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The Phantom Shotgun

By Stanley Clisby Arthur

-

««Next to .the/Western novel, give us a mystery novel.”” It is the request
in many letters that have reached us. We have given you the very best
Western novels printed in any magazine. And now here is a mystery novel
that is in a class by itself. For plot and incident and sustained iaterest we
know of none better. A crime is committed on board ship—a series of them.
A phantom shotgun figures in each of them; but until the last pages of the
novel are turned not one reader in a thousand will guess whose hand held the
shotgun. That is the kind of mystery story we are anxious to get. Mr.
Arthur is new to readers of the POPULAR, but we know that you will want
to hear from him again.

(A Complete Novel) .

No. 5.

CHAPTER 1.

BOUND SOUTH.

BRIDE and a groom are always
an interesting sight, and when
an embarrassed bridal pair,
surrounded by a boisterous

score, trouped to the steamer’s -side,
we, already on board, had something to
watch besides the shouting and curs-
ing stevedores and sweat-scented long-
shoremen wrestling with huge cases,
and hurrying cumbersome trunks into
the vast, black interior of the vessel’s
hold.

The exuberant friends of the newly
mgrried couple had evidently not been
satisfied with thronging the church at
eight in the morning, seeing the un-
mathematical process of two made one,
but Bfelt that they must invade Pier.25,

I _

North River, and hurl “bon woyage,”
trite, crude, and cruel advice, along
with handfuls of rice at the confused
and disconcerted two just joined to-
gether until death, or the hungry di-
vorce mill, would them part.

Many interested passengers like my-
self leaned over the rail of the S. S.
Minerva to smile at the laughing, noisy
group on the rough boards below us. I
dare say every woman who was not
weeping was making mental criticism
of the hang of the bride’s traveling
skirt or the tilt of her hat. Such de-
tails were not for my eyes, nor were
they for the eyes of the well-set-up
yvoung fellow leaning over the rail to
my left.” Seeing his manifest interest,
I spoke:

“Know them?”

“No,” he answered shortly, giving

w
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me a swift, startled look, and I knew
he lied.

His back was turned to me, and I
could not help noticing the contraction
of the shoulder muscles under his well-
fitting coat when one of the group be-
low emptied a pocketful of rice over
the two who were the center of attrac-
tion. .

I distinctly heard the man to my left
mutter an oath.

“Barbaric custom,” I ventured to his
broad back. “Do you think they”—and
I pointed my cane toward the crowd
below—"would act such utter idiots if
they could see themselves as we see
them?”

The man, turning abruptly, answered"

me rather queerl

“Oh, what—what shall I do?” he
groaned.

Befere 1 could recover from my
amazement he had hurried into the
nearest companionway, and once inside
I could hear his voice angrily demand-
ing where the purser could be found.

The hoarse, throaty blast of the siren,
warning recreant passengers ashore to
get on, and thosy aboard who were not
salhng to quit the steamer, rent the
smoky air with its ear- sphttmg blast,
and I moved nearer the gangplank as
the bride and groom, dodging a varied
assortment of old shoes, stepped on the
saloon deck.

I stood near while their friends
hurled rice at them, and I thought that
the girl looked as some rich luxuriant
flower of the tropics might look in a
snowstorm. There was something sweet
and splendid and gracious about her,
but as she threw back- her veil I was
struck by the indefinable sadness that
lay in her eyes, darkening the clear
gray of them as shadows might darken
the gray of a winter twilight.

But at least the smile on her lips
made up for the pathos of her eyes—
it was like sunlight through a stained-
glass window, and when she laughed
one was reminded of all things wonder-
ful in sound.

And laugh she did, again and again,
as if she knew the sparkle of it warmed
one like wine, and, remembering that

shadow in her eyes, I thought that if
a’man can smile and smile and be a
villain, a woman can laugh and laugh,
and be tragedy incarnate!

Oh, she was lovely, this bride of a
little while, and I felt a sudden resent-
ment against the man, no matter how
deserving he might be, into whose keep-
ing had been given so much of sweet
womanliness.

“Now, remember, Elizabeth,” a girl’s
voice floated up in a sally to the bride,
and I was conscious of a feeling of sat-
isfaction. Elizabeth! To me it is the
prettiest name in the whole wide world
—the name itself, not any of its hor-
rible contractions such as Bertha, Bess,
Libbie, or lLizzie—and as Elizabeth I
shall speak of her through these pages,
for it is a name I like to voice, to think,
to write,

Some one called a banality to the
groom, and my attention was drawn to
him for the first time. He was the
usual type of successful business man,
with a smile a bit too calculating to be
pleasing, and the well-fed, prosperous
look that always stirs my antagonism
more than an expression of absolute
villainy. e was pretty decently pré=
portioned, however, and decidedly well-
groomed, and while clothes do not make
the man, they have been the unmaking
of many in the eyes of a woman.

“There’s the spirit of the up-to-date
press for you!” a tall, loosely built
young fellow remarked, crowding be-
side me at the railing, and pointing to
the group of newspaper photographers
below leveling a battery of cameras at
the bridal couple.

“Here 1t 1s not quite noon, and that
enterprising kid at the foot of the gang-
plank is reaping a harvest of pennies
selling the afternoon papers, with a
detailed account of the wedding, and
half-tone illustrations of the  bride as
she entered the church at eight o’clock!
Can you beat it?” He turned to me
with such an engaging smile and, so
much expansive pride in the eyes which
squinted at me through the pince-nez he
wore that I felt attracted to him in-
stantly.

“Your innocent enthusiasm over our
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yellow press might make one wonder
what your own profession happens to
be,” I smiled in return. “A prize fight-
er, a Marathon runner, an aviator,
“maybe, or an absconding bank cashier?
I know that you’re not. an actor, for I
see nothing that looks like a press
agent.”

The - young fellow grinned. ‘“Noth-
ing so respectable as any of those,” he
retorted. “I'm merely a common speci-
men of the genus reporter, habitat
Manhattan, species vellowjournalistica.
However, don’t attempt to jump over-
board or anything like that, as the
poison has been extracted from my
fangs—I'm perfectly safe to handle—
warranted not to bite.”

“I hardly expected to find a reporter
aboard,” said I. “My impression was
that they had a hereditary antipathy for
water.”

He looked at me reproachfully, and
thrust one of his cards toward me, upon
which I read:

ROBERT L. LARKINS

N Y. Evening Ledger

“I haven't a card with me,” I said,
. holding out my hand, “but I'm Frank
Marshall, and I'm very glad to make
your acquaintance. I don’t care two
bits, as a rule, to meet people; but on
a steamer, somehow, it is different, and
congenial company is half the pleasure
of the journey.”

“When did you leave the coast?”
asked the newspaper man, falling into
step with me as we made our way for-
ward. “You see,” he explained, as I
looked at him in surprise, “only West-
erners say ‘two bits, and I couldn’t
help but call the turn.”

“QOr, rather, the analytical mind of a
trained news gatherer got into action
immediately,” I prompted.

\“Oh, anything you like,” he replied,
with a shrug of his shoulders,

“Our honeymooners secem _to have
been meat for the papers,” 1 remarked,
drawing from my coat pocket a sheet

bizarre with big type detailing the wed-
ding of the Wall Street broker and his
erstwhile stenographer. I had pur-
chased it out of mere curiosity when the
bridal couple came aboard. “What
rot!” T commented disgustedly.

“Oh, 1T don’t know,” said ILarkins
lightly. “Think of the hope it gives the
remaining stenographers!  Approxi-
mately there are seventy-five thousand
of them in New York, and about an
equal number of unmarried brokers,”
and he looked perfectly sober when he
said it. .

“But this particular sheet,” I pro-
tested. “Of all the newspapers pub-
lished under the sun I don’t know of
one that equals this for mendacity, in-
accuracy, and senSationalism. I can’t
see why people buy it.”

“I can,” maintained the reporter.
“You bought one, didn’t you? There
were a half a dozen different papers
sold there, yet you chose the one you're
knocking. Another thing—you can't
tell me anything about the Ledger, be-
cause I work on it,” he added quietly.

I remembered with chagrin that the
paper 1 was upbraiding was the Ledger,
and that his card had borne the name
of that journal. T started to stammer
an apology, but Larkins stopped me
good-naturedly.

“Oh, you can't hurt me.,” said he.
“Soak it, hammer it, knock it—that’s
why it grows so fat. I suppose you
think that it should run a little four-
line announcement setting forth the
fact that Hamilton Forbes, a well-
known Wall Street broker, married
Elizabeth Kennedy, his stenographer,
and that their honeymoon would be
spent in New Orleans and the South?”

“It would be better than this florid
account,” I maintained.

“My dear sir, when a penniless man
appears in Wall Street out of nowhere,
and in seven years counts his fortune
with two commas and a period, corners
the cotton market, marries his beautiful
stenographer, making her the richest
bride of the year, you demand a four-
line record of the fact. * Why—avhy,
what do you take the daily press for?”
He surveyed me with an injured air.
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“Then this—romance, as the Ledger

has it, is true?” _

“M-m-m-m—yes,” he replied. “Of
course, it has been dressed up a bit, but
in the main it’s the straight goods,” he
added.

The following is a portion of the
Ledger's account of the marriage of
Hamilton Forbes, broker and trust
magnate, to Elizabeth Kennedy, stenog-
rapher, which I insert in recognition of
the fact that it is a far more illuminat-
ing document than I could offer in my
own words:

This morning at eight, Bruce Hamilton
Forbes, the man who cornered the cotton
market, and his stenographer, Miss Eliza-
beth Kennedy, were quietly married at The
Little Church Around the Corner by the
Reverend Warren Beverly.

The romance of the wealthy broker and
his beautiful bride is of unusual interest.

Mr. Forbes’ career in the Street has been
short but meteoric. He came to New York
a poor man, and in seven short years he
has swept through the Golden Calf district
like a financial Alexander. His speculations
have been so paying that he is the most
fcared man in Wall Street to-day.

He is a bachelor, with no relatives in this
city, but is a member of some of Gotham’s
most select clubs,

Miss Kennedy gained much newspaper no-
toriety two years ago when she appeared as
the principal witness for the defense in the
trial of E. Van Buren Courtlandt, a broker’s
clerk employed in the Forbes’ offices, who
was arrested and tried for stock-market jug-
gling. After three trials, two resulting in a
jury disagreement, the district attorney
guashed further proceedings.

At the time it was rumored that Miss
Kennedy was the fiancée of the accused, who
was a member of one of New York’s old-
- est families, but after being discharged,
Courtlandt left New York for the West, and,
shortly following, his death in Arizona was
announced,

Mr. and Mrs. Forbes, immediately after
the wedding ceremony, sailed for New Or-
leans. They will spend their honeymoon
travcling through the Southern States, where
the bridegroom has extensive cotton inter-
ests,

L.arkins watched me closely and in
silence as I read the Ledger’s account,
which 1 have robbed of the sensational
features such as the riot of souvenir
hunters at the church, speculation as to
what the bridegroom settled on his
bride, the intimate story of the court-
ship from the time she first took dicta-

tion from her employer to the hour
when he led her to the altar, and such
details as only are found in newspapers
of the Ledger’s type

“Well, what’s wrong with it?” he
asked, seeing I had finished.

“Oh, nothing,” I replied, to end the
futile argument,

“I'm relieved,” he said dryly. “I
wrote it.”

Just then the trumpeter mmade his
rounds of the ship, calling us in musical
blasts to our first meal aboard.

Larkins was staring at the Bartholdi
Statue of Liberty that we were leaving
astern,

“Do you know,” he said, “I've lived
in little old New York for some years,
and I've never yet paid my respects to
the dear old girl with the torch. Funny,
isn’t it? As a kid I longed passionately
for just one thing—to see that statue,
and climb up to her crown.”

We strolled toward the middle of the
ship after making the pleasant discov-
ery that our staterooms faced each
other, and came suddenly on the bridal
couple slowly pacing the deck.

“I hate to see such a nice girl mar-
ried to that,” commented Larkins, in an
undertone,

“Why, what is wrong with him?” I
asked, surprised to hear the reporter
speak with such animus.

“Well, she’s such a fine sort, and he
-—oh, he’s a Say, do you remem-
ber what we call a fellow out West who
is not up to the mark?”

“We principally call him things that
do not look well in print,” I rejoined.

“He’s one,” said the reporter laconi-
cally.

Then I told Larkins of the clean-cut
young chap who watched the bridal
couple with such absorbing interest as
we lay at the wharf, and repeated the
curiously wild ejaculation he had di-
rected at me.

“There is something that should fire
your mnewspaper soul,” I exclaimed.
“Possibly you'll have a mystery to fer-
ret out—that is, unless my excited
friend was not a passenger, as I sup-
posed, and has left the ship.”

At that instant, as it often happens
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in plays and rarely in real life, there
stepped out of the companionway the
very man of whom 1 was speaking.

Larkins gripped my shoulder.
that he?”

“By all that is wonderful—it is!” I
managed to gasp. “How did you know 2"

“Hold fast, Mr. Marshall, for we are
going round a corner,” Larkins laughed
‘more than spoke, and he took a few
hurried steps forward.

The stranger was just ahead of us,
and Forbes and his bride were ap-
proaching. The two were talking, and
it was only when he started to pass the
man in front of us that the bride looked
up.
I have seen people shocked and sur-
prised before, but 1 hope 1 shall never
again see the look that passed over the
woman’s face. She turned positively

“IS

livid.
“Van!” she cried, her voice barely
above a whisper, and with arms

stretched to him she sank in a heap on
the deck.

For a moment Forbes stood silent and
tense, staring at the young man facing
him, then slowly he started to lift his
wife to her feet.

The young fellow sprang forward in
a rage.

“Don’t touch her, or, by Heaven, T'l}
kill you!” he yelled, heaving Forbes
back with a violent thrust of both
hands; and bending over the fainting
girl he raised her tenderly. Then, turn-
ing, asked me to summon the steward-
ess.

CHAPTER II.
THE FIRST DAY OUT.,

Larkins was not at luncheon when I
took my place. I had been given a seat
at the captain’s table, from which van-
tage pomnt I could command a view of
the entire dining saloon, and I failed to
locate the reporter at any of the other
ta%les. As 1 was about to go on deck
the newspaper man came tripping down
the stairs, and was shown to the seat
next to mine.

“Little bit delayed,” he said, as he un-
folded his napkin. “How do you like
our seats? I fixed ’em up.”

“I was looking for you,” I told him,
“and was hoping you hadn’t fallen a vic-
tim to the sway of the ship.”

“I never get seasick,” answercd Lar-
kins, after he had ordered practically
everything on the menu. *“I don’t be-
lieve in it—foolish notion for a fellow
to get in his head.” ,

“Ah, there’s the trouble, Mr. Lar-
kins,” said I, “the notion doesn’t attack
the head first?’ i

Iarkins smiled, and wanted to know
if the bride and groom had appeared at
luncheon.

I explamned that the bridegroom had
been down and had seat number four,
opposite our chairs, which gave me a
good opportunity te observe him close-
ly. He was nervous and distraught,
scarcely ate anything, and left the table
after ordering a few delicacies taken up
to his suite.

“You know what got his goat?” asked
Larkins, ordering two kinds of pie.

“I could guess if I tried real hard,”
I replied. “That young fellow who
threatened to kill Forbes when Mrs.
Forbes fainted was Van Buren Court-
landt.” '

“Yep.” ,

“What have you been doing since that
time?” I asked, as we arose to take a
turn on deck.

“Cr-r-r-a-a-sh! Cr-rash! Crrash!
Cr-r-r-a-a-sh!” said my companion,
imitating the wireless instrument that
was sending 1its roar throughout the
length and breadth of the ship.

I turned on him in disgust. “Do you
mean to tell me that you have sent what
happened to your paper?”

“Why, no, of course not! I merely
wired them that I had discovered a new
method for making electric lights out
of current magazines!” He looked me
over as if I were some strange aniimal in
a zoo.

As we went above he declined the
cigar I offered him for a Turkish ciga-
rette, which he fished from his pocket.

When we arranged for our steamer
chairs we had them placed on the saloon
deck near the window of my stateroom,
where the cabin wall formed a sort of L
of the deck. Two empty chairs were
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already there, and as ours were being
placed I saw the newspaper man eye the
deck steward rather queerly.

“You're a pretty well-set-up fellow,”
Larkins said, addressing him.  “I sup-
pose you get all your muscle from toy-
ing with these chairs?”

“Yes, sir,” replied the steward, still
busy with the chairs, “but tossin’ bag-
gage around is a heap sight better for
grabbin’ muscle. I'm head baggageman
’sides deck steward, you know, sir.”

“I guess your arm is twice the size
of mine,” Larkins continued. “Let’s
see,” and he surprised me by peeling off
his coat and rolling up his shirt sleeves,
thereby displaying a pair of arms about
as husky as lead pencils, “What’s your
name "’ he asked.

“Hallaron, sir. Tom Hallaron.”

“Well, Tom, let’s see how much big-
ger your arms are than mine.”

Hallaron rolled back his blue flannel
sleeves, and held out a pair of hairy
limbs larger than most men’s legs.

“Guess I'll have to eat a mixed diet
of elephant steak and hippopotamus
cutlets to get arms that size,” said Lar-
kins, putting on his coat again.

“Try steamer chairs and Taylor
trunks, sir,” advised the steward.
“I say, you young scalawag,” I

laughed, “what kind of an exhibition
was that? Seems to me if I owned a
pair of toothpicks such as you carry
around for arms I’d keep them in my
coat sleeves.”

“Of course you would,” said my ec-
centric companion, digging his nose
deeper in his magazine, leaving me to
mine with no. further comment.’

Larkins read in silence. A stiff
breeze off shore made our overcoats and
steamer rugs very comfortable, and as
we stretched out lazily in our chairs [
surreptitiously studied the erratic young
man to whom I had taken such an in-
stant liking. His face was well-bred
and intelligent. His pronunciation de-
lighted me, but his liberal use of slang
offset the pleasing quality of his voice
and the singular refinement of his fea-
tures. It was like hearing syncopated
music played on a harp. As he read
page after page of his magazine I

watched his face carefully for some sign
of pleasure or dissatisfaction in what
he was reading, but he might have been
chiseled out of stone for all the emotion
he displayed.

As I studied him I speculated on the
reason for his presence aboard the
Minerva. It suddenly occurred to me
that he had listened intently to my story
of my return trip to California via The
Hundred Golden Hours at Sea, of my
raisin industry in the San Joaquin Val-
ley, and my abhorrence of anything
Eastern, but never a word had he said
as to Why he was sailing. On the whole,
I decided it was unusual. Newspaper
men rarely travel just for mere fun—
they haven’t that much money, as a
rule, and the Interstate Commerce
Commission had made free transporta-
tion a vision of the shadowy past.

Did his paper imagine that something
would happen on this particular trip of
the Minerva to justify sending one of
their men along? The thought appealed
to me as not unlikely. -

Forbes and his young wife appear-
ing on deck, and seating themselves in
the empty chairs -adjacent to Larkins’
and mine, broke up my reverie. Lar-
kins glanced at them casually, then was
once more intent on the magazine in his
hand. _

I, however, studied them as closely
as I could without being openly rude.
This was not difficult, as the two cen-
tered their eyes, words, and thoughts
on each other-—not in the way of most
bridal couples, strange to say, for it
was very evident that some serious dis-
agreement had arisen between them.

Forbes’ attitude was that of a man
trying to explain something. So I
judged, as I could not hear a word that
was spoken, but I count myself a fair
reader of the human coyntenance. I
could plainly see that h- was not suc-
ceeding in his explanation. His wife
sat erect in her chair, and, chin in hand,
watched the dim shore line over wh1ch
the sun was hanging like a big ball of
molten copper. The few times she did
look at her husband I was startled to
note that her glance was filled with
actual loathing. Once, when he was
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pleading, he laid his hand on her arm,
and instantly her eyes were ablaze with
anger,

It was not difficult to figure out a
reason for all this. Forbes had de-
ceived her as to. Van Buren Court-
landt’s death, I argued to myself, and
Courtlandt’s appearance on the deck of
the Minervae was like a rising from the
grave..

Glancing at Larkins, to see why in
the world he took no notice of what
was going on, I saw his eyes still de-
vouring the prmted pages of his gaud-
ily. covered magazine. Then I made a
discovery. larkins’ eyes were riveted
on the periodical, but not a page had he
turned for at least a half hour!

I leaned over and addressed him:
“Do you know who are behind you?”

“Sure! Don’t you?”’ he answered
equably, and then we were both dis-
tracted by Mrs. Forbes rising abruptly.

“Please, Elizabeth!” pleaded her hus-
band’s voice.

She ignored him utterly, and, turning
to a uniformed officer, who 1 afterward
learned was Mr. Woodruff, the first
officer, she asked to be taken to the cap-
tain.
as [ arose from my chair I heard them
going up the forward-deck companion-
way. Forbes preceded us inside, and
as he unlocked the door of his suite I
found it was next to my own stateroom,
which lay between his, stateroom A,
and the library of the vessel. TLarkins’
room was number two, directly across
the-social hallway from mine.

Larkins knocked at my door just

after the trumpeter was sounding the

half-hour warning for dinner,

“Do you know who has just entéered
the Forbes” suite?” he asked, as he sat
on the edge of my berth. “Captain
Loyd!”

CHAPTER IIL
THE CURIOUS CIPIIER CODE,

Dinner was uneventful. Forbes was
in his place, but his wife did not make
her appearance in the dining saloon.
*Later, in the smoking room, I found
every passenger’s tongue wagging, to

The two moved off together, and .

judge by the male element, and the
Forbes naturally were the one and ab-
sorbing topic.
“Humph!” said Larkins to me, as we
sat at one of the small tables, with our
drinks before us. ‘“They say women
are gossips!” and he nodded his head
toward the clusters of men eagerly dis-
cussing the Forbes affair.

“I tell you I know!” broke in a man’s
voice loudly. “She has the stateroom
next to the purser’s, opposite the one
her husband occupies. She had her
things moved in while every one was
at supper.’

Larkins and I looked up with mter-
est.

“Guess their honeymoon is on the
wane already,” observed another.
“Does any one know the young chap
that’s proving a sort of belated Lochin-
var? He seems to be the disturbing
element.”

The gossip ran on; then suddenly a
hush fell, as Courtlandt entered the
room from the deck. By his expres-
sion 1 could see that he suspected who
were the topic of conversation. I half
expected to see him give active vent to
the smoldering fury in his eyes when
Larkins surprised me by catching the
young fellow’s coat as he passed our
table.

“Sit down with us a moment, Mr,
Courtlandt,” said my companion.

The young man looked at ILarkins
coldly. “My name is Barthney,” he
said, with quiet deliberation.

“Sit down,” said Larkins, in a low
voice; “they’re all looking at you.
My name’s Larkins—of the Evening
Ledger.”

Courtlandt sank into the empty seat
between the newspaper man and my-
self. “Oh, I say, old man, thank you—
thank you!” He held an unsteady hand
toward Larkins. “You don’t know how
I’ve always wanted to express my ap-
preciation for what you did for me that
time, but >

“That’s all  right—er—Barthney.
Tickled me to death. Got a big beat on
it, said Larkins. “Say, what are we
drmkmg ?” and he pushed the bell for
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the bar steward, then introduced me to
the young man.

Courtlandt swallowed his drink of
straight whisky feverishly. Larkins
and I merely sipped a liqueur.

“Say, boy,” chided the reporter, “1’d
cut out that raw stuff if 1 were you.
‘What in the name of all that’s gOOd
are you doing on this boat?”

The young fellow glanced at me
quickly. “‘Oh, that’s all right,” said
Larkins. “M_r. Marshall knows who
you are, and I -vouch for him.”

“Good heavens, Mr. Larkins,” ex-
claimed Courtlandt passionately, “do
vou suppose that I would have set foot

on this infernal boat if I had. imagined

that they were sailing on it?
wouldn’t——-"

“Lower your voice,” warned Larkins
sharply. “They’re all locking at you.”

A steward entered,
Courtlandt a note.

The envelope was of the ship’s sta-
ticnery, and contained a single sheet of
note paper. Courtlandt read it very
slowly, then wrote a single word in
reply, and passed it to the steward.

Why, I

sy

Larkins’ sharp wits apparently
needed nothing further to make the
sitiation clear to him, for as$ he

knocked the ashes from his cigarette
he said slowly, and in the-frank, pleas-
ant way which made it impossible for
one to take offense:

“Courtlandt, I'm not butting into this

thing merely Dbecause poking my nose.

in other people’s affairs is my bread
and butter, but I want to say just one
thing to you—and Mr. Marshall here,
who is an older and probably a wiser
man than either of us, will bear me out.
I think when a man’s in the mess you're
in, it’s his cue to tell the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth.
Don’t lie or quibble.. Hand her the
straight unvarnished—sabe#”

Courtlandt arose, and looked straight
into Larkins’ eyes. “That’s good ad-
vice,” he said wearily, then a slow smile
broke over his face. “I suppose 1t takes
a yellow journalist to appreciate the
value of the truth,” and he passed on
out.

As Larkins and I were about to leave,

and - handedu

ply.

a steward picked up something from
under the table we had occupied, and
handed it to me. It was a sheet of note
paper, covered with peculiar hiero-
glyphics.

“Not mine,” I said, passing it on to
Larkins, He glanced at 1t thought—
fully for a moment, then iolded it and
put it in his pocket,

“l guess this belongs to Courtlandt,”
he said; “it’s that note he got, although
it looks more like a problem in Chinese
mathematics than a billet-doux.”

Five bells struck as we descended
from the upper to the saloon deck. At
my suggestion we made for our steamer
chairs to enjoy one more smoke before
retiring. As we neared the forward
part of the deck I noted the figures of a
man and a woman occupying our chairs,
and engrossed in earnest conversation.

The woman’s voice rose in sudden
passion: “A man who would so trick a
girl deserves the death-dealing hand of
God——" Then she broke off with a
slight cry of dismay as Larkins and I
passed where they were seated.

“Mrs. Forbes and young Court-
landt!” I exclaimed, when we had
rounded the forward part of the deck,
and crossed to the port side.

“Yes,” assented the newspaper man.
“You know, I feel sorry for her, her
illusion was so quickly shattered.”

“You heard what was said in the
smoking room as to her taking another
stateroom, didn’'t you?” I asked.

“Oh, I was wise before that gabby
individual sprang it,” was Larkins’ re-
“She went to Captain Loyd, ‘and
explained something to him.. Five min-
utes later the purser was ordered to
assign her to another stateroom. She
and her effects are now ‘in suite C.
Funny »and he paused.

“I fail to see anything so very funny
in her dilemma.”

“She asked the saptain to turn the
ship back, and land her in New York!”
he chuckled:

“Poor girl!” T sighed.

As we circled the deck again T tapped
the stained-glass window of stateroom
A, and called Larkins’ attention to the
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»
fact that the light in Forbes’ stateroom
was still burning brightly.

“Yes, I see,” my companion chuckled
again. “He has one of the stewards
getting blisters on his feet chasing gin
fizzes into him,”

The decks were deserted save for
Courtlandt and Mrs. Forbes, who were
still talking earnestly, and the reporter
and myself. The deck lights had been
turned off at eleven, and the ship was
in darkness save for a light here and
there shining out of the companion-
ways.

~“You must be tired,” said TLarkins,
most solicitously, offering the support
of his arm.

I stiffened instantly, for any illusion
to my infirmity, however veiled or kind-
ly meant, irritated me. I was willing to
limp through life without the sympathy
of others or any assistance save that
which my cane gave me.

Tarkins saw my displeasure, and
quickly said: “I beg your pardon!” and
took up the thread of our conversation
in his characteristically disarming man-
ner. From that time Larkins fully re-
spected my supersensitiveness as to my
offending clubfoot, and even on the
rare occasions when I inadvertently
dropped my cane—and rare they were,
“for 1 guarded myself vigilantly against
the embarrassment of being without
even its momentary support—he con-
siderately allowed me to recover it for
myself, knowing I would prefer this in-
convenience to the humiliation of his
proffered aid.

As the reporter and I neared the for-
ward portion of the ship, on our way
to our staterooms, a cry of a man,
frightful in its agony and fear, rang
through the ship, and Hamilton Forbes
stumbled from his stateroom in a
frenzy of terror.

His eyes, bloodshot and wild, had the
glint of a hunted animal, and I saw
with disgust that he must be suffering
from some horrible hallucination of
overdrink.

“Don’t let him get me!” he cried.
“Help! help!” warding off imaginary
figures with his hands. “He’s going to
murder me!”

