice broke the silence with a few
words uttered in Spanish, but they told
Sergeant Bradley what he wished to
know—why the soldiers of Santa Anna
had appeared suddenly hefore him. It
was an officer with his ezcort making the
rounds of the guards who formed the
cirele enclosing the inn. Tt was Ma-
zatlan’s desire to see that none of these
guards was sleeping.

A wild hope found birth in the Tex-
an’s breast, and he leaned eagerly for-
ward. What if the officer should be Ma-
zatlan himself! He had sworn to shoot
Mazatlan.

The Mexicang were standing motion-

less a dozen rods away—so far that Ser- -
- . :
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faces. The one who had before spoken
turned toward his companion.

*“ He is stationed somewhere on this
hill. It will be bad for him if we find
him asleep among the bushes,” said he
roughly. '

“With Sefior Valeno’s permission I
will go forward and look for him,” an-
swered the second Mexican.

Sergeant Bradley experienced a pang
of disappointment. It was not, ihen,
Mazatlan—only a miserable Mexican
officer, the man who had talked with
Mazatlan opposite the stone house in
Chalco.

The soldier evidently obtained silent
consent to follow his suggestion, for he
walked across the slope of the hill, pass-
ing some distance to the right of the
crouching American. Captain Valeno
remained alone, leaning carelessly on
his saber.

Several minutes passed. The silence
hecame oppressive. Sergeant Bradley,
lurking hehind his bush, began to won-
der what had become of the absent
soldier.

The thought evem came to him to
crawl noiselessly upon the waiting offi-
cer and strike before he could ery out.
But he only smiled grimiy. It would be
time enough for action if the second
Mexican discovered the guard was miss-
ing or that his body lay at the bottom of
the dry ditch.

Impatient as he was to throw him-
gelf upon a hated enemy, the Texan
knew a false move might be fatal to the
instructions Haddon had given him. It
was his duty to watch, not to engage in
a combat on the hilltop, with a dozen of
Mazatlan’s guerrilleros within hearing
distance. Tle would fight only if it be-
came necessary.

The time lengthened. Captain Va-
leno moved impatiently and began to
look carefully about him. He advanced
a tew yards nearer to the gilent Texan,
stopped, and swore fiercely.

“ Where are you, Sartillo? Why in
the devil’s name are you loitering; iz the
guard not here? ” he called in an angry
voice.

reply, but only silence a
patient demand. Cap

Sergeant Bradley expected to hear a




for the second time and his saber rat-

- “ Bartillo, you devil, where are you?
-~ Am I to stand here all night?” he de-
~manded fiercely.

y ~ Buddenly a figure appeared, advanc-
" - ing through the moonlight toward the
: angry Mexican. Sergeant Bradley

.~ thought it was the tardy Sartillo come

- to report that the guard was nowhere
By - to be found.

-‘f»".‘ Captain Valeno heard the footsteps

. approaching him and turned sharply, a

) torrent of abuse upen his lips. But it

4 was not fortheoming. The Texan saw

N him start violently, peer forward, and a
| 8 question took the place of the oaths he

would have uttered.
“ Tt is you, Senor—DMazatlan?
waiting for &

e, A look of the keenest satisfaction

o leaped into the eyes of the American.
He half-raised the muzzle of his pistol,
his finger toying with the trigger. Then
a strange thing happened.

The man whom Captain Valeno had
addressed as Mazatlan, whom he had
= plainly recognized by the livid double

- scar, sprang like a wild beast toward the
throat of his own officer.

Captain Valeno uttered the single
ery < Oh, God!” and went down with a
crash which sent the stones rattling
down the hillside.

Then before the eyes of the aston-
ished Texan a terrific struggle took
place. A shriek of agony echoed
aeross the hills, the glitter of steel
flashed thrice in the moonlight, and one
- of the combatants arose to his feet.
R All thought of using the pistol he held

- vanished from the Texan’s mind. He

sat motionless, staring at the figure of
- the man standing above his groaning
- Suddenly this man bent down and
i {h&:d'eﬂ into the face of the form upon

the ground. A hoarse laugh reached

o exan’s ears—a laugh which made
 shudder, though he had faced death
2d times.  And close upon this

more demoniacal than human,
e rang out across the hill,

Iam

- white light was the pitiless face of a

s u m
- (E“mmls
S
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find you near the inn where you tqrtu}'a_d-
me.  You have ventured near that inn
to-night, Sefior Valeno.” .

The Mexican upon the ground strug-
gled to a half-sitting posture. Sergeant
Bradley could not see his face, but he
knew that he was desperately wounded.

Valeno raised one hand toward the
man who gloated over him.

“ Mercy, sefior! In the name of Gpd,
spare me!” he cried in a trembling
voice.

“ And you ask that—you who blew
upon the charcoal that the iron might
heat more quickly? Did you spare me
then, Sefior Valeno?

“In the name of Heaven, as you hope
for forgiveness! It was a mistake. We
believed you had taken the paper, and,
the paper missing, death stared us in the
face. And that Urrea—it was he who
caused it—I can direct you to him, that
you may strike =

“Then you think I do mnot know.
Perhaps Santa Anna, dietator of Mex-
ico, might tell you differently. It was
in truth that Urrea who lied to me in
order to obtain the paper; he lied, but—
he did not torture,” answered Senor
Perote coldly.

The wounded man, overcome by
weakness, fell back upon the ground,
vet he continued to cry out feebly, beg-
ging for mercy. Seiior Perote laughed
for the second time.

“You expect that, and I have killed
an innocent man in order to reach you?
I struck down the soldier who accompa-
nied you to this place, and he had never
injured me. Do you think, then, I will
spare you—who took the iron from the
firg2e '

ITe mttered the words with awful
calmness, and his disfigured face in the—

demon.

Captain Valeno threw up his arms
and shrieked in terror. ~Through the
mist of blood which covered his eyes he
could only vaguely distinguish the form
of his enemy. - :
_ In the weird light the form of the ex- |
innkeeper seemed to be fl T Bl A
wave of crimson which surged
and forward like the sur




“Yes, sefior, I will grant you mercy—

the mercy you denied me when I lay
bound upon the floor of my own house.
Had you killed me then you would have
been merciful—that merey I will grant
you, Captain Valeno.”

He raised the knife and struck down-
ward. At the first blow the man upon

the ground shrieked wildly. After the.

second he lay perfectly still.

The spell was broken. Sergeant
Bradley sprang to his feet and raised
his pistol. Its muzzle covered the man
who was wiping the blade of his knife
upon the jacket of the vietim. The
Texan’s finger pressed the trigger, but
no flash or report answered the falling
of the hammer. The weapon refused to
be discharged.

Sergeant Bradley uttered a sharp
oath and hurled the useless weapon into
the bushes, but if it was his intention to
attack the man before him with his
knife it was too late.

Sefior Perote darted away with the
swiftness of a mountain wildeat and was
at the foot of the hill before the Texan
realized he was gone.

Leaning forward, he watched the hazy
figure hastening across the level gronud
which lay between the elevation ani the
silent inn. A slight noise sounded be-
hind him; he turned quickly, the knife
held ready for defense, but there was no
need to use it.

Two men were pushing through the
undergrowth, and the first was Lieuten-
ant Haddon.

“In God’s name,” demanded the Vir-
ginian breathlessly, “ what has taken
place? Have you been attacked?”

“No; but I have seen the devil,
dressed like a Mexican. You will find
two dead men lying over there,” an-
swered the Texan dryly.

He seized Haddon by the arm.

“T have seen many strange things
and have gone through some myself, but
to see a Mexican officer murder in cold
hlood two of his own followers startles
one a little. That is what has just oc-
curred. Do you know who has bheen
here? Mazatlan! If it were not for
that corpse yonder I should believe I
had bheen dreaming.”

He glanced euriously at the man who
was standing behind the Virginian.

g S

~ “You have found some one?” said

“It is Anderson, and over yonder
the road is black with our own cavalry-.
men,” was Haddon’s unexpected an-
SWer.

For a moment Sergeant Bradley re-
mained perfectly quiet, an expression of
bewilderment on his face.

“ God knows, sir, there has mnever
been weak-minded ones in my family,
but I have seen that over there, and now
I am to believe a miracle has happened.
I have scarcely taken my eyes from that
inn for four hours, and during that time
no one has left it, yet you tell me this is
the man who barricaded himself behind
its walls.”

“Which is the truth. And who do
you think led him so unexpectedly out
of that trap? It was Mazatlan!™ re-
plied the Virginian.

The Texan passed his fingers through
his hair.

“Tell me that our army is already in
the capital of Mexico. * It only requires
that to convince me that the moonlight
has turned my brain. A moment ago I
saw this guerrillero leader slay his own
officer, and now you tell me it was he
who took the man he wished to kill out
of that hounse.”

“You are not mad, for that is just
what has happened. You know that
this inn was a very old one and that
many of the old houses in Mexico are
provided with secret enirances and
exits. Anderson was in there watching
the doors and windows when a step
gounded in the room next to the one
he occupied. The next moment a man
appeared in the doorway—a man whose
face was disficured by dreadful sears.

“I1t was Mazatlan?” muttered the
Texamn.. =

“Who else?
shot him, when the fellow spoke.

“ ¢ Lower your pistol,senor,for I have
come to take you out of this place. Be-
hind the house are waiting those who
will save you from the guerrilleros. One
is the Sefor Haddon? ™

“In God’s name! Mazatlan knows

“ It would appear so, else he could

that we are here? ” broke in the Texan.

Anderson would have.




- strange creature, determining to shool
- him at the first sign of treachery. But
- the Mexican did exactly as he promised.

“ Going on in front, he led Anderson

to the mouth of a trap door which gave
into a passage ing beneath the
ground. Reaching the end of this pas-
sage, our comrade found himself in a
dense covering of bushes. His myste-
rious guide turned and pointed to the
left.

’ “¢@Go, sefior. That way will bring you
= to the highroad, beyond the eircle of the
= guerrilleros,” said he quietly, and disap-

3 peared.” .
; “ Tt is ©od’s truth,” broke in the ar-
b tilleryman; “it happened just as Lieu-

tenant Haddon has stated. I followed
: the direction and came out upon the
3 highway. Not fifty feet away a body
' of horsemen were sitting silently in
their saddles, and Lieutenant Haddon
was talking to one of them.”

“ It was the eavalry we have been ex-

pecting, which the Mexicans proposed
to ambush,” added the Virginian. Then,
with a grim smile: * But something else
will happen. Tt is not a single detach-
ment of our scouts who are waiting hack
- there, but—the advance guard of our
" army. General Taylor has seattered the
' Mexicans in the north and is advancing

upon Chaleo.”

- “And Mazatlan? > Sergeant Brad-
3 ley put the question as one who did not
’ clearly comprehend whether he was
; awake or dreaming.
) “We may learn more of Mazatlan
< later,” answered Haddon gravely. He
o was wondering what the next few hours
would bring forth—what would happen
~ when the moment arrived for which the
~ twoscore guerrilleros from Chalco were
. | waiting. ;
=1 He left the Texan’s side and walked
- acvoss the intervening space which sep-
R zgiea hitg from the still figure lying on
= dbe eround.

f f‘ ~ Captain Valeno lay upon his back, his
- furned toward the clondless sky.

oking down, Haddon thought to meet
gaze of one who had died
but what he saw caused

o 1

these terrible wounds had been inflicted
before the fatal knife thrust pierced his
heart. .

CHAPTER XIV.
THE REVENGE OF SENOR PEROTE.

Tug plan which Lieutenant Haddon
and the commander of the regiment of
American cavalry had formulated was
extremely simple, but it gave promise of
bringing about a desired result—that
of drawing an attack from the Mexican
querrilleros.

The foree of northern horsemen out-
numbered Mazatlan’s followers ten to
one, and from these five hundred odd
troopers a detail of twenty-five were
selected.

These, nnder the command of Had-
don and one of their own sub-officers,
separated themselves from the main
body, which had halted two miles to the
north of the inn.

The horses were put into a gallop and
advanced with considerable noise along
the highway to the door of the hostelry.
The Mexicans, watching from their
hiding-places, saw these apparently un-
suspecting invaders dismount and pre-
pare to bivonac for the remainder of the
night. Some entered the innm, from
whose chimney smoke presently ap-
peared ; others led the horses behind the
building and began to search about for
fodder.

Not many momentis after the Ameri-
cans had begun such preparations a mes-
senger entered the main camp of the
guerrilleros, which was situated in a de-
pression half a mile south of the inn.

He reported what had taken place— T
that within an hour the enemy, whom- -
Mazatlan had ridden northward from
Chalco to crush at a single blow, would
be sleeping the sleep of exhausted men.
Then would come the opportunity for
Whﬁh hei waited.

azatlan, his back propped against a
tree, a cigarette hetweI(Jen 1{]h‘,lli)a. lipé, hean;
the report and smiled grimly.
Lieutenant Haddon have
smile he might have doub
mise a_-t_-whi'e% '




northward to give them over (o (he

Americans.

How this would be accomplished re-

mained a mystery, but in any case,
whether or no his surmise should prove

- #o be correct, the result must be the

;same. What chance would forty-odd
" Mexicans stand against a regiment of
General Taylor’s picked eavalry?

Mazatlan- tossed aside the cigarette
and gave a few sharp orders. The first
was that the sentinels should be called
in from their stations mpon the hills;
the second, that his men should prepare
for combat—a combat in which no quar-
ter should be given.

A sub-officer, a mere boy from the
district of Cerro Gordo, approached his
commander.

“ The Senor Valeno is still absent,
sefior,” said he; “it is reported by one
of the sentinels that strange eries were
heard upon the hills. Can it be possi-
ble ? .

Mazatlan was rolling another cigar-
ette. He paused and looked into the
face of the young guerrillero.

“Tt was the wolves the fool heard,
Molino. Doubtless Sefior Valeno is
watching these Americanos. He will
turn up at the right time,” said he, not
unkindly.

The lad was the brother of the man
who lay dead upon the hill back of the
inn.

Mazatlan lighted the ecigarette and
blew a puft of smoke toward the waning
moon. A swarthy sergeant stepped
before him and saluted.

“Two of the men are still absent,
gefior,” he reported.

“Remind me of that afterward—
when we have wiped out these Ameri-
conos. 1 know how to deal with those
who are absent at such a time,” said he
eruffly. s

An hour passed. Mazatlan called the
young guerrillero to him.

« (Order the men into their bac’ldles
Molino. The fools are sleeping sonu&ly
by this time. And remember—there is
to be mo quarter. If one of these
Americanos is ahve at susnme, 1 shall
know~the reason, said he sharply.

inn-mnh ¢

sfigured face was not pleasing 15 Tpok?
upm 1t boded ill for the enemies of
Mexico. :

Molino had seen it fre zuently before, =9
and each time luckless Americanos had
been slaughtered without mercy.

The Mexican horsemen moved in a
straggling line aeross the fields toward
the inn, stretching out until they
formed a circle broken only at one
point.

Mazatlan had drawn his saber, and
the twoscore men on either side of him |
unslung their carbines. The trained o
cavalry horses brokée into a brisk trot as
the circle of evil faces and shining steel
clogsed in upon a common center.

The solitary sentinel standing before
the door of the inn looked across the
fields and saw the rapidly approaching
line of horsemen. He had received his

proaching riders were not yet within
carbine shot.

The sound of galloping horses became
distinctly aundible. Suddenly the sen-
tinel raised his carbine and fired, turned
quickly, and sprang through the open
door of the inn.

It was what Mazatlan expected. The
shot would awaken the sleeping Ameri-
cans, but before they conld seize their
arms and defend the house his guerril-
leros would be upon them

A fierce Spanish yell echoed across
the fields. A tumult of horses and
swarthyv-faced riders swept like a whirl- :
wind upon the inn from three sides, a +
dozen carbines flashed, the bullets shat-
tering the boards over the windows.

The foremost of the guerrilleros
hurled his horse against the door, beat-
ing upon it with his saber.

Had the men within been suddenly

awakened from sleep, nothing could L
have withstood so sudden and un- >
expected an attack. As it was, a score - e
of Mexicans had thrown themselyves s

from their saddles and were rushing for- i
ward, forcing an entrance through the Y
doorway

1t seemed as though those within the
house mugt be strmkenNmotmnIesa with
terror and surprise ;
the mad onrush of -
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A dozen Mexicans had forced their

way through the doorway with ready
_pistols and uplifted saber, but no one

fired and not a single blade descended.

Because only blackness and utter
silence greeted those who were prepared
to engage in mortal combat. Had the
Mexicans discharged their pistols, had
they struck—the bullets and the saber
blades would have been wasted on the
empty air. :

The interior of the inn contained not
a stngle American! :

The guerrilleros who had forced their
way through the door stood motionless;
those who pressed behind paused in
amazement.

A horseman forced his way to the
threshold. It was Mazatlan.

“In the fiend’s name,” he shouted
fiercely, “ whatis this? If they will not
fight, kill them where they kneel.”

A voice from within the inn answered
hoarsely :

“We cannot, sefor, for—there iz no
one here to Kill!”

The guerrillero leader threw himself
from his saddle and rushed over the
threshold. .

“ What devil’s trick is this? Where

~ are the Americanos? ” he shouted.

The guerrilleros gave way before him;
a number began to cross themselves.
Mazatlan glared into the darkened
room.

“A light! What are you waiting
for?*” He struck the Mexican nearest
him with the hilt of his sword. One of
the men tore off his jacket, rolled it to-
gether and set fire to the cloth. The
flame flared up and showed the room
—empty.

“ Fire the house!” shonted Mazatlan ;
“if they are in the cellar——>

One of the guerrilleros tonched him on
the arm.

“Pardon, sefior, but now I remem-

- ber: 1 have heard that upon the Aca-
pulco road was an inn which was pro-
- vided with a secret passage. It may be

. possible—>

oIk thousand devils! Why

. : did you
mot think of that before? They have

way, but we will catch

Mﬂm‘.,_

who were in the house poured after
him and half had regained their sad-
dles. Mazatlan had gathered up his
reins, when above the tumult of shout-
ing, cursing inen arose a sound familiar
to every cavalryman—the regular muf-
fled thunder of innumerable horses’
hoofs, pounding, pounding upon a hard
roadbed. A frenzied yell came from the
querrilleros on the outskirts of the
crowd which pressed about the door of*
the inn. These, looking up the high-
way, saw an avalanche of dark forms
advancing in the moonlight. _

As it approached, the front of this
swiftly moving mass spread out into the
fields on either side of the road. A
sheet of flame burst from the advancing
line, the air was filled with leaden rain
which buzzed like a swarm of angry
bees, and a dozen Mexicans tumbled
from their saddles.

On the instant Mazatlan compre-
hended what had happened. He, not
the Americans, had been ambuseaded.
He would have given no mercy, and—he
asked for none.

Shouting a sharp order, he wheeled
his horse and spurred toward the ad-
vancing horde of northern cavalrymen
with a score of his guerrilleros following
him, and in a moment Mexicans and
Americans were mingled in a strug-
gling mélée.

Haddon, riding in the front rank of
the attacking lines, saw a number of
swarthy, passionate faces confronting
him. He warded off a saber stroke and
cut down the Mexican who was pushing
his horse against his own.

As the man fell, another pressed for-
ward from behind him. This second
guerrillero was clad in a gold-embroid-
ered jacket and fought like a demon;
his face, dark with passion, was disfig-
ured by iwo livid scars.

The press of horsemen before and
behind forced these two so closely to-
gether that they gazed into each other’s
eyes, but in those of the Mexican came
no look of recognition. :

For an instant Haddon saw the
ferocity which doubly distorted the
eous features, then his horse s

the right,
m
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had been trying to fathom the motives
of a madman. This Mexican, who one
day betrayed Santa Anna and the next
turned with brutal ferocity against the
Americans, had been rendered insane by
his suﬁenngs

Seior Perote, or Mazatlan, as one
chose, was a maniac whose acts were
prompted by the workings of a diseased
brain.

Now thoroughly upon his guard, the
Virginian parried a second stroke of the
flashing saber, and even though he knew
the Mexican was trying desperately to
cut him down, he resclved if possible to
spare him.

He struck back fiercely, but each time
twisted his saber so that did his adver-
sary receive the blow upon the head it
would be from the blunt side of the
Weapon.

A thin froth appeared upon the lips
of the Mexican. -Angered beyond
measure that he could neither cut down
his enemy nor pass him, he warded a
blow skilfully with his right hand and
at the same instant, with his left,
snatched a pistol from his sash. Had-
don saw the move and jerked his horse
back wupon his haunches.
from the pistol buried itself in the ani-
mal’s shoulder. Mazatlan hurled his
own beast forward and lunged fiercely
with his sword, but the point did not
reach his adversary.

At the very instant when the steel
was within an ineh of Haddon’s breast
and he powerless to parry, a second
gaber struck aside that of the guerrilla
leader. Before Mazatlan could re-
cover himself, this second saber darted
forward and the point canght the Mex-
ican squarely in the throat.

The horseman who had saved Had-
don from death or a serious wound
 turned his head sharply.

. “It was a close call, sir. When you
fight the devil, do net fry to spare

| B 2

Having given utterance to this blunt
speech, Sergeant Bradley turned and
hurled himgelf into the thickest of the

mélée.
&maal a wmhmi mi’,d. na'i: Ia-s‘l:
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' h&E Americans, gresamg for-
E every side, speedily cut the
handful of guerrilleros in pieces.

& the el of ten inmutes. Balf of
Mazatlan®s followers were dead, a few
wounded and prisoners, while a paltry
dozen fled panic-stricken across the
fields in the direction of Chalco.

After a little while lights were gleam-
ing in the inn opposite the triple boul-
ders. Upon the Hoor of the main room
lay the body of the guerrilla leader,
Mazatlan. The wound he had received
from' the Texan’s saber had not killed
him instantly, and under Haddon’s di-
rections he was lifted from the spot
where he had fallen and carried into the
house.

The surgeon of the cavalry regiment
bent over him and examined the wound.
In the room were gathered Haddomn,
Sergeant Bradley and a dozen American
officers. Some of them had seen the man
when, as Senor Perote, he had entered
the lines; others knew of the famous
guerrilla chief only by reputation.

The surgeon arese and shook his
head.

* The man cannot live a quarter of
an hour. With such a wound it is a
miracle he has lasted so long,” said he

- gravely.

Haddon looked upon the disfigured
fa-e, and an expression of regret came
into his eyes. He could not forget that
this man had freed him from his bonds
in that very inn; that on three other
occasions he had rendered service to the
flag he served.

Mazatlan stirred feebly and his eyes
opened. Haddon leaned forward, for
it was possible he wished to =ay some-
thing. The lips of the Mexiean parted,
hut no sound passed them.

He was staring straight ahead, past
Haddon—at the door.

The voice of Sergeant Bradley, hoarse
with amazement, broke the silence.

“ My God, lientenant, look there!™

The Virginian turned quickly.

Never to his dying day could he for-
get the sensation which passed over
him—a feeling of amazement, unbelief,
and terror
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 cavalry; but it was not that which

had brought the exclamation to the
Texan’s lips and stricken Haddon
dumb.

The face of the newcomer was turned
toward the light, and that face was
frightfully disfigured by two lvid scars,
beginning at a point near the center of the
chin and extending upward to the bottom
of the ears.

So intense a silence reigned in the
room that the faint breathing of the
dying man upon the floor could be dis-
tinetly heard. Then, with an almost
imperceptible gesture, the figure in the
doorway advanced a few feet within the
threshold.

His gaze traveled from the face of
the man upon the floor to that of Lieu-
tenant Haddon.

“ Surely the sefior has not forgotien
—1 am Perote,” said he quietly.

Haddon stared mutely at the speaker.
A faint smile touched the disfigured lips
of Senior Perote.

“T see—I understand why the sefior
is amazed. Is it not so—the scars?”
said he.

Haddon recovered himself, but his
face was wet with perspiration.

“ You are Perote,” said he, and there
was a hollow ring in his voice. * Who,
then, is this man?”

Perote looked down upon the figure
on the floor. ;

“You should know, sefior, for you
have been in Chalco. Who but Mazat-
lan would Santa Anna send to ambush
the Americans? It iz Mazatlan, but
before that happened he was Seiior
Amador.”

Suddenly something of the truth
dawned wvpon the Virginian. He re-
membered the face of the man whom
he had seen that night lying dead on
the hill behind the inn. He knew that
more than onme must have been con-
cerned in the disfigurement of Sefior
Perote, and the face of the man upon
~the hill gave him an inkling of the

el manner in which Perote had worked out

s Tevenge.
_ Now that the two faces, each with the
‘double scar, were before his eyes,

ted that these scars were the result
C Wi L'h
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oader, as though made by some dull
?;::mment, but gexcept for this elight
difference each disfigr ement was strik-
ingly similar. /
mgH{) knew how the guerrilla leader,
Mazatlan, had come by the scars which
made him a marked man, yet he put the
question which hovered on his tongue.

Sefior Perote nodded grimly. _

“ Tt is even so, seiior, for it was in
that manner I might make this man
share my suffering, and some suffering is
worse than death.” ]

He paused, then continued quietly:

¢« Phere were two: this Amador, and
the other—Valeno. It so “happened
that I permitted a certain paper to be
taken from them. The robber fled and
they accused me of being an enemy to
Mexico.

“ Had they killed me, nothing more
would have been heard about the mat-
ter, for to kill a man in Mexico is no
great thing. They chose to torture me.
Under my own roof they burned me with
hot irons and laughed at my suffering.

“ From that hour a demon took pos-
session of me. Sleeping or waking, T
desired but one thing—to find these
men and kill them.

“ 1t was one night that that one slept

_in an inn in Chaleo; I watched his light

go out and waited until the inn was
quiet. I crept throngh the open window
to the bed and looked down upon him.

“ 1t was in my mind to kill him as he
lay, but the demon of revenge showed
me a better way, It was done quickly;
no light was necessary. I cut deeply,
even as he had burned me with the iron.

“1 knew that when the wounds
healed there would be in Mexico two
who would carry to their graves a livid
eross, a disfigurement which could only
be hidden in the tomb.”

He pauzed and looked from one face
to another, then continued with awful
calmness: ,

“You know what occurred afterwar]
The demon which possessed me entered
Japtain Amador. He became Maza!-

lan, who slew men for the love of kill-

ing. I hated Mexico—because
ficers of Santa Anna had tortured n
resolved to aid the in s of )

that Santa An :
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thing, for it was I who carried to Chalco
the report which sent Mazatlan north-
ward. And I knew that not a handful
of your ecavalrymen, but whole regi-
~ments, were pushing toward the cap-

. | MRl

Haddon turned to the others in the
room.

“1It is as he says. Seior Perote has
aided uns in many ways. Already Gen-
eral Taylor has trusted him.”

He turned to the Mexican.

“ And now, senior, surely you will re-
main with us? To-night’s work will
tell Santa Anna what's in your heart.”

Senor Perote smiled grimly.

“1 do not fear Santa Anna, sefior.
Perhaps I alone of all Mexico do not
fear him. - Your army is marching on
the capital. It may be permitted that T
serve you further.”

The man upon the floor had remained
motionless for some minutes, though his
eyes were fixed in a dreadful stare upon
the face of Senor Perote. 1

The surgeon bent over him and thrust
his hand beneath the braided jacket,
over the heart. For a moment he re-
mained in this attitude listening.

“ He is dead,” said he gravely.

A strange expression crossed the face
of Senor Perote. He advanced a step
and stood gazing down upon the livid
double scar which crossed the features
of the dead guerrilla leader. His lips
quivered ; he turned silently and re-
traced his steps to the door. Upon the
threshold he stopped.

“Ts it not as I said, sefiors? * said he
in a quiet voice. “ Such sears accom-
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iim who bears them even to ‘the

pany | -
grave.” . -
He passed out into the moonlight

and mone in the room followed. Ii-

seemed almost that the man who had

been speaking-lay dead upon the floor.
* #* * £

For many years after the capital had
fallen and the northern invaders re-
crossed the Rio Grande strangers who
visited a certain part of Mexico heard a
curious tale.

It was said that in the mountain fast-
ness, beyond the lonely pass of Cerro
Gordo, there dwelt in a rude hut hidden
in the chaparral a terrible old man.
This strange hermit never came into a
town or near a place of habitation.

It was held by some that he was a
holy man who was working out a pen-
ance by a life of solitude, and that the
blessed privilege was permitted him. to
wear upon his person the figure of an in-
delible eross.

Others asserted, however, that the
lone hermit had been guilty of an un-
pardonable wickedness, and that God
had punished him by marking him-for-
ever, so that all men might see and
know.

These conflicting opinions had doubt-
less found their source in the report
brought from the mountains by a
hunter who had met the man in a
desolate ravine of Resaca de la Palma.

He had seen his face—a face horribly
disfisured hy two livid scars, beginning
near the center of the chin and extend-
ing upward to a point a little below the
lobe of each ear.

END.

PANSIES.

SorT as silk or satin : |

And lovelier to behold 3 |
In their blended beauty 5 :
- Of purple and of gold !

’Mid the gentle moonlight
With no mortal near,
They may be the dresses
That the fairies wear!
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How opportunity broke its rule,

HE room was losing itself in twi-
light: there was a somber touch

of shadow lighted by old gold; a melan-
choly shaft of sun fell in a narrow line
of pale yellow across the hardwood

" floor. It was a time for memories and

for dreams.

Klinor, lying back in the shadowy
recess of an easy-chair, felt it as she
spread open with caressing fingers the
letter in her lap. Her throat was con-
tracting, her eyes were wells of tears,
the years of her waiting slipped from
her as a garment, and with it she threw
off the cramping, clinging fetters of the
past.

The thin, foreign paper, with its
closely written lines, spelled only one
sentence to her sharpened fancy: Lloyd
was coming back—free!

*“ Lloyd *—her lips framed his name
with whimsical tenderness. For the
first time sinee his marriage she could
call him that without feeling the ghost
of their love rising before her threat-
eningly, to close 1t with the terrible
dearness of outlawed possession. The
little futile figure of his wife, with all
her immature affection and unreasoning
jealousy, had been swept forever from
the horizon. She was dust!

For the first time Elinor thought of
her with pity. She seemed to be at the
beginning of things—to see, with eyes
that had hitherto been accustomed only
fo darkness, the broad, beautiful way of
a future remade. In the light of it the
past grew less a thing of bitterness. She
eould look back upon it as one looks on
A grave grown green.
~ And it had all come right after all!

~ There had been no dim hope to lure her

on; she had never thought of him ex-
~as of some one irretrievably lost;
d even k:pt_ down the sin of wish-

-

.t;hrﬁwiug herself hack in it

THE SPACE BETWEEN.

BY ALICE GARLAND STEELE.

knocked twice at the same gate, and what came of it

It said very little. His wile had died
at Nice in December—it was now April
—and he was coming home to her free.
If she had waited, it might be as if their
parting had never been—and they could
marry at once, and forget.

In a sudden passion of joy she erushed
the paper in her fingers, bruising it with
the strength of her remembrance. She
got up, carrying it to the light that she
might read it again with a more com.
plete interpretation.

And between the lines she read his
love—that was to make up for all—all—
all! The whole gray tragedy of her un-
crowned maidenhood was vindicated!

“ HElinor? ”

She turned quickly.

“ Oh, Martin—is it you? Come in

Her voice held a vibrant note quite
new to him—he was keenly alive to it,
as he was to every change in her. He
came in quietly, as one accustomed to
the threshold, and, laying aside his hat
and cane, seated himself by the win-
dow. The light of it fell in unflattering
clearness across his large-featured face.

Elinor, glancing at him, smiled to
herself—it was so palpably the face of a
friend—there was so little about him
of the lover. She went over to a
center-table, where a erystal lamp stood.

“Shall I light it?* she asked. “Or
will you wait till the tea comes in?”

He watched her white hand playing
with the globe against a hackground of
shadow.

“ Don’t,” he said. “ This light is per-
fect, and any way I've only a minute to
stay. I just dropped in on my way from
’th'(;l club to see—well *—he laughed a

rifle nervously—" to gee yon, vou know
—and all that.” : P
She crossed over to the
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: }‘hmﬂe& precatingly.
“1 can’t, mb—hnnestly And
 why should 1?*
- She failed to answer him. He
i laughed again—a laugh that lacked as-
s surance.
“My dear,” he said gently, “you
'do.. ¢ know what they mean to me—
| these daily glimpses of you. Seeing you
' m your own home is next to having you
—~—in mine. Sinee you won't come to
ime, well—Mohammed must go to the
Jjmountain, that’s all!”
She tapped with one hand on the arm
cof her chair and her face was slightly
“troubled.
* Martin, you mustn’t talk that way—
rany longer.”
He looked at her quickly.
“ Why not any longer, Elinor?”
But she felt the pressure of a con-
strained silence. He rose and went
(over to her chair, bending his tall figure

jand accentuating the slight stoop of his-

shoulders.

« Rlinor,” he said, .“let’s have it
fout!*

His voice faltered, then he went on
more steadily.

“We've been years beating about the
{bush, you and I—we've almost knocked
1all the blooms off; we’ve been like chil-
{dren playing a game, and after all it
Jisn’t wise, dear, to play games with

“{hearts. I’ve tried my best to win out,
ibut you haven’t exactly been square—
yyou haven’t let me know whether I had
rany show. I’'m a stupid old chap, but
IT've loved you for a long time. Doesn’t
ithat eount for something? *

His hand sought hers where it lay on
{her lap, but she drew it suddenly away.

“ No, no,

Instinctively he straightened up,
[folding his arms in pained silence.
TWith a feeling of compunection she
ltouched his sleeve.
| “Martin—oh, Martin—can’t you just
Ibe my friend 27

He shook his head sadly.

[* “Tve been trying to all my life,” he

1;31& “ gince we were children together,

"

but, Elinor, it’s hardly fair—to me.”
She bit her lips.

“1 know,” she said uncertainl
© you knew the truth-—you knew

“ but

loved
I fopoe; Ko thatI mﬁl@nﬁt ever

again, in that way. 1've tried ¥—she
raised her head—“1 have, Martin; tried
my best, but 1 can’t.”

Her last word was barely whispered,
but he flinched as if from a blow.

“Is that final, Blinor?”

Shemodded. She could not trust her-
gelf to speak. He drew a long breath,
then put out his hand.

“Will you seal the bond,” he said
slowly, “ of our—friendship? »

She. put her hand in his with the
knowledge that tears were in her voice.

% Martm * she said; * good old Mar-
tint®

He sat down ‘again, cro:-.mma his
hands on his knees and shaking off with
visible effort the burden of his depres-
sion.

“0Oh,” he said, “ I’ve grown gray in
the service, Elinor.”

“And T’ve given you—starvation
wages, Martin. It hasn’t paid, hasit? ”

She tried to speak lightly, but over
the glow of her joy had crept a shade.
She cared for Martin in a very real way.

He nodded, smiling his broad, un-
beautiful smile.

“ Yes, it has—just this moment would
pay, if there had been nothing else! To
be sure of a good woman’s friendship—
well, it’s next to the—other thing.”

A sudden realization of all the gen-
erous years of his self-imposed servitude
came to her, and in the light of it she
felt she could keep no secret hid. She
leaned over, her ‘hand fingering the
letter in her dress.

“Martin,” she said slowly, * Lloyd is
coming home.”

He started.

*“Lloyd Derevan?*

“Yes,” she said; “ Lloyd Derevan.”

Something in the way she lingered
over the name made him turn a shade
paler.:

“ And Mrs. Derevan? ¥ he asked.

There was a moment of silence.

“Mrs. Derevan is dead.”

A strange hush felb between them.
She was only conscious of her letter, as
he was only conscious of her. His eyes,
searching her face, read enough to

make him steady b}w expreaswn of hm _

own.
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- than I, some day.”

She smiled, but her lips were trem-
bling. _ ; x

< All the difference in the world!™

He felt almost as if he had been In
the confessional. He looked at her a
moment without speaking, then he rose,
taking up his hat and cane.

His eyes were a trifle strained, and
there were lines about his mouth, but
he spoke indifferently.

“ There’s going to be a meet at Med-
wood Tunesday. Would you care to go?”
She hesitated. IHer voice softened.

* Tuesday,” she said, “ Lloyd comes.’
She went on hurriedly: ©“ The steamer
gets in at noon, and » she stopped
eonstrainedly.

He held out his hand.

“1 know,” he said. “Don’t trouble
to explain. DIll drop in, if I may, to-
morrow—just to indorse the bond.”
And he smiled.

She was leaning back against the
deorway, looking away from him.

“ Martin,” she said, “ I want you to
keep coming, just the same—always.”

His face flushed.

“T’ll come to-morrow,” he said
evasively; “after that—° the deluge.””

He moved out into the hallway, where
he paused.

“ Elinor, are you quite sure of—jyour-
self # .

She looked up.

“ Quite sure.” :

“ And of him—I mean of what he
77

She smiled.

“Big men are only boys grown up,
Martin; to know Lloyd once would be
to know him forever. There—don’t
let’s talk about it any more. I can’t
ask yon to be glad, but I ask you not to
be sorry about my gladness.”

e pressed her hand reassuringly.

“No,” he gaid, “I can’t quite be
‘glad,’ can 1?7 The under dog, you
know—but if you are, I can be—welli,
let’s call it content. There, good-hy; I

>

- must hurry along.?

She turned to him impulsively.
~_*“ Martin, there’ll be somebody better

The ghost of a smile curved his lips.

?” he said. “ You were

Bahl .
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the light of

But as he left her she knew that to the
endshis home would be desolate unless

she filled it.

She went back into the empty room.

The darkness had fallen quickly, yet she
lit the lamp lingeringly-—she had dwelt
so long in shadows.

She drew up a low chair and sat with
her arms across the table, thinking.

Perhaps not thinking so much as re-
membering. She remembered those
early days of Lloyd’s devotion and the

future that was to be all mist and moon- -

shine; and then she had gone abroad
for two years with her invalid mother,
and come back alone to find him bound
to another.

He had accused her of forgetting, and
told her that because of it he hadn’t
cared much what might happen, and so
he had married a girl from the West.

That first interview afterward had
been painful—she closed her eyes even
now. She remembered that she had
had the strength to cut short his protes-
tations, to keep her eyes dry, and her
heart in the iron grasp of reason; but
somehow he had left her with the im-
pression that he still cared—desperately
—and that things must go on so till
the end.

She had felt quite limp and nerveless
aflterward—there had been several un-
avoidable meetings, once at a dinner,
once during a week-end visit, and two
simple notes from her, requesting the
return of her letters.

Then came the blind jealousy of his
wife, and after that a long ga hlank
of six years—if years could be blank
that were filled with such conscious
sullering of remembrance!

Through it all, Martin, who knew,
had been the one calming influence- He
had helped her to catch up the broken
threads of her torn existence, but the
warp and woof of her fabric had still
been gray—always gray. A friend
can move mountains, bu dr)
dead sea! A t nc!t T

And so the years had slipped by.

As she couited them !ﬁjﬁdtaﬁ felt
a sudden unreasoning fear—had {
changed her too terribly ?

. h;r e
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vmﬁ waent w-‘i‘ﬁh 1; ging
b%@ﬂ fg?: mirror, lighting a brac ted
candle as one who dreads to see and
vet must look.

The reflection calmed her. She was
still young—the old edition of herselt
in a larger reprint; that was all.

She stepped back with visible relief.
A sound of cab wheels rolling over the
asphalt drew her to the window. Part-
ing the curtains, she looked out. The
night was marshaling its host of stars;
the warm moisture of spring lay on the
pavements.

The cab had stopped at her door.

She turned inquiringly as a maid en-
tered bearing a eard on a silver tray.
Before she had fully mastered the mean-
ing of the name she heard a man’s quick
step in the eorridor.

As the maid retreated, her expectﬂucy
grew almost to be physical pain. With
straining eyes she watched the doorway.
It was here at last—this meeting of the
bridged-over yvears.

The next moment they stood facing
each other.

“ Lloyd!”

*“ My dear Elinor

She felt as Mary did confronted by
Lazarus; the grave-clothes still about
his head; then her voice left her—her
lips, hot and dry, could form no greet-
ing. Only her eyes gave him the wel-
come he craved.

As his hand found hers, she sank on
a divan, trembling. He explained in
broken sentences.

“1 took an earlier steamer—it was
beastly over there. I lost at Monte
Carlo—and like a small boy I wanted to
get home, away from it —I came straight
to you.”

She hardly heard what he was saying
—the tumult of her joy seemed to be
killing her.

He leaned over and kissed her on the
lips, passing his fingers across her fore-
head. The caress left her weak—she
was like a sensitive lily alive fo the
touch of the first despoiling hand. At
last she sat up, smiling tearfully.

“ 0Oh,” she said, “1 know what
Heaven is—it's a meeting-place for
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E:rtad gouls! Lloyd! Oh, Lloyd—to
v

e you hack again!”

“You alwa,gs were strong on senti-
ment, Elinor. So you've missed me?
That’s pleasant! 1 think I want you
now as I never did in those old days.
You are like good wine—age has im-
proved you.”

She flushed with pleasure. To be
weighed in the balances and not found
wanting!

“ Lloyd,” she whispered; “ Lloyd.”

*“ Oh,” he said lightly, “ I was sure of
you, Elinor—that's why I wrote. I
heard from the Badgelys yon were still
in the same place. I met them at Pisa—
after Ethel died I roamed around a good
deal, getting used to my freedom. It
was sudden, you know—she always did
things that way. We were at a hole of
a place in Nice when it happened. I
did all T could—I tried to make up at
the end; but it doesn™t matter now
whether I did or not—I'm back with
you.”

She was looking at him intently. He
gave her a sensation of strangeness.
His words she hardly heard—she was
=0 alive to the tones of his voice—listen-
ing for familiar cadences.

He leaned back, watching her.

“The Badgelys told me that you had
dropped ont of society. That was fool-
ish, Elinor; you owe it to me to be
somobod\ They said your long-legged
lawyer friend still looked after you—he
was a clever fellow. It was a wonder
you didn’t marry him—I was out of the
way.”

She looked up at him.

“ Lloyd, it was all I could do to be true
in the one way left to me.”

He patted her hand.

“What a dear little fool you were.
Of course I knew you were true, even
if ——

He stopped abruptly.

% Oh,” she said, ** how the years have
cheated us!?”

He nodded.

“In more ways than one. But we'll
pay them back., Elinor: we’ll live the
rest of our lives to the limit, and we’ll
cheat them in another way—=by forget-
tinp”

She stroked his hand. 4

“ Dear,” she said, “ can one ever for-

get? Itmmaaﬁrﬁglﬁhhum v

-

symtmmmmm!;




THE ARGOSY.

The intensity of her gaze softened.
“ Oh,” she said, “how careless of
me.” Her voice was a trifle com-

" He laughed.

“ That’s the woman of it. To forget
is a man’s creed—he has to, he lives so
intensely; there are some things it
doesn’t do to remember. So he smokes
a eigar or plays a game, and the ghaost
is gone. It's as easy as that, Elinor!
T'll teach you lots of things.”

She watched his eyes, his lips, as a
mother might watch a som grown up
and come home after many® years.
They were familiar, and yet new. He
had the same' trick of smiling, the same
nervous gesture of. pushing back the
waves of his hair; but the boyish look
she remembered was gone. His chin had
grown harder, his eyes more restless.

As he looked back at her he drew her
suddenly to her feet.

“ Liet me see you from all points,” he
said. “ You're not pretty any longer,
Elinor—youn are beautiful; only your
mouth is too sad. That’s right, smile.
Do you know, I've a queer feeling with
youn—as if I were giving my recording
angel an account of my sins. You
wouldn’t know if I skipped any, would
you??

She shook her head.

“ Oh, you've been good, Lloyd—you
have—TI've.always wanted you to be. It
was the ome prayer I could pray—I
couldn’t ask to have you back. I could
0]11}' 23

She paused, her eyes moist at the re-
membrance of those nightly vigils, those
tearless petitions coupled with his un-
spoken name.

His expression changed slightly; his
eyes looked away from her.

“ Would it have made any difference,”
he =aid carelessly, “if I hadn’t been
gomi ? 23

She sent him a startled smile.

“ Why, Lloyd——" she began.

Suddenly he faced her. ;

*“ Elinor, if I didn’t want you so much
I’d make a clean breast of it all—not
that there is g0 much to tell; one or two
dark spots, besetting sins and so forth.”

He rose, walking nervously up and
ﬂt?mn the room. She sat watching him

h parted lips, her eyes troubled.

Her silence brought him back to her

4d .

strained. “ We dine at seven—it must
be nearly that now. Father is away;
there’s nohody but me—we can have it
together.” y :

It was with a feeling of relief she
led the way into the dining-room. The
hour had been so vital to them both.

She seated herself opposite him at the
round table.

Under the light of the chandelier his
{face looked older, with darkened lines
under the eyes. In spite of herself, she
felt that she was watching him—watch-
ing for something she missed. There
was an intangible difference that threat-
ened to level their love down fo mere
acquaintanceship. Omne cannot love the
unknown.

Afterward, when they were back
again in the lamp-lighted room, she
knew. It was the space between, un-
accounted for—a shadow that streteched
over that backward way, covering a
great void.

ITer hands on the cushioned arm of
her chair trembled. He seemed sud-
denly a thing apart, clothed with a ter-
rible strangeness—the strangeness of
change—of subtraction, of multiplica-
tion, of addition.

With a sudden fear she turned grop-
ingly to the past to drag from it some
familiar sign, some bit of common sod
on which their feet could rest together.

She leaned toward him appealingly.

“ Iloyd, do you remember that day at
Medwood, years ago, when you were
jealous of old Mr. Olliver? He died
last month! >

He lit a cigar, casting the burned-out
match carelessly away from him.

“You seem mightily concerned,” he
said ; “ perhaps I was right in being jeal-
ous. But I shouldn’t be now.”

“ Wouldn't you? * she asked.

He launghed.

“Not a bit! Not after the look of
your eyes when I came to-nig It

self up!*
She drew back. ! 24,
““One never gives oneself quite

s A

made you mine forever—you gave your-




n’s seriously lind

d he . She felt as if s

between the eyes!

i Nu,” she amc'[ “ Lloyd, I make one

- reservation—I owe it to—others who

filled the years you left empty.”

There was a silence between them.

He sent blue rings of smoke upward,

his lips curving deliberately. Her eyes

were downcast, but she felt his presence
in the room.

With a sudden rush of tenderness
she went over to him, leaning oh the
arm of his chair.

*“ Lloyd,” she said tremulously, it

all seems—so strange. I—hardly seem-

to know yon.”

He half turned.

< Well,” he said, “I've changed;
that’s all. The trouble i is, you haven’t,
Elinor. A man goes through a mill—
he comes out different. Over there the
pace is rapid.”

She felt a weighing sense of depres-
sion. It was as if the yeast had been
left out of the bread of her joy. She
locked wide-eyed at the tantalizing vis-
ion of an imperfect happiness. She put

one hand on his hair. .
“Lloyd,” she said, “tell me about
those years hetween.” v

He laughed a trifle harshly.

“ It wouldn’t be pleasant hearing, Eli-
nor. You see, iithel comes into it—
and a few others. I guess we had
better let it go as a blank.”

“But we ean’t,” she breathed.
“ There are shapes crowding into it. T
can’t tell you how, but I feel almost as if
some of them were flesh and blood.
They are separating you from me,
Lloyd!”

He stared into the shadow.

“You are romantic,” he said, “and
imaginative. To such a woman as yon

. things would sound even worse. No, no

it! »
i{ “It’s a man’s creed,” she murmured;
‘never a woman’s.”
He got up slowly.
ell,” he sald lightly, “I advise
you to make it yours, at any rate. There
—kiss me, Elinor! ~
At the touch of his lips the old love

:iow}ﬁanaam hae:k Shethxewhar

—we'll let sleeping dogs lie; we’ll forget -

Lloyd, Tifoyd,” she mghed “it’s the
and end of my dreams!™
He loosened her clasp.
“Not the end, Elinor—leave that
ont—an ending is a synonym for death,
and I’m afraid of death!”

His words cast a shadow over her.
She shuddered. He walked across the
room, nervously puffing at his cigar.

“ When Ethel died,” he said, “ I felt
as if she were only going on ahead to
tell on me—to let them know that T had
cheated her to the last.”

She sat down weakly.

“ Cheated her, Lloyd?* she asked
faintly.

He nodded.

“ I never loved her, exactly, but T pre-
tended I did—you have to with some
women. After she found out she made
me keep it up—the pretense—to the
end ; but I knew she was scorning me all
the time.”

Elinor shivered.

“ Poor litile thing!*

“ Poaor little thing! *

“For pity’s sake,” he cried, “don’t
deal in cheap sentiment. You did your
share toward it!”

She stood up, her face pale.

“1?” she said. * Lloyd, what do yon
mean ?

“Just that,” he aunswered shortly.
“You were as guilty as I—you were in
love with me—and I was her husband.”

Something in Elinor’s throat seemed
to be choking her. It was with an ef-
fort she kept her burning eyes on his
face.

“ For shame,” she cried; “ Lloyd, for
shame! ™

She stopped suddenly, with a revul-
sion of feeling. Could it matter now
what he said or what he thought? She
turned away, her lips trembling.

He came swiltly to her side.

 Elinor, forget it—ali 1 said. Some-
how it made me feel less in the wrong
if it seemed that you were in it, too!™

He tried to put one arm about her
waist, but she drew away slowly. She
went over to the window, looking out
half-blindly. The dark spaces of the
sky were set with stars, but she did net

.

she whispered.

sece—she was only conscious that she
had eaten of the tree ﬁhawle&geansl o
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to one inevitable conclusion.

“‘wraith, a memory-

~ She pressed one hand against }15:1' fore-
head and closed her eyes, thinking. The
tumult of her thoughts hurried her on
It had
been there from the first, but only now
did she realize it—that there was a pan-
ful way, which she must walk in alone!

She turned with no haste. Her eyes,
seeking his, held him. g :

“Tloyd,” she said faintly, * there is
no bridge.”

He stood in the center of the room,
Jooking at her. e was like a prisoner
at the bar of her judgment. lis face
under the lamp-light took on weaker
lines.

« I'm afraid I don’t understand,” he
said stiffly. © You deal in riddles, Eli-
nor.”

She crushed the window curtain in
one white hand. _

“ There is no bridge,” she repeated
hurriedly. “1I cannot come to you—
you can never come to me—there must
always be the space between!”

The spell of a pregnant silence held
them botl. His eyes shifted. Then he
looked over at her boldly.

* What are you trying to get at? ” he
said sharply. “ Do you mean that you
have ceased to love me?”

She shook her head.

1 still love you, Lloyd—that part of
you that is dead and buried in a grave.
The part that lives still belongs “to
Ethel and those others.”

He langhed harshly.

“You talk wildly, Elinor.
dead have no claim. Ethel—God!
I never to be rid of her? ”

She passed her hand wearily across
‘her eyes.

“ Lloyd,” she said shiveringly, “ we
must be plain—we must understand.

The

Am

~ As you cheated Ethel you have cheated

me! T have clung all these years to a
to something that
had ceased to exist—and to find it out
is the hitterest thing I have ever
knm-”

He stepped uncertainly toward her.

- His mouth had taken on cruel lines.

_“And what of me—what of me?

1 s't'h 1d to you for noth-
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gobbed. “ Oh, Lloyd, can’l you see Gl |
We are so far apart—so far apart!”

He caught her wrist, holding it firmly.

« Are you sending me away?” he
asked. “ Do you mean that? Don’t
be afraid—I'm not sure that I even wish
to stay! You send too big a flashlight
over my soul!”

She didn’t answer him. Her eyes were
drinking in every detail of the once-
loved face for the last time.

At length she leaned over.

“ Lloyd,” she said very gently, “do
you mind—going now ?

He dropped her hand. In the gesture
was final relinquishment; it was like let-
ting a curtain fall between them. When
he spoke it was from the other side.

« Perhaps,” he said, © it is as well so.
Giood-night, Elinor!—and good-by! ™

She stood in the daze of a broken
dream as his footsteps sounded down
the length of the hall.

When the door closed, she shuddered,
and awolke.

There were no tears in her eves. She
felt only a sense of desolation—of lone-
liness—as one feels when the dead have
heen taken away. Then with dragging
feet she left the room.

A little later, as she tossed on a sleep-
less bed, she heard her father come in.
The sound of his key in the latch
brought her the homely comfort of a
familiar thing—she realized at the mo-
ment that flowers grow on graves. With
the thought she tried to curtain the
painful vision of the evening. As he
passed her door he called to her.

“ Elinor, are you awake? They kept
me late at the Davisons’. Martin was

there; and I heard news—Lloyd Dere-
van is coming back! ™
“Yes,” she said;
night!”
She pillowed her head on her arm,
staring into the darkness.
“ Martin,” she sobbed; “ Martin will
undclerstand! % 7
The morning found her calm and
heavy-eved. ngr grief haﬁrwgﬂt -‘
out, but she felt like a thing left -
late by the sweep of ' ah
must begin eT ‘
It was

“1 know. Good-




silence ‘o'! her endurance wiﬁne mﬁmg
mfmn She turned instinetively to
the emi of the day for the opportunity
for rest.

When at lnst it came it bronght
Martin. She was sitting dully and
listlessly in a window-seat piled high
with languidly luxurious cpshions.
The candles had been lit, and in the
cheerful halo that they cast no ghost
;:Jould venture—there was no ghost for

er

Lloyd’s image was receding far into
~ the dark and impenetrable background

—she only felt the soreness of her own
hurt—the consciousness of all that she
had missed.

As Martin entered she motioned him
to his favorite easy-chair. His face was
slightly graver, his eyes preoccupied. As
he put away his hat and cane he looked
over.

s gcod by to-night, Elinor. I'm
gomrr away.’

* Going away ?  she faltered. *“ Why,
Marti

He drew off his gloves, smoothing out
the barely perceptible creases. He was
a methodic man.

“ Well,” he said, “I’'m not exaectly
sure where I shall go. JIt's partly
business—partly because I think 1t will
be for the best. I thought of going out
to Seattle—there are interests there
somehody else might manage, but it's
as well to go oneself.”

She sat in a strained silence, holding
herself in check, not daring to think of
what his absence would mean to her—
for she knew now.

Suddenlty her nerves gave way—she
leaned her head back, weak tears filling

her eves. In a moment he was at her
side.
£ Why, Elinor—why, my dear—what

SRAHE 2

She caunght one of hig hands im-
pulsively in both of hers.

“ Martin,” she sobbed ;
are you failing me, too? ™

He stood in a torture of absolute
embarrassment, btrokmg her hand un-
certainly.

“You're nervous, little woman,” he
said; “ but yon mustn’t say that——T’m

“ oh, Martin,

m:tapﬁtwﬁnﬂ anyone,lmtcgfaill

you. I onl'h&w how to be loyal in a
jog-trot way !”

She held to him tightly as to a long-
lost hope.

“Don’t go,” she said faintly.
“Don’t go—it’s so terribly sad to be-—
alone.”

He stood over her, his face falling into
shadow.

“My dear,” he said gently, “ there
will be—others to fill my place—it’s
such an unimportant one!™

Something in his voice sank into her
heart. She sat up, looking away from
him.

“ Martin,” she said brokenly, ““Lloyd
came last night—and I sent him—
away.”

In the hush that followed their eyes
met.

* Sent him awav" ” he asked stupidly.
“1 don’t—quite understand, Elinor.”

She stood up, still cliuging to his
hand.

“1 don’t myself,” she said wearily.
“It was all wrong, somehow—he was
differeni—we both were. There was
that space between—I only realized it
then—that one ean never go back; one
must go on forever!”

He looked at her steadily.

“You told him to go?” he asked.
“ Loving him, you told him that he
should go?”

“ Loving his memory.” she whispered.
“I wanted to keep it sacred—because
he was dead—that was why.” c

Suddenly he wunderstood. A light. !
swept over his face. He trembled with

a strange hope. E
“ Thank God,” he said quietly; *‘
“thank God youn found it out—in -

time!
She eyed him wistfully.
“ And vou won’t go, Martin—now # ”
“ Not if you want me to stay, Elinor.”
Her lips crept into a faint smile—she
wore the look of a child who had dried
its tears.
“ Martin, I think I shall want youn— :
always.” =
“ [linor! > ] .
“Yes,” she said slowly, “ I mean just

that.” S
In the silence that followed he bent -
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9 . THE FUGITIVE.

3 BY ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE.
!‘ : ~ A modern l:emanee.in the Holy Land, involving the niystery of an American who seems to be
E . a villain, and culminating in the massacre at Damascus.

4 «PBut,” he added under his breath,
!'-' g SHBITER L «if she does fall in love with either of
3 IN PERIL BY THE JORDAN. them, I hope it won’t be with that young
; LONG, tortuous stream—a creek  human beanpole with a title tied- to it.

A rather than a river—mud-colored,
swift, turbulent; and in a cleared space
along the western bank a group of three
white tents. In front of the largest
tent lounged an elderly woman and a
man.

“ And this is the Jordan!” -the
woman was saying as she eyed the
turgid yellow river with disappoint-
ment. 1 had pictured it as so differ-
ent.”

“You and most of the rest of us
e Americans, Mrs. Sharpe, get your ideas
of Holy Land scemes from pictures
painted by people who were never
nearer Syria than Sandy Hook,” re-
joined the florid, stout old gentleman
who sprawled on the grass at her feet.

“ Tt is only a few of us who are lucky
enough to see the real thing,” he went
on, “and even then we are apt to feel
disappointed until we grasp the subtler
side of it all. Personally, m glad 1
came. I emjoy every hour of my stay.”

% You aren’t the only member of the
party who is extracting wholesale en-
joyment,” replied Mrs. Sharpe, lowering
her voice and nodding significantly to-
ward two men and a girl who were com-
ing up the path from the river bank
toward the tents. “ Your miscce, Miss
Farrar, ought to be happy with all the
attention she is receiving. Look at her,
dividing her favors impartially hetween
young Mr, Mohun and Sir Arthur. I
g confess to a lively interest in that tri-

o angular love affair.”
~ “f Love affair’ is hardly the word for
it, T hope!” retorted the major testily.

Iay has a good, level head on her
J nd she’s not foolish enough
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seriously the attentions of

Mohun is a hundred per cent the better
man of the two.”

The trio of young people had drawn
too mear to permit Mrs. Sharpe to an-
swer. The kind old lady smiled up at
the flushed, eager face of the tall girl
who stood before her, and her gaze
passed on with scarcely less friendliness
to a stalwart, bronzed youth of medium
height who stood on May’s left hand
and who appeared to have been arguing
hotly with her en some tepic.

The third member of the trie, a long,
lank youth with a perpetnal smile,
colorless hair, and a nose three sizes too
large for the rest of the small, sallow
face, almost justified at first glance the
major’'s unkind deseriptien, “ A human
beanpole with a title tied te it.”

Yet Sir Arthur Cole, Baronet, was re-
garded by many as a deeidedly desirable
parti; and he himself thereughly eon-
curred in this opinion. It was evident
he had been an onloeoker rather than a
participant in the discussien between
Mohun and May Farrar, as he looked
uncomfortably from one te the other
and seemed anxious to lead the talk into
some other channel. +
_ “ Uncle Jack,” cried the girl, partly
in fun, partly in vexation, “will-you
kindly explain to Mr. Mohun that if I
need any advice as to my conduet I can
come to you for it without troubling
him? ”

Mohun reddened under his bronzed
skin as the major and Mrs. Sharpe
looked at him in quizzical inquiry.

“1If I’ve interfered with Miss
wishes,” he began, “it was
her sake. Not for my own
There is an old r: v




‘ , and cross to the other side
of the river®

“ Well, why shouldn’t she?” asked
the major. “If the raft will hold them
both? *

“ That’s just what I said!” exclaimed
May.

“ Because,” replied Mohun gravely,
“Imbarak tells me the other side is un-
sate; that boars have oceasionally been
found in the thicleis there; that the
footing is treacherous; and that snakes
are not unheard of in the patches of
marshy ground. But if Miss Farrar
really wants to ecross, and if you think
i:c sa,fe, sir, I shall be glad to cross with

er..!

“ 8o shall I,” broke in Sir Arthur.
“I'd be jolly glad to escort her any-
where. But if there’s really danger,
hadn’t she better——

“1 don’t want the escort of either
of you, thanks!” retorted May with
pretty wilfulness. “I mean to be the
first of my party to explore the east
bank of the Jordan. Imbarak doesn’t
count. - He says he understands rafts,
and he ean shoo away any boars. Be-
sides, I've got this "—and she drew a
small revelver from her pocket—in
case of snakes or 7

“1f the snakes would only stand be-
hind you they'd fall ready victims to
your gkill as a markswoman,” langhed
the major; “ but of course you can go
if you choose to. I've no patience with
this talle of peril in the Orient.

“ Syria is as safe as Jersey City.
Every traveler knows that. Robbers,
dangerous wild animals, and fanatics
were all cleared out years ago. But
Americans who come to the Holy Land
like to pretend they are in an atmos-
phere of peril.

“ It disgusts me, this continual harp-
ing on rlanger dangcr, danger! Cross
the Jordan if you want to, May; if
youw're sure Imbarak understands hand-
ling a raft. The worst danger you’ll in-
cur will be a spill into the water. And
I think there are enough men here to
rescue you if you do upset.”

“ But,” protested Sir Arthur, “it
would be heastly cold to tumble into the
Jordan in winter. Do be careful, Miss
Farrar.”

There was a laugh at the baronet’s

serious tone, and a second laugh at the
blank stare of surprise. Then, with a
triumphant glance at Mohun, May
Farrar left the group and beckoned up
a small, wiry man in native garh.

5 Imbara.k ” she called loudly enough
for Mohun to hear, “ get the raft ready
and we will cross now.”

* I-0-a, sit ¥ (Yes, madam), responded
the little brown man with alaerity, “ but
Mr. Mohun? Does he say I can go? I
am kis groom.”

May turned impatiently = toward
Mohun, too pround to ask his leave. But
he saved her the trouble by nodding
curtly at Imbarak-and then turning his
back on them both.

“You spoke a few minutes ago, sir,”
he said to the major, about the
absence of danger in Syria. You were
partly right, of course. But in all
Eastern countries, o I have read, noth-
ing is certain except uncertainty. And
Syria is no exception.

“Of course the Bedouins no longer
as a rule commit robberies openly in the
more settled districts here, nor do
Moslem fanatics openly kill Christians
just to prove their piety. But Bedouins
are still thieves at heart, and fanatics
only await the chance to kill every
Christian within reach. All that either
Bedouins or fanatics need to make them
as dangerous as of old is a word of en-
couragement from high quarters.”

“But that word shall never be
spoken. The Sultan of Turkey is 2

“The Sultan is a solitary, isolated
man, struggling wainly to reform; and
build up a nation which onght to be the
richest on earth and which is the
poorest. The pashas grind down the
peasantry and townfolk and send lying
reports to their masters of the country’s
condition. The Christians in Syria,
especially in Damascus, where we are
planning to go next week, have pros-
pered under the just laws of the present
Sultan, and the loeal Mohammedans are
discontented.

“ There’s a fairly well-defined rumor
that the aunthorities at Damascus are
scared at the growing hatred against
the Christians, and that a cliqgue of

nobles there are almost qpenI{ advocat-

ing a massacre and a

T
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. their eyes on the * Unbelievers’” wealth,

and also want to make themselves pop-
ular with the rabble. The authorities
fear the influence of the mnobles with
the Sultan, and therefore they dare not

crush the threatened revolt with an iron:

hand.
there, I hear.
wiser to postpone i

“ Postpone our trip there? * cried the
major, who had listened with incredu-
lous impatience. “ My boy, you're talk-
ing arrant nonsense! We're living 1n
the latter half of the nineteenth century
and under the protection of the Ameri-
can flag. Massacre? Rot!”

“ But it's true that famatics from all
parts of Islam are flocking to Damascus;
and Bedouins from the Syrian Desert,
Hlld"—*'—”

“If youre afraid to risk your life
there, Raiph.” said the major disgust-
edly, “ stay in the safer neighborhood of
Jerusalem. We should be sorry to lose
vour society, of course, but we don’t
want you to die of fright.

“ Why, man alive, do you suppose I'd
take my niece to Damascus if there was
an atom of danger? Or that I’d advise
the rest of our party to go there with us
if it were not perfectly safe? Absurd!”

“ I think you know that I don’t fear
for myself,” said Mohun, rising from
the deck chair into which he had thrown
himself, “ but as to safety—well, as Sir
Richard Burton once said, ‘ There can
be no real security in the lands dark-
ened by the Shadow of the Prophet.””

He strolled away toward the river
bank, where he stood watching Imbarak
deftly guiding the raft through the
swirl of yellow waters toward a wide
strip of white sand on the opposite
bank. ' .

“T'm sorry I spoke so harshly to the
boy,” said the major, looking after
him, “I shouldn’t have pretended to
doubt his courage, for if I'm any judge
of men he’s as plucky and as square a

Things are getting serious up
Perhaps it might be

2

- chap as ever I saw. But his talk of

da\nge, riled me, I trust, madam,” he

~ went on, turning to Mrs. Sharpe, © that

are not alarmed at the prospect of
Damaseus with ns? ”
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of fanatics and Bedouins and the
¢ Shadow of the Prophet” frightens me.
But,” she added brightly, *“I'm going
all the same. It will be my only chance,
for I must return to Boston next
month.” :

«&o soon? I thought you were to
stay on this side of the Atlantie until
summer.”

«1 was. But my mail, that M. Gelat
sent on from Jerusalem to-day, has
altered my plans.”

“ No bad news, I hope?”

“ Very bad, I fear. But it’s a longish
story, and I won’t bore you with it.”

“ Nothing you tell me, madam, could
possibly bore me,” and there was a note
of real feeling in the pompous tones
that brought a faint flush to her with-
ered cheek, “1 beg that you will let me
know if I can be of assistance in any
way.”

“Thank you, major. I appreciate
your words more than I can say. My
news, in brief, is that the great banking
house of Warren & Co., of Boston, is
in grave danger.”

“You don’t say so! I thought it was
one of the most solidly established
houses in America. Mark Warren, the
president of the bank, was a chum of
mine in Yale. I haven’t seen him for
ten years, but up to that time we were
like brothers. Poor old Mark!?”

“You are wasting your sympathy on
him if the reports in my letter are true.
It is thought that he or some member
of his firm has squandered in specula-
tion a large sum of money entrusted to
the bank’s keeping. All my little for-
tune is involved, and if the bank fails
I But don’t let us think of that. I
only mention it to explain why I must
cut short my visit to the East. My letter
was from a lawyer whom I know. It
was delayed three weeks by the cholera
quarantine at Port Said. I should have
received it nearly a month ago. At the
time it was written the story of the de-
faleation was still hnshed up. But it is
probably public by now, and the bank

getting news! [——

Ob, if there were only some means o
» o g Al
A cry from the farther

may have gone fo picces for all 1 know.
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h to their feet. Si’:t' A‘!m* Cole,
Whﬁ had stmille&ﬂmther up the clearing,
also turned, and all three ran toward
the bank. :

There one glance explained the entire
situation to the major’s eyes, sharpened
as they were by many campaigns and
surpriges.