Larkins sprang toward him and
grasped him roughly by the arm.
“Here, here!” said the reporter.
“Brace up! You've got a bad case of
the jimjams!”

The purser and the chief steward
hurried from their staterooms at the
sound of the disturbance; and likewise
came Woodruff, the first officer, run-
ning along the deck from the bridge.
The next moment Courtlandt, Mrs.
Forbes, and a few startled passengers
made up a group that quickly sur-
rounded the panic-stricken man.

“He’s going to murder me to-night!”
shrieked Forbes. “To-night—to-night!”

“Who?” demanded Woodruff impa-
tiently,

Forbes held out a trembling hand.
Clutched between his fingers was a
crumpled piece of paper.

The first officer straightened out the
little slip, and stared at it blankly for a
few seconds.

“Well, of all the rot!” he ejaculated.

“What do you mean by losing your
head in this manner over a silly bunch
of hgures?”’

Forbes’ teeth were chattermg so furi-
ously that he could make no intelligible
reply ; but Larkins broke in eagerly.

*“l beg your pardon, Mr. Woodruft,”
he said, “but may I have a look at that
bit of paper?’ The officer passed it
over, and Larkins studied it intently.
“It is some sort of cipher,” he said, and
as Larkins afterward made a copy of
it I give it here:

25-20- 8~ 7- 9-14-15-20

8-16-11-16- 9-11- 9-18
8-11-21-19-11-26~ 3-1¢
4. B- 2~ 4-14-22-24-30

15-

7- 6= 5- 1-25-24- 1- 8

8-19- 89-26-23-1C- 1

16-20~19-22-26-25- 3~ O
8- 5- 1-22- 5-14- 7- 6
8
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By this time Captain Loyd had joined
the throng around the excited man.
“See here, Mr. Forbes,” he demanded
harshly. “What does this mean?”

“It means that my life is threatened!”
gasped Forbes. “Death, it says, captam
"—death! Oh, save me—he’s going to
kill me! To- mght I’ the last word was
a shrick of absolute terror,

“Here, here, pull yourself together,
Mr. TForbes,” said the skipper. “What
has scared you? This foolish collection
of figures?” and he indicated the cipher
*Larkins handed him. _

With a groan Forbes clapped both
hands before his eyes. “Don’t let me
see it?” he pleaded pitifully. “It spells
—Death!”

“But where did you get it, man”’

“Just an instant ago.

“Where—vihere, I asked you?”

“It was lying on my bed. It has come
at last! For years, fool—fool that 1
was— Forbes broke into hysteri-
cal laughter. “To have thought all
these years that I was safe—that he was
dead

“Stop this!” thundered Captain Loyd.
“For Heaven’s sake, be a man!” He
turned and addressed the group of pas-
sengers. ‘‘Be good enough to leave me
alone with Mr. Forbes. Mr. Larkins
and Mr. Marshall, I'll ask you to re-
main,” he continued, “and accompany
Mr. Woodruff and myself to Mr
Forbes’ room. There may be some-
thing serious under all this.”

Forbes had staggered to the couch in

the parlor of the suite, and flung him-
self upon it.

“Looks like plain D. T.'s to me,” said
Larkins.

“Come, Mr. Forbes, show me where
you found this cipher thing,” Captain
Loyd urged in a more kindly tone, see-
ing the man was physically overcome.

Forbes staggered into the bedroom,
and pointed tremblingly to the far side
of the bed.

“There,” he said faintly.

“Who was in this rocom with you to-
night ?” Captain Loyd asked,

“No one.” :

“Captain,” Larkins interrupted, “may
I ask Mr, Forbes a few questions? This

is more along my line,” he explained

apologetically, “and 1 begin to see
something besides John Barleycorn
here.” L]

“Certainly,” said the skipper, with

manifest relief.

Larkins turned to Forbes. “You say
you were all alone, Mr. Forbes?” he
queried.

“Yes.”

“Who was last inethis room besides
yourself P’

“Mrs. Forbes.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely sure.”

“What time was that?”

“This afternoon.”

“Was that when she was temoving
her effects to the opposite stateroom?”

An angry red flamed in TForbes’
cheeks. “What right have you to ques-
tion me in such a manner?’ he de-
manded sullenly.

“I don’t mean to be offensive, Mr.
Forbes,” Larkins said gently. “I’'m only
trying to make use of my ability as a
newspaper sleuth,” smiling whimsically.
“to discover the why and wherefore of
this thing that troubles you so; and you
would like us to get at the bottom of it,
wouldn't you?” :

Forbes shuddered, “Go ahead and
quizz me all you wish,” he said wearily.
“What does it matter to a man who has
only a few more hours in this world ?—
a marked man, sir; a marked man!”

“Cheer up, then, the worst is yet to
come,” said Larkins flippantly. “What
if you .do read a tragic warning in this
simple bunch of numerals? Don’t you
suppose you’ll be properly safeguarded
on this ship? Somebody’s just throw-
ing a scare into you, that’s all. What
idiot is going to deliberately jeopardize
his personal safety and liberty by as-
saulting you with murderous intent now
that we're all wise? Brace up and give
me a few straight answers, and we'll see
what we can do toward nailing the vil-
lain of the piece. Now, tell me, did you
see the cipher on the bed an hour ago?”

“NO‘.”

“Do you think you would have seen it
if it had been there?”

“Yes; I am sure T would.”
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“Umph!” said Larkins.
certain?”’

“Absolutely.”

“You were also absolutely certain
Mrs. Forbes was the last person in this
stateroom besides yourself before you
found the cipher?”

“Well ?” impatiently.

“Well,” returned Larkms, “who
brought all these in?”* 'He indicated the
various empty glasses in both rooms.

“QOh, only a steward a

“Suppose we take a slant at him,”
said the reporter. “What steward was
it?” He put the question to the chief
steward, whom the captain had sum-
moned to the stateroom.

“I'll see,” said the officer, hurrying
out and returning shortly with one of
his subordinates, the little steward who
served the first table at mealtimes. Like
a good many others in his particular
line of employment, he was an English-
man,

“What’s your name?” asked ILarkins,
taking the little fellow in from head to
foot.

The steward, just awakened from a
sound sleep, was bewildered and fright-
ened.

“Thompson, sir,” he replied.

“When were you in this room last?”

“A little after seven bells, sir.”

“Did you ever see this before?”’ Lar-
kins held up the cipher message.

_“No-0-o0, sir.”

“Sure?”

“Sure, sir.”

“You didn’t bring it into the room?”

“No, sir.”

“How much of a tip did you get for
bringing it in?”

“Nothink, sir! 1 didn’t, so ’elp me,
sir!” Mystified and dazed, he turned
from one to the other like a little, ter-
rified rabbit,

“All right, you can go,” snapped Lar-
kins. To the captain he said: “That
eliminates him.”

“Of course,”
eagerly.

“Mr. Forbes,” said the reporter,
“now that we know how this slip of
paper came in here, suppose you tell us
what it means.”

“‘Absolutely

assented Captain Loyd

“Well, how in thunder did it get in
here?” the captain asked, vo1cmg the
question for us all.

“Some one from the deck dropped it
through the upper portion of that win-
dow, of course—the part that issregu-
lated by a screw from the inside. By a
process of elimination, as Friend Sher-
lock would say, nothing was left to sus-
pect but that opening.”

We all turned our eyes on the win-
dow indicated. The bed was directly
beneath it, just where a note, or any
object, for that matter, would fall if
dropped through the opening.

“That seems to be the answer,” con-
ceded the captain. “Now we must find
out who was on deck during the past
hour.” He turned to Woodruff, the
first officer.

“I think I know pretty well,” Larkins
broke in. “There were Mr. Marshall,
myself, Mrs. Forbes, and the young fel-
low listed as—Barthney, 1 belicve.
Now, I pledge my word that I didn’t
drop that cipher in here, nor did Mr.
Marshall, as I was with him all the
time. Mrs. Forbes and— —Barthney
were both within fifteen feet of the win-
dow, seated in steamer chairs whenever
we saw them, and I don’t think there
was another soul on the deck.”

“I suggest that you tell us what is in
that cipher, Mr. Forbes,” said the cap-
tain.

We all concentrated our gaze on
Forbes. “I—I cannot—I dare not,” he
almost sobbed. “Enough that I have
told you that it threatens my life—and
to-night. But”—here he pulled him-
self together, and spoke ‘with quiet de-
liberation—‘neither Mrs. Forbes nor
Mr. Courtlandt, who has chosen to as-
sume the name of DBarthney, had any-
thing to do with this affair. I—I know
that. My trouble with my wife has no
bearing whatever 7 He stopped

abruptly, his eyes staring fixedly at the
wall back of where the group of us
stood.

- “There—there it 1is  again!” he
shrieked wildly. “God save me!” and
he plunged forward on his face in the
narrow confines of the room.

We all turned to the wall as one man,

2
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to see what he had pointed at, and there,
scrawled in lead pencil, was a symbol or
letter:

CHAPTER IV.
THE SHOT IN THE NIGHT.

The purser and steward raised the
unconscious forin of Forbes from the
floor where he had fallen prostrate, and
laid him on the bed.

“I don’t know but what it is a case
of plain drunk, after all,” mused the
captain aloud. “Why, the man reads
sinister meanings in the merest trifles—
a bit of paper—a scratch on the wall!”

Iarkins looked thoughtful. “Maybe
you're right. Besides, this unfortunate
misunderstanding with his wife prey-
ing on his mind and combined with all
thle booze he’s been tucking under his
belt is enough to make him see almost
anything. 1In any case he’s best left
alone. The chances are he'll sleep it off,
and wake up in his right mind and a
taste in his mouth hike a shoemakef’s
apron.”

The captain saw that Forbes was
made as comfortable as possible, then
we all passed out, leaving the broker
apparently in a drunken stupor, and
breathing heavily,

“There goes three bells,” said the
purser, “time all sober men were abed.”
So we all dispersed, laughing, Larkins
flinging me a “Good night” over his
shoulder as we simultaneously entered
our respective staterooms, .

Eight bells—four o’clock in the morn-
striking when I answered tc
an excited hammering at my door.

“Marshall! Marshall! Come on out,
for the love of Mike!” Larkins’ voice
was shouting. “You're going to miss
the first edition if you don’t hurry!”

“What's happened?” I asked, stum-
bling hurriedly from my bunk, and put-
ting on my shoes‘oefore 1 unlocked the
door.

“Lord, man, what a sleeper you must
be! Didn’t you hear the shot ?”

“That’s funny; I did hear it, 1 sup-
pose, only I thought I was dreammg

“It was no idle dream, believe me; it
was the real thing. Come on out—I
don’t look any handsomer than you do
—get a wiggle on!” Larkins’ eyes were
snapping with excitement, and his slen-
der nostrils quivered like a thorough-
bred horse’s.

I grasped my cane, and followed in
his wake, clad as he was in a bath robe
and little else, meeting a number of our
fellow passengers in the broad social
hall similarly attired,

The-reporter headed toward the door
of stateroom A, where a group of the
ship’s officers in various stages of un-
dress had gathered. The purser was
making bungling efforts to open the
door, which was obviously locked on the -
1ns1de when Larkins broke through ‘the
crowd in his usual aggressive fashion,
and threw his weight against the panels,

“Come on, all you dopes, and lend a
shoulder!” he cried. “We've got to
break in here! Don’t you see, he may
be dying—dead! Great Scott!” he
added, under his breath. “What a scoop
for the Ledger!”

When the combined efforts of Lar-
kins, Woodruff, and the burly chief en-
gineer failed to budge the door an inch,
Captain Loyd sent the engineer rushing
aft for some sort of tools, with which to
batter it in.

While we stood grouped about the
doorway, everybody talking at once, in
high-pitched, excited voices. voung
Courtlandt suddenly appeared on the
scene, fully dressed, and noticeably pale.

“What’s the row?” he asked, and
even to the most casual observer it was
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plain that some stronger feeling than
the contagion of excitement had him in
its grip.

“Matter enough,” responded the skip-
per gruffly, “This man Forbes has
either committed suicide, or has been
shot. You seem to have had more time
than the rest of us for a careful toilet,
Mr. Courtlandt!” he added tartly., The
whole Forbes affair was getting on his
nerves.

More than one of us had noticed and
wondered at Courtlandt’s dress for that
hour of the morning. The young man
flushed darkly at the captain’s remark.

“I was already dressed when I heard
the shot,” he explained stiffly, “I
couldn’t sleep—I was taking a turn on
deck.”

He was plainly ill at ease, but before -

anything else could be said to add to his
discomfort we were all struck dumb by
Elizabeth Forbes’ sudden appearance on
the scene. She, too, was fully dressed.

“Oh, what is it—what is the matter,
captain?” she cried. “I heard a shot!

Has—has—Mr. Forbes done anything -

desperate? Oh, won't somebody an-
swer me?” She turned appealingly
from one to the other.

The captain was the first to recover
his voice, and laid a soothing hand on
the arm of the girl. “There, there,
child,” he said gently, “We don’t know
just what has happened here, but we are
going to find out right away. Until we
do won’t you oblige me by returning to
your stateroom? Mrs. Treemore will
go with you, and 1 will see you pres-
ently, and tell you everything it is your
right to know.”

She began to sob quietly as the stew-
ardess stepped forward, and with moth-
erly tenderness drew her away. As
they passed across the hall, the crowd
making way in awed silence, T could see
that I.arkins was scrutinizing Mrs.
Forbes with undue interest, and it came
upon me that he was speculating, as I
had been, why Elizabeth was so fully
dressed at four in the morning. ,

McDonald and two of his assistants
came hurrying back at this instant, and
the work of battering in the door re-
quired but a few moments.

Captain Loyd turned on the threshold
as he and the purser were about to en-
ter and waved back the curious crowd
pressing close.  “Everybody remain
outside, please. Mr. Larking, will you
come in with me—and you, too, Mr.
Marshall? I will want some witnesses
to this thing, I suppose.”

I will never forget nor ever describe
how the sight of Forbes, lying in a pool
of blood which poured from wounds
in both his head and chest, sickened and
unnerved me. He was lying just where
we had left him earlier in the evening,
and as the captain bent over the pros-
trate form he exclaimed, in horror:

“The man 1s dead!”

Larkins had been taking a rapid in-
ventory of everything.

“And furthermore, captain,” the
newspaper man spoke with quiet con-
viction, “the man has been murdered.”

“Murdered! How do you know?”
the captain’s voice rose above the star-
tled cries of every one who heard Lar-
kins’ charge.

“He has been killed by a shotgun,”
replied the reporter. “It is plain that he
didn’t hold the weapon himself, as the
shots are too scattered, and there are
no marks of powder burn; but if fur-
ther proof is needed, I call attention to
the fact that a cursory glance about the
room does not reveal a shotgun any-
where! Will you let me search the
place thoroughly, captain, with the as-
sistance of Mr. Everett?”

“I will be grateful, indeed, my dear
boy, and I will appreciate it if you will
let me depend on your larger experience
to discover whatever you can about this
fearful affair. Why, sir, it’s got me on
edge!” and the captain mopped his brow
and stamped irritably toward the door
where he and I stood, while Larkins and
the purser searched stateroom A.

The parlor, the little hallway leading
into the private bathroom, and the bath-~
room itself were explored without re-
sult; this was to be expected, because
the door leading into the bathroom and
the parlor was found to be locked from
the inside of the room where Forbes
met his death, as was the door leading
out in the companionway.
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In the bedroom Larkins crawled un-
der the bed, peered into the wardrobe,
and closely scrutinized the floor in every
direction.

“I'm stumped!” he muttered. “Here’s
a mystery that I'd like to flood with the
torrents of my penetration, submerge in
the depths of my superior enlighten-
ment, bathe in the overflow of my wvast
powers of intuition, and I'm stumped
—that’s all.”

“As far as I can see, the shot was
fired through the window,” said the
purser.

“Which shows that the window is as
far as you can see,” returned Larkins,
“Use your mind along with your eyes,
and you will notice that the body is ly-
ing directly below the window, and both
the wall and the window bear indenta-
tions of the bullets. That weapon was
fired from the door by which we entered
this room!”’

- “Impossible!” cried several of us, in
unison.

“Impossible nothing!” snapped the
reporter. ‘“The bullet holes in the wall
opposite and those which are in the
mattress prove it beyond a doubt.” He

strode over to the bed, and heaved the

body aside with the utmost composure.

A cry of horror and amazement went
up from all of us. Where the body had
lain a nickel-plated thirty-two caliber
revolver reflected the brilliant electric
light that flooded the stateroom.

“There!” cried the purser trium-
phantly. “You are away off, Mr.
Newspaper Man Detective. He shot
“himself with his own pistol!”

“Really 7’ drawled Larkins, picking
up the revolver and twirling the cham-
ber with his thumb. “How clever he
must have been, then, after shooting
himself, the room, and the bed full of
holes, to clean the ‘gat’ and reload! My
word, Mr. Purser Man, he was almost
as clever a corpse as you are a live
one !”

Larkins passed the revolver into
‘Captain Loyd’s keeping. “Poor devil,”
he said. “Hadn’t any more chance than
‘a rabbit. Let me see”
ithoughtfully. “Four bullet holes in his
head, three in his body, one, two, three,

he went on.

four in the wall, counting the one
through the window, and five through
the bed—sixteen in  all!” He placed
the body back in its original position,
and, going to the washstand beside the
bed, coolly washed his hands.

“Who knows anything about shot-
guns?”’ he queried, raising his voice to
gain’ attention from those in the door-
way who were talking at the top of
their voices. Nobody answering him,
he turned to the bullet holes in the
wall, and with his knife dug out one
of the leaden pellets and examined it
thoughtfully. “I guess a sixteen-gauge
would hold about that number of shots,
all right. From the way they scattered
it wasn’t a chokebore.” He surveyed
the room again long and carefully, then
said:

“Humph, I give it up!”

“Well, we know one thing for cer-
tain,” said the captain. “Mr. Forbes
was murdered.”

“We know two things, you mean,”
said I, though I am by rule a diffident
man, and rarely offer an opinion unless
I am pressed. “Mr. Forbes has been
murdered, and a shotgun was the
weapon used. It strikes me that by
finding the shotgun we shall thus find
the murderer.”

“Good boy!” exclaimed Larkins, giv-
ing me a resounding whack across the
shoulder, and embarrassing me consid-
erably, “Here we have him—the man
with the idea! Well, me for the hay!”

As 1 turned to enter my room, I
heard Captain Loyd’s voice giving an
order to the first officer:

“Mr. Woodruff, assemble the watch,
and search every part of this ship from
bow to stern, and from deck to keelson,
passengers’ rooms and effects, but find
that sholgun!”

CHAPTER V.
THE CAPTAIN’S INQUIRY.

“You’ve mearly missed your break:
fast,” I.remarked, as Larkins saun-
tered into the dining saloon shortly be-
fore nine. “You should have risen
earlier.”

“Earlier!” he laughed. “Go up and
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tell that to ‘Sparks,’ ” using the wire-
less operator’s nickname.

Sure enough, the tearing, rasping
“Cra-s-s-sh, cra-s-s-sh” of the wireless
was grinding away incessantly, and I
realized that Larkins had indeed been
up betimes, and the story of last night’s
tragedy was flying over space to the
hungry presses of his paper.

“I suppose they’ll be swamping New
York with luridly headlined editions all
day. Lucky for your paper you were
aboard, wasn’t it?”

“Luckys my middle name,” said the
reporter, sampling his grapefruit with
evident relish.

When he had finished breakfast we
left the dining saloon together, and as
‘'we proceeded to the upper deck the
crash of the wireless instrument tore

into the stillness of the rest of the ship..

“What will man achieve next?’ I
asked. “Just to think that the little
sounds that are flying from those
wires,” and I pointed to the four thin
threads of copper strung from the for-

ward mast back to the big, black
smokestack, “can be heard in New
York!’

“You think again,” Larkins- advised.
“Come here,” and he led me around to
the starboard side of the vessel. *“'See
that boat?” ~ ‘

Out on the swelling bosom of the At-
lantic, dipping and curtsying as the
Minerva approached, was a vessel with
peculiar masts.

“That’s a lightship,” T said.

“Righi—Diamond Shoals. At pres-
ent our wireless operator is'still in com-
munication with Norfolk, Virginia. He
picked it up early -this morning, but
we are steadily going south, and getting
out of the radius of our serdin} power.
Therefore, in a little while Sparks will
send to the lightship, and the govern-
ment operator aboard will relay our
messages on to the navy-yard station.
The aérials are not high enough to send
over two hundred miles.”

He drew me around to where the
operator’s room could be seen from the
deck. “Sparks is getting something
now,” Larkins said, as there was a ces-
sation of crashes from the little room.

“Crash, cr-a-5-s-ssssh, cras-sh,
cras-sh!” sputtered the instrument
again, suddenly lighting the room with
a ghastly greenish-blue glare; and then
silence followed once more.

“What is being said 7’ I asked.

“You can’t hear that from here,” ex-
plained Larkins. ‘“You catch the
sounds from recéivers the same as you
do over a telephone—maybe he’ll re-
peat, and then T'll know what the mes-

sage was.” ]
“Crash, cras-s-sh, cras-s-h-h-h-Ii!”
the instrument thundered, springing

into life with a suddenness that made
me jump. For some time the din kept
up, making, as Larkins put it, as much
noise as a cook stove fallmg down-
stairs, then subsided into complete si-
lence save for the whine of the motor
as it came to a gradual stop.

“Humph!” ejaculated the reporter.
“We go on to New Orleans without
stop. He repeated the message to Nor-
folk. Luckily I can read Morse.”

“Do they use the Morse code on the
wireless 7”7 I asked.

He nodded affirmatively. ‘“The Fed-
eral courts will have to handle the
Forbes case. You see, we were beyond
the three-mile limit—in fact, fifty miles
offshore- when the c¢rime was com-
mitted. Captain Loyd wired to his
company for orders, and they directed
him to make no change in the schedule
of the boat. The authorities in New
Orleans are to take charge of the case
when we reach there.”

“But what is-Captain Loyd going to
do in the meantime?” I asked. “Here
is a murder committed on his boat, and
he has only gone into the matter super-
ficially. Surely he——"

“Oh, the captain’s on the job, all
right,”” Larkins interrupted. “A full
and thorough investigation has .been
set under way, and we’ll all be called
into the dining saloon to act as sort of
coroner’s jurors, I believe.”

The newspaper man was right, and
at half past ten we were all summoned
below-—and what a morbid lot we
were! All of the eighty-odd passen-
gers aboard took their places at differ-
ent tables near the one where the cap-



16 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

tain sat with his first officer, Larkins,
and a passenger who, having confessed
to a smattering knowledge of short-
hand, was to act as stenographer.

Captain Loyd, in announcing the in-
quiry about to be held, explained that
while 1t was not exactly according to
the law, it was well within his rights
as commander of the vessel upon which
the crime had been committed, and that
he was taking this course as a means
of possibly fastening the guilt where it
belonged. Some one on board was
guilty of the murder of Hamilton
Forbes, he continued, and it was his
duty to find such person and place him
or her in close custody until land and
the law were reached.

“I think it would be a good plan to
appoint a committee of gentlemen to
act as a kind of jury,” the captain con-
cluded. “I am :

low ceiling near the door of stateroom
A. His first impression was that some
one had fired a gunpowder. weapon in
the social hall; then he remembered the
scene he had witnessed in the stateroom
itself just before midnight, and it
flashed upon him that Forbes had com-
mitted suicide.

+ He rushed over, and began pounding
on the door, receiving no answer. DBy
that time the hall had filled with others
who had heard the shot. When he had
finished his plain statement of fact,
Larkins began to question him.

So that the reader may be aided in
following the incidents, or series of ac-
cidents and deaths that occurred on
that momentous trip of the S. S. Mi-
nerva, I append a plan of the forward
part of the steamer,

“Do you think that you could have

going to ask
Mr., Marshall to
act as foreman

of jury or com-
mittee.”

1 therefore
moved up to the
captain’s table, -
presently being

joined by the
others whom
the captain
named to serve.

It didn’t sur-
prise me when
the captain
turned over to
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quiry, and it
goes without saying that that young
man was in his glory, and was possibly
the only person in the big room who
was thoroughly enjoying himself. -
The purser, Mr. Everett, was the
first to be examined. He told briefly
of hearing the loud report of the gun
that awakened him, how he lay won-
dering for a short interval, then, affer
practically dressing, how he stepped
out into the companionway to see, in
the dim light, smoke curling under the

seen any one in the hall from your room
if he or she had used a shotgun at the
door of Mr. Forbes’ stateroom?” asked
the newspaper man., “Or had sufficient
time elapsed for the guilty person to
escape by the time you entered the
hall ?”

Mr. Everett thought that it would
have been possible for such a person
to escape to other parts of the ship by
the time he, Everett looked out of his
roofm.
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The captain next called the chief
steward, whose testimony was almost
identical with that of the purser, save
that he opened the door of his state-
room almost immediately on hearing
the shot, and peered out. He, too, saw
no one, and swore to the fact that no
one could have gone down the star-
board companionway without being
seen by him.

“Mr. Truesdale,”

"Mr. Truesdale proved to be an elder-
ly gentleman returning to his home in
Mississippi, whose stateroom was on
the port side. He testified that the roar
of the weapon awakened him, and, be-
_ing of an exceedingly nervous tempera-
ment, he at once sprang from his bunk
and into the companionway, and while
he could not see the door of stateroom
A, or the social hall, he would make
daffidavit to the fact that no one fled
down the port companionway.

“This leaves us the alternative of be-
lieving that the murderer went up the
stairs to the deck above, out on deck
from the cross companionway, either
the port or starboard, or ran below to
this, the dining saloon summed up
Larkins. “And now, captain, perhaps
the stewardess, Mrs. Treemore, whose
room is at the top of the stairs, can
offer some testimony.”

The stewardess left Mrs. Forbes’
side, and sat at the foot of the captain’s
table. She told how the shot had awak-
ened her, how she had stood in the
doorway of her stateroom, then walked
to the head of the stairway in time to
see the purser violently shake the han-
dle of Mr. Forbes’ door. She was
quite positive that she could have seen
any one coming up the stairs had the
murderer chosen that avenue of escape.
She told of joining the group at the
door of stateroom A, and of afterward
accompanying Mrs. Forbes to her state-
room, which was C, opposite the one
where the men were gathered trying to
effect an entrance.

“How was Mrs.
askePdHLarkins.
“She had on the same clothes she had

WOI‘él all evening—-I had given her some
2

Forbes dressed?”

called the captain. .

headache powders earlier in the night,”
Mrs. Treemore replied.

“Did she say anything to you when
you accompanied her to her stateroom
—I refer to the time when efforts were
being made to break into Mr. Forbes’
room?”’

The stewardess hesitated, glancing
appealingly at Mrs. Forbes, then an-
swered in a low tone: “Yes, sir.”

“What did she say?”

“lI remarked that I hoped nothing
dreadful had happened to Mr. Forbes,

- and she said, poor dear, in a dreadfully

tired voice: ‘Well, it would be the judg-
ment of a just God!” and added that
she had had a premonition that some-
thing would happen, and that she hadn’t
been able to sleep. So I persuaded her
to let me help her off with her clothes,
and tucked her in bed.”

“Did you see a weapon of any kind
in Mrs. Forbes’ room?”

“I certainly did not,” Mrs. Treemore
answered indignantly. “Mrs. Forbes
pe‘ver killed her husband, and you know
it1”

“I simply want to establish that fact
beyond a doubt,” replied the reporter
gently, “and perhaps you can help me.
Did you make a thorough search of
Mrs. Forbes’ suite afterward?”

“Yes, sir. Mr. Woodruff, the first
officer, ordered it a short time later, but
I found nothing.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Treemore. Oh,
one question more, please. Did you and
the assistant stewardess search the
staterooms of all the women passengers
on board, pursuant to Mr. Woodruff’s
orders?”

“Yes, sir; but found nothing in the
nature of a weapon—that is, nothing
but hatpins,” she added dryly.

The stewardess resumed her seat be-
sides Mrs. Forbes,

Woodruff was the next witness. He
told of hearing the sound of the shot
from the bridge where he was on duty,
and of how, after first awakening the
captain, he had made his way below,
and found dn excited throng at the door
of Mr. Forbes’ stateroom. Under or-
ders from the captain he had taken a
number of the stewards and made a
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thorough search of the ship, passengers’
rooms, and crew’s quarters, all of
which had been minutely examined for
a weapon, but without success.

“How do you think this murder was
committed P’ queried the reporter.

“Well, I've figured it out,” said the
first officer, “that the person who fired
the shot was aware of the position of
the bed, and, taking a shotgun, stood in
front of Mr. Forbes’ stateroom door,
put the muzzle through the narrow
space where the partition just escapes
reaching the ceiling, and fired in the di-
rection of the bed. I think the pres-
ence of smoke in the companionway
proves this.”

“There is such a space, then?” asked
Larkins. ,

“Yes,” asserted the first officer.
“After you pointed out this fact to me
early this morning, I took the iron bar
that we used in breaking open the door,
and demonstrated to you and the cap-
tain how such a thing was possible.”

“Why is there such a space, Mr.
Woodruff, and have all the cabins on
the ship such openings ?” .

“Yes. They allow ventilation for the
rooms, and are only on the inside of the
ship.” ‘

“Then this accounts for the fact that
the doors could be locked on the inside,
and still Mr. Forbes could be shot with-
out a person being in the room?”

“I believe so.”

“Did you figure that it would be quite
a difficult thing to depress the muzzle
of a shotgun sufficiently to have it hit
a mark so close to the floor as Mr.
Forbes” bed?”

“Only after you suggested it. Not
having a shotgun on board, I could not
make a practical demonstration of it. I
have ordered a rifle out of the ship’s
arsenal, and I have it ready to try now.”

At the captain’s suggestion the com-
mittee, together with the commander,
Tarkins, and the first officer, went to
statercom A. The majority of us stood
outside while Mr. Woodruff, taking his
Remington, stood in the companionway,
and from that spot put the muzzle of
the rifle in the narrow slit on the top of
the partition, and endeavored to point

it at the bed, now cleared of its ghastly
burden.

The experiment failed to dispel the
mystery, for it was apparent to all that
the ventilation slit was too narrow and
too near the ceiling to allow the gun to
be. pointed sufficiently downward, the
stock striking the top of the companion-
way ceiling. With the mystery only
deepened, we returned to the dining
saloon, where Larkins announced the
failure to the remaining passengers.

Questioning the first officer again,
Larkins made it plain from the shot
dug from the wall and the mattress that
the death-dealing missiles came down-
ward, and from the direction of the
door, which, according to all testimony,
was securely locked from the inside.

“Now, Mr. Woodruff, since the shot-
gun theory has failed—unless when we
find the weapon we discover it to be like
the Irishman’s gun, ‘that could be fired
round a corner’—have you any other to
advance?”’

“I am still of the optinion, Mr. Lar-
kins,” said the officer, “that a shotgun
was the weapon used. The scattered
shots in the room, together with the
fact that only one report, and that an
extremely loud one, was heard, prove
this beyond a doubt. There is not a re-
volver made that could do such execu-
tion or carry large shot in such num-
bers. After firing the shot into the
room in some mysterious manner, the
murderer fled upon deck, threw the
weapon overboard, and escaped into his
stateroom, secure in the fact that he left
no clew.”

“Could he have fled into the library,
and then out on deck?”

“No; the library is locked for the
night at six bells. Anyway, it was thor-
oughly searched immediately after the
discovery of the murder.”

“Then, secing that we have witnesses
that the murderer did not flee down
either companionway, toward the aft
part of the ship, or up the stairs, as the
stewardess’ testimony shows, you think
that this person went out one or other
of the doors that lead to the deck?”

“That seems to be the only inference,
Had he run below we would have found
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him in our search, for both doors lead-
mmg into the pantries were locked se-
curely.”

When the first officer was excused I
was interested in studying the faces of
the passengers who were gathered in
the saloon. Bewilderiment was set on
every face, and as the testimony was
heard, each witness making the mystery
the more mysterious, an obvious un-
easiness began to spread. I could see
that the most of those gathered there
felt that there was something super-
natural about the whole affair.

McDonald, the chief engineer—a
broad-shouldered Scotchman—was the
next to tell of his part in the night’s
happenings. He had come on deck
from below to get a breath of air be-
fore the change of watch, at eight bells.
He distinctly heard tlte noise of the
shot, and hurried forward along the
starboard deck. When he reached the
room he found the purser, the chief
steward, and Mr. Larkins there.

“Did you see any one on deck as vou
came along?” asked Larkins.

“Yes, sir.”

Here was a new phase of the case.
There was quite a stir in the room as
everybody tried to get a better view of
the engineer.
<Did you recognize who it was?”
asked the reporter.

The engineer turned in the revolving
chair he occupied, and pointed out Van
Buren Courtlandt. “It was that gentle-
man over there,” he said.

. Here was a sensation, indeed! Al-
most every one rose, uttering exclama-
tions of dismay.

“Order, order, please!” commanded
Captain Loyd, pounding his fist on the
table. \

Iarkins never blinked an eyelash or
displayed the least astonishment, and I
wondered how much of a surprise this
was to him,

“Mr. Courtlandt, will
come forward ?” he said.

Courtlandt, his face singularly pale,
rose and walked to the captain’s table,
and took a seat beside the reporter.

“Now, Mr. McDonald, please tell us
what Mr. Courtlandt was doing?” Lar-

you please

kins asked. “Tell us just where you
saw him, and what his actions were.”

McDonald cleared his throat noisily.
One could see that the burly Scot did
not relish the thought of what he was
about to say.

“I was comin’ up the starboard deck
at a pretty lively speed,” he said. “This
was after hearin’ the shot, ye mind.
Some one was leanin’ over the rail just
opposite the companionway amidships,
an’ I stops an’ says: ‘What was yon
shootin’?” The lad here says:; ‘I dinna
ken” There was a sickly licht on the
deck here, comin’ from one licht in the
companionway, an’ besides the dawn
comin’ made it muckle clearer on deck
than insides the ship. The lad here
was shakin’ and breathin’ hard, so 1
says: ‘Lad, you must 'a’ seen a ghost!’
but he didna say annythin’ to that, an” I
goes for’ard where we finds the poor
mon dead.”

Larkins turned to Courtlandt, and
said slowly: “This is something you
should explain, Van!”

“Yes, sir!” cried Captain Loyd.
“Come, come! Explain why you were
on deck, at four in the morning, fully
dressed, and a

“One moment, captain,” broke in
Larkins, and, turnmg to the young fel-
low, he said: “Remember ~ that any
statement you make may be used

against you, and that yvour refusal to
answer any or all questions can in no
way be accepted as a confession of
guilt.”

“I have nothing to conceal, Mr. Lar-
kins,” said Courtlandt, very qUICtl} “1
killed Hamilton Forbes!”

There was a stunned silence in the
dining saloon as Courtlandt made the
dumiounding admission of his guilt.
For perhaps a moment not a soul stirred
a muscle, then the sudden rustle of a
woman's skirt broke the tense silence,
as the murdered man’s wife sprang to
her feet, and almost ran toward the cap-
tain in her excitement and agitation.

“Mr. Courtlandt lied to you, Captain
Loyd. He said that to shield me! It
was [ who so deuberately shot Mr.
Forbes!”
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CHAPTER VI
THE LOVE OF A MAN FOR A WOMAN.

In an instant all was wildest confu-
sion. Women fainted and men swore.
Courtlandt, violent in his excitement,
raved and stormed at the captain not
to believe anything Mrs. Forbes said.
He repeated again and again that he
was the guilty one, and that Mrs.
Forbes, in beautiful but mistaken gen-
erosity, was endeavoring to shield him.

Larkins was almost excited. 1 say
almost, for as long as I was associated
with him on that steamer, I never knew
him to come nearer losing that remark-
able grip on his self-possession. Twice
—three times he flung Van DBuren
Courtlandt into the chair beside him,
and curtly bade Mrs. Forbes to return
to her seat.

Captain Loyd, while not bewildered,
was plainly angry, and his deep bass
boomed out in repeated calls for order.
Gradually quiet of a sort was restored,
and he took charge of matters.

“It is quite evident that one of you is
not telling the truth,” the captain said.
“I am going to get to the bottom of
this affair right now. Mrs, Treemore,
please go with Mrs. Forbes to her state-
room, and stay there with her until I
send for you.”

The stewardess accompanied Mrs.
Forbes from the room and up the stairs.
The protecting arm she offered the
murdered man’s bride was declined
prettily, and with a perfectly self-pos-
sessed smile. Never have 1 seen like
composure under such trying circum-
stances. I loved her from that mo-
ment, and let me add here that Eliza-
beth Kennedy Forbes was the first and
only woman I ever loved in all my life.

“You say that you killed Hamilton
Forbes,” said the captain, addressing
voung Courtlandt, “and Mrs. Forbes
contradicts you, maintaining that she is
responsible for her husband’s death,
Which, if either, is guilty?”

“I am,” replied Courtlandt steadily.

“Ixplain.”

“Well,” said Courtlandt, “I am going
to tell the story in my own way. Some
years ago I entered the brokerage of-

fices of Hamilton Forbes’ Wall Street
concern, At the time my family was
not possessed with the fortune of the
former Courtlandts, and I early struck
out for myself. I was approached per-
sonally by Mr., Forbes, who was just
then beginning to be a power in the
Street; he frankly admitted that he of-
fered me a place with his concern be-
cause of my family connection, declar-
ing it would give prestige to the firm
to have a member of so desirable a
family appearing in its interests. 1 ac-
cepted, with the determination to make
good on my own account, and tn be- -
come of value to the concern for other
than the snobbish reasons so candidly
stated by Mr, Forbes.

“About the same time 1 entered the
Forbes employ Miss Kennedy, now
Mrs. Forbes, was employed as stenog-

"rapher. In a short time she became Mr.

Forbes” confidential stenographer, and
within a year she was the ruling spirit
in the offices. Mr. Forbes relied upon
her business acumen to a large extent,
and, as I was next to him in the office
force, Miss Kennedy and I saw a good
deal of each other.

“The result was that we fell in love,
and became engaged. We were a very
happy pair, indeed, who told our pre-
cious secret to Mr, IForbes. That it
staggered him we both saw plainly. At
the time we thought it was over the sim-
ple prospect of losing Miss Kennedy,
whom Forbes declared invaluable to
him in a business way. I, however, with
all a lover’s jealousy, was quick to con-
clude that Forbes, as well as I, had
lost his heart to Miss Kennedy. Who
could help it?”’ added Courtlandt, his
face transfigured; and a voice in my
own heart echoed: “Who, indeed ?”

“One morning when I arrived at the
offices?” he continued, “I was met by
two men who took me into a private
room, and informed me that they were
central-office men, and had a warrant
for my arrest on the charge of forgery
of certain hank shares,

“I protested my innocence, and so did
Forbes; in fact, through the subsequent
trials I had to undergo, he supplied the
money for my firm of lawyers, and ap-
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parently was the stanchest -friend I
had. His testimony while on the stand
appeared to be drawn from him reluc-
tantly, but it was most damaging to my
case. He swore that the forged shares
were never signed by him, alghough I
raised money on them with the under-
standing that they were indorsed by his
signature. A supposed confederate of
mine was produced who teld of my in-
tended division of the spoils with him-
self and another; this third man meet-
ing death in a street-car accident the
next day.

“l had only one friend to stand by
me through it all, and that was my af-
fianced wife. She worked night and
day for me; her testimony refuted in
part that of the man who alleged he
turned State’s evidence, but the jury
found me Guﬂt}, and I was sentenced
to a long term in prison. Forbes still
posed as my friend, for he carried my
case to the appellate division, only to
lose on every appeal.

“It seemed that nothing but a long
imprisonment awaited me when I was
given a new trial—brought about by a
newspaper reporter, who, strangely
enough, was Mr, Larkins here. He dis-
covered that one of the jurors who con-
victed me had previously been the in-
mate of an insane asylum in one of the
Middle Western States, and on this
ground I was given another trial.

“On my second trial the alleged con-

" federate of mine mixed his testimony
badly, and earned me a hung jury, and
on my third trial only three jurymen
stood for conviction. Soon after I was
released, as the district attorney’s office
refused to prosecute further. This was
because an election had robbed me of
one of my bitterest foes and one of
Forbes’ closest friends—the district at-
torney himself. I was free, but smirched
with the humiliating stigma of a dtvzded
jury.

“Warned that Forbes had tried to
bring about my ruin, I charged him to
his face with double-dealing. Miss Ken-
nedy refused to believe that I was just
in my charges, and I left New York for
the West in an endeavor to find the man
who could prove Forbes the scoundrel

I knew him to be. But my efforts to
locate this man were unsuccessful. My
letters to Miss Kennedy went unan-
swered, and I believed that she, too, had
turned against me.

“Here was where I made a fool of
myself. I should have gone to her and
sought an understanding. But a false
pride held me back. Once, while I was
in Arizona, I read an account of my
death in an old New York paper, and,
being down on my luck, doing chores
around a cattle ranch house, I let it go
at that. I argued that when I could go
to New York with the proof of my in-
nocence it would be time enough for
my brother and two sisters to know that
I still lived.

“Then came the announcement of the
engagement of Miss Kennedy to
Forbes. Enraged, I started for New
York afoot—that shows how crazy 1
was—but finally my better judgment
took hold of me, and for months, after
working in the power house of a big
copper mine in Bisbee, I scrimped and
saved until T had enough to take me to
the metropolis.

“Once there my courage failed. The
papers were so full of the coming mar-
riage of the Wall Street millionaire and
his bride that, I argued to myself, who
was I to stop so brilliant 2 match? The
newspapers made a very pretty romance
of it all, and I realized hopelessly that
I was out of it. I decided-to go back
to Arizona, and booked return passage
on the Minerva, without the slightest
idea that the Forbeses would select the
same steamer for their honeymoon trip.

“When I saw the bridal party on the
wharf ready to come aboard I was thun-
derstruck. My first impulse was’ te
rush to the purser, and demand to be
set ashore, but in the end I did nothing
S0 dramatic. I remained aboard, and
everybody on the ship knows of my
meeting with Mrs. Forbes.

“Mrs. Forbes sent me 2 note; it was
written in a ciphér we had used be-
fore, and said simply that there was
something she would like to say to me
if I would go to her in the library. It
doesn’t matter what took place in that
interview. She only meant to tell me,
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out of the goodness and sweetness of
her heart, she had believed the report
that I had died in a saloon brawl in the
Southwest. .

“But a nature as frank and open as
hers is not clever at concealment, and
in every unguarded word she uttered I
was gleaning revelations of this man
Forbes that incensed me beyond endur-
ance.

“That night, taking my shotgun, and,
with a small pair of nippers, I turned
the key in his lock, and, too blinded
with rage even to notice that he was
overcome with drink, I shot him like
the dog he was. Then I locked the
door, threw the shotgun and nippers
into the sea, and tried to appear as calm
and unconcerned as possible when the
chief engineer passed me. And—that’s
all there is to 1t.” Then young Court-
landt sat down heavily.

“Say, Van,” drawled Larkins, break-
ing the electric-charged silence, ‘“‘com-
pared to you Ananias was a piker!”

CHAPTER VII.
AND A WOMAN’S LOVE FOR A MAN.

When I next saw Larkins he and the
captain were having an argument about
Courtlandt.

“But he can’t get off the ship and
walk!” Larkins was saying. “It’s so
absurd to lock him up.”

“I can hardly permit a self-confessed
murderer to walk my decks unre-
strained,” objected the captain, a bit
pompously.

“Captain, captain,” murmured the re-
porter sadly, “do you mean to tell me
that you credit that beautiful lie? Upon
my word, I believe 1 could sell you a
gold brick with infinite ease.”’

Captain  Loyd only bridled and
cleared his throat noisily, and Larkins,
moving off, fi::ae over his shoulder:

“Well, I'm going to wire my city
editor that Courtlandt’s confession is
no more to be credited than Mrs,
Forbes’.”

“You will do no such thing,” con-
tradicted the captain firmly. “I will

give orders to the wireless operator to
refuse any message from you!”

“Don’t do it,” said Larkins. “You
know, you’re too good a sport for that,
but all this trouble has got on your mind
and mage it seasick. The press has
some rights, you know.”

But the captain turned away with-
out replying, and Larkins chuckled.

“You don’t seem to care what Captain
LLoyd threatens ?”’ said 1.

“Oh, not forto-day. I've filed ali my
stuff already. I'm laughing because
Sparks-has had a wire from every pa-
per in Manhattan for details of the
murder, not to mention the frantic de-
mands of the Associated Press. In the
meantime the Ledger is having a wild
time with the hot stuff their ‘special
correspondent on the spot’ has shipped
them. TI’ll bet that Randolph, our city
editor, has laughed for the first time in
his crotchety existence.”

“What do you think of——-" 1 com-
menced.

“Now, see here, Marshall, I've come
to look upon you as a friend of mine,
and I'd do anything for you, but I'm
sick of the Forbes’ mystery, so please
give me a rest. Bet your bottom dol-
lar that neither Courtlandt nor Mrs.
Forbes is guilty.” I.arkins lit one of
his vile cigarettes, and paced the deck
thoughtfully. Once he turned to me,
and I looked at him expectantly, for I
was sure that he was going to mention
something about the mystery.

“Say, Marshall,” he queried plain-
tively, “do you know whether we have
ice cream for luncheon, or do we only "
have it for dinner?”

I refused to answer, not thinking it
consistent for a man to mix murder
mysteries with ice cream.

“Oh, Mr, Larkins,” called the wire-
less operator, as our pacing around the
upper deck brought us past the com-
panionway that led to his small office,
“Here’s an aérogram for you. Say,” he
continued, in a much lower tone,
“what’s up? The skipper, a little while
ago, left orders that there was nothing
doing on any more messages from you,
and that I couldn’t answer the queries
from the other papers.”
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“Are there many-—other papers?”’
asked Larkins.

“The Orb wants a hundred words,”
said Sparks, “and the——="

“Good old reliable Orb!” laughed the
reporter. “They want only the skele-
ton of the story, and then they'll pad
it out! I tell you what, there’s nothing
like those good old reliable papers.
What does that yellow-hued affair, the
Sphere, want?”

“Oh, all that I can give them!” re-
plied Sparks. “Gee, I'm almost dead
now. I've been hammering that old
key until I feel as if I could drop.”

“You'd better steal a little sleep while
the cap is peeved,” said Larkins, “Just
as soon as I tell him something he’ll
open the wires to me again.”

“Sure of it?” laughed Sparks.

TLarkins shook the message he had
just received at the wireless man, and
added: “If you have brought me the
answer I expect!”

“Say,” said Sparks, his eyes wide
open, “that message was going some.”
He stopped, and thought hard for a
moment. “Blessed if 1 can place the
description, though.”

“You think real hard, Sparks,” re-
turned my friend the reporter, and then
he fell in step with me again,

I waited hopefully for him to tell me
what his aérogram contained, but when
he made no move to do so, I couldn’t
keep quiet any longer, and I blurted
out: .

“You haven’t opened your message.”

“No, I haven’t, have I?’ said my
companion ;. and I didn’t ask any more
questions, you can wager.

Luncheon at one o’clock was a very
dismal affair. The crime of the night
before and the disclosures of the morn-
ing had affected the spirits of the pas-
sengers to a marked degree, and gloomy
silence reigned in the dining saloon:

Captain Loyd was one of the first
down, and I could plainly see that Tar-
kins had news for him ; but; like the able
general he was, he waited until the skip-
per had almost finished his meal, and
was attacking his dessert with relish,
before he spoke:

“Captain, I want to apologize if I

was too—well, fresh this morning—the
lack of sleep set me on edge,” began
Larkins,

“Oh, that’s all right, Mr. Larkins,”
returned Captain Loyd. 1 guess we
are all a little upset. However, I think
it best that nothing more be sent to the
papers.”

“Captain, I want to make a little deal
with you. Suppose that you had on
board this ship an escaped convict—a
man who was serving a term for mur-
der at the time he made his get-away?”’

“Well?” asked the captain.

“Well, supposing he had been sent to
jail on the evidence of the man who
was murdered this morning?”

“Mr. Larkins, do you mean that there
is such a man on board this ship?”

“Yes, I do mean just that!”

“Il can scarcely credit such a thing,”
said Captain Loyd.

“It is so, nevertheless,” retorted Lar-
kins. “If T should point out this person
to you, and have the documents to prove
his identity, will you let me use the
wireless P’

“No, sir; I will not barter with you,”
returned the captain brusquely, though
there was a twinkle in his eye. “But,
as a slight token of my appreciation for
such shrewdness, however, T might give
the liberty of the ship!” and he laughed.

Larkins passed over the sealed mes-
sage he had received, saying that he had .
not opened it for he was sure of its con~"
tents, The captain tore open the en-
velope, and read the message with a
puzzled expression.

“I'm afraid I do not understand,” he
said. '

“That is an answer I received from
the police headquarters of New York
City—the rogues’ gallery, to be precise.
It contains the Bertillon measurements
and police history of the man to whom
I refer.”

“Still T don’t place whom you mean.”

Larkins leaned over, and whispered
something i1n the captain’s ear. The
effect was magical.

“Thunder and lightning ! ejaculated
the skipper. “When vou have finished
luncheon will you and Mr. Marshall
come up to my quarters? We'll have it

2
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out there,” and the captain hurried
above.

During the rest of the meal Larkins
was as conversational as a clam, and
later led the way to the upper deck.
Just off the bridge we entered the cap-
tain’s quarters.

“I have sent Woodruff to bring the
fellow aloft,” he informed us as we en-
tered, and then to my astonishment he
opened a small case and slipped an au-
tomatic pistol in his hip pocket. “Just
as well, T suppose?”’ he said to Larkins,
who nodded.

Soon we heard the first officer and
some one coming up the ladder, and I
was deeply surprised to note that it
was Hallaron, the deck steward, who
followed Mr. Woodruff into the room.

Then I knew the answer to the little
scene I.arkins had enacted the day be-
fore, with this steward. The reporter
was looking for marks of identification,
and evidently had found them.

Hallaron stood before us ill at ease
and mystified. I mentally decided that
Larkins had made a mistake; the stew-
ard had a look of genuin: innocence on
his face.

“You sent for me, sir?” he said.

“Yes, Hallaron, I did——"

“Captain, why don't you call him
Patton?” Larkins interrupted quietly.

The steward went white as a sheet,
and swung about to face the reporter
with a savage exclamation.

“So,” said he, “that’s why you
wanted me to show you how big my
arms was?”’

“Yes,” said Larkins.

“Well?” the man loocked from one to
the other of us sullenly.

“Hallaron,” said the captain, ‘“you
have been with me on this ship almost
two years. I have found you honest,
faithful, and sober in your habits at all
tinies, so when Mr. Larkins told me you
were an escaped convict, found guilty
of a serious crime, I could scarcely be-
lieve it.”

“Well,” said the man, “it’s true
enough; I guess the jig’s up.”

“Patton, what do you know about the
murder of Mr, Forbes?” Larkin asked.

“Nothin’ at all, sir, what
everybody else knows.”

“Where were- you this morning when
he” was killed ?”

“Sleepin’, sir,” said the man, without
hesitation.

“Did you drop a cipher note through
his window just before midnight?”

“No, sir.”

“Did you recognize Mr. Forbes when
he came aboard yesterday?”’

“Do you think I could ever forget
that I’ He spat out the vile desig-
nation, his face black with passion.

“The man’s dead, Hallaron!”’ said the
captain severely.

“Aye, and thanks to God that he is,
say 1.” Tears were gathered in the
man’s eyes, and his voice trembled as he
spcke. “IHe swore me into a livin’ death
with his black heart an’ lies; starved
my wife to death, an’ ruined my daugh-
ter’s life! All the day I've sung a song
of joy, an’ I'll gladly go back to that
cell now, as there’s nothin’ left on earth
for me to avenge!”

“How did such a man as Hamilton
Forbes ever come into your life?” I

except

~ asked, amazed indeed at the man’s out-

burst.

“It were this way, sir. I were nothin’
but a truck driver, an’ I did my hard
day’s work along with the rest, My
wife she had her troubles only when
P'd get a little too much of the drink
aboard. But not after my little Katie
grew up, an’ a fine girl she were, sirs.
‘Sure, Hugh,” T says to meself, ‘there’s
a girl worth bein’ proud of, an” you'd
better cut out the drink.

“I did, an’ the wife an’ me we gives
the girl the best there is. One day I
were truckin’ down Madison Avenue,
an’ a auto scrapes my wheels. ‘Hey,
you Irish mutt,” yells one of the gents
in a big fur coat, ‘can’t you see where
vou goin’? I were quick with me
tongue, an’ I shoots off a lot of abuse
which truck drivers knows how to han-
dle proper. The one what was drivin’
the auto jumps out an’ shakes a big
wrench at me. ‘I've a good mind to
drive yvour nose in with this! says he.
‘Sure,” says 1, ‘supposin’ you try? an’ I
climbs down, an’ as the swell closes in
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on me I cops him on the jaw, only after
he swipes me over th’ shoulder with the
big iron wrench. I saw all red before
me at this piece of dirty work, an’ when
he, aims another swipe at me I knocks
him flat. _ :

“Well, he never got up again-—alone.
The man what stays in the car an’ never
does nothin’ but toot the horn for the
police was this Forbes. An’ when I
were brought to trial, what does he do?
He tells the jury that I took the wrench
from their machine an’ beats the man
with it over the head, smashin’ his skul}!
The dirty liar! His head gets fractured
when 1 knocks him to the car rail! They
don’t hang me, seein’ I had a good repu-
tation—I1 only goes to prison for life!

“An’ what becomes of my family an’
the little flat I had in Harlem? Dispos-
sessed were they one day, an’ my wife
dies from exposure, while Katie
Six months after I makes me get-away,
I sneaks into Noo York. I hears about
my wife, but nothin’ of Katie. One
night I were slinkin’ along Forty-second
Street, goin’ east from Broadway, when
one of them girls grabs my arm. ‘Where
you goin’, kid?’ she says. Somethin’ in
the voice makes me look at her close.
Then—I can’t talk about it. Thank
God, Katie isn’t leading that life now;
but I tell you, if Forbes had ’a’ bin in
Noo York that night he’d 'a’ died then!

“That’s all there is to my story, cap-
tain, an’ I'm willin’ to go to the brig
whenever you say,” he concluded, rub-
bing his tear-strewn face with the back
of his trembling hands.

We all looked at the steward in si-
lence.

“Hallaron,” said the captain finally,
“I want you to give me your promise
that you won’t try to get away when we
reach New Orleans. Give me_ your
word, and you may continue at your
duties until we reach port.”

“Yes, sir,” said the man gratefully;
“thank you, sir.”

“Pouf!” laughed ILarkins, when the
man had gone. ‘“There goes one of my
pet theories knocked into a cocked hat!”

“Did you think he was the mur-
derer?” asked Woodruff.

“Well, you can never tell what I do

think when I get started,” said Larkins.
“I'm liable to think any old thing.”

At this point a steward informed the
captain that Mrs. Forbes wished to see
him. :

“Tell her you'll see her, won’t you,
captain?’ Larkins urged. “I'll make
you a wager that she’ll come up here
with a wild yarn about how she shot her
husband with a shoehorn, and insist
that Courtlandt only pleaded guilty to
the deed because he thought she did it.”

The captain chuckled. “Show her
up,” he ordered the steward.

That the strain was telling on Eliza-
beth T could plainly see, even in the sub-
dued light of the captain’s room. Her
face, in spite of the suffering so appar-
ent there, was as beautiful as-ever, and
my heart cried out to her—she seemed
so like a crushed and broken flower.

“Captain,” she said, in her deep con-
tralto, “I come t6 you to protest against
the further incarceration of Mr. Court-
landt. He only confessed to the mur-
der of Mr. Forbes because he knew 1
was guilty. Don’t you see he’s sacrific-
ing himself for me?”

“Oh, rot!” burst from Bobby Lar-
kins, earning a flashing rebuke from the
eyves I had grown to love in a short
twenty-four hours. “Now, look here,
Mrs. Forbes, you know as well as I
do that you never even so much as shot
off a cap pistol, much less a shotguni
If Mr. Forbes had met death from a
hatpin stab, why, we would probably be
willing to suspect you. Both you and
Courtlandt are as guiltless as the inhab-
itants of Mars, or I'm going daft!”

As Captain Loyd looked at the girl a
fatherly expression found place in his
rosy, smooth-shaven face. He reached
out and patted her hand.

“T believe that Mr. Larkins is right,
my dear,” said the captain gently, “and
that you two young folks are both very
cheerful prevaricators. Mr. Woodruff,
take this brave little girl below, and give
Mr. Courtlandt the freedom of the ship.
1 fancy he won’t run away,” and he
brushed aside the girl’s faltering words
of gratitude.