May Farrar and Imbarak had beached
their raft on the east bank and had
started across the wide strip of white,
moist sand toward the higher ground.
They had not taken a dozen steps when
both had sunk to the knees in the
treacherous footing.

The groom had at once recognized
the nature of the danger and had tried
to throw himself face downward on the
sand, but his feet were alveady too
deeply embedded. May, not compre-
hending, bhad struggled to free herself,
with the inevitable result that she sank
at once to the waist in the white,
shifting sands.

Imbaral’s agonized face and his gasp
of. = Qumlcsand-ﬂ' ? told her the full
story of her peril, and she eried wildly
for aid.

Ralph Mohun, on the opposite bank,
had for .-the moment turned his eyes
from the newly - landed explorers and
was watching a gnarled tree floating
down-stream, , but May’s ery had ncarcc,ly
reached his ears when his coat, waist-
coat and shoes were tossed off and he
had leaped into the icy, waters of the
Jordan.

With long, overhand racing-stroke he
battled his way across the swift stream,
aiming for a point higher up in order to
counterbalance the effect of the current.
FEach stroke carried the upper half of his
body out of the muddy torrent.

Logs, Lranches and other floating
délwis  buffeted him cruelly, but he
managed to keep his head clear of any
of these obstacles, and each cleaving
strolke carried his muscular body nearer
the qmckaands

The major, Sir Arthur-and the serv-
ants, meantime, were rushing aimlessly
along the western bank in the vain
search for a boat, and bellowing foolish
advice to the 1mper1]ed girl.

Imbarak had ceased to struggle, and
his brown face took on a stoical, dull

| loolk, %ha» intense fa;tahsm of the Enst'_

having laid hold upon his 'bram and
nerves.

May, however, her straining eyes fixed
on the alternately rising and sinking
face of the swimmer, continued to
struggle flercely as she felt the quick-
sands drawing her deeper and deeper
into its grip.

The Jordan, at no point wide, is
barely two hundred feet from bank to
bank at the spot where tourists nsually
camp. It was thus but the work of a
minute for so expert a swimimer as
Ralph Mohun to reach the place where
the raft was beached. Scrambling on it,
he bent his full strength to the task of
ripping off the broad boards
formed its deck.

The raft was old, the nails rusty, and
in a moment he had torn four of the
boards free. Throwing them, two by
two, upon the sands he sprang across
them to where May, buried almost to
the shoulders, awaited him. The wide
surface of the planks withstood the sue-
tion of the treacherous sand.

Luckily, in quicksand it is alinost as
easy to draw forth an object embedded
as it is for that object to sink in.
Therefore a single tremendous pull of
Ralph’s powerful arms sufficed to lift
May from the moist, quaking grave into
which she had so nearly iost her life, and
to place her, trembling and exhausted,
on the planks beside him.

His arm &till encircled her, and for
one brief, pregnant instant rescuer and
rescued looked into each other’s eyes.

In that look a knowledge, a wonder-
ful certainty, passed from one to the
other.

Through her exhaustion the girl felt
a wave of color surge to her face. The
man’s eyes glowed and darkened.
Neither spoke.

A cheer from the little group on the
opposite bank and the spell was broken.
Picking her up lightly in his arms,
Ralph Mohun ecarried May to the
wreck of the raft, set her down there,
and hounded back to where Imbarak
waited.

Wresting the Inckless Syrian from the
clinging sands less gently than he had
lifted May from them, Mohun Hepamted
the limp, nerv‘elﬁsa bhody on the p

< Come!” ami _ys,‘ S
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up! Help me move these planks back
to the raft. Step on the next one and
then lift this one you're on now. We'll
need them.”

Dully the native obeyed. He had
been too mear death to realize clearly
his mnexpected deliverance.

Working mechanically under Mohun’s
orders, he gained the strip of safer sand
where the raft lay and set to work at his
task of repairing the rude vessel.

Five minutes later the three were on
the west bank again, May crymng
quietly in Mrs. Sharpe’s arms, and
Mohun looking very foolish as he re-
ceived the thanks of the much-flustered
major.

“You showed pluck, my boy!” the
older man was voelferating, “ and what
i8 better, you showed presence of mind.
It was a proof that ?

“That there may still be a few dan-
gers even in Syria?” queried Ralph
innocently, and the major’s mingled re-
sentment and gratitude strangled the
reply in his throat.

But a diversion occurred to end the
embarrassing situation. Imbarak, the
groom, who had stood stupidly staring
across at the quicksands, suddenly
tarned and walked up to the tourists.

Slowly unwinding his dirty white
turban, the Syrian laid it at Mohun’s
feet. Ignmorant of Eastern -customs,
- Ralph did not realize that this is the
world-old oriental form of vowing
eternal  allegiance—mot until the
groom’s words enlightened him.

“ Howaji,” said Imbarak simply, “ I
am your dog. By the tombs of my
fathers, by the sword of the Prophet, I
lay my life forever at your feet. When
the hand of death was on me, you lifted
me to life again. Another would have
saved the sif and would have forgotten
the servant. My life is yours. I say it—
I, Tmbarak Abou-Najib.”

lhe quiet simplicity with which he
5 ke robbed the words of much of
their melodramatic effect, yet, with the

. Anglo-Saxon hatred of déemonstrative-

Mohun looked and felt supremely
rtable as he answered lamely.
_all right. Glad to have

mutter guttural prayers of gratitude in
his own dissonant Arabic tongue.

CHAPTER 1I.

A BURPRIGH.

For two days longer the party re-
mained encamped beside the Jordan,
making little horseback trips to the
near-by ruins of ancient Jericho; to the
salt plains at the northern end of the
Dead Sea; to that weird, uncanny body
of water, the Dead Sea itself ; and to the
sites of the Cities of the Plain.

The whole valley of the Jordan is full
of wonders of nature and of historical
and religious interest. The Americans,

with the exception of two of their party,

enjoyed the experience to the full.

These two exceptions were Ralph
Mohun and May Farrar. And the
reason for their lack of interest im out-
side environment was easy to wunder-
stand.

When Ralph Mohun had chanced to
meet Miss Farrar and the major,
through having a seat at their table at
Shepheard’s Hotel in Cairo a month
before, both uncle and niece had taken
an instant liking to him. On hearing
that he was on his way to the Holy
Land they begged him to join their
party. Hesitatingly he consented.

A frank friendship of rapid growth
had sprung up hetween the young fel-
low and May, and had, unconsciously on
both sides, ripened into a deeper feeling
of whose nature and comprehensiveness
both had for the first time hecome
aware in that one moment of rescue on
the quicksands. oy

But since then, to May’s surprise and
chagrin, the man appeared to avoid her.
He seldom addressed her directly, and
evaded all chances of a téte-i-tate.

At first May fancied this attitede on
his part might be accidental, and she
was secretly grateful for the respite
wherein she might adjust her mind and

‘heart to this new and wonderful emo-
tion which, springing into ‘in one

moment,

pick up and resume his turban and fo !.




1 i
longer doubt that Mohun’s new cold-
ness of manner and actual avoidance
of her were intentional.

That he was unhappy she could
plainly see. That his disquiet had to do
with her she readily guessed.

Woman-like, and conscious of [free-
dom from offense, she was too proud to
seek an explanation or to try to force
her society on a man who was ebviously
seeking to avoid it.

Thus it was that with unseeing eyes
the two young people gazed on scenes
fraught with the world’s most marvel-
ous history and mest sacred religious
associations.

It is a day’s journey by fairly easy
stages from the Valley of the Jordan
to Jerusalem. Part of the route lies
over a rough road laid in the days of
Roman rule, and little improved in the
past mineteen centuries, and part lies
over a mere narrew, rock-girt path
where carriages cannot pass and where
horsemen must ride single file.

The first portion of the jourmey is
through .shaded orchards eof olive,
orange and lemon trees laden with
fruit and flower. The latter part is over
a mountainous, barren, desolate traet
where dull-gray rock and duller brown
earth blend into a monochrome of
dreariness.

“ Tt is like a Land of the Dead,” com-
mented Mrza. Sharpe to the major, who
rode beside her palanquin.

“71t 4s a land of the dead,” he an-
swered gravely. “ A land whose glory
is deparited. But there are more holy
memories roused by the outlines of
these barren hills and by the very dust
of these roads than by all the beauties
of the rest of the world.

“ This land is the cradle of our faith.
1 feel that with every step I take I am
treading on holy ground. I only wish,”
he added with a sigh, © that I could in-
stil a little feeling of the sort into eur
young people here.”

He indicated with his head Sir Arthur
and May, who were riding together a
hundred yards in advance of their
elders, langhing and chatting gaily.

““Youth is youth!” responded Mrs.
Sharpe oracularly, “ but evidently the
 triangular love affair’ is no longer tri-

> -‘J_ !;.L pr—— T T
i

e third dﬂl“ﬂf Patme could 2o y

angular. Where iz Mr. Mohun? Have
he and May had a tiff? >

“1 hope not,” said the major, turning
in his saddle to locate the missing
swain, “ for I like the boy. I'd be SOTTY
if May had trifled with his heart to any
serious extent. He's too good a chap for
her to torture. There he is now, riding
with Imbarak nearly half a mile behind
us. What ails the lad? On the journey
from Jerusalem to the Jordan he never
left May’s side.”

“1I wouldn’t worry. Prebably some
silly misunderstanding such as young
people enjoy. You seem fond of Mr.
Mohun. Are you prepared to welcome
him as a nephew-in-law ?

“Well, I’d hardly say that. You see
I knpw so little of him. We met him
aceidentally in Cairo and liked him and
insisted on his joining us. THe is from
Boston, is recently out of Harvard, and
is spending a year in travel before set-
tling down to business. That is all he
has told me about himself. He seems to
have plenty of spending money and
plenty of leisure, and from his manner
I can see he is a gentleman by birth and
breeding.

“ That’s all I really Znow of him. I
he and May come to an understanding it
will of course be my duty as her uncle
and guardian to make strict inguiries
as to his family, finances, antecedents,
ete. But.it has struck me that for the
past day or so he and May don’t seem
as fond of each other’s society as of old
—ever since he helped her out ef the
quicksands, in fact. Queer, isn’t it? But
yvoung Cole is getting his innings on ac-
count of it.”

“I’ve lived in and around Boston all
my life,” said Mrs. Sharpe reflectively,
“and I know, by name or personally,
nearly every family of any account in
the whole city. But I recall no mame
such as Mohun. Nor, though I’ve ques-
tioned him omce or twice, can I make
him speak of any acquaintanees in Bes-
ton. Besides, I've noticed that though
we have all heen together for more than
a month he has never received any mail.
Not a single letter. :

“ Nor have I ever seen him writing so
much as a posteard in the hotel writing-

my business, and I su
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i




\ old woman, but all this
es me as odd. May I advise you, in
case affairs do come to a head,to make
very strict inquiries before trusting that
dear little girl’s life and happiness into
his care?” -
“You may count on me,” said the
~ major stifily, “but I believe and ear-
nestly hope that you are mistaken—if [
am any judge of faces. And yet all you
say of his peculiarities strikes me as odd
now that I think it over. Well, let’s
hope it will turn out all Fight. But I'm
sorry to have a doubt of Ralph planted
in my mind. For, as I said, 'm fond of
the boy. Let us talk of something else,
please.”

Meantime Mohun had some time be-
fore made a pretext of dismounting and
examining his saddle-girth, with Im-
baral’s assistance, and had thus allowed
himself to drop behind the rest of the
little eavalcade.

“Well,” he said to the groom as he
remounted, “youn asked me to drop
back. What did you want?”

“To speak to vou in private, howaji.
I may not get a chanece at the hotel.”

“1f it is any more of that monsense
about your gratitude——"

“ It is not, kowaji. But it is because
of that gratitude that T speak. May 1
proceed ?

The groom, like many another Mos-
lem in impoverished circumstances, had
as a boy taken advantage of the univer-
sal opportunity which the American
college at Beirut offers to natives to
seeure an occidental education. He
therefore spoke English with an almost
imperceptible accent, and while cling-
ing to Moslem faith and Islam condi-
tions had acquired as much occidental
learning as the average American gram-
mar school graduate.

- “Go on,” aszented Mohun. “ What is
it you wanted to tell me? ”

“What T say I must ask you to regard

- as secret, gir. Have I your promise? ”

Mohun nodded ecarelessly, his mind
and eyes on a_trim, slender figure in
close-fitting riding-habit half a mile

uprising against  the Christians ? ”
asked Ralph with new interest. .

« Believe it? I know it is true. The
Ukh-ul-Rasoul (Brotherhood of the
Prophet), of which I am a.member, has
sent word to Damascenes in every part
of Syria to ¢ come home to the feast.
[ am of Damascus. My mother lives
there in the Street of the Mehdan.”

“ And you mean to say that this fra-
ternal erew of cut-throats is actually
sending out invitations to its members
{o come and eut Christians’ throats? It
is the most %

“ Do not judge, howaji! You are of
the West, we of the Iast. You cannot
understand. The Ukh-ul-Rasoul is but
one of many guilds in Damasens that
have suffered from the Sultan’s weak
toleration of the Christians. The
nobles are behind us. The serail (local
government) knows but cannot prevent.
There will be killing and plundering
and burning. 1, whose life is yours,
warn you to stay south here where there
is safety.”

“ And you actually intend to join in
this slaughter? ”

“1? No, howaji. I have learned the
education of the Christian; [ have seen
that he is a good man and not a sorcerer,
as my brethren believe. While T do not
embrace his ereed, I honor and revere
it. I shall take no part in the * feast.” @

“Yet you will keep silence and let
innocent men—perhaps even women
and children—he murdered ? >

“It is kismet, howaji. It is fate.
Their lives are in the hollow of Allah’s
hand. It is not for me to speak. Be-
sides,” he added, a practical note creep-
g into his apathetie voice, < my breth-
ren wounld kill me with most unpleasant
tortures if I betrayed them.” =

“ We will not go to Damaseus. I can
answer for that. I suppose I ought to
thank vou, but A

“ The major is ealling, howaji. Shall
we catch up with the rest? 1
Putting their wiry Syrian ponies to a
gallop, they swept past the bageage
mules laden with tents and
breasted the rise of the hill,
the tourists who were awai
- Mohun tried to lan ]
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- They rode into Jerusalem, tired,

‘dusty and hungry, at nightfall. Mohun

lingered for a word with Imbarak as

the party dismounted in front of the

Grand Hotel. The others passed on
into the terrace reception-room.

“ Any new arrivals since we left, land-
lord 7 asked Sir Arthur as the portly
host greeted them on the threshold.

“ Only one, sir,” replied the boniface;
“an American gentleman—DMr. Zenas
Shattuck, of Boston, U. 5. A.”

““Another fellow-citizen of yours,
Mrs. Sharpe,” the major was beginning
gaily, when a man who had been stand-
ing in the center of the wide room
slouched forward toward them.

He was long rather than tall, lean to
emaciation, with enormous hands, feet
and ears, and a wrinkled, grayish face,
in whose narrow eyes and thin-lipped
mouth a half-humorous shrewdness and
a tremendous fund of latent energy
seemed to dwell. ,

His keen glance swept the group and
there was a suppressed look of disap-
pointment on his leathery face as he
ended the scrutiny.

“ Heard my name mentioned,” he said

in an wunmistakable ¢ Down-East®
drawl. “Let me make myself aec-
quainted. I'm Zenas Shattuek, of E

He paused and, turning suddenly,
walked up to Ralph Mohun, who was
just entering the room.

“1 want you, young man,” he said,
laying his hand on the newcomer’s
shoulder. 3

Ralph spun around as though gal-
vanized by the touch. His eyes rested
on Shattuck with a sort of horrified fas-
cination as the latter opened his thin
lips to speak again.

But the words never left them. For,
shaking off the momentary apathy of
amazement, Mohun drove his left fist
full into the other’s face.

The long, lean man reeled backward
with the velocity of a catapult, caromed
against a table and tumbled heavily to
the floor, upsetting a chair and a bric-i-
hrac-covered taboret in his fall. Before
the prostrate vietim could make a move
to rize, before the amazed spectators

could move or speak, Ralph Mohun with

a single bound had reached the long
French window leading out into the
hotel gardens.

He tugged fiercely at_the knob, then,
putting his shoulders t6 the sash, burst

- the stout fastenings and leaped out into

the darkness, a shower of glass clatter-
ing to the polished floor behind him.

Zenas Shattuck, revolver in hand,
sprang through the wrecked window in
hot pursuit. ]

CHAPTER, TIT.
IN THE GARDEN OF SORROWS.

Ix speechless astonishment the four
tourists looked from one to another of
their number, each seeing reflected in
the nearest face the blank amazement
of his own.

Cole was the first to break silence.
“ Qur friend Mohun seems to be—er
wanted, as the Liondon bohbies say,”
he remarked dazedly. * What the
deuce do you suppose he's done? That
chap was a detective, I'll bet a fiver.”

No one answered. Old Mrs. Sharpe,
with feminine intuition, came closer to
Miss Farrar and slipped an arm about
the trembling girl’s waist. She felt
May’s heart beating tumultuously and
knew what that moment of suspense and
shock must mean to her.

The embarrassing - interval

was

broken by the return of Zenas Shattuek.

He reappeared in the broken window-
frame, muddy and bruised from several
tunrbles in the dark garden, his forehead
bleeding slightly from KRalph AMohun's
blow, and his whole aspect the picture
of rough usage and disorder.

But the white blaze of rage in his
little blue eyes, the wrath and pallor of
his sallow, leathery tace drew attention
from mere details of costume.

“Did you cateh him?”* asked Sir
Arthur with cheerful fatuity.

“Yes,” snarled Shattuck savagely.
“ Of course I've got him. THere in my
pocket. Any fool could see that.”

“I—1 suppose youre a detective? ™
faltered Sir Arthur, his Anglican mind
groping for a hidden meaning in Shat-
tuck’s words. I

“And 1 s'pose youre an English-

man,” anaggedj Zenas; “ and that shows 5

howall-'ﬁk‘ smart we both are.”
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. ©My friend Sir Arthur Cole did not
" intend to annoy you, Mr. Shattuck,
. caid the major conciliatingly. ‘ﬂMay
= 1 introduee myself? I am Major Crav-
ford, of New York. Yon must pardon
us for seeming inquisitive.
the man who has just escaped—through
no fault of yours, I am sure—was 4
friend of ours. We have traveled Im:
some time with Mr. Mohun, and— ?

« My, who?” broke in the detective.

«3\r., Mohun—>Mr. Ralph Mohun—
the man 3

« Qo fhat's the name, is it? ” growled
Zenas.

“ Why, what other? Do you mean
he was traveling under an alias?”

% What I mean or what I don’t mean
i« no concern of anybody’s but mine and
his. He’s the man I'm after, all right.
I've seen him often enough in Boston to
know him. And I'll get him, too, even
if he has given me the slip for the min-
ute in that measly black garden out
| there. Oh, I'll get him right enough!”

“ Won't you tell ns with what crime
he is charged, constable? ” asked Cole
eagerly.

“No,Iwon't. Isthat plain enough?
r It’s none of your business. I've got a

LB

warrant for him and 1'll get kim. That’s

enough for you to knmow. If I'd had

sense enough to communicate first with

the chief of police here, instead of
i trying to be a smart Alec-and play a

lone hand, I'd never have let him slip.”
. * Do you know,” babbled Cole, his
\ monecle sweeping the group with be-
g nevolent triumph, “ I've always had my
suspicions of that Mohun. Always said
to myself he was a queer Johnny. He'd
never talk about himself, you know.
= Always distrust a chap that won’t talk
- about himself. Now, I am always glad
) to talk about myself. 1I—”

“Tm afraid you were tight, Mrs.
Sharpe, in the suspicions yon voiced to-
day,” said the major sadly. “I blame
myself bitterly for being taken in by the
fellow. And yet he seemed so straight-

- forward, so gentl £

~ “0Oh, don’t talk of my wretched sus-

. 1”* eried the poor old lady, cast-
tened glance at May, who, at

Youn see, -

tly away

s & bad-hearted old ereature ever to
h::\lr: had such thoughts or to Aa.ve 5
spoken them. No doubt I was utt&ﬁz
mistaken. He may clear himself yet.

« Not he!” retorted the major with
sorrowful conviction. “Am honest man
doesn’t take to his heels when accused of
crime or when accosted by a detective.”

« But he may have lost his head.”

% The man who had coolness and pres-
ence of mind enough to plan and carry
out the rescue of May and the groom .
from the quicksand isn’t likely to lose
his head under a lesser emergency. No,
no. T’'m the last man who would have
helieved in his guilt if he hadn’t given
ample proof of it by running away.”

“ Always suspected him. Queer
Johnny!? supplemented Sir Arthur,
chuckling.

“1f yowll excuse me, uncle,” said
May, ¢ 1 think T’ll go to my room. I'm
very tired.”

Zenas Shattuek looked keenly after
the departing girl, noting the drooping
lines of her figure and the set, hopeless
look on her white face.

“The only one of the whole crowd
that hadn’t something to say against
him,” he muttered under his breath.

“ She’ll bear watching.”
* &

* *

Tarly the following morning May
Tarrar came down into the terrace-
room. The hotel was silent and the
lower floors deserted in the gray of the
Syrian dawn.

The girl had passed a sleepless, mis-
;rable night. The indoor air suffocated

er.

She dreaded meeting her friends at
the breakfast table, to hear their com-
ments on her pallid complexion and
black-ringed eyes. .She felt that she
must get out of doors—anywhere—by
herself, to think matters over and to
get a fresh grip on her shattered nerves.

Throwing a wrap about her shoul-
ders—for the morning was as chill as
the noon would he hot—she I T
sleeping porter and let herself out inte
the narrow street. e :

The th‘@mang}lﬁm Was €1 nbes
the roof of th rC
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the walled confines of the Holy
City seemed to oppress her. She
wanted to be in the open country. Of
Jerusalem’s six modern entrances, the
~Jaffa Gate lies mearest to the Grand
Hotel. The warder had just opened it
for the day as May appeared.

The stolid Syrian stared . open-
mouthed at the unprecedented specta-
cle of a woman walking abroad alone
and at dawn. Grumbling something to
himself about the “madness of all
feringhi ” (foreigners), he watched her
as she struck out with the free, grace-
ful stride of the Angle-Saxon pedes-
trian along the by-road that skirts the
city’s walls to the morth.

Jerusalem long ago outgrew its walls,
and the overflow has spilled in dis-
orderly fashion to the west and south
of the city, in the shape of all sorts of
irregular, untidy structures from pack-
ing-box shanties to mud and stuceo
community buildings. To the north and
the east the Holy City cannot spread.

The deep and precipitate sides of the
valley, in whose center lies the Brook of
Kedron and whose farther slope culmi-
nates in the Mount of Olives, eut off
further building on the east, while a
Mohammedan cemetery and irregulari-
ties of ground render growth almost
equally impracticable on the north.

With this conformation vaguely in
mind, yet half-unconscious as to her

“direction, May Farrar rounded thes
northwestern buttresses of the gray old
walls and turned east toward Kedron.

Secavenger dogs prowled in the ditch
at the base of the wall. An occasional
peasant leading a donkey laden with
wares for the morning’s market passed
May in the narrow road and eyed her in
stupid wonder. But her self-possession
and the absence of all furtiveness from
her manner served almost as effectively
as did the dumb misery in her face to
avert insult.

She moved on unmolested, this slen-
der, sad-eyed American girl, where a
woman of any race save the Anglo-
Saxon would have been subjected to a
thousand perils.

COnly once she paused. She was op-
posite the Damascus Gate and stopped to

aze for an instant at a low, skull-shaped
iﬂloic.k just north of the ditch-road.

.
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The little hill was dotted by a number
of grayes and in its sides were the scars
of abandoned quarries. The summit
presented the one green spot in all that
dreary, grayish landsecape.

It was in a cave at the base of this hill
that Gordon discovered the tomb and
other evidences which led him and a
large portion of the Christian world to
identify the spot as the real Mount Cal-
vary. The presence of Moslem graves
on the sacred ‘hill have prevented its
demolition before the encroachment of
building enterprises.

The sun, rising over the Mount of
Olives, gilded the green crest of Calvary
as the girl gazed rteverently. She
bowed her head and stood thus a mo-
ment in silence before hurrying on.

A long string of mangy, mouse-
colored camels, laden with bales and led
by a furry little gray donkey, was toil-
ing up the steep hill leading from
Kedron as May began her descent, and
she stood aside to let the ugly brutes
and their grinning, shouting drivers
pass.

Then she picked her way along the
stone-strewn dusty highway to the
valley below. Later in the day the
dried bed of Kedron Brook at this point
would be alive with traffic, discordant
with the yells of vendors, and infested
by loathsome lepers and other more or
less unsightly mendicants.

But now over the whole scene brooded
the solemn peace and hush of the
dawn. The Mount of Olives loomed up
before her, somber and beautiful.
About its lower slopes clustered olive
orchards and the white walls of monas-
teries.

Breasting the slope, May checked
herself to look in through the wide-
open gates of a walled garden. Wind-
ing natural paths intersected the neg-
lected, fHower-sprinkled turf, and
enormous gnarled ancient olive trees
cast a soft shade along the reaches of
swaying grass. .

The whole enclosure breathed of
peace, repose, silence. .

Passing through the gateway, May
Farrar entered the garden. Here for
the first time her restlessness vanished.
A mystic sense of calm erept over her.

The tension of the past twelve hours
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rela;ad. Throwing herself face down-

ward in the long, soft grass, the girl fell

to sobbing softly. And with the tears
came peace. ' .

Above, in the gray-green foliage jot
the olives, birds were twittering. Far
in the distance the voice of a muezzin
(priest) calling the faithful to morning
prayer came faintly to her ears. Voice
after voice from the distant city ¢a ught
up the call as from minaret to minaret
the muezzins sent forth their sonorous,
chanting summons:

« Allah-hu-Akbar! La Illah I Nah Allah!

’f”

Mahmoud Siadnah Rasoul Allah!

A light step on the gravel path near
by breke in on the girl's grief and she
sprang hastily to her feet. :

Before her, his face swathed in the
folds of a brown silk Fafieh (native head-
dress), stood a Syrian. Some distance
behind him, in the gateway of the gar-
den, a second nafive was waiting. May
at a glance recognized the farther man
as Imbarak, the groom.

Despite the kafieh which shrouded the
face and the long-striped abbich and
kumbaz which mufiled the figure of the
nearer native, there seemed something
familiar about his bearing.

“ What—what do you want?” she
faltered in English.

Then, as he did not answer her at

once, she repeated still more nervously
in French: 3

“ Que voulez-vous? ™

A shake of the head and the kafieh's
folds fell away from the man’s face.

“ Ralph Mohun!” cried May incredu-
lonzly. .

Mohun, his bronzed face dyed to an
even deeper shade of brown, his dark
mustache shayved, his muscular figure
disguised in the shapeless costume of
a native Syrian of the better fellahecn
class, might have walked unrecognized
‘through a double line of his closest
driends. But the eyes of love are keen,
and at a glance May Farrar knew him.

_ Surprise was her first emotion, then

THE ARGOSY.
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dress,” he began lam:nely angh, “m&‘ L

he got me the dye for my face. There

are so few Americans in Syria that 1

wounld have beel&t c:aptu&e,d in a day if I

adn’t disguised myself.” -

hdg “£h§' EO you tell me this? > she

asked coldly, finding her voice at last.

« 71t can be of no interest to me.”

«71 did not venture to hope it would
interest you,” he answered. “1 only
spoke of it to explain my odd appear-
ance.”

« Tt needed no explanation. But
something else does. And that is your
motive in addressing me affer—
after o

« After last night’s scene?” he sup-
plomented. “You are right, Miss
Farrar. My venturing to address you
at all or to claim acquaintanceship with
you under such ecircumstances surely
Tequires an explanation. Believe me, 1t
was not from an idle whim that I fol-
lowed you here.”

“ (On second thought, Mr. Mohun, I
do not care to hear any explanation you
may offer. Please don’t detain me any
longer. 1 must get back to the hotel.”

But he barred the path. She looked
at him in astonishment.

“] shall only detain you a moment,”
he pleaded, “and I must ask you to
hear me out. I should not trouble you
with any affairs of my own. Please
believe that. But this concerns your,
own safety.”

She stood still without replying, and
he continued : .

“ The major intends to take you to
Damaseus in a day or two. He must
not do =o. This is imperative. Had T
remained with your party, I should have
found a means to prevent it. As it is,

1 can only appeal to you, for your own
sake, not to go. There is the gravest -
sort of danger awaiting all Christians—
native and foreign alike—at Damascus.

“1 tried to make your uncle under-
stand this, but he would not. He m
believe you. If he does not, you
feign sickness or resort to any
fuge to avert the trip. Your

the lives of the whole party




it had not been necessary to give you
this warning and if the warning had not
concerned your very life? ™, ;

~ He spoke with an carnestness that
for the moment ecarried conviction.
Whether or not his warning was justi-
fied, May felt that he had indeed im-
periled his liberty by remaining to
deliver it. And a quck revulsion of
feeling seized her as she looked up into
his troubled, eager eyes. :

“Mr. Mohun—Ralph,” she ex-
claimed, laying her hand impulsively
on the coarse sleeve of his kuwmbaz,
“forgive me if I judged you too harshly.
I was wrong to condemn you without a
hearing. Tell me the truth about your-
self. Perhaps I can help you.”

A spasm as of pain twisted his browm,
dyed face and a light sprang into his
haggard eyes as he listened. IHe opened
his lips to spealk, then checked himself
as if by a tremendous effort. The
perspiration stood out on his forechead.

A terrible struggle seemed waging
within him. But when he spoke again
his tone was dull and hopeless, and his
eyes were averted from the pleading,
beautiful face upraised to his.

“1 can tell you nothing,” he said.

“ But you don’t understand!” she
insisted. “ I am ashamed of myself that
I ever doubted you even for a moment.
If you had stood your ground last night,
none of us would have believed that
wretched Yankee detective. Oh, why
did you runm away ? It was so—so unlike
you.”

“T—1 can tell you nothing,” he re-
peated dully.

“ You must!* she cried, stamping her
foot with pretty insistence. “ Can’t
you see I’ll believe whatever you say—
that T’1l know you're speaking the
truth—that I {rust yon? All you have
to say is ° I am innocent,” and——"

“1 cannot sdy it.”

The words were spoken so low that
ghe scarcely caught their import. But
the droop of the man’s head, the utter
misery and despair of his countenance
went straight to May’s tender heart.

She could not—would not—believe
him the guilty wretch that his face, his
bearing, his words implied. She made
one final effort to break down his re-
A - %:‘* : . ,_,"" .l 7,.7 d__‘..;.

.

“Ralph Mohun,” she said more
quietly, * I know little of the world as
men see it—little of the temptations and
pitfalls that beset a man. So it is not
for me to judge you. But this I do
know: if you have been led into any folly
or lawless act—I will not believe you

‘capable of erime—the only honest and
manly course open to you is to go back
and bravely face the consequences of
that act; not to hide from its results.
Do that, and whatever your punishment
1 for one will be proud to call you my
“friend and to help you by every means
in my power.”

She checked herself, for as she had
spoken his face had gone ghastly white
under its coat of fan.

With  inartienlate murmur, his
parched throat sought to form words
of reply.

“You are suffering!” she went on
with a thrill of guick sympathy in her
hurried words. “ It would make it
easier for you to tell me everything. I
might help yor. The mouse set the
lion free from the mnet, you know,
and——"

The man had regained control of him-
self. His face was calm, his voice ex-
pressionless as he broke in:

“1 need not tell you, Miss Farrar,
that it would be sweet beyond words to
me if I might confide in you—if, in
other words, I might be cur enough to
roll my own load of responsibilities upon
your shoulders. :

“But there are reasons which T cannot
explain that forbid my taking advantage
of such a chance, even could I bring
myself to do so. .1 repeat I can tetl you
nothing, and unfortunately I cannot
even act on your advice to give myself
up. You will of course attribute this
latter determination on my part to cow-
ardice.”

The cold, studied brutality of his tone -

struck the girl like a blow in the face,
dampening her ardor, chilling her zeal
in hig hehalf.

“ Then,” she said slowly, “am I to
believe i

“You are to believe what you will,”
he replied, the same forced coldness and
brutality in his voice. “I can neither
confirm nor deny your

;
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trude on you mno longer. I can only
thank you for all your kindness to me,
for the faith you have tried to have in
me, for the only words of hope and kind-
ness that I shall perhaps ever hear.”

 You avoided me after you saved my
life at the Jordan. Why?”

T eannot tell you.” N

“ Had I offended you in any way?’

“You? No! You could never of-
fend me.” y

% Qh, why make a mystery of all this?
Why not be honest with me? Isn't
there enough suffering, enough sorrow
in the world without needlessly causing

more? ”

“ Enough sorrow and suffering?”
echoed Mohun, with a mirthless laugh.
% QOh, there's enough of both. If you
came here to forget them, you chose a
strange place for the purpose. ‘

“ Do you know,” he added, his cynical
tone changing to one of reverence, “do
vou know what garden this is?”

&l XO-.‘.’

“ It 1s Gethsemane!™

“ Gethsemane? ”

“The Garden of Sorrows.
chance you came here? ”

“Yes.” She spoke with a certain
awe, recalling the mystic feeling of sur-
cease from pain that had stolen upon
her the moment her feet had crossed
the threshold of the enclosure.

“ And now,” resumed Ralph, after a
pause, “I1 must go. I shall probably
never see you again, There is much I
would say to you if I had the right. But
I cannot even ask you to think gently of
me. So let us say good-by. I suppose
you don’t care to shake hands with
me?*

The appeal in his tone, strangely
enough, awakened her slumbering in-
dignation.

*“ How can you ask it? ” she said bit-
terly. “You imposed yourself on us,
accepted our friendship and became a
member of our party without stopping
to consider the disgrace and mortifica-
tion that might acerue to us when the

Was it by

known as the dupes and associates of
felon. :
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. implored brokenly.

exposure came and when we should be

person; I have begged you to be honest
with me. You owed that, at least, to me
and to all of us. You refuse.

“1 have implored you to return and
face the consequences of your act as any
man with a spark of honesty and cour-
age should. You refuse. 1 have mo
alternative but to believe the worst of
you. Don’t you know yourself that
an honest man could not act as you are
doing? ” _

“ Yes,” assented Mohun heavily, 1
suppose he couldn’t. And mow, if you
have quite finished, may I go?”

CHAPTER IV,
FROM PITY TO CONTEMPT.

TaE reaction from May Farrar's
burst of righteous anger had set in. She
was half-inclined to beg his forgiveness
for the harshness of her judgment. Yet
had he not even now, by his reply, ac-
knowledged the justice of that judg-
ment?

The memory of his face as he had
looked into her eyes when his strong
arms snatched her from death in the
quicksands recurred to her with vivid
distinetness.

“1 spoke eruelly,” she said with im-
petuous haste. “1I forgot for the mo-
ment that I owe you my life. I ask your
forgiveness.”

“ There is nothing to forgive,” he re-
turned; “ and if yom feel you owe me
anything for what happened at the Jor-
dan you can at once cancel the debt and
make me happier by forgetting the
whole occurrence.”

“I can never forget it,” she faltered,
instinct and logic warring within her,
and with the usual result. =

She sank on her knees in the deep
grass, buried her face in her hands and
broke into a passion of weeping.

“Don’t! For God’s sake, don’t!” he
“I'm not worth it!
I'm not worth it, T tell you!”

He bent with outstretched arms as

though to gather her to his heart, but |

gz a mighty effort at self-control for-
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" thy it. _ '
~ Ralph Mohun dropped on one knee,
lifted the stray lock reverently, unob-
served by the weeping girl, and pressed
it once, twice, thrice in silence to his

- lips. :

Then he rose and said once more, in
a voice that he strove in vain to render
conventional :

* Good-by, Miss Farrar.”

A quick patter of slippered feet along
the gravel behind them caused Mohun
to turn nervously and brought May to
her feet.

Imbarak came hurrying toward them.

* Howaji! ” he cried, breathless with
fear. “Hide youmrself! It is too late
to go out by the gate, and there is no
other exit.”

“What’s  the
Ralph.

*“That tall man! The detective you
told me had crossed the seas to find you!
He is coming. Hide!”

“ Shattuck!?” gasped
alarm.

“Yes. I saw a man in feringhs
clothes standing in the valley. He
seemed to be waiting for the sif. He
was too far away for me to see his face,
but he started this way just now as if
he was tired of waiting, and then I
recognized him. Hide, howaji! Ah, it
is too late!” .

A long shadow fell across the gateway,
and Zenas Shattuck, looking even more
emaciated and gray of face than on the
previous night, slouched into the gar-
den.

May Farrar glanced keenly at Mohun
and read in his face a pamie-fear that
changed her grief to a quick contempt.
That one human being should thus
shrink in dread of another filled her
with disgust and robbed her of her one
remaining vestige of pity for the cower-
ing man before her.

Meantime Shattuck, after one com-
prehensive look ameng the shadows of
the garden, strolled forward to where

~ May and the two men stood. He noted
her attitnde of repulsion toward the
nearer of the two supposed natives.

“ These heathens botherin’ you, Miss
Farrar? ” he drawled as he came up.

- Mohun cowered at the voice, raising

matter?”  asked

Mohun in

%lis hands to his face as if expecting a
Low.

But May, her eyes still fixed on him,
noted that the gesture was made for
the purpose of drawing one of the long
silkken ends of the Eafieh across his face.

But Ralph®s next move struck her
dumb with astonished disgust.

Extending his lean brown hand
humbly toward her, Mohun whined
cringingly :

“ Balcsheesh, sit! Baksheesh! ™ in the
true Syrian beggar accent.

“Gee!” voeiferated Shattuck It
does -heat all how these dirty Eastern
beggars can pester one! I s'pose he saw

_you come in here alone and thought he

could seare you into giving him money.

“Here, you!” turning threateningly
on the cringing Mohun. * Get out o’
here! Git, before I break this umbrella
over yer heathen head! What's he got
his face all bundled up for, I wonder?”
he added curiously, taking a step toward
the supposed beggar.

May gasped. But Ralph, desisting
from his plea to her, addressed himself
to Shattuek, never faltering for a sec-
ond before the other’s shrewd scrutiny:

“ Baksheesh, howajt! > he whined in
raucous, conghing accents; < Baksheesh !
Abras! Abras!>” (“Alms! T am a
leper! A leper!™)

“ What’s he jabbering about now?”
snorted Shattuck.

“1If please,” volunteered Imbarak in
very broken English as he came for-
ward; “if please, he say——"

“ Who the deuce are you? Another
beggar? * demanded Shattuck, eying
the wiry groom wijth scant favor.

“1T custodian of garden. Spik Inglese
same as ‘Mer’can. Dis man as alms.
He say he leper.”

“ Leper!” yelled Zenas in horror,
startled out of his usual profound self-
control. “I want to kmow! A real
leper, eh? T’ve read a lot about ’em in
books. Don’t let him come near me. It
may he contagious. Why does he cover
up his face, though?”

“That the law, howaji. Leper can-
not show face. ILaw. He a——"

“He’s coming up to me again!?®
snorted Zenas angrily. * Tell him to go
away! 1

tun him out o’ here or Il re-




« I'mshi, Abras!” (“ Be off, leper! ™)

shouted Imbarak obediently, and Mohun

began to shu.ﬂit:i away, followed by the

indignant custodian.

mq‘l‘%\l‘zait! * commanded May Farrar.
She had been doing some quick think-

ing. Mohun’s deception had increased

her contempt for him and had added

fuel to her wrath. :

That she should thus conmive at a .
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malefactor’s escape seemed unfair, dis-
honest. 1f, on the other hand, there

were any palliating cireumstances in

Mohun’s mysterious guilt, further flight
would bhut make hiz position worse. In
a flash she resolved to expose him.

“ Wait!” she repeated, speaking
quickly before her just intention could
weaken. © Mr. Shattuck, you have been
deceived!”

(To be continued.)

A SPECULATION IN SHIRTS.

BY L. H. BICKFORD.

What the difference between the Lucky

and the Only Dollar meant to Sowders, and how he

contrived to turn a foolish investment into a bonanza.

S to whether Sowders was a fool of

luck or a great financier there has

Jong been a division of opinion in Ton--

tie. It is, however, certain that he im-
pressed himself on the community.

The circumstances of his arrival are
obscure, for he was merely an addition
of one to the changing population. We
first hear of him in the chronicles of the
time—and they are now more or less
legendary—on a night in January, when
the Crystal Palace was filled with the
light and life of the mining camp.
 He entered it—according to report—
like a breeze from the snow hills. In
one hand he held an assay cerfificate,
and in the other a large sum of money.
He was but a head taller than the bar,
and when all there had been summoned
about him, he ztepped upon the seat of
a look-out chair, that he might not be
lost in the crowd gathered to accept his
invitation of cheer. :

" There he stood a while. The crowd
constantly augmented, and anon he
lifted his glass, toasted the Lucky Dol-
lar Mine, and called on all to witness
that an assay ticket did not lie. Many
toasts followed, until, in the end,
Sowders rolled down from his perch and
stumbled ont into the street to leave
those that hung on the fringes of Ton-
tie night life in other hospitable hands.

Crystal Palace diversions were varied,
and when Sowders was gone he was pres-
- ¢ntly forgotten in the excitement of-
~ fered b&r the arrival of a man from Bull

S | '
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Siding who had come to shoot the under
sheriff.

Sowders passed up Tontic Avenue in
the best of humor. A man who had a
mission to kill did not then interest him.
Why ugly death as an amusement when
there was gold to be had in the Lucky
Dollar, and a place to put the gold into
cireculation—many places, for that mat-
ter, since the Crystal Palace was dupli-
cated everywhere up and down the
street ?

He entered the maze of them, and
there were more toasts. Then out, then
in, and so on until—and here our story
begins—he was come to the shining
front of the Levi Brothers’ “ Gents
Furnishing ” store, the rendezvous of
male fashion in Tontic, the mart of
neckties and other fripperies.

The lures of the Levi Brothers were
in two large windows: . In one was a
stiff gentleman of faultless form, who
wore a pepper-and-salt suit of clothes,
a derby hat, and patent leather shoes—
an effect that might be reproduced in
toto for the inconsiderable sum of
thirty dollars and seventy-five ecents.
This glass of fashion was companioned
by a woodeny child, whose

W

sailor suit was the bargain bl
upon the sign in the window.
These figures did not ¢
enticements. A g
beans, sat on a fi
handkerchiefs.
who came 1
= ke A




o 5 >
er of beans in the jar—proyided he
had previously purchased one dollar’s
worth of goods—received, at a stated
time, and after the beans had been
counted, the large gold wateh that lay
in a velvet case at the feet of the gen-
tleman in the pepper-and-salt suit. And
here, also, were colored ties, jeweled
scarf-pins, glittering studs and buttons,
and checked hose.

Sowders, leaning for support against
a watch-maker’s post, contemplated the
glories in the Levi windows for some
minutes. His eyes traveled from the
pepper-and-salt suit to the bean jar,
from the sailor boy to the golden but-
tons.

They lingered for a time on the velvet
case. And finally they fell to the least
of these things—so far as their vogue in
Tontic went—a box of shirts whose stiff,
white bosoms glittered under the gas-
light. Sowders moved forward.

In all his life this prospector-tramp,
wearily going by trail from camp to
camp, delving now here, now there, now
winning, now losing, had never owned a
white shirt with a stiff, shiny bosom.
Until that moment he had never con-
sidered white shirts desirable. But with
that assay certificate clutched in his left
hand, the white shirts opened a new life
to him.

He saw himself sitting in the rotunda
of the Windsor Hotel in Denver, his
shirt bosom shining as it rose from a
waistcoat of scarlet, at his collar a
string-tie of solemn black.

The vision was not impossible of real-
ization. The assay certificate told him
that.

Sowders opened the door and went in.
He was not, at this time, entirely articu-
late, but young Mr. Abram Levi, the
yvounger member of the firm, had keen
understanding.

In a trice he surrounded his customer
with a mountain of shirts. They over-
flowed from blue bhoxes, with their tissue
paper surroundings. Their hosoms

gleamed and shone, and it seeméd that
their white arms reached up in suppli-
cation.

Sowders was bewildered. He had
wanted one white shirt.- Young Mr.
Levi had tempted him with all there
were in stock. :

Sowders wavered. The pity of it, to
talke one lone shirt from its fellows
when all seemed eager to become the
property of the discoverer of the Lucky
Dollar! The injustice of it, to leave
these brother ehirts to their eventual
fate as part of the apparel on the re-
gardless form of a faro dealer or the
man in the look-out chair!

Sowders made a sudden resolution.

“1 want ’em all,” said he to young
Mr. Levi, “all—each an’ several. You
call a ’spresz wagon.” _

Within ten minutes the store of the
T.evi Brothers was destitnte of white
shirts. And within a half-hour Sowders

was sitfing on the seat of an express

wagon, rolling happily along toward the
Lucky Dollar Mine.

The driver turned now and then to
glance back at the boxes, after which he
would erack his whip and whistle. It
was odd, but a fare was a fare and a
job was a job. And all sorts of people
came to Tontic.

For two days the world was a mist to
Sowders. On the third ddy he was
awakened to a sense of the gauntness of
life and of the wuncertainties of the
future.

Luck deserted him and without seem-
ing reason. The cup of dreams was
snatched from him. There had been a
hideous mistake at the assay office. The
certificate he held was that of another,
the owner of the Only, not the Lucky
Dollar.

When he had obtained his own ecard
it told nothing of stored riches. There
was, to be sure, a trace of lead in the
samples he had left, but——

The hollowness of the error caused
him to hasten from the assay office be-
fore the chemist had concluded his
apology for the blunder. No apology
could reconcile Sowders to the situa-

“tion of not being a prospective million-

aire, and, more than this, he had
squandered in premature celebration the
cash stake he had been so long accumu-
lating against his Tontie venture.

He went back to his fireless, grubless,
and necessarily cheerless cabin, piled
high with white, stiff-bosomed shirts,
and as he contemplated the symbols of
his extravagance, as the picture of him-
self in the lobby of the Windsor Hotel
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faded, he sat andth'e side of his bunk
: ed aloud. ot :

aning?r:lwas then, as if the snow king
was moved to pity for the spendthrift,
that the heavens shook great white
flakes from lowering clouds and covered
the earth. The snow fell for days until
Tontie, eighty miles from a railway sta-
tion, ten thousand feet above sea-level,
approachable only by Wind‘lng roads up
the mountainsides, found itself cut oft
from the great world without. 3

A vear before, when the camp was 11
the first bloom of its youth, a similar
incident had not concerned any one.
Tontic had been snowbound for twenty
days and had survived. It would doubt-
less survive nmow, even if its supply of
fresh meat was not forthcoming. The
tin can of civilization was here, for the
tin can ever accompanies the advance
to the fremtier.

The Tontic commissary—stocked
against just such an emergency with the
all-seasonable things that come in tins
square and cireular, tins oblong and
flat, tins gaily ecovered or merely
stamped—would serve an army.

Tonti¢ sank back complacently after
the first week of the snow blockade,
blessing the tin cap. But it sat bolt up-
right directly when it appeared that
there was a famine in something to
which the community had never hefore
given a thought.

And as this famine, strangely enough,
had to do with the folly of Sowders,
mention must be made at once of a most
important person—the most important
person—in Tontic society, Mrs. Senator
B. V. L. Judson, wife of the represen-
tative of the Tontic and Eldora dis-
tricts in the npper house of the State
legislature.

Coincident with the beginning of the
storm, Mrs. Judson had announced a
function at the Tontic Grand Hotel, to
which all that was socially possible in
the town had been bidden.

. It .is not too extravagant to say that,
in this function, the camyp faced its first
great social event. Tt had been whis-
pered that Mrs. Judson had contracted
ﬁ;the entlge secc;nd floor of the cara-
yansary; and as for expense, Senator
Judson had himself consigned the ques-
n to a place remote. ,

..4., o)
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And it was further reporte al
among the items to grace the hane uet
were the rare and succulent provisions
of the oyster beds to be transporied
directly from the sea-shore, thousands
of miles away. These provisions had,
indeed, providentially arrived with the
last loads of freight that came into
camp before traffic was interrupted and
had since been on ice awaiting the
eventful night.

Therefore let the storm king rage.
Mrs. Judson was not to be denied.

And thus, on the eve of the great
function, when the five hundred elect of
Tontic—and they were, at this period,
mostly masculine—quivered with antici-
pation of the morrow, a short, hoarse
ery rahg out into the night. 1t was a
ery for a white shirt with a stiff bosom.

The ery went far and was echoed.
Tontic made no great exactions in the
matter of dress. In general it worried
along in blue flannel and corduroy.

But here was more serious matter.
Respect for Mrs. Senator Judson, re-
spect for a “ parlor affair,” demanded
of all male comers at least a white shirt
and a string tie. And it was the dis-
covery that white shirts were not on the
market that caused strong men to utter
the language that comes only with great
emotions. :

In vain the Levi Brothers affected to
explain. In vain they realized too late
that Mr. Abram Levi had made the
finaneial mistake of his life when he
sold, for two dollars each, shirts that
would now bring almost any amount.

And vainer still was the pleading of
the Levis after they had gone down the
long street to Sowders’ cabin and there
offered him double and thrice his money.
For Sowders, sitting in the midst of
Tuin, cowering under remorse, had at
once grasped the sitnation, and sent his
callers forth with a stern and firm voice.

When, therefore, a committee of
earnest citizens, representing nearly all
who had been favored wi in
tion to Mrs. Judson’s makin
party, waited upon Sowd:
negotiations had
calm,  suprem:
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The offers of five dollars a shirt were
scorned. Not until the gentle art of
sarcasm came into play did he show a
trace of color.

“You won't lend ’em to us,” com-
plained an exasperated committeeman,
*“and you won't take a reasonable offer
for ’em. So what we’d like to know is
what you reckon you're goin’ to do
with *em? *

“TIt has occurred to me,” said Sow-

ders suavely, “ that I might wear ’em. .

It has happened to occur to my dense in-
tellect that way.”

“So you might,” scorned the com-
mitteeman, * although T present this
argument to these here: that it’s
strange a man wants three hundred
shirts when he ain’t changed the one
he’s got on for what appears to be a
spell of about two months.”

Sowders looked pained but not sur-
prised. Ignoring the speaker, he glanced
into the crowd that accompanied him,
and in stately self-respect spoke these
words: :

“It is one of my precepts that any
man has got a right to fay right out
anything he may have on his mind in a
general way, so long as he don’t break
though any side walls into the claim of
another man’s feelin’s. Now, my shirt
goes to the sluice every Tuesday after-
noon whether I’ve one or fifty. It don’t
take no assay to see that the gentlemen
assembled here beneath my roof have
a matter of wearin’ apparel they desire
to air.

“TIf this meetin’ has a spokesman
who is familiar with the fundamental
rules of etiquette to be observed when
one respectable citizen is addressin’ an-
other, if’s his turn to get into the hucket
and give the signal to proeeed to the
top.”

Thus Sowders, proud, injured, inno-
cent. The man who had spoken fell
back, and the crowd gathered to itself.

Tact, it was plain, was needed here.
As was meet, the task fell to the justice
of the peace.

“The esteemed fellow-citizen who
has just spoke,” said the justice in a
tone of comciliation, “ voiced his senti-
ments in a spirit of what we may call
shirt-less exasperation, and hig condi-
tion of mind is to be taken into account.

<<<<<

SPECULATION IN SHIRTS.

“I need not remind the Hon. Mr.
Sowders here that the situation which
confronts many of the people of this
camp is in many respects peculiar. We
take a survey. We find that we are, each
and generally, committed to a social
duty it would be ungallant for any gen-
tleman to shirk.

“ We find that there are ah—certain
necessities of the sartorial art insepa-
rable with carrying out this duty—acces-
sories, I may say, that are indispensable
in the presence of ladies. And it fur-
ther appears that the principal acces-
gory is, to wit, a white beiled shirt. So
far as I am concerned, gentlemen 4

Here the justice turned to the listen-
ing committee, while his bosom swelled.

*“So far azs I am concerned, rather
than appear at Mrs. Senator Judson’s
function without the proper embellish-

ment of a white boiled shirt, rather

than insult that lady by appearing with-
out it, rather than flount in her face a
blue flannel turn-me-down or a calico
made-eagy, I would go forth into the
night of social oblivion.

“ We know what is demanded of us,
gentlemen. We cannot plead ignorance
of social custom. We either go in the
manner somewhere described as aw fay,
or we don’t go at all, and if we don’t
go at all we deliberately cut the feelings
of a lady.”

There could be no dissent to this pre-
sentation of faets and conditions. The
committee solemnly declared its truth.

“ Bein’ so0,” continued the justiee,
“we confront the Hon. Mr. Sowders and
the question of his shirts. We eannot
deny three things, gentlemen. They are,
that Mr. Sowders has the shirts, that it
i3 desirable that we obtain them, and
that it rests with Mr. Sowders to point
the way to the—ah, gratification of our
desires. i

“ And we must not act in haste nor
with temper. It is not to be denied
that Mr. Sowders is honorably possessed

of these shirts, the same as if they were

wheat or corn or any of the commo-

dities of the market that are likely to be

in demand. They are his, paid for with
his cash, and for to have and to
hold until he sees fit to part with ‘em—
which brings us to the point of our mis-
Blﬂn- P i




% Ve are given to understand, Mr.
Sowders, that you refused the Messrs.
Tevi their offer of six dollars each for
these shirts.”- i

Sowders, still standing be_.-nd@f tl_le
table, waved one haI}d to the justice m
appreciative cordiality. At the same
time his face did not relax its severity.

“The understandin’ you have,” he
said, ©is unanimously correct.” )

% Mhen may 1 ask,” resumed the jus-
tice, “1if _vcm' have fixed any particular
price on the precious articles that are
now in your possession?”

The committee made a movement
that sueoested the keenest interest.

i Rebl}in’ to your perfectly respect-
ful question,” said Sowders, “ I will say
that I have fixed a price. And further
replyin’, I will say that I do not propose
to dispose of these shirts in no common
way. I've been revolvin’ the situation in
my mind, Mr. Justice and gentlemen of
the committee.

“] am not mercenary—in fact, my
nature is caleculated to respond to them
that’s in distress or that has struck bot-
tom with nothin’ to show for it. If you
were poor, gentlemen, and came to me
empty of pocket, distressed, demandin’
of my white shirts, I would give freely.
But as I take it, this is no ten-cent
community lookin’ for alms.”

A murmur of assent told Sowders
that he was not in a ten-cent com-
munity. In fact, the faces of several of
the citizens of Tontic reflected resent-
ment.

“We are quite able,” here ventured
the justice of the peace, “to pay any
price you may ask.”

“1I will ask you to remember them
i words,” said Sowders, “when I have
|| related to you the fable of the King of

Egypt.”
The crowd stared curiously. Sowders
placed one hand on the table for sup-
' port, and gazed serenely toward hiz vis-
& itors,

“I am aetin" under historical pre-
cedent,” he said. “As my fellow-
citizen, the justice, may recall from his
studies of the land of the Pharaohs—

and I am not speaking of a lay-out, into operati =
gentlemen—there was once a king who of the monements.
- muled over a good acreage of land, but ruing r
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" cases up before the supreme court now

“ His treasury was empty at abomt
the time the gods called on him fohﬂd y
a temple, and as he owed the Affiliated '
Orders of Egypt Pyramid Masons and
Brick Layers pretty heavy for some old
jobs, things begun to look black.
“ Just here the conrt philosopher,
who usnally had a vein he could tap,
even if it was only in his head, hove on
the scene as radiant az the dews of the
morn. ¢ What you want, O mighty king,’
said this here philosopher, ‘is a special
assessment tax.
“<1t won't work,’ says the king.
“1've got only about five hundred thou-
sand people, and if I make the ordinary
average equality tax there won’t be
enough to build a side wall, let alone a
whole temple.
“¢We've been taxin’ the poor until
they've got nothin’ left to take; and as
for the rich,they’ve got their assessment

on the basis that the last levy was too
high. )

“¢TI’ve got about two thousand mil-
lionaires, it is true, but I don’t seem to
be able to geb at ’em.” Goin’ to show,
gentlemen, that times hasn’t changed so
all-fired much.

“ And now comes the court philoso-
pher with his scheme. © What you want,
O king,’ says he ‘is to excite these
millionaires into a game of chance. You
just announce a Royal Nile lottery, of
which half the proceeds go te buildin’
this temple an’ the other half to the
man who draws the lucky number, and
vou issue just two thousand tickets for
this same game of chance.

““You don't want any ordinary lot-
tery. The stakes must be high. It oc-
curs to me, O king, that the loval sub-
ject who draws number one should pay
therefore one piece of gold. The second
pays two pieces, the third three, and so
on to the end, when you've got your
capital prize—to be cut in half—
amountin’ to the sum total of two thou-
sand pieces of gold added down to one.”

“ The moral of these rema;ﬁ‘-@mt&- .
man, was that the king 3 struel
mightily, the Royal Nile ery
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proposmon is this:

~ “In a proper receptacle will be placed
three hundred pieces of paper numbered
consecutively. The fortunate individual
drawin’ number one gets his shirt for
the inconsiderable sum of one dollar,
one half what I paid for the same. The
second pays two dollars, the third three,
as was the way in Egypt, and each figure
therealter represents a similar advance.
In this way we may dispose of the prob-
lem that confronts us. Any other way,
I regret to state, an’ I keep the shirts.”

The aunditors of Sowders did not at
once break their silence when he had
concluded. They were confused, partly
by this plunge into history—or fable—
and partly by the mathematics pre-
sented.

Understanding first dawned on the
individual who had offended Sowders by
his reference to laundry shortcomings.

“This means,” he said slowly, ad-
dressing the happy owner of the shirt
mine, “ that one of us pays three hun-
dred dollars for the privilege of ap-
pearin’ at Mrs. Senator Judson’s soirée
in one of these genteel furnishin’s—am
I right?”

“The idea,” assented
“seems to have percolated.”

“ An’ somebody else pays two hun-
dred and minety-nine 7

“ An’ then the scale drops,
the shirt man.

He who had grasped the situation
turned on the others.

“ Don’t you see,” he exclaimed, “ the
way he figures it out is better n if he'd
busted up Faro Charlie? Don’t you see
that he’s smeltin’ free-millin’ ore ? He’ll
get a pile out of these shirts. It's
geometry—I can’t figure it out, but it’s
geometry ’ it’s like the frog what
jumps two feet up the well an’ falls back
three.”

His companions stared. Some at-
tempted to count on their fingers.
Others made hopeless mental calcula-
tions. Sowders broke in on their be-
wilderment by another statement of

AL ¥
“It ain’t geometry,” he said calmly,

Sowders,

* assented

-

£ 't’s pl-mn addition an’ some division,
It means just forty-one thousand five
hundred dollars to me or it means
nothin’. 1 may remark, in this conneec-
tion, that I ain’t sejournin’® here for the

benefits afforded by the climate or to

rebuild a racked and wasted constitu-
tion. DBut ”—sadly—*“1 had calculated
there was some sportin’ instinets in this
population.”

The justice spoke again.

“0f course we can all send our re-
grets to Mrs. Judson

He got mo further. There was a
babel of protest. It welled up vigor-
ously from a large person who longed
for oysters, and it was shrilled by a
thin citizen who reminded every one
within ear-shot that whatever he was he
was not cheap.

The objections were so general and
pointed that the justice recalled his re-
mark. He had made the suggestion
purely at random, he said, in a thought-
less moment, and in the interest of
economy. But he would be the last, he
averred, to eriticize the unique propo-
sition made by Mr. Sowders, which was
perfectly legal as well as worth atten-
tion from its historical inception.

And the truth was that the element
of speculation appealed directly to the
majority of Sowders” hearers. Theirs
was a life of chance. Chance sent them
into the rock-fast hills by day; chance
brought them together in the halls of
Tontic by night.

Chance was a game, now lost, now
won. The pursuit of chance made the
blood tingle.

Chance was life, and he who brought
chance in a new form was to be consid-
ered. He offered something to the sport
of Tuck.

Sowders smiled faintly as the men
before him were swept by the wave of
chance, that drowned the minor veices
of protest. He knew his market and
those who would come to purchase.

# * * #

At the Crystal Palace, an hour later,
a pyramid of shirt boxes rose pictur-
esquely from the center of the room,
guarded by Sowders. On a mnear-by
table Faro Charlie sorted little bits of

paper and placed them in a jar. And
whenhahaﬂc&ﬂeluﬂe& hatalakaimn-v, s
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of three hundred men formed in a circle
about the room and befa'nta prtocesmon
is siven point of 1nterest.
P&f&tst::ihglman l?esched the jar his hand
shot into the opening, and his ﬁpgers
closed on a piece of paper. A ridicu-
lously simple transaction, yet offering
moments of suspense that were highly
ic.
dr%‘[ﬂftas the number was high or low,
the possessor was corrgspandingly de-
pressed or elated, and his luck dgglored
or approved by his interested friends.

R G g

N

- . . g
A T o

._, s T >
-._J*_- L e

= > ’

He was followed ﬁomﬁh&ﬁ 'hom -
pyramid, where, in exchange for the
cash equivalent of the number he had
drawn, Sowders gave him a box con-
taining one white, stiff-bosomed shirt.

There never was such a night. It
reached its height when the disclosure 4
was made that to the justice of the £
peace fell the pleasure of paying for the
three-hundred-dollar shirt, which re-
mains to this day the highest price ever
paid for an article of this sort within
the borders of Colorado.

MAROONED IN 1492

BY WILLIAM WALLACE COOK,
Author of “A Round Trip to the Year 2000, “Adrift in the Unknown,” ete.

4 plan to serve the Past with the advantages of the Present, and the harrowing experi-
ences that fell out to the participants.

CHAPTER 1.
TIME & CO., LIMITED.

RENWYCK’S forte was the ex-
traordinary, and it seemed natural
for the unusual things of life fo come
his way. So it can scarcely be called
an accident that bronght that peculiar
“ad” to his attention. The paragraph
lurked obscurely in the Want Column
of his morning paper, blowing across his
path with all the outré freshmess of a
discovery that might lead to startling
results.

Wantep—A party of courageous men,
experts in the various trades, to accom-
pany a philanthropie gentleman on a
mission of enlightenment to the Middle
Ages. Single men only. References ex-
changed. An opportunity offers to con-
striuct anew the history of several be-
nighted nations. Tf interested, call or
write. Percivar. Tapscorr,

No. 198 Forty-Third Street.

Trenwyck read it aloud to Blinkers.
Blinkers, it may be explained in passing,
was a Texas product whom, through
earnest solicitation, Trenwyek had
undertaken to exploit through the
many abnormal phases of his own

i @;ree-r. ; - _ .
- tkers was always at high pressure,
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To suit his taste, life had to be piquant
with the unexpected. Thrills were his
stoek in trade, and-he was never so much
at home as when tending shop.

“If I could understand that,” said
Blinkers, referring to the “ad,” “I
don’t know but it would make a hit with
me. What does it mean, Tren?”

“1 give it up,” Trenwyck admitted.

“Suppose we take a whirl over on
Forty-Third Street and look into the
thing ? *

Trenwyck agreed, and in twenty
minutes a cab set them down in front
of Tapscott’s lodgings. A maid opened
the door and ushered them up one flight
to the philanthropic gentleman’s apart-
ments.

She was not a nice-looking maid. Her
hair was fuzzy with curl papers and her
apron should have been at the laun-

When she left the two ecallers she %
shrugged her shoulders, put her tongue =
i her check and squinted her yen

What do you mean by that
lady?” Blinkers asked, looking
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s the matter mth him?”
'"Sim rummed her knuckles against
her forehead.

i Dippy,” she gurgled, and went on
down.

“ This grows interestin’,” murmured
Blinkers, turning away from the ban-
isters as Trenwyck knocked on Tap-
scott’s door.

The door was opened by the philan-
thropic gentleman himsell. He was
well advanced in years, wore an old
dressing-gown and a pair of carpet-
slippers, and was holding a test-tube in
his hand.

On a table off to one side streamed
the blnish flame of an alcohol lamp.
Over the table was a shelf contaming
a glass retort, two or three parting-
flasks and many bottles.

A dank, unhealthy odor, caused by a
combination of plant-life and a super-
heated atmosphere, manifested itself in
the room. There were three windows,
and each was filled with potted plants—
strange plants such as Trenwyck had
never seen before.

“ Reporters ? ” asked Tapscott, loolk-
ing his visitors over.

« No,” Trenwyck answered.

“ Certainly not police officers—in
disguise ? *” he went on, holding the tube
between his eye and the light and
searching its contents.

* Certainly not!”

Tapscott heaved a long breath, evi-
dently of relief. Placing the test-tube
in a rack on the table, he capped the
spirit lamp, wavec his callers to chairs,
and took a seat opposite.

“ Would you helieve it,” said he, © you
are the first ones to eall on me in a spirit
of legitimate inquiry? Are you pre-
pared to take hold of my project?

“You mean to finanece it?* Tren-
wyck returned.

He tossed his hands in petulant dep-
recation.

“ No money is needed. What I want
is brains—nineteenth-century brains, to
grapple with the barbarism of the Dark
Ages.”

Blinkers rolled a cigarette and set-
tled down to a quiet enjoyment of the
interview. Trenwyck, having secured
the keynote of Tapscatt’s mania, played

“ Wouldn’t that be a trifle diffienlt ? »
he su; ted. “ Providing a man could
get back to the era you snggest, its his-
tory is already made and could not bLe
warped one way or the other.”

Color rushed into Tapscott’s sallow
cheeks, his eyes lit up, and his whole
form grew animated.

“Time,” he pursued dogmatically,

“even when following his ordinary for-
ward course and registering his prosy
stages on a clock dial, is the producer
of many riddles that vex the under-
standing; yet when, as I can make
manifest, he reverses his course and
covers centuries at a backward bound,
our respectable Gregorian ecalendar
staggera with the “elght of its mys-
teries.”

Blinkers was over his head. So was
Trenwyck, for that matter, although he
was thoroughly determined to persist
until he had come closer to Tapscott’s
hobby. ‘

“We are dealing in general terms,”
Trenwyck observed. *“ Suppose we
come at once to the crux of the matter,
Mr. Tapscott. Just what sort of a
proposition have you to make?”

“We cannot get away from these
general terms until we are done with the
very bone and marrow of the proposi-
tion,” he answered. “ Time, gentlemen,
is merely a personal matter. It is as
much a man’s property as the clothes
on his back or the dollar in his pocket.
Time is the inheritance of life. which in
itzeif is but a manifestation of time;
time begins at birth, ceases at death,
and for him that was time is and ean be
o more.

“Nir, I am on intimate terms with
Time. The old gentleman has grown
fond of me, and from a simple desire to
please he will take me by the hand, turn
squarely about and retreat along his
ancient path.

“ 1 might state that we have formed
a partnership, known as Time & Com-
pany, Limited. In this scheme for the
regeneration of the Middle Ages we
work together with an eye single to the
main purpose.