“Come on,” said Bobby. “I want to
see how Sparks is making out as a cor-
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respondent,” and we made our way
down the ladder behind the first officer
and Elizabeth, She turned on seeing
Larkins.

“Please may 1 thank you, Mr, Lar-
kins?” she asked.

“Yes,” said Bobby; “you may—that
is, if you will let me first beg your par-
don for any harsh thing I might have
said to you.”

The two then shook hands.

“Say,” said Larkins to me, after they
were out of earshot, ‘it must be great
to have a woman love you the way she

')!

loves Courtlandt!

v CHAPTER VII.

THE WEAPON OF DEATH AGAIN.

An hour afterward we met Court-
landt and Mrs. Forbes pacing the decks
side by side. Needless to say, they
were the cynosure of all eyes, and her
flushed face gave mute evidence to the
fact that she was conscious of the vul-
gar stares leveled at them, but she bore
herself with proud indifference.

In response to their invitation Lar-
kins and I fell in step with them, and
eventually the reporter and Courtlandt
paired off, leaving Mrs. Forbes and my-
self to follow in leisurely circling the
deck. We talked of those trite subjects
that seem to belong to people who first
meet, yet my heart was even then cry-
ing out to tell her of the great love that
lay within it.

A school of leaping porpoise keeping
up to the ship off the port side caught
her interest, and she leaned over the rail
watching them. She laughed with
spontaneots joy at their sportive antics.

“Aren’t they dear!” she exclaimed,
and several women passengers standing
near by cast looks of amazement and
horror upon her.

“I believe she did murder her hus-
band!” whispered one of the group
spitefully to her companion. “Did you
hear her laugh?”

If Elizabeth heard the words shé gave
no sign of it. In fact, she laughed
again, freely and unrestrainedly; but,

as we moved away, I saw that her
sweet eyes were filled with tears. It
was after this incident, which set me
inwardly boiling, that she seemed to
lose heart in talking, so I pgrsuaded
her to let me get her cozily tucked in
her steamer chair for a siesta on deck.

She seemed grateful for the sugges-
tion, and when she was comfortably
settled, and Courtlandt had hurried to
the library to get a book for her, I
joined lLarkins again, and we betook
ourselves to the upper deck, making
our way to the smoking room aft. On
the way we encountered the first ofh-
cer, very handsome and striking-look-
ing in his white duck uniform. He
paused to chat with us a moment, and
to put a question to Larkins.

“What did you think of Hallaron's
story?”’ he asked.

“I think ‘it was pretty straightfor-
ward on the whole,” Larkins replied.

“He told one lie, "however,” an-
nounced Woodruff, in a lowered tone.

Larkins led him to the rail, and the
three of us looked down into the blue
of the sea churned into white foam by
the mighty propellers. “Fire away,”
he said, after he was sure no one could
overhear us.

“Hallaron swore that he was in his
bunk when the shot was fired,” said
Woodruff, “yet one of the engineer’s
force, who was forward taking the air,
just | before his watch was called, teffs
me he saw Hallaron on deck and peer-
ing into the window of stateroom A
not five minutes before the shot was

fired!”

Larkins was startled, and for sev-
eral minutes of complete silence he
gazed into the depths of the sea so in-
tently that I wondered if he expected
those churning waters to furnish him
with a solution of this latest develop-
ment.

“That’s odd,” he said at last. “Have
you told the captain?®”
“Not yet,” said Woodruff, “but I

will- at eight bells, when I do my turn
on the bridge—it is nearly time now,”
he added, consulting his watch.

“The deck lights were extinguished,”
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said Larkins, “so how could this en-
gineer tell it was Hallaron?”

“He said there was light streaming
through the window of stateroom A,
and as Hallaron had his face in close
proximity he is certain of the identifi-
cation.  Furthermore, this engineer
maintains that when he and the rest of
the watch started to the scene, some
moments after the shot had been heard,
he met Hallaron, and asked what was
up.,’

“It looks as if your theory of the
whole affair was right, Larkins,” I ob-
served.

“T never had a theory—that is, I

never expressed one,” retorted the
newspaper man, turning to me.
“Didn’t you think Hallaron shot

Forbes?” I asked, in surprise.

“if T did I didn’t think out loud,”
was Larkins’ evasive answer.

“Come up on the bridge. We'll have
more privacy,” suggested Woodruff.
“It’s my time up there, and anyway
the captain will be glad to hear what
new views you may have arrived at,”
and we walked forward to the ladder
leading to the bridge.

Captain Loyd welcomed us pleasant-
ly, and plunged at once into the subject
which was absorbing every one to the
exclusion of every other topic.

“I am more deeply puzzled and mys-
tlﬁed than ever,” declared the captain,

“and, by the way, the company hag or-
dered me to bury the body at sea. With
Mrs. Forbes’ permission it shall be
done at sunset.”

Then Woodruff told the captain of
the engineer’s story about Hallaron’s
presence on deck just prior to the
shooting.

“So it was Hallaron, after all!” ex-

claimed Captain Loyd, springing to his
feet.

“l do not think so, captain,”
Larkins.

“Why not?”

“You forget the cipher warning.”

“Do you really believe the cipher had
anything to do with his death?” 1
asked.

“I certainly do,

said

13

maintained Larkins

emphatically. “It threw a man utterly
devoid of nerves into a paroxysm of
fear, He declared that hidden among
the figures was a threat of death to be
carried out that very night. Was he
right?”

- We could say nothing to this, and,
unlocking a drawer in his desk Cap—
tain Loyd withdrew the cipher that had
been found on Forbes” bed.

s Larkins pored over it in silence for a
Wwhile, then asked permission to make a
copy of it so that he could study it
more closely at his leisure.

“At that, I don’t think this cipher
will tell us anything -we don’t know,”
he remarked, as he slipped the copy he
had made into his pocket. “And de-
spite the fact that Hallaron was on
deck I dont believe he ever owned a
shotgun.”

“Then,” said the captain, “you re-
gard the weapon as the pivet around
which ”

“In this affair the shotgun is X—the
unknown quantity. Now. we must fig-
ure everything from that standpoint.
Let us tabulate those who might be
guilty, taking Mrs. Forbes first.

“Let us ask ourselves: Would she
have any motive in killing her hus-
band? The answer is ‘Yes'! But—a
shotgun is no part of a bride’s trous-
seau, no matter how up to date brides
are these days. Granted she had cause,
however, it is utterly ridiculous in this
case to suppose she shot him when she
could have procured her freedom,
minus bloodshed and sensationalism,
via good old Reno’s route. So that
eliminates Mrs. Forbes.

“Courtlandt: Now, things look dark
for our hot-headed young friend. It
was his divine right to kill Forbes, so
he thought, but somebody else saved
him the trouble. His confession, as
well as Mrs. Forbes’, was the merest
piffle. Each got the idea the other was
guilty, so tried to shoulder the respon-
sibility. The fact that the inside of a
stateroom was torture to any one who
had gone through the mental agony
Courtlandt had endured during the day
made his presence on deck nothing out
of the ordinary. I want you to bear
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this in mind, and figure it out with me;
according to where he was standing
when the chief engineer saw him—and
the cngineer didn't lose any time in
moving forward when he heard the
shot—it was a physical i1mpossibility
for Courtlandt to have fired the shot.”

“But he was noticeably agitated, so
Mr. McDonald affirmed,” put in the
captain.

“Yes,” said Larkins; “that puzzled
ime until I had a heart-to-heart talk
with him this afternoon. Poor fellow,
he believes Mrs. Forbes fired the shot!”

“What made him believe that?” de-
manded the captain.

“His stateroom 1s twenty-two, open-
ing off the cross companionway on the
port side of the ship. He did not go
out on deck there, but walked through
the ship to the starboard side. As he
came to the junction of the companion-
way that runs fore and aft, he looked
toward the front part of the vessel, In
the dim light he saw what he thought
was a woman’s figure, clad in a loose-
flowing kimono, in front of Forbes’
door. He stumbled out on deck, agi-
tated and distraught, because he be-
lieved it to be none other than Mrs.
TForbes, and leaned against the rail,
plunged into a maelstrom of emotions.
Imagine his consternation, then, when
the shot was fired almost immediately
thereafter, leaving only one conviction
open to his mind.”

“That puts it up to Mrs. Forbes,
then,” said the captain quickly.

“Not by a jugful; it only goes to
prove Mrs. Forbes’ entire innocence.”

“How?”

“Do you remember the way she was
gowned when she appeared on the
scene immediately after the discovery
of the murder?”

“She was fully dressed!
had forgotten that!”

“Yes,” said Larkins, “and in a close-
fitting, tan-colored gown, at that.”

“Then that lets her out,” I said, in a
voice so full of obvious relief that I
was annoyed to see Larkins suppress a
smile. o

“Exit then Mrs.
quixotic young

By Jove, 1

Forbes and our
iriend, Courtlandt.

-

Now, my impression is that the crime
was committed by some one whose
stateroom opens off or ncar the social
hall. Every stateroom on this ship
opens off the interior companionways;
there are no deck staterooms. he
purser, the chief steward, the steward-
ess, myself, Marshall, and maybe a half
dozen other passengers were in the lo-
cality, near enough to rush out, fire the
shot, and get back into the safety of
our staterooms before the ship was
aroused.”

“A nice, cheerful thought that,” T in-
terposed.: “Which of us is it up to to
spring to our feet, crying dramatically:
‘Captain, captain, I cannot tell a lie;
I did it with my little shotgun!”

“That remains to be discovered,” re-
torted Larkins dryly. “In the mean-
time, to give us suspects the benefit of
the doubt, let’s work on the Hallaron
hypothesis.

“Hallaron, or Patton, is distinctly ‘in
bad.’ Were the detective force of New
York aboard they would fall on Mr.
Hallaron’s neck and third degree him
to a fare-ye-well; but somehow I can’t
convince myself that he did the shoot-
ing. \What do you say to confronting
him with the fact that he was seen at
Forbes” window ?”

“A good idea,” agreed Captain Loyd.
“Get Hallaron, Mr. Woodruft.”

The first officer was gone but a little
while when he reéntered the room with
Halaron. Briefly the captain told the
deck steward of the engineer’s story,
and asked him to affirm or dispute it.
I don’t think we were, any of us, pre-
pared for his answer.

“That’s right, sir; I was on deck at
the time that black dog was killed!” he
said.

“And you killed him!”’ said Larkins
quickly.

Hallaron shook his head slowly. I
did not, sir.”

“You know who did, then?"” the re-
porter suggested insinuatingly.

“Yes, sir, I do know!” Dumfounded
the four of us stared at Hallaron. “DBut
wild horses coukin't drag it from me!”’
he went on quietly. *I consider that”
~—we all hung on the next word—*“per-
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son,” he added, “‘as only doin’ the task
God sent them to do.”

And nothing—no amount of threats
or cajolery, could swerve Hallaron
from his determination to keep his
knowledge of the murderer strictly to
himself. The thought of being keel-
hauled only made him smile; the pros-
pect of a dark, dismal hole, chained like
a dog and btarved earned merely an
indifferent shrug of his shoulders,

“There’s only one thing I'll do, sir,”
said Hallaron; “if an innocent party is
convicted of killin’ this Forbes, I'll tell
all I knows!”

“Get out, Hallaron!” cried the cap-
tain angrily. *“You actually make me
want to throttle you for a pig-headed
imbecile!”

After Hallaron had gone the captain
turned to Larkins. “I think he's crazy,”
he said in disgust.

“Or just telling the plain, unvar-
nished truth, which is nearly the same
thing,” grinned the reporter. “I'm go-
ing to cultivate Hallaron’s acquaint-
ance, and I'll bet any one a doughnut
to a left-handed monkey wrench I'll
worm his secret out of him before we
reach New Orleans.”

And I mentally decided that it was
a pretty safe bet,

That afternoon at sundown all that
was mortal of Hamilton Forbes was
carefully shrouded, weighted, and cast
into the deep, while Captain Loy, in
an impressive voice, read the burial
service. Every one on board, passen-
gers and crew, thronged the side of the
vessel, and looked on in silence—a si-
lence terribly profound, undisturbed
even by the throb of machinery, for the
pounding propellers were still for the
nonce. When Captain Loyd closed his
book he howed his bared head.

There was a rush through the air, a
splash, a boiling of white foam, and
then the ominous flirt of a dorsal fin as
one of the denizens of the deep fol-
lowed Hamilton Forbes to his last rest-
ing place.

Our solemn duty to the dead over,
the gongs clanged their imperative de-
mands in the bowels of the ship, the

thrashing screws clove anew the deep
indigo of the Gulf Stream, and we
surged southward.

Mrs. Forbes retired to her stateroom,
Courtlandt and myself paced the deck,
while Larkins we: t above to file “over-
night copy,” as he expressed it. Later
we found him in the wireless room with
Sparks, as all on board knew the curly-
headed operator, swapping yarns of the
newspaper game. I invited the reporter
to join me 1n a stroll aroygnd the decks
but he declined, saying that he was ‘“‘go-
ing to lonesome it” in his stateroom and
solve the cipher—if he could.

As we reached the saloon deck Court-
landt, too, excused himself, and made
off in the direction of his stateroom. 1
paced the deck alone. A full moon
made the waters a shimmering sea of
silver, and the passengers crowded the
decks, more cheerful and light-hearted
than they had hitherto been now that
Forbes” body had been consigned to the
keeping of the deep.

It was ten o'clock when I left my
steamer chair to seek my bunk. The
weather was growing warmer as we
progressed southward, and I swung the
glass window wide open, and pulled up
the wooden shutter for privacy’s sake.
The steamer chairs belonging to Mrs.
Forbes, lLarkins, and myself were oc-
cupied, and although I tried to distin-
guish the voices, 1 failed to recognize
any speaker, so I decided that some of
the other passengers, unknown to me,
had taken possession of our chairs for
the time.

I was in my berth, when suddenly I
heard Hallaron’s voice. I listened in-
tently; I could easily make out that he
was telling those in the chairs that the
persons who rented them desired their
use. While T could not see the occu-
pants, I could tell that they moved off
at once.

Next I heard Mrs. Forbes and Court-
landt in conversation with Haliaron;
but later they, too, got up and moved
away.

From the bridge six bells told the
hour of eleven, and I could see the
lights on deck snap out.

Suddenly a gunshot rang out on the
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night air. A cry of misery, a woman’s
shriek, and a man’s exclamation of dis-
may followed the crash of a heavy body
falling to the deck.

-

CHAPTER IX.
THE MYSTERY ONLY DEEPENS,

A copy of the New York Ledger
lies before me as I write of the ter-
rible mystery of the Phantom Shotgun,
and, knowing that Larkins’ account of
that night is far superior to any I could
give, I copy it verbatim:

The mystery of the murder of Hamilton
Forbes, the millionaire Wall Street broker,
who was killed on board the S. S. Minerva,
has deepened with the killing of a man
named Hallaron, the deck steward of the
steamship, last night. The steward met his
fate in the same mysteriots manner in which
death claimed the broker.

Hallaron, whose real name was Hugh Pat-
ton, a convict escaped from Sing Sing, was
found lying in his own blood on the deck of
the ill-fated vessel, following the explosion
of a shotgun, outside of stateroom A, where
Forbes met his untimely end. The mur-
derer, as in the Forbes shooting, has so
far not been identified.

Hallaron was under suspicion for the mur-
der of Fdrbes, as mentioned in the wireless
dispatches yesterday, and his death by the
same means employed in the killing of Ham-
ilton TForbes only deepens the mystery.

Hallaron was quite dead when picked up;
and a charge of buckshot having riddled
his body, showed the weapon to have been
used at short range.

E. Van Buren Courtlandt, whose spectacu-
lar admittance of guilt in the Forbes shoot-
ing has been told of, has been placed under
arrest by Captain John S. Loyd, the com-
mander of the Minerva, owing to the {fact
that he was only within twenty feet or so
of the murdered deck steward when the shot
was fired.

Courtlandt and Mrs. Forbes, the widow
of the murdered broker, according to their
own testimony, were leaning over the for-
ward rail of the Minerva when they heard
the roar of the shotgun, and, both turning
simultaneously, heheld Hallaron thrashing
about on deck. Courtlandt rushed to the
stricken man and was giving him what aid
he could when passengers, officers, and crew
crowded around the spot.

Joth Mrs. Forbes and Courtlandt declare
that they saw no one else on deck, although
they turned instantly at the sound of the
weapon exploding. The whole length of the
starboard deck was clear, so they maintained,
and Courtlandt gave it as his impression that

some one standing in the forward compan-
ionway, that leads to the social hall, had
fired the fatal shot.

The purser and the chief steward of
the Minerva were talking with the corre-’
spondent of the Ledger inside, not many feet
from this companionway, and it would have
been impossible for any onc to have escaped
that way and not have been seen by these
threc.

That some one inside of stateroom A
fired the shot, was the genecrally accepted
theory until a thorough search of the room
dispelled any such belief. The doors had
been securely locked by the purser, and the
keys kept in his possession, since the IForbes
murder, as the New Orleans police authori-
ties had requested. that nothing be disturbed
until that room should be searched by them
for any possible clews. The window of this
stateroom looked out on deck, and was open,
Hallaron’s body was lying directly beneath
it when he died.

Another stateroom, number one, lying mid-
way between stateroom A and the library,
was occupied at the time by Franklin Mar-
shall, a raisin man, of Fresno, Cal, who is
taking the Southern trip on his way to his
home., Mr. Marshall was in his berth at
the time, and told how the report of the
shotgun awakened him. Hearing the com-
motion on deck, he lowered his window
blind and looked out. Others were crowd-
ing the deck by this time, and he could add
little toward clearing up the latest develop-
ment. '

The library, stateroom A. and all the
staterooms were immediately and thoroughly
ransacked for a wcapon, but without result.

In arresting Mr. Courtlandt and placing
him in the confinement of his own state-
room, Captain Loyd explained that there
was no other course open to him,

Mrs, Elizabeth Kennedy IForkes sought
the seclusion of her stateroom immediately
after the occurrence, and it was rumored
among the passengers that she, too, had been
placed in custody, Captain I.oyd denies
this, however. Mrs, Forbes declined to make
any statement for the press.

If the death of Mr. Forbes aroused
the ship to a state of excitement, it
could not be compared to the frenzy
of passengers over the Halloran trag-
edy.

I advanced the theory of suicide,
suggesting that the man had probably
shot himself and pitched the weapon
overboard as he fell.

Larkins scouted this, and pointed out
that the gun was not held close to the
body, as a suicide would be forced to
hold the weapon, but at least ten feet
away, as the scattered shots in the dead
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man’s body .and lack of powder burns
clearly testified.

“I give it up,” I said; “it’s too deep
for me.”

“Well, T don’t give it up,” said the
reporter grimly. “Why, I’d never look
a gumshoe in the face again if I let
this boat get to New Orleans without
solving these two murders. On the
same boat, and a witness almost to
everything, and Lucky Larkins not
clean it up? Humph!”

“How about the cipher?” I asked.

“Why do you ask that?”

“Overwhelming curiosity,” I said.
“The only thing that can throw any
light on these murders is that mass of
figures, and I, together with every one
on this ship, would like to see it de-
ciphered.”

Larkins mused a while in silence be-
fore he spoke:

“Well, I'm free to confess I'm up
against it there. It looked like the eas-
iest thing I ever tackled in the way
of ciphers when I started, but it wasn’t
long before I gave it up. See here.”
And he pulled a lot of papers from his
coat pocket. “Come into the library,
and T’ll show you an alphabetical mix-
up that’s like a poor relation of pied
type. Here is the cipher warning.”
And he laid the copy before me:

. 5-16-11-16~ 9-11- 9-16

25-20~ 8- 7- 9-14-15-20

8-11-21-19-11-26- 3-12
4- 8- 2~ 4-14-22-24-20

15~ 9-19- 9-26-23-10- 1
7- 6= 5- 1-25-24- 1- 8

48-20-19-22-26-25- 3- 9
8- 5- 1-22- 5-14- 7- B

18

“Now, there are twenty-six letters in
the alphabet, and we’ll first transpose
cach hgure to the letter it represents,
supposing I stand stands for A and
26 for Z,” said Iarkins.

- Then he laid down a second picce of
paper, covered with letters instead of
figures:

©®
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“Now, I have taken those. figures
like so many recruits, marched them.
to and fro, backward and forward,
marshaling them into all sorts of form-
ations, only to come back to this array.
The top line bears out Forbes’ state-
ment, in a way.”

“How?” I asked, very much inter-
ested.

“Read it from right to left, and you
have ‘To-night.” The ‘Y’ I can’t under-
stand yet. The bottom line is either
‘Heaven’ or, skipping ‘H’ and ‘E, it is
‘avenger.””’

“Isn’t it strange that the words you
have deciphered were so easy, and those
that remain hidden are so difficult?” I
asked.

“That makes it a cipher,
retorted dryly.

“What about the S within the cir-
cle?” I inquired. "

“That is either a signature or a sub-
key—I don’t know which. At first I
thought it might mean that the reader
was to follow the form of the letter S
through the letters, but that’s not the
answer.” '

“Then you give it up?”’

“Not by a jugful! T shall eat, slecp,
and exercise with this thing until I
solve it.”  And he swept the papers up,
suggesting a stroll on deck.

r

Larkins
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CHAPTER X.
LARKINS SOLVES THE CIPIER.

At dinner Elizabeth Forbes appeared
in the dining saloon for the first time
during the trip, joining Captain Loyd
and myself at the first table; and we
carried on a fairly lively conversation.
Larkins appeared when we were about
half through. He was smiling and deb-
onair as usual, but I could detect a
glint of satisfaction in his eyes.

“Well, what’s up?”’ I asked him.

“I have solved the cipher—that’s
all.L” And he proceeded to attack a
fritter with undue violence.

Of course, this statement created
something of a stir in our particular
group, and Mrs, Forbes, paling a little,
asked to see the solution.

“Sure, if it will do you any good,”
said Larkins. “I felt that if 1 could
decipher that mess of numerals I would
have the answer to the whole affair;
but there is nothing doing.” He dug
a hand into a pocket, and drew out his
copy of the cipher. “The little number
on the top gives the key. The nine-
teenth letter in the alphabet is S. The
Greek letter S is Sigma.” And, with
fine disregard for table linen, he drew
the letter thereon:

Ceneas

————

“By Jove!” exclaimed Captain Loyd.
“The very mark that was on the wall of
Mr. Forbes’ stateroom, and that threw
him into a spasm of fear!”

“How does that explain the cipher?”
asked Mrs. Forbes.

»

“T'll show you,” said the newspaper
man, producing another sheet of paper.
It was the one with the numbers
changed to their corresponding letters.
“I merely follow the form of Sigma
through the different rows, reading
each lettér as I go along. There”—he
suited the action to the word—‘“what
do vou make of it?”

O

“‘To-night you die, the avenger!"”
read the captain, with painstaking dis-
tinctiveness. “But we knew approxi-
mately that much already, Mr. Lar-
kins.” He turned on the reporter in
an aggrieved manner. “This doesn’t
throw any light on the mystery. What
we want is the final solution.”

“Oh, you do?”’ said the reporter
blandly. “How very odd! 'Well, I
don’t mind admitting that I'm in the
same boat with you, but I've done my
derndest, and angels can’t do more.
That being so—I am going to have ice
cream and my nearly peach pie all in
one dish.”

“What will you do next?” I asked.
“Since you counted so much on the so-
lution of the cipher, doesn’t this leave
you high and dry?”

“Well, it might look that way, but
you must remember that 1 am amphib-
ious.”

We all arose at the same time, and
made our way on deck, Larkins bring-
ing up the rear, humming over and
over again with deadly monotony:

“She got down on her knees
#And sighed ‘Bejeez’!
But the vill-i-an still pursued her!”
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He suddenly stopped. “I suppose we

ought to go and watch Courtlandt .

feed,” he said, as we fell in step be-
hind the captain and Elizabeth. “Only
we have such a horny-handed old son
of a sea cook for a skipper that he
would suspect that I was going to slip
the desperate prisoner a jagged meat
saw by which said desperate prisoner
would gain the freedom of the deck
and swim three miles to yonder sand
key and hide behind a dune.”

Captain T.oyd made no retort, but
when we were on the port side of the
saloon deck he entered the aft com-
panionway, and knocked at stateroom
twenty-two.

“May we visit you, Mr. Courtlandt?”
he asked pleasantly. “I have some of
" your friends with me.’

For answer, Courtland himself flung
open the door. His face lit up as he
saw who was there besides the cap-
tain, Larkins, and myself.

“Welcome to my dungeon!” cried the
young fellow; and I observed the look
of gratitude Elizabeth flashed at the
captain when she discovered that
Courtlandt was not under lock and key.
The five of us stuffed the little place
uncomfortably, and so I suggested to
the captain that a turn on deck for the
prisoner would be nothing more than
humane; but Captain Loyd shook his
head.

“I have been ordered by my supe-
riors to keep Mr. Courtlandt in custody,
and I must do so despite the fact that
I am- practically convinced. that our
young friend could not have been
guilty.”

“Oh, I'm all right here, anyway,”
spoke up the accused man nonchalantly.
“The captain has been more than good,
and, as he has pointed out, the Federal
authorities in New Orleans will un-
doubtedly arrest me merely because my
presence on the ship is against me. But
I am innocent, and I'm not one bit dis-
turbed.”

“Oh, Van, don’t speak of arrest!”
almost sobbed the girl, completely los-
ing consciousness of our _presence in
her ag1tat10n

“It isn’t so bad,”

3B

Courtlandt con-

tinued; “and don’t you folks worry
abgut my situation. I read mrost of the
time.” He pointed to a pile of books
strewn over the lower bunk. “The first
officer sent in this bunch, and I'm prom-
ising myself a great treat to-night with
this particular book.” And he held up
a volume by a popular writer.

“But can you see well enough in here
with that one little light?” asked the
girl.

“That one incandescent is plenty if
he occupies the upper berth,” put in
the captain.

Courtlandt laughed. “That’s a queer
thing about me,” he said, “but, do you
know, I never like an upper berth. I
object torthe climbing part, even on a
boat.”

As I opened the door to lead the way
out, I found Woodruff in front of the.
door. He flushed as I hailed him, and
hurriedly told the captain that, there
were wireless messages to be answered
from the company offices. I could not
get over the impression that I had
caught Woodruff eavesdropping as the
three of us walked around to where our
chairs were located; but there in si-
lence we fell under the spell of the June
moon, which had just risen over the
edge of the sea, throwing a mist of sil-
very light over the waters in front of
the sharp-nosed bow of the Minerva.

Toward nine o'clock Mr. Woodruff
joined us, and then McDonald, the
chief engineer, wandered up, and we
discussed the sea, her variable ways,
history, and superstitions. .

“Aye, you may weel laugh at a sail-
or’s supersteetions,” said McDonald, in
his rich voice, tinged with a Scotch
brogue. “While I'm a mon wha does
na believe in ghosts an’ sic things, still
I'll confess that I believe an’ I pay heed
tae signs. Th’ day we left New York
a shark nosed along in our wake.
‘Miguel,” says I to one of my Cuban
wipers, ‘did ye ever see a shark so far
north before? ‘No, sefior,” says the
wiper. ‘Some one die thisa day.” Arn’
by that I ken that Miguel is a true
sailor, even if he isna a Presbyterian.
That business of Mr. Forbes happened
that nicht. Yesterday who should I
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see every time I come on deck? Mr.
Shark tumblin’ along in our wake. Last
nicht Hallaron met his end—an’ doesna
that prove onything?”

I looked at Larkins, and caught him
in the act of winking at the first offi-
cer, who, to my surprise, did not return
the wink.

“See your old chum to-day?”’ asked
the reporter, touching a match to a
iresh cigarette.

“I did, sir,” answered McDeonald, at
which Mrs. Forbes stirred uneasily, and
I felt a queer sensation along my spine.
“He was showin’ his dorsal fin every
time I looked aft, an’ in my opeenion
th’ old Mme"rva is marked by Davy
Jones, an’ I'm no’ a croaker, sir.”
“No, indeed!” Larkins hastily as-
sured him. “You are bubbling over
with joy and optimism. Any one lis-
tening to your cheering reflections
could feel nothing but carefree and
light of heart.”

“Thank ye, sir,” said the engincer
carnestly, and without the slightest de-
gree of sarcasm.

Later Larkins, Woodruff, and Mc-
Donald moved off toward the rear of
the ship, where on the aft freight hatch
a sound of a concertina and shuffling
of feet proclaimed that the wipers,
stokers, and assistant engineers were
having their day’s relaxation in the
balmy tropic air. I stayed with Mrs,
Forbes, and we talked of many sub-
jects, every one quite remote from the
incidents of the last two days.

The first shock of what she had
passed through was wearing away, and
her true nature blossomed forth like
a rose. As she reclined in her chair
I stole secret glances at the charming
picture she made in her crisp white
duck suit and natty yachting cap,
touched to even a snowiler whiteness
by the magic of the moon.

I wonder what power it is that gov-
erns the law of attraction—that often
lifts us breathless and amazed from the
highways and byways of life’s com-
monplaces to that highest pinnacle of
human emotions which men call love?
Here was I, a sedate and middle-aged
man, hitherto untouched by charm of

any woman, crabbed and crusty, I sup-
pose, as a result of my lonely bache-
lorhood and singularly unresponsive
nature, suddenly enamored of a woman
many years my junior, who had come
upon this vessel a bride and was ob-
viously in love with another man!

It seemed to me that all the passion
that had found no outlet in me before
was crying aloud in every drop of blood
—was flaming in my eyes and blazoned
upon my eager lips—and as I leaned
forward, carried away with the mad-
ness of my infatuation, Elizabeth
turned, and her gaze, level and oh, in-
finitely sweet and pitying, met mine.

She reached out one slim white hand
and laid it upon my arm. ‘“Dear
friend,” she said gently, “love has been
offered to me always, and always it
has brought me nothing but sorrow. I
want friendship—the strong, honest
friendship, of a strong, honest man—
for it is my greatest neced of all things
now, and so I ask for yours, knowing,
though I met you but two days ago,
that no worthier or sweeter gift could
come my way. Will you be—my
friend "

I was an old man!
my age upon m
my heart and my eyves, and the thought
of Courtlandt, whose vibrant youth had
called to hers and drawn her yielding
heart to his own, sickened me with de-
spair, But I took the hand she offered,
and held it close for a golden moment
while I pledged my friendship as ear-
nestly as could a broken old man who
had asked for bread and received a
stone.

Suddenly I felt

CHAPTER XI.

THE ‘LEDGER’S” VERSION,

The reverberation had scarcely died
away before I'sprang from my bed,
seized my cane, and, scantily costumed
in my bath robe, joined the running,
panting throng that was crowding the
passageway.

That fiendish weapon of death had
spoken again, and this time it seemed
that every passenger on board, frayed
of nerves and painfully on the alert in
consequence, had roused to instant ac-
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tion and poured from the staterooms
like so many ants from a disturbed hill.
Small chance had any criminal to es-
cape unseen this time, thought I, when
Larkins flying past, with the tail of his
bizarre dressing down flapping gro-
tesquely around his thin shanks,
hitched his arm in mine, and rushed
me along with him.

“Courtlandt’s been shot!” he panted.
“Courtlandt—do you hear? Oh, Mar-
shall, if he’s dead, that devilish instru-
ment has done for one of the best fel-
lows I know!”

But that young Courtlandt was not
dead is evident from Larkins’ detailed
account of the affair, which ‘I have
clipped from the Ledger:

Mystery upon mystery accumulates on the
S. S. Minerva. An attack has been made
on the life of E. Van Buren Courtlandt,
who is under suspicion as the murderer ot
Hamilton Forbes and the deck hand, Pat-
ton, alias Hallaron. While the attack on
Mr. Courtlandt has not resulted in a fa-
tality it has thrown the passengers of the
big ship into a riot of frenzy.

Courtlandt’s escape from instant death was
nothing. short of miraculous, and the fact
that he was not even wounded hardly seems
believable. The weapon used was evidently
the same instrument that caused the death of
For‘t')es and Hallaron—the mysterious shot-
gun!

According to the story told by the young
New Yorker, he was awakened by a thun-
derous noise and the pungent odor of burn-
ing powder in his nostrils. His stateroom
was in total darkness until the door was
opened by the first officer of the ship, Albert
H. Woodruff, who, before entering, had
called out Courtlandt’s name,

Being answered by the occupani of the
statercom, the first officer turned the knob
and was surprised to find the door unlocked,
Entering, followed by the members of the
crew, a few passengers, and the Ledger's
correspondent on the ship, Courtlandt, in his
pajamas, and looking dazed and bewildered,
was found sitting on the edge of the upper
berth. He was unhurt,

The bed coverings and pillows of the
lower berth had been nearly torn to shreds
by the charge from the gun, and had Court-
landt been slceping there he would have
been killed outright.

¥From the shot found in the woodwork
of the berth it was easily ascertained that
the weapon had been aimed through the
small window of the stateroom, and that the
holder of the shotgun stood on deck and
fired from that spot.

Courtlandt said after the shooting that his
escape from death was a very narrow one.

His habit, so he explained, has been to al-
ways sleep in the lower berth, but on this
occasion he was reading, and to get proper
illumination he had climbed into the upper
berth, as this brought him nearer the electric
light that is attached to the ceiling of the
stateroom. While reading, Courtlandt says
he fell asleep, and waking about eleven
o'clock or later, to find the light still burn-
ing, pushed the switch button with his fobt,
plunging the room in darkness. Then he
fell into a sound slumber until awakened
by the shot.

Investigation showed that the black-and-
white buttons, that switch on and off the
current, are located at the foot of the upper
berth, and the young suspect could have
easily manipulated the buttons as he de-
scribed.

This, the third shooting on board the

Minerva since leaving New York, has thrown
the passengers of the boat into a state bor-
dering on panic. This is particularly the
cas¢ as applied to the women passengers,
many of whom are keeping to the seclusion
of their staterooms, declaring their inten-
tion of remaining there until New Orleans
is reached,
. To add to the general discomfort trouble
is looked for from the members of the
crew. The Cuban element, of which the
engineering and stoker forces are mostly
composed, are imbued with a fear of °the
supernatural as evidenced by the series of
crimes that have wvisited the vessel, and
while there have been no serious disturb-
ances the officers are going armed and will
take stern measures in suppressing any out-
break.

Captain Loyd has been importuned to
make a landing when the Minerva passes
Key West to-day, but the commander has
announced that it is his intention to con-
tinue on to the Crescent City unless his
company advises him differently.

The mystery ~of the deadly shotgun has
cropped out again. At the time of the death
of the escaped convict, Hallaron, it was
thought that the weapon had been thrown
overboard either by Hallaron, if he had sui-
cided, or by his murderer. The boat officials
had decided that such was the fate of the
weapon until the attempt this morning on
the life of Courtlandt blasted that hope.

The first officer of the ship, Albert H.
Woodruff, assisted by the crew and the two
stewardesses, have once more searched the
ship irom crow’s nest to keelson and from
bow to stern, but the hiding place of the
shoteun has mnot been discovered.

Rumors, deductions, suggestions, and sts-
picions are rife. M any of the ship’s passen-
gers are one in their belief that Courtlandt
fired this latest shot in his own stateroom to
divert suspicion from himself, and then,
by throwing the gun over the side, destroyed
the most important piece of evidence in the
triple mystery.
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The shooting presents the same baffling as-
pect as the others, because while not every
one aboard had retired, those on deck could
see no one who carried a shotgun or in any
way roused suspicion.

The only bit of evidence to have the
slightest weight is that of one of the crew.
His name is Henry Farrell, an Englishman.
Farrell was on the promenade deck, which
is the omne directly above the saloon deck,
where Courtlandt’s stateroom is located. The
seaman says he was going aft after bring-
ing a cup of coffee to the man at the wheel
on the bridge, and had been told to turn in,

Farrell is pesitive he hecard footsteps on
the saloon deck, and thinking it was one of
the crew took mo further notice of it. He
said he stretched himself cut on one of the
passenger’s steamer chairs and was filling
his pipe preparatory to a smoke, as smoking
is strictly forbidden in the quarters,

Suddenly there was the loud report of the
shotgun from the deck directly beneath him,
Farrell sprang to the rail and endeavored to
peer under, but could see nothing more than
the railing of the lower deck. According to
this member of the crew nothing was thrown
over the side, as he would have been in a
position to have seen such an act or to
have heard the splash of any such object
as a shotgun striking the water, As the
footsteps left the deck TFarrell rushed for-
ward and ran down the main stairway in
the fore part of the ship, and when he
reached the saloon deck he saw Mrs. Forbes,
the widow of the broker who was kiilled
the first day out, standing in the door of
her stateroom, with a look of horror on
her face. The seaman says the next pas-
sengers he saw were too numerous to men-
tion, as every one seemed to pour from their
respective siaterooms the next moment.

Farrell claimed that the person he heard
running, from the sound of the footfalls,
undoubtedly wore shoes, as the heels strik-
ing the deck made a loud noise.

Mrs. Forbes was dressed in a long flowing -

wrapper and wore slippers. She explained
that she had passed a restless night, and
was awake and lying in her berth when
the explosion reached her ears. She at once
sprang up, slipped on a wrapper, and opened
her door just in time to see the man, Farrel},
running down the stairs from the upper
deck. She said she heard no one running
along the deck, and was positive no one en-
tered the companionway after she opened
her door. When questioned as to her abil-
ity to have heard any one running on deck,
she admits it would have been possible for
the running to have oceurred without her
hearing the footfalls, as her stateroom win-
dow was closed tight and sounds do not
easily penetrate into her suite, )
Captain Loyd is inclined to credit Court-
landt’s story that some one made an at-
tempt on his life. There seems to be little
doubt that the person who killed Forbes and

Hallaron is likewise responsible for the fir-
ing of the latest shot.

With every revolution of the propellers
driving the ship southward the mystery
grows deeper.

CHAPTER XIL
MUTTERINGS OF MUTINY.

I had fallen asleep in my berth, fully
dressed, when I awoke with drowsy
consciousness of something unusual in
the air. I listened intently, my eyes
straining into the darkness, and heart
pounding uncomfortably.

What was wrong?

Stillness reigned everywhere; not a
cry, not a sound, came to my ears. I
lay in my berth, puzzled and mystified.
What had caused e to awake so sud-
denly and so thoroughly?

With a cry, I sprang to my feet as
the truth flashed upon me:

The AMinerva was no longer in mo-
tion!

The throb, throb, throb of the mighty
shafts that revolved the propellers was
stilled, and the big ship floated, a list-
less mass of iron, on the swelling bosom
of the moonlit gulf,

I made my way to the deck, but as
I stumbled out of the companionway I
was stopped by a burly Irishman, one
of the boatswains.

“No one allowed on deck,” he told
me, barring my way with a brawny
arm,-

“What is the trouble?” I asked.

“What troubler” It was Larkins
who spoke, and whom I now saw for
the first time. He was on deck, lean-
ing against the rail, smoking.

“Why has the ship stopped?” I de-
manded.

“Thirsty, and wanted a drink,” he
replied.

I ignored Larkins’ flippancy. “Why
is it I'm not allowed on deck since Mr.
Larkins is?” I demanded of the boat-
swain.

Larkins chuckled. “You see,” he
said, “I've showed the officer my fire
badge and police card; besides, war
correspondents can go anywhere,”

“"War  correspondents—aar?” ]
stammered. “What do you mean?”
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!J!

“S-g-g-sh!” the reporter warned, and,
motioning me out on deck, he whis-
pered: “There is trouble in the engine
room—the Cubans are demanding that
the boat put to shore. The thing we
feared—superstition—has them all in
its clutches.”

“Then you think

“There will be no bloodshed,” inter-
posed Larkins. “Captain Loyd is a
wise, level-headed man, and instead of
grabbmg up a marhnesplke and smash-
g a few skulls he is pursuing a more
modern and tactful pohcy—reasomng
with his mutinous crew.” Larkins sud-
- denly peered down, the deck. “There
comes the captain now.’

I looked aft, and saw the white-uni-
formed figure of Captain Loyd strid-
ing along the deck. He was followed
by half a dozen Cuban stokers, nearly
all of them begrimed from coal dust,
and stripped to their waists, their
swarthy skins shining a dull yellow un-
der the pale illumination of the deck
lights.  McDonald and Woodruff
brought up the rear.

They turmed in the companionway
where we stood, going to the door of
stateroom A. The first officer, after
selecting a key from the bunch he car-
ried, unlocked and threw open the door
of the mysterious room where Forbes
met his death, and in front of which
Hallaron, the deck steward, was killed,

At the doorway the Cubans halted,
and each crossed himself devoutly as
Woodruff stepped inside, and, pressing
an electric button, flooded the place
with light.

“In ye go, ve lubbers, and look vyer
blasted eyes out!” bellowed McDonald,
as the stokers hesitated on the thresh-
old.

“Easy there, Mr. Mc¢Donald,” said
Captain Loyd sternly. “I want no driv-
ing. I promised these men that they
could enter this room and see for them-
selves that mnothing is hidden here.
Now, you men, look with your own
eyes.” _

I moved around near Larkins to get
a better view of the mutineers, and
found the reporter leaning carelessly up
against the white-painted wall of the

stateroom, his hands thrust in his trou-
sers pockets, bored and uninterested, it
seemed. .

“Well,”” demanded the captain of the
six cowering stokers, “do you see any-
thing ?”

“Si, Sedior el Capitan,” piped up one
of the half dozen, in a very small voice,
“We see the death!”

“You see rubbish!” bellowed the cap-
tain. “The room has been locked since
the removal of the body, and no one
could get in here. What do you men
expect to find in this room—ghosts?
I've humored you Dby permitting a
picked number of you to come and ex-
amine this stateroom, You've seen it;
now you go back to your duties, or
I’ll lock every one of you in irons!”

The leader of the six turned to his
comrades, and in a rapid-fire volley of
Spanish translated the captain’s words
to the four who could not understand
English. This done, they made no com-
ment, and McDonald ordered them on
deck. They obeyed, filing through the
companionway and congregating in
front of the window of statercom A.

Larkins followed the officers on
deck, but I—not liking the cxpression
I saw in the Cubans’ eyes—took up my
station in front of Mrs. Forbes’ state-
room, opposite, figuring that if any-
thing happened I could be there, ready
to aid or reassure her,

From the deck I could hear the voice
of Captain Loyd ordering the stokers
to their work. Tlhere was a brief in-
terval of silence; then lLarkins’ voice
cried out sharply: '

“Look out for that knife, cap!”
Then a sounding “smack,” telling me
as well as if 1 had witnessed it that
somebody’s fist had connected with
somebody’s jaw, the sound of a falling

. body, a revolver shot, followed by the

pur of an automatic pistol, and a Cuban
oath.

CHAPTER XIIT.
THE SHOCK OF BATTLE,
I subsequently learned the incidents
which led up to the tragic event on

deck from Mr. Woodruff, and his ac-
count, in the main, was as follows:
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The stokers, after their inspection of
the stateroom where IForbes had been
killed, filed sullenly out on deck. The
captain, Woodruff, McDonald, and
Larkins followed them to where they
congregated, a scowling, muttering
group, just outside the companionway.
One of them—Mendez—rattled off an
outburst of wviolent Spanish to his
mates.

“Go below!” commanded Captain
Loyd, his patience exhausted.

The men turned as if to leave, but
two of the Cubans did not move fast
enough for the chief engineer, and,
reaching out his long, muscular arms,
the Scotchman grabbed the cringing
Cubans by their necks, and brought
their heads crashing togcther.

At this act of violence, Mendez
swung suddenly on his heels, whipped
out a long knife from his shirt, and
attempted to plunge it in the captain’s
back. Larkins’ cry of alarm warned
the captain of the impending danger;
then the reporter knocked the Cuban
flat on his back with a well-directed
blow on the chin. Woodruff, the first
officer, immediately drew his revolver,
and shot a knife out of the hand of an-
other of the mutineers, who had drawn
it with the intention of stabbing Mec-
Donald, who was hustling the two stok-

ers he had collared down the deck to- -

ward the quarters aft.

Mendez, after measuring his length
on the deck, arose, and ran forward,
shrieking in Spanish. In answer to his
cries, the main body of stokers, who
had congregated near the engine-room
hatch, rushed forward to where the of-
ficers were trying to subdue the re-
maining three of those who had visited
stateroom A.

As the main body of Cubans left the
hatchway aft, Captain Loyd drew his
automatic pistol, and swept the iron-
work above the mutineers’ heads with
a rain of lead. Howls from those who
received the ricocheting missiles and
the wreaths of smoke curling around
the officers’ weapons suddenly quelled
the revolt, and the stokers scrambled
off the deck into the hatchways, scurry-
ing like rats to safety.

Mendez, howling in insane frenzy,
raced back from the bow of the ship,
and was upon the captain before any
of those on deck were aware of his
return. Captain Loyd thrust his pistol
in the Cuban’s face, and pulled the
trigger, but no discharge followed. The
force of the stoker’s onslaught threw
the commander to the deck, and the
pistol that he had previously emptied
was useless other than a club.

Three times the captain brought the
automatic crashing on the Cuban’s
head, but the grip the stoker ‘had
around his commander’s body prevent-
ed Captain Loyd from landing a finish-.
ing blow. Mendez had his knife close-
ly clutched in his left hand, and as the
two tusseled he managed to transfer
it to his right.

The younger Cuban, however, was
no match for his commander, and the
latter managed to rise to his feet, and
drove the Cuban to his knees with a
well-aimed blow. Then, stepping back
to better brace himself for the next on-
slaught, the captain tripped over the
projecting part of a steamer chair, and
fell heavily. Mendez, with a blood-
curdling cry of rage and savageness,
raised his knife, and launched forward.
Larkins, Woodruff, and McDonald all
this time had their hands full with the
remaining five stokers, and it looked as
if nothing could prevent Captain
Loyd’s death.

Succor came from -an unexpected
quarter, for just as Mendez flung him-
self at the prostrate commander there
was a great spurt of flame and a thun-
derous discharge from the window of
stateroom A, and Mendez crumpled up
on the deck.

The Phantom Shotgun had spoken
again!

“It seemed like an intervention of
Providence,” concluded Woodruff.
“The five Cubans ceased struggling in
our grasp, and broke into hysterical

prayer. At this juncture the scantily
clad passengers, some armed, and
others carrying their belongings,

poured out on deck. The first to ar-
rive on the scene was Mr. Courtlandt,
who sprang through the companionway
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next to stateroom A. It was he who
assisted Captain Loyd to his feet.

-“The commander thereupon inquired
the reason for his being out of his state-
room. The young suspect stammered
that he heard the sound of fighting, and
raced to the scene to offer what aid he
could. The commander peremptorily
ordered him back to his stateroom. It
was at this point, Mr. Marshall, that I
asked you to watch the door of state-
room A.”

I omitted to say that it was while
Captain Loyd was ordering the rest of
the crew to place the mutineers in irons
that Woodruff asked me to watch the
door of the mysterious stateroom. He
and the captain sprang into the inte-
rior of the ship, and the first officer
flung open the door of stateroom A.

It was empty!

Exhausted flom his rough encoun-
ter with Mendez, the captain turned the
search for the weapon and its handler
over to the first officer, and sought his
quarters near the bridge.

Within five minutes from his arrival
on the bridge the vessel was once more
in motion, the throbbing pulse of the
great shafts shaking the ship as the
fanlike propellers forced it toward its
destination. It was not until morning,
however, that there was anything like
composure among the passengers. The
incidents of the night, coupled with the
crimes of the past few days, played
havoc with the nerves of almost every
one on board, and knots of the passen-
gers discussed the mysterious reappear-
ance of the Phantom Shotgun, while
rumors flew thick and fast, and de-
ductions and impossible theories were
rife.

It seemed almost farcical for Mr,
Woodruff to again search the ship for

the weapon; nevertheless, this was
done, and once more without re-
sult. At the finish of the search the

first officer declared that the stokers
could hardly be blamed for their belief
in a supernatural agency in the long list
of visitations of the Phantom Shotgun,
as even a number of the passengers
were beginning to entertain such a con-
viction.

- QHAPTER XIV.

THE YELLOW JOURNALIST,

Sunday’s breakfast was a very dis-
mal affair. None of the officers ap-
peared in the dining saloon, and their
absence only caused a greater uneasi-
nesg among the passengers. Larkins,
however, was at his place when 1 ar-
rived at our table, and the excitement
of the night had ‘made no perceptible
difference in his appetite.

“Did you remain up to write?” I
asked, diverting his attention from the
pancakes he was submerging in a flood
of maple sirup.

“Not I,” he replied. “I caught up

- with some lost sleep. The Ledger be-

lieves in remembering the Sabbath to
keep it wholly to save up scandal for
the morrow. I am reserving my ener-
gies until evening, so as to prepare my
copy for the first edition that comes
out on the street at seven a. m.

“How are the stokers benavmg [l |
queried.

“Eating out of the hand,” lauahed
the reporter “After fhis morning’s ex-
perience, they are about as warlike as
a flock of eggs. Say, Marshall, T've
been up against some queer proposi-
tions in my time, but this Phantom
Shotgun thing has certainly got me run-
ning around in circles.”

“Have you talked to the captain
about it?”

Larkins shook his head. ‘“No, thank
vou! The poor old cap has trouble
enough without ]abbmc-" the hooks into
him when it isn’t necessary. Say, but
didn’t that last shot take the starch out
of those colorado wmaduro guys,
though?”

Larkins drummed his long fingers
on the tablecloth for a while, and
glanced out of the portholes onto the
blue of the sea. “How that marksman
and his now-you-see-it-now-you-don’t
shotgun ever got into the stateroom
without you seeing him gets me,” he
said musingly. ‘“He, she, or it seized
the opportunity when you were in the
hallway of Mrs. Forbes’ suite, reas-
suring her as to the sounds of fighting
on deck—slipped in the door, which
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Woodruff failed to relock after exhibit-
ing it to the $tokers, fired the shot that
saved Captain Loyd s life, and then
mingled with the rest of the passengers
and crew when they piled out on deck.”

“That is my idea of it,” I said. “But
where did he hide his shotgun?”

“Lets go out on deck,” said the re-
porter, “and listen to what the sad sea
waves are saymg, they may tell you—
I can’t.”

As we reached the deck, the beautiful
Sabbath day burst upon us in all its
tropical glory, and a light wind, per-
fumed with the scents of fohage and
herbage it gathered as it passed over
Florida and the Southern States, swept
the decks balmily.

“This is great!” said Larkins, as we
fell in step for our usual stroll; and
presently we found Elizabeth Forbes in
her steamer chair, and she joined us as
we circled the deck in company. Lar-
kins bubbled over with the thought that
we were sailing in historic waters, and
regaled us with harrowing tales of Cap—
tain Kidd, Henry Morgan, and others
of their ilk.

“But,” remonstrated Elizabeth, “I
thought this was the Gulf of Mexico.”

“The head of the class for yours,”
replied the reporter. “Better than that,
it is—or, rather, was—the Spanish
Main, I have great hopes of a long,
“low, rakish craft stealing over the hori-
zon, firing a round shot across our bow,
throwing grappling hooks unto us, and
the whole crew boarding the Minerva,
with every man arrayed in crinoline pa-
jamas, and brandishing a broadsword,
a cutlass or two in his belt, a dagger
between his teeth, and a horse pistol
in his left hand. “Then we should fall
upon them with pike and marlinespike,
and have such a mnice, sociable little
time.”” .

Elizabeth shuddered, and cast ap—
pealing glances at me.

“Don’t let that yellow Journallst
frighten you,” I hastened to say. “He’s
so used to having his imagination work-
ing overtime that even when he is not
on duty he can’t help dreaming night-
mares.” ,

“Who's a yellow journalist?” the
newspaper man demanded.

“You are,” laughed Elizabeth. “I'm
not color blind.”

“And now you've gone back on me!”
Larkins indicated that he was moved
to tears-~ “Have I not been your
friend? Am I not still?”

“That is because I am not where I
can read all that you are printing about
me.” And her voice took on a serious
note. ‘

“My dear Mrs. Forbeg——
the reporter. :

“No, Mr. Larkins, don’t—please
don’t. I know what your paper is, and
I can imagine the things that it has
been printing about me the past week.
My family has been dragged into the
public print. "My poor old mother, half
blind and infirm, has been be51eged by
the men of your paper, threatened, lied
to, and cajoled into giving out state-
ments that could not throw any light
upon the terrible mystery that has hap-
pened aboard this ship.

“Pictures of me have illumined the
front pages, illustrating articles that
have been written out of whole cloth
as to my past life. Special women writ-
ers have written thousands of words
as to my mental state at this time. A
series of atrocious pen-and-ink sketches
are presenting a story of the great mys-
tery in pictures. Other columns are
figuring out how much I shall inherit
of Mr. Forbes’ fortune, and what I
shall do with it, and who my next
husband will be. Oh, I know the
Ledger, and 1 hate it!”

Larkins listened to her in silence.
“You merely have the wrong viewpoint,
I think,” he said. “I don’t think you
know the Ledger.”

“Know it? Oh, Mr. Larkins, I know
it too well for even you to attempt io
champion it. It ts a newspaper that
grows fat on scandal, which respects no
ethics of legitimate journalism, a paper
that offends against good taste and de-
grades the standards of morality. The
Ledger redresses, by virtue of glaring
type, more of the wrongs of humanity
than you can keep count of ; but it adds
to the sum of humanity’s ills by an

” began
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alluring treatment of social sin. The
Ledger poses as the friend of the poor
people, but any quack or financial hum-
bug, bent on stealing the dollars of the
poor, can buy its advertising columns.
It prates about the rights of the in-
dividual, but respects the rights of
none.

“Your paper has no conscience;. it
has no standards; it has no morals; 1t
has no shame; it has no pity! It pan-
ders to prurlent curiosity, and makes
vice attractive, while it appears to con-
demn it. It creates false impressions
of life, and gives a disjointed view of
life's most serious and sacred prob-
lems. In its eager play for patronage
it throws sops to the Catholic, Jew, and
other denominational bodies and races,
and-——"

"“Gets away with it!?” broke in Lar-
kins, as Elizabeth paused for breath.
“A newspaper should reflect the news
of the world for all to see?” he que-
ried.

“That,
beth.

“Anything that reflects is a mirror?”
he pursued.

She nodded. “Of course again.”

- “Well,” and lLarkins permitted him-
self to smile for the first time,
you look into a mirror, and do not
like the face it reflects, you do not
smash the mirror to bits, do you?”
And he looked so innocently trium-
phant that we both laughed at his ab-
surd comnceit, and Elizabeth called him
a very vain and a very good-natured
boy. .
I suppose we all three noticed the
change in Captain Loyd’s usually ruddy
face as he came along the deck. The
lines in his face were drawn and hag-
gard, and the skin almost as white as
his hair. His attempt at a smile as we
stopped him was almost pathetic. Lar-
kins was blunt:

“Hello, captain!
frayed-out end of a rope.”

There was a suspicious gleam in Cap-
tain Loyd’s steel-gray eyes as he flashed
them on the reporter., “Why?”’ he
snapped.

“Why " repeated Larkins, “Because

of course,” replied Eliza-

“you do.

“when:

You look like the

You look as if you hadn’t had
a wink of sleep in a millioft years. This
Phantom Shotgun thing is getting to
absorb too much of your time. I'd
heave it overboard if I were you.”

“Yes, that’s it, Mr. Larkins,” said the
captain hurriedly. “The thought of
that dreadful weapon being still on
board, and not knowing whom it will
claim next, has me worried.” Then he
excused himself, and ‘went aft.

“Poor old dear!” said Elizabeth, as
the commander walked out of hearing.

“Grand old liar!” snorted Larkins.
Elizabeth looked at him reproachfully.
“There 1s something bothering him, and
it’s not a mythical shotgun or a hand-
ful of smuy malo hombres. There is
something big and dangerously wrong
on this ship, or I'm a bunk prophet.”

I looked at him inquiringly.

“When I asked the captain just now
if the Phantom Shotgun was worrying
him, he seemed greatly relieved, and
the thought that I was guessing wrong
lifted a load from his mind. Another
thing: Immediately after the riot on
deck this morning, Captain Loyd com-
menced to worry about something. He
did not go to bed, nor did one of the
crew. That was over ten hours ago,
and with every round of the minute
hand he has heen growing older -and
more haggard. Even the first officer—
Woodruff—who is naturally devoid of
nerves, is as agitated as an old hen with
young chicks. Every member of the
crew is tiptoeing around with ‘secret’
written all over their faces. That’s
enough for me.”

We all fell silent, and listened. The
steady throbbing of the big propeller
shafts was incessant.

“Nonsense, Larkins! You're worse
than an old woman!” burst from me.
T confess his ominous words affected
me strangely.

“All right,” he answered, stretching
his lanky form at full length on his
steamer chair. “Don’t call names; I
can’t help it if something is wrong with
the old tub.”