“What 1 desire,” ecried Tapscott,

warming to his theme, “is to plant a
mleny of skilled artisans somemhnm R
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benighted brothers the glorious civiliza-
tion of our own progressive times. I
would present them with the telegraph.
the telephone, the electric light, the
printing press, the steamboat, and the
thousand and one other nineteenth-
century wonders.” ]

The essence of the plan was begin-
ning to dawn upon Trenwyck. Truly
it was a colossal idea, and most at-
tractive. g

%It is yvour intention, then,” said
Trenwvek, = to assemble a number of
master workmen, representatives of
various trades, and take them and their
paraphernalia backward through the
ages?

"% Not their paraphernalia, Mr. Tren-
wyek. It is possible to take with us
only such material as we can carry in
our hands. Once we arrive on the scene
of our labors, we will fall to on the raw
product and build out of that the
various vehicles of latter-day progress.
Do you follow me? *

Blinkers sat as though stunned. The
cizarette had burned itself out between
his fingers, and his wide eyes were
fastened blankly on the face of Tap-
scott.

Trenwyck was only a degree less im-
pressed. During the silence that fol-
lowed Tapseott’s query as to whether
they grasped the amazing terms of his
proposition, a rough hand was laid on
the hall door and threw it open. Two
police officers entered.

Tapscott was on his feet in a flash.

“ What is the meaning of this intru-
sion?” he demanded.

“ Your name is Tapscott? ™ inquired
one of the officers.

i XTES"';

*Then you'll have to go with us.
Don’t get excited now,” the officer
added in his most soothing tones;
“we're not going to do anything to
hurt you.”

“1 have done nothing to warrant my
arrest,” faltered Tapscott, looking help-
lessly toward Trenwyck and Blinkers.
“1I am a law-abiding citizen, officer.”

“Of course you are,” acquiesced the
officer cheerfully.

“Then what is this all about?”
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developments with profound curiosity.

“ Well, a complaint has been entered a 1
- Aagainst you.” e e

“ What kind of a complaint?”

“ You'll have to appear in court, Mr.
Tapscott, and convince the judges that
you are mentally competent and that
vou will not éndanger the peace of the
community if left at large.”

A look of horror overspread Tap-
scott’s face. Suddenly a choking cry
escaped him and he whirled and dashed
for a rear room.

One of the policemen caught the
flying skirts of his dressing-gown and
brought him to so abrupt a halt that he
fell to his knees.

“We’d better pull out, Tren,” said
Blinkers, starting up.

Trenwyck likewise arose. Before
they gained the hall Tapscott called to
them.

“ Wait, gentlemen! Just a few mo-
ments, I beg of you!”

“ Humor him,” one of the officers
whispered in Trenwyck’s ear. “ The
old chap means well enough, but he’s
dotty—there’s no kind of doubt about
that.”

“Is Byngs back of this? ™ inquired
Tapscott of his ecaptors; “T. Orecival
Byngs?”

“ Professor Byngs made the com-
plaint,” was the answer.

“Ah!” A glint came into Tap-
scott’s eyes as he got up from his knees.
“T thought as mueh.”

Trenwyck and Blinkers returned to
their chairs. Trenwyek had an ill-
defined feeling that something remark-
able was going to happen, and awaited

CHAPTER II.
TAPSOOTT TAKES FRENCH LEAVE. |

“ GENTLEMEN,” observed Tapscott,
“ this is a plot against me, engineered by
my rival, Byngs, emeritus professor of"
Polynesian Flora in the University of
Hoboken. e resents my success in
acquiring a unique plant from Borneo,
in this despicable manner.” g T

He turned to his captors.
“I will make you no
you "




~ Watched vigilantly by the bluecoats,
Tapseott pulled a chair to the table and
brushed aside the scientific clap-trap to
make place for his epistolary labors.

From the shelf above he took a bottle
of ink and a pen, and from the table
drawer a pad of paper.

His slightest movement claimed the
closest attention of four pairs of eyes.
The officers were on the alert to fore-
stall a deed of violence, while Blinkers
and Trenwyck were under thrall of a
suspense that grew sharper by swift
degrees.

Tapscott, now calm and unruffled,
pulled a sheet from the pad, folded it
carefully and divided it in halt. Then
he reached for the test tube and emptied
its confents—a heap of brownish
grains—upon omne of the scraps of
paper.

With muttered exclamations, the of-
ficers darted forward. Tapscott smiled
at them.

“ Do not be unduly exercised, gentle-
men,” said he. “ This is merely the
fruit of one of my crazy experiments,
and hence not of sufficient importance
to caunse alarm.”

The officers drew back abashed and
Tapscott proceeded with his work.
With the pen point he counted out a

number of the grains and slipped them

to the other scrap of paper, after which
he folded both papers into neat little
packets.

“ Now for the letter,” said he, and
set himself to writing. ,

A few minutes completed the task.
Addressing an envelope, he placed the
folded letter inside, together with one or
both of the packets.

Trenwyck was under the impression
at the time that both packets went into
the envelope and was sure the officers
were of like opinion. Tapscott manipu-
lated the matter so deftly that what
happened was all the more surprising.

“There,” said he, handing the sealed
envelope to Trenwyck. “ Will you have
the kindness to deliver that for me, Mr.
Trenwyek? ™

The letter bore the memorandum
“ For you, to be opened some time after
you leave here.”

Trenwyck gave him a nod and put the

letter in his pocket.

“ Thank you.”

Tapscott removed another packet,
wrapped in green paper, from the table
drawer, and got up.

“ Of course,” he said to the officers,
“I cannot go out on the street in a
dressing-gown and slippers. Will you
allow me to go into my bedroom and
make ready to accompany you?”

“ You go with him, Pringle,” said one
of the policemen to his companion.

Trenwyck thought a shade of annoy-
ance crossed Tapscott’s face, but it was
only momentary. His vision cleared,
and he started for the door of the rear
room,. followed by Pringle.

Hand on the knob, he paused and
looked back at Trenwyek. It was a
Tong look and a strange one, pregnant
with deep meaning.

Trenwyck was mystified. Only in the
light of later events did the significance
of that last look become clear.

“Here’s a layout!” muttered
Blinkers, drawing a long breath.
“Talk about your mysteries, Tren
this is the clear quill, and no mistake.”

“ Not much of a mystery here,” struck
in the officer. “ The old gent is off his
trolley, and has been for a year or more.
Did you see that © ad’ he put in the
paper this morning? *

* That's what brought us here,” said
Trenwyck. * Curiosity, you know,” he
hastened to add.

“ Byngs is the best friend Tapscott
ever had, if he did but know it,” con-
tinued the officer, *“ but Tapscott thinks
Byngs is jealous of him. When one of
these scientific codgers gets an idea like
that in his head he’'s——"

A wild yell burst from the other room.
Trenwyck, Blinkers and the officer
sprang up in consternation and rushed
at the door, the officer leading.

Pringle, his face ashen and distorted
with fear and wonder, was leaning
against the wall. Tightly elutched in
his hands was Tapscott’s dressing-gown.
Tapscott himself was not in evidence.

“Where is he? ” cried the officer who
had led the rush into the bedroom.
“ Wake up, man!” he added, grabbing
Pringle by the shoulders and shaking
him roughly. *“ Where’s Tapscott?
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Pringle lifted a hand to his head.
With the other hand he raised the old
dressing-gown and shook it feebly, ap-
parently with some notion that Tapscott
might drop out of it. i

% Good Heavens!” gasped Pringle,

then cast the dressing-gown from him
and sank limply on the bed, his eyes
roving about the narrow chamber.
i The other bluecoat had impatiently
§ rummaged through a closet, looked be-
' hind a dresser, peered under the ped,
and was now examining the fastenings
of the window.

“ Speak, can't you?” he demanded,
turning to Pringle.

“ Did—did he get out through the
other room ? ¥ inquired Pringle, in halt-
ing tones.

“ 0f course he didn’t.”

“ Then you search me, Hickman. Tt
beats the devil! Just after I closed the
door Tapscott went to the washbowl and
drew a glass of water. Quick as a wink
he emptied something into the glass and
took it down at a gulp just as I jumped

at him.”
“Then what happened?” queried
Hickman.
“That’s too many for me,” replied
) Pringle, shaking his head. “ All I know

is that I stood there, holding the dress-
ing-gown. Tapscott was gone.”

“ He dodged out somehow,” declared
Hickman; it ain’t possible for a man
to make a get-away like that without
having things fixed. You look around
here while I go and search the rest of
the house.”

During the excitement that followed,
Trenwyck and Blinkers slipped away.
In the hall outside they encountered the
skulking figure of a man standing close
to the door.

He might have been a lodger, at-
tracted by the disturbance in Tapscott’s
rooms. Be that as it may, he was a low-
browed, questionable-looking fellow,
and Trenwyek and Blinkers eyved him
suspiciously as they passed.
~ The cab that had bronght them stood

~ in front, on waiting orders, and duri:

~ the ride back to their hotel the two
. friends smoked and wrestled with the
P L on.

‘At last Trenwyck’s thoughts drifted

m- On opening it, he found

i

.years at first and proceeding to the scene

that only onme of the packets was en-
closed—the larger of the two. [

“YWhat does the letter have to say?”
asked Blinkers, and forthwith Trenwyck
read it to him: -

Dear Sir:

As you have seen, cirecumstances over »
which T have no control make necessary
my abrupt departure for the Past. I
have long known this storm was brewing,
but hoped I could make port in the
Middle Ages with my colony of artisans
before it burst upen me. Now I alone
must be the evangel of civilization and
progress to those Benighted Peoples.

Although I enclose you the means, T do
not ask you to follow me. It is a step no
man would dare consider unless impelled
by convictions as strong as my own,

The packet given you herewith con-
tains a supply of seeds of the wonderful
plant developed .by me after years of
painstaking culture. This hybrid I have
dubbed the fempus fugitarius; it is a
cross between the Indian poppy and a
rare plant of unknown species found in
Borneo.

To become effective as a means for
bridging the Present and the Past, the
seeds must be treated chemically—which,
while rounding out their tremendous
powers, at the same time renders them
instantly soluble in water. I had just
finished treating the seeds enclosed when
vou called on me this morning. Besides
these and those I have with me, there
are no more in existence, and the mother-
‘plant has been destroyed.

Every one of these time seeds will set a
man back half a century. I shall make
my journey by easy stages, covering fifty

of my labors in Darkest Burope; then
on and on as fancy takes me. My one
regref, is that untoward events make
necessary an ill-timed departure. y .
Should you have recourse to the seeds N
in your quest after ancient times, fail =
not to take them on the very spot where
you would cast your fortunes., And re-
member, you ean take nothing with you
apart from what can be earried in the -
liands or stored about the person. i
Across the years 1 give you greeting
Half a century separates us, and yet the
ink is scarcely dry on this letter which I

have written. : 3
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Blinkers musingly. “ Hank Billings, of
San Antone, lent me a book once that
told a lot of yarns about Cleopatra. Do
you think there are enough seeds to take
us that far? >

“It would be a waste of good ma-
terial even if there were,” answered
Trenwyck sharply “We'll try Tap-
scott’s prescription, however.”

*“ Dark Ages?* Blinkers asked lugu-
briously.

“ Not so far. Spain—Bonaparte—
Peninsular Campaign. Tl write a
sequel to the ¢ Mistakes,” from the view-
point of an eye-witness.”

Blinkers brightened perceptibly, but
Trenwyck could see that his fancy was
still hovering around the Pyramids.

“You’re the doctor, Tren,” s=said
Blinkers, clasping his friend’s hand.
“ Just pick out your century and we’ll
emigrate. No one ever did anything
like this before, do you think?

“ No one but Tapscott.”

*It’s a comforting thought,” Blinkers
observed as they descended from the
cab in front of their hotel.

Had Trenwyck considered wisely, he
would have left Blinkers behind when
taking that headlong plunge into the
past. Blinkers had a weird propensity
for giving rein to his own sweet will,
utterly reckless of consequences—a
characteristic as dangerous for his
friends as deplorable for himself.

With Trenwyck, however, Blinkers
was a habit, acquired to an extent which

rendered the expedition impossible
without him. .
So they were to * emigrate ” in com-
PAALY
CHAPTER III.

A FRUSTRATED ROBBERY.

Jason TrRENWYCK came of a good old
family noted for its self-sufficiency. In
fact, that honest, one-legged despot who
was the last Dutch governor of New
York was numbered among his for-
hears.

Thig scion of the Trenwycks was born
into poverty and its attendant priva-
tions. Early in youth he availed him-
self of Horace Greeley’s advice and

trekked for the setting sun.

. Blinkers,

Years later, when he returned to his
native city, he brought with him a vast
fund of experience, much wealth, that
hatred of the commonplace which
formed his most distinguishing trait—
and Blinkers,

Trenwyck had taken his turn at
ranching, mining, politics, and a dozen
other pursuits the West had to offer. As
his mind expanded he developed a taste
for literature, which, coming arm in arm
with a saving sense of humor, fell just
short of a dangerous stage.

It may be remembered that he found
a “cypher” in the so-called Shake-
speare plays which laid their authorship
as unquestionably at the door of the
lamented Bill Nye as others have laid it
at the door of Franciz Bacon.

He also wrote a volume on “ The Mis-
takes of Napoleon, with Especial Refer-
ence to the Peninsular Campaign.”
The MS. of this work was returned by
one publisher with a personal letter to
the effect that “ they were sorry to re-
turn his paper, but he had written on
it.” Trenwyck immediately published
the book himself.

Liate in the evening of the day that
witnessed their adventure in Forty-
Third Street, Trenwyck and Blinkers
were in the sitting-room of their suite,
discussing ways and means. Trenwyck
was lounging in an easy-chair by a table,
a cigar between his lips, a mug of his
favorite shandygaff at his elbow, and the
seeds of the lempus fugifarius heaped
up on a piece of paper on the table-top.

There were ninety-three of the seeds,
as they had found by actual count, each
about the size of a grain of millet. The
entire supply could easily have been
placed on the blade of a pocket-knife.

“Just how many years, Tren,” said
blowing thoughtful whiffs
from his cigarette, “ are locked up in
that thimbleful of seeds? ™

“Four thousand six hundred and
fifty,” answered Trenwyck.

“(Great Chnstopher' What a heap
of traveling we could do if we used all
those seeds for transportation—provid-
ing, of course, Tapscott hasn’t rung in a
bluff on us.”

“ You haven’t any doubts about Tap-

scott, have you ? It seems to me ha ha,s‘

proved his case.”




« Phe idea sort of staggers me,” re-
turned Blinkers. “ I'd like a little more
proof.”

« We'll test the seeds ourselyes, and
that will be the very best kind of proof.”

s Then we're off for Spain? ™

“ By first boat. I have already en-
gaged passage to Liverpool.”

A summons fell on the door at that
moment. Blinkers answered it, and a
thin little man in rusty black, topped
with a high hat that might have been
the vogue in the '60s, stepped across the
threshold. y

“ Pardon me for coming right up,
gentlemen,” said the caller, removing
his hat. “My business is very impor-
tant, so you will excuse the lateness of
the hour.”

His hair was white and he wore large
glasses, through which he looked pene-
tratingly from Trenwyck to Blinkers
and back again to Trenwyck.

“My name is Byngs,” he proceeded,
“and I hold the chair of Polynesian
Flora, University of Hoboken. I under-
stand that you™—he wasnow addressing
Trenwyck—" were handed a letter this
morning by Mr. Tapscott. May I in-
quire, sir, if that letter was for me?*”

Trenwyck's face hardened. Here was
the rival scientist whose attempt to hale
Tapscott before the insanity court had
gent that gentleman into the past before
he was ready to go.

“The letter was not for yon, Profes-
sor Byngs,” said Trenwyck coldly.

“No?” The little man evinced con-
siderable disappointment. “ Was it for
the institution with which I have the
honor to be affiliated ?

“It was for myself,” replied Tren-
wyck.

The professor’s eyes fell on the table
and a ery escaped from his lips.

“There they are—the seeds of the
hybrid! ”

He filung himself forward, but
Blinkers grabbed him about the
middle and deposited him in a chair.

*Take it easy, professor,” said
Blinkers, “Thdse are the seeds, all
right, mt we can’t allow you to tamper
with them.” i

- Byngs writhed in the chair until he
was able to fish a red handkerchief from

of his coat.
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“Yon gentlemen do not understand
this matter,” said he, mopping his
brow.

“1 believe we understand it quite
thoronghly,” answered Trenwyck, fold- -
ing up the sceds and depositing them in
a drawer of the table. “ Your designs
upon Mr. Tapscott’s liberty have led to
deplorable results, Professor Byngs.”

“T still insist that you are not ac-
quainted with the ulterior aspects of the
proposition,” persisted Byngs. “ The
department of which I am the honorary
head was left a bequest of several thou-
sand dollars for research among the
flora of Borneo and Tahati.

* A yacht was chartered and I went
to Polynesia, where I secured a single
specimen of a unique plant quite un-
known to the botany of the Pacific
islands or any other part of the world.
That plant, gentlemen, had an affinity
for the passing hours, telling each ome
of the twenty-four accurately through
color changes in the petals of the blos-
som.

“ Had I been allowed to make further
study of this rare specimen—which I
called the fempus byngiensis—I am sure
that the mame of Byngs would have
leaped into fame among scientists every-
where. But this renown was basely
filched away from me.”

“ Btolen!” exclaimed Trenwyck.

“ Aye, stolen! Tapscott heard of
the plant and bribed the skipper of the
vacht to smuggle it ashore and give it
into his hands. The theft was safely
consummated and the fruits of my labor
were lost to me.

“Tapscott, as is very well known, is
not mentally responsible. I am told he
has destroyed the specimen of the
tempus byngiensis, but that some zeeds
still remain. Likewise I was told that
he had written a letter and enclosed
therein a packet of the seeds, entrusting
game to your care.” n

“1 had hoped that repentance had
urged him to rectify the great wrong he
had done me and that the letter he
packet were for myself. Inasn
this is not the case, I consid




pose that T would give up the seeds
il I had heard Tapscott’s side of it—
ch is now impossible.”

* Where is Tapscott? 7

“1 cannot tell you, for to do so would
betray his confidence.”

The professor’s eyes gleamed angrily
as he got out of the chair.

“ Will you give me part of the packet,
then ? ” asked he.

e NO 23

Byngs walked to the doeor, his slight
form shaking with the wrath that con-
vulsed him.

* We shall see, we shall see,” he mut-
tered. “ Where are ways to compel an
adjustment of the wrong I have suffered
and I shall lose no time in setting about
g

With that the little man flung out of
the room and slammed the door.

“Whew!” exclaimed Blinkers as
he shoved the « bolt behind him,.
“ These scientists are warm fellows
when they think they have a grievance.”

£ B}nrrs made Tapscott a lot of
trouble,” said Trenwyck, “ and possibly
he will annoy us with his schemes unless
we take time by the forelock and get out
of the country. Fortunately, we sail in
the morning.”

Trenwyek got up, laid aside the re-
mains of his cigar, finished the last of
his shandygaff, and went off to bed.
Blinkers soon followed him.

Two bedrooms opened off the larger
room, one at each end. In his own
chamber Blinkers wrestled with his
thoughts for a long time at the expense
of his rest.

When he finally lost himself it was in
an uneagy slumber from which he was
abruptly awakened. Some one, it
gseemed to him, was moving stealthily
about the sitting-room.

Getting softly out of bed, he stole
to the chamber door and peered
through.

A gas-jet was burning dimly above the
table; in its light he saw that the table-
drawer was open, that the paper con-
taining the seeds had been removed
and unfolded, and that a questionable-
looksng man stood close by and was

down at them.
~ The intruder wore a cap and a mask.
JL dark lantern wxirh the slmttsr uloseﬁ

stoo@ on the table near a decanter of
wine, and a revolver lay near the seeds.
Trenwyek’s suite of .rooms was in the

" third story at the back of the hotel.

A fire-escape ran past the windew of

_ the larger room, and Blinkers observed

that this window was open.

A robbery was being consummated!
As Blinkers watched, the thief pushed
back his cap and shifted the mask to
brush one sleeve across his forehead.

He was the very man who had been
in the hall outside Tapscott’s lodgings
when Blinkers and Trenwyck had taken
their departure for the Forty-Third
Strect house!

After replacing his cap and mask, the
robber poured himself a drink out of
the decanter and tossed it off at a swal-
low; then he took a hasty look around,
picked up his lantern and revolver and
started softly into Trenwyecl’s chamber.

Blinkers had plenty of courage, and
part of the equipment he had brought
from Texas included a brace of six-
shooters. With cat-like softness he
moved to his trunk, tock out one of the
revolvers, and then stole from the cham-
ber.

The robber was still moving around
in Trenwyck’s room. At the table, an
idea came to Blinkers—rather a vague
expedient, but he thought it well worth
the trying.

Llltmg one of the millet-like grains
on the point of a steel paper-kmife, he
dropped it into the glass by the de-
canter. His mnext move was to hide
behind the curtains at the open window.

Ile had not long to wait. The robber
presently emerged from Trenwyek's
room and returned to the table. There
he put down the lantern again, thrust
his revolver into his hip-pocket and be-
gan folding up the packet of seeds. What
Blinkers had hoped for came to pass.

The intruder’s thirst once more mani-
fested itself, and he poured a drink from
the decanter into the glass. He
quaffed it, and then—the tumbler
crashed to fragments on the table.

Aroused by the sound, Trenwyck
leaped from his bed and rushed into
the sitting-room. Blinkers, a stran ;
expression- on his face, stood by

table and gave his friend a dazad look uﬁ_ :
_he ran towm‘&mm. T e %
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« What's the matter, Blinkers?”

asked Trenwyck. .
l"‘eR-r—x'o bggry,” stuttered Blinkers.

Trenwyck turned up the light. The
dark-lantern engaged his attention and
then the packet. :

% Where is the thief?”
‘SkHe—he got away,” answered Blink-
| ers, with a shiver. © He was after those
' <ceds, I reckon, Tren, but I interrupted
his work before he could make off with

H them.”

cried Tren-

“Tid he make off with anything
else?”

%1 don’t know. You'd better look
through your clothes and find out.”

Trenwyek found that his pocketbook
was missing. The night clerk was sum-
moned and the house policeman was put
on the trail.

The loss of a few dollars was nothing
to Trenwyck, who was more than thank-
ful that the packet had heen saved.
When he again sought his bed, after the
excitement, he had the packet under his
pillow.

Blinkers, awed at his own femerity
and bewildered by the result of it,
thought best to keep his own counsel.

“1f Trenwyck ever counts up and
finds that one seed is missing,” thought
’ Blinkers, “ he’ll think the thief got away

with it. Well, he did—but, by Chris-
topher, it was sudden! I reckon Tap-
seott wasn't so erazy as Byngs is trying
to make ont.”

CHAPTER IV.
SAD BUSINESS AT BURGOS.

TreExwyck and Blinkers came into
Spain by easy stages, lingering in the
various eapitals for a last taste of that
“ glorious civilization ” which Tapsecott
| & was seeking to carry to the Middle
Ages.

The delights of London and Paris
almost wooed Blinkers from their set-
tled purpese, but Trenwyek’s per-
suasions, fortified by an important tele-
gram that reached him in the French
metropolis, were sufficient, and Tren-
wyck brought Blinkers away to Bayonne
and thence into the Basque Provinces,
__The telegram was from an old friend,
Major Wickers, who represented his-

_ 4l
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- known as a successful iron founder.

country at one of the Spanish ports.
< Mee? me Fonda del Norte, Bﬁzgas,
Wednesday. Imperative.” So ran the
message.

The major was a bachelor, upward of

fifty, and in his native Alabama was

What imperative business he could have
with Trenwyck was more than the latter
could imagine. _

This was not the only thing that both-
ered Trenwyck. During the voyage
across to Liverpool he had counted the
time seeds and had found that there
were but sixty-eight, leaving twenty-five
unaccounted for. H

What had become of the missing
twenty-five? He questioned Blinkers,
and Blinkers had evineed surprise, but
nothing akin to guilt.

He suggested that, as the seeds were
small, they might have sifted out of the
packet. Trenwyck did not think this
possible, but immediately he took steps
to keep the rest of the seeds secure be-
yond all possibility of loss.

Professor Byngs was on the boat with
them. During the first day or two of
the voyage he had importuned Tren-
wyek to divide the packet with him, as-
serting that he had takem passage for
the sole purpose of gecuring some of the
seeds and that he would persist at all
hazards until he gained his end.

After two days of ineffective threats
and entreaties, Byngs apparently yielded
to the inevitable and frequented the
card-room, where Blinkers was passing
most of his time. In Liverpool the
professor succeeded in effacing himself. .

The contrast between Byngs’ behavior
at the beginning of the trip and at the
end of it was so remarkable that Tren-
wyek might have suspected that he had
accomplished his purpose had not the
difficulties in the way of it been so great.
}As it Evafs, he merely wondered and re-
rained from pressing any inguiries.

At Irun, jus?t ov.ergthe }é panish boun-
dary, the customs officials fell on Blink-

ers’ lnggage and confiscated two
decks of playing-cards, a box of chips, ¢

roulette wheel and a faro layout.
mf[gmeyfwmlli have gone S
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in the world were you going to
W all that plunder? m'inmgwyek :
demanded. ,
- “Just in case we ran out of funds,
Tren,” Blinkers explained. “If we're
to earry our ecivilization into the Na-
poleonie era, it struck me I'd look after
‘that end of it.”

“This comes of that gambling you
did on the way over,” said Trenwyck
severely, * and it isn’t the sort of mis-

+ sionary work we're going to engage in.

Our business in making a jump back to
the heginning of the century, Blinkers,
is to look up a few points of history and
to benefit the people as much as we
can in our feeble way—mnol to coax
lowts d’er from the French camp through
the medinm of games of chance.”

They reached Burgos at ten in the
evening, and were haunled to the major’s
fonda by a row of three mules attached
to a rickety ’bus. The whole force of
the establishment came out to receive
them, and they had a chance to try the
Greaser Spanish they had picked up in
Arizona. '

It proved adequate, and they were
conducted to a dingy salon with two bed-
rooms adjoining. The omnibus mules
were stabled directly under them—but
they were in Spain, and not disposed to
be fastidious.

They had a late dinner sent up to
their rooms. While they were discuss-
ing the soup the major stormed in.

“1 knew you'd come, by gad!” he
shouted, shaking Trenwyck’s hands ef-
fusively. “ And Blinkers, too! Well,
well. You're good to me, boys. By gad!
This comes of having friends when you
need ‘em!”

The major was ghort, but ponderous.
The Ted of his pudgy face was relieved
by the white of his large mustaches.

His face was a little redder, his mus-
tache a little whiter and his hair a little
thinner than when Trenwyck had seen
him last.

But otherwise he was the same tem-
pestuous old major.

“ How did you know I was in Paris,
major ?” Trenwyck asked while his
friend floundered into a seat and
squirmed to get at his eigar-case.

% Met Dave Gillum at Barcelona—big

Dave, right from the States. He’s

. "
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thinking of taking a bunch of Basques
or Moors—I don’t remember just which
—to the Chicago Fair. Dave said he
had met up with you and Blinkers in
London, and that you were to stop in
Paris and then come on this way. Sorry
if T hurried you, Tren, but I need you
to-morrow afternoon.”

* What for?*

The old fire-eater leaned back in his
chair and lighted his cigar.

“ Duel,” he answered tersely.

Trenwyck dropped knife and fork and
straightened up with a gasp. Blinkers
also showed a profound interest.

“You don’t mean to say that you're
going to fight a duel!” exclaimed Tren-
wycek. ‘

“Who else?” the major returned
complacently. “ Don’t be in such a
taking, Tren. It’s not ‘the first time.
By gad, no Dutchman can jump on the
Stars and Stripes and make faces at
the Monroe Doctrine while Wickers is
around!”

“Is that what happened ? * Trenwyck
ingquired.

“1Is it? ¥ the major wheezed. “ s it?
The Barcelona papers are full of it.
This Baron von Lauderbach aired his
views at a little dinner given to the
foreign representatives. What he said
—but T won’t repeat what he said, by
gad! It was enough. I threw wine in
his face, and would have followed the
wine with the tumbler if they hadn’t
stopped me.

“We exchanged eards. If Dave
hadn’t been in a tush to get to Madrid
I’'d have had him for a second. But
when he told me about vou, why, I shot
that telegram into Paris.

“ Preliminaries are all arranged. I
named place and weapons, and selected
Burgos and six-shooters—Burgos, be-
cause it’s on your route and I didm’t
want to put you to any more inconven-
ience than I had to.”

“ Good Heavens!” Trenwyck mut-
tered. ¢ Are you mad, major? If you
go ahead with this piece of folly you're
liable to invelve three governments.”

“I don’t care a hang if I involve a
dozen!” Wickers bristled. “No for-
eigner is going to shake his fist at the
American eagle in my presence without

L-n“;.._.-‘_
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« Where is the duel to take place?”

« In a quiet little courtyard jl;lst long
enongh for twenty paces. Don’t try to
stop me, Tren. I'm all worked up about
this business, and I'll have it out with
that baron if it’s the last thing I ever
d(LHe was as fixed as Gibraltar, and
when he went away about midnight
Trenwvek was in no enviable frame of
mind.

Baron von Lauderbach, the other
principal, the major had told them, was
an attaché of the German embassy at
Madrid.

“The old boy is on the warpath,
Tren,” chuckled Blinkers, dropping the
stump of his cigarette‘into one of the
empty dishes and getting up with a
yawn.

" “We've got to stop this duel in some
way,” said Trenwyck.

1 can stop it,” said Blinkers.

. }I‘)“_? »

“ Leave that to me, Tren.”

“ No foolishness, Blinkers!™ Tren-
wyck warned him.

“ Sure not! ” returned the irresponsi-
ble Blinkers. * Do you want me to go
ahead and try my hand?*

“Well, you might,” Trenwyck an-
swered, yielding weakly to the gravity
of the situation, *if you really think
vou can accomplish anything.”

Blinkers went blithely to bed and in a

few minutes Trenwick followed his ex- .

ample. Trenwyck heard the call of the
night-watch two or three times before
dozing off to sleep, and when he did
sleep he dreamed of duels and interna-
tional complications and other things
that had burdened his waking hours.

It was late when he woke up and -gave
his attention to the bread and chocolate
a waiter brought to the door. Blinkers
had dressed and gone out, presumably
to execute his plan for putting a quietus
on the duel.

Trenwyck hadn’t much faith in
Blinkers” ability to have the affair called
off. He had no acquaintance with the
bardn, but if that gentleman had come
all the way to Burgos to fight it was
hardly possible he could be made to
ai;a'logiz;tt;:i : :
. Trenwyck to go to the alcalde
@am woul ._})e to affront

9 =

‘ 3
s o

reassuring, the major smoked and

-direction and nodding toward the caller

"
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ma'pr most di?ﬂfully, A Bt thﬂrt iﬁ ”"-- )
ci-‘seg what Trenwyck J;i'ﬁi determmﬂi ]

to do before he should allow the foolish
affray to take place. g -

By the time Trenwyck was dressed,
Wickers dropped in to consult with him
upon personal affairs, as a provision
against fatalities. Blinkers returned
during the course of their conversation
and vouchsafed Trenwyck a reassuring
wink.

Had he really accomplished any-
thing? If so, what—and how? Tren-
wyck turned this phase of the matter
over in his mind as the three ol them
went np-stairs and had their almuerzo
together.

Trenwyck found no opportunity for
a quiet word with Blinkers and hoped
Wickers would leave them for a short
time after the meal. But he did not. -
He had some tinkering to do with his
revolvers, and followed them back to
their rooms to do it.

Blinkers continued complacent and

chaffed as he worked, just to show how
cool he was, and Trenwyck fidgeted and
fretted.

While they were thus occupied, their
host came to announce a caller, and the
caller proved so impatient that he ran
excitedly into the room at the host’s
heels.

The major looked up and a stern ex-
pression overspread his red face.

“ Yimmerman, the baron’s second.”
said he, shooting a glance in Trenwyeck’s

after the landlord had retreated. Zim-
merman was tremendously wrought up
about something.

Without any preliminaries whatever,
he leaped into a torrent of German,
striving to keep his frenzied gestures
abreast of the oral flood. ' .

So far as Trenwyck was concerned,
the German language was an unknown
quantity. Blinkers, apparently under
the spell of a pleasant excitement, was
manufacturing a cigarette and smiling
to %Vii-;]sgeﬁ. _ o AN
Wickers, whether he drew a
rom the harangue or nof, pres
studied indiffere:

‘-"Ir_'
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;him in Ms&h, t*hat what he
r was Greek to them ; also, that

whatever he—-Zlmmerman—-haﬂ to say
must be put in terms they could under-
stand.

The perturbed Teuton poured a glass
of water from a pitcher on the table and
while drinking it seemed to get better
control of himself. When he spoke
again he was a little more lucid. His
friend Baron von Lauderbach, it ap-
peared, had mysteriously vanished. IHe
had risen early that morning and had
begun writing letters.

On a desk in his chamber was a letter
half-written—broken abruptly off in the
midst of a sentence. His hat and cane
were in the chamber and there was every
evidence that he had not “intended
taking his departure.

Yet he had departed, and a search of
several hours had failed to reveal his
whereabouts.

The major gave a sarcastic langh. It
was a laugh that turned Zimmerman
pale with vexation and chagrin, for it
reflected npon the courage of his prin-
eipal.

“S8o!” exclaimed the major. “ Not
daring to stand before me and give me
satisfaction, this valiant baron takes to
the woods! Tll make this known
throughout the length and breadth of
Qpam by gad!
ever shows his face in my vicinity, I'll—
I’ll pull his nose for him!™”

“ Vat you speak iss nod true!” cried
Zimmerman. “ Der baron has nod
taken by der voods, no. e has nod run
avay; he vould haf a scorn for such as
dot. Himmelblitzen!”

“ Produce him! Produece him!™ re-
turned the major. “If you don’t pro-
duce this friend of yours, Zimmerman,
the puh]lc will draw its own coneclu-
glons.”

“ How can I produce him ven I don’d
know vere he iss gone?” said Zimmer-
man helplessly. “ Some accident has
happened mit him, jah, it must be. You
vill be patient, Herr Major, und gif us a
leetle more time, hey? ™

“ Not another hour,” said Trenwyck.
Zimmerman shrugged his shoulders
1 w ‘eﬁhtmtm door. Faumng there,

i,
he was Major Wickers’ second and that

And if the poltroon'

uked T;:elmwh

- “If der baron iss nod foundt, it vill
afford me g-r-reat pleasure to take his
place,” said he. “1I vould nod haf der
Herr Major disappointed.”

“Never!” declared Trenwyck. “ My
friend fights with the baron or no one.”

Zimmerman bowed humbly and left.
He seemed a nice, soldierly fellow, and
Trenwyck was sorry for him.

The moment Zimmerman was gone
the attention of Trenwyck and  the
major was drawn to Blinkers, who was
choking with mirth in his chair.

*“ Look here, Blinkers,” said Tren-
wyck ,“ do you know what has happened
to the baron?”

“ My, but this is rich! ” gasped Blink-
ers. “Of course I know what’s hap-
pened to the baron, Tren.
man finds him he’Ll have to go back
some four hundred years!”

“ Gad!” muttered Wickers, rising to
his feet and peering at Trenwyck across
the table. *“Is the fellow mad?”

“What crazy thing have you done? *
hissed Trenwyck in Blinkers® ear, bend-
ing over him and gripping his arm con-
vulsively.

“T gave him eight of ’em,” admitted
Blinkers. “ We had a glass together in
his room and I smuggled the——"

A slow horror ran through Tren-
wyck’s veins.

Blinkers, reading the trepidation of
his goul in the lines of his face, subsided

wealkly.
“I may have been a little hasty,
Tren,” Blinkers quavered, “ but 57

“ Hasty!” echoed Trenwyck in a
hollow voice, and turned away.

CHAPTER V.

THE CAP SHEAP.

A DErp gilence fell over the three in
the room. The only sound that was
heard was caused by the restless tramp-
ing of the mules in the stable below.

“Tren,” pursued Blinkers desper-
ately, ““ there wasn’t anything else for it,
on my word. That baron was as cold-
blooded as a channel catfish. He’d have

made a vacancy in the diplomatic serv-

ice just as sure as you’re a i'oot high!”

“Where did Jmt get

If Zimmer-

the sﬁeﬁs?”.
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‘Blinkers grew suddenly mute.

Events were trending toward a reve-
lation that dismayed him.

“ Oome, out with it,” went on Tren-
wyck with cutting firmness. * Where
did you get the seeds?” g

“On the boat, when we came over.

* Ah! Then you have abused my con-
fidence, have you? Why didn’t you tell
me you had rifled the packet when I
spoke to you about the loss I had dis-
covered 7 7 i o

“ Yell,” temporized Blinkers, “ I did
not eare to have you know those sharp-
ers were getting the best of me at one-
call-two.”

“ What has your gambling on the
boat got to do with the missing seeds? ™

“ Pretty nearly everything. Oh, hang
it, Tren! I'm not going to keep this on
my mind any longer. I took those
twenty-four seeds out of the packet
while vou were sound asleep in your
bunk.” ;

“ Twenty-four?” came caustically
from Trenwyck. * There are twenty-
five gone. Where’s the other?”

*1 got rid of that burglar in New
York with the other.”

* That’s where the burglar went, is
it? >

“Yes; I gave him fifty years. Byngs
got four hundred, same as the baron.”

“I'm beginning to understand. What
sort of a deal did you make with
Byngs ? :

“1 gave em to him reasonable, Tren
—fifty dollars per seed. He got eight at
that figzure and I sailed in with the pro-
ceeds and tried to win back what T’d
lost. But the tinhorns had the cards
marked.”

“ Did you tell Byngs anything about
the mysterious properties of the
seeds?

e I did, and he said T was crazy. 1 told
him I wasn’t as big a fool as 1 looked,
and he said I eouldn’t be.”

“ Byngs had it about right, Blinkers.
You wasied one on the thief, eight on
Byngs and eight on the baron. That
leaves you with eight, and I guess vou
better turn them over to me. ~ I am ve
much put out with you, Blinkers.”

- The major had listened to this con-
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“ Have you fellows gone daft entire-
ly?” he spoke up. “ You talk like a
couple of madmen.” i

He turned to Blinkers. _

“ Blinkers,” he went on sternly, “if
you have been meddling in my affair of
honor, it is high time I knew something
about it, by gad!”

“ e did his meddling by my request,
major,” said Trenwyck.

Wickers stared at Trenwyck.

“Let me understand this matter,”
said the major, with painful delibera-
tion. “ You sent Blinkers to the baron
to see if our differences could not he
patehed up without a resort te arms? ™

“You do not appreciate the gravity
of the situation, major, or 2

“1 appreciate, sir,” thundered the
major, “ that the Wickers” honor is at
stake! I appreciate, sir, that this titled
nincompoop, this Baron Nohody, has
slurred that glorious banner that waves
above my home and my iron works, and
that I am to be denied retaliation,
And fnally, Mr. Trenwyck, I appreciate
that one whom T supposed to be my best
{riend has had the audacity to restrain
me from the defense of my honor! I
have the pieasure, sir, of wishing youn a
very good morning!”

More in sorrow than in anger, the
major gathered up his revelvers and
stalked toward the exit. He found
Trenwyck barring his way.

“Go back and sit down!” ordered
Trenwyck.

“ When the bands of friendship,” be-
gan the major morosely, * have been
weakened to breaking by the misguided
officiousness of-—er—er—of an inju-
dicions gentleman who——"

“The injudicions gentleman means
what he says, Major Wickers,” inter-
rupted Trenwyck sternly. “Go back
and take your chair, Blinkers was too
zealous; he exceeded his instruetions.
You must give me the opportunity to
explain.” S

The,major returned gloomily to his
seat, laid his revolvers on the tak o
passively awaited the e

Trenwyck took up the
iggfts-. deseribed




lost in a sudden and absorbing fear for
‘renwyck’s sanity,

“ Merciful Heavens!™ whispered the
major hoarsely. “Is it possible that in
this year of grace 1892 there is one sen-
sible man who will put any faith in such
a lot of rubbish?”

“Blinkers and I believe in it,” an-
swered Trenwyck steadily.

“ Then you and Blinkers are entitled
to a couple of gnardians.”

“I cannot shut my eyes to the proof.
Tapscott was snuffed out, the thief van-
ished, and now the baron has followed
both of them into the past.”

“Bosh!” wheezed the major. “ The
baron lost his nmerve and ran away, in
spite of you and Blinkers. You're daft,
Trenwyck; clean daft. Let me have a
look at those wonderful seeds.”

Blinkers, in response to Trenwyek’s
request, had removed from his vest
pocket the paper containing the eight
seeds he had left. He was holding the
packet in his hand, and Trenwyck mo-
tioned him to show them to the major.

The major, wearing a smile half-
pitying and wholly incredulous, poured
himself a drink, started to raise the
glass to his lips, and suddenly set it
down again.

“There they are, major,” said Blink-
ers, nnfolding the packet and stepping
closer 'so that Major Wickers could
see the seeds. “ They look harmless
enough, but there’s a hoeus-pocus of
fifty years wrapped up in every one of
those little grains.”

The major took the paper, eyed the
seeds cynically, then quickly slipped
them into the glass of water. A pre-
sentiment of further trouble darted
through Trenwyck’s brain and he
darted forward with outstretched hand.

“ Major! ™ he ecried in consternation.
“ What are you about to do?”

“ Stand right where you are, Tren-
wyck!” commanded the major, waving
him back. “ You, too, Blinkers! I'm
~ going to prove that the baron ran away
of his own accord—and, incidentally,
that you gentlemen are victims of your
own disordered imagination.”

He lifted the glass, a quick sparkle of

determination showing in his eyes.
~ “Stop, Wickers!” shouted Trenwyck
7, leaping toward him.

-
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~ The glass was already at the major’s
lips. Trenwyck caught it away, but too
late. A choppy, defiant laugh echoed
through the room.

Another moment and Trenwyek and

Blinkers were alone, staring dumbly at
each other across the spot where the
major had just stood. A groan escaped
Trenwyck’s lips, the glass fell erashing
from his hand, and he dropped limply
across the table.

CHAPTER VI.
A DOUBLE DEPARTURE FOR THE PAST.

TuE baron was gone and the major
had followed him. Both had been pro-
jected four hundred years into the past.
What was to happen when they met in
those old times afforded Trenwyck
much material for gruesome specula-
tion. !

He was glad the major had left his
revolvers and ammunition behind. If
the duel was fought in that other age, it
would have to be with crosshows, two-
handed swords, or blunderbusses; and
there was the chance that these un-
familiar = weapons would make the
combat less sanguinary.

From worrying about the major and
the baron, Trenwyck fell to worrying
about Blinkers and himself. Myste-
rious disappearances, even in Spain, are
not allowed to pass without investiga-
tion.

In the present instance there were
two powerful governments to force the
hands of the authorities. Trenwyck
and Blinkers could hardly aveid becom-
ing entangled if they tarried in Burgos,
so they deemed it expedient to get away
as quickly as possible.

Trenwyck appropriated the major’s
guns, They were beautiful weapons,
gilver chased, and had the initials
“H. W."—Horace Wickers — wrought
into the stocks.

Trenwyck settled their reckoning at
the fonda, marched along the row of
waiters, scullions and stable boys, and
tipped impartially, after which he and
Blinkers climbed into the old ‘bus and
were rattled away to the station.
Blinkers had suggested that it was a
propitions moment to take their own
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leap into the dark, but his friend was not
in the mood for it. s 1
 They were to have a night ride to
Madrid, and thought luck was with
them when they chanced upon a vacant
compartment. Before the train left th’e
Burgos station, however, Zimmermans
square-jawed face appeared in the door
I - and he erawled over them into the car-
rlaﬁehe recognized them in the dim ligh.t
he gave mo sign. After stowing his
luggage in the racks he settled info a
distant corner and presumably went to
sleep. .

His presence gave Trenwyck a feeling
of decided discomfort. Could he, by any
hossible chanee, be following Trenwyck
and Blinkers and keeping them under
surveillance ?

Zimmerman could hardly have failed
to Giscover that Blinkers had called on
the baron not far from the hour of his
disappearance. What inference would
Zimmerman draw from this, if any?

- When they were fairly off on their
' journey Trenwyck drew the silk curtain
3 across the hole in the top of the car-

riage and shut off the rays of the dimly
1 burning lamp. ’

Blinkers slept like a log and snored

' resonanily. Trenwyck passed the time

in fitful cat-naps, peering at intervals
at the blot of shadow which was all he
could see of Zimmerman.

No morning ever dawned that was
more weleome to Trenwyck than the
one that followed the dreary, appre-
hensive night. At a station, where the
- train lingered for a period out of all

proportion to the size of the place, he

bought a couple of jugs of goat’s milk.

Quietly rousing Blinkers, Trenwyck

gave him one. As he took it, Blinkers
looked significantly toward the sleeping

Zimmerman, and Trenwyck shook his

head to signify that nothing of impor-

tance had happened.

An hour or two before they reached
Madrid, Zimmerman sat up, yawned,
and shook himself together. He and
thg other two in the compartment, how-
ever, might have been total strangers

b 1 the attention they gave each
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to the Hotel de la Paix. Wherever
Trenwyck turned he was sure to see the
Gierman, not watching him, apparently, -
but merely loitering in his vicinity. -

e got more and more upon Tren-
wyck’s nerves, until it grew so serious
that Trenwyck could not look at an
alguazil without a shudder of appre-
hension. They took lunch at the
Hotel de la Paix, and then Trenwyck
hurried poor Blinkers away to Seville
and Cadiz. ;

They paused for breath in. Cadiz, for
although Zimmerman had bobbed up
serenely in Seville, they missed him at
the seaport. But when they had been
rowed to the steamer that was to take
them through the straits to Malaga, the
first person they saw on gaining the deck
was their Nemesis—as studiously indif-
ferent as ever.

“1 could plant a few more of those
seeds where they would do us a lot of
good, Tren,” muttered Blinkers darkly.

“ No you don’t!” said Trenwyck in a
tone there was no mistaking. :

“But that fellow is camped on our
trail! Are we going to let him chase us
all over Spain?”

“ I'm trying to figure out what sort of
a game he’s up to,” Trenwyck answered.

“ And while you're doing your fig-
uring, like as not he’ll land us in one of
these Spanish lock-ups!”

“No. If he should try that, we’ll fall
back on the seeds ourselves and connect
with that Peninsular Campaign. Mix
us a shandygaff, Blinkers, and bring it
out on deck.”

Trenwyck made it a point to travel
with all materials necessary for the
beverage—excepting the cracked ice.
According to his notion, it was the most
harmless and satisfying of all the con-
coctions invented by man.

The Zimmerman riddle was not
solved on the voyage to Malaga, nor in
Malaga itsell. Proceeding on to Gran- s
ada, the travelers quartered themselm .

in the Siete Suelos, overlooking the
walls of the Alhambra. :

Once more they experienced a
of relief—Zimmerman had not
evidence since they alag:
ti come whe




%o look in on thnt Peninsular
Gampmgn, it was advisable to be about
it

Trenwyck could be brave enough in
a pinch, but there was something so
uncanny in the way a person slipped the
leash, under the spell of those little
seeds that the very thought of it gave
him pause.

As for Blinkers, he was in no wise
perturbed by the bizarre workings of
Tapscott’s prescription. Nothing in the
nature of the unaccountable ever
aroused his concern; only the humdrum
and the ordinary could do that.

He would as cheerfully have accom-
panied Trenwyck to the Stone Age as to
the Napoleonie era, despite his sceret
longings for the Nile and the times of
Cleopatra. There was a mild excite-
ment in being dogged by Zimmerman;
whenever Zimmerman failed him, he
fell back upon veiled hints cunningly
caleulated to keep their main object
fresh in Trenwyek’s mind.

In the alternocon of the day of their
arrival at the Siete Suelos, therefore,
Blinkers received with much delight
Trenwyck’s announcement that the
long-expected moment was at hand.
With tingling nerves they set about
their small preparations.

A hamper, with materials for a hun-
dred glasses of shandygaff, was not the
least important part of Trenwyck’s per-
sonal equipment; then there were a
dozen note-hooks, a fountain pen and a
quart bottle of mk six 100-gize boxes of
Colorado \/Iadnrm and a supply of
matches, and a small bag of money in
gold pieces of fifty pesetas. These were
all compactly pao]\cd for hand carriage.

Upon Trenwyek’s person were
varions articles, necessary and other-
wise, including the major’s brace of six-
shooters.

Trenwyck did not inquire too search-
ingly into the charaeter of Rlinkers’
odds and ends. He knew he had a
brace of trevolvers— 42’s, like the
major’s—with cartridges to fit, ample
materials for cigarettes, a rawhide
riata—relic of his Texas days—a water
flask with two collapsible cups, and
- other things.

" ﬂie last moment Trenwyel

siderable latitude; then, if he landed

at the begmmng of the century unpro-

vided for in any essential particular, he

;Evould have no one but himself to blame
or it

A muleteer, an Asturian in a wonder-
ful red panuela and answering to the
name of Anselmo, was hired for what
purported to be an ordinary ramble
through the hills, and the paraphernalia
was loaded upon the panniers of his
patient beast. The hotel bill was not
settled, the residuc of Inggage being left
in lieu of the money.

The muleteer desired to know their
pleasure as to the course they should
take.

“ Anywhere in the hills, Anselmo,”
Trenwyck answered, and the little cara-
van got under way.

Skirting the beautiful gardens of the
Generalifte, they strueck into a lonely
mule path that wound upward through
bleak hills along the bottom of a narrow
barranco or ravine.

It was a wild and rugged country,
bare, desolate, and surcestive of Dante’s
Inferno. Anselmo, a picturesque object
in his bright panwela, brigand-like cloak

and laced alfargatas, was extremely lo-

quacious. =~

He explained that they were on their
way to the crest of the Mountain of the
Sun, the highest elevation in the vicin-
ity of Granada, and he was at great
pains to point out the Chair of the Moor
and other landmarks, and to give some
account of the traditions connected with
them.

Blinkers chatted with the fellow in
peon Castilian, but Trenwyck took no
part in the conversation and listened
only casually. Had the gay Anselmo
been Mcphmlopheles leading them up
the Brocken he could hardly have been
more heavily oppressed.

They were passing from the nine-
teenth century in a manner that -har-
monized well with their extraordmary
purpose. As they proceeded, ruins of
ancient structures rose thickly about
them. .

Ahead and to the left Trenwyck took
note of a stone tower in a tolerable
state of preservaimn. His eyes wi

fixed on this tower when a clatte
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‘clamation from Blinkers, drew his at-
tention. :

Zimmerman, astride a mule, was eal-
loping after them up the barranco.
Monnted on horses and following him
closely were two alguazils, their white
hats bobbing excitedly as they rode.

“ Vait a leetle!” shouted Zimmer-
man, rising in his stirrups.

The gens d’armes repeated the com-
mand. in their own tongue, emphasizing
it with a wave of their drawn swords.

* Christopher!” growled Blinkers,
reaching for his guns. “ They're after
us, Tren!”

“ Leave your guns where they are,”
said Trenwyck, “and get up to that old
tower as fast as you can. Unload the
mule and make everything ready—T’ll
stay here and parley with them while
you're doing it. Sing out when you've
got things in shape, Blinkers!™

As Trenwyck finished he handed his.

friend the packet of zeeds.

The Texan was all activity on the in-
stant. Anselmo, frightened by-the hos-
tile manner of the alguazils, grabbed his
mule and was for holding it in that spot
until the officers arrived.

Blinkers lifted him from his feet and
cast him aside, then took hold of the
- mule himself and serambled for the
tower. The faect that Trenwyck was re-
maining to talk with them in a manner
calmed the officers and acted as an off-
set to these warlike proceedings.

The muleteer, rising from where he
had fallen, stood inert, dividing his be-
wilderment between the vanishing mule
and the approaching riders. Blinkers
was at the tower and unloading the
plunder when Zimmerman drew rein in
front of Trenwyck.

“ Herr Trenwyck,” said the German,
“you und your friend vill haff to go
back by Granata, under arrest.”

“ Why s0?* returned Trenwyck, dis-
sembling to the hest of his ability.
~ “You haf been suspected oof know-
ing someding aboudt vat has happened
mit Baron von Lauderbach, by Burgos.

Und it is believed dot you can also make

, some explanations concerning der vere-
i 3.”-_:,0: der baron’s enemyg, der Herr

“ Nonsense!” ecried Trem
great indignation. ** Major
was my friend, man! As for the baron,
I never saw him in my life.”

“No? Vell, your friend saw him,
und aboudt der time vat he wvanished
away. I haf been following you, Herr
Trenwyck, und in your stateroom on der

“boat, between Cadiz and Malaga, I findt

me dot you carry two refolfers marked
mit der initials oof der Herr Major. Ha!
Iss it nod so? You must go mit us by
Granata!™

The alquazils had dismounted and
now came up, echoing in their own
tongue the statement that he must
return to the town.

“ Everything’s ship-shape, Tren
came booming down the hillside frem
the tower.

“This “is an outrage!” Trenwyck
fumed; “but if you insist I suppose
there is nothing for us to do but to
yield.”

Then in Spanish to the officers:

“1 will accompany you to the Tuins
and explain matters to my friend. He
is a little hot-headed and might malke
trouble for you if you went alone.”

This appeared like a reasonable sug-
gestion and they all ascended the slope,
the alguazils still keeping on either side
of Trenwyck. o

Blinkers stood in the doorway of the
tower, a cup in each hand.

“Here’s that drink you wanted,
Tren,” said he, handing his friend one
of the cups. “ What’s the matter with
these lads, anyhow? ** he added, sweep-
ing his eye over Zimmerman and the
alguazils. _

Zimmerman began to talk, but Tren-
wyck cut into his remarks with the word
“Now!” accompanied by a significant
look at Blinkers. ' k

At the same instant the two cups were
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lifted and drained. A sort of haze
caught up everything within Trenwyck's
line of vision; his ears roared as with

deafening thunder, blackness d
and eclosed. him in’ the




THE MURDER OF EBEN CANNIFF

BY W. BERT FOSTER.

The champion of _the Doelger Crowd and what his espousal of his father’s cause did toward
putting a rope around his neck.

HEN Eben Canniff was elected to

the office of district attorney

there was no flutter in the political
chicken-roost of Denborough.

Canniff was known as a good lawyer,
a supposedly good party man, and he
gave a certain tone to the rest of the
ticket that the most enthusiastic mem-
ber of the “gang” had to admit was
sadly needed.

Canniff was a silent, taciturn individ-
ual, who showed his whole mind or
heart to no man; he could not be frank,
but that was no reason for the party
managers to believe that he was mnot
honest.

And within three months the man-
agers, or the “ Doelger Crowd ” as they
were called, awoke to the terrifying fact
that in the new district attorney they
had an uncertain quantity.

He took his oath of office seriously,
and in those first ninety days he dis-
covered just how rank was the crowd
who had misgoverned affairs for some
years in Denborough.

And then, instead of winking at this
matter or of making a gallery play by
indicting some small boodler, he went
at the fountain-head of it all, and laid
evidence before the grand jury which,
if true and proven in the courts, would
send Mr. Graham Doelger himself
“ gver the road.” L

When the local newspapers breathed
these tidings with awe, and the more
distant newsmongers blazoned the story
broadcast with no fear of the Doelger
Crowd belore their eyes, Burke Doelger
saw it.

Burke was at Harvard. How he man-
aged to scrape through the examina-
tions to get there may be better under-
stood when I say that he was six feet
three inches high, broad in proportion,
and the greatest center rush the college
had ever had on its eleven.

Burlke was a good-natured giant, who

never took his college course seriously,
but who econsidered athletics worth
while. As he was a wealthy man’s son,
the college had been unable to offer him
any pecuniary inducement; indeed, the
board never really knew how it eame to
secure the prize.

Burke might have told them. There
was just ome person in the world whom
Burke Deoelger worshiped—and it
wasn’t a girl!

0ld Graham Doelger, in his son’s
eyes, was the greatest man who ever
lived. The boy never tired of hearing
his father tell of his first struggles when
he, Doelger senior, arrived from the old
country.

When if came time for Burke to de-
cide what he would do in life, Graham
Doelger had heard, or read, that a col-
lege educated man had an advantage
over other men, and that a diploma was
an open sesame to that society which
had refused to welcome the great cheese
manufacturer himself.

Doelger had gone into politics and
ruled the eity (or thought he did, for he
was too simple to see that he was used
by more unserupulous men to their own
ends), but he was not satisfied. He
wanted Burke, his only child, to be
something better and mea’cer

Burke had brains enough to know
that he did not come of a fan'uly that
took easily to book learning; he hated
books, but he said:

“ All right, dad! What track do you
think I"d better be trained over?”

“They all say that there’s a place
near Boston that’s chock full of hook
learnin’ and such,” replied the old man
wistfully. “It’s a long ways off —"

“We’ll fix that,” declared Burke.
“ ]l take your private ear and run back
and forth frequently. I know about
Harvard. I guess they’ll have me
there.”

L
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by certain alumni who had the welfare
of their athletics at heart.
* That is ancient history, however.

When Burke heard the stories of the
new district attorney getting after
Graham Doelger, the private car
brought him home to Denborough
faster than it ever had before.

He reached the city in time to be
present in court at his father’s exami-

ion!
na}lt was terrible. To think that that
white-haired old man, who looked so
blichted now, should be brought on
such a charge before the court of the
city which he had practically governed.

Doelger had allowed his name to be
used by his henchmen; money had been
looted from the city treasury; if Canniff
could prove this, the old man’s wealth
conld not save him, for a wave of re-
form opinion was sweeping the State.

“ I knew you'd come, Burke!” gasped
Graham Doelger, as the big fellow slid
into the seat between him and his
lawyer and took the old man’s hand.

“Come? You bet I'd come—from
Hades, dad!” growled Burke, his eyes
flashing. “ Who’s doing this? What
does it mean?”

“ Tt is that Canniff. I —don’t—just

——understand—it,” faltered the old
man, hanging his head.

“ Does he really mean to try to indict
you ? ” muttered Burke.

“T'm—I'm afraid so.
isn’t after money.”

“It’s a dirty political trick!” gasped
Burke. “ He’s trying to make himself
solid for the gubernatorial nomination.”

“T—I don’t know,” stammered his
father.

“ By God, if he does this I’ll have his
life! * Burke burst out, and there were
many who heard him.

The conrt session—the first scene of
a drama bound to be intensely interest-
ing to Denborongh—droned on. In-
fluenced as he was by party prejudice
‘and by the knowledge that he was ex-
peeted to stand up for the “hoss,” the
~ magistrate was finally forced by the
~ astute district attorney to hold Graham
~ Doelger for trial. '

He says he

time the fight
Was gro

over the hail

it was growing dusk in th
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As Eben Canniff, stern-faced, taci
turn, clear-eyed as ever, tﬁm out of
the court-room after most of the crowd
and the prisoner himself had gone, he
was suddenly confronted by a huge
figure whose pallid face and blazing eyes
were those of a madman.

“You scoundrel!” hissed Burke in
the attorney’s face. “If you don’t drop
this you'll be the sorriest man who ever
wore boots!”

The district attorney did not change
the expression of his hatchet-like
countenance. He brushed by the young
giant, and, without hastening his paece
in the least, went down the steps and
entered the old building a short dis-
tance along the street in which he had
his office.

Several loungers had noted thie en-
counter iu the hallway of the court-
house. They had marked Burke
Doelger’s attitude and noted his words.

And perhaps Eben Canniff took the
threat seriously, too. When he reached
his office, after putting his papers in
the safe, he sat down in his hat and
coat before his desk and rang up Judge
Blaine.

Judge Blaine was the senior justice of
the county, a man of irreproachable
character, a man with whom Canniff
had advised before taking this first step
in the punishment of the boodling ring.

“I am threatened,” he said over the
phone to the judge. “They are mad
enough- to do some foolish thing. no
doubt. But you have the combination
of my safe, and the papers are all there.
I have nothing personal against poor
old Doelger; he was merely a catspaw.
But his son Burke thinks I have.”

That was all he said. Judge Blaine
remembered it clearly afterward.

Some men in the street had seen the
lawyer enter and walk up the single
flight to his office. His shadow had
crossed the drawn blind once or twice.

Then a bulkier shadow had darted

into the doorway and disappeared in the-

darkness of the stair flight.
By and by the eleetric

had been turned on in C

when he entered was

body saw either 8
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f was not a married man, and
“nobody to be worried oyer his
nbn—appearauce at home. But he had an
office boy, and at eight o’clock the next
morning that young man ran shrieking

and blubbering from the old huxldmg
and quickly gatherud a startled crowd.

He had found Eben Canniff dead
upon the floor of his office. The at-
torney had fallen, or been ﬂung, from
his chair.

Later it was decided that the murder
must have oceurred nnmedmtel) after
his brief talk over the ‘phome with
Judge Blaine. In falling, Canniff had
drags;ed the transmitter; he had hung
the receiver upon it, and still clanped
the mickel standard when he fell.

There was a pool of blood on the rug;
his chair had been overthrown and like-
wise an iron dictionary stand. From the
deep gash in his head the blood had
spurted upon everything for several
yards around.

It was a most foul and horrible mur-
der! Even the previously lukewarm

newspapers of Denborough took up the
hue and ery for the apprchcnsmn and
punishment of the one who was guilty.

And before noon every soul that had
arrived at years of discretion within
the precinets of the city of Denborough
knew who the guilty man was.

A dozen witnesses to Burke Doelger’s
threats in the court-house were ready
with affidavits. Half as many more
could swear to seeing the big fellow fol-
low Canniff into the hmldmg where the
dizstriet attorney was found slain.

Public opinion demanded that the
Harvard center rush be put behind the
bars of the county jail at once. There
was no bail for such a creature. And
the Doelger Crowd were on the run,
any way.

0Old Graham Doelger was shaken out’
of the dazed condition into which his
own arrest had thrown him.

The coroner refused bhail, it was true;
but Graham Dociger hurried to obtain
the best legal help in the State for his
accused son. Had he known Burke to
be guilty he would have done the same,
robably, and Burke assured him that

e had not killed Canniff.

To do the thing was in his heart that
 evening. 'The young fellow did not
R e

deny that; indeed, he would hmaﬁ%
mitted it to the reporters had mi: hﬁf

legal adviser forbxﬂ?en his speaking.

Burke had followed Eben Canniff to
his office; determined to foree the at-
torney to give up the prosecution of
his father. He went as far as the office
door, and then fearing what he might
do to the smaller and slighter man if
the latter refused, the blg fellow fled
temptation, postponing the interview
until he should be calmer.

But to make an admission like this
would be fatal. It was the work of the

prosecution to prove Burke's connee-

tion with the murder.

There was a bare possibility that eir-
cumstantial evidence could not convict
him of murder in the first degree. In
other words, there was a narrow chance
for the sentence to be life imprisonment
rather than death by the electric chair.

A post mortem examination had
shown no other mark upon Canniif’s
body than the wonnd in his head. And
no weapon had been found.

Indeed, the physicians did not en-
tirely -agree regarding that wound.

In itself some said the blow would
not have killed the murdered man. It
must have stunned him, and he had lain
there during the night slowly bleeding
to death.

On the other hand, other of the medi-
cal examiners declared that death must
have been almost if not quite instanta-
neous. It was true Canniff had bled a
great deal, and such wounds do not
bleed much after the vietim’s heart has
stopped its action.

The spattering of the blood, however,
seemed to prove that it had spurted in
great quantity from the wound, and in
that case much could have been lost in
a very few moments.

However, despite these small dis-
agreements in the medieal testimony,
public opinion declared that Burke
Doelger was guilty. and there was none
to rise in demial of the charge save his
broken, white-haired old ,father himszelf
an indieted criminal.

Grandy Edwards would have liked to
do so. He had been Burke’s chum at
the local schools, and he knew just how

Doelger was.

good-hearted and noblﬁ a fellow Bm-ke )




% When the city rang with the story of
"-'u ~ the murder (:‘r:gn&y %vas horrified. He
] "~ almost fainted when his chief gave him

" the assignment to interview Burke In

s his eell in the county jail.

“My God, Legazett,” gasped the re-
| & porter, “give it to some other man.
i, Burke and I were chums.”

A % Qo much the hetter. He'll talk to
s yon,” said the editor, who would have

sacrificed his own grandmother for a
news item.

! Grandison Edwards would have gone

} to his own hanging more cheerfully

. than he visited the county jail on that
occasion. He sent in his name to Burke,
and it was evident that Burke forgot
that his old friend was a newspaper
man.

It was really the first ray in the
darkness—this visit of Grandy’s. The
latter was the only old friend who had
come to see him.

Grandy felt like a thief, but he was
_heartily sympathetie, and came away
: from the jail with the idea that Burke
Doelger was not guilty.

“They all believe I did it,” Burke
said quietly. © That is, all but poor old

dad.

h “ Even the lawyers seem to go to

work on that basis. Instead of looking

for the real murderer, they are endeav-
oring to throw all the dust possible in
the eves of the prosecution, and base

I all hope of acquittal on the inability of

the State conelusively to prove me

. guilty.

i “ My God, Grandy, I don’t want to be
released from a murder charge merely
because they can’t actually prove me
guilty. I want to be honestly cleared.”

This appeal made a telling point in
Edwards® story when he handed it in to
th? Bugle. But the editor penciled it
out. :

The Bugle was not running the risk
of appearing to back up the Doelger
Crowd, now that the régime was bound

~ to be changed and the reformers were
coming in.

, Secretly, however, Grandy remained

ﬁ ressed with the truth of Burke’s

Tiq nt. He believed his old friend

L .

Grandy was not an inactive fellow;
his work gave him opportunities of
talking with all manner of people, and
he had an open sesame to all manner of
queer places.

e determined to look over the scene
of Canniff’s murder himself, although
the Bugle's police reporter had done that
already.

Unfortunately, just as he came down
to the old building in which Canniff had
had his office so many years, a fire broke
out in the upper hallway, and although
his badge carried him past the fire lines,
the department would not let him into
the bmlding until the fire was out.

(Cannift’s office was smoke-filled, but
the fire had begun in a closet in the hall,
and seemed to have no connection with
the murder of the attorney, even in
Grandy Edwards’ suspicious mind.

He could not learn at once what had
started the "conflagration, so he hung
about the neighborhood until after the
insurance people had examined the -
place, and it was this hanging about
that first set Grandy’s mind in the ,I
groove which later had so great a bear- |
ing on the murder mystery.

Next to the old rookery that had
come s0 mear heing destroyed by fire
was a little café, patronized by the
loungers of the neighborhood. It was
a good place in which to pick up news,
as Grandy knew of old.

While he was there a lineman of the
electric lighting company came in and,
over his beer, hegan to talk with the
barkeeper.

Grandy sidled up and listened. You
never know how much of importance
may be unintentionally dropped in
casual conversation.

The lineman had been sent over to
repair the wires in the building where
the fire had occurred. In the opinion
of the fire marshal, the conflagration of
the morning had been caused by a live
wire the insulation of which had become
worn. .

“ An’ I reckon he’s right,” said the

(14

repairer. ere’s a mess of wires in ‘
i_;hgt_ closet. I've got an aftermoon’s
jo .,_-” '
. And while the li



m as full of questions as he

e lineman was inclined

to be grouty, despxte a big cigar the re-

porter gave him, before his catechizing
was complete.

Burke Doelger had been held for the
murder of Canniff on the coroner’s find-
i The public prosecutor, who had
been Eben Canniff’s assistant in office,
was in no hurry to ask for an mdwt-
ment; the finding of the coroner’s jury
would hold until the case against Burke
was in better shape.

But to his surprise—to the amaze-
ment of the whole city, in fact—Doel-
ger’s counsel suddenly moved in the
matter. Application was made for
Burke’s release from custody on the
ground that there was no evidence to
support the accusation upon which the
young man had been arrested.

“ They’d show better taste by wait-
ing,” was the legal concensus of opinion.
* There is never anything to be gained
by hurrying the public prosecutor.

* Besides, there is always a chance of
something turning up to favor the ac-
cused as fime goes on. Delay henefits
the prisoner. His own lawyers seem to
wish to railroad him through.”

But the public—or that part of it
which could erowd into. the court-room
—wag still mere amazed when the lead-

ing counsel for the defense, in address-

ing the justice, not only declared his
client guiltless of the crime laid at his
door, but broadly hinted that he was
prepared to offer evidence proving this
amazing faet!

The course of the defense seemed
inexplicable. Tnstead of taking the ag-
gressive in this way, it was etpected
that Burke’s tawyers would harp upon
the fact that his absolute connection
with the murder could not be proven by
eye-witnesses.

“The nature of this evidence you
claim fo possess?” queried the bench

of the confident lawyer.

“1I have three witnesses, if it please
your honor,” declared the attorney.
“ Oneis a gentleman who first suspected
the facts in the case—Mr. Edwards
yondex engaged on the Denborough
,Butg

Anatw is a lineman and repairing
\ alméﬁem in the employ of the hghtmg

I-ll e ”_—pointing to a professional-
Ioahng man who sat beside the re-
porter.

“ With your permission I will eall Dr.
Little first. Dr. Little is on the medical
board of the State penitentiary. It has
been his privilege to examine, and pro-
fessionally pronounce dead, most of the
criminals’ that have received the ex-
treme penalty of the law in our State
during the last ten years.

“Dr. Little has examined the body of
our late district attorney, Eben Can-
niff. The medical testimony given at
the inquest showed more than the usual
discrepancies; no two of the medical
examiners agTeed upon all points re-
garding Eben Cannifi’s—er—taking
away.

“ Because my client in the heat of
youthful anger threatened the unfortu-
nate man who is now dead, he was at
once accused of murder—even before
it was proven that murder had been
committed! Will the court hear Dr.
Little? »

The court would, for it, as well as
the spectators, was on the gqui wive. It
was plain that the astute attorney was
working up no legal * bluff.”

Under his questioning, Dr. Little
showed the number of hodies he had ex-
amined following their death in the
chair, offering voluminous notes regard-
ing the state of the various organs and
the condition of the flesh. .

Then he said. while the dramatic ten-
sion was foo great to be expressed in
mere words:

“It is my opinion that the body of
Eben Canniff shows in every important
particular the same indications which
marked the bodies of those ecriminals
who have been electrocuted in this State
during the last decade.

“ There are no exterior evidenees of
the electric current, as I have said. But
to the trained eye the manner of Mr.
Canniff’s death is conclusively proven.

“He was killed by the shock of an
electric current passing through his
body, strong enough to have killed ten
men !

The testimony of the lineman and of‘

Grandy Edwards followed. The stories
given out by J’ndge Blmm aml ﬁe

\ny. The thqrderAW-
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other men whom the prosecution in-
tended to use as witnesses in the convie-
tion of Burke Doelger were skilfully
utilized by the defense.

Judge Blaine had told how he had
spoken over the “phone with the dead
district attorney, and the men in the
street testified to the sudden putting
out of the electric light in Canniff’s
office. -

“ That light, your honor,” declared
the lawyer, ** was the shaded bulb over
Mr. Canniff’s desk.

“ He sat there in his hat and coat,
ready to go home, while he telephoned
to Judee Blaine. As he completed his
mcssagE, he hung the receiver on the
shaft of the telephone standard, and, as
he placed the latter on his desk, reached
up to turn out his electric light.

“ Az the testimony of the lineman
and his letter from the electrie light
company proves—as well as the con-
tributory evidence of the recent fire in
the building and the report of the city
fire marshal on the same—the worn
insulation of the lighting wire in the
closet on the floor with Mr. Canniff’s
office doubtless caused a grounding of
the current, and the metal trimmings of

‘fortune.

the globe over the dead man’s desk were
heavily charged with the fluid.

“ As Cannift turned out his light he
touched this metal. Instantly his body
short-cirenited the eleetric current, his
right hand still grasping the telephone

standard. In falling to the floor his
head struck the dictionary stand and
was cut.

“Your honor, I ask that my client be
set free at once. There was no murder.
Eben Canniff’s death was caunsed by an
act of God, with which is found some
contributory negligence by man.

“The death of our brilliant district
attorney, Eben Canniff, is a public mis-
He undoubtedly made ene-
mies by his determination to root out
the evil of misgovernment that has
sapped the political strength of our
community. However, to hold my client
an hour under this awful charge, and
after these proofs are laid bhefore the
court, is an injustice that I do not be-
lieve my brother ”—with a bow to the
publie prosecutor—* will countenance.”

He sat down. Half an hour later
Burke walked from the court-house a
free man, with his broken and white-
haired father leaning upon his arm.

THE HOODOO RANCH.

BY SEWARD W. HOPKINS.

An inheritance that was unexpectedly come by, miraculously reached, and which staggered its
possessor when finally viewed.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

RicHARD WALLACE is a young college graduate thrown upon his own resources in New York.
has failed in various pursuits, and has reached his last cent.

He
At this crisis he is notified that an uncle

has died, bequeathing him a cattle ranch in the wilds of Arizona.
Wallace works his way to New Orleans, and there seeks to gat money enough from the ranch to reach

Arizona.

for San Franciseo, California.

] . He receives discouraging news from the foreman, Miguel, but no ecash in reply to his letter.
Taking his last few dollars to buy a supply of food, he stows away on a freight train ]nn;z
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] CHAPTER V.
MY TROUBLES BEEM ONLY TO BEGIN.

EING in total darkness, I could not
- tell the hours. I slept well, on top
of a bale of cotton, and was awalened

.by*fthej}lr _af getting under way.

~ *This slory began in the July issue of Taw ARGOSY, whic

BT #ae
i - ‘In.

b ha X o ks

~ The rumbling continued ; there were
Jolts and jars, the noise of coupling:
and then a steady motion and rumb
on the track that indicated w
going forward. . ey
The only way I had «
was by my hunger.
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of mecessity a can-opener.
over I felt hungryyl would f?ae;e a
can, trusting to luck whether it was
salmon or beef, and open it, eating all
I wanted.

When I was hungry again 1 judged
about six hours had passed.

When I was sleepy I lay down to rest,
and when 1 awoke, according to my ecal-
culation, about eight hours had passed.

So it was, aceording to my calculation,
I had been rumbling along about three
days. T was growing stiff and cramped,
and wished I could run about and easze
up my museles. :

Then there came some more jolts and
jars. We were shifting or heing put
into another train. 1 didn’t care. I
knew we were going to San IFranecisco.

Again there came the steadiness of
onward motion, and the speed seemed
greater than before.

We had gone on thus for two meals,
my only clock and calendar, when there
was a terrific shock that hurled me
against the front end of the car, and then
another,and a crunching, grating sound,
and before I could realize what had hap-
pened the ecar swung to one side, swayed
from right to. left, and then turned
turtle.

I heard the splintering of wood, but
the weight of the cotton as the car stood
on its head almost killed me, and 1 be-
came UNconscious.

When at last I recovered conscious-
ness I was not lying under the cotton in
the top of the car, but on top of it. The
cotton had been disarranged, and the
car was light.

I erawled to the edge of the load and
found that the strain from rolling down
some embankment or falling from a
trestle had sprung the door. Ome bale
of cotton was missing.

I reached out and got my jute bag,
with what was left of my eatables, and
worked my way down to the door. T lost
my hold on the cotton and slipped. I
fell on the missing bale of cotton, which
had fallen under the door.

The air was warm and dry. I took
a few deep breaths to fill out my lungs
after the stifling air of the car and then
looked about me.

Three cars lay there, mine alone right

to say that one of my pur-

side up. One was on its side and the

third was completely upside down.

There had evidently been a rear-end
collision, for the back of the last car
was smashed. The platform was gone
and the iron ladder twisted into ‘all
kinds of shapes.

The track was about fifty feet above
me, and the bank down which the cars
had plunged was torn and plowed up by
the weight of the loads.

I clambered to the top and gazed upon
the veriest scene of desolation it had
ever been my lot to look upon. There
was not a house in sight, not a barn—
nothing that looked like a habitation.

Acres of withering grass was all T
could see, waving in a wind that was
hot enough to bake it without the aid
of a blistering sun.

I looked as far as I could see in every
direction and could not make out a sign
of anything alive.

“ Well,” 1 said to myself, “I am no
worse off if I can reach some kind of
town and learn where I am. Thisis not
Louisiana, that is certain. It's a cinch
I’m in Texas.” .

I stood for a moment longer contem-
plating the scene.

“ Funny they left the cars,” I said.
“ But there’s nobody here to steal the
cotton. I suppose they will send a gang.
Now, then, which way to the nearest
station? If I go back I am going far-
ther away from Mackinville. If I go
forward 1 draw nearer Arizona.”

Forward I started. my jute bag over
my shoulder. It was some lighter than
it had been. I wondered what I should
have done if the stuff had not lasted till
I reached San Franeisco.

1 trudged on and on and grew parched
with thirst. 1 saw no signs of water
until T had gone perhaps five miles.
Then I perceived a few trees ahead, and

-trudged on joyfully, for the lines on

which they grew told me they were be-
gide a little stream.

And I found it so. I discovered a
shady spot under a tree right at the side
of a brook, and sat down to eat. First
I quenched my thirst, and then I opened
a can of heef and a can of tomatoes.
Putting salt and pepper on these, I

made a first-class meal and drankmy 11!

of the sweet water.
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I washed the two cans thoroughly,
filled them with water, and journeyed
on.

I walked, I suppose, about four miles
more, drinking from the cans when
thirsty. Then I saw ahead a shanty
on the side of the track. Going some
distance farther., I saw a house and a
little store.

“ At last,” T said to myself joyfully,
«T am in luck. I won’t have to sleep
out in the desert to-night. Weonder
what place that is.”

The first building I reached was the
little hox-like affair near the track. The
door stood open, and looking inside I
saw a man of about forty sitting there
with his feet on a box and a pipe in his
mouth.

“ Do, stranger.
his greeting.

“ Not very far,” I answered; “ only
from the wreck.”

Tramped fur? ” was

“ Holy smoke! Did they leave you
behind ?
“Yes. But I don’t mind a little

thing like that.”

“Come in. Tl flag a train fer ye.”

“But I have lost everything. My
baggage and money and ticket are all in
the train.”

This was a random shot, for I did not
know whether it was a passenger train
or another freight that hit us.

“Wall, ye kin git them any time.
T'll explain ter the conductor.”

I began to feel as if I had been hurled
into lunek after all.

“ What place is this? ” T asked.

“This yar place? Why, this is
Green’s Corners.”

“ Are you the station-master? *

“ Wall, sorter. Ye see thiz ain’t noth-
in’ but a flag station. ’m all they is to
it.,)

“1T see a store. Whose is that?*

*Oh, that store over yer? That's

. Green's.”

“ Post office? i
“Yep. Mail oncet a week.”

“ Who lives in that house over there
on the knoll ? ¥
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«T gee. And Green
Where do you live? * T
“ 7 live over thar in Green’s house.”

He took aim at a huge fly and its life

went out in a flood of tobacco juice.

“ Qh, board with him, eh?*

“ Nope. Ain’t rich enough to board
nowhar. I'm jest Green.”

“(0h, I understand mow,” I said.
“ And is Green’s Corners in Texag? ™

“Yep. dJesta few miles this side er
Hewsting.”

T did not ask him which side of Hous-
ton we were on, but wondered.

“You look like a likely feller,” he
said. “ What you carryin’ that bag
fer?#

“T found it down the track. Some
tramp had it, of course. I found some
canned goods in it. There are cans of
beef, some of salmon, and some of to-
matoes.” '

“Do tell! Wall, wall! Pretty good
livin’ fer a tramp! Mnust ha’ stole
‘em.”

“Yes. The cans are not touched.
They could go right on your shelves, Mr.
Green.” .

“ By gol, they eould!
?em ? 2

“No. You see, I don’t know the
country very well. I am going out to
take a look at a hig ranch I own in Ari-
zona. You don’t think there will be
any trouble about the train, do you, Mr.
Green?”

“ Naw. ’Tain’t like askin’ fer a ride.
You paid fer a ride, an’ ther company
went an’ dumped you off in the desert.
I’ll fix that.” i,

“Was the passenger engine hurt
much ?

“Bunged up pretty well. Yes,
bunged up, but she could go on. They’ll
send a gang back after the cars.”

“ About how far is this from Ari-
zona?” I asked the accommodating Mr.
Green. iy

“I d’'now exact. It's a long way.”

“ Will there heapaasemézghﬁ‘nhh
day?” o

“Not a good one. Not yourn.

Don’t ye want

O, that one over there? Green jest wait to my honse oves night ani
i ﬁ‘“mr : 7, me fix yer up.” N Ay
o Is that the only house around?” T accompanied
_“Oh, they’s some farms along ther Apparently
AR eyt e _(m ¢ ‘.:"

i

keeps the store. o




But dust gets into every-
here, nn&gﬁhuht man’s

ability to keep it out for one day. I
- enjoyed a bountiful supper and found
Mrs. Green an affable and pleasant
woman.

We chatted during the evening, heard
a loeal go by, and Mr. Green remarked
that a freight would be due soon. This
was their life, listening for trains that
seldom stopped.

Bacon and ereamed potatoes, good
coffee and a great plate of luscious ber-
ries with cream made a fair breakfast.
At ten o'clock the passenger came aleng,
and Mr. Green flagged it. The con-
ductor wanted to know what was up.

“Yer see, conductor,” said Mr.
Green, “this gent was on the express
what run inter that freight yistiddy. He
got out ter look, en ther durn thing
went off an’ left him.

“ He walked here an’ stayed all night.
He had first-class passage with cowpons
fur meals an’ sleeper. But everything
is in that train. He ain’t got no money
ner ticket ner nothin’.”

“ That’s a bad predicament to be in
out here,” said the conduetor, smiling.
“ I suppose about ten thousand damages
might satisfy you? ™

I knew this was a feeler.

“I don’t want damages,” I replied,
“so much as I do haste. I am wanted
at Mackinville, Arizona, where I own
extensive properties. I really ought to
be there now.”

“1 guess the company will stand by
what I do,” he gaid. “ 1 have room, so
come with me. I’ll drop you at Maeck-
inville.” ’

Luxury, thou art a jewel.

I received a Pullman seat, a ticket for
a sleeper, and a meal check.

“ Make yourself perfectly at home,”
gaid the conductor. “ You are as wel-
come to all the comforts just the same
as though you had bought that ticket.
My report will cover that.”

“ Richard,” 1 said, as the train sped
on, “ once in awhile the devil takes care
of his own. He seems to be a friend of
yours.” 7
~ Theré was no more trouble after that.
1 lived sumptuonsly and slept well. And
‘eventually, having ridden through cae-
tug, mesquite and drifting sands, the
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train slowed up at a little station where

I kmew an express would not stop.

* This is Mackinville,” said the con-
duetor. “(Cood-by. Hope you have
had a pleasant ride.” '

“ Very, and I thank you,” I said.

For once T had told the truth.

I alighted from the ear and looked
around.

Mackinville seemed to be pretty much
on the straggle; the streets were
crooked, and there were more streets
than were necessary for the accommo-
dation of the number of houses.

There was a general store, and the
post office was in that. In the next
building there was a dentist, and next a
drug store. Then a one-story affair,
with the sign on the door:

JAFFRY & JONES, ATTORNEYS.

I walked into the office. A tall., raw-
boned man sat in a wooden chair, read-
ing a legal paper.

“1 am Richard Wallace,” I said. “Is
this Mr. Jaffry? *

“No. I'm Jones. Glad to see you,
Mr. Wallace. Your hand. Glad to see
you. Jaffry is out to lunch. He’ll be
back. Sit down.” ;
Mr. Jaffry came in soon after my

arrival. Jones introduced mne.

“Ha, ha! Did you get bit on eot-
ton? ” laughed Jaffry. 3

“ Cotton! I mever speculate in eot-
ton.”

“See that! Hear that, Jones! He
never does. What did I tell you? That

fellow in New Orleans was an impestor.”

Then he told me all about it.

“1 would never think of asking a
favor of a stranger,” I said.

We got down to business pretty
quickly.

I cared little to hear how my uncle
died. I was satisfied that he had died
at all. I wanted to get out to my ranch
where I could breathe like a free man,
the owner of all he surveys.

T gave them the letter, the certificate
and my father’s picture.

“ By Jove, Jones, that looks enough
like old Tom to be himself when he was

young,” said Mr. Jaffry.
The evidence was sufficient and Jaffry
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“Mx. Jones wil take you out to the
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ranch. By the way, Mr. Wallace, you
“will perhaps want a legal adviser. Many

do around here. We should be pleased to
h ou for a client.”
& The > T gaid-oSlE

% Then count me as one,’
I need a lawyer, Mr. Jaffry, I shall call

on you.’
“Thank you.”
A boy hlou'-‘fht a buckboard to the

door. It was drawn by two Texas
ponies, tough, wiry, but not at all
handaome

« The proper papers will be prepared
to-morrow, Mr. W allace, and we will
dnn out to see you.’

“ All right, Mr Jaffry; I’ll be on the
lookout for yvou.’

I got into the buckboard after Jones.
I asked him all sorts of questions, elicit-
ing the following information: My
ranch contained two thousand aeres. It
lay to the westward of Mackinville about
twenty miles. Mackinville was the
nearest post office, though there were a
few small villages between.

The ponies trotted away at a good
gait. The road was dusty. I was
parched again. The air was too dry
after a life in New York. My throat
filled with dust.

We passed mesquite groves and great
cacti grouped together as if for mutual
protection.

As we decreased the distance between
uz and my ranch, the scenery grew more
desolate. We reached a place where
there was not a house in sight. Grass
was growing and cattle were nibbling at
it. But it was witheréd with the baking
sun and had little if any nourishment
in it.

There was a line of mesquite with a
break in it. We drove through the
break.

Here was a small adobe dwelling, one
story high, big enough for two rooms if
the rooms were very small.

Desolation was rife. Not a bit of
water, not a spear of grass that had not
been bhghted by the heat.

“ This,” said Jones granchloquentlv,
waving his hand all around him,

- your splendid property. This house the

'ola man built hmxself 2
Theart

place,

fortune!
Not a soul to speak to!

1 got down from the buckboard and
swallowed hard. 1t was tough. The
old fool did have a grudge against me,
after all.

1 thought of New York with its bril-
liant lights, the display of fine dresses
on the avenues, the places of amuse-
ment, the sparkling conversation at the
Press Club, to which I still belonged,
and then—imiles upon miles of desert, a
lot of secrawny, starving cattle, a few
sheep that were dying, and a mud hut
to live in—alone.

I had ten cents in my pocket.

“ You're a lucky man, Wallace,” said
Jones. “ You've got the biggest ranch
in Arizona.”

“ 1t looks to me,” I said as I contem-
plated the vast waste, ““ that my uncle
has left me all of Arizona. Who owns
what’s left?”

Jones laughed and drove away, leav-
ing me alone—alone with my big ranch
near Mackinville, Arizona. '

CHAPTER VI.
I STUMBLE UPON A MYSTERY.

1 warcueDp the disappearing buck-
hoard as Jones drove down the lane to
the mesquites, and when he had turned
into the main road I laughed a grim,
sardonic laugh.

“ At last,” I said,
all T survey.”

For a. moment the spirit of desolation
seized me. But I was not of a despair-
ing nature, and+soon rallied.

“ There is this much about it,” I told
myself ; “ Richard, the old man left you

“1 am monarch of

this ranch probably because he didn’t

have anything any worse to leave. 1
wonder if he planted a eurse anywhere
around here. The future will tell that.

Now, Richard, explore your magnificent

palace 8
To tell the truth, 1 was snmht
agreeably surprised when 1

~ From the outside

looked more like a hem

mud than a h&h
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e g seemed to be from an outer
view. In this room there was a bed and
two wooden chairs and a small table.
On this table there were a few old papers
on agriculture and grazing.

In a corner there was a mesquite bush
cut to form a sort of hall-tree, and on
this there hung a coat, a sombrero, an
old rifle, and a pistol. Near thé tree
stood a pair of heavy boots.

The next room was about the same in
size, and in this there was a table and
two wooden chairs of the same make
as those in the first room. Around the
! walls were pegs on which hung sides of

bacon, a couple of hams, bunches of
sage, dried apples, and other things I
did not recognize. ;

In omne corner of this room, the
kitchen, a erude attempt had been made

) to build a closet in a corner. This was
! a triangular affair, with a door. On
. - opening this, T dizscovered some dishes,

*. knives, forks, and spoons.
A few pots and pans were hanging
near the old cook-stove that stood at
i one side, its chimney being a hole in
the roof through which the stove-pipe
went up straight.

The spirit of adventure that seemed
to go with the rest of my experience now
seftled upon me and I began to relish
the joke my uncle had played on me.

I had gone to a terrific lot of trouble
to reach that ranch. I had worked like
a slave on a ship; had smothered in
cotton; had lied; owed Vidal three
weeks’ board ; and now that I was here
I determined to make the best of it.

“ At any rate,” I said, “I must have
some cattle and sheep. If the worst
comes, I can eat them.”

What bothered me was I saw no men.
I wondered where Miguel, my superin-
tendent, was.

1 was hungry. I hustled around, and
back of the house found a gmall pile of
gnarled pine sticks unfit for anything
bt firewood. 1 took some of these and
found an old paper, and soon had a roar-
ing fire. :

1 sliced some bacon, and found some
. potatoes and cooked a couple of them.
1 found coffee, tea, and sugar. Half a
ecan of condensed milk was also in the

d to a room larger than the

myself,

Supper over, it was growing dark and
I began to feel rather lonesome. I lit
my pipe, for with all my poverty 1 was
never without a little tobacco, and went
outside to smoke. :

I took a chair with me, and tilting
against the adobe wall, leaned back and
contemplated my future life.

It 1sn’t going to be the most hila-
rious in the world,” I said to myself.
“ But it is a living, and I'll wring some-
thing from this old grass hakery before
I am through with 1t.”

I heard the soft patter of an nnshod

horse, and turning saw a dark-featured
fellow, apparently about my own age,
galloping toward me.

“You take him easy, that life,
sefior,” he said.

“1I feel as if T could take anybody’s
lifte without any trouble at all,” T re-
plied. “ Live around here? *

He laughed, showing two rows of
white teeth.

“Yes, I live here.
vou make free.”

* Well, confound it, the thing is mine,
so [ suppose I ecan lean against it.
Everything seems to be lean around
here.”

*“Ho
lace!”

“ Well, T suppose I am a sefior to you.
I own this blooming ranch, any way.”

“Good! Ver' gooed. I am Miguel
Sebastian. I was superintendent for
the old man.”

“ Oh, you are Miguel, eh? Well, let
me congratulate you on the faet that
you speak English a heap better than
you write it.”

“ 8¢, senior. 1 talk with men and
learn, but I never went to school.”

“So that’s it. Well, Miguel, get off
that horse, get a chair, and let’s con-
verse happily upon the situation. Let
us commune with each other about cat-
tle and sheep, and sing a ditty about
‘the desert life is the life for me’
Come, Miguel. Light up and talk.™

He was applyilng a match to a
cheroot.

He let the horse wander where it
would and got a chair, placing it near

>

mine. ‘s N

But you! Sefor,

Then you are Senor Wal-

o .l'.‘
5

“Tll get along, I reckon,” T said g.,“ *5
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' ranch? by mqm.red

“ Oh. no, seior. Many. My brother,
he is E cti.;rge of the horses and s.heep
in the hills. His name is Manuel.
Then Jose Nicko, he is with three boys
down with the cattle, and I am there
also. But I see to all, sefor; I see to

2
lﬂ“ I have no doubt you are faithful.
How many head of cattle have we?”

“ Two thousand.”

“That’s a lot. How many sheep?”

“ One thousand.”

“Wow! How many horses?”™

“ Five hundred ponies.”

“ Good. How many hogs?”

“ No hogs only a half-breed who eats
every thuw His pame it is Dumfer.
He is no crood He is with Manuel.”

“Then the ranch is really worth
something. ™

“ 0Oh, yes; ver’ good ranch for Ari-
zona. Some time much rain, then grass
good an’ wool good. The cattle they
get fat. Good money then This year,
no rain, wool coarse an’ short. No good.
Wait till rain come, then be good.”

¢ Any neighbors? : ]

“Such a way, like that,” he said,
pointing toward the north “Mr. Be-
thune. Ver’ mice man; ver’ mice. An’
the semorita ver’ nice.”

“ How old is this very nice girl ? ¥

“(Oh, some time twenty; maybe
twenty-two.”

I lpoked around me again. If this
wa=n't a dandy place for a girl twenty-
two vears old, I was willing to swallow a
lump of my own ranch. I had swallowed
some, any way. .

* Look here,” I'said, “ I can’t find any
drinking water.”

* Not here. 0Old man he never drank
any water. He get whisky down to
Mackinville.”

“That was his drink, eh? But what
about making coffee and tea. I found
in a bharrel outside some water that
looked and tasted like stagnant rain
water. I used some. It wouldn’t hurt

after it was boiled.” _ _
) d man he carry water from the

Over there. Yes,

“ We got a little shack down in

meadow. = Yes, logs. We live in thai.”

I think you had better move in with
me. Then we can talk over matters
evenings.’

3 As you gay, sefior.”

He rode away ahout nine, and heing
weary after my day of excitement and
the long ride, I went to bed. I slept
like a log, scarcely stirring. Omnce I
heard a peculiar ery, as of a dog. I
learned afterward that it was the ery of
a hungry coyote.

In the morning while I was getting
breakfast 1 heard the clatter of hoois
again, and went to the door. It was
Miguel, and he had a fine young pony
vuth ]:um, saddled and bridled.

“You take a look at your rsulch
sefior ? ” he asked. 1 brought a pony
for yon.”

1 thank you, Miguel.
your breakfast?”

“Yes, I have had breakfast, sefior.
Shall I wait for you? ”

143 Yes‘}ﬂ

T swallowed my brealfast, got on the
pony’s back and we started off.

1 shall not go into a wearisome de-
tailed account of my long, dusty ride
over my possessions. It was in reality
a vast domain. Had it been well
watered, undoubtedly it would make its
owner rich.

There was ahont as much prospect of
making it better as there was of
carrying it to New York.

For a mile on the south the line ran
straight, marked by pine pests painted
white, set at such a distance from one
another that from any one you eould
see another in either direction. Then
there was a peculiar turn and it ran on
a slant to. the north, and the northern
boundary was uregu]a.:.

The eastern houndary was the main
road that led from Mackinville to Pres-
cott, having turned from a westerly
to a northerly direction at Santa Rosa.

My ranch comprised all sorts of land.
There were hills covered with pine.
There was a gorge through w
pretty stream tumbled and
The gorge was ;.buut. & |
ﬁeep 81 ]

Have you had




~ dim old eyes were ‘ﬁd"Wi‘ﬂ’l tears when

Y id not seem to be in a weak
I left H;ig—uel talking to Manuel, his
brother, and jogged toward a houmse I
saw not a great distance from my bor-
der. Miguel told me it was where Mr.
Bethune lived, and I wanted to get
acquainted with my nearest neighbor.
As T clattered up to the door, a girl
with her face out of sight in a huge sun-
bomnet was just coming from the door
with a pail, evidently going after water.
She heard my horse, gave a startled
glance, and ran back into the house.

The house itself was a much more
comfortable looking one than mine. It
was built of logs, and very substantially
built, too.

In a moment a tottering old man
came to the door. In his hand there
was a pistol.

“ Not going to shoot before you know
me, are you? " I asked as I dismounted.

The old man looked at me a moment
with dim eyes.

“Thank God!” he cried. “I thought
you were De Paro.”

Then he turned and tottered bhack
into the house.

“Eunice! Eunice!” he said.
not De Paro. Thank God!”

“But to-morrow—rto-morrow! Oh,
my God!” I heard the girl sobbing.

“Tt is evident, Richard,” I said to
myself, “ that there is something radi-
cally wrong here, and especially with
De Paro. I am not acquainted with
Sefior De Paro, but whoever he is he
ie persona non grate in this place. Well,
do we go in, or return home to wonder
what the trouble is?”

I stood debating with myself when
the old man came out.

“ Stranger,” he said in a trembling
voice, “ won’t you come in?”

I tied my pony to a stake mear the
door and entered. The girl had east
aside her sunbonnet, and T saw that she
had been weeping. Not merely the
little show of emotion she had exhibited
upon my arrival, but there were tear
staing and pale cheeks and other evi-
dences that some great trouble was on
her mind.
~ The old man was just the same. His

* Tt 1s

: m‘m'.‘m )ODOO RANCH
o %@ﬂa‘md though they were
on

T
he looked at the girl, and his voice broke
into a quaver every few minutes, Af
I could not, as a stranger, ask what
was the trouble, as they were evidently
trying to keep it from me. Still I knew
that nothing short of a tragedy would
*cause s0 much emotion.

. The conversation was short, and I
introduced myself first, saying that
Miguel had informed me they lived
there.

When I left, the old man followed me
to the door.

He stood wringing his hands as if in
agony, and whispered:

“Will you be at home in the morn-
ing, sir—or perhaps this evening?

“This evening, any way,” I an-
swered, .

_“ Don’t speak so loud—she will hear.
I will come and see you before dark.
May 1?2~ )

“1I shall be glad to have you come
at any time,” I said.

Greatly amazed at what seemed to be
an indication of some terrible anxiety
on the part of the old man and the girl,
I rode homeward.

“Any way,” I said, *“Eunice is a
pretty girl, Eunice is a pretty name, and
I’ll do anything the old man wants me
to. There! What a fierce resolve!”

I laughed, and got myself a bite to
eat.

CHAPTER VIL

I LISTEN TO A STRANGE STORY AND
SPEND A TERRIBLE MOMENT.

I was sitting with my chair {ilted
hack against my beautiful adobe house
about half-past four, when I saw the old
man coming along the road. He was
driving a pony to a buckboard, and
through the mesquite I could wateh his
bent old form. His head would every
few minutes drop on his breast and then
he would shake it sadly.

Reaching the mesquite gate,heturned
in and I rose to greet him.

“ Yon kept your word, Mr. Bethune,”
I said.

He stepped down from the buckhoard
and left the pony to his own devices.

“ Ah, Mr. Wallace,” he began, “ if you
had carried the load that I have had on
my heart for two years, and had see
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~ to-day the first frank and manly face,

the first face you could trust, in all that
time, you would keep your word also.

Yes, thank you, I will sit down. I am
not as strong as I was once.”
That was an evident fact. The poor

old fellow sank into a chair, and to my
utter amazement burst into tears.

“ Poor Eunice! Poor Eunice!™ he
moaned. < A ruined life! I seeit! A
life of degradation and misery with an
evil man! Oh, my God!™

% Mr. Bethune,” I said, “don’t take
it so hard. If you wish to tell me any-
thing, let me hear it. Perhaps I can
help you ount.”

“ Ah! Perhaps you can. Let me
ask you, sir, are you a married man?”

“ No, sir,” I answered with a laugh.
“1 have not met the lady yet—that is,
to know it.”

“] am an old man. My head is full
of faneciful ideas, but you must exeuse
me,” he said. “ You would be better
married.”

I laughed. Putting my hand in my
pocket, I felt the tenm-cent piece, all I
possessed. I was going to show it to
him, but he broke in.

“1 came to tell you a story, Mr. Wal-
lace—to ask your help, your adyice, and
perhaps a sacrifice. I am bewildered—
strangely bewildered. But let me begin.
You will see that there is enongh at this
time almost to make me insane.”

I filled and lit my pipe again, and told
him to proceed.

“Mr. Wallace,” he began, “up to four
years ago I was a happy man, living with
my son, his wife, and Eunice, their
daughter, in a pretty home in Missis-
sippi. My son was named John, and
my own name is William.

“ John became dissatisfied with con-
ditions there, and having read of the
enormous profits in sheep-rasing here,
he came ount and purchased the ranch
upon which we live now. Of course you
see the land is of poor quality, owing
to lack of water. We had no money,
and counld not improve the natural con-
ditions, My son’s wife could not en-
the loneliness and soon pined
- Asﬁterkﬂ;at, my '

stock were all mine.

not good for him, and at times they
would come out to the ranch and all
day Sunday would drink and play.cards.
My son grew so had that 1 was afraid
Eunice would sicken and die, she wept
so much.

“Then, two years ago, the awful
thing happened. Among the boon com-
panions my son had found at Mackin-
ville was a Mexican named De Paro.
I'rederick De Paro was perhaps the
worst of the lot. He was not a bad-
looking fellow, but a dare-devil, unscru-
pulous when it was necessary to get
somebody out of his way—in fact, a
perfect scoundrel.

“ He was apparently rich, and it was
said that he got his wealth by stealing
cattle. At any rate, it was known that
he was the chief of a gang of Mexicans
that infested the border, always making
trouble. Well, one Sunday they were
all out at the ranch, six of them, drink-
ing heavily and betting high. My son
had already lost his little savings.

“ Among the others was the sheriff.
He was a rough man, but not a wicked
one. But he traveled with a bad lot,
and he, too, drank a great deal. Toward
nighf the game was almost a frenzied
one. Horses and cattle were wagered
on the eards, and one man wagered his
farm and lost. A week later he shot
himself.

“ My son John had lost all control of
himself, but De Paro never did that.
He was always cool and calculating, and
never lost an opportunity that showed
itself.

“1 had gent Eunice away to the front
of the house so that she would not hear
their coarse, vile language. 1 watched
them, for 1 did not know what they
would do.

“‘Iam out!’ T heard my son say. ‘I
am busted!’

““You've got a ranch and plenty of
cattle,” said De Paro.

“You see, Mr. Wallace, the ranch and

He could not bet
that.

““Well, I heard De Paro say - ¥
80N, 51 you can’t h_'_at the m |
girl. T like her. She is -
want a wife, wa



- “ He called for a pen and some paper

or because he was drunk,
e §PNMI’ I shouted. “It is not

“ There was a loud, insulting laugh.
Of course they did not care whether it
was legal or not.

“It was a most exciting game, and
my son lost.

* Oh, God, how my old heart throbs
now-as I recall the scream that Funice
gave when John told her she had been
lost to De Paro!

“ She fell on her knees and implored
him not to saerifice her to such a man.
But whisky had got the best of John,
and he would not relent.

“ There was a brother of De Paro in
the-crowd. He and John were always
having words. The younger De Paro
did not like John.

“They had words that day, and my
son drew his pistol and shot young De
Paro dead.

“ At first there was consternation.
Buf the coolness of the living De Paro
was such that the others became calm.
The sheriff was going to arrest John,
but I’e Paro stopped him.

¢ Wait,” he said; ° let me have a few
minutes’ speech with Eunice.’

“ At that moment there was a clatter
of hoofs and two horsemen rode up.
They were United States officers, and
they wanted De Paro for a crime. They
covered him with revolvers, took him
away, and when they saw the dead body
of his brother they asked who commit-
ted the murder. The sheriff showed
his badge.

““T'yve got him all right,’ said he.

“¢ Gentlemen, I know what you want
me for,” said De Paro. * You've got the
drop on me, and I will go. But first [
want to talk to the girl who is fo be my
wife. Just a moment.’

“¢ Hurry up,” said one of the officers.

“ De Paro went in where Eunice was
erying lierself sick and tried to calm her.

He said he would be kind to her. He

gaid the marriage could not be at once,
any way, for two men were going to take
him on a long journey for awhile. It
was for cattle-stealing on the Indian
reservations. S

he wrote. Oh, do you know w

eagerly leaped at such an

she was to be his wife; that her father
had killed his brother, and that unless
she agreed to marry him the day he re-
turned he would shoot her father, her
grandfather—that’s myself—and carry
her off to Mexico, where he would keep
her so she could never escape.

“The poor girl was in terror. She
was white and trembling, and the
thought of her father being hanged for
murder impelled her to do the bidding
of Dg. Paro. She signed that paper,
promising to become his wife on the day
he was liberated.”

The old man stopped and a sob broke
from him. I sat silent, pondering upon
the question whether such a promise
was good for anything or not.

“ Did your son die? ™

“ That, sir, T do not know. He got
worse, and one day went to Mackinville
and mnever came back. We have not
given him up for dead.”

The story had stirred me greatly. I
knew the kind of man De Paro must be,
without soul or conscience, and to pie-
ture pretty Eunice Bethune the slave of
such a one was revolting.

“ Now, Mr. Bethune,” I said, * tell me
just what you think T can do to help
you and Eunice.”

“ Ah! My head is old and full of fan-
cies. I did think something when I
saw how manly, how honest you looked,
and how strong. But it would be too
great a sacrifice.” =

“ No sacrifice wounld be too great if by
it I could insure your happiness,” I
said.

“ What I thought, in my old. head,”

came the quavering voice, “ was if vou

should take the right to protect Eunice.
I am old. One day, not far from now, [
ghall lie down and mnever wake.
Eunice then must fight the world alone,

which she could not do. She is a good’

girl, educated and pretty. She would
make a good wife. I thought if yom
should marry her before De Paro came
he would be afraid of you when he
would*not of an old man like me.”

I was stunned for a minute. This
was certainly a strange request, yet as I

looked upon the wild surroundings, the
uncivilized setting in which the girl was

|, I could not wonder at it.
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game as I had, but none to protect her af
the house.

I wanted Miguel then worse than I
had wanted money in New Orleans.
But Miguel was nearly a mile away.

% Mr. Bethune, I am a poor man,” I
said. “1 have this ranch and just ten
cents to my name.” )

% You have a big ranch. At your age
it ought to make no difference whether
you have money or not. Hunice 1s a
hard worker. When I die she will have
that ranch of a thousand acres. Yours
is ‘two thousand. You will be rich
enough, you two.” J

“ But,” I stammered, “ would Eunice
consent?

“ Would she ? Consent to marry you?
When she knows that she must marry
De Paro to-morrow? If she does not,
she will be worse off. I shall be killed,
but I care little for that. My time has
almost come. But with you I know my
Eunice would be safe.”

“ If BEunice wishes it to be so, Mr.
Bethune, I will do it,” I said.

I had become so reckless that I was
ready for anything.

1 saw some difficulty ahead, but at
least the marriage would be legal. It
would give me the right to protect the
girl if anything did happen to the old
man.

At my reply his eyes closed and a
bland smile of happiness eame upon his
face. He slowly rose to his feet. He
held out a trembling hand to me and I
took if.

He tried to speak, but his voice failed.
He swayed with glad emotion or weak-
ness, and I tried to help him into the
buckboard. I heard him make a
peculiar noise.

I looked at him. His eyes were star-
ing at me, and he was evidently trying
to say something. An ashen gray color
had spread over his face.

“ It will be all right, Mr. Bethune.” I
said.

I was alarmed at his condition.

He understood. The poor, worn-out
heart gave way and he sank back against
me—dead.

CHAPTER VIII.
I HUNT UBR THE WRONG MAN.
- HEere was a predicament that I had
- gained for. I now had my work
no mistake. It was

Manuel was nearer. I could reach
him by making a détour to the west on
my way to Bethune's house. But I
could not take the old man very well
on the huckboard, for it was not a Targe
one, and the idea was not pleasant.

I carried him inside my house and
placed him in my own bed. Then I
caught my pony and, leaping into the
saddle, galloped off.

1 found Manuel and spoke to him at a
distance,

“ Manuel! ” I called.

“ 84, senor!”

“Take a man with you, get Miguel,
and go to the house. Mr. Bethune is
there, dead.”

For a moment he stood and stared.
Then with a wild rush he caught a horse
and, without saddle or bridle, started on
a wild career to the somthward. An-
other of my pony herders followed, and
I went on my way to Bethune’s. Eunice
was standing in the door as I rode up,
and her face showed great anxiety.

“Mr. Wallace, have you seen my
grandfather? ¥ ghe asked.

I dismounted hefore I replied.

“Yes, Miss Bethune,” I said, * he
came over to sce me.”

“ About—about H

“Yes, about to-morrow.”

“ What did he say?”

. “Bit down and I will tell you.™

She sat down and looked at me in a
way that seemed almost terror-stricken,

I repeated just what the old man had
told me, and she said it was all true.

“ Now, Miss Bethune, he asked me to
assume the right to protect you.”

“ How can you?”

“ Well, his idea was for me to ask you
to be my wife. If you consented, it
would give me the right. If you did
not consent, of course I could do noth-
ing any more than any friend.” <

know me.”

T explained all

“But 1 do not know you. You ¢
> W

She shrank from me. g £ :
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: 1 you? ™

> ell, as for me, T am the gainer,
since I get a wife. I do not ask you,
thinking that you wish to marry a man
you have seen only a few minutes and
never heard of before. That would be
preposterous. But our ranches are
close together, you knew my uncle, and
if you like you can get my record from
New York.

* On the other hand, there is De Paro,
and now you have no one but me to
rely on. :

“Yes; grandfather is old. He can-
not do much.”

“Miss Bethune, when your grand-
father had my promise he attempted to
get into his buckboard. But the ex-
citement was too great, and he sank into
my arms, dead.”

“Oh! Oh! Oh!* she moaned, placing
her hand against her heart. “ Alone!

- Alone! Helpless and alone! ”

“You see now it becomes even more
necessary. Y ou cannot remain alone in
your house. Somebody must protect
you. I donot wish to force myself upon
you, Miss Bethune. If you prefer not
to enter into the matter at all, you must
tell me so. I had not thought of such
a4 marriage. Perhaps I might in time to
come, but until yowr grandfather asked
me pointblank I had no such thought.
Now, think about it a moment. Take
time.”

“0h, take me to grandfather!” she
sobbed.

I saw then where I had bhlundered.
I had ridden my horse and left the buck-
board at my place.

“ Can you manage with this saddle? ”
I asked her.

“Yes; anything to get to poor grand-
father!”

I assisted her, she arranged her skirts,
and we started. We reached the adobe
house, having had very little conversa-
tion on the way.

Miguel and Manuel stood before the
door.

“This ver’ bad news, senor!” said
Miguel. “ What happened?

“ Why, he came to see me, and became
somewhat exeited, and, as he went to go,
dropped dead.” v
“1t was no quarrel?”
~ “Noj; nothing like that. It was per-

haps more a sudden selict from tension

than anything else—a reaction.”

Miguel nodded, but prohably&lrlnéﬂ‘: B

understand.

Eunice had rushed into the house, and
I went slowly after her. 1 heard her
sobbing and saw her down on her knees
kissing the dead man’s hands. I

“ Grandfather! If it was your wish!
If you said so! I will consent! Any-

thing, dear grandfather, to be free from -

De Parol”
1 went over and stood by her side,
with my hand resting on her brown hair.

Finally she rose and looked at me.

“Mr. Wallace,” she said, and her
voice did not tremble as much as it had,
“1 see nothing before me but darkness.
If my grandfather trusted you, I may
do so. It seems a strange thing to do,
but now I am all alone, and this is not
the place to be left alone. I could per-
haps sell the ranch and go elsewhere,
but nowhere would I Le free from De
Paro. I have nmo one to whom I could
go. I must place my confidence
rou,” ¥

“It shall not be misplaced,” I an-
swered. “1 swear it at your grand-
tather’s side.”

She began to weep again.

“You must be calm,” T said. * We
have much to think of. In the fixst
place, you must not go back to your
house to-night. I am going to start for
Mackinville, and will not be back till
some time to-morrow. You see, I ean
trust my own men, Miguel and Manuel.
They could not go to your house and
protect you, because they would have
no authority to keep any one out. Here
they have that authority, even to shoot-
ing, if T am absent. So you remain here
to-night, and they will take care of you.

“1f any one should come to see you
to-night, they would go to your house.
Not finding you, they might return to
Mackinville er wherever they came
from, and not molest this place at all.
Don’t you think it better for you to re-
main ? 7

“1 cannot think,” she said.
do whatever you advise.”

1

e s
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“ That is settled, then. Now, Miguel,
you and Manuel remain here fo-n ",
and keep watch. Permit no .
Miss Bethune. If any person,
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not who, tries to force his way in, shoot
him at the door. Do you understand,
senors # 7

* Si, senor.”

Once more mounting my pony, 1
dashed away.

It was with a strange tumult within
me that I rode to Mackinville about ten
o'clock that nmight. The owner of a
big ranch on which three thousand
five hundred animals were slowly stary-
ine to death, with ten cents of work-
in};r capital, I was going to be married
to-morrow.

I remembered as I rode into town that
Jones had not kept his promise and had
not come out to see me about the papers
as he had agreed to do. But they could
wait. I wanted to see Jaffry first.
There was a ligcht in the office, and I
went to the door. Dismounting, I
walked in. Jones sat writing.

“ How are you, Mr. Jones?”

He looked up, and I thought a note of
gurprise came into his face and at once
died away again.

“1I hardly expected to see you,” he
said, and I fancied there was a tinge of
restraint in his voice.

“ Where can I find Mr. Jaffry?”> 1
asked. _

“1 am not sure, but he may be over
at the hotel playing pool.”

“You did not get out to my ranch
to-day.”

“No,” he said, beginning to write
again. “1I was busy.” _

*“ Maybe he’s got a sore head because
I didn’t offer him any money,” I said to
myself.

I walked over to the hotel, and there
was Jaffry with several others playing
pool. A group stood watching the
game.

1 motioned to Mr. Jaffry, and fancied
a look of annoyarce showed itself on
his face. But he came to me.

“Mr. Jaffry, tell-me something about
the marriage laws of Arizona.”

“Why, they are about the same as
plsewhere,” he replied. “The cere-
mony performed by a minister or a
ustice of the peace is binding.”

Where is the nearest minister?” self.

He looked at me curiously and as

though amused. .

“ Are yon going to be married? * he
asled.

& Yes.,.l

“You are in somewhat of a hurry,
don’t you think—the second day you are
here >

“ The circumstances make it neces-
sary,” I answered.

“ Oh,” he said, with a smile of sig-
nificance.

“Will you tell me where to find the .

minister ? *

“ Why, yes. The Rev. Mr. Slimpeke.
He lives on Mexico Street, near the
church.”

“ Where is that? »

He showed me, and 1 went to see Mr.
Slimpeke.

The minister took me into his little
room which was called by courtesy a
library.

“8it down,” he said smugly, but with
a tone of inquiry in his voice.

He was the kind I never liked. He
was too infernally good. A religion in
which his selfish personality was the
central point stood out all over his every
teature.

“ Mr. Slimpeke,” T said, “1 am about
to be married to-morrow. It is rather
a sudden call. My name is Wallace. I
live on the ranch that was my unecle’s,
west of here.”

“ Ah, yes. Um!
nate young lady?

*“ Miss Funice Bethune, on the next
ranch to mine.”

“Bethune! Eunice Bethune! I
could not do that! There must be
some mistake. I have already received
a fee to marry Miss Bethune to-morrow
morning at ten o’clock to a Mr. De
Paro.”

“ Do you know you would be aiding
and abetting in a great crime if you di
thate > -

“ Young man, a minister of the Gos-
pel judges his acts by the——"

“ Money he recei

Who is the fortu-

23

s,” T answered.
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DIXON’S VENETIAN DODGE.
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-

BY MATTHEW WHITE, JR.

Py

An American’s memorable night in Venice, when he took a desperate chance in a daring game.

- DIXTON stepped out on the little hal-
_ cony and gnashed his teeth as
his eye took in the beauty of the scene.
Across the Grand Canal the Church of
La Salute stood out in all its transcen-
dant beauty, revealed by the red fires
burning on its steps; countless gondolas
threaded their way in and out of the
space between, while over all the moon
looked down, and across the waters came
the tinkle of mandolins accompanying
an Italian baritone in the toreador
song from “ Carmen.”

It was Dixon’s first night in Venice,
an experience to which he had been
laoking forward ever since February,
when his passage had been taken, and
here he was—alone. i)

It had been arranged that he was to
join the Van Brunts in Austria. He
and the girls had read up and thought
up and talked up this particular evening
all the trip across, and while business
detained Dixon in London, he had kept
in frequent touch with them by letter
and post-card while they made the
grand tour, and now Mrs. Van Brunt
had fallen ill in Vienna, the girls could
not leave her, and so Dixon found a
telegram in Inmnsbruck to inform him
that they could not go into Italy just
then.

And it was equally impossible for him
to wait. He was to sail back from Cher-
bourg on the following Sunday, and as
his tour tickets had been bought there
was nothing for it but for him to go on
by himself.

He was thinking ruefully of what
might have been, and trying to decide
whether there would be an atom of
pleasure in taking a lonely gondola ride,
when his attention was canght by a pet-
ulant exclamation in the room behind
him.

“T think it was very inconsiderate of
the Keelers to leave Italy out at the
eleventh hour in this way. Here we are

i

_of Dixon’s brain.

‘cooped up on this glorious night because

we haven’t a man to go out with us. No,
mother, T’ll just sit here and read. It
only exasperates me to look at some-
thing when I can’t be part of it.”

Dixon turned and saw a girl he had
noticed when they changed cars that
afternoon at Verona. She was a stun-
ning creature, and he had not known
till now that she and her mother had
come to his hotel.

The mother had stepped out on the
other balcony, and the girl had thrown
herself into a chair, which she had
drawn up in such a way that it blocked
his return into the room.

“I wonder if I dare.”

Sehemes began to make a wild cirenit
Here they were, a
man and a maid, each from the far-away
home country, each pining for compan-
ionship of the opposite.sex, and vet
placed as far apart as though the whole
Atlantic rolled between, by a mere law
of convention.

“ No, that won’t do,” he cogitated.
“ Merely asking her to move her chair
a few inches so that I can pass will
scarcely constitute a sufficient excuse
for inviting her and her mother out in
a gondola. No, Hugh Dixon, you must
play high or pass the trick.”

He might pretend that he had met
her at some dince at home and forgot-
ten her mame, but this was terribly
risky wher he didn’t even know the
city from which she hailed. Besides, it
savored too strongly of the confidence-
man trick as played on the rural visitor
to the metropolis.

Meanwhile the precious minutes of
his few hours in Venice were flitfing.
He must think of some device and at
once. i3

The old lady was absorbed in the gay
scene on the water, the hotel itself ap-
peared to be deserted; every one was

out on the Grand Canal. Dixon ttu%néﬁ 2
and took one more look at the temi)ﬁ_& 3

tion with its back to him. e
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cheek that was: and he was sure those
eyes, now fixed so moodily on the three-
weeks-old Tribune, could dance with
fun. 3 . .
Suddenly he had an inspiration.
Where was it he had seen the name
Keeler across the end of a dress swmit-
case? If he could only recollect that,
the way might be open.

Ah, he had it now! It was on the sta-
tion platform at Botzen, where he had
stopped for lunch.

« Aleck,” he remembered now hear-
ine the woman say, “you had better
keep your eve on that man,” and she
had pointed to a traeger who was walk-
ing ahead of them with the suit-case in
question. _

“1It’s a mighty insecure peg on which
to hang an acquaintance,” Dixon told
himself, “ but I’ll risk it. So here goes.”

Fate helped him to the extent of his
being obliged to speak to the girl in any
case in order to leave the balcony.

“1 beg pardon,” he said, keying his
voice to a pitch which he thought would
not reach “mother’s? ears.

The young lady started, nevertheless,
as if a cannon had gone off behind her.

“ Qh!” she exclaimed, leaping to her
feet and turning around so as to face
Dixon. Then, with a relieved look, as
she took in the unmistakable American

cut of his clothes: * I’'m in the way. I'm

very sorry. 1 didn’t thinlk.”

She stood aside while Dixon bent over
and moved the chair, stepped into the
room, frew a long breath, and then
made his desperate plunge.

“ By the way, I believz T met some
friends of yours this mcrning.”

“You did!” she cried, her face
alight. “ Who were they, and where did
you meet them? Not here in Ven:es,
snrely.”'

“ No, it was back in Austria, at Bot-
zen. Keeler was the name, I think”

“How perfectly jolly! Oh, mether,
mother, here is some one who knows the

~ Keelers,” and she stepped to the other
- window and appeared the next instant

chaperon in tow.
came up to the scratch in fine

What an entrancing curve of the

gt Tl '

New York, and merely ran into the
Keelers in passing.”

“Yes,” said the old lady, who was
surveying him through her lorgnette in
eritical fashion. “ 'They were to have
met us here, but sent a wire. Was it bad
news from home that caused them to
change their plans?”

* Oh, no,” answered Dixon recldessly.
“You sce, at the last minute Mrs.
Keeler conceived a terror of Italy in the
hot weather.” 4 '

“Mercy, do you think there is amy
danger?” burst out the old lady, while
at the same instant Dixon noted that
the daughter’s eyes first grew round in
amazement and them began to glint
with the fun-ight that he had wanted
to see in them.

“ Not in the least,” he declared.
“You see how delightful it is here, or
at least it would be if we were out in the
moonlight on the Grand Canal. Allow
me to be your escort. I think I can
secure a gondola.”

* Oh, mother, it would be heavenly!

And Dixon flew to the porter to male
arrangements, fearing to linger Jest the
eld lady might put more embarrassing
questions regarding his acquainfance-
ship with the Keelers.

Once aboard the gondola, Dixon as-
gured “mamma * that as danghter was
the lightest she must sit in the middle,
with himgelf and mother on either hand
to trim ship, and so the eestatic evening
began.

Dixon recked not of the awful blun-

der he had made, and wilfully shut his .

eyes to the fact that he did not even
ltnow the mnames of his companions.
Was he not floating about the Grand
Canal under the moon, with music in
the air, the stones of magnificent Venice
rearing their impressive architecture
about him, and a pretty girl, who was
alzo clever, by his side? Later, when the
lights on the water began to thin out,
they landed at the Piazzetta, and Dixon

prevailed upon the ladies to take re-

freshments at Florian’s while they lis-
tened to the band play in St. Mark’s

Sqluare.
. t was vz;hﬂ;e he was face to
e 'IF \ _-1,-1
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most fortunate, Mr. Dixon,”
"uﬂx_%% the Eeele]'z:s told yonn;:o

] Pp- Xou see, we have only this
one n@ﬁ?fn—.?enice, and I woal;g not
consen® to come out without an escort.
And p or Ethel was most disconsolate.
Did Miss Keeler find the ring she lost
in Paris?”

The perspiration broke out on Dix-
on’s forehead, and he wondered in alarm
what would come next.

“ Who the mischief is Miss Keeler? »
he asked himself.

But he knew that he who hesitates is
lost, so he replied glibly:

“No; not yet. But detectives are at
work on the case, I believe, with hopes
of success.”

“And what have they heard from
home lately ? ” went on the old lady.

“Q0Oh, Mr. Dixon, ’m sorry,” ex-
claimed Ethel.

Her glass of water had overturned
and sent a stream trickling over the
table into his lap.

Damages repaired, “mamma”™ re-
turned to the charge, this time from a
new quarter.

“ They tell us, Mr. Dixon,” she began,
“ that listeners mever hear any good of
themselves, but I should like to have
overheard the Keelers’ deseription of
us which enabled you to identify us so
readily.”

“ How absurd, mamma,” broke in
Ethel. “Don’t yow remember those
gnap-shots on the ship? They were very
good indeed. I am sure Mr. Dixon must
needs be very dense imdeed if he could
not readily locate us after a glimpse of
them.”

Dixon did mnot dare flash her the
grateful glance which was inspired by
her words.

“ She is either ‘on to me,”” he told
himself, “ or else all the gods in the
world of chance have camped on my
trail.”

Meantime “mamma ” was rambling

on.
“You know we met the Keelers on

the basis of a blunder. We were all
stopping at Narragansett one summer,
and our letters were continnally getting

mixed.” ) :
~ “You see,” Ethel struck in, “while

-y [
e
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Keeler and Riker don’t sound much

y

alike, they can be made to look sc
writing.” ;. e

it be possible? .
“Are you Ethel Riker,” he gasped

in astonishment.

“Yes; to be sure I am. :
not? > And Why'

“And you knew the Gliddens at
Narragansett?

“ They are our best friends,” declared
Mrs. Riker.

“ Then I've carried a letter of inire-
duction to you all over Europe. What
an idiot T've been!”

“How remarkable!” exclaimed the
chaperon. “ I should have thought that
the letter would have oecurred to you
when the Keelers told you to look us
up.” :

“ Yes,” added Ethel wickedly, as Dix-
on fished the letter in question out of
his pocket and handed it over to her
mother, “ Mrs. Keeler might better
have been talking about the Gliddens
than telling you about the detectives
she engaged to hunt the ring that

, she wrote me her brother found the

v;er_y next day. I forgot to tell mamma
of 3.2 .

Ethel had lowered her voice and was
leaning across the table toward him
while her mother was absorbed in the
letter from Mrs. Glidden.

“T believe you were ‘on’ from the
first,” whispered Dixon.

“ You mustn’t talk slang in poetical
Venice,” the other admonished him.
“ Did you say you weren’t leaving until
to-morrow afternoon? ™

“ Yes, but we’ll have plenty of time
to do the Doge’s Palace together? ”—
eagerly.

“1 hope so. You certainly should
make a pilgrimage across the Bridge of
Sighs to groan over your sins of this
evening.”’

“ But isn’t it better to lie a Iittle, as
Blanche Bates unsed to tell ns in * The
Darling of the Gods,” than to be un-
happy much? Besides, maybe T made
two people happy,” he added auda-

ciously.

glint of mischief again in her %
“Shall we not ask my mother to tell
us?” ,

Dixon fell back in his chair. émﬁd'}‘

“1 wonder,” rejoined Ethel, with the -

Tl i o'
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: DOWNING THE KING-PIN

= . .
BY MARCUS D. RICHTER. - H
- A conspiracy against a Wall Street manipulator which found itself astray and wrought fear i

’ and frenzy aboard an ocean liner.

|
SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED. 4
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- *This story began in the June issue of Tam ARGOSY. The

Tue vacht Babbler, belonging to Brandon Burgess, the wealthy Wall Street speculator, lies across the

pier from the steamer Yantic.
take a Mediterranean cruise.

Both are ocean bound. Burgess and his secretary, Horace Tarr, are to
Two trunks, both marked H. T. in a diamond, are brought to the pier, ad-

dressed to the Yantic and the Babbler respectively. One is stenciled in red, and one in black.
The watchman's dog, excited by the constant ticking in one of the trunks, worries off their tags, which

the watchman replaces in reverse order.

Belen Trainor, her invalid brother Calvin, and her aunt are to sail on the Yantie.
love with Helen, decides to send Tarr on their steamer in case that he may be of service.
his destitute cousin, Ben Crowding, as valet for Trainor.

Burgess, who is in
Tarr suggests
Crowding has been employed in Burgess’

mills, which are shut down, and he is very bitter against him. Tarr has met his cousin in suspicious places,

and notices that he seems ill at ease in Burgess' presence.
While befriending a little Italian boy, Angelo, Tarr’s attention is ealled to an old woman in the steerage

who bears a striking resemblance to Brown, one of Crowding's suspicious associates.

old woman ftries to discover Tarr's identity.

Through Angelo, the

Miss Trainor finds the wrong trunk has been sent to her stateroom, and asks to have the right ome,

stenciled with a black H. T.in a diamond, sent up from the baggage-room.
Heo says something was moving in the trunk.

and reports only a red label of the same style.

Angelo searches for the trunks,

On his way back from the baggage-hunt Tarr overhears the conversation of some passengers. By a -
Marconigram they have learned that Burgess' stocks are rapidly falling, and that he has left the city.
Pondering this, he notices Angelo thrust a note into Crowding’s hand. Crowding reads it and faints. In
attending to him Tarr discovers a goad concealed in Crowding’s clothes, preventing him from lying down

or even resting.

In the stateroom Crowding seems terrified, and he obviously has some terrible secret

that is preying upon his mind, but which he refuses to divulge.

Up on deck Tarr finds Miss Trainor with the broker, Kinney, one of Burgess' rivals.
Later Kinney insults Tarr, who boxes his ears.

pleasant remark is passed between the men.

An un-
The rumor

is circulated that the quarrel oceurred about Helen Trainor, and that Tarr has been sent to watch her by

Burgess.

Tarr receives word that Crowding has become delirious, and after an interview with the old woman
in the steerage has tried to break into the baggage hold. Going to his statercom, he finds Crowding
raving abont something which he must stop, and shrieking over and over again “Only a hundred hours.”

CHAPTER XIV.
AN UNANSWERED PROBLEM.

DAY broke at last—a blowy, misty,

dirty morning; a morning when
it looked all along the sea-line as though
the slatternly wind-sprites had hung all
their dirty rags of cloud out to air, and
the sea was sullen.

Wave after wave rvose out of the
northeast to meet the proud prow of the
Yantic, slapped her sullenly and with no
little spitefulness on either jowl, and
parted for her passage, running hissing
aft as though angry that they could not
stop her progress.

Horace

Tarr viewed the unsightly

prospect from the door of his stateroom
as soon as the gray light of dawn shim-
mered on the apparently flat surface of
the sea. The air was raw. The smell
of fog was still dank in his nostrils;
the night which had just passed had
been no time of rest or calm for him.

Crowding had finally sunk into a stu-
por and his babblings had ceased for
the time. But the broken sentences
rankled in Tarr’s mind—gave him no
peace—gripped his thought and would
not set it free again. <

What was the mystery which had

driven poor Crowding into his present
state of mind? What did those broken

words mean ?

# on receipt of 20




as a deep and sinister signifi-
xce, _was certain, to every sen-
tence the sick man uttered.

In the calm of the morning, after re-
viewing each particular phrase the sick
man had used, it seemed rather improb-
able that his mention of the * red dia-
mond ¥ had aught to do with either
Tarr’s trunk which he had sent down
to the Babbler the night before he sailed
on the Yantic or with the trunk that
Trimble had found in the hold marked
in the same way and with the same ini-
tials.

And while he stood there watching
the changing sea the figure of little
Angelo appeared before him.

“BSignor, is the other signor better
this morning?” he asked in his soft
voice.

Tarr looked down upon him rather
blankly for a moment.
“Do you mean

Trainor’s man?

=8 sigrior?

“He is no worse; but he is very ill.
He does not know me, and he is likely
to be ill a long time.”

“ 1Tt is bad, signor,” said the boy with
his ingratiating smile, and would have
withdrawn had not Tarr stayed him
with a beckoning forefinger.

“ Who sent you to inquire, Angelo? ”
he asked.

“ She sent me.”

“The—the old woman below ? »

The boy nodded and would have
again departed, but Tarr had another
question.

““ See here, my son,” he said, drawing
some silver from his pocket. “ You
earned half a dollar yesterday by telling
me something. Now, here is another,”
and he held it up.

The boy’s black eyes snapped, and he
waited in silence for what was to fol-
low. i

“Yon went into the hold with Mr.
Trimble to look for that trunk yester-
day forenoon,” Tarr observed, watching
the boy closely.

The change that came info the little
fellow’s face at this was guite startling.
He paled and drew farther away from

Crowding—Mr.

* the secretary.

“Don’t he afraid,” Tarr said sooth-

ingly. 1 saw you go down there. You

found a trunk marked in red with two

figure likewise marked in red. You re-
member ? .

The boy evidently remembered,
There could be no doubt of that. But
why being reminded of that trunk
should so trouble him was quite mysti-
fying.

“ What’s the matter? ” the secretary
demanded. “You were telling something
?bout that trunk to the old woman be-
OW___.’.’

“No, no, signor!” gasped the boy,
still drawing away. “1 say not'ing.
Eet is not so.”

“ Come; here’s half a dollar for you.
Repeat to me what yon said—

But before he could say more the
boy turned and darted away and was
quickly out of sight.

“ Hang it!” muttered Tarr. ¢ That’s
Messerode’s fault. He threatened to
beat the boy if he repeated it. What
was it—something about a noise in the
trunk? A clock ticking? What an asi-
nine thing it is for me to pay any at-
tention to such foolishness! :

“ What could it possibly be? The
boy imagined something, or he is a nat-
ural born liar, as Messerode intimated.
I—T"m a fool!*

He tried to drive away all thought of
the trunk, and when the steward came
up ordered an early breakfast sent to
his cabin. Crowding was still asleep
when Dr. Meachem appeared.

“You'd better get some rest your-
self,” the surgeon advised. “ Go down
into my eabin—you’ll find it quiet
there.”

But Tarr would not leave the room.
He lay down on the extra berth, how-
ever, and slept soundly for an hour,
while the doctor watched the patient.

Tarr was awakened by the thin voice
of Crowding babbling his incessant
phrases ahout the red diamond, and a
hundred hours, and all the rest of it.

“1I feel a hundred per cent better,”
the secretary declared when the surgeon
would have urged him to retire for
proper rest. i

Indeed, he felt anxious to have no-
body listen fo Crowding’s delirions
words, He was convin that j
was some sinister i

y o :

letters—H. and T.—inside a diamond
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- hundred hours. What a wretch

When the doctor departed he sat
down beside the sick man and listened
again and yet again to the familiar
phrases. By and by he seized a pencil
and paper and began to jot them down.

Crowding seemed to go through the
same formula of words, ending with
that terrified cry about “a floating
hell,” and then began all over again.
Part of it he muttered too low for Tarr
te ecatch the words; but it was not
always the same phrases that were miss-
ing.

By writing down all he said the sec-
retary saw a chance of finally obtaining
a preftv connected expression of what
was on the sick man’s mind.

In some book he had read, a secret
had been discovered in this manner.
The words Crowding uttered, he was
sure, were the same each time, and they
were not many.

When the poor fellow’s mind had
given way his trouble had expressed
itself in these thoughts; and new that
he was delirious, these same thoughts
recurred to his weakened mind again
and again, finding expression over and
over in the same phraseology.

Each time the poor fellow reached
the elimax of his reflections his agony
became mere intense. After one of
these paroxysms, when he began to
speak again, Tarr, with his ear held
closc to enable him te distinguish the
faintest sounds, wrote down the words
as he heard them:

“ The red diamond! * * * T must stop
it—I must stop it! * * * These inno-
cent people—God help them! * * * Set
for one hundred hours! * * ¥ (One hun-
dred hours and them—hell! * * *2

The last of the words were too in-
distinet that time for him to get, but
the sick man writhed on his couch and

" beat his hands feebly in despair. Then

he began again. and the first words Tarr
distinguished were different:
“1 must open—— * * *  Only one

These innocent people—God help them!

-~ ~ * * % Happy, untroubled, secure, * * *
; ‘_hjl.f,?nss_ed. & ® % Hell-—pn float-

muttering began:
it! ) stop it

- . '_.- '7-. e
punish- i

ment is too great. * * * They little know
—unconscious of peril! * * * It was set
for one hundred w&

And on and on the poor fellow bah-
bled his misery, while Tarr, the sweat
standing on his brow, jotted down the
broken phrases, until he, like Crowding
himself, had learned them by heart.