As Larkins stopped talking, Eliza-
beth turned, and the next moment



42 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

sprang to her feet with a glad cry on
her lips.

I glanced up, to see Courtlandt walk-
ing down the deck toward us.

CHAPTIEER XV.
THE EMPTY SHELL.

“Hello, Van!” drawled Larkins., “I
didn’t think they’d let anything as dan-
gerous as you roam the decks without
a muzzle.”

Courtlandt laughed lightly, and he
stood before us, holding the girl’s hand
tight in his own. My heart suddenly
turned to the heaviness of lead as I re-
alized what a splendid couple the two
made—young, vibrant, and handsome.
Could I be blamed for not welcoming
him with enthusiasm?

“Oh, the captain just now poked
his head inside the door of my DBastile
and ordered me to do fifteen minutes
on deck.”

“Take my chair, Van,”
porter, moving to the cmipty one on the
other side of mine. The young pris-
oner saunk into a reclining position be-
side the girl we both loved. Would
that he was worthy of her was all that
I prayed.

The three of them chatted and
laughed, and I was out of it for all
the notice they took of me. My eyes
- could not see anything but Elizabeth’s
face as I watched the group in silence;

and the love within me for this woman

flamed brighter and brighter, and I
found myself calculating as to what I
would do for her should she ever de-
mand my services. And I decided that
I was ready to lay down my life for
her if needs be.

Strange what an influence a woman
has on a man. She can sway him either
to good or to evil. And how would
such a woman as Elizabeth Forbes in-
fluence me? 1 cogitated as I sat there,
wandering idly with my fancies. What
all came to me in my daydream I do
not now remember, but 1 do recall the
guilty start I gave when Larkins” rasp-
ing voice recalled me to mundane
things.

said the re-

“We were having a little argument,”
said the reporter, “and supposed, up
to the time we found you sleeping, that
you were listening to the verbal scrap,
and could decide for us.”

“Oh, I am to act as a sort of up-to-
date Solomon?” I laughed. “As the
donkey said, ‘I am all ears’—go on.”

“I said that it would have been pos-
sible for some one "‘to have opened
Van’s door and shot at the lower berth
with just as deadly ecffect as though
he had

“Hold on, Bobby!” put in, Court-
landt. “The one who used the shot-
gun would not, could not, have opened
the door. 1t was fastened with that
patent door fastener that permits it to
open about four or five mches and no
more. It presents the same problem as
the shooting over the ventilating slit in
the first affair. How do: you explain
it?”

“Same explanation as I gave in the
first: DBlanked if I know!”

“What do you say to a stroll around
to Mr. Courtlandt’s stateroom and look
it over?”" I suggested to Larkins, with
an eve to leaving the two together. The
reporter unwound himself from his
steamer chair with avidity.

“Delighted I” he said. “Anything to
break the monotony. Life on this ship
1s just one murder after another.”

But inspection of twenty-two—
Courtlandt’s room—gained us nothing,
and so we idled away a half hour in the
smoking room. Then ILarkins an-
nounced his intention of visiting
Sparks, and left for the wireless room,
while I, after visiting my room, wan-
dered out on deck again. Our steamer
chairs were deserted, for Elizabeth and
Courtlandt stood at the rail some feet
away, looking down into the sea as they
talked.

I belicve I dozed a little, for while
I was conscious of passengers pacing
the deck and passing the corner where
I sat, I do not remember secing any of
them. Larkins came along, whistling a
little air, all out of tunc; but I did not
open my eyes until his shrill rendition
of the latest plagiarism from Tin Pan
Alley gave way to a prolonged blast
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that gradually died to a few breaths
blown spasmodically through lips that
refused to pucker. -

As I eyed him, he silently pointed to
the seat of the steamer chair that
Courtlandt had occupied. It was one
removed from where I sat, so I got to
my feet to see the better, and nearly fell
back at what I saw.

On the steamer chair lay a shining
brass shotgun shell!

The reporter and I eyed each other
in silence for some moments. He
scemed to be trying to read my
thoughts, and I tried to read his, but
without success.

Larkins picked the shell up, and as
he held it toward me he spoke a single
word :

“Empty’.”

Then he turned and surveyed the
broad back of Courtlandt as he stood
leaning by the rail. His head was close
to-that of the girl’s, and they were deep
in conversation agnd each other.

“Here, give me that thing,” I said
suddenly, extending my hand for the
empty shell. Larkins put his hands be-
hind him,

“What will you do with it?” he said
suspiciously.

“Throw it overboard!” I exclaimed,
but keeping the tones low, so that the
two at the rail could not hear. “Where
else should it go? He’s your friend,
and he’s all that’s dear to that girl—
that is where my interest comes in.
You and I are the only ones who know
of it.”

“I wouldn’t throw this thing over-
board, or otherwise destroy it, were it
found in my grandfather’s chair,” an-
swered Larkins. “What does -this
prove, anywayr’

‘Prove—prove? Why, man, coupled
with the other cirtumstantial bits of
evidence that have entwined themselves
about Courtlandt, this could hang him!”
. I shook with restrained feelings as
I spoke: “You must have the heart of
a stone if you make public this piece
of evidence. Isn’t he your friend:”

Iarkins nodded his head. .“Certainly
he is, and I'd do anything for him ”

“Then throw it overboard!’ I plead-

. Phantom Shotgun.

«lec:’t. |“Don’t shatter that girl’s faith in
um”’

“Then your theory is to let her marry
a murderer just so she can be happyr”’
Larkins laughed shortly. " “I see you
believe that he is the wielder of the
Well, Mr. Mar-
shall, I don’t! I know him. But I
think that you are a brick, and there is
my hand!” \

We gripped heartily. “I am going
to put tlis thing up to Van,” said the
reporter, “then turn it over to the cap-
tain.” ‘

“See here, Larkins, rather than let
that girl know of this, I'll—I'll—why,
I'll confess to losing it myself !”

“Now, now, Don Quixote,” chided
the newspaper man, “calm yourself!
The finding of this empty shell is only
conclusive proof that even though the
weapon 1s spectral its ammunition is de-
cidedly material. At any rate, it is the
first clew.” He then called Courtlandt,
and both he and Elizabeth turned-and
came over to where we were standing.

“Ever see that before?” asked Lar-
kins quietly, holding out the damning
clew so that the young {fellow could
not fail to see it. I watched Court-
landt’s face closely, you may be sure,
but he did not move a muscle, nor did
his eyes betray one glint of guilt.

“Not that I know of,” he said slow-
ly; then the realization of what the
reporter was holding between his slim
fingers broke upon his mind. “The
devil! A shotgun shell! Where did
you get it?”

“Reposing comfortably on the seat
of this steamer chair you have occu-
pied for the past half hour.” I thought
Larkins’ voice was a little hard as he
explained; and when Elizabeth cried
out I moved near her.

“Impossible, Mr. Larkins—I do not
believe it!” she cried. “This is some
horrid plot against Van. 1 do not be-
lieve it!” she repeated.

“I found it there,” said the reporter
simply, keeping his eyes on Van Buren
Courtlandt’s face.

The accused young man stood like
a stone image, utterly incapable of
moving or speaking. ‘
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Tears now sprang to Elizabeth’s
eyes, and my protecting arm was neces-
sary to lead her to her chair, where,
once seated, she buried her face in her
handkerchief. )

“That’s the strangest thing I ever
heard of, Bobby—Dblest if it isn’t! How
do you suppose it got there?”

“I wouldn’t be asking you if I knew,”
flashed back Larkins.

“Why—why—you don’t think that I

? stammered Courtlandt, grasping
Larkins by the arm.

“I know you don’t know a thing
about it, Van,” snapped the newspaper
man. “The thing was placed here to
throw some more blame on you—you
know you've got a corner on 1t al-
ready, so it was figured a little more
wouldn’t hurt. Now. the three of us
have got to put our heads together and
do a little think-tank work, and figure
out how this was done.””

“My head’s in such a whirl that I
don’t think I could be of the slightest
use,” admitted Courtlandt, dropping on
a chair. “However, Bobby, you go
alicad. I'm putting my trust in vou.”

“Thanks,” muttered Larkins dryly.
“Now, Marshall here, when I showed
him what I had found, was for throw-
ing the shell overboard and keeping our
mouths shut, but ?

Courtlandt turned on me savagely.
“T don’t thank yvou for that, Mr. Mar-
shall. I am guilty of nothing, and no
matter how black things may appear
against me I haven’t sunk low enough
to want my f{iriends to suppress any-
thing "

“Oh, dry up!” Larkins interrupted.
“You ought to thank Mr. Marshall for
feeling so decent toward you. You can
bet your boots I wouldn’t agree to the
suggestion. Now, let us try and figure
out how this shell got here. When was
it found? It was found when Robert
Larkins, reporter, appeared on deck
about fifteen minutes ago. Where was
it? It was on the rear of the seat of
the steamer chair occupied some quar-
ter or half half previously by E. Van
Buren Courtlandt. Who else was near
by? Franklyn Marshall. Would either
Larkins or Marshall have any motive

in placing a shell on the chair? No.
During the space that the four steamer
chairs were vacated was there a suffi-
cient time for any unknown person or
persons to have laid this object there?
Now, {fellows, I can’t answer that.
Who can?” :

I confess that Larkins’ absurb ques-
tioning and answering himself made
me smile, and I could detect, despite
the seriousness of the moment, a twin-
kle in the eye of Courtlandt. Neither
of us answered the reporter’s last ques-
tion—but Elizabeth did:

“Shortly after you left with Mr.
Marshall, Van and I walked the deck

for some ten minutes, going to the port

side, but not very far toward the stern.
We stood at the rail some time. A
good many of the different passengers
pa_»sed Mr, Marshall returned some
minutes ago, and while we did not
occupy the chairs I am sure the car-
tridge, or shell, or whatever it is, was
not there. Did you see it when you
returned, Mr. Marshall?”

T did not,” I answered. “The first
T knew of its presence was when Lar-
kins here drew my attention to it. [
saw it then before he laid a hand on it
I dozed off in my chair, so it would
have been an easy matter for some one
to have dropped it without my noticing
it_”

ILarkins nodded, puliing at his lower
lip with a nervous hand. “There isn’t
a mark of identification on the blamed
thing,” he finally said, producing the
shell from his pocket. “I made one
good guess, just the same—it’s a six-
teen-gauge, and that means that the gun
i1s a light one.”

For some time we discussed the
strange appearance cf the empty shell,
but arrived at nothing definite, Iar-
kins and Courtlandt left us to go to
the captain’s quarters and tell him of
the latest development in the mystery
of the Phantom Shotgun. Courtlandt
had insisted on going also—to, as he
expressed it, “‘face the music” in per-
so1. '

When the two had moved off. Eliza-
beth turned to me.

“It was good of you to want to shield
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Mr, Courtlandt, friend,” she said, “and
I want to thank you so very, very
much.”

“1 did
brusquely.

“Mr. Larkins told me you threat-
ened to shoulder the responsibility of
owning the shell—you are more than
good.”

I lifted my hand and shook my head
as I smiled at her. “Your thanks would
repay me for anything,” I said, in a
low voice; and then we two fell silent,
and so remained until Larkins once
more joined us.

“The captain took our latest discov-
ery with unusual calm,” he said, light-
ing a cigarette, and inhaling a few
mouthfuls. “Something else is on the
old boy’s mind.” '

“Did Van
beth.

“Yep—back to the deep dungeon,”
the reporter said lightly, rising to his
feet suddenly. “Come on, Marshall, T
want to show you something funny.
You’ll excuse us, won’t you?”

Elizabeth nodded—a bit wistfully, 1
thought.

Leaving her in our little nook on the
saloon deck, Larkins led the way above,
our walk bringing us past the wireless
room, where the machine inside was
tearing and roaring and crashing with-
out cessation.

“Hold up a minute,” said the re-
porter, stopping short. ‘“Does it not
strike you that Sparks is extremely
fond of this hot weather?” And he
- referred to the fact that the little state-
room door was closed. This undoubt-
edly-did lock quecr.

“He seems to be sending the same
kind of sounds,” 1 observed, as Lar-
kins stepped up close to the door.

The reporter frowned as he lis-
tened.

“Say, Marshall, don’t jump over-
board, or anything like that, but the
operator in there is sending S. O. S.,”
said the newspaper man quietly.

“S. 0. 5.7 7 1 repeated, not under-
standing. i

“You've heard of C. Q. D.?” Lar-
kins asked.

nothing,” 1 answered

commenced Eliza-

3

“Of course. Jack Binns made that
famous,” I returned; “but I don’t see
the connection.”

“The connection is this,” said Lar-
kins: “C. Q. D. is not used any more.
S. O. S. has taken its place. In other
words, this vessel is calling through
the wireless that she is in distress and is
wm need of assistance!”

CHAPTER XVL
THE FIRE BELOW DECKS.

I grasped Larkins’ arm in alarm. “Is
the ship sinking?” I cried.

“Hush!” he commanded. *“Do you
want to start a panic?” He stepped
up to the door of the wireless room,
and listened again.

“What is he sending now?” I asked,
for even my inexperienced ears could
detect a difference in the crashings.
The whole forward part of the ship
hummed with the sound of the key, and
over the transom the flickering blue-
green light played weirdly.

“B. H. S.,” mused Larkins aloud, “I
wonder what that can mean? He evi-
dently is trying to get some station on
land, but I doubt if his aérials are high
enough to carry that far.” I followed
him out on deck, and, without a word,
he went to the lower deck and aft.

“Do you notice how much warmer it
is here than forward?” he asked me
suddenly. I had noticed it.

“Well, Marshall, this ship is on fire!”

I stared at him, bewildered. “But I
don’t see any smoke,” I said.

“Not if the captain can help it, you
won’t,” said Larkins, sniffing the air
where we stood. ‘“The cargo under this
aft hatch is afire. Notice how it is
battened down? If you listen you will
hear the pumps working.”

“You mean that right here heneath

”

us

“S-h-h-h-h! Here comes the cap-
tain,” warned Larkins,

Captain Loyd made his way briskly
along the deck. I now saw how really
haggard he appeared, and he hardly no-
ticed us as he leaned on the rail that
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overlooked the deck where the hatches
were located.

“Do you think you will get it under |

control all right?” asked Larkins,

Captain Loyd whirled around, and
stared at the reporter in amazement,
“What did you say?” he asked‘gruffly.

“I merely asked if you thought you
could get the fire under control before
we hit port, or will we have to look
to some vessel to come to our assist-
ance?”’

“Young man, what arc you talking
about?” The captain tried to put the
question blandly, but it was plain to
both oif us that he was greatly dis-
turbed.

“There, there,” Larkins smiled,
“you’re a good skipper, but you're a
darned poor liar. [ think Marshall and
I are the only ones, outside of the crew,
who know what is threatening us, and
count on the fact that we kilow how to
keep our mouths shut.” .

“Thank you, my boy,” said the cap-
tain wearily. “l feel that if word of
this latest catastrophe got abroad the
ship after the nerve-racking experi-
ences the passengers have endured
through our shotgun mystery, there's
no saying what might happen. I want
to feel that I can count mmplicitly on
your and Mr. Marshall’s discretion.”

“Sure thing!"” returned Larkins hear-
tily. “I gathered from my smattering
of Morse that the Minerva is signal-
ing for help from the Bacchus, which
passes us some time to-day.”

“Yes, 1 hope to keep the fire under
control until we raise the Bacchus, who
should answer our call of distress soon,
and I am keeping a little to the south
so as to be on her course.. With Loth
vessels going at full :peed we ought
to sight each other late this afternoon
God grant she may reach us before
news of this hideous misfortune be-
comes known among the already un-
nerved passengers!” His voice was
tired and broken, and he seemed to
have aged a dozen years since the day
we had steamed past Sandy Hook.

But Captain Loyd’s hope of secrecy
in regard to the discovery of the fire

was destined to go unrealized. Iar-
kins and I had gone down to luncheon
together, I being far too disquieted and
agitated to do other than merely make
a pass at eating, but Larkins, as usual,
tackling the whole menu from soup to
a series of desserts with the same un-
diminished enthusiasm.

“I believe you could eat if you were
being hanged,” I growled savagely, ir-
ritated beyond endurance at his non-
chalance.

“I'd be hanged if I couldn’t,” he re-
turned pleasantly, and examined his
second piece of pie critically, as if to
be sure it was altogethdt to his liking.

Just as we were ascepdmg the broad
stairway on our return to the deck, a
sudden explosion rent the air, the ship
rocked crazily, a dense pall of smoke -
enveloped the decks and companion-
ways, and above the terrified screams
of the passengers rang the nerve-rack-
ing cry of: . :

“Fire!” .

Larkins swept the deck like a young
hurricane, plunging through a knot of
hysterical passengers, reached Van
Courtlandt’s stateroom, and yelled to
him to break his arrest and take care
of Mrs. Forbes, I followed as best I
could with my misshapen foot, feeling
my way through the dense smoke with
the aid of my cane. I came upon Lar-
kins again where the crew was gath-
ered, fighting with puny streams of wa-
ter the hell that belched from the aft
hatchway.

Captain Loyd was directing the fire
fighting, his white uniform torn and
bespattered, while Woodruff, stripped
to the waist, stood r’nse to the edge of
the hatch, doing three men’s work. The
crew, some of them barricaded behind
coils of rope, boxes, tarpaulins, or any-
thing that offered shelter from the in-
tolerable heat, fought as men fight for
their lives. The sight was inspiring yet
terrible indeed.

The tropical sun beat down on the
ship in a fury, and the solid tongue of
yellow red that leaped up irom the
bowels of the ship presented the
Brocken of a Mephisto’s dream. All
about the after part of the ship the
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white paint was shriveled and scorched
from the intense heat, and as a white-
jacketed steward ran past us Larkins
and I followed in his wake to hear
what he.had to report to the captain,
who was directing from the aft portion
of the saloon deck.

“The wireless operator sir,”
the steward, ‘““says as 'ow ’e’s been talk-
i’ with the Bacchus, sir. She W111
over’aul us by nine or ten e’clock, sir.”

A look of relief crossed the captain’s
soot-stained face, and a prayer of in-
finite thanksgiving stirred in my own
heart. Larkins said “That’s good!” as

yelled

casually as if he were commenting on

the qualities of his favorite dessert.

As the steward passed us again Lar-
kins stopped him.

“I see the engine-room crew is stick-
ing,” said the reporter.

“Yes, sir, but the rotters will be a-
comin’ out, mark me,” returned the
man gloomily.

This was the first intimation I had
that any trouble with that part of the
crew might come about. Steadily the
propeller shafts kept up their pound-
ing, and as majestic as ever the ship
cut through the waters. The only un-
toward sound was the awful roar of
the devouring flames.

The reporter and I, using the side of
the deck house as a shield, watched the
seemingly hopeless fight. The puny
streams of water that poured into the
hatch were almost instantly converted
into steam that mingled with the black
smoke before the water could quench
the devastating fire. Catching Wood-
ruff’s eye, the captain signaled to the
first officer to come up on deck.

“How are things coming?” the cap-
tain shouted.

“Not—quite—holding—own,” yelled
back the panting Woodruff. “Twenty
lines hose playing into hold. Water
can’t get down where trouble lies. Hold
too closely packed.”

“How 1s engine room?”’

Woodruff shook his head gravely.
“Don’t know,” he- shouted; then the
captain and the first officer moved for-
ward to where the air was less smoky

and the roar of the flames a little less
thunderous, and Woodruff went on:
“The piace is steadily growing hot-
ter as the fire is nearing the iron-plate
partition. Mc¢Donald sent up word that

“he is reduced to bulldozing the stokers

to keep them at the work, but they
——"" He stopped suddenly, and threw
back his shoulders, taking long, deep
breaths. .

Captain Loyd’s face grew tense, and
his jaws locked with sudden grim de-
termination. When he spoke, it was
more to the blue of the heavens than
to Woodruff: “If we have to abandon
the engine room, we will be without
power to run the ship to land and beach
her, or to keep the deck streams go-
ing.”

The first officer nodded.
ald will Zave to stick!” __

“Get word to him that this ship
must be kept moving,” shouted the
skipper. “Tell him to brain the first
man who starts up the ladders! He
has got to stay there until every last
man jack of them drops! The boat has
got to get to land !”

Woodruff turned and vaulted to the
deck below, shouting words of encour-
agement to the crouching forms of the
crew as they clung to the hot nozzles
of the hose lines.

I'or an hour Larkins and 1T watched
the unequal fight. Luckily the blaze
confined itself to the inside of the
hatch, but every now and then a stream
of water would be sent sweeping over
the deck superstructure to obviate the
danger of its bursting into flame from
the awful heat radiated from the
hatch.

Suddenly a great yell from Woodruft
rang above the throbbing of the pumps
and the roar of the flames, and Larkins
ran to the rail.

“It’s all over!” I cried.
deserting the engine room.’

The reporter followed the captain as
he scrambled to the lower deck, for up
from the companionway that connected
the engine room with the deck poured
a horde of grimy Cubans, rushing over
Woodruff, who tried to send them back
with his fists.

“McDon-

“They are
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CHAPTER XVIL
THE PHANTOM SHOTGUN SPEAKS AGAIN,

This is a portion of Larkins’ story,
as published in his paper:

The Minerva was about one hundred and’
fifty miles from the Florida coast when the
flames attacked the iron partition that di-
vided the engine room from the after hold
where the fire raged. Chief Engineer
McDonald, hard-headed and hard-fisted
Scotchman that he was, had his hands full
keeping the below-deck crew at their sta-
tions. The heat of the engine room was al-
most intolerable. Smoke gathered there in
great, choking clouds, and the Cubans, who
in the main composed the boiler crew, went
about their work muttering ominously.

Captain Loyd knew the safety of the ship
and the lives intrusted to his care hung
contingent on keeping the mighty engines
going. His orders to McDonald were to
keep the propellers whirling the ship to
the safety of the shoals. Fiercer and fiercer
the fire glowed, and in the depths of the
ship it seemed that human beings could not
live. McDonald sent a message to the cap-
tain that at any moment the men would
either have to abandon the place or be
roasted alive.

“Roast” was Captain Loyd’s answer,

Coughing and sputtering in the deadly
smoke that gripped their lungs like the
handshake of a giant, McDonald and a few
of his assistants kept the oilers, wipers, en-
gineers, and- stokers at their tasks. Word
coming to the commander that the men in
the engine room were dropping like flies
from the heat and smoke, his face whitened
as he ordered those who had succumbed
brought to the deck for a few lungfuls of
fresh air, then to be sent back as soon as
revived.

The crisis was imminent when the cap-
tain suggested the experiment of turning the
steam on the stifling interior, and this in a
measure converted the smoke, and the air
cleared a little. :

Slowly but surely the flames ate their
way to the iron-plate partitions, and the
wall dividing the engine room f{from the
after hold grew red-hot.

At this sign the Cubans, shrieking and
cursing, rushed for the ladders leading to
the deck, McDonald and his few {faithful
adherents going down beneath the wrenches
and shovels wielded by the deserters.

TFirst Officer Woodruff flung the first men
scrambling to safety back on those following,
but he might as well have tried to stem the
eruption of Vesuvius. A shovel felled him
to the iron deck, and the mutineers faced
~the rain from Captain Loyd’s revolver, A
passenger standing by the side of the com-
mander brought an automatic pistol into
play, and the deserters were driven to the
starboard side of the deck,,
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One of them, bolder than the rest, sprang
to the davits that held a boat on this side,
and was throwing off the wrappings as the
rest of his fellows crowded around him. In
a fury Captain Loyd flung his empty re-
volver at them and was rushing the Cubans
empty-handed when, from the companion-
way that led from the staterooms on the
saloon deck, a flash of fire shot forth, a loud
report vibrated over the gulf, and five of
the stokers fell—one of them headlong into
the sea. :

A yell went up from the mutineers—a
cry charged with the hysteria of supersti-
tion, and they fell to their knees and on
their faces, crossing themselves and grovel-
ing in the dirty water that covered the deck.

The Phantom Shotgun had spoken again!

It was with a feeling of relief that the
captain beheld the change the shot had
“wrought, and he swiftly seized the oppor-
.tunity to play on their fear of the super-
natural,

“The God of Death has spoken,” he cried
dramatically. “Now back to your duties be-
fore all of you die by His instrument!”

Woodruff at this moment hurried up, the
blood pouring from a deep gash on his fore-
head, and led them cringing back to the in-
ferno below, where, sorely wounded, they
found the chief engineer, assisted by two
nearly dead men, keeping the mighty shafts
whirling the vessel on to Florida and safety.

Almost immediately in the wake of the
_shot from the companionway Van Buren
Courtlandt appeared on the deck and came
rushing down the ladder to where Captain
Loyd was berating the mutineers. He begged
the commander to accept his assistance in
any way, explaining that he knew enough
about engineering to take orders from Mec-
Donald.

Captain Loyd looked at him strangely.
“You have already rendered great assist-
ance,” he said, with scarcely veiled mean-
ing. “I will be glad to have you report to
Mr. McDonald—he will need you, surely.”

Courtlandt stared at the captain stupidly
for a few seconds as if to grasp the mean-
ing of his inference, then with a shrug of
his shoulders, turned and plungéd into the
passage that led to the engine room and the
raging hell below decks.

Larkins was stretched out in a
steamer chair, smoking, when I found
him after the facts narrated above, and
shortly afterward Mrs. Forbes joined
us. With glowing eyes, she listened to
Larkins’ account as to the manner in
which Courtlandt had jumped into the
midst of the fray. He gave a detailed
account of everything Van said and did,
and also added that the captain had
thanked him for firing the shotgun with
such decided effect.
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“But he didn't fire the shotgun!” she
criecd. “Why, Van was with me on the
port side of the deck, near the library,
trying to forcibly prevent a distracted
mother from flinging herself overboard
with her baby. At the sound of the
pistol shots, he ran straight along the
deck, and I could see him running when
the shotgun’s report rang out.”

Larkins looked at her speculatively,
“Well, all T know 1is he didn’t have the
weapon in his hand when he jumped
into the thick of the scrap.” He paused
for a moment.  “I give it up,” he said
slowly. “Two or three manifestations
like that, and I shall throw my vote
over into the superstition column.
What do you think, Marshall?” he
asked suddenly.

I used one of his favorite slanglsms
in answering.

“Search me,” said I.

“You ought to know,
querulously. “I left you on deck, not
twenty feet away from the door that
shielded the wielder of the shotgun.”

“You forget,” I returned, “that I
left the deck when you did. I was not
there to stop any bullets, and I went
forward. At any rate, I don’t see why
we should censure the shooter in this
instance, for it strikes me he did a
pretty decent service to the ship.”

“Yes, that’s true enough,” assented
the newspaper man; “but just the same
I'd like to thank him to his face.”

“Please let’s not discuss it any more,”
broke in Elizabeth pleadingly. *

“All right; we won't talk of it,”
agreed Larkins, loath to leave the sub-
ject. “But I'll heep busy at my little
game in silence.”

“What little game is that 7”7 I inquired
‘as he moved off.

“Shotgun, shotgun, who's got the
shotgun!” he flung over his shoulder.

b

b

CIAPTER XVIITL
THE TRANSFER AT SEA,

Every quarter hour the chief engi-
neer converted the stifling smoke in
the engine room by turning on the
steam, thereby clearing the atmosphere
long enough for the men toiling in the

4B

he growled -

bowels of the ship to gulp the revived
air into their choking lungs before the
deadly smoke scttled about thent agan
like a pall. It was sickening, hideous
work, but the crew fought doggedly
and steadily, and kept the power alive.
Slowly evening drew ncar. The
electric lights were switched on, when

the sudden tropical night engulied us,

and at about nine the moon lit up the
boundless sea. The after deck pre-
sented a weird sight as tongues of
flames momentarily Ticked into the still
air of the gulf. Tons of water poured
into the red-hot depths, and the white
steam mingled with the black smoke
fantastically, and presented such a pic-
ture of vivid and fearful magnificence
as Doré might have evolved from his
splendid imagination.

Just before midnight land was report-
ed dead ahead, and, with eager foot-
steps, a quartermaster and two of the
crew hurried forward. From a perch
on the port side the heaver of the lead
droned out that he could not get bot-
tom. Soon he commenced (:allmor fath-
oms to the officers on the br 1d0" e, and
a faint cheer went up from the knot of
passengers gathered on that part of
the deck.

When six fathoms were reported to
him by the quartermaster, Captain
Loyd ordered the vessel stopped, and,
with a rattle, the huge anchors tumbled
into the sea. As the great propeller
shafts stopped the steady throbbing of
the pumps sounded above the roar “and
crackle of the fire, and steady streams
of water poured from the twenty noz-
zles into the broiling hold.