And what did he make of them?
After the sick man had worried himself
into exhaustion, Tarr set himself the
task of dove-tailing the words together
into their logical sequence. -

“The red diamond! I  must
open I must stop it! I must
stop it! Omnly one hundred hours.
What a wreteh T am. My punishment
is too great. These innocent people—
God help them! They little know—
unconscions of peril. Happy, un-
troubled, secure. It was set for one
hundred hours. ITalf has passed. Ome
hundred hours and then—hell! A float-
ing hell!”

Tarr read this, striving to understand
the mystery to which the words referred.

, He knew he had not gathered every

word of Crowding’s delirious mutter-
ings. He had been nnable to learn what
it was the man felt that he must
113 OPGD.”

And the reference to the “ innocent
people 7 who were  unconscions of
peril ¥ was quite as blind. Crowding
had done, or thought he had done, some
dreadful thing which had imperiled
others. Had it been something which
had oceurred before Tarr met him in
New York?

“ Perhaps the story he gave me about
losing his job and being half-starved
and penniless because of the shutting
down of the mill was not entirely true.

He may have done something—broken

the law in some way — and run away
from his home.

*“ But surely there is some foundation
for his agony. There must be some
fire where there is so much smoke.”

The reference to the one hundrrd
hours puzzled Tarr quite as much as
anything else. What had ¢ :
“set for one hundred hours
what did he mean by “ a floa

wrely that last must
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 some peril threatened the Yantic?
Yy that seemed impossible. What

Crowding know about this steam-
ship? He probably had never heard of
the vessel until Tarr had told him of his
chance to serve Calvin Trainor as nurse.

“Yet that fellow Brown—or what-
ever his name is—is aboard this ship,
and Crowding knows him. It was di-
rectly after an interview with Brown
that he went off his head entirely,” mut-
tered the secretary.

* Is there some plot against the peace
and lives of the passengers on this ship ?
But that is preposterous. If it were so,
surely Brown and Crowding, if they
knew-of it, would not have risked their
own lives by coming aboard her. No,
no! That ean’t be it. And who can
I take inte my confidence? I cannot he
a traitor to my own eousin—muot to Ben
Crowding, with whom I played and stud-
ied years ago—even if he ¢s mixed up in
a criminal conspiracy.

“ Until I have proof that he has really
committed a erime I am not called upon
to sacrifice him. And perhaps not then.
My mind is not at all secure on that
point.”

He rose and hegan to pace the con-
fines of the stateroom. The situation
presented an unselvable enigma.

CHAPTER XV.
NEWS OF THE BABEBLER.

A @exTLE rvap at the door startled
Tarr as though it had been a much more
commanding summons. [t was now mid-
forenoon, and the deck was well peopled
with first-class passengers, despite the
unfriendly aspect of the weather. When
he opened the door his amazement was
in no way decreased by the presence of
Helen Trainor awaiting his pleasure.

For a moment Tarr was quite speech-
less.

“ Good-morning,” she said gquietly
and without her usnal smile. “ I under-
stand you have been watching with your
eousin all night, Mr. Tarr. We shall
have gyou ill next. You must allow us
fo assist you.” ‘

“ Really—really,” stammered Tarr,
“1 don’t know what you can do——"
1 can sit beside him while you go

N
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somewhere and?‘ lie down, “'-f’:il"u-‘
quickly. A

“ But, Miss Trainor, T do not think I
He is quite de~ -

ought to allow if.
lirions.”

“ Dr. Meachem tells me he is far too
weak to try to get out of his berth now
—poor fellow! What a terrible thing it
is! How little we know what far-
reaching results may be entailed by our
actions.”

“ What do you mean?  he asked won-
deringly.

“1 presume you realize that, as the
doctor says, this condition of affairs has
been brought om by mental worry.
Poor Crowding, being driven from home
and from those—from her whom he
loved, by the shutting down of his work,
{:as now come to this pass. It is terri-

le.”

Tarr saw that she, and probably her
brother, blamed it all upon Brandon
Burgess and his corner in cotton. But
Tarr was not minded to oppose her
statement now. :

Indeed, he was rather glad that she
looked wupon Crowding’s illness from
this standpoint. *

“ She will not suspect anything if he
babbles this stuff to her,” he thought.
Aloud he said: *“Tt is not right to tax
vou with my ecousin®s care, DMiss
Trainor.”

“ But if T wish to do this?

“Then 1 surely will not refuse you,
and I thank you heartily for vour kind
thought. Perhaps I will be better for
to-night’s watch if T sleep some during
the daytime.”

She was looking at him with unwaver-
ing eyes as he spoke, and although she
fiushed a little her reply was uttered ina
firm tome:

“ Do not mistake me, Mr. Tarr. If I
am kind, it is for the sake of the poor
man who is ill.  Yen certainly do not
look for any favor at my hands, sir?”

The words were biting, and Tarr fell
back before her as she entered the state-
room. He knew to what she referred.

As Calvin had told him, and as he had
seen the evening before by her manner,
Helen held him accountable for the un-
pleasant position in which she had been

the quoit game.

- placed by the gossip having its birth at
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So she believed that he had allowed

~ her name to be brought inte a low row
on the public deck of this steamer! Tarr
“withdrew without further words. He
was too hurt to seek to defend himself
or to deny what she believed true. He
avoided Calvin when he went out upon
deck, although he saw him in the dis-
tance, attended by the ex-waiter. 1t
was a fact that, more than he was
troubled by the mystery of Crowding’s
illness, Tarr was disturbed over this
misunderstanding with Helen Trainor
and her brother and aunt.

And as his mind dwelt upon the fact,
it was not for Calvin’s mistrust in him
that he mourned. He thought first of
Helen’s attitude.

Dr. Meachem had evidently been on
the lookout for him, and kindly insisted
that Tarr go below to his, the doctor’s,
cabin and lie down. But despite his
wakeful night, the secretary could not
sleep for long.

lis many worriments were with him
in his dreams. Burgess and the Bab-
bler, Kinney and Helen Trainor,

Crowding and the disguised Brown
passed through his visions in continuous
procession.

And finally the Iluncheon bugle
awoke him as though it were the
signal of some threatening disaster
which had troubled the latter part of
his dream.

Finding it impossible to sleep again,
he arose, had a bite of luncheon him-
self, learned that the doctor had re-
lieved Miss Trainor as nurse, and felt
able to go into the steerage before
returning to his own cabin.

As he drew near, the strains of a fid-
dle and an accordeon and the shuffle of
feet announced the fact that the steer-
age passengers were having an after-
noon dance. Although there were few
young people among them (aside from
the small children), the returning emi-
fﬂ&nfs mustered a goodly company on
he cleared space of the deck which
answered for the floor of the ball-room.
- The couples were gravely moving
in time to the rather rasping

sengers that had gathered. He had
spied the figure of the disgnised Brown
in an out-of-the-way corner and ap-
proached him directly. . .

He did not startle the supposed old
woman this time, for his coming was
observed.

“T have a word to say to you in pri-
vate,” he said in a low voice, looking
intently down upon the shawl-shrouded
figure. “Do you want to see me
here? '

The supposed old woman showed mo
sign of understanding him. Her face
retained an expression of perfeet blank-
ness, and she shook her head with en-
ergy.

** No, no, signor! ” she whined.

“ Come, come!” exclaimed Tarr.
“Don't play the fool with me. T know
you, and unless you want me to go fo
the officer of the ship and tell who you
are 2

“I no spe’k Inglese,” whined the
creature again, vigorously shaking her
head. :

One of the men who had been danc-
ing came over to them, mopping his
flushed face with a yellow bandanna and
smiling broadly.

 She no understand you, sir,” he said,
showing his white teeth in a broad
smile. “ She only speak-a da Italian.”

“ By Jove,” muttered Tarr, *she
writes English all right!*

“No, no! How can that be?” cried
her fellow-countryman. “ She no spe’k
eet; how can she write eet? ”

“1 no spe’k Inglese,” declared the
supposed old woman for the second
time.

Her face was swathed in a bandage,
and she put her hand to it mow and
lf')egan to moan, rocking her body to and

o.

“ She haf one bad tooth—eh? ” said
the man commiseratingly, yet still smil-
ing brilliantly. “ What you want wit’
her, signor? ”

Tarr saw that unless he was ready to
make a row right then and there, there
was no use in following his intention
further. :

~ The creature wouldn't speak or give
him any satisfaction. ) b
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Suppose he had made a mistake?
Suppose it was nof Brown, after all?
Many old women have a down on their
upper lip as heavy as that which shaded
the mouth of this person. He would
have given a good deal to remove the
bandage from about her face. He be-
lieved that it hid from view cheeks
which would show plainly the need of
shaving.

He had to beat an inglorious retreat,
and on hiz way to his own stateroom
to relieve Dr. Meachem Mr. Brier found
and halted him.

“ Mr. Tarr, Captain Holds wishes to

see you. He is on the bridge. How’s
your friend? No befter? Sorry to
hear it.”

The secretary of the millionaire cot-
ton king hastened to find the com-
mander of the Yantic. The captain was
pacing the deck with a slip of paper in
his hand.

“You're Mr. Horace Tarr? ” he asked
in his gruff way.

®71 am. What can I do for you??*
asked the young man.

“Not a thing, sir—mnot a thing,”
snapped Captain Holds. “You can
answer a question, however, sir.”

Tarr waited in doubt. Captain
Holds did not seem in a very pleasant
mood.

“1 want to know, sir, if you know
anything about this? ”—and he held the
slip of paper toward Tarr. “ What is
this yacht chasing us for? T tell you, T
don’t care to have my steamer chased
as though she was a stray pup. What
does it mean?”

MTarr, in vast amazement, read the
typewritten lines on the paper:

Yacht Babbler, New York, Burgess
owner, Midriff master, spoke us this
forenoon fifty miles eastward, asking for
Yantie. Anxious to speak.

“« Wha—what does it mean? ” gasped

" Tarr.

“That’s what T want to know, sir—
that’s what I want to know,” growled
Captain Holds. * You are employed by
this Burgess, they tell me. Do you
know anything about it?”

! ¥ ry was puzzled and be to
abibal sxain gan grow
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you!” snapped the captain. :

“ And don’t you address me in that
manner. I don’t like it,” declared Tarr
angrily. “1 had heard that the Bab-
bler left New York night before last.
Your own wireless telegraph operator
got the news from some shore station, T
believe. ;

“I had no idea that the yacht was
following us. I don’t know what Mr.
Burgess wants with you. I'm sure I
don’t know what he wants of me——"

“Well, sir, when a man echases a
steamship which numbers among its
passengers one of his trusted employees
he doesn’t usually do it for pure enjoy-
ment,” sneered Holds.

“What do you mean by that, sir?*
flashed out Tarr.

“I judge, sir, that you catch my
meaning,” said the captain of the Yan-
tic, boring him with a suspicious glance.
“ There iz something very strange about
this—very strange indeed.”

“Your insinuating tone implies an
insult that T will not bear, sir!” eried
Tarr. “ Explain yourself.”

“You declare you know nothing
about this message? ™

“T don’t even understand how yom
could have got such a telegram

“We passed the Savoird, of the
Merchants and Importers Line, an hour
ago. She communicated by wireless
with us. The yacht spoke her, as you
can see, this forenoon. It must have
passed us and is now somewhere ahead
looking for us. I want to know what it
means!”

“Well, dont ask me.
you,” declared Tarr.

“ Tt seems very suspicious to me, Mr.
Tarr,” said the captain.

« And your remarks seem very impu-
dent to me,” cried the passenger, and
turning on his heel without further
words he left the bridge.

He was quite enraged at the English-
man. But nevertheless the message as-
tounded him. He was completely dazed
by it.

JrWhat did it mean? The Babbler
should he far on her course to the
Mediterranean if Burgess had really

I can’t tell

“How should T know?” - AL
“ Don’t dodge my questions,confound

started on nis vacation. Why should N




the yacht be in this part of the North
Atlantie?

And hunting for the Yantiec! Why.
it seemed preposterous.

What should possess Brandon Bur-
gess to start out of the port of New
York on such a fool mission as this?
Searching the highways of the sea for a

rticular steamship seemed a good deal
like looking for the proverbial needle in
a haystack.

What was the matter with him? Had
Burgess, too, gone mad? 1f there had
been a raid made upon the cotton mar-
ket, he should not have left New York
at all. And to be *way off here

“It’s nonsense! sheer nonsense!” he
muttered as he hurried to his stateroom.

Yet, looking down, he saw the paper
in his hand and again read the type-
written lines. That made it look very
real.

But it did not explain the mystery.

CHAPTER XVIL
THE TREASURE CHAMBER.

It was plain that Dr. Meachem was
greatly worried over Crowding’s condi-
tion. Despite the fact that the steam-
ship physician was a most self-opinion-
ated man, he was devoted to his profes-
gion, and the chance of losing a patient
worried him.

“The fellow is badly off, I admit,
Mr. Tarr,” he declared to Horace
when the latter appeared in the sick-
room again. “ 1 have changed his med-
icine. The treatment of disease is for
the most part a groping in the dark hy
even the best-trained physician. We
know what remedies will aet upon cer-
tain diseased organs, but they will not
act the same with every person. I ean-
not seem to allay this man’s fever. It
is terrific. He grows weaker. '

“ These delirious paroxysms are be-
coming more infrequent 3
_ “And isn’t that a good sign? > asked
Tarr, wondering if the doctor had made
anything out of Crowding’s wandering

It is not—assuredly not! You hear

~ him gabbling a lot of stuff here, now
01 o . ¥

Between the times of this
s e is calmer?”

“ No, no! Youare wrong! 'Phere is
something of extreme moment on that

man’s mind. It was on his mind, as we
Jmmow, when he was taken with the first
mad paroxysm dewn below. TIle repeats
over and over again what was making
that strong impression upon his brain
at the moment he collapsed. Do you
follow me ?

Tarr nodded. Nobody knew better
than he that poor Crowding was repeat-
ing again and again that mysterious
combination of phrases.

“Well, sir, he continually goes over
these same words. At times he is
strong enough to repeat them aloud.
But when he apparently sleeps or sinks
into exhaustion, his state at this pres-
ent moment, his troubled brain is still
engaged with these same thounghts.
Over and over again, time after time,
into the many thousands, the man has
repeated these sentences since yesterday
afternoon.™

“ He is repeating them even when he
is silent? ”

“ Automatically his thoughts repeat
them. There! See his lips move? As
though he whispered in his sleep. He
lies like a dead man otherwise, d’ye see?
Like some machine geared to a system
of perpetual motion, his mind contin-
ually repeats this thing that troubles
him. :

“ And until I can assuage this mental
disturbanee, how can I get the best of
his fever? Can you tell me that, Mr.
Tarr?” demanded the worried physi-
cian,

“ Good Heavens! How can 1 tell
vou?” gasped the secretary.

“The moment will come when the
man’s brain will be sufficiently clear to
understand what is said to him. 1If one
knew what had so disturbed his mind
at that—well, eall it oceult moment, he
might be assured that the cause of his
worriment was removed. Then I
would have a better chance to bring
him out of this condition.” =

“ But—hut we don’t know what’s the
matter with him!” gﬁeﬂ Tarr. '

Ayee: Dr. Me
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- “1 wish to God I did know!” cried
The physician’s remarks put him
quite in a fever of worriment. When
he was left alone with the sick man, and
the latter began babbling again, Tarr
drew forth the paper on which he had
transeribed the sentences which were
the burden of Crowding’s delirium and
studied them once more.

“The red diamond! I must
open ” Now, what could that
mean? What of the red diamond, and -

what was it the delirious Crowding felt
that he must open?

When he had suffered his collapse the
previous afternoon, Crowding had been
fighting like a madman to enter the hold
forward through the hatchway in the
orlop deck. Trimble had reported that
the man tore, tooth and nail, at the
hateh fastenings.

Was fthat what he had felt he must
open? And why?

Or had the association of ideas in his
poor, weakened mind made him do this?
Tarr could not see how any danger,
known to Crowding, could menace the
Yantic. It must be some other vessel
which was referred to in the man’s de-
lirium as “a floating hell.”

“Crazed as he was,” muttered the
secretary, “he would not be likely to
distingnish bhetween this boat and the
one which trombles his mind. If he
knows of some accident which has be-
failen or is about to befall another ship,
in his sudden insanity he might try to do
aboard this ship what he would do
aboard that other, were he (there.
Something has happened or is about to
happen in the hold of another vessel.
Crowding is criminally aware of what
it is. His conseience, as he told me
himself yesterday morning, and as his
previons actions prove, was lashing him
terribly.

“He has done something or has
knowledge of the doing of something
which endangers the lives of innocent
pecple.  When he went entirely off his
head he strove to get into that hold be-
canse he thought that was the place
where this awful thing would oceur.

“Gad! What a mess! Tt isn’t pos-

sible that any danger threatens ws.
That fellow Brown—if it is Brown—is

)
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mixed up in it. He’d never risk his
neck on a vessel that was likely to be
mjured—blown up or scuttled or any-
thing like that.”

~ Tarr paced the confines of his cabin
in a terribly disturbed state while he
thus soliloquized. And the thought of
Brown set his mind off on another
track.

Could it be possible that he had been
mistaken in that individual helow in the
steerage? If not, the man was a con-
summate actor.

It might be a woman, after all—an
old woman of Brown’s own nationality
and who looked like him.

Yet, he swore to himself, Crowding
had recognized the person, too. Crowd-
ing had denied all knowledge of the
identity of the old woman. Yet Angelo
said he had been the means of commu-
nication between them, and Tarr had
scen the boy pass the paper to Crowd-

ing.
“ Confound it! Somebedy’s lying.
Messercde said the boy is a liar.

Crowding told me he had not received
any note and knew nothing about it.
The hoy acts strangely, it is true—he
acted strangely this morning when I
spoke about that trunk. Yet, what
object can he have in mystifying me? ”

And with these and similar thoughts
he worried his mind fer several honrs.

He did not forget to attend to Crowd-

ing’s every want, however, and fol-
lowed the physician’s instruetions im-
plicitly.

The forenoon passed, and several pas-
sengers came to the door to inquire
about the sick man.

That part of the deck was avoided by
the passengers in general, who realized
that the doctor desired quiet for poor
Crowding.

Toward mid-afternoon two visitors
came whom Tarr was not anxions to see
—Helen and her aunt. The strained
relations which had existed for the last
twenty-four hours between the Train-
ors and himself made any conversation
extremely awkward.

Mrs. Shackelford showed this awk-
wardness more than Helen, for the
latter was anxious regarding C’!‘de;t;%
and put every other thought aside but
that of mercy. = 3 ‘
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“You must let u. relieve you for
awhile, Mr. Tarr,” she said, while Mrs.
- Shackelford looked coldly on in the at-
titude of a person bent upon upholding
the proprieties but with interest neither
in the sick man nor his nurse.

“ It is good of you, but you have your
own trouble with Calvin 2

«Mhis Messerode is very efficient.
We have decided to take him with us
to Berlin,” declared Helen. “ He is well
recommended.”

“ And poor Crowding wasn’t, I sup-
pose she means,” thought Tarr. “ Well,
it's an unfortunate mess. I reckon Bur-
gess would be sorry he sent me on the
Yantic if he knew how ohjectionable T
had become to Helen Trainor.”

This swung his thoughts, pendulum-
wise, to Burgess and the Babbler, and
as he left his cabin to pace the deck
for a breath of air the strange message
received from the passing Savoird puz-
zled his mirnd again.

Why had Burgess changed the direc-
tion of his intended voyage across the
Atlantic? Why was he hunting for the
Yantic?

The eotton king had heen greatly dis-
turbed by nervous apprehension as re-
garded Helen’s trip across, but Tarr had
attributed thizs nervousness on his
employer’s part to overwork. For
six months Burgess had carried a re-
sponsibility that was bound to tell upon
any man.

He had engineered a financial scheme
such as the Street had never seen
befere, and he had dome it practically
alone. There was little wonder that
Burgess’ mind was easily disturbed.

But after sending his secretary on the
steamship with the girl whom he so
much admired, Burgess should have
been ratisfied. This chasing the Yantic
about the ocean was an utterly ridicu-
lous thing.

Yet so much had oceurred within the
last few hours to puzzle Horace Tarr
that the message from the Savoird dis-
turbed him greatly. And it had evi-
dently hothered Captain Holds likewise.
- Teaﬁis j;uf;liy hserve}?l in the after-
‘noon aboar ships of the B
~cent Tine, and having pa

down the companionway to the main
deck, he noticed a sailor in uniform and
with a short cutlass strapped to his side
standing upright before a heavy steel
door which was built into the bulkhead.

It was a place where the officers and
other members of the crew were passing
and repassing all the time, both day and
night, and Tarr knew he had never seen
this sentinel here before. Observing
Mr. Trimble, the junior officer, passing,
he asked him what it meant.

“'Why, I'm sure, sir, I comldn’t tell
you,” Trimble declared. * That is the
strong room—you knew that, didn’t

our”

“The strong room ? ” repeated Tarr,
much puzzled.

“Yes, sir; the treasure vanlt.”

“ Where the passengers put their dia-
monds for safe keeping ?  asked the seec-
retary, smiling. :

“ Oh, no, sir; those go into the pur-
ser’s safe. But that is literally a treas-
ure vault. Sometimes there isn’t muech
in it, but at others the old Spanish
treasure ships which Morgan and his
ilk eaptured didn’t have in their cargoes
the worth in gold and silver that is
locked into that vault.”

“You surprise me!

“ Most people would be surprised if
they ecame to think of it. You read a
line in the newspaper that such and such
an amount of gold was exported by a
certain ship to Europe. One doesn’t
realize what it means. The captain is
held personally responsible for what is
in that place. He alone has the com-
bination which opens it.”

“ And how much do vou suppose is
in there mow?” asked Tarr, mildly cu-
rious.

“Why, I heard before we sailed that
they expected to put twenty millions in
gold behind that door.™

“Twenty millions!” gasped Tarr,
amazed.
~ “Sh!” Trimble warned him, seeing
Brier passing and watching them
closely. “So I heard. I don’t know
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¢ g in the purser’s looks had
‘trouble the junior officer, and
he hastened to break away from Tarr.
The latter went on to the table, how-
ever, without attaching any particular
meaning to this.

His mind reverted again to the twenty
millions in gold, however. And whose
would not?

CHAPTER XVII.
UNDER THE BAN,

For the first time since the little
scene at the quoit game, Tarr came face
to face with Kinney. He sat down at
a table just opposite him. Kinney re-
turned Tarr’s look with an offensive
stare. Then he whispered something to
a man beside him and he likewise lifted
his head and looked sharply at the new-
COTNET.

But the secrefary had made up his
mind to get into no further trouble with
Lodowick’s man.

Had he noticed the company hefore
sitting down, Tarr would certainly have
selected another table, but it would look
childish to change his seat now, and he
paid strict attention to the viands which
the steward brought him.

But this did not satisfy Kinney. He
was one of that breed of curs which
are never contented to ignore one whom
they dislike. He must needs snap and
snarl at his heels.

And possibly having the fear of Tarr’s
strong hand before his eyes, the broker
cast about for other means of tantaliz-
ing his enemy than by personally ad-
dressing him. The men about him
were gentlemen; he dared not speak of
Helen Trainor.

Therefore he set upon the one other
subject that was bound to “ get a rise ”
out of the secretary. He did not glance
at Tarr while he talked, bhut he raised
his voice so that the young man would
he sure to hear every word.

“ As you were saying,” he remarked
to his next neighbor, “ the crash is going
to be a “ beant.” The fellow won’t have
enough left to pay his laundry check.
(lall him the ¢ cotton king *—huh! He's
the cotton fool, I reckon.”

Tarr did not raise his eyes, but a little
lence fell upon the men near at hand.

All realized that the broker mw Ty

his vis-g-vis.

“And the rascal deserves all ﬁqf& :

going to get. He’s a mucker, any way.
Who ever heard of him before he struck
New York? God knows how he came
by the money he started with. He’s
about the smoothest proposition that
ever broke into the market——

Tarr’s spoon dropped into his saucer
with a sharp crash—a sound that
startled even Kinney himself. The sec-
retary half rose from his chair and
leaned across the board. :

“8ir,” he exclaimed in a low but clear
voice, “ you are speaking of a man whom
I count as my friend as well as my em-
ployer. I see plainly that you are
talking with the hope of creating a dis-
turbance again. And I presume you
intend lying about the cause of our dif-
ference of opinion, as you did before.

* But let me warn you, sir, and I take
these gentlemen to hear me witness,
that I shall consider any slurring refer-
ence to Mr. Burgess from you a personal
insu!t, and 2

He had leaned farther over the table
as he spoke, his eyes blazing and his face
deadly white. Kinney’s smile rather
lost its freshness as he observed these
indications of passion. He had in-
tended to annoy his enemy, but he did
not seek a personal encounter with him.

At this instant, however, a heavy
hand was laid upon Tarr’s shoulder and
he was jerked back into his chair. The
effect of this upon the voung man was
to set him in a violent rage. Wrenching
himself free, he rose to confront this
new antagonist. 5

“Mr. Brier!” he exclaimed, seeing
that burly officer at his elhow.

“Now, look here, Mr. Tarr,” ex-
claimed the purser firmly: “ we’ll have
no more of this. This is our publie
dining-room. You can’t pick a quar-
rel here—nor anywhere else on this
boat. You should be ashamed, sir!”

“ Ashamed!” gasped Tarr.

“ Now, now!” pursued the pnrser;
“don’t have any words over it. You're
a gentleman, I hope.”

It was maddening, but what could
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Tarr do or say? The word of the offi-
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138 THE ARGOSY.

Tt was evident that the garbled ac-
count of his former trouble with Kinney
had reached the ears of the powers that
he, and Brier, seeing the two men to-
gether again, had seized upon Tarr as
the aggressor. The latter would not
belittle himself by explaining.

He left his luncheon and without a
word to either Brier or the others ahout
the table hurried out upon the open
decls.

There he paced to and fro the length
of the promenade along one rail, boiling
with rage and wishing with all his heart
that he had never stepped foot upon the
Yantie.

And yet how he had been secretly de-
lighted when Burgess insisted upon his
accompanying the Trainor party across
the Atlantic.

And why? Not because he needed a
vacation. He would have been much
more comfortable on the Babbler; the
yacht was a floating palace.

Tarr’s eyes were heing broadly opened
to his interest in Helen Trainor. The

fact that to his mind it savored of dis-"

loyalty to Brandon Burgess made no
difference to the truth. Tarr had looked
forward to the companionship of Helen;
that was the chief pleasure he would
have taken in the vovage under other
cireumstances. .

But whether he had been disloyal in
thought and intention or no, the fact re-
mained that his association with Helen
Trainor was not fruitful of much pleas-
ure. He really shrank now from going
back to his eabin and relieving her in
her care of the sick man. Her coldness
was hard to face, especially when he
knew he was undeserving of it. He
awoke to the faet after a time, however,
that for some reason he was attracting
a deal of attention while pursuing his
lonely promenade.

Most of the passengers were on the
shady side of the deckhouse, but two of
the junior officers—one forward, the
other aft—watched him at every turn.

At first he thought this imaginary on
his part, but when he went into the
smoking-room for a drink one of these
; men followed him. Going out

the opposite door and pa

“ (Confound them all!” Tarr mut-
tered. “ Do they think I'm looking to
pick a fuss with Kinney, or what i it?
I seem to be under a ban.”

This surveillance made him mnervous,
and it seemed to him that every person
he passed looked upon him askance. He
could swear that more than one prome-
nading couple glanced at him and whis-
pered together.

This beecame go unpleasant at last that
he was fairly driven back to his own
quarters. Mrs. Shackelford was evi-
dently glad to see him come, and rose to
leave the cabin at once. Crowding was
muttering and crying out again, and
Helen was bending over him, bathing
his face and moistening his parched and
fever-cracked lips.

“Your cousin is very, very ill, M.
Tarr,” she said, looking up with a -
curious expression upen her face. s

“T am afraid he iz, T wish we were
ashore.”

“ His mind secems weighed upon by
something—do you hear him? ™

Tarr nodded and dropped his glance,
for he felt that there was something
more than ordinary curiosity behind her
question.

“ He says the same things over and
over. That must be what the doctor
says is worrying him. Do—do you knew
what it means, Mr. Tarr?

 Sick people in his condition usually
have their heads full of fancies. He is
delirious, I presume, like any other
person suffering from such a trouble.”

“T believe that his worriment is the
cause of his present condition,” Helen
said firmly. “ And he says such strange
things.”

“1 hadn’t noticed,” muttered Tarr.

But as she went out, following her
aunt, he knew that the look she gave
him showed serious doubt.

Tarr was in a ecold perspiration.
How much of Crowding’s babblings had
Helen heard and understood ?

“ By gad! if she is wise to much of it
and knows what he means, she’s better
at guessing than I am,” he muttered
when bie waa dlome, | Fa e it S L
- He was convine
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il was, g
which Crowding muttered.

reveal the mystery, whatever
rr felt that he lacked only
explain the secret about

‘Suppose the doctor or Helen or some
other visitor should discover this se-
cretl Suppose while Helen sat there,
this very hour, Crowding had murmured
the keyword to the problem. Tarr
looked at the paper again.

“The red diamond! I must
opes——>  Open what? Ah, if
Crowding should say what he wished
opened while Tarr was absent.

*“I must remain here from this time
on, until we land. Ncbody must learn
the meaning of his mystery until I have
found it out myself,” he told himself.

He was not disturbed by visitors for
the remainder of the afternoon, and
nobody but the physician eame to the
cabin during the evening excepting the
steward with ice and with his own
dinner. ey

The change in the weather which had
threatened early that morning finally
culminated in a thunder storm and elec-
iric display about nine o’clock. This
drove everybody below but the officers
and members of the erew whose duty it
was to remain on deck.

But after the rain stopped, an hour
later, Tarr set open his door and sat
there watching the foam-flecked sea and
dun clouds for a long time. Sea and
sky were as perturbed and troubled as
his ewn mind.

CHAPTER XVIII.

AN ABSTOUNDING MIESSAGE.

Tuw thunder storm was a prelude to
a bad night—the overture of a Wag-
nerian session of wind, rain, and beaten,
maddened sea. After midnight the re-
turn of the rain drove Tarr inside the
stateroom, and a little later he heard
the men rigging life-lines along the
upper declz.

The Yantie began to heave unpleas-
antly, too, and the slapping of the
waves against her tall hull sounded like
the crack of a long pennant in a hurri-
cane. Now and then the clouds seemed

to open and the water came down by the

10 open
bucketful.

As the night grew old and the worry

of the storm inereased, the sounds evie
dently made some impress on Crowd-
ing’s troubled brain. Onece he weakly
rose up in his berth—something he had
not done for hours—and looked wildly
about, g

At the moment be came close to being
conscious—he knew that he was in
Tarr’s room and that his cousin was
with him. The latter had sprung to his
side and enfolded the man’s form in his
own strong arms.

* Wha—what is it ? ” gasped the sick

marn.

“1t’s storming, old man. . Lie down.
It’s all right,” said Tarr soothingly.

The patient’s eyes rolled around in
their sockets till their glance was
focused upon his nurse. Then suddenly
he whispered :

“ What day is it? >

“ Saturday morning,” replied Tarr in
amazement.

“ Saturday—Saturday My God!
Let me get up, I must stop it! 1 must
stop it! Only one hundred——>

His eyes were glazed with delirium
again, he sank back upon the pillow,
and was babbling his mysterious phrases
once more. The momentary flash of
intelligence had gone.

But this incident assured Tarr that
he was right. The moment would come
when Crowding’s secret could be  ob-
tained by his nurse.,
~ “Nothing shall get me out of this
room again if I can help it,” thought
Tarr. “ And the next time he shows
the least intelligence I'll ask him what
it is he waunts opened. Tl get to the
root of the matter then.”

It was almost dawn when he looked
out of his stateroom door again upon
the wet and glisiening deck. Torn rags
of cloud were seurrying overhead, ap-
parently searcely out of the reach of the
steamship’s snubbed bowsprit as she
shot heavenward upon the heave of
every giant wave.

Abont these tattered storm-flags was a
Leavy and impenetrable blanket of mist,
of a dun color excepting where the wind
had whitened the edges. The dawning
day threatened to give the passengers

of the Yantic a taste of the Atlanticin
* hor worst moodei 1 (L b gy TR
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A sailor was pacing the deck directly
before the stateroom door, and he
turned quickly to look at Tarr when the
latter appeared. The passenger was re-
minded of the surveillance which he had
noted the evening before, but put it
away.

“My imagination is getting the better
of my common sense,” he muttered, as
he looked off across the sea. He had
to cling to a line the instant he stepped
out upon the deck, for the slant of the
planks was painfully acute.

Far out on the sea line he observed
a smudge of smoke. He thought of the
Babbler, which was somewhere in this
part of the ocean if the report from the
Savoird was true.

“ What do you suppose that is out
vonder ? * he asked the sailor.

The latter glanced up at the shrounded
figure on the bridge before replying in a
low tone:

“ I conldn’t just say, sir, barring that
it’s a steamship. She’s likely one of
our own line or a Cunarder. It might
be the Peruvian Monarch; she should
pass us hereaboufs. She’s a-many miles
away from us, sir.”

“You have no sure way of telling at
this distance ? ” asked Tarr curiously.

“ Not now, sir. If it’s the Monarch,
she’ll send aboard the news. You’ll get
it at breakfast in the extry News-
Letter.”

“ Oh, by the wireless system ?”

< A},e’ Sir‘},

An officer approached and the sailor
turned quickly away. Tarr went back
into hiz room and lay down a bhit, as
Crowding seemed very quiet. The con-
stant strain and his sleepless night had
exhausted him, and he sank into a
slumber that was only broken when a
steward came with his coffee.

Beside the urn was a note from the
captain’s clerk:

* Captain Holds requests Mr. Tarr’s
presence in his, the captain’s, cabin im-
mediately.”

“ What the devil does that mean?”
growled Tarr. “ What does he want of

could not tell you, sir,” said the

3

THE ARGOSY.

“ The clerk told me to remain with
him if you so desired, sir.”

“You can tell the elerk, with my com-
pliments, to go to the devil!” exclaimed
Tarr in a rage. The order stirred his
bile. “ No offense to you. young man,
but Crowding is much too ill for me to
leave him.”

“But it’s the eaptain’s command,
gir,” said the steward softly.

“When the doctor comes up I'll see
about it. Meanwhile, if Captain Holds
wishes to see me he knows where I am.”

The steward looked horrified, but
there was nothing more to say, and he
bhacked out of the room.

“Catch me chasing around at the
beck and call of that pig-headed Eng-
lishman!* muttered Tarr, who vividly
remembered the manner of the com-
mander the day before.

Ten minutes later Mr. Brier rapped
at the door of the cabin. The purser
was buttoned tightly into his uniform,
his face was very red, and he puffed as
though he had hastened up from his
room, which was the truth.

“See here, you, sir!” he exclaimed.
“Mr. Tarr, if that’s your name! The
captain wants you at once.”

Tarr was by no means appeased, and
he stepped out of the room, closed the
door so as not to disturb the sick man,
and shook his fist in the purser’s face.

“Who the dickens are you speaking
to? ” he demanded in a tone which made
Brier draw.back. “ Do you think I'm
one of your crew? My passage is paid
for on this steamship, and was paid for
by a man who may have some influence
with the directors of the Blue Crescent
Line.

“ I consider that I've borne from your
captain about all I’ll stand. Now, take
that back to him, with my compliments.
And let me tell you, sir, when you speak
to me, to be a little careful what you
say and how you say it!”

Brier had been opening and shutting
his mouth like a fish, trying to get a

word in edgewise all this time. Now he
sputtered forth: 7
“T—I reckon the man who

sent
here won’t have much inflv .
owners by the time y '
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: hanged first!” declared
Parr with emphasis. “When the doc-
tor comes up to look after my cousin 1°I1
eall on the captain. But not before.”

“®ir! sir! ” gasped Brier.

But the passenger turned on his heel
and went back into the room.

Mr. Brier had been routed out of his
early morning nap (it was his watch be-
low) to bring Tarr into the captain’s
presence. He knew better than to ap-
pear before Captain Holds without him.

But, having had a chance to cool a
little, he favored accomplishing his ends
without further trouble with the obsti-
' nate passenger. So down he trotted to
| the surgeon, and in a little while Dr.
Meachem entered the besieged cabin.

“ Great Secott!™ he said, “ youll get
yourself into serious trouble, sir. Tl
stay with the patient—how is he this
morning *—while you go down and see
the eaptain.”

‘ = Well, T don’t know whether I will or
1 not,” said Tarr.

“ Come, come, Mr. Tarr! ” advised the
physician. “ Don’t get into unnecessary
trouble. Don’t make matters worse
than they are.”

Tarr wondered what he meant by this,
but although tempted to ask him, he
‘ would not do so, finally putting on his
| hat and raincoat and stepping out upon
* the deck.

Mr. Brier was waiting for him and
favored the obstinate passenger with no
cheerful face.

il “Oh, come along!” exclaimed Tarr
in disgust. “ You're.here to take me to
‘ the captain, I suppose. But I'd like to
i know what these aections mean.”

‘ Brier grunted and went ahead, rap-
r ping at the door of the captain’s private
‘ suite of rooms. When he got an an-
i swer from the commander he opened the
door, motioned the passenger inside and
shut the door quickly, remaining outside
himself.

Captain Holds, in a rather undress
uniform of peajacket over his pajamas,
' and a steamer rug wrapped loosely
about his legs, was seated at the table
in the chart room. He wore a white
nighteap, too, which made his face seem
‘ redder than usnal.

- “Well, young man, you've taken your
~ time in coming here!” he exclaimed.

DOWNING THE KING-PIN,

-you, Captain Holds.

R .'|‘1-A1- adep -

“I usually do,” returned

used to having the captains of third-
rate steamers like the Yantic play the
grand mogul with me. What is your
Ineaning, any way? ”

“Look here, si 2

“ And you listen to me!” cried Tarr
angrily. * You insulted me yesterday
on your bridge. Let me tell you that
the officials of the Blue Crescent Line
will be held accountable for your ac-
tions.

“ And ordering me, through a subor-
dinate, to your cabin is not one of the
least things for which you will have to
answer.”

Holds looked at him from under his
shaggy gray brows.

“I don’t know whether you are a fool
or a knave, young man,” he growled.

“And I am quite convinced in my
mind which you are,” Tarr said, with
blazing eyes. “In addition, I wish to
know at once why you cailed me here.
I am in no mood for conversation with
Be quick, please.”

The commander of the Yantic looked
for a moment as though his temper
wounld burst all bounds of control, but
finally he gulped down his choler and
suddenly spread a sheet of paper on the
tahle between himself and the passen-
ger.

“ See here,” he growled; “ here’s an-
other message. We just received it from
the Peruvian Monarch, which passed us
somewhere to the north’ard an hour or
more ago.”

“0Of what interest is it to me? ™ de-
manded Tarr coelly.

“1It’s addressed to you, young man,”
was the captain’s surprising statement.

“ A wireless telegram to me!” ex-
claimed Tarr, and seized the paper in
vast amazement.

The reading of the message did not
serve to decrease his wonderment.

M=. HoracE Tarw, Str. Yantic, BLUE
CresciNt LiNe—Transmitted for B. Bur-
gess, Yet. Babbler, by Peruvian Monarch,
of the Green Star Line: Your trunk on
Yantic by mistake. Open it at once.
Matter of life or death.

Very likely Tarr read these lines over

at least ten times, and the tenth time he

« ; 'm.'um“ T, . - ‘
What do you want of me? I am not -f

4 -:.
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ship, merely for the mha of telling hlm
that there had been a mistake in a

understood quite as much of what he

read as he did the first—and that was
nothing at all.

The words were there. It was type-
written in English all right. But the
message itself made abselutely no in-
telh‘rent impression on his brain.

e Wcll, gir! Well, sir! ” snapped the
captain at length. “ What does that
mean? ” }

But Tarr looked at him with unseeing
eves, nor did he hear him for a moment.
In.-,tead he was trying to make head or
tail of the telegram.

Was it a joke: 7 Was somebody trying
to play upon his credulity?

1t was hard enough for a man to be-
lieve in the reality of the wireless tele-

‘ graph any wav—at least, so Tarr told

himself ; but to believe that a sane man
like Brandon Burgess would be trav-
eling about the North Atlantic on a big
steam vacht, searching for this steam-

trunk

What could it mean? Was it the
trunk he had sent aboard the Babbler
(as he supposed) the evening before the
sailing of the Yantie? Was it the
trunk marked with the red diamond and
his own initials—the trunk of which he
had been reminded when Trimble
looked through the hold of the steam-
ship for Helen Trainor’s mlssmg prop-
erty ?

But here Captain Holds, driven to
desperation, brought his fist down with
a crash upon the table and swore a
round oath.

* Answer me, sir! What does that
mean?” he roared, starting from his
seat and facing Tarr across the table.
“ Answer me, sir, or by heaven I’ll
put you in the brig, passenger or mo
passenger!”

(To be contined.)

THE RUN ON THE HERDSMAN’S.

BY EDGAR FRANKLIN.

Face to face with disaster, and the intangible ally that was finally enlisted in the fight against it.

HERE was a time, even now not

beyond the memory of some of
when Chicago and
Harksbury stood upon a precisely equal
footing as regarded the killing of
heeves and the shipping of meat.

Then times changed, as times will,
and men and their plans changed with
them. The capital that was interested
in meat-packing seemed inexplicably to
flow toward Chicago; in Harksbury the
industry stood still.

Unavailing efforts were made to re-
vive that beautiful temporary boom.
The huge Graves slaughter-house con-
tinued a brisk enough business—even
built a group of additions in the conrse
of time, and eventually a big refriger-
ating plant—and some half-dozen
smaller establishments still operated,

but that was the extent of heei-dressmag
~ Cone at ‘Harks , _
i WET

factories grew up, and a monster tin-
plate plant. The population swelled
from four figures to five, and progressed
cheeringly into the ’teens of thousands,
and Harksbury came to be in every way
a satisfactory eity.

It was a great point of pride with
Harksbury that everything in town was
solid; everything paid and kept on pay-
ing.

There was money and fo spare for all
requirements, public and private—for
asphalt streets and electric lights and
sewers, for residences that grew more
ornate and expensive with each mew
erection, for churches and schools and
lxhlrafles I(‘llarli:sbury, in a ;:;;rd, existed
calmly an appily in that wn!a
state we call Asgﬁi'e% Prosperi: - i

Conceive, th%refqre, th

ur
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ﬁmﬂ at that at Trust Company,
ore a placid I-told-you-so air
dened many others who had

The former contingent was frank in

~ believing that the smash would have
~come in any event; the latter knew for

a moral certainty—which was the fact,
by the way—that the prevailing up-
heaval in the money world had been at
the bottom of the affair.

At any rate, the Trust Company was
out of business, temporarily at least,
and a state of things ensued hitherto
unknown fo smug little Harksbury.

Something past noon that day, the
poor young Stone Street Bank began
to feel a sad tugging at its purse-strings.
The tugging inereased—the tuggers
grew from a long line to an uneasy
crowd.

The Stone Street people paid and
paid and paid until three o’clock. Next
morning they continued paying and
paying and paying.

And at noon three or four policemen
gently persuaded the depositors to step
outside and the big doors closed, and
a weary-looking clerk stepped up inside

“and pasted a little white notice on the

;___
:
R

glass panel.

The Stone Street Bank had sus-
pended, too!

Two of Harksbury’s financial institu-
tions had gone by the board—two re-
mained: the Bank of Harksbury and
the Herdsman’s Bank, down by the
stockyards. ;

The former held the bulk of Harks-
bury’s ready money; and the way that
Harksbury, having regained breath,
descended wupon it was what is some-
times termed a caution.

Huge notices were posted at the be-
ginning of the rush, little circulars were
even mailed to the depositors that first
evening, frankly setting forth the sitna-
tion and making it clear that Harksbury
had it within her power either to wreck
or to perpetuate her main bank.

Perhaps the arguments appealed to
the depositors collectively; it is very

likely that they did. But individually

each of them wanted his money, and
wanted it right away; and the simplest
method of satisfying the want was to

A VSRR
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next trolley down-town and get

on the line that stretched a bloek be-

yond the Harksbury Bank.

This last run had been going on for
one solid, dreary day and part of an-
other, when young Robert Janeway,
superintendent of the Graves packing
establishment and refrigerating plant,
stepped across the alley that separated
the abattoir from the Herdsman’s
Bank, to pay a morning call upon his
brother Richard, who happened to be
eashier of the institution.

He found the latter with an out-
thrust under lip and an unlighted cigar,
staring with just the least suggestion of
a frown at the calendar on his desk.

His face cleared, though, as the little
door swung open, and he turned with a
cheery:

“ Hello, Boh.”

“Hello, Dick.” The younger man
found himself a chair and reached over
for the cigar-case that lay in sight.
“ You look chipper.”

“ I'eel so—reasonably.”

“ You're not worried, then

“ Not partienlarly.”

“Things seem to be getting pretty
lively up-town—they say there’s a
dickens of a run on the Harksbury.”

The eashier smiled amiably.

“So I hear.”

“Well, why hasn’t it struck the
Herdsman’s? That’s what beats me!™

ilis brother langhed.

“ 1t doesn’t beat me, Bob. I've been
giving a bit of thought to the subject—
naturally—and I can’t see any real
reason why there should be a run here.
For one thing, we’re the richest bank in
town.”

“ Even =o, the depositors have just
that much more to get scared about.”

“ Very true, but there’s another point
as well, my hoy—most of our depositors
live out of town—in the cattle country
and elsewhere.”

“ The shoe factory people don’t.”

“ No, of course not. But a great part

.
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_ of the others do. News doesn’t reach

them so quickly.” i
“ Mavbe not, but when it does—

phew! Won’t there be a rush for Harks-

buary! :
«T don’t know that there will.”
«] do! Youll see those
flock in here by hundreds and r

-




for their cash. Don’t helieve it, eh?
You never can tell what’s going to hap-
pen at a time like this.”

“ No: as a matter of fact, Bob, I don’t
believe it. Still >—his face grew grave
it is very true that one can’t tel L1

“ And suppose there was a run?
Could vou stand it?”

« Well »*—the elder Janeway chewed
his ecigar—**it would depend very
largely on the size of the run. Things
are strained mighty hard just now, as
vou seem to be aware. We hav en’t much
money, and we’d have to scratch like sin
to get more. Nevertheless, we could
stand any ordinary demands on us.’

“1f they come, they won’t be ordinary
—TI’ll gamble on that!”

“ Look here, my pessimistic young
brother,” said the cashier, “will you
kindly dry up about runs and such like
cheerful things? Don’t you suppose
T’ve been over this devilish situation
somewhere between three and four
thousand times? If a run should come,
we'd have to do the best we know how—

that’s all. But I’ve got my mind firmly

made up that there isn’t going to be any
Tun—sort of Christian Science or New
Thought treatment, 1 guess—and if you
have no objection, we’ll let it rest at that
until we’re forced to do otherwise.”

“(Good, sensible way to look at it,”
the Graves superintendent commented.

He nodded to some one passing the
glass partition.

“ Who's that?” Richard, behind his
desk, could not see the entrance.

* Carter, Dick.”

“ Frank Carter?

“Same old Frank Carter, manager of
the Smith shoe factory.”

“Yes.” The cashier shook his head
impatiently. “ He’s after his payroll,
confound him! T wish to Heaven they’d
postpone payday for a week this time!”

* What does it amount to?”

“ Oh, about nineteen hundred, as a
rule. Thunder! T don’t want to pay
that out to-day!”

“ Can’t be helped,” smiled his brother.

“ No, I suppose it ean’t.”

Richard Janeway drummed on his

&esk for a moment and mentally con-
ned ‘peo le who had to have | ol

“ What is it, Brown?”

“Mr. Carter, Mr. Janeway. He’s just
turned in his check for five thousand
four hundred!”

¢ Fifty-four hundred!” The cashier

gazped. “ What the deuce does he want
all that for?”

“Don’t knew, sir. It wipes ouf his
acconnt to a few dollars, I think.”

“Tive thousand four hundred dol-
lars!” - muttered the elder Janeway.
“It’s mearly four thousand more than
he’s ever drawn on Monday before!”

“Xes, e

 Must be taking on new hands up at
the shoe place,” the young brother com-
mented facetiously. “ That’s a husky
little payroll, Dick.”

The cashier scowled, then turned fo
the teller with a resigned shrug.

“Well; give it to him. That’s *all,
Brown.”

“ Very well, sir.”

The door clicked again, and the
cashier whistled softly. His brother
wagged a knowing head.

“What did I tell you? *

“There’s no need to gloat over it,
Bob. Carter’s taken a bit of a fnght—
that’s all it amounts to. I don’t blame
him altogether.”

“And he looks relieved. There he
goes now, with a wad of greenbacks big
enough to fill a wheelbarrow.”

“ Fifty—four—hundred!” Richard
repeated under his breath. “ Well, I
hope most fervently that he’s the first
and last of his kind.”

“8o do 1.7

“Oh, pshaw, he must be!” The
cashier was trying hard to convinee him-
self. “ There’s nothing to justify a run
on this bank. We're fully equal to
weathering even this crisis, if they’ll let
us alone. We're solid in so many
ways——"

“ Aha! Another.”

“ Another what? ™
o 4 Another old friend, Dick. Look nt

im.’

The cashier arose and glanced along
the bank; he sat down sgam ‘with a
smile of sa.t] ¢ -

“ That
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“The what?”

*“ He's standing there now. Yes, as
sure as you're born, he’s passing in a
check to be cashed!”

“ Good Lord!”

‘Richard Janeway was on his feet
again. He squinted down toward the
window ; finally he strolled through the
little cages toward the teller.

He glanced casually over the clerk’s
shoulder. There lay a check, laboriously
signed “James C. Coles,” and written
for three thousand dollars!

“ Ah, good-morning, Mr. Coles,” said
the cashier, with a smile in which the
pleasure was plainly forced.

“Mornin’.” The drover’s volubility
seemed to have vanished.

“SHine day, iso’t it?*

“ Teler’ble.”

“ Making a draft on us, I see?”

(13 1"ep‘-)!

“ Going to do some buying?

(13 NOPE-SJ

Janeway was rather mnonplussed.
Coles seemed dogged and avoided meet-
ing his eye. e shifted before the win-
dow for a moment, then grunted some-
what gruffly:

“ Gimme fifties and hundreds, mister.
I’'m in a hurry.”

He received his money and left
quickly. The cashier returned to the
office, a troubled light in his eyes.

“How much?” asked the Graves
superintendent.

“Three thousand, Bob. Nearly nine
thousand dollars paid out in ten min-
utes!”

“ Phew!”

“1 wonder Jimminy, it does
look as if it were coming!”

“T should say it did! And when that
eleven o’clock train gets in &

“1It’s going to bring some of our out-
of-town friends? Yes, I'm afraid that’s
not outside the possibilities.”

Robert glanced at the clock and re-
called that the Graves Company was not
paying him a salary for morning ecalls.
He strolled to the door of the office, and
was ahout to say good-by when the tele-
phone bell took to ringing. He paused.
The cashier stepped to the ’phone.

.
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“Hello! Hello! Yes—Janeway, yes.

Oh, is this you, Thomason?® =~

“Thomason, eh?” muttered the
younger brother. “ The Bank of Harks-
bury must be on the wire!”

“Yes?—Is that so?—Yes, I knew
about "it.—What? What?—Just now?
Great Cmsar!—All right, thanks for let-
ting us know.—No, I don’t see that we
can do anything else.—No.—Good-by.”

~When Richard Janeway turned back
his face was several shades paler.

“ Well, the Harksbury has closed up,
Boh.”

“ Harksbury, too!”

“Yes. Thomason says that all the
big depositors must have secured first
places on the line. They've been abso-
lutely cleaned out—he says they've got
about seven dollars in cash—all told.”

* Good gracious!?”

“ And we're next now!” groaned the
cashier. “ The Christian Science treat-
ment was no go, was it?”

“ Seems not.”

“Well, skip out of here, Bobh.” The
cashier ran his fingers through his hair.
“Tll have to think up some scheme or
other—I'm blest if I know what!”

With sympathetic words, the Graves
superintendent left.

From his private office at the top of
the next building he watched almost in.
voluntarily for a sight he knew to be
inevitable.

He was not disappointed. Just hefore
half-past eleven, knots of three or four
were to be seen coming down the street
below—bhig, burly, rough-clad men from
the ranches.

They hurried, too, and at the door of
the Herdsman’s Bank they disappeared..
Afterward, singly, they emerged and
walked away more slowly.

The news had indeed traveled, and
the run on the bank was under way!

The one o’clock train brought more— -

the one-fifty still more. They appeared
regularly at the corner of the street
leading to the railway station; others,
resident depositors, could be seen drop-
ping off the trolley cars two.blocks away
and seurrying toward the bank.

Within an hour Robert came to know

-perfectly what their movements would "

be. '

They popped into view, ﬁrﬂi@!g eis- O




urely. They looked down the street and
saw a group of people, and quickened
their pace. Coming nearer, they knew
the group to be at the Herdsman’s, and
thev ran the last half-block at full tilt.

At two or three-minute intervals they
stirred, swayed forward and - parted
again. A man walked out and stepped
briskly up the street, carrymg his
pocket just so and so many dollars from
the Herdsman’s treasury.

Thus far it was a very quiet, orderly
proceeding, but for the bank it was
spelling Disaster with a large D.

Something past three, Robert man-
aged another trip to his brother’s office.

The doors were closed, and in the
street a crowd of unsatisfied men talked
rapidly and loudly. There were gesticu-
latiens, and here and there a ecandid
shaking of fists.

The general opinion was all too evi-
dent—they were first on the spot, and
there they wonld remain until the bank
opened on the morrow and business was
resumed. Regardless of the eighteen or
nineteen hours of disecomfort that must
ensne, they formed in regular order
along the wall, some lounging, some sit-
ting on the pavement, some calling to
passing boys to bring them sandwiches
or some other refreshment.

The cashier'’s face was drawn when
his brother entered for the second time
that day.

“ Your friends seem determined,” the
latter remarked. 7

“ They’re all of that, Bob.”

“ Are they going to spend the night
there? ”

“ Looks like it.”

“ Pshaw! How are things going?”

*“ Rotten!” replied the cashier tersely
and inelegantly.

“ Cash running out?”
~ “ Running out. No, it’s not—it has
run out!”

“ All gone?” '

“ All but three or four hundred dol-
lars, Bob. I instructed the tellers to
dilly-dally and fuss and fumble as much
as they could, and I fancy that they’ve
been doing it, but if three o’clock had

heen ten mimm';g_
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minutes after we open to-morrow!”
said the eashier bitterly. “ Mercifully, a
lot of the little fellows eame in first —
that’s all that saved us ‘this afternoon.
When we open in the morning—well,
there’s Bainbridge, cashier of the tin-
plate works, sitting on the step. He's
third in the line.”

“ How much will he want?”

“Seven thousand and something.
Can’t you see him getting it? * Richard
laughed harshly.

“ It—it does look bad!” the Graves
superintendent contributed.

“ Bad! It’s more than bad—it’s abso-
lute ruin! And the worst of it is that
it’s entirely unnecessary. This fiendish
situation isn’t going to last more than a
day or two longer—I had wires from
Chicago this morning stating that two
or three of the big fellows are going to
resume. The panic will be over at the
end of the week—all over. And this
bank needn’t brealk at all unless the
depositors go to work deliberately and
smash it, as they did the Harksbury!
Why on earth can’t the fools realize
that? Why can’t they—oh, damn!”

Outside the broad window, two or
three had taken note of the cashier’s
cxcited mien and commented thereon.
Several more hurried to the bars before
the pane and stared curiously inward.

Richard sat down with his back to the
crowd and lit a cigar. '

“ Well, cussing won’t help it much,”
his brother observed.

“Pm afraid it won’t, but—oh, well,
they’ll have it their own way, any way, 1
suppose. First come, first served, and
the devil take the hindmost!*

“ Looks as if he would, too, just now.
See here, Dick, have you done anything
toward getting more cash? > .

“Not being entirely daft, 1 have.
But it won’t help us now, that I can see.
I sent Burroughs, the assistant cashier,
up to Chicago on the two o'clock ex-
press. He’ll get in too late to do any-
thing much to-day. In the morning,
I’ve ordered him to hustle about and
raise all the money he can before the
eleven o’clock train leaves. We'll :




. had taken to sharp-
11 : in an absent-minded
fashion. -H achieved the very per-
fection of smooth points, he proceeded
further to carefully carve scrolls along
the length of wood. That accomplished,
he set about rounding off the end.
Finally, however, he snapped the
knife-blade and looked across at his
brother with a queer little grin.
“ Dick, that fatal run is cock-sure
to come in the morning, isw’t it?
¢ Cock-sure.” :
* And you'd like to avoid it? ”
“ Yes, we’d be real happy to avoid it,”
his brother aequiesced dryly.
“ All right then; we will.”
< Heyg 22 -
“1 said that we'd try avoiding it.”
* What the deuce have you in mind ? ”
“What’s in the cellar?” inquired
the Graves superintendent irrelevantly.
“Eh? Why, the vaults, of course.”
“ What else? ”
“ Oh, old packing-cases in the rear,
I suppose, and the gas-meter, and the
furnace, and a couple of broken chairs.
Wh.y ? 2 5
“Never mind. Is our old friend
Timothy still night watchman?
“ Of course.”
“All' wight: You be sure to tell

" Timothy to come over and see me as

soon as he reports for work. I’'m going
to spend a few hours with him to-night,
just for sociability’s sake, as it were.
And the bank will open its door on time
to-morrow morning, and there’ll be no
run, I'll gnarantee that.”

13 But 22

“ 0Oh, don’t bother about details. As
a reputable bank official, you might
have a conscience and object. Anybody
like me, who associates with a few thou-
sand chilled corpses every day, can’t be
expected to distinguish hetween the
strietly right and the possibly wrong.
You send Timothy over, come down to
business on time in the morning—and
leave the rest to me. Good-afternoon,

" Richard.”

He was gone; and Richard Janeway,
having stared at the closed door for a

moment, turned savagely to his desk

at a brother
h a time,

and came near to swearing

Toward evening, though, he
more desperate, more in a m to
snateh at straws. The outlook was be-
coming blacker and blacker; and when
Timothy appeared, just as he was about
to leave, the cashier paused and, with
shame in his heart, directed him to step
across the back alley to the packing-
house and ask for Mr. Robert Janeway,
who wished to see him.

He had no particular desire (o push
through that inquiring crowd outside,
He left by the rear entrance and sur-
veyed the ground from the corner.

Undeniably, there was a quantity of
anxious ones down there by the door.
The line had grown—Ilonger and
thicker. Tt covered almost the Block,
and reenforcements were arriving all
the time. Another train would be due
from the raneh country at ten—another
at eight next morning. What would
happen at nine, when the bank was to
open for business ?

Janeway knew his clientele—knew
that they lived near to mature and that
natural instinet predominated. When
they found that their money was not
forthcoming would they hreak loose?

Would they not very likely tumble

* pell-mell into the bank and essay a loot

—where there was nothing to loot?
Was there not a very good chance of
their swarming in and attempting to
shoot up the outfit?

Well, they were perfectly welcome to
try it! Having demolished the business
standing of the institution, they might
as well make an end of the structure
itself, if it pleased them.

The cashier shrugged his shoulders
again and strode off for the car-line.

He waited through most of the night
for news from Burroughs, for he had
directed that any important cheering in-
formation should be sent to hiz home.
None came, and toward morning he
spatched a few hours of sleep.

Throughout the panic he had con-
sidered that the game was fairly within
his hands ; now it had left them entirely,
and he became resigned to the end.

He walked to the Herdsman’s Bank
next morning fully prepared to see the
throng, further augmented, clamoring
at the doors. -

- He was most pleasantly disappointed.
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Not only were the depositors refrain-
ing from battering down the panels,
but they seemed to have conceived an
actual distaste for the Herdsman’s
Bank! For fifty feet either way there
was not a soul on the sidewalk—most of
the waiting crowd had assembled across
the street! _

Among those nearest the bank he
recognized the clerical force, some of
them bareheaded, standing about and
talking hard among themselves. He
pushed closer, and from half a dozen
directions at once he heard the word
“ ammonia,” and wondered further.

Then he was through and in the open
space—and he found himself choking
and gagcing. The air was filled to suffo-
cation with the odor of ammonia!

The doors of the Herdsman’s were
open, and the unbearable stench seemed
to surge through and into the outer air.
Janeway recalled his brother’s words of
the night before, stared hard at the
open doors, and shook his head.

For the moment it was beyond him.

He searched for Brown, the paying
teller, and found him devoid of hat and
with red, running eyes. =

“ What’s happened, Brown?”

“The Lord only knows, Mr. Jane-
way.” The teller coughed and wheezed.
“We were just getting ready fo open
up when—it came!”

“It? What?”

“ That fearful ammonia, sir! Great
Seott, it’s something awful in there!
It just seemed to pour in from every-
where at once. There’s no living within
ten yards of the place, sir.”

“ But where the deuce does it come
from? "

“ One of the ice-machines in the cold-
storage plant next door burst, they say.
We sent word around to know what was
up, and that’s what they told us. They
hope to have it fixed by noon, sir.”

The cashier, shielding his nose and
mouth with a handkerchief, tried to
enter and investigate. He walked
through the very doors, watched
curiously by the erowd, and stepped

‘ into the main aisle of the bank.

His stay was brief. There seemed no
eath of air in the place—every cubic
d by the strang-
R8E:, 2 bl

With an effort and a distress that
were in no way simulated, Janeway stag-
gered into the open air, fell, and was
dragged away by a daring clerk.

He recovered himself in a minute or
two, and one great fact rose uppermost
in his mind—beyond all dispute, there
would be no run on the Herdsman’s
Bank until the building was clear of
that infernal smell!

He permitted himself a quiet smile.
Whether this were chance or some of
Robert’s work, the result was glowingly
perfect.

But a crowd of money-mad men do
not stand long upon ceremony. A sort
of informal meeting took place at about
ten o’cloek, and a delegation was ap-
pointed to ecall at the Graves plant and
ask whether the ammonia could not be
cut off or turned away from the bank.

They were received most politely by
the superintendent. He was charm-
ingly frank and anxious to please.

He told them that one of the am-
monia ice-machines had broken during
the night, while in charge of an inex-
perienced workmen ; that, as they would
readily understand, no repairs could be
made until that particular eylinder had
exhausted itself and they were able to
send workmen to the spot; that, how-
ever, there was every prospect of their
getting at the job within fifteen minutes
or half an hour, when the regrettable
nuisance would, of course, cease.

They asked why the bank was so full
of gas, and he told them that the ma-
chine, being located at the side which
abutted on the Herdsman’s, had blown
away a portion of the wall and was dis-
charging its deadly vapors straight at
the bank. He added a further brief dis-
sertation on the marvelous penetrating
powers of ammonia, and suggested that
if any one doubted his words they might
step inside and conduct a personal in-
vestigation.

No one cared to attempt it. The dele-
gation returned to the main body and
another consultation followed. '

Something like half an hour later

to
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th%r; rgached a new conclusion.

: eing plainly impossible .
business in ?t%e ngdam ' 8
sole _alternative 0 it outside.
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 to Richard Janeway,
the bank officials o
ir cash and their books
. the banking in the street!

Warrantably, he declined. The com-
mittee returned. Very shortly a mur-
muring arose. The crowd drew to-
gether and advanced as a solid mass
upon the cashier.

Here and there a rongh shout arose,
demanding that the money be brought
out and paid in order. They crushed
against Janeway and the tellers and
forced them along toward the wall of
the bank, the ammonia notwithstanding.

When finally the vapors did halt
them, the cashier leaped to one of the
lower window ledges and, clinging by
the bars, addressed them with pithy in-
formality.

“ See here, all of you!?” he shouted.
“1 don’t know whal’s wrong in there,
bul I'm not responsible for it, and I’'m
not going to lose my life by going into
the vaults for money—mnor am I going
to sacrifice any of the employees!
You’ll have to wait until the machine
can be fixed, when business will be re-
sumed.”

A dozen voices yelled at him, and he
shouted again:

“I'm sorry you don’t like it, but if
you think it’s possible to enter that
place just now, go right in and take all
you can lay hands on!?”

It was an unexpected suggestion, and,
excited as they were, they adopted it
without due .thought. With a simul-
taneous impulse, the ecrowd surged
about and straight toward the main
entrance.

Janeway caught his breath and won-
dered for an instant whether he had not
been the most monumental kind of
idiot to make that last statement and
run the chance it entailed—hut no; it
was all over even then!

The leaders, as they came to the open
doors, shrieked aloud and pushed fran-
tically backward. One or two fell prone
and were in danger of a trampling.

Some five or six seconds they swayed
uncertainly—and the ammonia won!
To the last man the depositors fled pre-
(f;ipitately from the invisible, invinecible
foe.

No further talk of assault was heard.

s

' RUN ON THE HERDSMAN'. by
There was a fiuttering of handkerchiefs

-
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as eyes were wiped; there were cot
ings innumerable and curses as well, but
no one cared risking another rush.
They settled instead to a season of
dogged waiting—for they wanted their
money, and some of them had spent the
night waiting for it already, and they
would wait now until the ammonia had
dissipated itself, whether it consumed
the day or the weel!

When things in general had quieted
down, Janeway heard the tolling of
eleven from the distant City Hall clock,
and some five or six minutes later he dis-
tinguished the whistle of the outgoing
train as it took a crossing beyond
Harksbury. ;

Burroughs must be in town now.
What success had he to relate? Or had
he returned empty handed ?

It was an anxious quarter-hour for
Richard Janeway. Alternately he
watched the crowd and the streets. The
former was silent; the latter empty.

He glanced finally at his wateh. It
was itwenty minutes past eleven—and
no Burroughs!

But as he looked again a dust-cloud
up Crossley Street resolved itself into
a span of galloping horses. Janeway

knew them on the instant—Dr. Parker’s -

gray team—and Parker was a great
friend of Burroughs!

Something less than a minute later
all doubt was past. With a clatter of
hoofs and shouts of warning from the
two men in the carriage, the span
trotted briskly through the crowd and
drew up before the bank. ‘

Janeway waved them away from the
entrance. Burroughs stood erect, and
in either hand was a heavy leather
satchel.

“1t’s all right!” he sang out joy-

. ously. “ Cadman and Paulson have both

started up again, and the Third
Naticnal. Brooks, & Company and
Phillips Brothers and* three or four
more resume to-morrow!”

“ Did you get money?” the cashier
inquired in low tones.

“(One hundred and fifty thousand,
right here! I didn’t even wait to get de.
tectives to come with me!” L

Janeway leaped to his side and raised
a hand for silence.




“Will you please form in line and
present checks to me here?” he cried.

%1 {hink -we shall be able to accommo-

date everybody. Jenkins and Brown,
will yon come here and give me and
Mr. Burroughs a hand? ™

Human nature, as some one may have
observed before this, is a queer thing.
Five minutes before the crowd had heen
almost ready for bloodshed, se that it
secured them their money. Now anx-
iety vanished as if by magic.

Seme two or three dozen lined up .

beside the doctor’s ' carriage. Before
their turns eame, half had dropped out.
The body of the throng talked excitedly
and argned among themselves for a
time, and then departed.

The run on the Herdsman’s was prac-
tically over.

Some thirty minutes later the sireet
was clear save for those directly inter-
ested in the bank’s operation. Janeway
was explaining to Burronghs why the
place eonld not be entered, when a voice
came from the doorway.

“Weon't yvou step in and sit down?”

It was the Graves superintendent.
His face was covered by a heavy cloth,
and he blinked painfully, but some-
where behind the covering lurked the
semblance of a grin.

“ The air’s more breathable now,” he
supplemented thickly. :

But the best part of another half-
hour had elapsed hefore the brothers,
choking still, found themselves alone hy
the open window of the cashier’s office.

“Well, the bank opened her doors,
didn’t she? And there was no run, was
there? ”

“There certainly was no run, Bob.
How on earth did you manage to smash
an ice-machine in such a fashion that
this whole building next door was
filled ? >

“Iee-machines don’t smash in a

lant that I run,” returned the younger

grother serenely. “ Ours ha.v}t;' been
going without a hitch for the last six
months.”

¢ Then—"

“Where did the ammonia come
from? How does this strike you? ™

He raised his arm and turned on the
cas-jet. A strange, lively hissing re-
sulted, and he quickly shut it off again.

“I guess you’ll smell a little more
ammonia in a minute,” he eommented.

The cashier smiled in bewilderment.

“You don’t mean to say that voun
turned ammonia gas into those pipes
last night?**

“ But I did, my boy. With the assist-
ance of your good Timothy, I opened
your supply pipe down-stairs by the
meter, hitched on a few lengths of
piping which protruded from our cellar,
and coupled a ecylinder of compressed
ammonia at the other end. We left all
the gas-cocks open, and at eight-thirty
sharp this morning I started things up
with a monkey wrench. Say, Dick, you
should have seen your clerks break for
the open!?”

“ Well, I’ll be everlastingly hanged!”
the cashier muttered.

“You needn’t be. Tt was a very
bright, bizarre little idea, I will admit,
but it’s going to cost you just ninety-
seven dollars in eash. That’s the value
of the gas P’ve squirted in here to-day,
and I don’t eare te have the transac-
tion on the boolks.”

Silently the cashier walked out.
When he returned it was with a hundred-
dollar hill.

Robert pocketed it indifferently,
selecied another cigar, and headed for
the door.

“Tl keep the odd three,” he ob-
served. “T need a new hat, and I've
earned it. By-hy, Dicky. Get busy with
your banking husiness!”

A SUMMER PICTURE.

WiITHIN the garden poppies spring,
And tangled sweet pea vines have spun e
A rosy-tissued web, and run v Akt Rl
Mmgthghmznhard nce, to cling Pt
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HO AND WHY?

BY BERTRAM LEBHAR.

A story of college life with a tragic start and an atmosphere of solution-defying mystery.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED,

ARTHUR STANTON, toastmaster of the freshman dinmer at 0ld Orange Colleees, is ki i
sophomores. They give him chloroform to keep him quiet, but are hormrs?ficken tE f;'md hm?ddo?ti?i:
hands. It seems that he had been stabbed with a dagger of glass, and the nine sophomores are summoned
to President Cady’s house, where Coroner Jackson and Chief of Police Cottrell place them under arrest
(they have already been suspended) for eomplicity in the murder of Stanton, who had been paying atten-
tion to Effie Hilton, in whom Courtney is also interested. Courtney is one of the nine, but fails to respond
when his name is read off by Cottrell. 1t seems that he has been seen leaying town, satchel in hand.
A search of Courtney’s rooms shows that his departure was hurried, and also results in the finding of
the handle and upper portion of a glass dagger among his things. -

The eight sophomores present are placed under arrest, and a telsgram is sent to Courtney. He
appears on the following day under eharge of officers sent to his native town, whither he had gone believing

himself expelled from the college by the rules already existing against hazing.

Professor Starling, an amuteur detective, secretly undertakes the case, and decides that the murder
was committed by a woman. The clues seem to lead to Effie Hilton.

At the preliminary trial it is discovered that Miss Hilton had, in a spirit of perversity, refused
Couriney’s offer of marriage, telling him of a previous engagement to Stanton which had been arranged

in their ehildhood by their respective parents.

Ormsby’s testimony is the only direct evidence against Courtney, but the jury renders a verdiet of guilty.

CHAPTER X.
THE PROFESSOR ASKS QUESTIONS.

AFTER the coroner's inquest Court-
ney was taken back to his cell, to
be kept there some weeks awaiting trial.
He had not been there for more than
half an hour when he received a visit
from Professor Wilson, of Old Orange
law school. ‘

“ Courtney.” began the professor,
“at the request of President Cady, who
takes a warm interest in you and greatly
regrets the straits in which you are
placed, I have come to offer to take your
ease.”

Courtney was sitting dejectedly in a
corner of his cell with his elbows on,his
knees and his hands supporting his chin.

“ Very well,” he said almost listlessly.
“T ghall be glad to have you undertake
my defense, professor. 1 know that if
anybody can save me, you can.” ;

%] ean save you, my boy, and I will.
I am going to make the fight of my life
to do it. At present I must admit the
case against you looks pretty strong.
Even at the coroner’s inquest the police

have forged an almost incontrovertible
chain of evidence.

“ By the day of the trial they will have
strengthened this chain considerably, in
all probability, and you must admit that
the circumstances are all against you.™

“You didn’t come here to tell me
that, professor,” protested Bob wearily.

“71 know I did not. New, Courtney,
my boy, this sullen air will not do at
all. Don’t act like a guilty man, for I
know that you are not such. Throw up
your head and keep up your spirits and
we will break through this cloud yet.
You must give me all the help vou can,
though, my boy.”

“7T help you? Why, how can 1 do
fhat?

“ Jasily. First of all, you must an-
swer all my questions truthfully. Re-
member I am your counsel and you must
conceal nothing from me. Now I want
to know how the poliee came to find that
dagger in your room.”

“Qee here, Professor Wilson,” said

Courtney, starting suddenly to his feet.
“ T of course appreciate your desire fo

help me, and naturally I have no wish to

 *This story began in the June issue of THE ARGOSY. The two back numbers will be mailed o any
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die an ignominious death on the gallows
if I can help it ; but, nevertheless, I can-
not answer a single one of your ques-
tions—that one particularly. If you
want to undertake my defense you must
do it without asking me fo answer a
single question. I would rather go to the
gallows than dos0.”

< Well, well! This is most extraor-
dinary,” said Professor Wilson in
amazement. “1 mnever heard of a
prisoner refusing to confide in his coun-
gel before except when he was guilty of
the erime, and even then many have
trusted their lawyers with a full con-
fession beforehand and got off scot free
as a consequence.”

“ Think me guilty if you want to, pro-
fessor,” said Courtney with a bitter
laugh; * perhaps I am. Those are the
only terms, however, on which I will
consent to being defended at all. If
you want to take up my case, you must
not, I repeat, expect me to answer a
single question.”

“ But, my dear fellow, don’t be ab-
surd. How can I build up any sort of
defense without your help? Be reason-
able. Tell me at least why you fled to
Sloeum Corners, instead of awaiting de-
velopments as the others did.”

“TI ecan tell you nothing, professor.
If you can’t build up a defense without
my help, why, let me hang. I won’t
blame youn any.”

. “Youre not guilty, are you, my
boy ? * asked the lawyer in so anxious a
tone that the words were robbed of all
offense.

“You can believe me so if you wish,”
replied Courtney obstinately. I may
plead not guilty to the charge, or I may
change my mind even about that.
What do I care if I am hanged or if T
am freed ? ”

“ And you won’t tell me how that
dagger came into your room?”

“1 must respectfully decline.”

“You are assuming a very foolish at-
titude.”

. % Possibly so: but remembher, profes-

gor, these are the only terms on which
I will consent to being defended at all.

ndness of
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about this affair. T must let things
take their course and trust to fate.”

“ It you persiet in this silence there
is not ome chance in a thousand of
getting you off. Do you understand
that? *

Bob’s only reply was a shrug of his
ghoulders.

“Well,” said Professor Wilson al-
most angrily, ¢ perhaps you’ll change
your mind later on and desist from this
stubborn course. I will leave you now
and do all T can to help you. Think
this thing over and sce if you would not
be doing better by taking me into your
confidence.”

Professor Wilson left the prizon, and
as he walked up the road to the uni-
versity he met Professor Starling.

“ Hello, Wilson!” exclaimed the lat-
ter. “ Just been to visit your client, T
suppose?

“Yes, I have;” was the moody reply.

“ Guess you will have a hard job to
get him acquitted, eh?

“1 shan’t he able to get him ac-
quitted at all,” burst out Wilson angrily.
“The confounded young ass will hang
for a erime I am almost sure he did not
commit.”

“What! Yon don’t mean to say you
have despaired of the case already? ™

“ Yes, that is just what I do mean to
say. I can’t get any help out of the
young fool. He won’t answer any of
my questiors or take me into his con-
fidence at «ll. Maintains a haughty,
indifferent manner, as if I were the pub-
lic prosecutor instead of the lawyer for
the defense.” '

“The deuce you say! Did you tell
him that he was running a desperate
risk by such a course? ”

“T most certainly did. T told him he
would positively hang if he did not open
up to me. The silly ass replied that he
didn’t care if he was hanged or mot.”

“Most extraordinary attitude to as-
sume. Well, we must save him some
way.”

“Save him!
cumestantial evidence agains
you thIexe'_ isn’t a chance e

With that strong ecir-
, 1 tell

1
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ney will go free without any doubt.”

“You surprise me greatly, Starling,”
rejoined the lawyer. “Can’t you give
me this evidence now and allow me more
time to amplify ?

* No, I can’t do that because there are
still some links incomplete and I want
to work the whole thing up to a finish
alone and unaided. Perhaps in a day
or two, though, I will offer you the
results of my careful investigations,
which will cause a greater surprise than
any scandal which has ever shaken Old
Orange society.” .

“You don’t tell me! Well, I am all
impatience to hear what it can be. I
hope that it is really good and strong,
for the case certainly needs it. We
haven’t got a leg to stand on at present,
with Courtney’s confounded obstinacy
to handicap us.”

* Wait until T get through and you
will have two legs to stand on. My dis-
closures will also explain somewhat
Courtney’s stubbornness, I think.”

With that the two professors parted.

Tiate that evening Professor Starling
paid a visit to the home of the Hiltons.

“Ts Miss Hilton within?” he asked
of the maid who responded to his ring.

“ No, sir. ' None of the family is home
at present.”

“ Good. My girl, tell me what is your
name.”

] s S et

“ Well, Ruth, can you tell me what
this is? 7

“ Tt looks like a ten-dollar bill, sir,”
answered the girl.

“ Exactly. A bright girl—a very
bright girl. . One of the brightest girls
[ have seen for many years. This is
a ten-dollar bill—absolutely correct.
Now, how would you like to own this
ten-dollar bill, Ruth?*

The girl appeared undecided whether
to close the door in this strange man’s
face or to continue the colloquy. Avarice
inclined her to the latter course, how-
ever. Ten dollars was a lot of money in
her eyes.

is it you want?” she asked

¢ “Fl

“Don’t be alarmed, Ruth. Tam Pro-
fessor Starling, of 0ld Orange Univer-
sity.  See, here is my card. I want you S48
to answer a few questions in return for
which you shall receive this brand new
ten-dollar bill. Is it a go?®

“You can ask the questions, sir,” re- -
plied the girl pertly. “If I don’t care
to answer them, that’s another matter.” -

“Well, for a starter, what kind' of -
perfume does Miss Effie nse?” )

“ What an extraordinary question!

Why, I guess there is no harm in
answering that. Jockey Club, sir.”

“Jockey Club. Very gdod; very
good indeed, Ruth. And what kind of
note paper does your Miss Effie use gen-
erally? * :

“ That T don’t know, sir. I think she
has several kinds of writing paper, as
all young ladies have—some faney and
some plain.” '

“ Humph! Now tell me, Ruth, just
what you know about poor Mr. Stanton.

Did he come to this house very often? >

“ He did, sir; quite often.” .

“ And was he very friendly with Miss |
Effie? ”

“ He was, sir. We understood as how
they was once going to be married.”

“Do you think that Miss Effie is
very grieved over his death?”

“ She does take on a little about it.
but then of course it didn’t mean so
much to her since ?_ The gl
stopped abruptly and colored up.

“ Since what? Go on, my girl,” said
the professor eagerly.

“ Nothing, eir. My, how ones
tongue do slip away with them when
one isn’t eareful! I was goin’ to say
something T shouldn’t have mentioned.”

“ Oh, yes, you should, Ruth,” coaxed
the professor in his most wheedling
tone. “ Since what? Come, tell me.”

“7T can’t, sir. It is something that T
mustn’t tell to anybody.”

The professor held the ten-dollar bill
temptingly before the girl’s eyes.

“Mell me what you want to know and
what all this questioning means.” she
demanded. ,

“] want to try to clear an innocent
man of the charge of murder. If you
will tell me all you know, my
will save an innocent man
lows. If you hold back

-
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dence, you are a murderess. Do you
hear that, Ruth—a murderess?

The gu-l shuddered. 4

Tt isn't for the ten dollars, sir—
don’t think that for a minute. But I
can’t see anybody what is innocent suf-
fer hanging by the neck until he is dead,
and 1 don't want to be no murderess.”

“ Then tell me what it was that hap-
pened which made Miss Effie care less
for poor Stanton than she did for-
merly.”

“ Well. sir, they had a quarrel.”

“ A quarrel ? What about, my girl?
(Clome, tell me all vou know, and 1 Wlll
add another five dollars to fhlb ten.”

The girl’s eyes sparkled greedily.

“1 don’t know how they started it,
sir. You see, I only heard it from out-
side in the hallw ay. Yousee, Icouldn’t
help hearing it, sir; they spoke in such
loud voices. 1 hope you won’t think
that T would deliberately listen at a key-
hole, sir.™

“ (Of course you wouldn’t, my girl.
Tell me quickly, what did you accident-
ally hear? @

“T heard Mr. Stanton tell Miss Effie
that he was going to get married to an
actress and he asked Miss Effie to re-
lease him from his promise to marry
her.”

“ And what did Miss Effie say?”

“ She seemed kind of bitter. Spoke
in that loud, laughty tone she can use
so well. She said something about Mr.
Stanton’s being mistaken about there
heing any arrangement between them;
that she hadn’t made up her mind to
accept him, any way. She hoped that
they would both be very happy. She
didn’t sound as if she meant what she
said, though, for she seemed horribly
angry.”

“ And what bhappened after that?”

“ Mr. Stanton left soon afterward. I
met Miss Effie on the stairway. There
were tears in her eves and she looked
very pale, but real secornful-like and
handsome.”

“And when did this little quamlv

take place, Ruth?”
* Last Monday afternoon, sir.”

THE ARGOSY.-

“I hope that you are mot to
msmuatcpfhnt Misg Eﬂie-—”t:ryxz:lg the
girl, suddenly wide awalke.

“ Miss Effie? DBless me, no! Why,
the idea! Thank you, my girl. You
have helped me considerably in any
efforts to clear an innocent man of this
fearful crime. Here is the fifteen dol-
lars.”

The girl took the money almost un-
willingly, despite her previous eager-
ness.

“ Oh, what have T done? What have
1 done? 1 shouwldn’t have told you any-

thing about it,” she said, beginning to -

cry. ‘
“ Hush, my girl. It will be all right.
You have done only yvour duty. Don’t
ery. You will get into no trouble.”

“ You won't tell Miss liffie that I told
you? ”

“ 1 will not, Ruth; but hush, here she
comes now, unless I am very much mis-
taken.”

Lffie, with her mother, was entering
the garden gate. Professor Starling
doffed his hat-

“1 have heen waiting to have a few
words with voun, Miss Hilton,” he said.

“ Certainly, professar. How careless
of Ruth to keep you waiting outside on
the stoop. Come right up-stairs into
the cozy-room, please. We shall be
more comfortable there.”

“ My luck is with me,” the professor
told himself. “ She probably has her
typewriter in her cozy-room. I was
afraid that she might ask me into the
parlor.”

Professor  Starling’s  supposition
proved correct. As Effie led the way
into her favorite apartment and lit the
gas with her own hand, he noticed the
typewriter on the table in the corner.

Leisurely and unostentatiously he
walked over to the machine. One
glance told him what he wanted to
know. It was a double kevboard make.

That one glance told the professor
even more.

On the table beside the typewriter
"wu an open box of mtmg—pggm—
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- adally, sinkimg e lounge and mo-

- tioming him to a comfortable armchair,

1 am very glad to see you and hope
that I ean be of some service to you.”
: “ You ean, Miss Hilton,” replied the
2 professor, slowly rising and taking from
his pocket a typewritten letter. “ Yon
wrote this anonymows communication to
President Cady. As one of the facnliv
of Old Orange University, I want you
to tell me why you did it.”

Lffie’s face flushed scarlet.

“ How do you know that I wrote it? >
she said stiffly.

“I have every proof.
it necessary to go into that? Will you
not confess that you wrote it and save
time and trouble? ”

“ Well, yes,” replied the girl slowly.
“1 will eonfess that I wrote it, since
you put the question so positively.
What of it?

“ Why did you write that letter? *

“Becanse I wanted those cowards
punished for hazing a defenseless fresh-
man.”

“ I don’t quite understand.”

“1 shoumld think that my words were
perfectly eomprehensible, professor. I
will explain more fully. 1 was at this
window when 1 saw- the kidnapping
taking place across the campus there at
the left-wing dormitory. I detest those
hazing plets, they are so cowardly. It
iz many men against one who has no
show. Of course I did not then know
who were the parties concerned. I
eould not recognize them at that dis-
tance, and, besides, the men were
masked.”

“ You knew that it was Stanton who
was being kidnapped ?

“Yes, I recognized him. But if it
had been any other man my sympathies
would have been with him equally.”

“But my dear Miss Hilton. if you
could not recognize the faces of these
men, how did yon know their names,
which were mentioned in your anony-
mous letter?”

For a minute the girl hesitated.

“That is perfeetly simple,” she an-
swered. “I was umnable to gleep, and
was standing at my bedroom window
several hounrs later when the men came
¥ ;;qmg from their "f,,ejyeditiOn.\ 1 reeog-
z'-‘.. L / .
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Miss Hﬁton, is

hounse.” J g

“In the dark?” asked the professor
dul‘Ji'i:‘usly. . ' ]

“ That street lamp yonder lighted up
their faces with per:IE’e?:rt dearﬁ-” &

“ Oh, yes; of course. And you sent
that anenymous letter because you dis-
approved of hazing?”

“ Not at all. Knowing that the pen-
alty was expulsion, I would not have
acted the part of an informer, no matter .
how mueh I personally detested the ‘
act,” replied the girl, with eyes flashing
scorn and defiance at the professor.

“ Then why did you send the letter?

“Because early that morning my
brother brought the news to me that he
had heard from a freshman that Stan-
ton had been murdered. Then I
deemed it my dutv to inform President X
Cady of what I knew about the matter.”

“ And in that event, Miss Hilton, why
is it that you omitted from your letter
the names of two of the participants? >

“ Ormsby did not eome back with the
others. I d@id not see him and did not
know that he was with the party.”

“ Well, how about the other kidmap-
per, Robert Courtney?™

As the professor acked the question
he looked at the girl keenly. Her eyes
fell beneath his gaze and again the warm
bloed rushed to her faee.

“ Professor Starling,” she said, “ why
do you eross-examine me this way?”
= “Did you know that Courtney was
among these kidnappers? ™ asked the
professor, ignoring her question. :

1 sy ,

“Then why did you omit his name -
from the list?*

The girl raised her eyves and fairly and
gquarely met those of the professor.
Over her strong, handsome face came a
look of quiet determination.

“1 wanted to shield him—because I
love him.” she said. i ANGg

“Ah!” said the professer, and fum-
bled in his coat pocket for a minuie,
taking therefrom a litile lace handker-
chief with twe round holes emt in it. =

“Miss Hilton,” said the professor
very gravely, “is not this your handker-
chief 7 B

The girl took the handk ef ¢
examined it carefully.

o il g L

.1-".‘:__%. rli="w

!




.-

“ No,” she answered; “I have never
seen it before.”

CHAPTER XL
TWO STARTLING SURPRISES.

Wuex Effie Hilton declared that the
handkerchief was not hers, her depial
somewhat staggered Professor Starling.

Of course it was hardly to be ex-
pected that the girl would freely admit
that the handkerchief belonged to her
when she must have known what such
an admission would imply. ‘

There was so much earnestness In
Effie’s manner, however, when she made
her denial, and she had such an air of
telling the truth as well as of being in
ignorance of the significance of the
question, that the professor experienced
a sharp pang of disappointment.

If she had stammered out a wild, pas-
sionate denial—if she had shown the
slightest evidenees of confusion or had
launched inte vehement, exaggerated
protestations of innocence—he would
have been sure that his chain of evi-
dence had led him aright; but the
coolness and sincerity of Effie’s manner
made him begin to doubt his ground.

“ Either the girl is the cleverest
actress and the most treacherous and
heartless woman I have ever met,” he
said to himself, “or I have been mis-
taken in suspecting her in this affair.
In that event, who was the woman who
did this thing? The only answer that
snggests itself is the actress who, Effie
says, was engaged to marry poor Stan-
ton. 1 must learn more about this
actress as soon as possible.”

He turned to Effie a trifle uneasily.

“ Miss Hilton,” he said,  would you
forgive me if I asked you rather an im-
pertinent question? *

“ Have not most of your questions
£o0 far been more or less on the verge of
the impertinent ? ” suggested Effie, with
the shadow of a smile on her lips.

“ I want to ask you about your quar-
rel with young Stanton.”
~ Effie started from her seat as if she

- had been shot.

“My quarrel with Stanton!

« Never mind who told me. 1 know of
it. I know that you quarreled with him
the day he died and that he told you
he was going to marry an actress, and
left you very angry as a consequence.”

“ You are mistaken, sir, in that last
respeet. Young Stanton’s plans were of
the utmost indifference to me.”

“ He would have married you, though,
if this actress had not -interyened to
claim his affections? ” suggested the
professor mercilessiy.

“You are a little wrong there,” said
the girl haughtily.  He might have
wished to marry me, but I should never
have consented to marry him.”

s Why. ? 23

“ Because I did not love him and I
did love—somehody else.”

“ But, love apart, you would have ob-
tained his uncle’s fortune by marrying
him. He and you both knew that.”

“Your words have ceased to be
merely impertinent, sir; they are down-
right insulting.”

“ I must ask your pardon if they have
hecome so, Miss Hilton,” said the pro-
fessor, “ but I am acting in the interest
of one who is dear to both of us. I am
trying to clear Bob Courtney of this
murder charge and place this ecrime
where it belongs.” ‘

“ Then why do you come to me? How
can I help you? I wish that I could.”

Professor Starling hesitated for a
second and his face turned a trifle paler.
Then he said firmly, looking the girl
straight in the eyes:

“ Because the strongest of evidence
now in my possession shows that this
murder was committed by a woman;
because, moreover, this woman is
known to have used Jockey Club per-
fume and to have been acquainted with
the undergraduates of Old Orange;
because this woman was the owner of
this lace handkerchief.”

The professor stopped, for Effie had
risen and stood facing him indignantly.

“No need to go on, professor,” she
=aid icily. “ You think that I murdered
poor Arthur Stanton, do you not? ™

T here was just the suspicion o -
in her eyes, but her voice was |
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he said; “ not quite that, Miss
on. I will admit that I did be-
hat you were guilty of this deed
up to the time when [ entered this room
to-night. Now, however, since you have
denied the ownership of the handker-
chief, I am convinced that the murder
was committed either by yourself or
by the actress whom Stanton was to
marry.”

* The actress Arthur was to marry
was in London when the murder was
committed. Did you not know that? >
replied the girl. “ She is filling a three-
months’ engagement at the Prince of
‘Wales Theater, and as she gives a per-
formance every night the lady should
have no difficulty, I think, in proving
an alibi. That leaves me the sole sus-
pect, and under the circumstances, pro-
fessor, you will excuse me if I wish you
a very good night.”

The professor found himself ushered
out of the house before he could utter a
word of expostulation.

“ Well, well!” he muttered to him-
self. “ She certainly is the most pecu-
liar combination of a firebrand and
icicle I have ever come across. God
help poor Courtney if he should be
saved from the gallows to be married
to her!”

The professor, as may be guessed, was
a eonfirmed woman-hater and held the
entire sex in dread.

As he walked out of the front door
of the Hilton cottage and was proceed-
ing slowly up the road, he heard the
gound of footsteps hastening after him
and he knew that they were the steps of
a woman.

He turned quickly, half suspecting
that it was Effie come toassassinate him,
for he stood in considerable fear of the
girl. To his great relief, he saw that

- it was Ruth, the Hiltons’ servant girl.

“ Oh, sir,” gasped the girl, “ you did
not tell her, did you?” 2

“ Don’t be alarmed ; I have got you in
no trouble,” answered the professor.

“ Don’t let on that it was I who told
you, will you, gir? I heard all that you
said to her. T happened to be standing

outside the door.” )
“Seems to be an unfortunate habit

of yours—that listening act,” remarked

.A-ﬁr?ti“@ fyly
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‘WHO AND WHY?

“1 just happened to aceidentally
overhear it, sir. I hope that you don’t
think I was deliberately listening at the
keyhole, sir,” protested the girl.

“ Of course I do not,” answered the
professor in a tone that belied his words.
“But why have you followed me now,
my girl? There are no keyholes out
here.”

“ Because I heard all that you said,
ailld I have made up my mind to tell you
a -JJ

“To tell me all! Do you know more
than you have already told me? Come,
answer me quickly!”

“Yes, sir. I know something that
I had made up my mind to tell to abso-
lutely nobody, but I have been thinking
it over these last few minutes and 1 have
made up my mind that it is my duty
to save poor Mr. Courtney, no matter
how much trouble it gets Miss Effie
into.”

“Quite right, my girl. Tell me
quickly what is this information you
have so properly determined to give
me ?”

“Simply this, sir, and I beg you to
keep it secret and not let Miss Effie or
Mr. Courtney know that I told you. Gn
the sad day that we all learned poor Mr.
Stanton had been murdered (last Tues-
day, it was) Mr. Courtney visited this
house.”

“ Ah!* exclaimed Professor Starling.
“ At what time, Ruth? ™

“In the morning, sir. He rang the
bell and I answered his ring. He came
to see Miss Effie, but she had gone out
with her mother. He asked for permis-
sion to come in and write a note to Miss
Effie, and T asked him into the cozy-
room, where Miss Effie has her desk and
writing materials.

“ Mr. Courtney went to Miss Effie’s
desk and spent several minutes serib-
bling on several sheets of letter paper,
all of which he tore up after writing a
few words on each.

“ MThen he changed his mind and came
out to me and said ‘I guess 1 won’t
write her a note after all” Then he
left, saying he was going down to the
police station to see if Miss Effie and
Mrs. Hilton had gone there to see poor
Mr. Stanton’s hody. B g

“ About an hour afterward he




rushing back, hot and out of breath. He
had evidently been running hard. He
gasped ont that he had left his pen-
knife up-stairs and wanted to get it.

1 was surprised to see him again, and -

in such a state of excitement, too. He
rushed up-stairs to the cozy-room and
I watched him through the keyhole, for
he shut the door behind him. What do
voun think he did, sir?” )
"« What? Speak quickly, girl,” said
the professor excitedly.

“ He ran Tight to Miss Effie’s desk,
stooped to the floor and picked up from
a corner under the desk a little flashing
object that looked like the handle of a
dagger with half a blade of glass. He
put this quickly into his pocket and
rushed out of the house.”

“ Good Heavens, girl!
of ‘this? *

“ Absolutely positive, sir. I could
see the handle of the dagger and the
glass blade quite clearly. 1 counldn’t
understand at the time why he did it,
but since I heard you accuse Miss Effie
of the murder I begin to understand a
little more™

“ Hush, girl, hush! Don’t breathe a
word of this to any ome. You are a
zood girl, though, to have told me of it.
You are sure that Courtney got the
dagger from underneath Miss Effie’s
desk?™

“ Positive, sir.”

“And did you ever see the dagger
before that day?

“ 1 never did, sir. That was the first
and last time I laid eyes on it.”

“ Well,” said the professor, “ it may
not mean anything, or it may mean
much. Perhaps Courtney put the dag-
ger there on his first visit and then
repented of the act and came back for it
afterward.”

“1 am sure he did not, sir, for I was
watching him all the while he was in the
room the first time.”

“That time you really were looking
through the kevhole, eh, Ruth? ” sug-
gested the professor.

“No, T was not, sir; the door was
x. 1 ain’t the keyhole-spying sort

Ate you sure

1

 ofa I would have you to under-
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sence is discovered. 1 thank you very
much for what you have told me.”

“] like Mr. Courtney, and I ain’t
going to see him suffer for somebody
else,” said the girl as she turned away.

“ The she-devil! ” muttered the pro-
fessor as he continued on his way.
“The she-devil! So I was right in my
suspicions, after all, and the handiker—
chief did belong to her!”

At this point he met Professor
Wilson, still looking worried and de-
spondent.

‘ Starling,” said the lawyer, “ I seem
to be always meeting you lately. I hope
you are soon going to spring that
startling surprise in the Courtney case.”

“Yes, sir,” replied Professor Star-
ling, “ I will spring part of it now if you

like. I know who committed that
murder.” :

“The deuce you say! Who was
he?”

“Tt wasn’ a “he” at all; it was a
*ghie

“ A she! Why, what woman would
have done it? ™

“ Wilson, Arthur Stanton was mur-
dered by Effie Hilton.”

“ Miss Hilton? Good Heavens, man,
vou are absolutely crazy! Is this the
grand sensation you promised me? *

“ 1t is, and what I am telling you is
absolutely true. Don’t ask me to ex-
plain any further to-might, because I
don’t intend to do it. Perhaps to-
morrow 1 will give you convineing
proofs. Any way, I will do so before
the day of Courtney’s trial.”

Starling was turning to go, but the
]daw_ver seized him roughly by the shoul-

er.

“ See here, ‘Starling,” he said, “ you
don’t think for a moment that you are
going to get away like this. You
don’t seriously mean to charge Miss
Effie with this foul murder, do you?”

“I most cerfainly do. So will you
when T tell you all I know. Come up
to my room to-morrow evening and I
will perhaps be in a position to give you
the entire evidence. You will be sur-

prised and convinced when you hear it,

old man.
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5. ‘Good Heavens! And you won't
- tell me any more to-night?

“ Not to-night, Wilson. 1 have one
or two little questions to clear up hefore
I confide my case to anybody. See me
to-morrow night at my room. 1 hope
to be able to tell you everything then.”

“ Well, well! ” said the lawyer to him-
self as he left Starling. *“ The man
| must be erazy to accuse Effie Hilton of

such a erime. But if he should be right!
, Good Heavens, that would explain
Courtney’s reticent attitude, though!
i We know that he loves her. He may be
forced to maintain silence in order to
shield her. I certainly will keep that
appointment with Starling to-morrow
night, and I wish it was to-morrow night
now. Starling can generally be de-
\ pended upon to have a level head.”
: Meanwhile the professor of chemistry
was unlocking the door of his bachelor
\ apartment. As he stood there, keys in
hand, he heard the sound of somebody
ascending the stairs.
The person was approaching with a
heavy tread and presently stood revealed
before the professor in the uniform of a
Western Union messenger boy.
“T have a telegram fpr Professor
Starling,” gasped the youngster. “Is
he here?”
“Yes:; I am Professor Starling.”
“ 8ign this receipt first,” demanded
the eareful boy.
The professor complied with his in-
structions and eagerly tore open the
‘ envelope, then uttered a cry of surprise
as he read its contents.

It was a telegram from Billy Hilton,

gemt from Ossington, and it ran:

PROFESSOR STARLING,
OLp ORANGE UNIVERSITY.
Come here at once, if possible. Most ex-
" traordinary discovery. Found Stanton’s uncle
in his room with his brains blown out and
pistol in hand. Evidently a suicide. Aston-
ishing circumstances surrounding same. Don’t
fail to come

e

HiLTON.

CHAPTER XII.
WHO AND WHY ?
. PuorEssor STARLING took the mid-

¢
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iet her on the evidence I in that bustling little w'nbetmﬁ;& "

rain for Ossington and arrived
' ' e

e

o'clock. 7
He found Hilton at the Ossington
Inn. The sophomore was asleep, but
had left instructions that he was to be
'd“‘#}ken_ed when the professor arrived.

“This is a bad business, professor,”
said Hilton as the former entered his
bedroom. “ A startling surprise, I pre-
sume, to you as well as to me.”

“ It most certainly was. Tell me all
vou know. I must go and see the body,
of course, but we can do nothing like
that until morning. 1 presume that the
Ossington police have been notified.”

“Oh, yes. They have left the body
where it was dizcovered, as the coroner
has net yet made an examination. The
police say, however, that there is not F
the slightest deubt that the old man |
committed suieide. You see. when I
discovered the body he was lying on
his face on the floor with a gaping hole
in the back of his left ear and a re-
volver clutehed tightly in his hand.

How long he had been lying that way
nohody seems to know.”

“You were the first to discover
him? *» ;

“Yes., As soon as I arrived in Os- 1
sington last night I went immediately
to old Daniel Stanton’s bachclor apart-
ment. He lived there all alone, you
know.

“ With all his wealth, he would never
consent to hire a man. ° When these
hands of mine can’t dress me withount L,
the assistance of a male nurse,” he would
say,  I'll go to a foundling asylum and
ask for admittance.”

« Well, last night 1 went up to his
apartment on the third floor and
knocked several times. There was no
response. and when I tried the handle
I found that the door was locked: I
then went down to the basement to
find the janitor and ascertain when Mr.
Stanton was expected to return.

“¢Ton’t know, sir, was his reply.
¢ Haven't seen him for several days’ =
¢ Where has he gone, my man?’ I -
¢ Don’t know,” was the answer.
¢Last 1 saw of him was last Monda
evening when he met me m the hall a
was coming out and he was gon

“¢ And you haven’t seen or nhea
him since?’ I inquired. =
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~ “Then suddenly a startling thought
ghot through my brain. It came to me
almost intuitively, for there was no good

reason for it. ‘I wonder, I said, S
Mr. Stanton could have met with foul
play?’ ]

« ¢ Maybe so, sir,” said the man almost
indifferently, ¢ although I hope not, sir,
for he was as kind an old gent as ever
wore shoes.” )

“<rhe last you saw of him he was

going up-stairs,’ I said suddenly. * Then

you neyer saw him go out again at all?”’
" «<] did not, sir”

& ¢ Then, for all you know, he may be
up-stairs now, perhaps lying dead or
helpless.”

“<He may, sir, but I hope not,” the
fellow replied with a coldness and indif-
ference which maddened me.

“¢ Suppose we go up-stairs and find
out,” I suggested.

“¢We can’t, sir, replied the man.
¢The door of the room is locked, and
Mr. Stanton, sir, left striet orders
when he took the apartment that
nobody was to enter the rooms when he

was out. He is a regular erank in that
respect. Not even the cleaning woman

is allowed to go into his rooms when he
is not at home.”

*<Well, T said, *if nobody has been
up-to that room since last Monday
evening, I'm going to break in that door,
for T am afraid something terrible has
happened. T am a friend of Mr. Stan-
ton and will assume full responsibility
for what I do.’

“ Well, after a great deal of argument
the man finally consented, though with
great reluctance, and I {ook an ax and
breke in the door. _

“There I saw the horrifying sight I
have described to you. Poor old Stan-
ton lay dead on the floor with the re-
volver: clutched tightly in his hand.
There is scarcely a doubt that it was a
case of suicide. The door was locked
from the inside, and the key in the door.

“ Of course I yelled for help as soon
as I made the discovery, and the janitor

~ went out and called in the police. Poor

old man! No wonder he did not come
nephew’s funeral when we tele-
0 him.”

most surprising feature of the case is
that he did not come to his nephew’s
funeral. Young Stanton was murdered
last Monday night. His uncle must
have committed suicide since then.
Why, it looks at first sight as if the old
man must have killed himself directly
on receipt of the news of his nephew’s
death, but surely he would not have been
as much bound up in young Stanton as
all that.”

“ No. Of course he thought a whole
lot of voung Stanton, hut I hardly think
he cared enough to commit suicide he-
cause of his death. I know, however,
that he was very much set on Arthur
marrying my sister. He was always
talking of it to both Stanton and
Effie.”

“ Did your sister know the old man
well 77 asked the professor suddenly.

* Of course she did. She was a great
favorite with him, but he was so set on
her marrying that he had sworn not to
let either of them have a cent of his
fortune unless they agreed to marry
each other.”

“ And you think that Effie intended
to marry Stanton if the latter had not
heen murdered? ” asked the professor,
taking care not to put too much interest
into the words.

“I do think so, professor. You see,
I am sorry to say, Kffie is a girl who
cares a great deal for the good things
of life, and I think that she would not
have let a fortune go hegging. She had
already refused poor Courtney, you
know, who is a much better fellow than
Stanton ever was.” 5

“ But your sister denied at the inquest
that she intended to marry Stanton.”

“That is something T cannot under-
stand,” said Hilton, shaking his head
and wholly unsuspicious of the drift of
the professor’s questioning. * She
must have changed her mind very sud-
denly, T think.” :

“T think so, too,” said the professor,

“ Well, we are straying from the
aren’t we? To return to
suicide, oint T

solo voce; but aloud he merely replied:
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ii'ﬁ condition the police
}}tmst have been dead at

ea ys.”
_ “ Of course they couldn’t tell exactly.
But wait a minute; I have an idea. If
the old man committed suicide on re-
ceipt of the telegram telling of his
nephew’s death, that telegram ought to
have been found in the room. Was it?»

“Yes; I forgot to mention that, pro-
fessor. Every one of the six telegrams
from Old Orange were in the room, but
all unopened. The messenger boy had
simply shoved them under the door.”

“What! You don’t mean to say that
the old man did not get any of these
telegrams ?

“ Evidently not, for there were six
telegrams from Old Orange unopened,
and I understand that was all that were
sent to him. When the police slit the
envelopes they found three despatches
from President Cady and three from
me.

“One of the telegrams from Presi-.

den Cady notified him of his nephew’s
death and the others urged him to come
to Old Orange immediately to take
charge of the body. Mine were of
course couched in a similar strain.”

“ Then if he didn’t get that first tele-
gram of Dr. Cady’s, he couldn’t have
known about his nephew’s death; so he
certainly did not commit suicide for that
reason.”

“By Jove,~ professor! You are
right there. I never thought of that.
I am afraid I am a failure as a detee-
tive.”

“ And also,” continued Professor
Starling, “ we get an idea from those
telegrams as to when the old man died.
The first of the despatches arrived
Tuesday morning, and he was already
lifeless, it seems, or the messenger
would not have shoved the message
under the door.”

“You seem to be right in that respect
also, professor. What next? ”

“T want you to deseribe to me the
appearance of the room when you en-
tered it, as nearly as you can.”

“I am afraid that I didn’t stop to
examine it very closely. All 1 remem-
ber is that the old man’s will was laid
~out on the table as though he had placed

| "+ before commitiing suicide. It

W ik st L

-
A'_I'. J..'
Lo

.1_ ‘

i
- &

was a regularly drawn up legal docu

ment.”

“Was there anything o able
besides that will?"}’ e hﬁﬂ

“I don’t think so, professor. T
can’t remember anything else of im-
portance about the toom. As I say, L
am afraid that I am a poor detective.
You see, T was so horrified at finding
the body that I did not stop to examine
much else.”

“There were no signs of a struggle,
though, were there? You ought to re-
member that.”

_*“No. T think that I should have no-
ticed any signs of that. The furniture
was not overturned or anything of that
sort. I don’t think that there is a
chance in the world of his death heing
due to anything but suicide.”

“It doesn’t look like anything clse
but suicide, does it? Well, my boy, you
get some sleep now, and at nine o’elock
welll call on the Ossington chief of
police and visit poor old Mr. Stanton’s
rooms.”

The professor left Hilton to his slum-
bers, but he himself did not take advan-
tage of the few intervening hours for
the purpose of sleep.

He sat on the hotel porch and
pondered and pondered till nine o'clock
came around.

“ Now, why on earth did the old man
commit suicide, I wonder?” he kept
saying to himself. “I wonder if it
could have been because he heard of
young Stanton’s intention to marry the
actress and give up Effie. It hardly
seems possible that he would have com-
mitted suicide because of that. I won-
der if he really did commit suicide. The
police are such blind fools. Well, T
shall have to wait for a few hours and
cee for myself.”

At nine o’clock, Hilton, freshened by
his morning bath, joined him, and the
two went in search of the local chief of
police.

This was a man named Morton, a
thick-set, coarse kind of man who was
wont to boast that he had been for
six years on the New York police force.

Professor Starling introduced himself

uously when he heard 0:?"1?1_13 pmtfm;@r’-g
Ak

to Chief Morton, who sniffed contempi- 'A
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“ Want to see the body, eh?” he
grunted. “ All right, T'll take you
around there, professor. But mind you,
I don’t want any interfering in our work
or trying to teach us our business.
There’s no doubt about the thing being
a suicide—not a thousandth part of a
doubt.”

Accompanied by Morton, the profes-
sor and Hilton climbed the stairs of the
bachelor apartment where old Stanton
had lived. and entered the death cham-
Ler.

As Hilton had said, the police had
allowed the body to remain exactly as
it had been discovered, pending the ar-
rival of the coroner.

With hats in hand, each of them stood
looking silently at the ghastly figure of
the dead man for a full minute.

The police official stoed by in stolid
indifference; the ether two were some-
what overcome by the terrible sight.

Professor Starling, however, despite
his emotion, did not fail to take a rapid
inventory of the room with his eyes.

“You see, professor,” said the official
almost sarcastically, “everything 1is
perfectly regular and there is no doubt
of suicide. Here is the gun as we found
it, elutehed tightly in his hand, with his
finger stiffened on the trigger. Here
is the poor gentleman’s will on the table,
evidently placed there by him just
before he did the deed, so that there
would be no mistake as to where the
propertv was to go. Everything regu-
lar, eh? **

“ There are one or two little things
vou perhaps may not have noticed,
Chief Morton,” replied the professor
coldly. 1T will call them to your atten-
tion because I myself cannot find time
to come here and work up this case and
must leave it to you.

“ You will notice, in the first place, in
the grate here the charred ashes of what
was onee evidently a sheet of paper. On
the table is half of a cigar with the label
on. Also those two chairs there at the
table are drawn up as if two persons had
put them in that position to enjoy a

~ “Then there is a kid glove on the

on bear-

r here, which I take the liberty of

also, the telephone receiver over there
is dangling from the hook on the end of
the wire, which isn’t the proper attitude
for a well-regulated telephone receiver
to assume. Perhaps you have not mo»
ticed some of these little things.”

“1f I have or if I haven’t, what is
the difference, Mr. Sherlock Holmes? ”
said Morton sarcastically. “ I can’t see
that they mean anything, any of them.”

“ And yet how easily they might mean
something,” said the professor, with a
sarcastic smile almost equal to that of
the policeman. “ How easy they might
rean, for instance, that this poor old
man was murdered instead of a suicide.”

“ Murdered! You are crazy, profes-
sor, if you will excuse me for saying so.
Show me what these things have got to
do with a murder theory.”

“ Easily. That is what I intend to do,
chief. Now, ir- the first place, these
chairs, placed as they are, indicate that
the dead man had a visitor shortly
hefore he died, perhaps only a few min-
utes before he died.

“The cigar would lead us to the latter
helief. You see it is half smoked. Who
smoked it and left it there? Not the
dead man, for I have learned from this
young man here, who knew him well,
that the deceased never smoked and in
faet had an aversion for tobacco. Then
how eame that cigar in his room? Am I
getting interesting, chief?”

¢ Pooh! ™ scoffed the police official a
little uneasily. “ You attach too much
importance to trifles, professor: that’s
the trouble with all theorists. But go
on and have your say.”

“ This kid glove picked up off the
floor and with a Paris trade-mark on the
button. To whom does that belong?
‘To the dead man,” you are about to
say; for there is the other glove on the
sideboard there with his hat and cane.
Well, you will be wrong there, for these
gloves, as yon will see if you look again,
are not mates—they are both for the
left hand,and probably the buttons show
them to be two different makes. Yes,
look here; you see I am right—thi
is a Paris make and this

one




he prof m and in hurryin
he mistake of seizing one o%
I _;35 instead of his own.

1T,

the dead man didn’t make a mistake
earlier in the day and get somehody
- else’s glove without noticing it?

*“ That, too, is possible, but it has been
cold weather lately and he would prob-
ably have tried to wear the gloves and

thus have discovered his mistake. DBut
to proceed to our most important clue
of all—that innocent-looking telephone
receiver. Why is it off the hook ?”
“Iell off,” suggested the chief of
police impatiently.
“Fell off, eh? Did you ever hear of
a telephone receiver falling off its hook
without being pushed, chief? That
theory is hardly plausible. No! I
| think we should assume rather that it
fell from the deceased’s grasp when he
1 dropped dead with a pistol shot behind
his left ear.” ‘
[ “ That may very easily be true, pro-
fessor. He may have had bad news
‘ over the telephone and shol himself as
| a consequence.”
: “ Yes, that is true, chief. As you
imply, he may have heard such bad news
’ that he threw the telephone receiver
! from him and then in despair took out
‘ a revolver and shot himself.
‘ “That is a question which we must try
| to decide by other clues, If you can
| find out from Central what was the last
. call of this wire, it may give you con-
' siderable help.”
“1 don’t suppose that Central would
) remember that after all this time,”
. growled the chief of police.
| “Well, wait a minute. See, herc is
another clue I had almost overlooked.
The open telephone book over there.

Sounds pretty, but how do we know .

i v S

You observe, chief, that it is . '
about the middle of the book. There is
strong probability that that page con-
tains the last number the poor man tried
to call. You will see, too, that the num-
bers on this page are all for Old Orange,
s0 evidently he was either gpeaking or
trying to speak to somebody in Old
Orange just before he died. That, you
will admit, is an important clue. Cen-
tral at least onght to remember when
Old Orange was last called on this tele-
phone.”

“ But wait a minute!
sary to ask Central at all. Look there,
Chief Morton! On the wooden slab of
the telephone is a little memorandum
pad used for jotting down numbers,
with a pencil beside it. And see! The
old man has noted down the number he
was calling.

“We all do it when we are using a
telephone if we-have a paper and penecil
handy. We look the number up in the
book and then jot it down to have it
before us so that we shan’t forget it
before we get Central. That is exactly
what this old man did. See, here is the
number scrawled on this memorandum
pad—652 Old Orange.

“ Let’s look down this page for that
number — 652 Old Orange. Al, here
it 1s, right against the name of John
D. Warren, lawyer, Main Street, Old
Orange.

“ And now let us look at the law-
ver’s name on this will. John D. War-
ren, lawyer. There you are.

“ (thief of Police Morton,” concluded
the professor triumphantly, his faece
pale with excitement, * that poor old
man there was brutally murdered—shot
from behind by somebody while he
turned his back on the assassin to call
up his lawyer on the telephone.”

It isn't neces-

(To be continued.)

HER FIRST SMILE.

I sMILED at her.

She looked at me

And dropped her eyes half angrily;
' But far within the depths of blue—
: So faint that only Cupid knew—

-1 caught a smile born all for me, TR et
That whispered of what was to be.
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Professor Jonkin’s Cannibal Plant.
; BY HOWARD R. GARIS.

A triumph of cultivation which threatened a tragedy in mastication.

FTER Professor Jeptha Jonkin
A had, by skilful grafting and care,
succeeded in raising a single tree that
produced, at different seasons, apples,
oranges, pineapples, figs, cocoanuts, and
peaches, it might have been supposed
he wonld rest from his scientifie labors.
Rut Professor Jonkin was not that kind
of a man.

He was continually striving to grow
something new in the plant world. So it
was no surprise to Bradley Adams, when
calline on his friend the professor one
afternoon, to find that scientist busy in
hiz large conservatory.

“What are you up to now?” asked
Adams. “ Trying to make a rose-bush
preduce violets, or a honeysuckle vine
bring forth pumpkins?”

* Neither,” replied Professor Jonkin
a little stiffly, for he resented Adams’
playful tone. “ Not that either of those
things would be difficult. But look at
that.”

He pointed to a small plant with
bright, glossy green leaves mottled with
reil spots. The thing was growing in a
large earthen pot.

it bore three flowers, about the size
of morning glories, and not unlike that
blossom in shape, save, mear the top,
there was a sort of lid, similar to the flap
observed on a jack-in-the-pulpit plant.

“Liook down one of those flowers,”
went on the professor, and Adams,
wondering what was to come, did so.

e saw within a small tube, lined
with fine, hair-like filaments, which
seemed to be in motion. And-the shaft
or tube went down to the bottom of
the morning-glory-shaped part of the
flower. At the lower extremity was a
little clear liguid.

- “Kind of a queer blossom. What is
WS Phat:

or Latin for sweet pea?” asked Adams
irreverently.

“1t is Latin for pitcher plant,” re-
sponded the professor, drawing himself
up to his full height of five feet three.
“QOne of the most interesting of the
South American flora.”

“The name fits it pretty well,” ob-
served Adams. “1 see there’s water at
the bottom. T suppose this isn’t the
pitcher that went to the well too often.”

“The Sarracenia Nepenthis is a most
wonderful plant,” went on the professor
in his lecture voice, mot heeding
Adams’ joking remarks. “ It helongs to
what Darwin calls the carnivorous
tamily of flowers, and other varieties of
the same species are the Dionaea Musei-
pula, or Venus Fly-trap, the Darling-
tonia, the Pinguicula and Aldrovandra,

as well as >

“Hold on, professor,” pleaded
Adams. “T1l take the rest on faith.
Just tell me about this pitcher plant.
It seems interesting.”

“It 4s interesting,” said Professor
Jonkin. " “ It eats insects.”

“ Hats insects? ”

* Certainly. Watch.?

The professor opened a small wire
cage lying on a shelf and took from it
several flies. These he liberated close to
the queer plant.

The insects buzzed about a few sec-
onds, dazed with their sudden liberty.

Then they began slowly to ecirele in
the vicinity of the strange flowers.
Nearer and nearer the blossoms they

came, attracted by some subtle perfume,

as well as by a sweet syrup that was on
the edze of the petals, put there by
nature for the very purpose of drawing
hapless insects into the trap.

petals of all three blooms. Then

ing happened.
el

The flies settled down, some on the




on the sweet stuff, and

to intoxicate them. In
e flies were pulled to the
r shaft by a contraction

top of the flowe
- of the hairs, and then they went tum-
bling down the tube into the miniature
pond below, where they were drowned
after a brief struggle. Their crawling
back was prevented by spines growing
with points down, as the wires in some
rat-traps are fastened.

_ Meanwhile the cover of the plant
closed down.

“ Why, it’s a regular fly-trap, isn’t
it?” remarked Adams, much surprised.
“ It is,” replied the professor. “ The

plant lives off the insects it captures.
It absorbs them, digests them, and,
when it is hungry again, catches more.”
. “Where'd you get such an uncanny
‘! thing? 7 asked Adams, moving away
. from the plant as if he feared it might
fl take a sample bite out of him.
| “ A friend sent it to me from Brazil.”
'\ “ But you’re not going to keep it, I

hope.”

| . *“1I certainly am,” rejoined Professor

| Jonkin.

“ Maybe you’re going to train it to
| come %o the table and eat like a human
| being,” suggested Adams, with a laugh
I that nettled the professor.
| “1 wouldn’t have to train it much to
‘ induee it to be polite,” snapped back
J the owner of the pitcher plant.
| And then, seeing that his jokes were
l not relished, Adams assumed an interest
! he did not fecl, and listened o a long
} dissertation on botany in general and
‘ carnivorous plants in particular.

1 He would much rather have heen eat-
ing some of the queer hybrid fruits the
professor raised. Ile pleaded an engage-
ment when he saw an opening in the
talk, and went away.

1t was some months after that before
he saw the professor again. The botan-
ist was busy in his conservatory in the
mean time, and the gardener he hired to

v do rough work noticed that his master
spent much time in that part of the
glass house where the pitcher plant was
growin,

much interested in his latest acquisition
1 seemed to think of nothing else.
for increasing strawberries to
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the size of peaches was abandoned fora
time, as was his pet scheme of raising
apples without any core.

The gardener wondered what there
was about the South American blossoms
to require such close attention.

One day he thought he would find
out, and he started to enter that part of
the conservatory where the pitcher
plant was growing. Professor Jonkin
halted him before he had stepped inside
and sternly bade him never to appear
there again.

As the gardener, crestfallen, moved
away after a glimpse into the forbidden
region he muttered:

“ My, that plant has certainly grown!
And I wonder what the professor was
doing so close to it. Looked as if he was
feeding the thing.” .

As the days went by the conduct of
Professor Jonkin became more and

o

more curious. He scarcely left the J
southern end of the conservatory, save 1
at night, when he entered his house to i
sleep. |
He was a bachelor, and had no family !

cares to trouble him, so he could spend
all his time among his plants. But !
hitherto he had divided his attention i

among his many experiments in the

floral kingdom.

Now he was always with his myste-
rious pitcher plant. He even had his
meals sent into the green-house.

“Be you keepin’ boarders?” asked
the butcher boy of the gardener omne-
day, pausing on his return to the store,
his empty basket on his arm.

“No. Why??

“The professor is orderin’ so much
meat lately. I thought you had com-
pany.”

“ No, there’s only usg two. Mr. Adams
used to come to dinner once in a while,
but not lately.”

“Then you an’ the professor must
have big appetites.” -

“YWhat malkes you think so?”

“ The number of beefsteaks you eat.”

“ Number of beefsteaks? Why, my
lad, the professor and I are both vege-
tarians.” M T

“ What’s them?? - el

“We neither of us eat a bit of meat.
We don’t believe it’s healthy.” . =

“ Then what becomes of the three hig
. (N !
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porterhouse steaks I deliver to the pro-
fessor in the green-house every day?”

“ Porterhouse steaks?” questioned
the gardener, amazed. ¢

“ Do you feed ’em to the dog?

“We don’t keep a dog.”

But the butcher boy questioned no
further, for he saw a chum and hast-
ened off to join him. N

“ Three porterhouse steaks a day!’
mused the gardener, shaking his head.
T do hope the professor has not ceased
to be a vegetarian. Yet it looks mighty
suspicions. And he’s doing it on the sly,
too, for there’s been no meat cooked in
the house, of that I'm sure.”

And the gardener, sorely puzzled over
the mystery, went off, shaking his head
more solemnly than before.

He resolved to have a look in the
place the professor gnarded so carefully.
He tried the door when he was sure his
master was in another part of the con-
servatory, but it was loeked, and no key
the gardener had would unfasten it.

A month after the gardener had
heard of the porterhouse steaks, Adams
happened to drop in to see his friend the
professor again.

“ He’s in with the Sarracenia Nepen-
this,” said the gardener in answer to the
visitor’s inquiry. “ But I doubt if he
will let you enter.”

“Why won’t he?”

“ Because he’s become mighty close-
mouthed of late over that piteher
plant.”

“ Oh, I guess he’ll see me,” remarked
Adams confidently, and he knocked on
the door that shut off the locked section
of the green-house from the main por-
tion.

“Who's there? ™ called the professor.

“ Adams.” .

“ 0Oh.” in a more conciliatory tone, “1
was just wishing you’d come along. I
have something to show you.”

Professor Jonkin opened the door,
and the sight that met Adamg’ gaze
startled him.

The only plant in that part of the
conservatory was a single specimen of
the Sarracenia Nepenthis. Yet it had

»

t Adaina thought he must be
do you think of

e 2 B

ined such enormous proportions -

tt for an s

achievement in geience?” asked the
professor proudly.

“ Do you mean to say that is the
small, fly-eatching plant your friend
sent you from Brazil?”

“The same.”

“ But—but 4

“ But how it’s grown, that’s what you
want to say, isn’t it?*¥

“1t is. How did you do it?”

“ By dieting the blossoms.”

““You mean——?”

“1 mean feeding them. Listen. I
reasoned that if a small blossom of the
plant would thrive on a few insects, by
giving it larger meals I might get a
bigger plant. So 1 made my plans.

“ First 1 eut off all but one blossom,
so that the strength of the plant would
nourish that alome. Then I made out
a bill of fare. I began feeding it on
chopped beef. The plant took to it like
a puppy. It seemed to beg for more.
From chopped meat I went to small
pieces, cut up. I could fairly see the
blossom increase in size. From that 1
went to choice mutton chops, and, after
a week of them, with the plant becom-
ing more gigantic all the while, I in-
creased its meals to a porterhouse steak
a day. And now——"

The professor paused to contemplate
his botanical work.

“ Well, now?” questioned Adams.

“Now,” went on the professor
proudly, “ my pitcher plant takes three
big beefsteaks every day—one for
breakfast, one for dinner, and one for
supper. And see the result.”

Adams gazed at the immense plant.
From a growth about as big as an Easter
lily it had increased until the top was
near ‘the roof of the green-house,
twenty-five feet above.

About fifteen feet up, or ten feet
from the top, there hranched out a great
flower, about eight feet long and three
feet across "the bell-shaped mouth,
which, exeept for the cap or cover, was
not unlike the opening of an immense
morning glory.
The flower was

TEW: a8 n 0
upright.

heavy, and the stalk




see it to better advantage,
p hat he might feed it, the pro-
i a ladder by which he could
ascend to a small platform in front of
the bell-shaped mouth of the blossom.

“ It is time to give my pet its meal,”
he announced, as if he were speaking of
some favorite horse. “ Want to come up
and watch it eat?” :

“ No, thank you,” responded Adams.
“1It’s too uncanny.™

The professor took a large steak, one
of the three which the butcher boy had
left that day. Holding it in his hand,
he climbed up the ladder and was soon
on the platform in front of the plant.

Adams watched him curiously. The
professor leaned over to toss the steal
into the yawning mouth of the flower.

Suddenly Adams saw him totter,
throw his arms wildly in the air, and
then, as if drawn by some overpowering
force, he fell forward, lost his balance,
and toppled into the maw of the pitcher
‘ plant!

There was a jar to the stalk and blos-
som as the professor fell within. He
| went head first into the tube, or eating
| apparatus of the strange plant, his legs
sticking out for an instant, kicking
\ wildly. Then he disappeared entirely.

Adams didn’t know whether to laugh
; or be alarmed. .

He mounted the ladder, and stood in
' amazement before the result of the
professor’s work as he looked down
into the depth of the gigantic flower,
inereased a hundred times in size.

He was aware of a strange, sickish-
sweet odor that seemed to steal over his
senses. 1t was lulling him to sleep, and
he fought against it. Then he looked
down and saw that the huge hairs or
| filaments with which the tube was lined
were in violent motion.

He could just discern the professor’s
feet about three feet helow the rim of
the flower. They were kicking, but with
a force growing less every second. The
filaments seemed to he winding about
the professor’s legs, holding him in a
deadly embrace.

Then the top cover, or flap of the
plant, closed down suddenly. The pro-
fessor was a prisomer inside.
~ The plant had turned cannibal and

2 1 the man who had grown it!
[y | -
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PROFESSOR JONKIN'S CANNIBAL PLANT.

For an instant, fear deprived Adams
of reason. He did not know what to do.
Then the awful plight of his friend
brought back his senses.

_“ Professor!” he shouted. “ Are you
alive? Can you hear me?”

“Yes,” came back in faint and
muffled tones. * This beast has me, all
right.”

Then followed a series of violent
struggles that shook the plant.

“Tll get you out! Where's an ax?
'l chop the cursed plant to pieces!?
cried Adams. ‘

“Dor’t! Don’t!” came in almost
pleading tones from the imprisoned pro-
fessor.

“Don’t what ? » -4

“Don’t hurt my pet!”

“ Your pet! ” snorted Adams angrily.
“ Nice kind of a pet you have! One
that tries to eat you alive! But I've got
to do something if I want to save you.
Where’s the ax?”

“No! No!” begged the professor,
his voice becoming more and more
muffled. “Use chloroform.”

“ Use what? >

“ Chloroform! You'll find some in
the eloset.”

Then Adams saw what the professor’s
idea was. The plant could be made in-
sensible, and the imprisoned man re-
leased with no harm to the blossom.

He raced down the ladder. ran to a
closet where he had seen the professor’s
stock of drugs and chemicals stowed
away on the occasion of former visits,
and grabbed a big bottle of chloroform.
He caught up a towel and ran back up
the ladder.

Not a sign of the professor could be
seen. The plant had swallowed him up,
but by the motion and swaying of the
flower Adams knew his friend was yet
alive.

He was in some doubt as to the sue-
cess of this method, and would rather
have taken an ax and chopped a hole in
the side of the blossom, thus releasing

the captive. But he decided to obey the -

professor. : _
Saturating the towel well with the

chloroform, and holding his nose away
from it, he pressed the wet cloth over
the top of the blossom where the lid
touched the edge of the bloom. -

- |
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wEete.

There was a slight opening at one
point, and Adams poured some of the
chloroform down this. He feared lest
the fumes of the anesthetic might over-
power the professor also, but he knew
they would soon pass away if this hap-
pened. - _

For several minutes he waited anx-
jonsly. Would the plan succeed? Would
the plant be overcome before it had
killed the professor inside?

Adams was in a fever of terror.
Again and again he saturated the towel
with the powerful drug. Then he had
the satisfaction of seeing the lid of the
pitcher plant relax.

It slowly lifted and fell over to one
side, making a good-sized opening. The
strong filaments, not unlike the arms of
a devil fish, Adams thought, were no
longer in uneasy motion. They had re-
leased their grip on the professor’s legs
and body.

The spines which had pointed down-
ward, holding the plant’s prey, now
became limber.

Adams leaned over. He reached
down, grasped the professor by the feet,
and, being a strong man, while his
Iriend was small and light, he pulled
him from the tube of the flower, a little
dazed from the fumes of the chloroform
the plant had breathed in, bnt otherwise
not much the worse for his adventure.

He had not reached the water at the

bottom of the tube, which faet saved
him from drowning.

" “Well, you certainly had a marrow
squeak,” observed Adams as he helped
the professor down the ladder.

1 did,” admitted the botanist. “If
you had not heen on hand I don’t know
what would have happened. 1 suppose
I would have been eaten alive.”

“ Unless you could have cut yourself
out of the side of the flower with your
knife,” observed Adams.

“ What! And killed the plant I
raised with such pains? ” ejaculated the
professor.  Spoil the largest Sarracenia
Nepenthis in the world? I guess not. I
would rather have let it eat me.”

“I think you ought to call it the
vannibal plant instead of the piteher
plant,” suggested Adams,

“ 0Oh, no,” responded the professor
dreamily, examining the flower from a
distance to see if any harm had come to
it. “ But to punish it, T will not give it
any supper or breakfast. That’s what it
gets for being naughty,” he added as if
the plant were a child.

“ And I suggest that when you feed it
hereafter,” said Adams, “you pass the
beefsteaks in on 'a pitch-fork. You
won’t run so much danger then.”

“That’s a good idea. I’ll do it,” an-
swered the professor heartily.

And he has followed that plan ever
since.

THE BLACK SMUDGE.

BY J. AUBREY TYSON.

A story of Russia in the present, setting forth the thrilling experiences of an American wha
~ became entangled in a grand ducal conspiracy.

CHAPTER XITlL.
ON THE SIDE-TRACK-

W[THIN six hours after his escape
{ from the Krazo and his finding
of Lankirk, Kenck and Peringoff, Grid-
ley learned more of the wonderful
Tesources possessed by the men whose

~ lives were consecrated to the struggle

+
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The young engineer’s determination
to start in pursuit of Claire and Edith
had excited the forebodings of the two
Russian patriots. They soon convinced
him of the futility of seeking the aid of
the United States consul. i
hiﬁ’l‘l:;n, ngtPas theyﬁhad almost
him despair, Peringoff suggested
which mlzmﬂa the %lwd. le
veins of both Grid
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ce with Peringoff’s sug-
, the two Americans were tgo
privates in a Russian regiment
- that had been ordered to join the army
of General Kuropatkin in Manchuria.
This regiment, known as the Twelfth
Riazans, and commanded by Colonel
Crieff, was to start from Rijsk, a few
thours® ride from Moscow, on the follow-
ing day.

Captain Sinoff, commanding one of
the companies, it was explained, was,
like hundreds of other military officers
in the Russian service, an ardent revo-
lutionist.

“In the Twelfth Riazans are many
men who are our friends,” Peringoff
had added.  These are going to the

on our propaganda among the troops in
the field. In every town you will find
friends with whom we are constantly in
tonch. Sinoff is a tower of strength.
Without exeiting any suspicion, he can
summon scores of men to your aid in
any town through which you may pass.
Trust him as you would frust us. He
will not fail you.”

In a few hours Gridley and Lankirk
were in Rijsk, in the province of Riazan.
There they enlisted in Sinoff’s company,
and on the following morning they were
g en route for the Far Hast.

Two days later Colonel Crieff, of the
' Twelfth Riazan Regiment, was in de-
f spair. The regiment was on two trains,

and when it left Rijsk it had heen
supplied with only one day’s rations.

For the last sixteen hours the men
had been looking from their car win-
dows with sullen faces—the result of
empty stomachs. :

The owners of these sullen faces were,
for the most part, sons of moujiks, and
from the colonel’s view-point they were
no more than dogs. But famished dogs
may become as dangerous as famished
wolves.

While serving in Trans-Caucasia the
eolonel had seen some of these famished
“dogs ” kill their officers. That was
scarcely likely to happen here, of course,
but the congestion of the railroad ahead
of them and behind them was responsi-
ble fi

1 knew that strikes on sev-

Far East for the purpose of carrying-

great difficulty in carrying out

eral divisions of the Trans-
Railroad were imminent; that the s
of revolt was stalking through the east-
ern as well as the western provinces, and
that, despite the rigid censorship, re-
ports of risings in St. Petersburg and
Moscow were being received hy all
classes of the inhabitants.

How had these reports been carried ?
The government officials shook their
heads. Proclamations issued by the
revolutionary leaders in Si. Petersburg
had been torn from walls and posts in
public streets as far east as Ufa and
Orenburg.

And so the government had given
striet orders that commanding officers
should see to it that there should be no i
communication between civilians and ' ']
soldiers en route for Harbin and Muk- 1
den. The whipped and disheartened
army in the Far East must not know
that the nation which had sent it out,
half-clothed, half-fed, and inadequately |
armed, was a house divided against
itself. .

The trains that were bearing the
Twelfth Riazan Regiment were stalled
with nearly a score of others just west
of Kinel, a little town in the province
of Samara that constitutes the junction
of the Trans-Siberian Railroad and the
branch that runs te Orenburg.

Colonel Crieff, striding to and fro
beside the cars, stroked his beard ner-
vously.

“How long is this going to last,
Captain Sinoff?” he inquired of that
officer, who, having been_on ahead, now
approached and saluted. “We have
been here for two hours. Is there no
relief in sight?”