Many passengers had quieted down
but occanondiiy little things set them
scurrying about like fnohtened quail.
A report that the crew was provision-
ing the lifeboats plunged half a dozen
back into hysterics, and caused a score
of men to {foruify spirits with &pirits.

There were a few shining examples
of real courage and heroism. I must
confess to tremors of panic scizing me
like symptoms of fever and ague, but
Elizabeth Torbes was of finer mold,
and after the first chock of fear she
was regardless of everything but the
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comforting and sustaining of those
around her.

Despite the fact that they had been
reassured again and again, an audible
prayer of thanksgiving went up from
all on board when the steady lights of
an oncoming steamer appeared over the
western horizon.

“The Bacchus!” shouted an excited
man, bounding into the library; and
every passenger rushed to the decks
hysterically.  Overhead the “crash,
crash, cr-r-r-r-r-ash” of the wireless
even took on a brighter, more joyous
tone, and every command given from
the bridge earned a cheer.

Long before the Bacchus came with-
in hailing distance the order that the
passengers without luggage were to be
transferred to the sister ship, and there
await the result of the fight to subdue
the flames, was given.

“A battle of the elements,” I heard
T arkins say softly to himself, and, puz-
zled as to the meaning of his remark
on such a perfect mght as this, I
pressed him for an explanation.

“Wait and see,” he answered, as he
turned his attention to the preparation
the passengers were making for the
transfer to the succoring vessel.

When Captain Loyd arrived on deck
the reporter drew him aside, and held
a whispered conversation with him, and
after a few sentences the commander
moved away, saying he “would have
some of the crew keep watch.”

“May I ask who or what is to be
watched?” T asked the newspaper man,
as he joined me at the rail.

“Sure!” he responded. Dut keep it
under your belt—every passenger and
every effect that is taken from this boat
will be most thoroughly scrutinized for
any evidence of ?

“The Phantom qhotcrun 7 I put in,

Larkins nodded. “If friend shotgun
bobs up on the Bacchus after this,” he
added, “T will indeed begin to believe
in fairies”

He tool: up an advantageous position
at the head of the ship’s ]adder where
‘v\/oodl uff directed the d;qembarnnw of
the passengers. The sea was as smooth
as a mirror, and the moon was shining

brilliantly as the crew lowered the boats
from the davits, while from the huge
sister ship the small boats were already
under way to assist in the transfer.
With the arrival of the Bacchus the
spirits of the passengers revived won-
derfully, and when the transfer from
ship to ship was started they were in
excellent humor. The men and women
laughed and called little pleasantries to
each other as they went down the ship’s
side to where the boats rode lightly on
the water. A short hundred yards away
lay the Bacchus, and the small boats
covered the distance quickly, leaving
the tale of their passage in a swift,

sparkling streak of phosphorescent
foam.
Woodruff, the chief steward, the

purser, and Larkins closely. inspected
every passenger that left the ship. Very
little was allowed to be taken in the
way of personal effects, and, as Lar-
kins expressed it, under their combined
scrutiny it “would be difficult for any
one to safely conceal a toothpick, much
less a shotgun.’

I was in the boat that carried Eliza-
beth—Courtlandt and Larkins coming
over to the Bacchus with the last load
of passengers.

“What about the batile of the ele-
ments you foretoldr” I asked the re-
porter as soon as he gained the deck,
and the four of us leaned over the rail,
looking at the smoking ship we had
just deserted—the ship that had been
the setting for so many puzzling and
baffling mysteries.

“There’s vour answer,” cricd Lar-
king, and as we looked we beheld the
stern of the Minerva slowly sinking
into the sea. '

A gasp of astonishment went up
from all on board the Bacchus as the
ship that had carried us from New
York continued to settle until the entire
stern was submerged. The three of us
turned to Larhms, plying him with
qucgtmm.

“It's just a little scrap to the finish
between fire and water. As it became
evident to Captain Loyd that the fire
could not be absolutely extinguished
without completely soaking the cargo
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compartments where the conflagration
raged, he has had the sea gates opened.
When the compartments where the
blaze has been confined have had a few
hours’ soaking, the gates will be closed
again, and the compartments pumped
out. That’s all.”

“Do you think the fire has finished
the shotgun, or will the water attend to
that?” asked Courtlandt of the re-
porter. .

“Search .me!” replied Larkins. “If
that blamed gun shows up again, I shall
certainly feel hke the fellow that saw
a giraffe for the first time, and ex-
claimed: ‘Aw, there ain't no such
thing!””

“Why, Mr. Bobby Larkins!” chided
Elizabeth rather indignantly. “Do you
mean to try and teil me that you—you
are beginning to credit this absurd the-
ory of a supernatural agency 27

“Well, figure the wholc business for
yourself,” he responded wearily. “Not
a passenger or member of the crew left
the Minerva with anything faintly re-
sembling a shotgun. A shotgun is
slightly bigger than a mustache comb,
too.”

“Then, thank goodness, the terrible
thing is not aboard this ship,” I ex-
claimed ; and both Elizabeth and Court-
landt echoed my words.

“Don’t be too sure, little ones,” Lar-
kins rejoined. “Did vou ever have a
hunch?” He paused and surveyed us
gravely. “Well, I've got a big healthy
one, and it’s that the Phantom Shot-
gun is aboard the Bacchus this very
minute.”

We laughed. “The last thing T heard
you say before we left the AMinerva,”
I reminded him, “was that no soul
should leave that ship with a toothpick
on his person unbeknownst to you.”

“Yes, that’s so,” he admitted; “but a
hunch is a hunch for all that.”

Staterooms were assigned to all the
passengers from the Minerva, and al-
most every one sought bunks without
delay, worn out after the long siege of
wakefulness and excitement.

A roaring crash awakened everybody
about four a. m., and I joined the

crowd of half-dressed passengers who
rushed out on deck. A number were
gathered around a prostrate form on
the after deck, and as 1 approached 1
heard a sailor’s voice cry out:
“A man has been shot,
name’s Larkins, I understand

sir!  His

",

CHAPTER XIX.

®THE SIHOOTING OF LARKINS.

Before noon we had all been re-
transfered back to the Minerzu. The
stern of the vessel had been submerged
in thirty-five feet of water, the ocean
completely soaking the burning cargo,
and then, with the compartiments
pumped out, the ill-fated boat was
again in trim for the continuation of
her voyage to New Orleans.

Larkins was not killed, but near it.
He was no quitter, however. He
threatened to swim from the Bacchius
when it was suggested that he be taken
back to New York on that steamer
rather than risk the chance of further
or greater injury should he return to
the Minerva.

According to the reporter, his
wounds were trivial; but when a man
has a number of leaden pellets in his
body—granted they did not stray into
fatal spots—he 1s not all he should be;
so Larkins was tenderly ferried from
the Bacchiis to the AMinerva, where he
was put to bed in one of the best state-
rooms.

Propped up in this bed, Larkins re-
ceived Woodruft, Courtlandt, the cap-
tain, and myself.

“Welcome to our city!” greeted the
reporter gayly. “Cdad to see you, cap-
tamm! I wish vou would direct my
nurse”’—here he patted Elizabeth’s
hand—“to furnish me with an unlim-
ited supply of cigarettes. I'm famished
for a smoke.”

“I don’t like cigarettes,” said Itliza-
beth, with decision.

“Quite proper,” rejoined Larkins,
“but 1 do. DBesides, smoking cigarettes
doesn’t hurt a man.”

“T never saw a man smoke one,”

flashed Elizabeth.
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Larkins dodged, and threw up his
hands. “Taking advantage of a dying
martyr,” he gloaned “If I hadn’t had
my brains investigated by a lead muck-
raker you couldn’t get away with it.”

“Yes, but let’s talk of other death-
dealing implements besides cigarettes,”
I broke in. “lLarkins, we came here
tO—”

“Find out how I got mine,” supplied
the reporter. “Well, there isn't much
to tell. B

“I had just finished a wireless dis-
patch to the Ledger, telling of the
events of the day and night that had
passed, and was out on deck, taking
an early-morning view of the Minerva
as she lay in the water, looking for all
the world like a wounded duck. I heard
no sound as I stood there except the
continual lapping of the water against
the boat’s hull.

“Without the least warning, a roar
seemed to shatter my eardrums, and I
was aware of a sharp stab, such as I
imagine a lightning bolt might give, and

” He paused in his recital, and
closed his eyes for a brief second.
“Well, that’s all there was to it. There
I was, and here I am.’

Caotam Loyd was the first to speak
after Larkins had finished his story:

“What puzzles me is ”’

“The spook shotgun,” furnished Lar-
kins for him.

The mystery had, indeed, grown.
The shotgun, that mysterious imple-
ment of death, was still the great un-
solved problem.

“I got a mighty surprise when word
reached me that you had been laid low
by that-—that Thing.” The captain’s
voice actually faltered as he endeavored
to name the mysterious weapon.

“Yes, the old mystery has certainly
chirked up some,” agreed Larkins
cheerfully. “I watched every boatload
that left the Miizerva, and I didn’t see
anything that looked 111\e a shotgun go-
ing along.”

The captain nodded. “And I'll stake
my hfe that the Thing didn’t come
aboard this noon. I had every passen-
ger searched when they returned from
the Bacchus.”

’

“Cap”—Larkins’ voice was a trifle
raspy—"I'll bet you a dollar to a
doughnut that you're a dead one.”

“Bless my soul! What do you
mean ’ the captain queried anxiously,
every wrinkle in his ruddy countenance
forming into minute interrogation
pomts.

“Just this—iriend shotgun, like the
old black cat, came back, and is now
aboard this ship.”

“Is that mere guesswork, or have you
found out something?’ asked Court-
landt, who up to this time had said
nothing. His voice was a little anxious,
I thought, and at the time I wondered
why.

“Figure it out for yourself,” the re-
porter parried. “Hey, how is it you
aren’t in the brig, being fed on bread
and water? You don’t mean to tell
me that they haven’t accused you of
shooting me?”

There was a pause, and then Court-
landt, laughing shortly, spoke up:

“They have, Bobby. Some one de-
clared that after you were shot they
saw me near the after deck, flitting
away like a fricrhtened sparrow—or
something like that.” :

“Ah-ha—another reporter aboard!”
Larkins grinned. He looked like a fiend
with his grin connecting the swaths of

“lint bound around his head. “Well,
Van, you certainly are a Jo. Don't
fret—you didn’t shoot me.”

“Who did?” asked the captain
quickly.

“The shark, I guess,” returned the
reporter, winking at the rest of us.

“He’s the only one with a guilty enough
conscience to have run away.” Deqplte
his flippant words, I realized with a
start that Larkins was holding some-
thing back.

Then Elizabeth took a hand, and, de-
claring that her patient needed quiet
and rest, she drove the threce of us out
of the stateroom, paying no heed to
the frantic protestations of the injured
man.

The captain and T walked leisurely
along the deck. Steadily the Minerva
pounded forward on the bosom of the
gulf. Ahead to the northwest lay the
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mouth of the Mississippi and the end
of our voyage. On this point I ques-
tioned Captain Loyd.

“We should fetch Port Eads about
midnight, and will tie up before ten
o’clock Tuesday,” he said. “And
thank God for it!” he added, in an
undertone.

“Same here, captain,” I said. “It has
been a trying trip, indeed. I, for one,
must congratulate you on the manner
in which you have handled the ship and
the untoward happenings.”

He thanked me warmly. “I don’t
know what I would have done without
that young newspaper chap,” he added.
“He is a bright, clever fellow, and if
his accident had proved fatal I would
have really felt it a personal loss.”

“He’s a first-rate fellow,” 1 agreed
heartily; “but did it ever strike you,
captain, that that youngster knows
more about all this mystery than he
has told us?”

“Indeed, no!” the ship’s master has-
tened to assure me. I believe Mr.
Larkins has been perfectly frank and
open in everything he has done and
said.”

“It is not that, captain,” T returned;
“it is what he has not said—unless, of
course, he has privately confided to you
all he has learned toward clearing up
this mystery of the murders and the
elusive shotgun.”

“No; you have heard everything he
has said to me,” the captain replied.
“What has prompted you to think
otherwise?”  He put the question
bluntly. :

“T don't know,” T said. “T somehow
get the vague impression that he al-
ways knows a little more than he tells.
By the way, did you know that when
Captain DPeterson, of the Bacchus, or-
dered an investigation of his ship im-
mediately after the finding of Larkinsg’
wounded body, some one—who it was
I was unable to discover—started the
rumor that Larkins had turned the
spectral weapon on himself, so as to
end the whole affair in a blaze of
glory?” '

“How ridiculous!”
tain.

snorted the cap-
“What will they be saying next?”

But this evidently set him thinking,
because he paced the deck with head
bowed, uttering no sound. Suddenly
he turned to me in a hesitating man-.
ner.

“Mr. Marshall, will you come with
me while I question Larkins on a few
pointsr” he asked.

I acquiesced, and together the cap-
tain and I went to the- room where
Larkins was abed. Elizabeth Forbes
was reading to him, and as we entered
she laid the book on the bed with the
pages open. The gaudy cover and gar-
1sh title bore lurid testimony to the fact
that it was a detective mystery story.
I tapped the book with my cane.

“Brushing up on theory and detail,
or seeking a solution of our incompar-
able mystery?” I asked, laughing.

“Just following my natural bent,” he
retorted. “Besides, I like the dulcet
tones of my nurse’s voice.” He peered
at the captain through his glasses.
“What's up?” he demanded.

The captain seemed at a loss how
to proceed with what he had to say.
He drew his hand across his mouth
several times, and cleared his throat
nervously.

“Speak up, little one—Dbe not afraid,”
langhed Larkins.

“Mr. Larkins,” began the captain, “I
believe vou once tolkd me that when you
investigated anything you suspected
everybody, didn’t your”

“Yep—the whole shooting match—-
from doorknobs to the family cat.’

“Then you wil —"

“Not be offended if you ask me some
direct questions as to whether or not I
am the phantom behind the shotgun?”
Larkins supplied.

“Oh, captain!” FElizabeth cried.
Every bit of color had gone from her
face as she turned to the commander,
and her eyes were indignant.

“Why are you on board the Mi-
nerva?” Captain Loyd stood nearer the
reporter as he put the question. “Did
your paper send vou on this trip to
cover—as you call it—the honeymoon
of [e left the scntence unfin-
ished, waving his hand vaguely.

“No, captain, it did not,” replied Lar-
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kins, with a sparkle in the gray eyes.
“Even on yellow journals we have
what is known as vacations.
ing mine.”

“Why on this boat?”*

“Hope you people won't laugh,” said -

Larkins, with a sheepish little grin;
“but some years ago I was a reporter
on a New Orleans paper, and I aspired
to be the star man; the boss decreed
otherwise, so I abandoned the paper to
its fate. A few months ago I read that
this same paper had doubled its circu-
lation, and it rather spoiled my appetite
for a week. Still a little skeptical, I
started for the land of magnolias,
creole beaunties, Ramos’ gin fizzes, and
the statue of General Jackson, to see
if it really flourisheth as its circulation
manager sweareth. As luck would
have it, this mystery broke right under
my nose—and there you are.”

He eyed us blandly as he finished,
and as if there was nothing more to
be said.

“Did you shoot yourself?” asked the
captain bluntly. '

“1 should say not!” retorted the re-
porter emphatically. “I have too much
regard for the tender feelings of one
Robert I.. Larkins.”

“Did you shoot Forbes?”

“Not that I can recall.”

“Hallaron?”

“Not guilty.”

“Did you fire the shot that brought
the stokers to their senses?”’ continued
the captain colorlessly.

“You ought to be able to guess the
answer to that, captain,” Larkins re-
plied pleasantly. “If I remember right-
ly, I was soaking Cubans in the eye
—one in particular, who was trying to
find the space between your fourth and
fifth rib with a long knife. That all
took place on deck in your plain sight.
Of course, as a newspaper man, I
would do a whole lot for my sheet, but
we reporters always draw the line at
murder,”

A general- laugh went up, which
brought the farce of cross-questioning
Larkins to an end.

“The murderer is on this boat, and

‘!’

I’m hav-

we will have to find him, her, or it be-
fore the Minerva lands, or the authori-
ties never will after the passenger list
scatters to the four parts of the world.”
The captain sighed as he realized the
task before him.

“Don’t waste time looking for the
murderer, Captain Loyd,” said the re-
porter.

“Why do you advise that?” 1 put in.
“Do you think it is useless?”

“I think it a waste of energy. In
this problem the shotgun is X. That
is the way 1 am figuring. Get that
wraith of a weapon, learn how, if you
can, it could be carried to the Bacchus
without it being seen by us who
watched. Suppose you wanted a weap-
on of that kind, how would you manu-
facture one? Put yourself in the mur-
derer’s place, and go over the events
of the past few days, and dope it out
the way you would do such a thing if it
were up to you to do. That's the way
to do it, as old boy Punch says.”

“B-r-r-r-r1” 1 shook my shoulders.
“Excuse me from such gruesome men-
tal calculations. I'm afraid 'm not
cold-blooded enough for that, Lar-
kins.”

The captain said he certainly agreed
with me, and he left for his post. 1
followed shortly after, to partake of a
solitary dinner and spend the rest of
the evening parading the deck with my
thoughts as the ship drew nearer and
nearer the Crescent City. The night on
the gulf was beautiful as soon as the
moon came up, and many were loath
to turn in until long after the deck
lights were extinguished.

When I went to bed, I left my deck
window wide open, for the heat of the
tropics made sleep a doubtful issue, and
I lay awake for hours, unable to sink
into the blessed oblivion.

It was while I was wide awake that
the Phantom Shotgun spoke again, fill-
ing my little cabin with a sheet of wick-
ed flame, a deafening roar, and the
stinging fumes of burned powder.

I was trembling and unnerved when
I flung open my door to the furious
pounding of these who quickly crowd-
ed the social hall.
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CHAPTER XX.
THE LINCOLN PENNY.

“Are you hurt?” shouted Larkins,
who came limping into -the narrow
quarters, closely followed by Court-
landt, Woodruff, and half a dozen ex-
cited others.

“I don’t know,” I answered, sinking
back in my bunk and burying my head
in my hands. “Am I?”

“You ought to know,” snapped the
reporter, as he switched on the electric
bulb, “It doesn’t look it Gee
whiskers!” he added, and I turned to
see what he pointed to. The wooden
back of my bunk was riddled with
shot ! ’

Questions poured in on me, and T an-
swered them as best I could.

“Werge you asleep?” Larkins asked.

I had explained that the heat had
made it impossible.

“Hurrah! You saw him, then?”

I shook my head. “I was lying with
my eyes shut. The first thing I knew
was the awful roar, and as I scrambled
to my feet the powder smoke, choked
me.” :

Larkins limped over to the window.
“It was fired from the deck. See, the
bullet marks show that it came from
this direction. Any one on deck?” he
yelled, poking his head through the
window. A hasty glance up and down
the boards seemed to satisfy him, for
he withdrew his head almost instantly.

“Nothing doing,” he muttered. Then
he faced us. “Captain, this is getting
to be serious.” This in a louder tone
as the commander entered hurriedly.
“Marshall here has had a narrow es-
cape from friend shotgun.”

I had to tell my story all over again
for the perplexed captain, and at the
end of an hour’s consuitation Wood-
ruff again went through the ship, mak-
ing futile search for the implement of
death.

Once more were the passengers of
the Minerva thrown in a panic. The
attempt on my life, combined with the
torpidity of the night, banished all de-
sire for further slecp. Along near
dawn, in answer to a knocking at my

bl

door, T opened it, to find Larkins, pale
and haggard, standing in the hallway.

“Just a question, Marshall,” he said.
“Were you in the lower berth, where
the shot holes are, when the shot was
fired?” e

“Just as I told you before” T an-
swered tartly, for I was beginning to
tire of the unceasing fusillade of ques-
tions. “Why do you ask?”

“I'm trying to dope this thing out,
as long as 1 can’t sleep,” he said, in
a weary voice, leaning against the door
jamb.

“Don’t try, old man,” I said, spring-

-ing to his side, and throwing a sup-

porting arm about his shoulders. “You
are sick——wounded—ILarkins, and you
are killing yourself by the misuse of
the encrgy that you have left. Chuck
it—forget it, Larkins, please.”

“Marshall, I'd never hold up my
head again if I let this ship get to New
Orleans and I not solve this busi-
ness.”  In spite of himself, his head
lopped forward on his chest, and 1
dragged him inside and dosed him with
a stiff shot of whisky.

“You go to sleep, my boy,” I said.
The drink revived him, and as he sat
on the edge of my bunk, his dressing
robe wrapped about his long legs, he
presented a pathetic figure. He was
absently fingering one or two of the
shot holes when I asked him to have
another drink from my flask.

“It will make you,” 1 urged.

“That stuff doesn’t make reporters—
it unmakes them,” he said dryly. “T
don’t think I'd like to be sleeping in
this bunk and have any one take a pot
shot at me.” Then he got up and went
to the door, all his weakness gone.

“Take some of this stuff with you?”
I asked.

“No-0-0,” he said queerly.
have given me enough.
go to sleep now.”

“Glad to hear it, old boy—you need
it,” T called to him, as he made his way
across the social hall. IHe seemed to
walk quite spry, too.

Most of the passengers were on deck
when Port Eads was reached, and Lar-
kins, propped up on a steamer chair,

’

“You
I am going to
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hailed with delight the small army of
reporters and camera men from the dif-
ferent New Orleans papers who came
aboard off Pilot Town. These good-
natured and impertinent young fellows
questioned everybody on board indis-
criminately, and ILarkins was enjoying
the novelty of being interviewed {or the
first time in his life—"just like a real
person,” as he put it. It was a sight to
see the reporters clustered about him,
listening to his fantastic recital of the
mystery that was engaging the attention
of the whole country.

As he talked, Larkins wrote rapidly
on the pad that lay in his lap, and per-
formed the feat of talking about one
thing and writing about another at the
some time. To the curious, he said
that he was getting his copy off to his
distant paper.

After we had passed quarantine we
went down for the last breakfast on
board; and Larkins, in high spirits de-
spite his wounds, kept the captain’s ta-
ble and those near by convulsed with
laughter throughout the meal.

“I want to know the meaning of all
this hilarity,” - Elizabeth demanded.
“For a wounded hero, you are not con-
ducting yourself with becoming sobri-
et ‘3’

}:‘The presence of so charming a
nurse has intoxicated me,” Iarkins
laughed exultantly., “That and the fact
that I have solved the mystery of the
Phantom Shotgun!”

A surprised hush fell over the big
dining saloon as the reporter made his
startling announcement, which was
swiftly passed from mouth to mouth.
One or two stewards dropped their
trays, and the clatter of broken china
mingled with the sudden stérm of ques-
‘tions that poured upon him from all
sides.

“Oh, T'm not dead sure,” he shouted
above the clamor; “but I rather guess
I've worked it out. When I rend the
veil of mystery we shall find the Phan-
tom Shotgun in—stateroom A.”

Other than this he would not say,
merely going up to the wireless room,
where Sparks was sending the crashing
of his instruments throughout the

ship’s length and breadth. When the
news of larkins’ announcement
reached the deck, where the local re-
porters were gathered, they swooped
on him like a flock of hungry vultures.
But he refused to say a word, declar-
ing that at eight o’clock, in the presence
of a number of witnesses, in stateroom
A, the mystery would be satisfactorily
cleared.

“And, say, you fellows,” he said to
his brother scribes, “I don’t want you
to use the wireless—you boys can wait
a couple of hours until we land. And
you, Associated Press, you give the
others first chance, or you won't get in
on the pie at all.”

“T suppose you want to use the wire-
less after you've shown the thing up?”
said the Index man,

“Don’t worry, Emile,” laughed Lar-
kins. “My story is going ottt now—
after a while is too late for me.”

I suppose it was because Larkins
was himself a scribe that he could han-
dle the newspaper men' the way he did,
for despite their first objections they
finally agreed to follow orders.

I, after an effort, managed to get
Larkins alone; but though I tried to
wheedle the solution from him I nught
as well have attempted to coax the mys-
tery of the ages from the Sphinx. He
merely winked at me.

At the specified hour, Larkins, after
speaking to the captain, asked Wood-
ruff to summon Courtlandt, the purser,
the chief steward, the enginecr, my-
self, the different newspaper men, and
Mrs. Forbes. The captain rounded out
the number Larkins chose to witness
the dramatic disclosure we all looked
f‘?rward to as we filed into stateroom

Larkins was the last to enter, and he
closed the door. Putting his hand into
a pocket, he drew forth a coin.

“In this lies the solution,” he said
impressively ; and T believe for a few
moments  everybody thought he had
gone out of his head.

“T’ll show it to Marshall first, and
explain afterward.” As he held the
coin toward me, it slipped from his
fingers and spun under the bed. The
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reporter was on his knees in an instant,
reaching for it.

“Lend me your cane, Marshall, so I
can hook it out.” And before I could
give it to him he impatiently seized the
stick, and began rummaging under the
bed, finally recovering the coin, and
passing it to me.

I examined it eagerly. “Why, it’s
a Lincoln penny!” I exclaimed, at once
perplexed and relieved.

Larkins nodded. *“That’s the solu-
tion,” he said.

“What has a Lincoln penny to do
with the Phantom Shotgun or the ‘mys-
terious murders?”’ 1 asked.

“Wasn’t it Lincoln who said: ‘You
can fool some of the people all of the
time, all of the people some of the time,
but you can’t fool all of the people all
of the time’?”

“I don’t see ” 1 began.

CWell, T do!” he fzur]y shouted at

me. A rapid movement of his hands |

broke the breech of my shotgun cane,
and as he started to extract the car-
tridge I sprang at him savagely.
Swiftly he raised the cane,
brought it down on my head.
Then Darkness took me in her arms
and mothercd me.

and

CHAPTER XXI -
WHICH EXPLAINS EVERYTHING.

Have we two souls? 1Is the spirit
self a tangible thing, merely a few
ounces of water and albumen, or is
there an actual soul with twin ruling
powers hidden from the anatomist,
baffling the scalpel and microscope?
Ifach of us has a soul, and many of us
are restless in the consciousness of a
second self or personality that lies la-
tent, dormant a while, and then asserts
itsclf in horrible form. The body is a
ship that the soul directs; yet with eyes
open to the consequences we sometimes
permit this second soul to guide us on
the rocks and reefs to wreck and dere-
liction. Why? The alienists do not tell

us. The psychic reason is hidden deep .

down in the mysteries of life.
Yes, I killed Hamilton Forbes. 1

killed Patton, or Hallaron, the ex-con-
vict and deck steward. I also attempt-
ed the lives of Courtlandt and Larkins,
and turned the Phantom Shotgun on
myself to divert suspicion which I felt
was finally centering on me. There I
made the one mistake every criminal
makes—otherwise that astute. young
fellow—Larkins—might never have
solved the mystery. For had 1 been
in my bunk when the shot was fired, as
I told him, three of the bullets im-
bedded in the woodwork would have
had to pass through my body—and I
showed not a scratch.

Sitting in the narrow confines of my
cell in the Parish Prison, of New Or-
leans, T have had plenty of opportunity
to think over the events that trans-
pired on that fateful voyage of the
Minerva. - As it all happened over a
year ago, to kill time—you see, 1 can-
not get over that habit of annihilation—
I have put the mystery of the Phantom
Shotgun to paper, stating events ex-
actly as they occurred as a disinterest-
ed and innocent spectator might have
done, allowing the reader to form his
own impressions and to draw his own
conclusions.

I offer no extenuating circumstances
in my defense; for times 1 have sat
back and calmly endeavored to figure
out whether I am just a plain murder-
ous brute or the homicidal maniac my
lawyer is trying to prove me.

I suppose T am just a plain murderer
in every case but that of Forbes. I
am glad T killed him—he deserved it
as much as any venomous snake that
crawls in the grass. Years ago [
swore to kill him, and T thank God—if
there is a God for such as I—that I
have kept that oath.

With Hallaron it is different. T killed
him playing safe—self-preservation is
the first law of nature, and he knew
that I had shot Forbes.

As for Larkins, he was getting “too
warm,” as the children say when play-
ing hide and seek, and I decided he
would be safer out of the way; and
then again I took a peculiar pride in
powers of mystification, and in a mad
moment I decided to show that the
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shotgun could go from one ship to the
other, no matter how closely watched.
But I have ncver been more grateful
Jor anything than that my aim was
“at fault, even though it was through
him that T ultimately came to grief. 1
was justitied, at least, in the killing of
the mutineers, and that stands out as
the only praiseworthy act for which I
was respogsible aboard the Minerva.