“ None, colonel,”
quietly. )

“How are the men behaving them-
selves ? ;

“ )My company is perfectly orderly.”

“ Good. Kelpz had to shoot two of
his young whelps this morning for
trying to desert at Samara.”

Sinoff shook his head gravely. The -
colonel passed on toward the head of the
train. The captain looked after his
superior officer thoughtfully for several .
moments, then walked on slowly in the

said the other

opposite direction. : Lo A
] '; a L -‘7' = “!_ . .,.'. o 1
At Iexj;gth he paused beside m. l‘.
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the windows of which were thrust half a
43 dozen frowsy heads. ‘
I “ Send Kogalonovitch to me,” he said
: to one of the men who were leaning out.
v The head disappeared, and a few mo-
I ments later a short, stoeky private with
: - a broad face climbed down from the car

| and saluted.

Captain Sinoff walked to the rear of
the train, followed at a respeetful dis-
tance by Kogalonovitch. When the two
men were half-way between the last ear
of their train and the locomotive of the

train behind them, Sinoff stoppefi,
glanced around carelessly, then said in
a low voice:

“Tell Levaine that his car is side-
tracked just this side of the Great Kinel
bridge, fifteen miles ahead of us. We
will overtake it at Kinel station. Tell
him also that he must make no move
without first eonsulting me.”

Kogalonovitch saluted and returned
to his car. Walking forward on the
other side of the train, Sinoff came nupon
Lientenant Kratow, of his own com-
pany.

“Well, Kratow, how are the men

standing it?”
| “ Splendidly, under the circum-
stances. When I left them last they
4 were trying to draw out those two
| Frenchmen we recruited at Zaraise.”

“ They’re a taciturn pair.”

“ So I thought, at first ; but they seem
to be livening up this morning and are
keeping the others in good spirits.”

It was dark when the train bearing
\ the men from Riazan got under way.
‘18 At eight o’clock that night it slowed
i down in Kinel, and in Kinel it remained
X on a side-track for many hours.

From oné of the cars occupied by

members of the Twelfth Riazan two

- men descended shortly before midnight.
Both wore privates’ overcoats. As they
stepped to the ground they were
promptly challenged by a sentry. They
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they came to a railway carriage which,
having been detached from the train,
stood alone on one of the side-tracks.

The shorter of the two Riazans ad-

vanced and answered the challenge of shar
of the three sentinels who guarded

d

R gave the password and walked on until.

THE ARGOSY. .

few moments he came out of the car
and beckoned to the shorter of the '
vigitors, who quickly ascended the steps -
and entered the forward compart-
ment.

* * * *

Tossing restlessly in their berths,
(laire and Edith, vietims of the most
profound despair, sobbed softly, prayed,
and then told themselves that Heaven
was too far from Russia to hear their
supplications for relief.

Suddenly both started. The sound of
voices in the compartment ahead of
them was followed by a brief period of
silence, then a vigorous rapping on the
locked doar.

Both women, who were partly
dressed, leaped to the floor and looked
at each other with expressions of great
alarm.

There was a pause, then the rapping -
was Tepeated.

“Who is there?” asked Edith
sharply.

“A friend. In God’s name, open
quickly.” y

The voice of the speaker was new
to them, but the words were in Eng-
lish.

Throwing a shawl around her shoul-
ders, Edith brushed aside the warning
hand that Claire had placed upon her
arm. Then she opened the door. She
saw the pale face of a stranger—a
stranger who wore a gray military coat
similar to that worn by Svickon. He
was of Sviokon’s build, but was scarcely
more than thirty years of age. His hair
and mustache were dark.

“ Gridley, in the uniform of a Rus-
sian private, waits outside,” said the
stranger quickly. “ I’'m his foreman—
Lankirk. You must get into these at
once.”

As he spoke he thrust through the
door the overcoat, blouse and trousers
which he had worn when he entered
the car. :

Edith gave a little ery of horror. In
a corner she saw something covered by
a quilt from the berth. -

o




1er one of you.
‘ iere. We'll return
afterward.  Be quick, I

(e

' h Ie closed the door. Soon afterward
% oo

- Tapped ﬂgﬂiﬂa
~ “For God's sake, woman! " he called
impatiently. ;

: he next time, without rapping, he
flung open the door. The princess, clad
in the blouse and trousers, was strug-
gling with the overcoat which Edith held
in her hands.

“Tet me have it!” Lankirk
manded hetween sef teeth.

In another moment the princess was
in its folds.

“ Turn up the collar—there! ™

~ He suited the action to the word, and
grasping the princess by the arm he

] hurrred her through the other compart-

ment.

“Wall slowly, keep erect, and don’t
speak to any one until Gridley gets you
away. Brace up. Now go.”

He swung open the door and thrust
| her out. Then he closed the door, and
| after locking it he darted back to Edith.
‘i “ Get ready to slip into Gridley’s uni-
| form,” he said. “ He'll be here in a
minute.”

He closed the door. As he turned
away from it he drew a white wig over
his head and placed over his ears hooks
that held a white beard to his face.

. This done, he nervously paced to and

’ fro, then raised the quilt from the still

figure in the corner.

| “Tt will do,” he said, as he dropped

com-

the quilt again.

A few moments later there was the
gound of feet on the steps without, then
a knock on the door.
Ak

Lankirk opened

“All right,” said Gridley.
The door was opened wider, and the
young millienaire stepped in.

Lankirk, now completely disguised as
Sviokon, opened the door again and
stepped out.

“ Sentinel, come here,”
manded calmly.

The sentinel saluted and ran up the
steps. When he had entered the com-
I t the door was closed and locked

he com-

‘a message to the

. pieces of human flesh.

A

station-master,” Lankirk said, and as
spoke a paper that he had been holding
in his hand fluttered to the floor. With-
out waiting for a request, the sentinel
stooped. As he rose, a blow from a
short, loaded stick felled him to the
floor.  Two blows followed in gquick sue-
cession.

When he, too, found a place beside
the body of Sviokon beneath the quilt,
his uniform and overcoat had been
thrust into the adjoining compartment.

Attended by two figures in the attire
of Russian privates, Lankirk, still dis-
guised as Syiokon, left the compart-
wment, locked the door behind him and

: ]
quickly descended from the railway car- »
riage. He returned the salutes of the .{
two sentinels who remained on that side EF

of the car, and walked briskly away,
with his companions at his heels. One
of the sentinels chuckled as he turned to
the other.

“ By the soul of the Great Peter,
they’ve recruited Ivan Crasky for the
Third -Section! ™ he said.

“ Nay, Ivan Crasky’s still inside the
carriage,” replied the other. “I was
standing near the steps when they came
down, and 4

But he said no more. Behind 'ﬁ
him—— !

Three hundred persons standing on
the platform of the Kinel station were
deafened by the sound of a terrific ex-
plosion. Four hundred yards down the
railway line there was a blinding flash
of light—then darkness.

Hundreds of windows in ecars and
stores and dwellings were shattered into [
bits. There was a shower of frag- =)
ments of wood and iron and unsightly 7
things that afterward were identified as

With, cries of alarm, more than six
thousand soldiers leaped from their
cars. Hundreds of others lay limply in ‘
seats and on floors as a result of the TS
congussion.

RBewildered officers shouted orders as
hewildering as their own mental facul-
ties. Bugles were sounded, and there
was a general reaching for rifles and
sabers.

While the excitement was at
height, five persons—three in the uni-
form of privates, one in vercoa




cap of an officer, and another in the
dress of a moujik—were plunging
blindly and half-stunned through a
great snowdrift near the railway. Three
of them soon recovercd, however, and
were supporting the two others when
four monjiks went to their assistance.
Three sledges were at hand, and in a
few minutes the whole party was safe
in a hut well back from the railroad and
out of the town. i

A quarter of an hour later, Captain
Sinoff, of the Twelfth Riazans, was
standing on the platform of the station
when he was approached by Colonel
Crieff, the commanding officer of the
regiment.

The colonel’s face was drawn and hag-
gard, and there was a look of horror in
his eyes.

“ My God, Sinoff, it is awful! ™ he ex-
claimed.

“ In Heaven’s name, what does it all
mean ? * asked the captain.

“ What does it - mean? Why, it
means that, richt in the midst of eight
thousand Russian  soldiers, Count
Syiokon and a party of Grand Duke
Casimir’s friends have been assassinated
in Casimir’s private car by revolution-
ists!®

“ Revolutionists! *

“ Aye,” answered the colonel. “ This
unhappy country, affected by our Iar
Eastern reverses, has gone mad.”

As the agitated colonel hurried on,
Captain Sinoff stroked his lomg mus-
tache to hide a smile.

“1t was work well done,” he mut-
tered.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE RIGHT OF WAY.

Ar six o'clock on the morning fol-
lowing the destruction of Svioken’s car
the Kinel station-master stood beside
one of the telegraph operators in the
station. His face was pale and drawn
and the hand that rested on one of the
~ shoulders of his subordinate tremhled
e mhly.

~ The operator had just repeated to the

ter a message that he had received

r th Moscow. The mes-

was 0 + g

‘mentioned,” the captain said when

Westbound Red Cross train leaves
Buzuluk at 6.10. Keep line clear,

The division mentioned had only a
single track, and the station-master was
sorely perplexed. Ile hesitated for a
few moments before he spoke.

“ Tell him,” he said, “ that ten thou-
sand troops for Harbin, short of rations,
which cannot be supplied this side of
Buzuluk, are waiting here at Kinel.”

The operator nodded and fingered his
key:
When he had finished there was a
pause. Then the receiver began to
eliek.

The operator spoke the words as they
were sounded:

The Red Cross train has the right of
way to Moscow. By order of the Czax.

* 8o be it then,” the station-master
gaid.

He opened the door of the telegraph
office, and standing on the threshold he
repeated the words to a score of anxious-
faced officers who were assembled out-
side.

There was a discontented murmur
and a shrugging of shoulders, then the
group dispersed. Among the first to go
was Captain Sinoff.

“ Seventy miles—two hours,” he
murnured with a chuckle. Suddenly
his face grew grave. “ Aye, God loves
liberty, and these Americans are in his
keeping,” he said.

And as he spoke he made the sign of
the cross upon his breast.

A few minutes afterward the Kinel
operator gent to the colonel command-
ing at Buzuluk this message:

Are nurses needed on the Red Cross
train that has just left your town?

The answer came:

Yes. Supply four if you can.

The written answer was placed by
Colonel Crieff in the hands of Captain
Sifiof. '
“1 only know of the two that

had read the mess
.



enchmen that we re-
ew days before we left. They
- bad way, it seems. Their

| yellow as old parchment and
are only holding in their stomachs

b%r their teeth. Whether it is the lack
of food or something still more serious
our surgeon cannot say. Any way, they
haven’t suflicient stamina to stand the
eampaign. We'd better gef rid of them

2

* Who accepted them ? ™

“1I did—in an ofthand sort of way, at
the last moment. They seemed to be
likely fellows, but 4

The colonel made a gesture of im-

patience.

“The devil tale them, then,” he said.

“ All Frenchmen lack stamina. They

go at things with a rush and then col-

lapse. Ship them on the train.”
Captain Sinoff produced two blanks
that had been filled with the names of
the despised Frenchmen. -
“ Here are the orders, sir,” he said.

“We will be well rid of them.”

3 The colonel drew out a fountain pen
from his pocket and with a few exclama-
tions of disgust he signed the necessary
orders. Then he hurried off.

When the Red Cross train steamed
into the Kinel station, Claire and Edith,
clad in the trim gowns and caps of
nurses, were escorted to it by Captain
Sinoff and his lieutenant.

"~ A few moments later two men were
borne aboard on stretchers. The skin

of both indicated that they were suffer-

ing from gome form of jaundice.

When, ¢till with the right of way, the
train started on its run to Samara, the
two new nurses with heavy hearts ad-
dressed themselves to the tasks that
were assigned to them in cars other
than those in which the two Frenchmen
lay side by side.

There still was something in the sud-
den illness of the two men that they
could not understand. They knew the
canse, hut were apprehensive concern-
ing the nature of the effects. But they
were not alone in their fears. As the
Red Cross train rolled out of the Kinel
station, a moujik, approaching Captain

~ Sinoff, suddenly seemed to lose his

he asked cautiously, as the
slowly stroking his long )
looked half-smilingly after the disap-
pearing train, T

The captain chuckled. '

“What do I think, Monsieur
Moujik? > he murmured laughingly.
“ Well, 'm thinking how happy I'd be
if, with two such women with me. 1
could so easily leave all my troubles be-
hind.”

The moujil: shook his head.

“ Ah, captain, you should have seen -
them eat that soap!” he said. 5

“ Don’t be alarmed, my dear count,”
the captain answered reassuringly, lay- e
ing his hand on the arm of the pre- " el
tended moujik. * Youand those Amer- .
icans did something last night that has i
contributed much to advance the cause 4
of Free Russia. Svicken iz dead. May 3
God have mercy on his soul!”

“ Amen,” murmured the count.

Then, without so much as a word of
farewell or a handshake, they parted.

No tickets or passports were required
of the passengers on the Red Cross
train. Five or six times on its way to
Moseow it was side-tracked. but it was
only for brief periods that its humming -
wheels were stiil. , 5]

Flowers did not bloom in the gardens
of Russia during those rigorous winter
days any more than they bloomed in
the hearts of that dark nation’s unhappy
people. But as the Red Cross train
passed over steppe and through ecities,
men removed their caps and bowed their
heads. ,

“They are our brothers who have b
come back to us,” said the moujiks.

“They are the Little Father’s chil-
dren,” said the priests, as they stood
with npraised crosses.

“They are the sacrifices which we
have laid on the altar of Russian despot-
ism,” said the Sons of Freedom. =

And so, in the course of time, the
Red Cross train came to Moscow. Most
of the invalids were distributed among
the city hospitals. Some, however,
were pronounced convalescent and were
discharged with passports to their
homes.

The two Frenchmen, Henri Levaine
and Louis Rofin, received D

St. Petersburg. ;TWQ'




Caton and Louise Barteau, went with

them. The four had a compartment
to themselves. Old friends would have
recognized in Marie the Princess Ko-
daleski, and in Louise her friend Edith
Wyanforth. )

The four had spent several days in
Moscow, keeping close to their rooms
in a part of the city that was inhabited
by workingmen. Kenck had selected the
apartments, and if was through Kenck
and Peringoff that they obtained their
news from the outside world. By
means of the “Swallow Post™ they
learned that Casimir believed that Edith
and Claire had perished with Svioken in
the private car which was destroyed at
Kinel. Assured of this, they decided
to go to St. Petersburg and place them-
selves under the protection of the
United States embassy.

After bidding farewell to Kenck and
Peringoff, they boarded a train about
eight o’clock on the morning of Satur-
day, January 21. The train was an
express which was scheduled to make
only two stops between Moscow and the
capital.

These stopz were Tver and Bologoe,
the latter being about half-way between
their starting-point and their destina-
tion.

The day was clear, and as the four
friends were borne northward in the
swift-moving train their spirits were
almost as unclouded as the skies. When
the train slowed down at Tver, however,
the two women, watching Gridley, saw a
grim look come into his face as the door
of the compartment was flung open and
the conductor, accompanied by an
officer of the police, demanded passports
and tickets.

Both were returned and all breathed
easier. When the train moved off,
however, Gridley unfolded one of the
passports.

And as he did so, he gave utterance
to an exclamation of dismay. It was
ohliterated by a black smudge.

Each of the three other passports was
examined in turn. All were smudged.

Gridley passed the papers to Lankirk,

 who, after glancing at them, regarded
et Bl e

‘the d d

made leaping suicidal.

And so, hour after hour, the four sat
in silence, with haggard faces, until the
train finally drew up at the Bologoe
station.

The car scarcely had come to a stand-
still when the door was opened by the
conduetor. Gridley’s heart sank within
him.

Behind the railway official he met the
searching eyes of Colomel Verbanovof.

“Tickets and passports,” demanded
the conductor.

With his eyes still on those of Ver-
banovof, Gridley hesitated, then he
passed out the papers.

The conductor took them and handed
the passports to Verbanovof. The rep-
resentative of the Third Section, with-
out opening them, smiled faintly at
Gridley and returned the unopened
passports to the conductor, who passed
them on to the young millionaire. The
door was slammed shut, and about two
or three minutes later the train moved
on.

In five hours more they were in St.
Petersburg.

With beating hearts, the four fugi-
tives left the railway carriage. The
clothes they wore had been obtained in
Moscow. Kenck, who =selected them,
had been careful to see that the outer
wraps of each were provided with big
collars.

These were mow turned up. The
little party had no luggage, o it did not
pause on its way from the station plat-
form to the street.

Two sleighs were quickly found.
Gridiey and Edith seated themselves in
one, and Lankirk and the princess en-
tered the other. The drivers were

~directed to go to an address in the work-

ingmen’s quarter that had been given by
Kenck.

Twenty minutes later they took pos-
session of four meat but plainly fur-
nished rooms in a quiet ap'argnenﬁ above
a furniture store. Yt ET RIS

The night was uneventful.

wvisited before midnigh -~

been, the speed of the M'-wmid ha.vef. .



six o'clock in the morn-
' ned, however, by a
¢ on the main door.

CHAPTER XV.
THE “ LITTLE FATHER'S 7 CHILDREN.

As the knocking continued, Gridley
rose and, being already partly dressed
hurried to the door and opened it.

A man, heavily muffled in a fur over-
coat, quickly entered the room.

* Close the door,” he said abruptly.

As the visitor rolled down his collar,
Gridley recognized Worenkenski, the
president of Kenck’s society.

Gridley held out his hand, and
Worenkenski grasped it perfunctorily.

* = Anything wrong?” asked Gridley,
with a sudden feeling of apprehension.

*“There is likely to be if you do not
keep close under cover,” the other an-
swered. “ You have been traced to this

>

- street, and nearly every house for three

minutes’ walk on each side of you is
watched by spies.”

“On what charge will they attempt
to arrest us?”

“The assassination of Sviokon.”

Gridley’s face grew pale.

“ All of us?” he gasped.

=g 5 iens™  suid
tersely.

“1Is it knewn, then?”

“ Only to Casimir and Verbanovef, I
think. The formal charge will not be
made until after you are in custody.
You were recognized at Tver. In
Heaven's name, how did you get past
Bologoe? 7

“ Verhanovof

Gridley stopped.

* Qur passports were not examined
there,” he went on. 4

Worenkenski looked at Gridley
gharply, then rolled up his collar again.

“ Do not leave the house or be seen at
the windows under any circumstances,”
he said. “If all goes well we may ar-
range to have your comrade #
" &“ Iﬂ’l]drk ? L)
“ Aye, that’s the man I mean. We

Worenkenski

»

~ may arrange to have him see some repre-
i ¢ of your embassy to-day. You-

¢ to-morTow.” !
turned abruptly, and,

.. o
room.

to the house served the little § with
a light breakfast. Her mannel:-a:rgs sul-
len, and when Gridley attempted to im-
prove her temper by offering a couple
of gold pieces to her, she refused them
with a contemptuous gesture.

“Youare my man’s guests, not mine,”
she said. “I’m no servant who is to be
paid with money.”

Shortly before ten o’clock there was
another series of knocks on the door.
When Gridley opened it he saw a man,
in the Sunday dress of a workingman,
standing in the hall.

“ A letter for Monsieur Gridley,” said
the man. v

Gridley tore open the envelope.
lWithin was a letter that read as fol-
OWE:Z

The bearer will condnet you and your
friend to a place where I am awaiting
you with a representative of your em-
bassy. Leave the princess and made-
moiselle where they are. You will have
passports in time to start to-night.

ORENKENSKL

Gridley turned to Lankirk and gave
him the note. The foreman nodded,
and in a few moments both men had
slipped on their overcoats, said a few
encouraging words to the two women,
and set off after the messenger.

Their conductor led them down a
stairway in the rear of the building, and
thence through several alleys fo a sireet
that ran at right angles with that in
which they had their lodging, As they
emerged into this, four policemen
suddenly seized them by the arms.

Both men turned upon the captors
and fought desperately. The street was
crowded, and from the throng that
surged toward the struggling men there
suddenly leaped a brawny man in a fur-
lined coat.

“ They are our brothers! Quick, my
friends—release them!™

The speaker was Worenkenski.

Tn a thrice the policemen were thrown
down and trampled underfoot. Woren-
kenski eaught Gridley by the arm.

“ Why did you leave your rooms?”™

he demanded with flashing eyes.

The American thrust into his i
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the note that the messenger had given

to him. Worenkenski's hands trembled
as he read the lines.

“ The women—the women—back to
the women!” he cried. “Itis a trick of
Casimir’s!” :

Followed by a little group of Woren-
kenski’s friends, the three men ran on
with all the speed that was possible in
the crowded street. As they came
within sight ef the house in which the
party had spent the night, they saw a
closed carriage moving away from the
door. .

“Stop them! Stop them!” Woren-
kenski eried in Russian.

A hundred voices took up the ery,
and the crowd started in pursuit.

A few moments later the carriage
turned into the Nevski Prospect.
There the driver encountered an unex-
pected obstacle.

From curb to curb the broad thor-
oughfare was crowded with marching
men—thousands of workers, clad in
holiday attire. All were orderly, but
each face wore an expression of grim de-
termination, and, from time to time,
ice-picks, the ends of clubs, and other
rude weapons of self-defense were to be
observed thrust in pockets and coat-
sleeves, when, indeed, they were not
carried openly.

It was in vain that the driver at-
tempted to force his way through the
marching throng. A dozen hands
seized the bridles of his horses and
forced the animals back upon their
haunches.

The sturdy shoulders of Worenkenski
and Gridley forced a way through the
crowd. Lankirk was close upon the
heels of his companions.

As the three men drew nearer the
vehicle, however, their progress was
more difficult. Fifty feet away from it
the closely packed mass was impene-
trable.

It was in vain that Worenkenski de-
manded recognition. The howls and
jeers of the persons around the car-
riage smothered his words.

Women vied with men in shouting in-
suiting epithets to the occupants of the
~earriage. In a few moments the doors

]
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a-swing. Three or four pairs of our bodies?

- hv_.

Then there was a mighty shout, and
persons standing in front of Gridley
tried to climb on the shoulders of those
in front of them.

With a hoarse ery of desperation,
Gridley again began to fight his way
forward. Ahead of him, as in a mist, he
saw hundreds of heads, shoulders and
moving arms and the black top and
gides of the carriage.

Inch by inech he moved forward. His
hat was gone, his coat was torn, and the
veins in his head and neck stood ont
like cords. At length he was within
twenty feet of the vehicle.

Through one of the doors a man in a
military uniform was being dragged.
TFor an instant only Gridley saw his
face.

It was Carboloff, the lieutenant he
had seen in the Krazo.

The American saw a club fall on the
head of the young officer. The crowd in
front of him surged back. Hoarse yells
—jubilant and vengeful—rose from
those around the victim of the awful
fury of the mob, and these were taken
up by the thousands who were now surg-
ing behind him.

Then a second man was dragged from
the carriage. He wore a gray beard,
and was clad in the uniform of an officer
of police.

As he fell forward there came a shout
from an intersecting street, and a detail
of police forced its way to where the
wrecked carriage stood. The vehicle was
drawn away, and the police, finding that
they were unable to cope with the angry
marchers, gave way.

The tumult subsided, and the march-
ers began fo move on again. The voices
of the leaders began to be heard—voices
giving utterance to frenzied appeals for
order.

“ Brothers, would you ruin all??
cried one. “ Would you go to the Little
Father with blood upon your hands? ™

“The quarrel was of their seeking,”
eried a workingman at Gridley’s elbow.
“ Did not the autocrats try to beat down

our women and children under the feet ]

ofithehy Hiataesd2 i
“ Why did
“ Would
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turned and tried to get
et into which the wrecked
een drawn. But, breathing
as a result of his exertions, and
paralyzed by his apprehension
concerning the safety of Claire and
Edith, he was no more capable of free-
ing himself from the onward-moving
human tide than a man would be in an
attempt to swim against the rush of
water in the rapids of Niagara.

“Were there women in the car-
riage ? ¥ he eried, addressing the crowd
around him.

“ Aye, aye,” answered one. “ Two
hussies—hung with silk and diamonds.”

“ Nay, nay, there were no women,”
cried another. “A TRussian working-

man would not harm a woman.”
“ Aye, there were women,” said a
third. “1I saw 3
, “ Nay, nay, there
| Some one began singing the “Mar-
‘ seillaise.”
\

23

“Silence! Silence!” shouted a score

| of voices. :
| “We are workingmen—not revolu-
tionists! 7
“Silence! We are children of the

Little Father!”

The voices that had taken up the song

| were stilled.

“ Will the Little Father see us?*

@ YES.”

Another voice began singing the
national anthem of Russia. Others took
up the words.

| * Hurrah for the Little Father!”

€ Hurrah!”

The head of the procession had now
come into the great semi-circle in front
of the Winter Palace. Before them rose
the lofty column of Alexander II. The
shouts died away, and the marchers
spoke in whispers. _

“Will he come to us?”

119 Y_es..”

“ See the soldiers! Does the Little
Father fear his children ?

- “No, no! Hush!”

“ What regiments are there?”

“ Cossacks.” :

“ Aye, and the Ismailoysky Guards.”

“The Pavlovsk and Praeohrajensky
nts of infantry.”

e, aye, I see them now.”

they fire on us?”

"".!'

"

=,

“IN'?]; We are their brothers. But
see e priest is speaking to an officer.
He holds gls cruciﬁi aﬁ?ﬁ” g

“ He is a noble man.”

& Aye-’,

“ What are they saying?

“ No man can hear as far as that.”

““Will the Little Father come to a
window, or ride forth from the Neva
Gate? >

* The window.”

“No. He will ride out to ns.”

“See! The priest and those around
him are moving forward! *

There was a crash of firearms.

“ My God!”

“Heaven help us!. They are firing.”

“ They are blank cartridges. No one
falls. But >

Then came a second volley, louder
than the first.

The priest stood alone with upraised
crucifix. Around him lay a score of
human bodies—some were writhing—
some were still.

From the assembled thousands rose a
cry the like of which no man ever heard
before—a ery similar to that a loving
wife might utter when, felled to the
floor by the blow of her husband, she
falls with her cherished ideals in the
dust.

“And now, ye fools, ye have the
Little Father’s answer!” cried a ster-
torian voice.

“ Little Father—Little Devil!

Trembling with anguish, hundreds of
men raised clenched hands to their eyes.
Wailing women, with horror-stricken
countenances, threw shawls over their
heads and turned away.

“The Cossacks! The Cosgsacks!”

A thousand horsemen were spurring
their steeds toward the moh.
“ Ah, Heaven save us!

Father has gone mad!”

The lips that spoke the words were
closed and numb and bleeding, as the
result of the blow of a powerful fist.

“ Little TFather!” exclaimed the
owner of the hand. “Let no man ecall
him ¢ Little Father’ more! Curse him

The Little

——curse him! He is a tyrant!*

There was another volley from the
regiments of infantry, then the C
were upon them, with the
their eyes:, . o quw
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In the sun of that Hoely Sabbath
morning their sabers flashed on high.
Then they fell, and when they were
raised again the blood of unarmed men
and women had robbed them of their
sheen.

Back, back pressed the mob, with
horror-stricken faces. Women fainted
and sank down to be trampled to death
under the feet of men.

Then there rose a cry of “ Casimir

Thousands of voices shouted his
name. lce-picks, stones, and clubs were
hurled at the heads of the Cossacks
whose steeds were trampling down the
human grain that Cossack sickles
reaped.

But above the din—the last despair-
ing shrieks of the dying, the cries of the
wounded, and the roar of the fleeing
mob—rose the angry shout:

“ Casimir! Casimir! It is the work
of Casimir!”

Gridley found refuge in a doorway as
the frenzied mob surged past. The Cos-
sacks, glutted with bloed, turned back.
And, as they went, the American saw a
priest, who, with pallid features, still
stood hefore the horrified throng.

In his hand ke held a erucifix. Before
him was the Cossack horde, returning
with dripping sabers to the Winter
Palace of the Czar. Behind him was his
flock.

Then the blaclk-robed man bent down.
At hiz feet was lving the bleeding and
mangled form of a little child who felt
no pain.

Into the blood of the little one the
priest thrust the ecrucifix. Then he
raised it Heavenward, and said:

“ Again, O Father of us all, look
upon this blood-stained emblem of the
sufferings of Thy Son, and let the
light of Thy mercy shine once more
upen the children of men.”

Then, with the cross still upraised, he
turned to the throng behind him and
went on:

“ Like the old Herod. he whom we,
in our blindness, have called our ‘Little
Father,” has shed the blood of the inno-
cents, He has defiled the image of the

‘!J
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e has caused those to be
s e

¢ Father which is in Heaven.’ Nicholas,

no longer our ¢ Little Father, is the
tyrant of all the Russias. He can heget
only tyrants that can find no faver in

Heaven’s eyes. May his whole reptile

brood be accursed! ™

He stopped, and pressed to his lips
the hlood-stained erucifix.

For several moments all were silent,
then a woman’s voice said:

A MBS

“ Amen!” the throng repeated after
her.

“ Amen!
more!”

From across the Neva there came the
sound of rifle volleys. The mob began
to murmur.

“ Mo Casimir’s! To Casimir’s!”

The murmurs swell to shouts.

“ o Casimir’s! "To Casimirs!?®

And tushing on at the head of the
avengers was Gridley.

“Mo Casimir’s!” he cried.

The Little Ifather is mno

CHAPTER XVI.
THE HOUSE OF CASIMIR.

“To Casimir’s!”

Gridley’s voice was hoarse. His head
was bare, his coat was torm, and his
face had the expression of a fanatical
Russian revolutionist.

“To (Casimir’s!™

They came to Casimir’s palace at last.
Mounted Cossacks were on gunard—a
score of them—but the onrushing mob
laughed at'the bared sabers.

One of the riders aimed a blow at
Gridley. The American laughed wildly
as he dodged it. When he raised his
head, the foaming mouth of the steed
brushed his cheek.

In a moment he had thrust his hand
in its nostrils. Over, over, with a mighty
grip, he turned the horse’s head. The
anirlr‘r]llal fell on its side.

¢ toes of heavy boots were kicking

the head of tbevyentanglbd Cossack.

Gridley picked up the fallen sab
ing with another member of

%‘Es ; 'gss'essian, The American
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ht it on his saber,
e through the body
. ¢ animal went down,

surged over the rider, and
1 ran on to where a group
of men were striving to break the lock

‘of the steel-barred gate to the palace

vard. The lock gave way and the mob

- ‘rushed in. it

‘On the four sides of the palace the
mob howled and jeered. The windows
were shattered by Hying missiles, and
revolvers began to bark ominously.

The hronze entrance doors were
locked. With Gridley at its head, the
niob, mounting on boxes and brawny
shoulders, began pouring through the
windows. :

As the invaders passed from room to
room the servants fled aghast. Mirrors
were shattered, furniture was broken,
and costly pictures and carpets were
slashed by ruthless knives.

¢ Cagimir! Casimir! Where is Casi-

| mir?* was the ery.

Room after room on the first floor was
searched, closets were opened, and the
stairways creaked under the weight of
the advancing throng.

“ Casimir—ecoward! Casimir, come
out! Where is the degenerate son of the
Romanoffs? )

All over the second fleor of the palace
the searchers spread. In a woman’s
boudoir they found a cigar and a ciga-

. rette; both were burning.

“ He is here! The scent is hot! Casi-
mir! Casimir!”

A group of vandals tore down a paint-
ing. It was a portrait of Peter the
Great. They trampled it under their
feet.

As they passed on, Gridley paused. A
line in the wall, just beneath the top of
the frame, canght his eyes.

As he passed his finger along the bot-
tom of the frame it touched a lever.
He gave this a twist, and the frame

“moved outward.

Below the frame was a mantelpiece,
and beneath this stood a chair. He
mounted in a moment.

Then, saber in hand, he entered the
opening in the wall. Turning to the
saw a flight of steps. At the
ne to a little attic-room about
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Casimir was before him, a rev
his hand. The wea:::in"?mpped. '
another moment the saber had knoc
it to the floor and the point of the
bl.n.}{figtwmlz at the grand duke’s breast.. =

op!” R .

A woman, clothed in black, rushed 2
forward, and one of her hands closed
over the blade.

“ Remember!

The gpeaker
Tzigane. i
~ “You have won,” she said, address-
ing Gridley. “ But your triumph is my
own. The life of Casimir is niine! ”

Cut by the blade, one of the hands of
the Tzigane was bleeding.

With a firm grasp on the grip of the -
weapon, Gridley lowered the point of
the saber and hesitated.

“You and all your friends are free,”
said Kortese. ¢

Gridley“looked once more at Casimir.

The grand duke nodded.

“I have been wrong,” he said.
“ Leave Russia when you will—all of
you.”

His face was pale and hageard, and as
he sank down in a chair beside a little
table, he picked up a pen and wrote a
few lines on a writing-pad that lay be-
fore him.

While he was thus employed, Gridley
took from his pocket a little bag of

was Kortese, the

chamois skin and held it toward Kor- !
tese. ' :

“1 have not touched a copeck of it,” L
he said coldly. : J

The Tzigane hesitated, then took it
from his hands.

“ And you will not permit that mob
to-___‘!

“ No,” said Gridley. “Our accounts
are balanced now.”

As Casimir placed a paper in Gridley’s
hands there came to their ears a hoarse
ghout from helow.

Gridley rushed down the steps. He
found three men staring at the open

anel. ]

“1 found the panel and searched the
chamber,” he said. “ There is no one
there.” P

Even as he spoke cries of warning ;
echoed through the house. : R

“The Cossacks—the Cossacks are
here!” : 3 P - 3
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" The invaders fled. As Gridley was

on business or pleasure bent.

running down the stairs, an officer
aimed a revolver at his breast.

Gridley held forth the paper he had
received from Casimir, but which he
had not read.

The officer scanned each line care-
fully.

“ Pass on,” he said.

* % * *

At the house in which he had passed
the preceding night Gridley found
Lankirk and a note.

The note informed him that when the
carriage had been stopped by the mob,
Claire and Edith had been allowed to
escape. They were at the home of
Worenkenski, and there the two men
found them.

The note written by Casimir was as
follows:

John Gridley, Edith Wyanforth,
Stephen Lankirk and the Princess Ko-
daleski have placed themselves under my
protection. They will leave Russia within
the next forty-eight hours. Any person
who places an obstacle in the way of

THE

their preparations or departure will 8

make an enemy of

Note.—Necessary instructions will be
given to all government officials.  C.

On the following morning Gridley
called on Torrell and obtained the nee-
essary passports. Through Torrell he
learned that Prince Kodaleski’s rela-
tions with ecertain revolutionists had
been discovered, and that, compelled to
flee from Russia, he was awaiting the
arrival of his wife in Paris.

That afternoon, Gridley, Claire,
Iidith, and Lankirk left St. Petersburg
for Berlin. A week later, in the
American Church in Paris, Edith, in the
presence of Lankirk and the Prince
and Princess Kodaleski, formally sub-
stituted for Wyanforth the surname of
Gridley.

As they leaned over the church reg-
ister, Gridley passed the pen to his
bride and said:

“ Here, at least, my dear, we need
have no fear of finding the black
smudge of Casimir.”

END.

The Tale of the Truthful Unfortunate.

BY EARLE ASHLEY WALCOTT.

An up-to-date experience on the Arabian Nights order, and which is submitted minus a moral.

THE first day of the month having

arrived, the Caliph Haroun al
Raschid assumed the disgnise of a
working journalist, and in accordance
with his custom walked abroad to in-
spect the order of the city.

He chose for his escort only the faith-
ful Mesrour, chief of the eunuchs, and
him he equipped in the habit of an artist
bearing a kodak in his hand as a guar-
antee of good faith.

The * eleciric lights were blazing
brightly along the Bagdad streets as the
pair set forth from the palace and
joined the throngs that hurried along

Bismillah!”  eried  the - ealiph
Iy, as he was compelled to make
broad j to '

o

note of that motorman. His head shall
be struck off to-morrow.”

“T was so overcome by your majesty’s
peril that his face is but a blur in my
memory,” faltered Mesrour.

“What is your kodak for?” ex-
claimed the caliph. “Of all the in-
competent character artists in the
palace, you are the worst. But mever
mind. Your fault ean easily be reme-
died. Have the heads of all the motor-
men in Bagdad struek off.”

By this time they had reached the

caliph’s ill-humor was dispell y

sight of a erowd gaﬁlez'e“p Wﬁ.x
tion with sig

business center of Bagdad, and the :
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1 Mesrour opened a lane
, through the throng, and

iph then discovered a young man
- ever ress attempting to walk on
‘his h while he balanced his feet
gracefully in the air. The amateur
acrobat had marked out a small circle
on the asphalt, and his immediate pur-
pose appeared to be to accomplish the
feat of walking about it in the inverted
position deseribed without touching his
feet to the ground.

Three times the caliph saw the young
man lose his balance before he had com-
pleted the circuit; and at each failure
the unsuccessful acrobat gravely rose,
as gravely tossed a silver coin into the
crowd, and then betodk himself once

more to his manmmotory progress. At
the fourth trial the young man com-
pleted the circuit without touching his
feet to the pavement, whereupon he
rose, bowed to the spectators with prac-
tised grace, and, taking up his silk hat
from the center of the cirele, passed it
about among the crowd with the air of
an imam taking up the collection.

At this end to the performance the
throng hastily dispersed. The young
man showed neither surprise nor morti-
fication at this response to his enter-
prise, and Haroun al Raschid, forget-
ting the responsibilities of his disgnise,
threw a purse of sequins into the hat.

The young man halted, and with
marks of lively astonishment on his face
took the purse from the hat, scrutinized
the coins closely, tested ome with his
teeth, and, his doubts satisfied, put the
purse in his pocket and the hat on his
head.

As he was turning to walk away, the
caliph, overcome with ecuriosity, de-
tained him.

“ Pardon me,” he said, “but may I
ask the reason why a young man of
vour appearance and habit should per-
form so extraordinary an action?”

The young man looked doubtfully at
the caliph for a moment, and then with
an exquisite bow replied:

“ I ohserve that you are a journalist.

2 Nevertheless, as you are the first man
to show financial appreciation of my
efforts, and have therehy saved me from
~ the last refuge of despair, I do not feel

~ at liberty to refuse your request. I

» : .
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place myself in the keeping of your
crefion. Come in here and have one on
;l_ﬂfﬂs,’while I tell you the story of my
ife.

He led the Commander of the Faith-
ful and Mesrour to a neighboring café,
and when they were seated at the table
before the foaming schooners of zem- 1
zem, he began his tale.

“You behold bLefore you,” he said,
B th_e miserable victin of a malignant
genie, ruined by the affliction of an in-
tempestivitous veracity.”

“ Bismillah!” interrupted the caliph.
“ Say that over in Arabie.”

“The curse laid upon me,” explained
the young man, “ takes the form of an
irresistible impulse to tell the truth at
the most unseasonable times.”

“The Koran,” said the caliph se-
verely, “teaches ws that the truthful
man is blest of Allah.”

“ That may very well be,” admitted
the young man, “ for we are told that |
he blesses also the poor and the sick.
Yet however grateful the pursuit of
truth may be to Allah, I have proved
that it is ruinous to the life and for-
tunes of man. Listen: My father was
a merchant of Balsora, and by a steady q
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attention to the business of Morganeer-
ing amassed a splendid fortune.

“For many years the wisdom of
Providence denied him a son, but in his .
old age Allah listened to his prayers and ' 4
vouchsafed him an heir who, he fondly
supposed, was to transmit his name and 3
wealth to future generations. But alas! 5
In pursuing his plans for consolidating -_i
all the water-powers of the earth int -
the ownership of one company. he had b, 3
seized upon one of the cataracts of ihe 4
(Caucasus that had been reserved by the
King of the Genii for his own use. So
when the lestivities that celebrated my
hirth were held, with all the magnifi-
cence of display for which my father
was noted, the King of the Genii en-
tered the hall and with royal condescen-
sion said:

“¢1 will endow your som with a
precious possession. He shall be able
to speak nothing but the truth.”

“My father was overjoyed at this
mark of favor, and offered on the
to consolidate the properties of the




 which 1

write the issues of securities for half
the usual commission. My father at that
moment remembered the copy-book
mottoes with their high appraisement of
truth, and forgot how little of it he used
in his own business.

“ My father died before he saw the
full effect of the malignity of the King
of the Genii. Yet I am assured that I
made his last years a heavy burden by
my plain speaking upon his course of
life. Before I reached the age of fifteen,
1 was left with the largest fortune m
the caliph’s dominions, and the curse of
the genie on my tongue. I am mnow
twenty-five. In ten years I have wasted
those immense accwmulations. You saw
the last of his sequins flung among the
unappreciative herd to-night, and but
for your bounty I should now be on the
way to the morgue, without a coin in my
pocket.” :

The caliph’s curiosity was but
whetted by this summary of the young
man’s career, and he demanded:

“ How did your gift of veracity de-
prive you of the enormous fortune that
vour father had provided for you?”

“1 must speak frankly and trust to
your good nature to keep the most
shocking details out of print,” replied
the young man.

The caliph bowed at this tribute to
the exeellenee of his disguise.

“We suppress more horrifying de-
tails than we publish,” he said.

The young man pushed back his
damp hair from his forehead, and re-
sumed his tale:

“ 1 make no claim to be wiser or bet-
ter than other young men of fortune.
Therefore a good share of my father’s
stealings went in tribute to the twin
evils—wine and women. But that is a
mere detail. My fortune would have
survived the tax for the sparkling
liquors and the handsful of jewels that
I flung about me had it not heen for my
fatal gift.

“ My father’s funeral had been but a
few months past when the trustees of
the estate ealled me into council and ex-
plained that one of the corporations in
was the principal stoekholder
ved unprofitable, and that it

ry

oAl dosel 1l
Ly D', e e

THE ARGOSY.

to sell out if nwﬁe ,
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7 =
“¢<Put whe will w a wort _— F g
property ?”7 1 asked. i hiees 1 y
“¢ Oh, we will unload it on the pub- g

lic, replied the trustees. ‘ We will pay = |

a thumping big dividend, and drop hints
about a coming consolidation of warring
interests, and -the lambs on the Street
will be breaking their necks to pay a
faney price for the stock.’

“¢But that will be stealing,” I ob-
jected.

“f 1t il becomes you to say so,” said
one of the trustees. ‘It is the way your
honored father, may he rest in Abra-
ham’s bosom, brought this great fortune
together. i

“¢1 often told my father that I sus-
pected him of being a thief,’ I returned.
¢Now I am sure of it.’

“The trustees were shocked; then
angry; and when I said ealmly that no-
hody but a thief would make such a
proposition, they threw up their hands
and said that they would let the prop-
erty go to ruin. 1 replied that they
might use their judgment about that.
I was merely stating the truth—not at-
tempting to influence their action.

“One of the trustees a little later
confirmed my judgment of him by run-
ning away to the dominions of the
Sultan of Cashmere, taking with him
five millions of my inherited seguins.
After that I came into the management
of my own business. But the genie’s
gift was fatal to every enterprise in
which I embarked.

“1I told the truth about the corpora-
tions in which I was interested. Few of
them were able to survive the ordeal. I
cxplained to one of your brethren of
the press those methods of letting con-
tracts 1o ourselves that make it so
profitable to hold the control of rail-
roads when we own so little of the
gtock. We were thrown ont at the mext
stockholders’ meeting, and some other
plunderers were put into our places.

“1 explained to another of your
fellow-reporters the methods by wiida.
L}:e Bagdad City Council was induced
0 grant us the privil for runt g
street railroads Ewitho:%@m
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of business. These are but

‘of the chain of circumstances

mght me to betake myself with

ished fortune to the study and

i se of the law. I purchased a part-

nership in a noted law firm. In one
vear I had ruined the business.

“ The genie’s fatal gift forced me to
tell some of our best clients that they
had no case, and they took their busi-
ness to another firm. [ settled in a day
an estate from which the firm had
drawn a comfortable income for ten
years, 1 told a jury that our wealthiest
client was engaged in an attempt to get
by the chicanery of the law the property
that rightfully belonged to another, and
that we hoped they would assist him in
that nefarious scheme. I confessed to
the court that there was just as much
law on the other fellow’s side as on ours,
and that we knew he would decide as
his prejudices dictated anyhow.

“ In fine, I offended our clients—even
those I benefited by my plain speaking
—and brought down the wrath of the
judges on our firm by candidly explain-
ing the shams of the law in open court.
So we were soon Tuined.

*“ I was advised to enter the noble pro-
fession of medicine, and did actually be-
gin its study under the patronage of
one of the foremost practitioners of
Bacdad. But within three months I was
turned out of his office for telling the
richest woman in the city that there
was nothing the matter with her except
her gluttony, and that the medicines
she was paying us a thonsand sequins
a month to furnish her were no better
than so many bottles of water out of
the Tigris. The doctor overheard me,
and.I was thrown down-stairs by his
Ethiopian bouncer.

“T wonld have sought refuge in the
c¢hurch and a life of devotion, but the
genie’s fatal gift was the flaming sword
that barred e from this paradise. I
complained hefore the college that the
imam was not taught to preach the
message of the Koran, but was required
to expound a faith founded on the in-
terests and prejudices of his congrega-
tion; whereat I was summarily expelled

from the school as a heretic. )

- “I was as unfortunate in love as in
5. A few years ago I became de-
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votedly attached to a young lady. §
was something above the average of |
sex in good looks, and rather
temper than the majority.

“When I tell you that she endured
my plain speaking for above a month
vou can believe that she returned my
affection. But a trifle parted us.

“You will perhaps remember that a
few years ago fashion decreed that the
young women should wear from five to
ten black patches on their faces. This
appealed to me as a highly barbarous
and offensive form of decoration. I
told my affianced that they suggested a
condition of her blood that demanded a
less gluttonous diet, and advised a
course of those sarsaparillas that are ad-
vertised so profusely in your enterpris-
ing journal.

“ She condescended to explain that
the object of these patches was to en-
hance the whiteness and smoothness of
the remaining skin in the eves of the
heholder by the effect of contrast. I
was forced to assure her that the effect
was not only unpleasant, but that it was
also a gross form of deceil, unworthy of
a modest and truthful woman.

“Instead of taking myv remonsirance
in good part, she flew into a passion,
declared she was glad she had found me
out for a domineering, jealous brute be-
fore it was too late. Then zhe flung the
hetrothal ring in my face, and called
her slaves to throw me out. They did
it with so muech zeal that I was confined
to my house for many days. Then I
sought forgetfulness of her in the wine-
shops and in the halls where the mem-
ory of the great Pharaoh is revered.

*“Three days ago I discovered that
my fortune was reduced to a few
sequins, and I contemplated putting an
end to a seemingly worthless existence.
Yet before taking such an important
step it seemed hut right to consult the
will of Allah. If he had work for me,
it would be but the act of a poltroon
to desert in the face of difficulties.
Therefore, to discern the will of the

Most High, I devised the test whose eon-

clusion vou witnessed, and I may even
say assisted.”
The young man now

demanded : o

fell silent in
contemplation, and the caliph Wﬁ
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“ Describe the test. I cannot read
riddles.” »
The tone was so commanding that the

. other hastily continued:

T had never in the course of my life
made a profit on any investment, specu-
lation, or form of labor whatsoever.
Therefore 1 determined that unless
Allah should within three days show me
a way in which I might secure a return
from my fellow-man equal at least to
the outlay, I should put an end to an
existence whose uselessness was proved.

“ At this determination, some power
of the air put it into my head to at-
tempt a street acrobatic entertainment.
I knew nothing about acrobatics, there-
fore when I made a mess of an act my
sense of justice demanded that I pay to
the ecrowd the sum that I regarded as a
satisfactory reward in case 1 succeeded.
Therefore at every failure I threw the
spectators a sequin. Whenever I suec-
cessfully performed an act I passed the
hat.”

*“ Unhappy man!?” cried the caliph.
“Why did you impose on yourself a test
£0 hopeless?”

 Allah is omnipotent,” was the reply,
“and all tests are alike to him. I may
freely confess, however, that the task
seemed impossible. For three evenings
I have performed my feats on this
corner, and not a sequin had I received
until you tossed your purse into my
hat.”

“And you have heen saved by this
narrow margin ?” asked the ealiph.

“ The will of Allah is manifest,” said
the young man. “In the three days I
have spent thirty seguins. In this
purse, which is the first reward of my
skill or folly, I find thirty-one sequins. I
take them as a sign that Allah has still
gome work in the world for me to do.”

THE ARGOSY.

“You have indeed been unfortunate,”
declared the caliph, “but better luck
next time.” ‘

And giving the signal to Mesrour to
keep the young man in sight, he re-
turned to the palace.

When Haroun al Raschid opened his
divan on the following morning the
young man in the evening dress was
brought into his presence between two
stalwart guards.

“ For what are you brought hither? ™
asked the caliph.

“T know not,” answered the other,
“unless it be that I am to have the
privilege of serving you in your justly
celebrated prisons.”

“ Do you not remember me?” asked
the caliph sternly. * Look into my
face.”

“The reporter—O Commander of
the Faithful!” gasped the young man,
trembling with remembrance of the

penalties for lese majesté into which his

passion for speaking the truth might
have brought him.

“Be mnot afraid,” said" the caliph
kindly. “I am pleased with your wit,
and touched by your misfortunes, I
will see that your troubles are ended. I
have discovered—the only position in my
dominions in which your peculiar tal-
ents will permit you to make a success.
1 appoint you Inspector of Lay Figures
for life. T am told that figures never
lie, and they will take no offense, how-
ever rudely you may call attention to
their defects. T impose on you but one
condition—and that is that you shall
never marry. A multiplication of your
species would be fatal to my empire.”

And having taken the vows of
celibacy, the young man lived happily
forever after, and blessed the name of
Haroun al Raschid.

THE TRUEST

CONQUEROR.

WHO quells a nation’s wayward will
May lord it on a throne ;

But he’s a mightier monarch still
‘Who vanquishes his own.

No power of fortune lays him low ;

No treac

o

xor

allures ;
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B‘LEVIN S had been luxuriating in

) what is vulgarly known as a
“snap.” For three months now his
duties had been limited solely to the
drawing of his salary and to sending an
occasional notice to the Sunday papers
announcing that “ ¢ Ring-Around-a-
Rosy,” that somewhat different musical
comedy, with its phenomenal child,
Little Joseph, is still continuing its
record-breaking run at the Gaiety.”

“Is this what you ecall ¢press-
agenting * a show?  demanded Hender-
gon, the manager, one day, when he
met Blevins leisurely sauntering along
the Rialto about the middle of the
afternoon. “I haven’t seen anything
about us in the papers for more than a
coon’s age.”

“ What’s the use?” retorted Blevins
airily. “° Ring-Around-a-Rosy’ is the
big, bona fide hit of the season. We are
sold out for every performance, and the
Wednesday afternoon matinée looks lile
a bargain-counter rush. There’s no use
in booming a thing that’s already
boomed ; or, as the late W. Shakespeare
put it,  Good wine needs no bush.””

“ H’m,” mused Henderson reflective-
ly. “ That might be taken to mean that
a good show needs no press agent.”

“Not at all; not at all,” hastily in-

- terposed Blevins. “ A press agent is as
necessary to a show as a cigarette to
the villain of melodrama. One may see
no particular use in either of them,
but to try to get along without them
is to put your show or your villain,
whichever it may be, very promptly on
the blink!”

_ “That may all be,” admitted the
manager dryly, “ but it strikes me that
unless the cigarette gives out a few
uffs of smoke once in a while the vil-

f&m might as well have a quill tooth-

~ pick stuck in his mouth. However "—
~ impatiently—“ I'm in a great hurry just

. now. 'mj‘ye_ got no time to argue the

J iy } ‘ s
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* HOW BLEVINS MADE GOOD’."
BY CHARLES CAREY. gl

A theatrical tale of an exacting manager, an indolent press agent, and a wandering juvenile star, 5
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“ Only,” he added significantly, * I'd
advise you to smoke up a bit. I'm not in
the habit of paying the price for Egyp- :
tians when 1 get nothing more than g
quill toothpicks,” 1

“And he means it, too,” selilo-
quized Blevins ruefully, as the other
turned swiftly away and raced off down ‘
the street. “That’s the trouble with |
Henderson. He’s so blamed strenuous
that he wants every one around him to
work his head off, too, whether there’s
any use in it or not.

“ Yes "—with a sigh of regret for his
vanished hours of ease—= T guess it be-
hooves me to get somewhat of a hustle
on myself, or I might be looking for an-
other job.”

Thereafter, no one on the staff of
“ Ring-Around-a-Rosy ¥ could have
been more indefatigably industrious
than was the “ promoter of publicity.”
Early and late he was at his desk, and
under his flying fingers his typewriter
reeled forth ream after ream of fic-
tion.

At night he tossed upon a sleepless
pillow, cudgeling his brains for novel
schemes of advertisement, and he clung
to every newspaper man he met with
the tenacity of a stranded poet seeking
to make a touch.

“ T never worked harder when I had a
dead frost on my hands,” he confessed
bitterly to a friend, * than I've had to
to ¢ ballyhoo’ this bloomin® old sue-
cess.”

But the very frenzy with which he A,
worked wrought exactly the opposite
effect to that which was intended.

Wily dramatic editgrs, noting the
zeal with which Blevins bombarded
their citadels, began to suspect that
there was a method in his madness and -l
that all was not as prosperous in the
“ Ring-Around-a-Rosy ¥ camp as ap-
peared upon the surface. .

A whisper commenced to
through the newspaper offic
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~ thence penetrated to the outside world,
" ~ that the audiences which crowded the
AF Gaiety were largely © paper,” and that
% very little real money was coming in at
the box-office.

And as this gossip was passed along
it rapidly magnified into a story that
the production was a complete failure,
that its backer was about to withdraw
its support, and that a speedy collapse
was imminent.

Now. if it be true that © Half of suc-
cess is the appearance of success,” no
less is the contrary an undeniable fact;
and these ramors and reports soon be-
gan to react upon the Dbusiness of
* Ring-Around-a-Rosy 7 in a most de-
pressing fashion.

“ Oh, den't let’s go to see that,” pro-
tested the publie. * They say it’s on its
last legs, so it can’t amount to much.
Let’s go to “The Kings Houpla’ in-
stead.” :

Even those who ltad seen the play
and had formerly been most vociferous
in commending 1t now turned face and
discovered that it was lacking in inter-
est.

* Rather pleasing in parts, you under-
stand,” was their revised comment;
“but hardly up to the standard of a
Broadway production, don’t you
know?

Henderson, unable to account for the
sudden turn of the tide, ramped about
the office like a veritable demon of
unrest and kept constantly pledding
Blevins up to increased endeavors.

“TIt’s all your fault,” he would aver,
scowling savagely at the unfortunate
press agent and garnishing his state-
; ments with a string of double-jointed ex-
P pletives. “If you had been attending to
i business instead of loafing on me for
three straight months this would never
have happened.”

But, worst of all, Blevins was no lon-
ger able to secure the insertion of the
= copy 7 which he g0 madly ground out.
FEven the Sunday notice was shorn of
the glittering adjectives which had for-

~merely as a curt announcement
“ Ring- Around-a-Rosy ¥ would
at the Gaiety for af least an-

W

passed unchallenged, and now ap-

lures in front of the dramatic editors,
he concoeted fictions of such verisimili- :
tude that even the most doubting of N
Thomases should have believed ; but it
was all in vain. Not a nibble rewarded
his efforts.

At last, Henderson, out of patience,
called him sharply to book.

“ Look here,” said the manager, with
withering sarcasm, “ don’t you thick it
would be rather nice to have our show
mentioned just once in a while in the
newspapers? 1 have heard that some
press agents occasionally find time from
their other arduous labors to do a little
of that sort of thing, and although 1
wouldn’t for the world encroach on your
valuable time, I thonght possibly you,
too, might find leisure to get us up a line

.ot s0.”?

Then, cutting loose from persiflage,
he launched forth into a flow of invec-
tives which surpassed all previous ef-
forts, and left Blevins limp and gasping
in his chair.

“1 don’t want to hear any more ex-
cuses,” he' concluded grimly. “It’s up
to you, and youll make good to-day or
there’ll he another man behind that
desk to-morrow morning.”

Of his carnestness there could be no
doubt; and when the press agent was
finally able to pull himself together and
review the situation he was obliged to
confess that the prospect could not well
look more desperate.

To be discharged from his present
position as incompetent would give him
a black eye from which he could hardly
hope to recover. It meant a long fare-
well to his New York career—at the
best, a recourse to the arduous and pre-
carious life upon the road.

Yet what could he do? He had
pulled every editorial string which lay
to his hand, had exercised his inventive
faculties to their full bent; and all to
no purpose, even while he had plenty of
time at his command. =

But now he was abruptly ordered to
score a hit upon the moment, and as an
alternative was threatened with imme-
diate dismissal. T

“Why, it's rank id
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get out before he has the
an me,” -

rordingly, he dipped his pen in the
and writing out a formal Tesigna-
proceeded with it at once to Hen-

- derson’s office, intending to accompany
~its delivery with a few pointed remarks

in return for the insults which had been
heaped upon himself.

The manager, however, proved to be
out, and as he was not expected to re-
turn before two o’clock, Blevins was
eompelled to postpone his interview for
a season.

He decided that he might most profit-
ably put in the time in getting some
lunch and in framing up a few more
stinging rebulkes to hurl at the enemy.

Engrossed, therefore, in his thoughts,
and with his hat jammed over his eyes,
he strode fiercely along Sixth Avenue,
shouldering his way through the shop-
ping crowds with a fine indifference as o
whom he might jostle in his progress.

But suddenly he was bronght to a
halt by an angry voice raised in expostu-
lation:

“ Hi, I say there, fellow, look where
you are going. You nearly pushed me
info the bloomin® gutter!

Blevins glanced up guickly to meet

the indignant glare of a monocled eye,
and to take in an ensemble of top-hat,
frock coat, bountonmiére, fresh, ruddy
complexion, and long, tawny mustache,
which inevitably proclaims its possessor
as an Iinglishman.
. At the same moment he gave a vio-
lent start, for with a flash of instant ree-
ognition he perceived that the other was
ne one else but Lord Balmoral, the
wealthy British nobleman, then on a
mysterions visit to New York,and whose
portrait had been appearing in all the
papers for the past week.

“Beg pardon, I am sure,” he began
hastily ; hut just then he was interrnpted
by a joyful hail of welcome, and turning
his eyes in the direction whence it came
wis amazed to see His Lordship’s hand
tightly gripping the collar of “ Little
Joseph,” the very clever child actor of
“ Ring-Around-a-Rosy.”

“ Oh, Mr. Blevins,” cried the boy,

ing himself loose from his captor
ng hi nmultuously upon

this nasty man. He’s go tal
to the pleece-station, and I
done a thing except to run away 1
the theater and get lost. Don’t let him
give me to the p’leece, Mr. Blevins, 'l
be a good Loy after this, and never ran
away again, if you'll only save me.”

The little fellow’s face was tear-be-
grimed, and he was evidently consnmed
with a nervous terror at the thonght
of being consigned to the clutches of the
law. But Blevins quickly soothed him,
promising that no harm should befall
him; then he turned to Lord Balmoral
for an explanation.

“Ha,” said the Englishman, with a
gleam of relicf ; “ you know the lad, eh?
Well, T'm glad of it. I ran into him ery-
ing down here on the street, don’t you
know; and when he told me he was lost,
started to take him to a police-station.
But the young beggar has been resisting
all the way, kicking at my shins until
they are black and blue. Tl be only
too happy to turn him over to you.”

Blevins had it just on the tip of his = )
tongue to thank the other for his kind-
ness, and to announce that he would
take the boy back to the theater, when
a sudden inspiration seized him. __,Q

“ Not so fast,” he exclaimed fiercely.
“That’s a very pretty story, but it don't
go with me. Officer,” he shouted to a
peliceman standing over on the corner,
and at the same time grabbing the
lordly sleeve in a detaining eclutch. -
“ Officer! Come here!” 2y
“Phwat’s th’ matther?” wheezed o |
Patrolman Casey, propelling himself E |
into the mélée, and bringing a crowd in
his wake. * Phwat’s all this disthurb- P
ance about ? » -
“Thiz man is a kidnapper,” charged »
the press agent, raising his voice so that
all could hear. “TI insist that yon ar-
rest him for attempting to ahduect © Lit-
tle Joseph,” the famouns child star of
* Ring-Around-a-Rosy.” 4 8
« (Oh, hit that’s all bally rof, don’t = =8
you know? ™ stuttered Lord Balmoral, = 3
drawing back from the po]iee{naj;!’éz e
licavy hand, and growing very redin the 8
face. “ What do I waat with the kid- ‘
die? This man is insane. Whr, | . ‘
Lord Balmoral.” 7
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- over the afflictions of some relatives

z ttﬁgaéhr_:afession. I happened to learn

who had been evicted from this very
Lord Balmoral’s estates in Ireland.
% An’ so it’s that erool-h'ar-r-ted
spalpeen yez are? 7 he broke in excited-
ly. “ Well, thin, I don’t doubt but that
th’ lad’s tale is thrue. At anny rale,
we'll be lettin® th’ captain find out.
Yez'll be comin’ along wid me now quiei-
like, or,” with a significant grip on his
elub, * I'll be aither findin® out th’ ray-
sin why.”

So, for zll his protests, the indignant
peer was marched away to jail, with
Blevins, still holding little Joseph hy
the hand, chuckling along behind, and a
crowd the size of which caused the press
agent’s heart to swell with exultation
tailing in the rear.

At the station-house the restuer of
Little Joseph, with one eye on the news-
paper men who had gathered eagerly
around, volubly pressed his terrible
charge and insisted on recounting a
story full of lurid details to the impa-
tient sergeant.

The men there were police reporters,
and it was hardly to be expected that
they would spot the fake. So he felt free
to elaborate and embroider to his heart’s
content.

But suddenly, when in the full tide
of his marrative, his tongue faltered and
his heart sank to his boots; for there,
sauntering leisurely into the place,
came Bellknap, shrewdest and wiliest of
all the dramatic editors.

“ Hello, Blevins,” grinned the critic
malevolently, * trying to rig up a new
gas-plant for your wilted old balloon,
eh?
rant where I was eating, and thought
I'd drop over and spike your guns just
for fun.”

“But, Belknap,” protested the other
reporters, * Lord Balmoral is the pris-
oner in the case. IMe would never stand
for being rung in on such a deal unless
there was something behind it.”

* Of course there is something behind
it,” eneered DBelknap. “IIis Noble
Tordship is now a member of the the-

_ rorning that the purpose of

s mysterious v%sit over here was to
i A i

o

I heard about it over at a restau--

the one he has selected. In short, boys,
don’t let Blevins sell you; this is all a
big fraud framed up in Henderson’s

“office.”

“ What's that you say ? ™ broke in the
Englishman, who up to this point had
seemed completely dazed by the swift
progress of events. “That T am a
willing party to this outrageous arrest?
You don’t know what you are talking
about. True, I did purchase a musical
comedy to-day, but it was ® The King's
IToupla,” not that miserable old thing,
the ‘ Ring-Around-a-Rosy.” There-
fore, T A7

“What?” cried Belknap, springing
excitedly to his feet. *“You own the
‘Houpla’? Then this must be on the
gquare, after all.”

And, without waiting for further ex-
planations, he dashed off {for a fele-
phone, the whole paclk of other report-
ers trailing at his heels.

“Then you want this prisoner held,
do you?” inguired the sergeant grufily
of Blevins.

“ Want him held?™ repeated the
press agent. “ Not in a thousand years.
I wouldn’t cause him another second of
uneasiness. He has saved my life, if any
man ever did.” .

A slow eomprehension dawned in the
eyes of Lord Balmoral. He opened and
shut his mouth unecertainly once or
twice. i

“Then this was really a trick {o get
your bloody show mentioned in the
papers?” he questioned. _

“Yes,” admitted Blevins, “it was. T
am sorry to have had to drag Your
Lordship into it, but when I've ex-
plained the cirewnstances -

“ No apologies necessary,” inters
rupted Balmoral; and then as the full
humor of the thing hroke on him he
went off into peal after peal of ringing
Jlanghter. £

Suddenly, however, he checked him-
gelf and looked at Blevins with a quick
interest,

“ By Jove,” he exclaimed, v
just the chap I need for * The
{;Iéoupla.’ ,'}Woauli]:. you consider

) »

opments that ¢ Ring-Around-a-Rosy* is



BY EDWARD A. MOREE.

A summer night’s adventure with a housebreaker who proved to be more than the stuff of

which dreams are made, after all.

I OPENED the wooden door, meant to

~ protect the house against burglars,
with the sort of homesick feeling which
everybody who has spent a night in a
summer-closed town house has ex-
perienced.

Really, it seemed a pity I had not
hunted up father and stayed with him
at the club. But the fever was on e,
and I simply had to look up that refer-
ence.

I was a little sore, however, on the
merry old Rabelais for not having been
more decent with his jokes so that I
could have found him without eoming
all the way back to town. But Rabelais
isn’t for all men, and I was in town, and
L intended to do a lot of reading that
night.

As soon as I got into the hall T
lighted the gas. The yellow globe over
the lamp made everything look so un-
earthly, especially the canvas-covered
furniture, that I immediately put it out
and started up-stairs in the dark.

Every step gave out a creak that
sounded like a gun explosion in that
closed-up silence. And despite the
efforts of a caretaker, there was a tomb-
like musty odor pervading the place
which was exceedingly oppressive.

I was in that mental condition, a
legacy from our Stone Age ancestors,
when everything is magnified into some-
thing to be afraid of. I was very alert,
and, indeed, I had a half-feeling, of
which T was very much ashamed, that
gsomething was about to happen.

1 was nearly at the top of the stairs
when I caught sight of the erack under
the library door.

I believe that my heart actually
stopped beating for several seconds.

There was a light in the library! A

relar in the house!
Something was happening.
~stopped on the stairs to collect my

o

; - 'L‘. :
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The silence was worse on my nerves
than the trooping of a hundred burglars
through the hall beneath me would have
been. I stood it for a while, until I
could come to a decision as to what to
do—for 1 am a very careful man, and
never do even the most trivial things
without giving them a great deal of
thought.

This characteristic was accentuated
now that there was a real emergency be-
fore me. I remember trying to think
when I had ever before been confronted
with the problem of catching an actual
burglar.

Of course the first thing to do was of
a negative order. That was not to make
a noise. I therefore very calmly and
very deliberately took off my shoes.

Then before starting te descend the
stair, in search of help, I looked to
see if my burglar was still in the library.
The light had disappeared !

“ Nice position this,” I thought.
“Here I am, rizht in the path of a
desperate man bent on escaping. Hae
probably heard me take off my shoes!”

But I was not going to run away. No,
the face of a lace-bedecked ancestor
seemed to stare out from one of the
portraits in the hall and hid me pre-
serve the dignity of a family of fighters.

I crept up one step, intent on seeing
the thing through if it should cost me
my life. I had no meore than moved
than the light in the library flashed ount
through the crack again.

Still there ? What luek! And then, e
certainly had not heard me or he would
not have flashed the light from his
lantern again.

Satisfied that the intruder was still in
a capturable sitnation, I made a guiet
descent of the stairs.

You can bet that as soon as I ¢

the hottom I took the precaution
arm myself. True, th ;
of our house were not




nor very efficient in case of a real
serious emergency.

. But,” T thought as I took down that
old Revolutionary sword and carelessly
flourished the 1812 horse pistol. © these
burglars are usually arrant cowards,
and only need the show of fight to
frighten them into submission. A real
brave burglar would rob a house in
broad daylight, where there was some
chance of resistance.”

1 had started up the stairs again when
my precantionary instinet stopped me.

What reason had I to think there
were not three or four burglars in that
lighted room? Why, if there were only
two, they would make it exceedingly
difficult for me to ecapture them!

No, I never could think of going into
that room alone against a possible mul-
titude of burglars. I was not afraid of
one, but it would be folly to think of
attacking two or three.

I must have police aid. Still, I did not
want to leave the honse.

The intruder, or intruders—for I had
decided that no one man would be bold
enough to light the gas in a house he
was robbing—might take it into their
heads to depart at any moment, and
then I would have my labor for my
pains.

A happy thought struck me. Un-
doubtedly, if they decided to leave the
house, knowing that it was empty, they
would come down-stairs and depart by
one of the lower windows.

I had no sooner decided on my plan
than T proceeded to carry it out forth-
with, a characteristic of our family and
peculiarly prominent in me.

My idea was to barricade the stairway.
Simple ? Yes, but how beautifully effec-
tive! If those men in the library should
come down they would run into that
barricade and probably seriously injure
themselves and be unable to escape be-
fore I arrived with the police. i

I took chairs and made a nice topply
pile of them, and on the pinnacle of the
heap, nearly six feet high, T placed an
exceedingly heavy piano stool. '

I was almost sorry for those burgl
when I the ﬁiht ol that stool ers

After carrying out my excecdingly
clever scheme, I erept to the door and
cantiously unloeked it. :

The street was deserted. The ecold
flags gave me a little chill, coming in
contact with my stocking-clad feet, hut
I ran rapidly and soon forgot the dis-
comfort. At the next corner I looked np
and down for a policeman. None was in
sight, and I went on.

At the second crossing T came upon
an officer, sleepily leaning against a
store door. I went up to him and stated
in very calm language just what I
wanted of him.

“ And' phwat the devil do yez call
thim things ye hov in yer honds?” he
inquired in an exceedingly = insolent
tone.

It never pays to wake up even a
policeman suddenly, for they are liable
to be rather dull of comprehension.

I explained that the sword and horse-
pistol were weapons of offense or de-
fense as occasion might require. I
really had not intended to take them
out on the street with me, but in my ex-
citement had forgotten to leave them
behind.

“ But are yon not coming to my assist-
ance in capturing these burglars? ™ I
demanded of that stupid policeman.

“ Lade on, me hearty, lade on,” he
made answer.

And we set forth to the scene of the
battle that was to be.

Coming to the stoop, 1 allowed the
policeman to precede me. There is no
use running unnecessary danger. And
then, the officer had a revolver in his
hand which would be much more ef-
fective in case of an encounter than my
rather antiquated weapons.

When we got into the hallway, how-
ever, the officer ‘insisted upon my lead-
ing the way. i

“Come on, come on!” I shouted—
for there was really no need of main-
taining silence now—and ran for the
stairs. -

ing of chair legs, and I found myself a
the bottom of a ’heap of ma
niture. T had forgotten 8

There was a terrific crash, a splinter-
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~condition, that my plan
ve succeeded. The bumps on
il were not painful enough to
away the pleasure of that realiza-

I was brought back to the serious
business before me by hearing mut-
tered curses and a violent struggle at
my left. The burglars must have de-
scended and been stopped by the
policeman !

But upon investigation I found my
reenforcement had simply fallen in with
one of the barricading chairs and was
having a fine time extricating himself
from the tangle of rounds and uphol-
- stery.

“Thot’s the foinest skame I iver
saw,” muttered the officer. “ Thim’s
foxy burglars to cook up a trap of thot
kjn »

It was unnecessary to explain to him
then that the plan had heen mine, so 1
suggested that we proceed at once to the
capture. -

I had nearly reached the top of the
stairs when my foot came in contact
with something which moved, and I
took a sudden drop. I was stopped by
the policeman.

] ; “ And now phwat’s the matter?* he
demanded.

“1 stepped on some shoes, I think,” T
whispered.

“The foxy schnakes! Took off their
shoes, did they?”

Again I did not tell him the shoes
were mine. It’s very curious how a
person endowed with great reasoning
facilities will do things unconsciously
that are for the best.

Now, if those burglars had struck
those shoes they would have pitched
head-first into my barricade, making the
wreck and their consequent in urics
much more serious. An explanation of
all this would have been lozt on that
policeman, and there was serious busi-
ness before us yet.

As I proceeded up the stairs I canght
sight of the light from under the library
door again, and actually felt a thrill of
pleasure that the intruders were still
1€ nd about to be brought promptly

stice. £
the light!” T whispered

2 L -
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'
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T stepped down to the police
side to point it out, wherenpon the
gleam promptly disappeared! .

he thing was getting almost wn-
canny. I was unable to explain the dis-
appearance and reappearance of that
light. The only explanation I could
offer was that the intruders had heard
us coming up the stairs and were now 1
preparing to meet our attack in the §e.
dark. |

But I was not in the least frightened. =

After getting my breath, I persuaded )
the policeman that there was really 5
nothing to fear, and clutching my
\ze:}pous firmly I followed him up the
stairs.
" There it i3,” remarked the officer
mn a quiet tone before he had taken
many steps, and lo! if the glow of light
was not shining from under the library
door again, just as I had seen it when
1 first entered the house!

We crept on up the stairs, and, would
you believe it, we had hardly started
when that light went out again! Then
the whole explanation flashed vividly
upon me!

That seeming putting out and relight- ;
ing of the lamp in the library was caused v
by some one passing before it! Yes,
that was the solution of the mystery.

Well, T can tell you I did feel proud
over figuring that out.

But my pride did not take away my
desire to see those burglars brought
before the law. No, I was right on the
heels of the policeinan when he threw
open the door!

The most astonishing thing, you
know! That room was absolutely empty!

Surely no one had had time to get ont
of it since I last saw some one standing

TN

Lefore the light not three seconds be- o
fore! And the shutters were closed, the 0
windc v locked, and there was no other . |

means of geiting out of the room by
that door inta the hall!

A really sensible person does not be-
lieve in ghosts, but candidly, if T had
ever given them any credence whatever,
I would have thought they had been at
work now. But, on the other hand, T
had never hefore heard of a ghost light- =
ing a gasjet. Q1 P
mgm,gﬁém must be some one in the
houze! : -




I was thinking deeply, as is my habit
when confronted by anything myste-
rious, when I felt a stealthy clutch at
my arm. ;

“Sh!*” whispered the policeman.
“ He's somewhere else!”

Of all the absurd declarations I ever
heard, that was the worst. Of course he
was somewhere else. But why had he
left everything in the library just as it
was Tuesday afternoon when I was last
in town? The light—well, now, do you
know, that was the first 1 had thought
of my leaving the gas lighted that after-
noon after I had got through with Rabe-
lais. i

There was a translation and an old
original, worth enough fo tempt any
burglar, lying on the table. No one
can ever tell me again that any one can
have a mind capable of remembering
trifling details. I had completely for-
gotten my lighting the gas instead of
taking the trouble to open the shutters
for light.

I did not like to tell the policeman of
my mistake, so when he proposed that
we search further for the burglar I
readily assented.

The dining-room was our first objec-
tive point. When we entered and lighted
the gas, a scene of utmost confusion
presented itself.

The sideboard drawers were pulled
out and everything was in heaps upon
the floor, and the silverware was strewn
abont the table.

Then there had been a burglar!

“ Skeart off,” laconically remarked
the policeman, picking up a bottle of
testing acid.

Well, to make a long story short, we
hunted all over that house, but could
find mno other trace of the robber.
Nothing had been stolen, and the
burglar had been nowhere excepi in the
dining-room.

‘This morning I found a partial expla-

e THE ARGOSY.

nation of the mystery in the newspaper.
Here it is:

CONFESSES MANY BURGLARIES.

TENDERLOIN POLICE MAEKE IMPORTANT CAP-
TURE.

The police of the Tenderloin station
arrested a man last night, who, after
getting the Third Degree, confessed to
having robbed several Fifth Avenue man-
sions. The burglaries, at the time of
their commission, were great mysteries.

The police believe the man eommitted
many more than he has confessed to.
Among the latter’ was the mysterious
burglary in the Flacker home in lower
Fifth Avenue. The man said he was
passing the house, bent upen another
job, when he saw the door open. He en-
tered and had just begun his work when
he was frightened away by a terrific
crash in the hall. He waited a moment,
and heard two persons mount the stairs,
and then fled by the way he had come.

1t will be remembered that the last case
caused considerable comment at the time,

Why, yes, I might have left the door
open when I went out after the police.
1 do not remember now. But note how
that barricade of mine frightened away

-the thief before he had an opportunity

to steal anything.

Still, with all my hard thought upon
it, and with all my analytical ability, I
am unable to explain what made that
light disappear.

Yes, it might—why, of course it did
—strange I never thought about that.
Don’t you see? When 1 took off my
shoes I stepped down one stair, and it
seemed as though the light disappeared.
And then every time we moved up or
down there on the stairway it would ap-
pear and disappear, as the erack under
the library door came in range or out.

1 knew I'd think of a solution in time.
I’'m now all ready for my next burglar,
for there was one, you see, after all.

JOY.

Jovs have three stages, Hoping, Having, and Had.
The hands of Hope are empty, and the heart of Hamgﬁa sad ;

ing dies, and the joy
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The Greatest Bed [or the Greatest Nation

AN

s15.

is first, last and
only cost of the
Ostermoor. It
will never mat,
pack or lump.

. o
A Distinctly American Product
that has contributed more towards the health, prosperity
and calm repose of Uncle Sam’s subjects than any other
domestic article used by our home-loving people, is the

s19.

Mattresses
shipped the
same day check
is received—ex=
press prepaid.

OSTERMOOR MATTRESS

BI1ZES AND PRICES :

2 feet 6 inches 5835

wide, 25 lba.
® 58t 10.00

3 feet 6 inch:
wide, 35 lh:. 11 70

2 T:E::h:m' 13.35
4 feet 6 inches |5_00

wide, 45 Ibs
Al G ft. 2 in long.

EXPRESSE CHABGEB
FRE

In twa pa r"A_'

For more than fi/ty vears the Ostermoor has kept pace
with the phenomenal growth and prosperity of the
United States—the greatest of the
From the Atlantic to the

wealth or the home of the toiler— wherever a cleanly,

world’s nations.

Pacific, in the house of
is appreciated, the OSTERMOOR

No other bed in the world can

luxurious ‘‘sleep inducer”
MaTTRESS Is unrivalled.

compare with it for comfort or everlasting endurance.

30 NIGHTS®
FREE TRIAL

Sleep on the Oster-
moor 30 nights frea
and if it is not even
all you have hoped
for, if you den't be-
licve it to be the
equal in cleanliness,
durability and com-
fort of any 50, hair
mattress ever made,

you c<can gel your
money back by re
turn mail—'"no ques-
tions asked."

SEND FOR OUR FREE 136-PAGE BOOK

which we send on postal card request.
special weight or special ticking.
Look for the name ¢ Ostermoor’

Mattresses also made to order in -It(ul sizes,
State your needs and we will quote you special prices.
' and our trade-mark—it is sewn on the end of every

genuine Ostermoor,  Write to.day.

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY, 110 ELIZABETH STREET, NEW YORK

Uanadian Agency: The Ideal Bedding Co., Ltd., Montreal,

In answering this advertisement it 1s desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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DRESERVE THE COLORS
~and Freshness of Dainty and
Delicate Summer Garments by

'regular use of

: mgle wash—then remember thatf
;PE, RLINE cleanses through

Send for Book, ‘‘Hints to Shavers™

It not only tells :Iu' "\'."-\"' -st "("Mh-l-

Troubles Posslble
when you W *Carbo-
Magnet ' r

tains its orig

always ready for instant use

|

|

yrice  under |

2 -1 our binding
No Homng ; No Grinding. .
T?:-' SeCcre ur exclusive method of tempering by elec ¥ I
city, wi .h g S a ."‘».' Itke hardness, insurin in absolutely even
-m.,:-nw o other razor at any pnu.‘.n- mpare with it.

Sold on Three Months Trlal

and wa gl ;il nfuni \ur mnnm if not more than please . Price, &2.50,
Pair in morocco case, 85.50, Doible concave, for extra he .;\ beards, #E.00,

Firm of A. L. Sllberstem Makers of /,g&r, I.‘.ul!ery, 454-455 Broadway, New York

“Carbo-Magnetie” Electrie Cushlon ‘\trnp. #1.00 each, af dealers or by mail, postpaid.

T T T T

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desivable that you mention Tun ArcGosv.,
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Coffee
Does

Hurt

Make the trial yourself—leave off
Coffee 10 days and use

POSTUM

FOOD COFFEE

in its place.

That’s the only way to find out.

f Postum is a sure rebuilder, and when you cut out the coffee and use
/ Postum instead, you get a taste of health, for the aches and ails
begin to leave. You may THINK you know, but
2 you don't until after the trial.
: Remember
“There’s a R .
; There’s a. Reason.
¢ Get the little book, “ The Road to Wellville," in each pkg.
il
L3

I'n answering this advertisement it is desivable that you mention Tur Arcosv.
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My Book is Free

It is entitled “HOW MONEY GROWS,” and it will tell you :

How to invest small sums.

How to tell a good investment.

How you can convert $100 into $358.83.

How to choose between real estate and stocks.
How Savings Banks make their money.

It tells a hundred and one other things vou will be interested in knowing.
This book is not an advertisement of any particular investment. Itisa talk on
investments in general, and 1s based on my personal experiences and observations.

will send my book, free, to any address, [ want to }aiaw a copy in the hands of
nd weoman in America. I want it to be the most widely circulated book that
1as ever been published.

I want YOU to send for a copy.

You will find it a veritable guide-book to safe and profitable investments of all kinds.

If you are now investing small amounts ($10 a month and up), my book will show you
liow to invest them wisely, so that your money will work directly for vou.

Most evervone could and should save at least $i1o a month from his income.

Sit right down and write me a postal saying, simply, “ Send * How Money Grows." '
I will send you the book by return mail,

W. M. OSTRANDER

106 North American Building, Philadelphia, Pa.

In answering this advertisement it is desivable that you wention Tnr ARGosy.
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THE ARGB.ET—AT)\'ERTTHI.\'H SECTION.

prfd reminds the loved one every day of the giver's .x:.hrl'iuﬂ\vn and generosity.
poor to buy a Diamgad on the Loftis System. There is no'delash \ disappointmen
ublicity, secu 18y required. or interes P#. Mother$ dan buy Diamonds for S}:ma\:md Daughter

Husbands g‘buy Diamondsfor Wive ‘and. 1stm ‘can buy. Diamonds fok each other—
Lovers can Diamonds for %‘&.u:th :.ty,'umnnds on Credit by the ;fm System.

[ N :
Write lq'gr our Csniug‘ '&73 wri send’ ot oniy ,'thlb sueerb work, sixty slx ages. 1000

llustratmné?f Finest Dl:!lh(. 'hmt—ssrad .tchcs an.d j;welryp!}ut also our Dmrrron.i Souvenir
ooklet, w’hlch is worth :rs ht goldf ml:e:m:hng w:.rs in Blamonds. Writé Tb day!

: ds on Credit won the Gold Rcdal at the Sain !‘J is Exposi

; canj "the Diamond or Watch or ardr:;e f Jewelr
which is their schml choice. g g%;:r‘hr(:wal to your home. place £ Business. fbr

exfress niﬂce \as preferred: so you C.ﬂ'\'{#ammc it: being free=tc buy or not as \u[:r ease. e
deliyer mlrgoods anywhere in the United Stasgsgpaying all’ ehdrges. taking all rnL.%.; We askf no
security. We e\rutt. no publicity. We make ngg iries of cfp‘ﬁiu}gra. All trann\;’m_ s are pfivate
and conhdcnmﬁl Your account will be welcome Write fomCatalog To-day! ’,"_f/

A”Honmapcuph employer or cn)pluyéb-;_; open a confidential account
the price bo be m(d on delivery —you retain the agtigle pay balance in erght eq inits
sendingesathe direct to us. You will not ml,)g"’thu. small monthly paymeris® f-'jﬂlll viur ifﬁ’,ﬂ%
Dlamonds Pa¥. better thin savings banks. Sayed Diamond by Loftis Systen f?\m incr s cwen
pef cent in thL walue & Dfﬁmunds is pru.{u eted during the present year. :

S
recevga w rzm.n r'ui?iu,-\

Fand we wil pay vau all ;‘qn A

gur\ﬁnmmﬁ"ﬂudynq

ek fordane yéar.
y = v 4 - ‘
Our Guaranfee. With each Pagmond we give a written Guagadtee of Quality and/\ zluc. 'Each
Diamond that we ever sold is good Torull value in exchange ather goods or a laeger Diamond.
| o '
Wirite To-day to Us for our Catalog anM\ enist

the famnm Loftis Riamond Credit System in detail. Lowest guogations, casiest

SIXTY SIX PAGES  WRITE FOR CATALOG ONETHGUQAND DESI&NS

“Our CMH O(f(.r \oﬂ‘e’elgtt"ium‘ Dumund You pay cash {
/tee Feom ug that you can returm the Diamongd any time wichenGoe
4; pmd for it less tenpepcert, We tnba-ggi-tlle DM [.ﬂ“wf.all“a 5
'Lr;}(.'ﬂr You return itfto us 1ﬁd‘{"g.t $45. \\'hll}‘lmmn ten cents per

iamond Booklet, containing a vantages of

ms. hnest er{;;,d.

i= [OFTIS i

CUTTERS 9zmsssrmsr
WATCH MAKERS 7 Sy CHICAGO
( BROS &CO &%

JEWELERS | A ILLUSA.

, / n THE ARGOSY.
In ansivering f-"us adveriisement it is desiradie .'lfm you mention T
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Pabst Exirad

When you are
wearied from work
or worry, when you
feel listless or lan-
guid, or when you
cannot sleep, just use

Pabst Exirac

the *Best Tonic.”
It is simply rich, pure
malt—the most
healthful, wholesome
and upbuilding food
known to science. It
gently soothes the
tired nerves, makes
digestion easy, and
brings to all the

sweet sleep of child-
hood.

25¢ at all druggists.

Write for free booklet telling how
Pabst Extract is made, and why
you ought to have it in your home.
Pabst Extract Dept.,
Milwaukee, Wis.
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RIFLES FOR ALL KINDS OF HUNTNG.

W:nc_hester rifles are not the choice of any one special class, but of all
intelligent sportsmen who go to the woods, the plains, or the mountains

in quest of game.

They are designed to handle all calibers and types of

cartridges, to meet the requirements of all kinds of shcoting, and can always
be _counted on to shoot wh.ere they are pointed when the trigger is pulled.
Winchester rifles and Winchester cartridges are made for one another.

FREE: Send name and address on a postal card for our large illustrated catalogue.

WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO,,

NEW HAVEN, CONN.

ENCLSS

Dlamond DECISlonS
are made with confidence by the Marshall Method.
Oour free booklet, "How to Buy a Diamond," explains.
Marshall reputation for quality and honedty brings us
many expressions of confidence like this:

"] enclose Chicago draft for $200, for which I
would like the following described ring--leaving it to
f you and your judgment as to selection."--Letter from

Nevada--want the name?
- This Rare
Mid-Summer Opportunity

Value $40.20

14 kt. hand made setting--any style--all
cash $36.80; "Pin Money Saving Plan,"
$8.00 cash, $4.00 monthly

will convince you of our high standard of diamond
| perfection. A flawless gem, perfect cut, unexcelled
' Cry&al-

| bluc-white color -- snap, sparkle, fire, life.
| pure color in onginal stone--enhanced by skillful cut-
lingv—ihal's the secret of fascinating radiance that
| makes a Marshall Diamond a good business invest-
ment. Tell us your wants in gems or jewelry.

Write for July issue "Marshall's
Monthly"--for diamond lovers.

Lady’s solid gold neck chain and pendant EFES
with genuine diamond; rich, delicate design, § i3
Mid-Summer Price, $10.29

GEO. E. MARSHALL, Inc., 97 Siate 5t., Chicago
W. B IIYDE, Jr, Pros A. & TRUE, Sec'y
Refereuie— First Natlonal Daok, Chleago

4
-1

Have You Worn Them

Not “celluloid ""—not * paper ( ollar< ™ : but made of
fine cloth, exactly resemble fachionable linen goods
and cost of dealers, for box of temn, 25¢. (24 cts. each).

No Washing or Ironing

When soiled discard. By mail. 10 collars or 5
paivs of cafls. 30, Sample collar or pair of caffs
for 6c. in U. S. stamps. Give size and siyle.

REVERSIBLE COLLAR CO., Dept. 6, BOSTON, MASS. |

In answering any adverfisement on this page it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY,
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~o‘l suceessfully for many years to the
jobbers at §40 per thousand.

a long time ago :msl we came direct to
] tire product at the

rs with our e

ne jobber’s prices,
Now we make you a special proposition:
The FEDORA Panetela is not
only equal in every respect to
the regular ten cent cigars at
retail, but also better
than any five dollar
per hundred Pane-
tela ever ad-
vertised.

MOST LIBERAL CIGAR
PROPOSITION EVER MADE

All the time that you have been paying ten cents over the
counter for a Panetela cigar, we have sold our Fedora

Panetela, a cigar of exactly the same value, at 4c.
In fact, it was one of our standard brands that we
leading

But, as vou know, our method was changed

Altogether, here is our
FEDORA PANETELA.

Guaranteed supe-
rior to any $5.00 per
hundred Panetela
advertised, though
the price is 20 per
cent less.
(juarnnleed superior to
the 10c cigars sold bydealers.
Guaranteed to be made of pure
Havana filler and high-grade Su-
matra wrapper.
Guaranteed to be made in the cleanest
of factories; to be absolutely free from any
kind of flavoring matter,
Guaranteed to save half your cigar
(¥ money, sometimes more, in comparison with
o> regular retail prices,
Guaranteed TO. PLEASE YOU or the trial
COSTS YOU NOTHING.

OUR PROPOSITION: For $4.00 we will send
: yvou 100 Fedora Panetelas and our beautiful cigarcata-
ogue, '
All transportation charges prepaid. Smoke as many
as vou wish to find out whether they suit you ornot. If not, or
on comparison you don't think our claims are carried out, return
what you have left, at our expense, and we will refund every cent.
The same proposition applies to 50 Fedora Panetelas at $2,00.

Rolled Reveries,"’ that **tells you all about it.""

saves hookkes |.-r~‘

John B Rogers & Co. rio

DIAMONDS oN CREDIT

Any diamond or jewelry bought from this fiouse
is absolutely reliable.

We will forward prepaid any catalogued article
for examinsation, granting you the privilege of re-
turning it if not satisfactory.

Aoyone of good characler may make a purchase
from us of any magnitude, on these terms:

20% Down: 10% Per Month

Transactions strictly confidential. = No em-
ployer’s reference required. Any Jramond
purchased may be exchanged.

LYON PRICES are 20+ lower than any competi-
fors. We buy the “rough™ stomes Ia London in
immense quantities, saving heayy duties, and =ell-
ing thew to you on a one profit basis.

[{ your dealer can duplicate our values we will
{ake back ynlr purchase reiund ynur mnney
 Send for :&llhlu edition. 10

We do not sell cigars on eredil, but we'do guarantee your perfeet satisfaetion.
wlaries, elerieal work, makes no bad debts, and our enstomers gel the benefit in value.

]i you pruer Ve W end you an assortment of other brands of cigars showing fifteen 10¢ values,
n ac values for ‘-l 00. Same guarantee of money back if not satisfied Order now, stating
r and strength wished.,

«» 2¢ Jarvis St., Binghamton, N.Y.

Our strictly eash business

Improved |
Flexo Button
and
Loop
Fastener.

Flexo™ Garters

fit perfectly, hug the limb comfort-
ably without binding, never let go
of the hose, never tear them, last
longest, look neatest—are best garters.

Sold by all de .lu Insist on F and if |hk
dealer hasn™ them, send us hi 23
and we will that vou are

Garters in u‘u heavy ribbed |1Liu £ ”
A. STEIN @ CO., 315 Franklin St Chic&go.

I'n answering any advertisement on this page it is desivable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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When_a big cock grouse thunders up through the brush, he presents the
most difficult mark in the world, and it's a quick man with a good lively gun
that makes a fair bag of these birds. The new ZZzrdin 12-gauge, Model
f No. 17 isa light, quick gun, made to meet the demand for repeating shot-guns
of highest quality at a very moderate price. It is smilar to the Zazrdir
Model No. 19 Grade A, except for its solid frame and straight grip stock.
|mportat_1t Improvements, such as the use of two extractors and a two-plece safdy recoil
block, make it the easiest, most reliable and best working gun in the market. Bored for both
smokeless and black powders and any size shot. Guaranteed to pattern better than 325 pellets
in a 30-inch circle at 40 yards using 1%{ ounce of No. 8 chilled chot. A perfect trap gun,

having every advantage of the single barrel.  You sight over the center of your load—not off
at one side. You are not ln‘eakmg your birds with the right side of your left barrel load and

the left side of your right barrel load. You center the bird every time.

This, and every other ZZzrfiz, has the unique solid top and side ejector features, which guarantee
safety and prevent the cjeclr:d shell from ﬁying n your face. The Hardin Breechbolt kceps o:_n water,
twigs, leaves or sand. The shells are always dry and your ZZazrfén in service. No other gun has this feature.

WRITE TO-DAY for our new Catalogue, containing a complete description of this splendid gun. Sent
free for 6¢ postage with our Expericnce Book, consisting of hundreds of stirmng stories of arrdin prc—m‘:_-a:_

| ﬁe-}z /2;

KILLS RUST e

THE AZarfén RUST REPELLER is the
best rust preventative made, because it does not
gum or drip, and heat, cold or salt water don’t gauge shot-gun, Grade A, 30 or

earms Co. 7 ot St., Netw Haven, Conn.

affect it. Rust Repeller sticks, no matter how A iz barcel il leliokee): s ahofs, \\'eiglli abhant

hot the firing. Get it of your dealers. Sample

g g
V1% oz. tube sent postpaid for 15 cents. 7% lbs, Ca!alugue price $21.00. Less at your dealers.

M ./l Relief foriEvery Eo;sewife
=7 The American Door Catch
One Million Sold

For Screen,Cupboard, Storm, Cabinets, llefrig'era-tors
or any door that swings on hinges. A slightpullora gentle
shove and the catch works automatically.

Does away witn the old style latch, Keeps the door
closed and flies out; prevents rattling, warping and door
being blown open by draught.

The American Door Catch can be locked.

Sold by Hardware and Housefurnishing Dealers every-
where, or sent by mail postpaid, for 15¢.

American Hardware Mfg. Co.,
26 Fulton Street. Ottawa, I11.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desiradle that you mienticn

Tur ARGOSY.



EASILY QUICKLY
APPLIED DRIED

Natural JAP-A-LAC renews the finish on your

Hardwood Floors

and makes them look like new.
It dries with a beautifal lus

ey throngh wear and tear right cown to the wood,
5 Natural, JAF LAC comes in twelve
is a staln and varnish combined, and

s everything gbout the home.

v the work yourself."

and retains its bril-

of matling, and tha name
paint

| logethe #

k your dealer or

T WILLLAMSON B
'CLEVELAND. OHIO,

: S\
Dlamongl_s;@q_
on / QUAL 3?\;\-1

$ 022 PER—

OTHER GRADES

JUST THE SIZE

THAT SATISFIES.
WEIGHT AS LOW

As $s50.22

UR plan of seiling diamonds on credit is not alone
tor] those who can't afford to boy for cash — it
i for those ns well who can pay cash, but preler
not to puot & large lump-sum into s diamond at
one time. Amongst our ceastomers Are many

4 individusls who could buy filty

sh—yet they take advantage of our

liberal plan cranse our crédit prices are prac-
tically the same ns cash prices,

Let us send you ring like cot, on approval, express
charges paid. If it's ms represcuted, pay express agent
$10.00. Eniance thly. If yon send firat paymaent in

ring by regiatered mail, Your

18 Ir security.

K or Bpecial Watch Catalog
Both free,

 Horbert LoJosenh "5t

213 (R124) STATE S8T., CHICAGO
1260 (K124) Fifth Ave., PITTSRURG
Write to either address
Ejfflf.h".’sfl(.f I382 Responsibelily 2250 000 .00

No other business yields the profits that are made every
year in the real estate business
You can learn i its princi and practices,
f eeks' i without
t employment. We tench
usiness,
ce more money in the real estate business in
less time 1 can in any other because
and best b in the world. It isa
busine

of our meth
exceptional o

s, inve -3
in general bhrok

Notice for your ¢ newspapers and ms
tremendous growth of eal estate busin
i 1 ernment o
being sold ; fact
ions, elc.

Summer is a_sple ! = for you to commence this
c You will then b 1ated by Autumn when real
- | be booming.

Real estate firms in the a1 1y large salaries to competent
men, and if you do not de 0 in business for yoursell we
will list your name, free of cha ¢ for one year, with
one of the largest placing bureaus, and you will have the
privilege of applying to this bureau for a situation in the city.

Write for our free booklet. It will interest you.

H.W. CROSS & CO., Suite K, Tacoma Bldg., Chicago

Fisherm an’s
Luck
in Summertime means

freedom from Prickly
Heat, Chafing and

Sunburn. : & - “h.
MENNEN'S / #

e
Borated Talcum ! --% t’
= _

TOILET i
POWDER

always brings im-
mediate relief. Be
sure that you get
the original.

Forsale everywhere
or by mail, 25 cents.
Sample free.

Gerhard Mennen Co.
Newark, N. J.

In answering any advertisement on this page @ is desirabdle that yon mention THE ARGOSY.
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price and terms,

Diamond. Our Credit

in the business combined
Diamond and Wateh Cat

DIAMONDS

We sell but one grade of m;mn-mi-—PERFECT WHITE. A rood Diamond i just as

easy to pay for as a poor one. and it is a fifty per cent hette r investment,

You select from our Catalogue i e White
would like to consider urln.ﬁ.‘l.-\\:-:.” it
If you w
while you wear the Diamond.
at a slicht discount for Spot cash, or at full p

ant to I;.‘.-;. it, pu

Plan is open to & i

1l ? 0 all hones ETEONS ac -

!‘.N:lfl.'-f_\'|'\'|-I'}'l'l1\lt-}£n iy : tio Yo tn st

customers on our hooks who hought from two to six tir
\\n-f-;|l§~a|li-l_\ yon, and iny

alognue,

WALKER-EDMUND Co.,

DEE SIGN OF THE A e e O

‘TI{E _AR('I()S:Y—ADVERTISIN(} SECTION,

—_—

Quality

: Any Dismond thar
and Perfeet. 'We will submit the one that yon
and leave yon to deeide upon its quality . value,
Ay, ane-fifth, then send the balance monthlv
re of a grade that we ean always taks hack
ce in exchange for other 1

EXpense,

Ay
Our Diamanids I

ur Diamone 4
=

That is

. m I

why we are in a position to =ay that we have INOre
3 each, than all the other honse
You to make a selectHon from

terms will be arranged to suit

M 99 State St., Chicago, U.S. A.

Sent promuptly ;

Writes Black
Copies Purple

The new indelible pencil that has
all the good qualities of a good foun-
tain pen, Without the bother

The writing is permanent.

It writes freely, smoothly, carries
and holds a sharp point.

It makes a berter copy than copy-
ing ink,

Both letter and copy are indelible.

Is sold with or without nickel pencil
point protector by all stationers.

For all records requiring speed or
memoranda of a permanent character,
Dixon’s Eterno will be found a great
convenience, as the writing will last as
long as the paper endures.

Dixon's Pencil Guide, indered by vocatic ns,
will tell you the kind of Jead pencil you should
use. Sent free.

JOSEPH DIXON CRUCIBLE co.,
Jersey City, N. J.

Giray Hatr is cosiiy.

ing but hair
not make hair conspicuous,
* Chemical Blondeé ' Hair.

Best

AL drug-stores or by

IT it’'s MACKINTOSH'S TOFFEE, it

TOFFEE is the delicions old English candy

that is taking America by storm. It it isn't Mac osh's,
you don't want it unless you want an imitation,

MACKINTOSH'’S TOFFEE

The Orizinal 01d English Ca dy

i face on every

sold in ten-cent cartons, my name
V wu break off a

package. No, not a chewing candg
small bit and let it dissolve in the mon
If your dealer smiles and says he
but has itation, if you're genui
try another dealer. Tam always ready te
by mail. Send ten cents for the first size
for alarge four-pound family tin,but try y

JOHN MACKINTOSH, Dept. 17, 78 Hudson St., N.Y.

EOLMACKINTOSIS
« yon will,of course.
2nd my Toffee
& 01 $£1.60
dealer first.

Society and business demand Y

Stains gray, bleached, faded and patchy hair or beard a beautiful modest brown,
1 in appearance that even experts cann
lighter or darker as desired to snit e
Does not show on scalp,
remedy for
Very easy to use,

The shade may
sStadns
Does

detect it.
1 Individuality.
alkes no muss.
Bleached and

Enough to last one year for $1.00

mall, prepaid, In plain sealed wrspper.
wilhout argnmaoent If not fally satisfied
nough for thorough test
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Kola Plant

CURES

HAY-FEVER

AND

ASTHMA.
FREE. 5o osases

e o Fav- !
e R e The Kol Plant. |
remarkable botanical product |
universal use in the Hospitals of Eu-
America as an unfailing specific cure Eur{
»r and Asthma in every form. Its cures are |
rvelous
1. Kelley

t News, Va.,

ed of Hay-

ng. Mrs.

had Hay-
lief until cured

ris St., Philadel-
d but Himalya
N. H

D. ].. Clossen, 12
, Doctors did me no
> Sa

a ymmend Ilwma!\.a
-Fever and Asthma and have never had any

te‘wnm-:- y, proving
a Plantis
¢ onal cure Hay-fever
rs should not fail to take _.-ham'\ﬂe of this oppor-
ecure a remedy which will positively cure them.
the power of this new botanical discovery, if you
r or Asthma we will send you one trial
free. It costs you absolutely nothing. Write
a Importing Co., No. 1162 Broadway,

HOW I MAKE THE
BLIND SEE AND CURE
ALL EYE DISEASES

Without the Knife or Pain in
Patient’s Own Home

Glasses Are Thrown Away

CATARACTS, and all other eye diseases which produce
blindness, are caused by poor circulation of blood in the
eye, the result of eye strain some
time in the past.

It is folly to attempt to restore
the usefulness of the eye by o
plyving a knife to any of the deli-
cate, intricate parts. Think of
the pain, suffering, blindness and
even death that has been caused
by the use of the knife on the eye.
I discovered, years ago, a method of restoring
the natural circu of blood to the eyes, which is so
simple that a child can apply it.

When this treatment is applied it immediately removes
all strain on the nerves and muscles of the eye, equaliz-
ing the circulation, thereby assisting pature in restoring
the eye to its normal functions.

Glasses are eye crutches, ¥You have to wear them
because vour eyes are crippled.

After a course of my treatment you can discard your
glasses (eye crutches) just like one can discard other
crutches after recovering from a broken limb.

My book about eyes, sent free, tells all about it, and
contains pictures of and letters from hundreds who have
been cured.

A postal card will get the book, and I will give you my
free advice if yon will write me a short description of
your case. Address Dr. Oren Oneal, Suite 183 52 Dearborn
Street, Chicago, 11l

INSTANTLY REMOVED
WITHOUT INJURY
TO THE MOST DELICATE

I N COMPOUNDING, an mmcompleté mixture wasaccidentally
sﬂ-llrd on lht: back of the hand, and on washing afterward
e hair was completely removed, We
'\Jrani‘_ NE. Itis ab
s ,:pl), for a tew m
and the hamr appears as if by magic. It Cannot
If the growt t, one application will remave it
heavy RTOWI h, such as the ard or growth on moles, may
require two or more applications, and without slightest
injury or unpleasant feeling when applied or ever aflterward.
Modene supersedes eiectroiyses
Used by people of refinement, and recommended
have tested its merits,

il -ases (securely sealad),
nev bv Ictter, with
amps taken
LOCAL AND GENKHAL AGENTS WANTED.

MODENE MANUFACTURING C0O., Dept. 44, Cincinnatl, Dhio
Every Bottle Guaranteed.
@ We Offer 81,000 for Fallure or the Slightest Injury.

drcss written plat

[ i =

Exterminator

Though originally designed
for Rats and Mice, experience has demonstrated
it the most effective of all exterminators of

Roaches, Ants and Bed Bugs

and it is the only thing at all effective :1gamsl the
large Black Cockroach or Beetle. 15¢, 25c.

Fools the Rats, Mice and Bugs, but never disappoints or
fools the buyer, Always does the work and does it right.

We make also Rough on Roaches, 15¢ and 25¢
RHough on Bed Bugs, 15¢ and 25¢

@. S. WELLS, Chemist, Jersey City, N. J., U.S.y

j
(Rough on Corns Rose» e
LGV, - oSS L—‘ / et
SALVE.........Iﬁc
For Hard or Soft Corns.
Cures without making

S50re. I{L”L'\ew 1 ar
the instant applied. Th

Three Rough on Corn l]lmelx
with each Bottle of Liquid and two
with every Box of the Salve

Rough on By
Ihe remedy, with t

pns—We claim it is the only cure.
of our Bunion Plasters, #5e.

Eight Rough on Corn or Three Rough on Bunion Plasters,
which stick and stay where you put them, best made, nlapplm'l
separately in envelopes, 10e.  All at druggists or by mail,

E- S- WELLS, Chemist, Jersey City, N.J., U.S.Aj

I anstwering any advertisement on this page

it & desiradle that you mention THB ARGOSY.
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TO

FLESHY PEOPLE

know you want to reduce your
weight, but probably you think
it imipossible or are afraid the
remedy 1s worse than the disease.
Now, let me tell you that not
only can the obesity be reduced
in a short time, but your face,
form and complexion will be im-
proved, and in health you will be
wonderfully benefited. | am a
regular practising physician,
having made a spectalty of this
subject. Here is what I will do
for you : First, I send you a blank
to fill out ; when it comes, I for-
ward a five weeks’ treatment.
You make no radical change in
your food, but eat as much and as
often as you please. No bandages
or tight lacing. No harmful
drugs or sickening pills. My
treatment is given successfully by
mail, in your own home. Yon will
lose from 3 to 5 pounds weekly,
according to age and condition of

UNITED STATES MEDICAL DISPENSARY, , ¢ Dpartment 52

body. Atthe end of five weeks you
are to report to me and I will send
further treatment if nece ary.
When you have reduced your
flesh to the desired weight,vou can
retain it. You will not become
stout agam Your face and fig-
ure will be well shaped, vour skin
\U.l be clear and handsome, you
will feel years younger. Ailments
of th-: heart and other vital organs

will be cured. Double chin.
lll-:« 'y abdomen, flabby cheeks
and other disagreeable evidences

ui obesity are remedied speedily.
All patients receive my personal
attention, whether being treated
by mail or in person. All corre-
-;pumlt:nu. answered by me per-
sonally. Treatment foreither sex.
Distance makes no difference.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

Send for my new bhook on
**Obesity; Its Cause and Cure i
—it will convince yvou. Address

Department 52

Restores Eyesight

SPECTACLES A THING OF THE PAST

“Actina,’” A Marvelous Discovery That Cures
All Afflictions of the Eye and Ear
Without Cutting or Drugging.

There is no need for eutting, drugging or probing the
eye for any form of disease, for a new system of treating
afflictions of the eye has been discovered whereby all
torturous and barbarous methods
are eliminated. There is no risk
or experimenting, as hundreds of
people have been eured of blind-
ness, failing eyesight, eataract
gr&uulatwl lids and other affic-
tions of the eye through this grand
discovery, when eminent oeculists
termed the eases incurable,

General Alexander Hamilton, ”l arrytown-on-the- Hudson,
N. Y., highly recommends ** Actina.

Lounis Meyer, 93 Herman Street, Rochester, N. ‘v'.._n'rm’s:
“Aetina " has effected a wonderful cure in my wife's case,
curing her of asevere eye trouble and I would not be without it.
. A. L. Howe, Tully, N. Y., writes : “ Actina has removed
s from both my eyes. I can read well without my
m sixty-five years old.

Hobert "Baker, Ocean Park, Cal., writes ; I should have
been blind had 1 not used ** Actina,"

Hundreds of other testimonials will he sent on applica-
tion. ‘* Actina' is purely a home treatment and self-
administered by the patient, and is sent on trial, post-
aid. If you will send your name and address to the
}‘Tw“ York and London Electrie Ass'm, Dept. 123 B, 029
Walnut St., Kansas City, Mo., you will réceive ulmu]ut ly
free a valuable book, Prof. Wilson's Treatise on the
Eye and on Disease in Greneral.

No New Discovery 190G

Can -offer more hope in cases of

CANCER

Than exists today by our method
Without the Use of the Knife.

The Berkshlre Hllls

Sanatorium.

The only institution in the world where cancer and
tumors (that are accessible) are permanently cured.
Describe your case and we will mail the most com-
plete information ever published on rhe subject of
cancer, and will give an opinion as ro what we can
accomplish for you. Ask your family physician 10
investigate. He will be entertained as our guest.

Drs. W. E. Brown & Son, North Adams, Mass.

In answering any advertisement on this page if 15 desivadie that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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CURED TO
STAY CURKED

( wl'il[']l:lc um _permanent he—fdnm follows. The wlole
constructed. No more .ma- s or symptoms. Appetite, ¢

sleep, nerves, all become 3 Further medicines,

change of climate no lonzer essary. 1 Wenly-one years exps
with constant study. Increased skill. New methods. Great sucees

Over 60,000 cases treated. Stay at home and be CU RED TO ‘-l \ Y

CURED. Book D explains principle and contains interesting
ports of cases. Mailed to you FREE on request.
P. HAROLD HAYES . .- . BVUFFALO, N, Y.

A Word
To People Who Think

Goat Lymph Feeds Nerve Cells

i a During the last four years
Brain F £ we bave thoroughly demon-
Paralysis strated by actual results that

Goat Lymph is the scientific
Epileps and rational treatment for all

piepsy nervous affections. Scientific
men, medical journals, and
the daily press after invest-
igation have given it their

Nerve Exhaustion =
unqgualified endorsement.
The action of the Lymph is

Locomotor Ataxia
such that the exhausted nerve

Premature Old Age | cellsarephysiologically revit-
alized thus givingnew lifeand
force to the worn-out system.
For this reason patients suffering from serious nerve
complications have found prompt and permanent
relief through its use.
Our faith in this treatment is unbounded, our pur-
pose is to extend the knowledge of it as widely as pos-
sible, and if you are a sufferer we advise you to send for

THE GOAT LYMPH MAGAZINE

which will be mailed to you upon request. If, at the
same time, you will in your own lapguage outline
your ailment we will be glad to discuss the sub-
ject with you and advise you as to the results you
may reasonably expect to obtain from the adminstra-
tion of the Lymph. Ask for Magazine No.19 3rd edition

Goat Lymph Sanitarium Association,
GILBERT WHITE, M. D., Medical Director,

Auditorium Building,
Chicago, 1L

Neurasthenia

17 East 32 St.,
L New York City.

RHEUMATISM

Cured
Through the Feet

Don’t Take Medicine, External Remedy
Brings Quick Relief. FREE on
Approval. TRY IT.

We want everyone who has rheumatism to
send us his or her name. We will send by return
mail a pair of Magic Foot Drafts, the wonderful
| external cure which has brought more comfort
into the United States than any internal remedy
| ever made. If they give TRADE MARK

relief, send us One Dol-
lar ; if not, don't send
us a cent,

Magic Foot Drafts are
worn o the soles of the feet and cure by absorb-
ing the poisonous acids in the blood through the
large pores. They cure rheumatismin every part
of the body. It must be evident to you that we
couldn’t afford to send the drafts on approval if
they didn’t cure. Write today to the Magic
Foot Draft Co., 855 Oliver Bldg., Jackson, Mich.,
for a trial pair of drafts on approval. Wesend
also a valuable booklet on Rheumatism.

,’—ﬁ —n

neuralgia, Megrimine is a

|
|
i

one trial you will never be

- Headache ana Neuralgia

QUICKLY CURED BY USING
DR. WHITEHALL'S MEGRIMINE

Write for a trial box—we send it without cost. If you suffer from headache or

market. Cures any headache in thirty minutes and leaves no unpleasant effects. After

,é;%j%ﬁm at the head of all remedies for painful nervous troubles. Ask any druggist or address [

The DRWHITEHALL MEGRIMINE CO., 232 N.Main St..South Bend,Ind.

F=t -l = a1 M _

necessity—the safest and most reliable remedy on the

without it. Twenty years of success places Megrimine
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Eyes Cured in 5 Dayvys

So writes Hon. Alfred Bernstein, Room 801, Stock Exchange Building,

icago, one of Chicago’s most eminent lawyers and capitalists, He als
says in his letter, “I was completely 6 , Y s

most intense bodily pain, but in 5 dayslam cured.” At your own home the

Madison Absorption Method

will do the same for you if your eyes are affected with any trouble whatever.
If you see spots or strings, beware of delay, for delay means blindness.

; hout the knife by a new method which never fails.
Write for my latest book on the eye, which will be sent FREE., A postal will do—Write today.

208, 80 Dearborn St., CHICAGO

Cross eyes straightened wit

incapacitated for business, suffering the

DRUG CRAVE

FOLLOW OUR._INSTRUCTIONS
TAKE HOME TREATMENT
CONTINUE YOUR WORK
BE CURED ABSOLUTELY

WE regard it as needless to comment on the drug addic-
tion. The unfortunate users themselves know its dread
side far too well. Our desire is to encourage, restore con-
fidence and cure. That we can cure, and cure forever, the
craving for morphine, cocaine and opium, and build up the
system to health and strength, our several associated physi-
cians have demonstrated in extensive private practice for
many years. Cases from the first to the last stages have
been treated with but one result— permanent cure. The
remedy soothes the craving, expels from the system each
day a portion of the baneful drug,and supplies by its tonic
properties a healthful stimulation in place of the fictitious
support formerly supplied.
We accept only those patients who are absolutely truthful
in their statements to us, strictly follow our instructions and
promptly fulfil their just obligations. Each case will be
diagnosed and treated individually by one of our assaciate
physicians who will keep in close correspondence with it.
If any patient finds treatment unsatisfactory at the end of
two weeks, we will cheerfully refund the money he or she
has paid us.,

WE OFFER FREE A TRIAL SAMPLE

Our letters and remedies sent without
any outside marks. Privacy is complete,

DRUG CRAVE CRUSADE

Address D. C. C. 100 Hartford Building

UPERFLYOTR

PERMANENTLY REMOVED

By My Sclentific
Treatment Especially
Prepared for Each
Individual Case,

I suffered for years

with & humiliating

£ growth of hair on my

dey face, and tried many rem-

edies without success; but I

ultimately discovered the Troe

Secret for the permanent removal

of hair, and for more than seve: been

applying my treatment to otl ren-

dering happiness to, and galning thanks of, thous-

ands of ladies.

I assert and 'Will Prove to You, that my treat-

ment will destroy the follicle and otherwise

FPermanently Remove the Hair Forever. No

trace Is left on the skin after using, and the treat-

ment can be applied privately by yourself in your
own chamber.

IF YOU ARE TROUBLED, WRITE TO ME

for further informatlon, and T will convince you of
all I claim. 1will give prompt personal and Strictly
Confidential sattention to your letter. Being a
woman, I know of the delicacy of such a matter aa
this. and act accordingly. _dddress

HELEN DOUGLAS, 25'%isr2z0 5 e Yo oo

My PU-RE-CO SOAP and CREAM removes
end prevents wrinkles and preserves the skin. May
be had at all the best druggists or direct from me.

PU-RE-O0 CREAM,............50c. and #1.00 a jar,

4 Union Square - - New York City PU-RE-U0 SOAP, a Box of Three Cakes........50e
Your THAT Do Not
Feet BUNION Neglect
Deserve CAN BE Foot

Attention | CURED

-] ¥ PODIST : )
FOOT BE YOUKl OWN CH{I‘R(CI) 22l P SO .
1 If you suffer from a bunion, we want to cure or you. N = -
oL m:m».?r“l‘ ; ‘ e you suffer, we c : CURED
BUNION Our ers cure the o har est
and most done at h \\‘1r!m‘u.
trouble : 20p. illustrated booklet
on ‘' How sy, Healthy, Shapely Feet. It treats
. o, the cure of bunions, the preveution
, ingrowing toenails, etc Send for this
booklet ar once and be your own chiropodist

FOOT REMEDY CO., 1350 S. Lawndale Ave., Chicago

Trowubles

Ine answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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TRADE MARK
REGISTERED

WATERPROOF

LIQUID COURT

PLASTER.

Heals Cuts, Abrasions, Hang-Nails,
Chapped and Split L-ps or Fingers,
Burns, Blisters, etc. Instantly
Relieves Chilblains, Frosted Ears,
Stings of Insects,Chafed or Blistered
Feet, Callous Spots, etc.

A coating on the sensitive parts will
protect the feet from being chafed or
blistered by new or heavy shoes.
Applied with a brush and immediately
dries, forming a tough, 1:mn~.p.irenl
colorless waterproof coating.
Mechanics, Sportsmen,
Bicyclists, Golfers,

etc,, are all liable to bruise, scratch, or
scrape their skin. “*NEW-SKIN " will
heal these injuries, will not wash off, |
and after it is applied the injury is-|
forgotten, as *“* NEW=SKIN'* makes a
emporary new skin until the broken
skin is healed under it.

Pocket Size (size of illustration), |
10c. each. |
Family Size, - - 25c. each.
2 oz. Bottles (for Surgeons |
and Hospitals), -  50c. each.

At the Druggists, or we |

will mail a package any-
where in the U. 5. on receipl
of price,

DOUGLAS MFG. COQ.,

Dept. 11,

96-102 Church S, N, Y,

Home ' |

Hospital

The great remedy

for the relief of

aches, pains, and

the thousand-and-

one hurts and acci-

dents that are likely to occur at
any time, is

POND'S
EXTRACT

First Aid to the Injured.
Checks external and internal bleeding,
and reduces all kinds of inflammation.

Sold only in sealed bottles
under bufl wrapper,
Accept no
Substitute.

NEW _INVENTION!

Write for mew booklet, Bpucial Offer this month,
Quuker Folding Vapor Eath Cabinems, fineas prodpced.
Everybody delighted, Evjoy at home rur‘y each all
the marvelous cleausing, invigorating, o urative effects
of tho famous Turkish Batha. Open the B0
skin pores, purifies the ¢oliro system.
Springs. Preventa disease. Baves Dr, Lills, Cured |
thoussuds, Nature's drugless remedy for colds, grip,
| rheumutism, nehes, pains, blood and skin diseases,
hldmy trouble, ehildren’s discases sod femsle s,
quaranteed. Sent on 30 days’ trial, 8100.00 to
400,00 & month, salesmen, managers, general agents,
il 100 per cent profit. Address,

WDHLD MANUFAGTURINB C0., 82 WonLo BuiLoing, CINGINNATI, QHID.
= NO MONEY REQUIRED

until you receive and approve of your bity
We ship to anyone on

TEN DAYS FSREE TRIAL
Finest guarantee lo tO $24

1905 Models,
and Punctureless Tire:

“gi}%k mlcnét; tablu e

1 and 1 4 Models,

Bl GF ot mmiakes $7 to $12

500 COND- HAHD WHEELS
All makes and Models, good as ne $3 10 sB

GREAT FACTORY CLEARING SAL F

Rider AgentsWanted in each town at good pay.
Write at um.for cat: dug and Special Offer.
TIRES, SUNDRIES, AUTOMORILES

MEAD CYCLE CO., = Dept. T=31, CHICAGO

m' —— Get the "Quick as a Wink”
CORK PULLER

One size pulls large or small
Far superior to best cork-

Our pew

\u.\.n e can use it.
s with perfect ease.
\lrl.\\ ever n 1(3[
vents tearing h-rk~ 10 piec
ing corks back in bottles or jerking
ntents, Worth the price a thousand times,
paid, only 25¢c. Agents wanted.

es, hnau.\.qxh.\f u
and spilling
Post=

C. E. Locke Mig. Co., 55 Maple St., Kensett, lowa.
"WE ARE SELLINC
F10.50

1000

Battery Fan Motors, $1.25 1o
lattery Table Lumps, $3.00 1o
£2.50 to

I'clephones, Compleie,
Eleetrie Door Rells, 7
Carrinze

Dynamos &

.
Ohi io l:lt

U S A.
LIQUID PISTOL

Will stop the most vie mm. doz (or
m.un \\ill]nul |u injury.

I Lo CATT) i leak-
churges by p

Rubber-covered L

Mushroom Raising'

This book shows you the great profit ia
mushroom raising. Tt tells you how you
can make money on a very small outlay.
To all interested, we will send this book
free,  Write before the limited edition
is exhausted,

UNION SEED COMPANY (Inc.)
Dept, 16, 104 Hanover St,, Bosion

1 Turned Out $301.27

i\lnm _in 2 weeks, writes M. L. Smith of Pa.
Rey \u‘- P
| ). ]. J Mills, a farmer,
£5 m plating. Thos h:
21 years, writes, ' T mad
profit one day, B.33 another.” B
i B sseasily learned. We Teach
ee— No Experience Required.
E \'r:n‘l‘url\ has tableware, watches, jewelry
and metal goods 10 be plated. We plate
" with Gold, Silver, Nickel, Bronze, Brass,
I'in, Copper. Heavy Plate—latest process
Outfits AJ sizes, Everything guaranteed

Crawiord wriles,
writes,

N toy or humbug,
LET US ST Ali.’"‘l1 YOU. Write for Catalogue, Agency and Offer
F. GRAY & CO., PLATING WORKS, CINCINNATI, OHIO

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you miention THE ARGOSY.
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<& (ireat Suit Offer

' AR T Rk
l

taps measure, order blanks, ete., and we will
name you prices on men 'sfine made L0 measure
elothing that will be so muech lower than you
ever heard of that It will surprise you; terms,
conditions and privileges that will astonish
you; afree trial offer on a suit for your own
use that will make You wonder,

WE WANT A G0OD AGENT IN YOUR TOWN

He can make 81.200.00 to 81,800.00 per vear. If
you write us before we get an agentthere you
willget awonderful offer get an
agent In your town he wi s profit on every
doliar we sell in his territory. We then turn
all our business over to him. That's why our
agents make s0 much money.

It you want a suit for yourself, answer qulek
before we getan agent there, and you will then
et all our great 1:ul||x0mm1l.‘-< or l
like to be our agent tell us all about y
aidrm AM:BB.ICAN WOOLI‘.N MILLS CO., Chicaga. :

To any reliable party,
steady position, respons
we will ship on approval our
Machine and your choice of on

Terms: &5 after 48 hours trial at vour n'-n_”

. $2- 0 Fo,"é‘.'.'.','l.!!

|

!

i Cut this notice out and mall to us and 1f we
have no agent In your town we will send you |

\ FREE, by return mall, postpald, a big assort-

i ment of cloth samples, fashion figures, cloth ~

""HIS MASTER'S

owner, or holder of
1€SS man or hrn.» T,

Business Necessity

From parties who w as » us of
their responsibility we r!.wu..r- no
deposit; no C, 0. D. payments: no
leases or chattel mortgages. Refurn
machine at our expense if nol entirely satisfactory
after free trial al your home.
compared with & §
it 520 i owest net cash price for which thisoutfit,
found it entirely N"" to any of the T a genuine Vietor outfit, can be bought today any-
machines.—W. J. Hi where. There is positively no way of securing this
I'wo mode oxidized copper finish, $5.00; oxidized outfit spot cash for less than %20, and we are willing

silver finish, with case, $10.00, prepaid in U. S. to sell the same to responsible partiesor tallments
Write for Free Booklet and Speeisl Offer. Azents wanted.

S L oo & = without even charging interest on paym
C. E. LOCKE M'F'G CO., 55 Walnut Si., Kensett, lowa There Is nothing 1 a Victor Talking Machi
the home. Itd s the old and the young
its music nll!l it rl.-cltnlmn.-: fs unlimited; c

* CAPACITY 999,999,999
The famous Caleulating Machine. Enthusiastically en-
dorsed the world over. Rapid, acenrate, simple, durable.
0 would not take it from me. It is all you claim
Wisconain |

Visalin, Cali

BURN i\lRﬁlT S CHEAP "we'nr|
Consumes 395 B.:rrelx of
£, of Kerosene. Ps

T

recitations—w hu er you may » 'Th.vm Is n
high or low, old or young who will not derive more pleasure
or than he can imagine before he hasitin his

hottest

won't I N know the Vieor Is 1 Machine
Ic" |k\ ‘\\.«Iu ll e eas (\] 1|1-lr‘1mv\nt will |
= i ; 7 rilliancy and Victo
le Uram.l :

oL IL‘ lmitators,

the summer time

‘5‘:{“ cooker, hdker.f k, coo - ] g

_ chen: 13000 H.irrmun \\r'ickll."‘h¢ You want one now during L

=7 Valveless Oil-Gas and Air Burners | on the porch and sing for you or have son

sold | month. A(J T WANTED it in the house while you s 1t on thelawn ing

= i L U L NO MONEY IN ADVANCE. Write at once for

SrAERHETE. q,'-;”"i"', “Write. FREE free catalog and list of 2000 records.
proposition, 30 day

, trial offer.
WORLD MFG. CO., 5909 World B'ld’ g, Cincinnati, Ohio. ‘ T IaAdll-slo(nlth DeM')I:ASQrISI N(:Eu:cng; i
e . ’ s .

lumes of THE ARGE
form, April, 1894, are «
bound in cloth, are veritabile trea:

tertainis

XVIII to X

E to those who already own a Victor, sample
¥ package of our new mon-seratching needlies

¥ k
XIIT, inclusiy

i |
THE FRANK A. WUNSEY CONF n\ Il.nrnu Build Fifth Ave., New York |

N0 MORE GRAY HAIR

“DeLACY'S FRENCH HAIR TONIC™ No7"\"sve

and is perfectly harmless, 1t 1s sold on a positive guarintee to restore gray

hair to its matural and original color in from 110 3 weeks; stops hair falling
out in 24 to 48 hours, no matter what the cusse may be, and not only remaves
but absolutely cures dandruff. A perfeet tonic and dressing, neither
sticky  Bor  greasy #1.00 a bortle.  Your money back if it fails.

Seald by sts o will be sent by express to any part of the United States,
sharges prepaid by DeLACY HAIR F INIC CO.. 5th and Franklin, St, Louss, Mo.

y ’—"" ey advertisement on this page it 13 desirable that yow mention THE ARGOSY.
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Hammer the Hammer
We

makes

ficure that every man who
this test,

of three new customers—himself and

means an average

at least two of his friends.

If vou want a revolver that will

not go off by accident, then get an

IVER JOHNSON

SAFETY
AUTOMATIC

REVOLVER

Bang it

T‘;nbla: It Won't Go OIff
Drop i’t Unless You
Kick it. Pull the Trigger.
Hammer

t—

Like all
Iver Johnson

really great inventions, the
Safety Principle is very
simple—the safety lever upon which the
principle depends, is entirely inoperative
exu-pt when the trigger is pulled—
then it is raised and receives the revolver
hammer's blow and transmits it to the
firing pin. Simple, yet safe.

Our Free Booklet, ““Shots”

goes into ey
also accur
request t

ery detail and explains why it is
¢ and reliable —gladly sent on
her with our handsome catalogue,

For
ﬂL’
barre

ware and Sporting
name 1 |}
n the grip

Hammer s5 - Hammerless *6

IVER JOHNSON'S

Arms and Cycle Works
140 River St.

Fitchburg, Mass.

New York Office: 99 Chambers St.

| Everybody

Rolled Plate Buttons

retain luster for years—have a
layer of gold rolled on—not a
mere wash like other plated

buttons. Cost a trifle more but
never break nor look cheap.

Sold by leading jewelers and haberdashers.
Booklet on request.

KREMENTZ & CO.
80 Chestnut St.
Newark, N. J.

is you

trying it do it ?

How soon will the Hour, Minute and Second Hunds
nrainappear equal distances apart (after time above)!

10,000 \\ atehies are offered to the 10,000 peop e who send 1
et solution of Sam rersoll Watch Iroble:
litions nre impose

-} prember 1st, 116,
Send yOur RREWer m_m in. 600 in oash |
addition to the ahove contest 10 owners of 1
I, when you send ‘.'uur solation, yon enele
we will gend you an g Lm\“l--u_nh nt of ¥
formal entry blank and conditions of the

Awards will be made in ace nul'mu—\\a
Ingersoll Watches Keep accurate time and are guni
sold by dealers evervwhore, or postpaid by us for $1.0{

ROBT. H. INGERSOLL ® BRO.
246 Jewelers' Court, New York, N. Y.

et Btam |
dution ar
' contest)

am Loyi's gol

o,
anteed.

In answering any advertisement on this page it 35 desiradle that you mention TRE ARGOSY,
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THE
PRUDENTIAL

| Cgnlel iy HAS THE
[Sjé‘de?-tht‘? o = STRENGTH OF
| £ oirohgest Lighl . GIBRALTAR

The Strength of the Prudential

has upheld thousands of families in the time of
bereavement. If that time comes to your family, a
Prudential Policy will guarantee them protection.

Do not leave your family unprovided for.
Write for information to Home Office, Dept. 98,
and you will be told how easily and at what
small expense you can provide now for the

future of your family.

THE PRUDENTIAL

Insurance Company of America.

8Y THE STATE OF NEW JERSEY

Home Office. NEWARK, N, J.

INCORPORATED AS A STOCK COMPANY

JOHN F. DRYDEN, President.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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S "Boy s SURANTON, PA. a
i P1ease soud py ey booklet, * 1001 8tories of Succesd!’ |
i an< expigin w1 esn gualily for the position 3
bef, whiel T htwe warked X ‘

TA :
= "Vlﬂm.pn Vrlier
Bhawy Curd ¥V riter
Windew Timmer

Electriclon
Elce. Kuflway Sopt.
Elee, Lighting Bupt.

Book kee Meech, Englucer
Btenogr, . Civil Engincer
Mechan, L Burveyor

Archi s Mining Englneer
Arohiteet Kiructural Eogineer

Inm per DIJ‘?;?INE
1y “.f
il H‘:rv!ne ]

gheml T
ommerelal Law

ullding Contractor
“oreman Plumber
Gus Engineer
Biatlonary Englneer

Bridge Engincer

g Name & A v 7

] - .
mH [ stvectans o, D COenrn S1r

EI Cley

\ (s A
ve okt
\\ \\ s O rne st et ot
L S A
\ \\ W \\\\é ‘01'\“\1'\:&' BRALY A ® D0 ¥ T AP

International Correspondence Schools,
Box sz, SCHANTON, PA.

Please explain, withont further obligation on my part, :
bow I can qualify for a larger galary in the posi-
tion before which I have marked X

Bookkeeper TelephoneEnginee
Stenographer Elece. Lighting Supt.
Advertisement Writer Mechan. Engineer
Show Card Writer Surveyor
Window Trlimmer Stationary Engineer]
Mechan. Draughtsman Uivil Englineer
Urnamental Designer Buallding Contractor
Ilustrator Architee’] Draughtsman
A Civll Serviee Arehiltect
| Chemlist Structural Enginect
Textile M Supt. Bridge Enginecr
Eleetrielun Foremun Plumher
Elee. Engineer Minlug Engincer

Name

Btreet and No,
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The Regal is a
“Square Deal Shoe

The success of the entire Ru_idl
system is based on the plan of giving you [
the best shoes $3.50 can buy ; of maki; ng that a
$3.50 buy more than it ever bought before
of selling every ahm_ we
at one fair profit.

, and
make direct

There has been no dev iation from this\plan all through, but
there has been a good deal of s elopment of it. We
0111\' Proc llLt‘(]T’u. best shoes sold for less than £6, but we
have proved it. We have adopted every means that we
have been able to devise to prove the Regal
qualities before purchase.

We have worked out a system of QUARTER
SIZES that gives you just #zoice 4s many fittings
tochoose [mm as you have had in any other shoe.
We have equipped the Regal factory with a

complete outfit of special lasts for m: aking Ox-
ford shoes-—a new method that makes the

Regal Oxford fit like a glove at the ankle
as well as at the toe, nev er chafing at

the heel, never “gaping " at the sides,
and never sagging under the arch.

have not

$3.50
“BARON”

Gun Metal Oxford

One of the most
striking of our new styles.
Not extreme and yet very
dressy. Will satisfy the
most fastidious.

THE STYLE BOOK

illustrates and describes them,—and tells you
all about the Regal Mail-Order system of per-
sonal attention and guaranteed it by mail
Sent free.
Book “M"™ for men, Book "X " for women,
Book “ 8" Special Spanish Edition.

Btyle 4K4—As illustrated, Oxford gal 5}'0“ are delivered, carriage Irrglmd any
plain lace sty le, made of Gun Metal leather, , Me . .;1;1
extension sole. 3

11 b

Style 4K2—As illustrated, except blucher cuy, .:tn!I;‘;i'lw‘
made of Tmparted Patent leather.

Style 4 K3—As illustrated, made of heavy Enanel
leatl invisible eyelets.

TS _l Jamples of Leathers on Request.
REGAL SHOE COMPANY, Inc., Mail-Order Departments:
BOBTON, MASS,, 509 Summer 8t., NEW YORK CITY, Dept. B, 785 Eroadway.

Factory, [E] Whitman, M: Jox 805; Tondon, Eng..EC 97 Cheapside.
MAIL-ORDBR IIM Dearborn St., c)er L\]l ashington, C n 20 Market St., San F ﬂnc.lsco. Cal.
SUB-8TATIONS: | 51z Olive St., St. Louis Mo. 631 C .« New Orleans, La. G Whitehall St., Atlanta, Ga.

— 93 STORES IN PRINCIPAL CITIES =
Largest Retail Shoe Business in the World




| 12 Blades
(| 24 SEZ.][‘D

E
F|| Edges.

LETE

i
|

[ !; $5 5

(/{8
H |
| Ask Your Dealer

\sk your dealer for the Gillefte Safety Razor ; he can
| procure it for you.
| explains onr thirty-day free trial offer.
~I‘J make this offer; if yours don’t, we will.

1154 Times Building, Times Square, New York %

NO STROPPING — NO HONING

(7

size of
razor
and velvet
WY lincd case.

BEAUTIFULLY FINISHED - TRIPLE SILVER PL,TED

g — when dull throw away. *
w wiafer biades for 81.00. Less than !{ cent a shave.

Accept no
Substitute

Write for our interesting booklet which
Most dealers

Gillette Sales Company

[oX

THE MUNBEY PRESS, NEW YORE.
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