The l'ederal authorities and the two
sovereign States of New York and
Louisiana are still fighting their legal
battles over my unworthy self, and
Louisiana will probably get me to mcte
out its own peculiar form of justice.
A spectacle of the noose winning over
the chair. My.choice would merely be
a flip of the coin—a Lincoln penny,
perhaps.

As you may have gucssed, Hamil-
ton Forbes—whose real name was not
Forbes—and 1 were far from stran-
gers. True, he did not recognize me
aboard the Minerva, but then fifteen
years since our last meceting, and a
beard, to say nothing of a faked club-
foot, effectually disguised me as far as
he was concerned.

Iforbes wrecked the innocence of my
only and well-loved sister, who died
giving birth to his still-born child. I
swore at the time I would kill him in
his happiest Jiour. My bitter deter-
mination was long in reaching fruition,
for IForbes vanished suddenly and inex-
plicably, and was lost to my knowl-
edge.

My lust for vengeance smoldered,
but never went out. When the news-
papers of the country exploited the
coming marriage of the Wall Street
millionaire and his beautiful stenog-
rapher the stories were profusely il-
lustrated. In spite of the years that
had passed since I saw Forbes, 1 knew
I had my man, and the desire to avenge
sprang into sudden flame.

My plan was to kill and get away.
I valued my life, and dared not risk a
trial. By chance, as 1 was passing
through New Orleans on my way to
New York, in an old Rue Royal antique
shop I picked up the “Phantom Shot-
gun.” It was a curious weapon—to all

outward appearances merely a stout
walking stick, but containing all the
devilish mechanism of a Remington.
I had heard of sword canes, but the
shotgun cane was new to me, and I
realized I had the very thing for my
contemplated purpose.

I planned the whole affair with
minute and cold-blooded exactitude.
Shotgun shells found in my pG%session
would incriminate me; a safe hiding
place was imperative. Seeing a crip-
ple with his elevated shoe solc. gave me
an idea. My munitions of war in my
sole defied the closc search of the first
officer and his men.

The cipher warning was one my sis-
ter and IForbes had used, and I was
the only other who knew the key.
When he saw it, he knew 1 was some-
where about, ready to fulfill my vow.
My method of serving it on Forbes was
simple. As Larkins and I passed the
window of statercom A, I had it
palmed, and when I tapped the pane,
calling the reporter’s attention to the
burning lights, I dropped it within; and
when we were in the room interrogat-
ing TForbes, with my hand behind my
back I scrawled the sign of Sigma on
the wall.

The actual killing of Forbes was not
difficult. I slipped out of my state-
room, and fired at the sleeping man
through the narrow ventilation slit
above the door. My cane was without
a stock, so the depression of the muzzle
was easy, and that was why it was so
difficult for Larkins and the others to
figure it out. I was back in my state-
room in an instant, and out again only
when I appeared aroused b} the re-
porter. My deck window was next to
that of statercom A, so when Hallaron
was directly in front of the room once
occupied by [Forbes, I fired through my
window. The attempts on Courtlandt
and Larkins were just as simple, and it
was merely to peculiar circumstances
that others appeared in unfavorable
lights.

The deeds of my “homania” that I
have to comfort me-—children of my
“first soul”—are shooting the Cuban
who was about to knife Captain Loyd
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and the firing of the shot that stopped

the mad rush of the engine crew when

the hold was afire. I had nothing to

do with the fire, thank you.

X There you have it—the good and the
ad.

Larkins was clever, was he not? At
first T felt a superior contempt for the
eccentric fellow, but as affairs went on
I realized that he would rend the mys-
tery of its enveloping shroud and ex-
pose me. At times I would feel the
crushing presentment of being found
out, and in the secrecy of my state-
room I would battle with my nerves
until the panic passed. Then, as the
days went by and Larkins acknowl-

edged his growing bewilderment, I .

grew relieved, but never careless. I

spent in bed, recovering from the shock
of my bullets, he employed in thinking,
and he eventually thought out the solu-
tion, coupled with the discovery in my
stateroom. And he did fool me with
his faintness and weakness, and I never
—alert as I was for a single act or ex-
pression—caught the significance of his
words to me as he left my stateroom
saying that I had given him ‘“‘enough.”

And so ends the story of the Phan-
tom Shotgun.

For the last time I borrow from the
files of the Ledger. This appeared in

an issue of recent date:

k- .
- CourtLANDT—FoRrBES.—Married Wednes-
day evening, June, 1911, by the Reverend
Doctor De Witt Ward, Elizabeth Kennedy
Forbes and E. Van Buren Courtlandt.

heard Larkins say that the time he
' @A

THE NAMES THEY CARRY AROUND

SENATOR GARDNER, of Maine, and Interstate Commerce Commissioner
Meyer sympathize with each other about their first names. The real close

friends of the senator call him Obadiah, and the thing that Meyer’s parents pinned

on him is Balthasar. ' -
RUNNING A HEADACHE ON SCHEDULE TIME

OUIS BROWNILOW, who 1s noted as a writer and traveler, and who denies
that he is a hypochondriac, has a headache every morning at eleven o'clock.
No matter how well he may feel in the early-morning hours, or how brightly the
sun may shine or how gorgeously the flowers may bloom, Louis is there every
day with that eleven-o’clock headache. One morning a friend of his called him
on the telephone in his Washington office at about fifteen minutes before eleven
and, in the course of the conversation, asked him how he felt.
“Bully right now,” replied Brownlow, “but in fifteen minutes there won’t
be five people in this city feeling any worse than I will.”

€A
THE BINDING CHARACTER OF HIS OATH

HEN Thomas S. Martin, a member of the United States Senate from Vir-

ginia, was practicing law in his home State, he was noted for his ability

In cross-examining witnesses. In one case he began the questioning of a Mr.
Brown, the defendant, with this advice:

“Please remember, Mr. Brown, that you must be very careful about every-
thing you say, because you are testifying under oath.”

Mr. Brown, being a high-strung Southern gentleman, was somewhat an-
noyed by what he considered to be an unnecessary reminder that he had sworn
to tell the truth. At the end of his testimony he was told by Martin that, as
a witness, he had handléd his own case very well.

“Perhaps,” returned Brown, with a pleasant smile, “I might return the com-
pliment if I were not testifying under oath.”



The Man Who Would Play the
North Wind

By B. M. Bower
Author of ‘Chip of the Flying U,”’ ““‘Lonesome Lzmd » Ele.

Listen! The notth wind is singing—the north wind and the wolf and

the wide unpeopled prairie,

Andy and Pink had heard the song a

thousand times, but they had nevet thought there was much music
in it-—tilf Qlafson joined the Happy Family, Olafson and his violin

HE door opened windily, and he
came in, blinking at the sudden
change from darkness to yellow
lamplight. Big, black-browed,

broodingly somber, with the poise of
one who has many times faced—and
swayed at will—the multitude, he
bulked huge on the threshold, while
the men 1in the hotel office stared
at him curiously. In one hand he
carried a large suit case thickly sprin-
kled with labels, in a strange lan-
guage, many of them which betrayed
journeyings afar; under his left arm
was a time-scarred violin case. He did
not seem in the least embarrassed be-
fore the faces which stared: instead he
stared back with a certain haughty ap-
praisement of the place and the people
before he closed the door against the
whooping wind which the dusk had
brought out of the west.

Pink, leisurely chalking a billiard
cue in preparation of a mnice shot
which, 1f successful, should make

for the complete discomfiture of his
opponent—who was Andy Green—
glanced at the stranger idly, smiled
across at Andy, and looked again, more
attentively. Andy Green’s gray eyes,
following DPink’s glance, widened in
recognition of the type, if not the man
himself.

“By gracious, Pink, looks like we're

due to listen at some grand opéra,” he -

murmured, sidling closer to the other.
“Barring the open-front vest and swal-

lowtail coat, and footlights, and flowers
all over the place, you've got the whole
show right there; billed six weeks ahead
of himself; fifty cents, one dollar, two,
and two-and-a-half, and all the boxes
taken by sassiety’s elected. I wish
somebody’d tell me how he got to Dry
Lake, though, He’s just about as ap-
propriate as a marble statue of Venus
down in the blacksmith shop!”

The stranger walked over to the bar.
Before he spoke a word, beiore he
had moved, other than to close the door
behind him, he dominated the place.
When he had taken two steps forward,
Mikey began feverishly wiping his
hands on a corner of his bartender’s
apron, and to experience the internal
fluttering of the housewife who sees
unexpected company at her door on
wash day. ,

“A room, if you please,” said the
stranger in a voice like the middle
tones of a bass viol. “Weeth bath.”

Mikey felt a chill along the spine.
There was not, to his knowledge, a room
with bath nearer than Great Falls;
certainly none in Dry Lake. Mikey
swallowed a nervous titter, rolled eyes
at his fellows for moral support, and
surprised himself by weakly apologiz-
ing for the deficiencies of the hotel he
represented.

“lI can give you a room—the best
we've got—though that ain’t saying
much for it either—by doubling up a
couple of the boys. We're pretty full
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to-night. I'm sorry we ain’t got any
bathroom.” He set his teeth defantly
upon further abjectness, and fumbled
among the keys on a rack behind him.
Mikey was a self-poised young man as
a rule, and it was his boast that it took
a good deal to feeze him.” He pulled
himself back to his habitual cynical in-
difference toward the traveling public,
beckoned Missouk over to attend the
bar in his absence, and led the way out
with his chin as high and his back as
stiff as that of his guest who stalked
after. At the door there was a halt
in the measured steps of the stranger.

“My luggage—vyou haff forgotten it,
boy,” he reminded gently, And Mikey,
swallowing hard, went meekly back and
picked up the suit case. He was a bar-
tender primarily, and the guests who
lodged oftenest in that hotel were the
men of the range land all around. They
waited upon themselves as a matter of
course. The duties of a porter, there-
fore, went hard with Mikey, but he
did not say anything; and though his
ears were strained to catch the laugh of
derision, there was silence—the silence
with which men pay tribute to death,
strange femininity, and greatness.

Dry Lake, with all the self-sufficiency
of little towns and little people, was not
much given to paying homage to God,
man, or devil. But whether it would
or not it paid homage to this big, dark
man: the homage of ill-at-ease silence
to his face, and of burning curiosity
about him and all he did, so soon as he
had turned his back.
at all given to psychological analysis,
the mien of Dry Lake might have found
the situation even more interesting.

This strange man did nothing and
said nothing to arouse one’s curiosity.
He ate when the others ate, silently—
with dainty habits and seeking glances
for those niceties of service which Dry
I.ake had never possessed—and with a
manifest desire to be unassuming and
inconspicuous.

He sat much by the window in the
bharroom, with his hands—wonderful
hands they were; long, white, supple-
fingered, and nervously sensitive—
drumming idly upon the whittled chair

If they had been.
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arms, and stared broodingly out upon
the bleak, brown sweep of the hills to
the west. The crowd was quieter when
his big, black-clothed form was sitting
there; there was not the slightest reason
why it should be so, for he did not
seem aware of his surroundings. He
never talked to any man, nor did any
man attempt speech with him beyond a
tentative remark, now and then, upon
the weather. His answer, then, was
courteous—so courteous as to be alarm-
ing—and brief, and inattentive. He
went back invariably to his brooding
and to staring at the brown hills, and
the man who essayed speech with him
went sheepishly away,

In 2 week thiey learned that his name
was Olafson. One hardy soul asked
him if he ever played the fiddle, and
received a wince and a headshake for
reply. And that was as much as Dry
Lake knew of him.

One day Pink, and Weary, and that
other irrepressible, Andy Green, were

~ loitering in the hotel, dreading the long

ride to the Flying U in the tecth of a
chill east wind. Olafson was sitting
by the window which faced the west
and the hiils, by his mere presence sub-
duing somewhat the hilarious atmos-
phere which ever surrounded the boys
of the Ilying U when others greeted

“them after an absence.

Pink was sitting on the end of the
billiard table, swinging his feet and
smoking, while he watched Andy doing
card tricks, when he became aware that
a hand was laid upon his shoulder. He
glanced up quickly, and found himself
staring into the face of Olafson; and
stare he did, without in the least know-
ing why he did so.

“T should like a little conversation
weeth you, if you haff the leisure and
weel be so kind,” said Olafson.

Pink slid off the table like an obedient
child, and followed the other without
a word. In the armchair by the win-

" dow Olafson settled himself again and
.caressed

abstractedly the whittled
notches on the chair arm with those
white, supple fingers, and gazed out at
the hills. Pink pulled up a chair and
sat down, and waited.



62 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“It iss a wild, silent land,” said Olaf-
son, and turned his dark, unfathomable
eyes upon Pink. “You know it well,
do you not?”

“Yes,” Pink answered docilely.

“Do you know of a place where it 1ss
far from other places; where no person
would come often; where one might
live alone, and see no face, and hear
no voice unless he should choose—do
you know such a place?”

Pink dimpled briefly. “It’s pretty
much that way all over,” he said
candidly. “It keeps the rest of us busy
riding around the lonesomeness.”

“Ah!” Tor the first time since he
appeared in Dry Lake, Olaison smiled,

and Pink sat abashed before him. Iike
a gleam o. sunlight on the storm reflec-
tions in a lake, it was. “Weel you tell
me of a place—a hut—mnever mind how
small and mean a hut, or cabin, if you
like, where one might live in the midst
of the solitude ; alone weeth all the peo-
pled wilderness—=2" Ie caught him-
self, as it were, from rhapsodizing, and
smiled again reassuringly at Pink. “I
am not mad, young friend,” he said
gently. “1 am weary; weary weeth the
soul weariness which makes one sick
for the great solitudes. Of peoples I
am sick—sick unto death. There iss a
cure; it’s there.” He lifted his right
hand and, with a turn of the wrist, in-
expressibly easy and graceful, indicated
the hills beyond the hitle huddle of
houses which was Dry Lake, “Weel
you help me to find that cure?”

“Sure,” said Pink, and for the first
time in his life, perhaps, was keenly
conscious of the crudity of the ex-
pression.

Olafson smiled again—one could see
that there was a sweetly sunny quality
in his big, rugged, brooding nature. “A
liut far off from people,” he stipulated,
with some eagerness. “Lonely—oh, so
very lonely and far away, where no
one would come. Do you know a place
like that?”

“A dozen, if you want them.”
dimples stood in Pink’s cheeks.

“But one iss sufficient; the loneliest
of them all—where iss that one?”’

Pink meditated for a moment. “Ifit's

The

lonesomeness you want, and st‘raight-
up-and-down  God-forsakenness, I'd
say, try One-Man Coulee. T wintered
there once, so I know. The shack there

is pretty fair, considering nobody ever
3 (=]

lives in it if he can help himself, and
the water is good. Dut it’s away off
from the road, and except when we
ride circle over there in round-up, or
the outfit uses it- for a line camp, I
don't suppose three men a year ever see
the shack.”

“That iss good!” The fingers of
Olafson beat a nervous tattoo upon the
chair, “I weel go to that hut and I
weel find the cure for my soul weari-
ness.” His rugged face lighted briefly
and settled again mto the almost forbid-
(lmn‘ look of gloomy introspection.

“There weel be matters to attend, what
you call details, Your face I like; I
do not like many—but you, yes. Weel
you give me assistance with the de-
talls?” He held up a hand and in-
spected abcently his ﬁnvel tips. “One
must eat he sighed, and of the pro-
viding of food I know litile.”

Pink sensed his utter inability to cope
with the practical side of his plan, and
straightway set himself the task of at-
tending to the details. Andy and
Weary he would have enlisted also in
the cause; but Weary wanted to catch
the next train for FFort Benton, and so
excused himself. Andy, however, bent
his head over the list of supphes which
Pink was painstakingly compiling, and
offered now and then a suggestion, of
value and otherwise. Olafson sat back
in his chair, drumined nervously with
his fingers, ard watched the two ab-
stractly, with now and then a wistful
glance toward the hills for whose soli-
tudes he yearncd.

“Say, 1f he's got money enough to
stand the extra cost,” Andy suggested
under his breath when the list seemed
complete, “we better put down more
canned stuff, and not so blame’ much
bacon and beans, He can’t live on line-
camp grub, Pink. Ask him how much
he can spend on grub, why don’t you?”

Pink hated to do that, and fidgeted
over the list with his pencil. “I won-
der if he can make sour-dough bread,
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or anything like that?”’ he whispered
anxiously. “If he can’t, he’s up against
it. You ask him, Andy.”

“Ask him yourself ; he’s your orphan,
not mine.” Andy licked his pencil and
drew a heavy line through “Prucns, 10
lbs”” “No gazabo that wears his hair
like that, and a frock coat common, and
that shines his finger nails every day of
his life, is going to eat ten pounds of
prunes in a thousand years,” he chided
in Pink’s ear. “Nor any gallon of
Honey-dew sirup. This is a dickens of
a grubstake for a man with a sick
soul !”

“Wish I knew how much he wants to
spend,” Pink whispered back in a har-
assed tone, too worried to resent the
criticism,

“Well, ask him, why don’t yuh?
don’t look to me like he’d bite.”

So Pink, for once in his life showing
in his checks the flush of embarrass-
ment, broached delicately the subject of
expense., Olafson brought back his
thoughts from far journeyings into the
past, grasped the difficulty, and unbut-
toned his black frock coat. From a
leather bill folder with initials tooled
intricately upon the side, he produced
a couple of bank notes, laid them upon
Pink’s knce, and looked at Pink in-
quiringly.

“It iss enough?” he queried.
fnot——"

“It’s a-plenty, and then some,” Pink
assured him, folding the bills together
after he had surreptitiously shown
Andy the denomination of them.
“Two hundred for grub—we can turn
ourselves loose on the canned stuff,” he
whispered jubilantly.

Straightway that list suffered revi-
sion as to plain necessities, and reck-
less expansion as to luxuries. Andy,
drawing upon his fertile imagination
rather freely, deduced a variety of eat-
ables which seemed to him best fitted
to find their way beneath that frock
coat. He leaned rather strongly toward
pickles, preserves, and condiments, and
wotlld have disdained such plebeian
foodstuffs as coffee, bacon, and flour.
But Pink was more practical. He stuck
doggedly to the staple lines, standing

He

(lIf

there
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pat on his twenty pounds of white
beans and ten pounds of brown, with
salt pork for seasoning.

Men sidled up curiously to see what
it was all about, to be waved off by
those two who wrote, scratched out the
writing, sucked their pencils, and wrote
again, arguing in undertones the while.
They did not believe in doing things
half-heartedly. Since they had taken
upon themselves the responsibility of
this strange man’s physical comfort,
their inclination was to discharge that
responsibility with perfect satisfaction
to themselves and, if possible, to Olaf-
son himself.

When half a tablet had been con-
sumed, and their tongues were black-
ened to their palates, and their nerves
on edge with argument they took the
many-times revised list to the store, and
added and subtracted items
desperately as fresh labels on the
shelves caught their eyes. It occurred
to Pink that Olafson would need a bed,
and a few cooking utensils. A stove
stood in the cabin, he remembered. So
they frugally curtailed the supply of
luxuries somewhat—taking off, among
other things, two Dbottles of chili sauce,
one of Worcester, and some stuffed
olives—that they might not be com-
pelled to ask Olafson for more money.

They made arrangements for a team
to haul him and his outfit to One-Man
Coulee, bought an ax at the last min-
ute, and, after that, a lamp and a case
of coal oil, which they had overlooked,
and then wondered if they had not for-
gotten matches, and so got another fifty
cents’ worth to make sure; after which
they went over to the hotel and told
Olafson they had everything ready, so
that he could start next morning if he
wanted to. And Pink, with a certain
conscious pride, went down into his
pockets and brought up a twenty-dollar
gold piece and some silver, which he
handed over, aleng with the store bill
of goods. ‘

“The team we didn’t pay for; but
don't yuh let Pat Morrisy stick you for
more than fifteen dollars,” he warned.
“He ought to haul you out for ten—
but he won’t, most likely. And your
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"bed and everything is on the bill, and

1

we'll tell the Old Man about you using
the shack. That’ll be all right—he
won’t care.”

Olafson looked from one brown face
to the other, and at the money in his
hand; ]oola.ed again into their eyes, and
thanked them with grave words spolen
primly, after the manner of one who
has learned his English {rom books. He
did not make the blunder of offering
them money, and they were more kindly
disposed toward him because of the
omission. ~

“Peoples I do not care to see,” he said
simply. “But you gentlemen weel be
always welcome. Come, and I weel
play for you.” He smiled—and the
snule was infinitely tired and sad. “I
would not play for others, and that iss
why I am here, perhaps; but for you I
weel play.”

“We'll sure come,” they promised
heartily, and wished him luck and left
him, wondering vaguely at his para-
doxical aloofness and reserve, and his
childlike candor and helplessness.

It was Decause of his helplessness
that, without saying much about it to
each other—and to the Happy Family
nothing at all—they took occasion to
ride next day to One-Man Coulce.
They found the stovepipe pulled apart
by many battering winds, and they
joined it and braced it well with wire
which they hunted a long while to find.
They dragged up some posts from the
old corral, and would have chopped a
pile of wood if there had been an ax
upon the place. They made shift, with
a stub of broom, to sweep out the ac-
cumulation of dust and rats’ nests—and
it was when he was pushing the trash
off the doorstep that Pink stopped with
a look of tragedy.

“So help me Josephine, we never
bought Ole Bull a broom!” he cried,
and stared doubtfully at the wreck of
one which he held before him. 4

“Gosh!” Andy ejaculated in dismay.
“Are you sure, Pink?”

Pink nodded. “And we never put
down a water bucket and dipper, either,
did we? -Nor soap. nor

“We got him a dozen cans of sauer-
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kraut, anyway, and a big hunk of-lim-
burger,” soothed Andy. *Nobody but
a Dutchman ever says ‘iss.” And he
don’t look to mee like he’d know how
to use a broom if he had one. It kinda
seems to me we did put down soap.
Say, this sure is a lonesome hole!”

“Well, that’s what he wanted,” Pink
retorted defensively. “He asked for
the lonesomest place I could think of—
and this is it.”

“A good sc1ubbnw wouldn’t hurt that
floor a blamed bit,” Andy observed ir-
relevantly. “If I had a broom and a
bucket—sure you didn't order a broom,
Pink?”

Pink was listening to the far-off ka-
chuck of a wagon bumping over the
uneven prairie sod, with a rock here and
there to accentuate the bumpa “le’s
coming,” he announced, and gave a last
glance around the bdlC little room,
where the dust of his encrgetic sweep-
ing had not yet setiled. “l don't envy
him the winter none, and that’s a
cinch,” he observed. “I don’t believe a
sheep-herder could stand more than a
month here without going plumb leco.”

“Qle’s loco now,” Andy asserted with
conviction. “If he wasn’t he wouldn’t
be out here at all. He'd he living up to
his hair in seme city, and ladies would
be passing up flowers tied with wide
ribbons when he quit playing.”

“I don’t know,” said Pink, “why we
take it for granted he can play; no-
body’s ever heard him.”

“Well, he can, I'll gamble on that.
Look at the way he wears his hair!
And—did yuh take notice of his hands?
I'll bet you money he can play!”

e came, sitting aloft upon the high
spring seat beside Pat Morrisy, with a
dirty canvas horse blanket over his
broadcloth-clothed knees, and the violin
case cuddled in his arms like a sleeping
child. THis hair, like the mane of a
lion dyed with India ink, fluttered in
the stiff north wind. His face was as
stonily calm as the Sphinx, his eyes
sullen.

Pat pushed the brake forward to the
last notch with a yank not far from
vicious, and came skidding down the
rough slope to the cabin. His “Whoa”
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was a menace to his team, and the very
set of his shoulders betokened .distaste
for the journey and dislike for the man
beside him. 7

" “Good thing we're here,” murmured
Andy, appmnenclmg the situation.
“Pat’s been trying to pump Ole Bull,
and they don’t love each other a little
bit. He'd dump the stuff on the ground,
and collect his money, and drive off, if
he was here alone with him.”

Pat came near doing that very thing,
as it was. He regarded the two with a
snort meant to express his scorn of
their mission, unloaded as hurriedly as
might be, gave another snort or two by
way of reply to Andy’s remark that
it was a nice little drive out from town
pocketed the money which Olafson
extended haughtily in his direction,
climbed up to the high seat, released
the brake with another yank, and yelled
ferociously at his team.

“It iss good,” said Olafson, when Pat
had driven out of sight, standing before
the cabin, with his eyes greedily fixed
upon the barren coulee which seemed
all there was of the world, so jealously
did 1t hug its barrenness to itself. Only
to the south did a twisted arm reach out
coaxingly to the prairie beyond, so that
one glimpsed the wide land as through
a half-open doorway. ‘“It iss good,” he
repeated, and walked slowly down into
the bleak hollow, with his violin case
still cuddled in his arms.

Pink and Andy carried in the sup-
plies and unpacked them. 7Pink also
made Olafson’s bed upon the board
bunk in one corner, while Andy
chopped wood with the new ax, and
started a fire, and put some coffee on
to boil.

“Say,”
one who has worked out a problem to
its logical conclusion, “a helpless son
of a gun like him ain’t going to make
out very well alone, here. I'll bet he
never made a bed in his life, or washed
a tin plate or boiled a pot of coffee.
We can’t hang around and be his hired
girls ¢ll the time. What the deuce 1s
he going to do?” :

Pink flipped the last quilt over the
bunk so that it lay smoothly, tucked in

5B
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began Andy in the tone of"

the end, and pushed his hat back off his
curls. _

“Search me,” he said impatiently. “I
was just thinking about that myself.
It’s the darned ‘details,” as he calls them,
that’s going to stick him if he don’t
lock out. He ought to be in here right
now, learnin’ a few things about cook-
ing his own grub. WWhere's he at, any-
way "’

Andy went to the door, looked out,
and pointed an ecloquent finger. Far
down the coulee, seated upon an out-
cropping ledge of sandstone, his face
upturned to the jagged coulee wall op-
posite him, and to a hawk circling
slowly above it, was Olafson. From
the lift and sweeping gestures of his
arm they knew that he was playing his
violin, and, as they listened, certain
strains swept, thin, and sweet, and
evanescent, to their ears.

For long minutes they stood there in
the doorway and watched him, and
listened for the vagrant strains which
could penetrate the distance, detached,
yet clearly defined, like jagged peal:s
thrusting nakedly up through a thick
blanket of fog which hides all else.

They did not like to disturb him.
Perhaps they vaguely understood that
there is an intoxication of mood which
sweeps one above and beyond the
realities of life, and wipes out, for the
time, the physical need of food, or
warmth, or rest.

Since it was Sunday, and their time
was their own, they spent the next hour
in baking a supply of bread—baking-
powder bread—sufficient to last Olaf-
son for several days, and cooked what
other food they thought necessary for
his needs. They cut a generous supply
of wood, and then, being hungry, and
seeing no sign of Olafson’s immediate
return to the cabin, they ate, and after-
ward washed the dishes. Then they
mounted their horses and rode down
the coulee on their way home, meaning
to speak to their strange protégé, and
bring him back from his dreamings.
But Olafson gave them no heed beyond
a stare and a negligent nod as they rode
past, so they left him alone upon the
ledge and went their way.
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“He ain't real nutty,” Andy di-
agnosed shrewdly on the way home.
“He's a genius, I take it; and there
ain't anything much you can do for
that. I guess he won't starve or freeze,
anyway.”

So, having done for him what their
humane instincts demanded of them,
they rewarded themselves by making
a great tale for the ears of the Happy
Family; a tale which was received with
incredulous jeers, and set the bunk
house buzzing with argument till bed-
time.

Once after that Pink and Andy rode
over to One-Man Coulee, and were re-
ceived courteously enough. They saw
that Olafson gave slight heed to the
bothersome “details,” and that his eat-
ing was desultory and of the kind to
breed dyspépsia. They cooked a pot of
beans, another supply of bread, washed
his dishes, and swept his floor, and
Olafson remembered his promise and
played for them while they worked.
It was sure great stutf, Pink said after-
ward, but there didn’t seem to be much
tune to it. He would greatly have pre-
ferred a two-step, though he did not like
to tell Olafson so.

Andy, who had instincts for the big-
ger things of life, told him bluntly that
he ought to go buy him another musical
clock; it was, he accused, about as high
a brand of music as he was equal to.
For himself, he listened intently while
Olafson played, and was silent long
after the music ceased, looking at Olaf-
son with something akin to awe in his
gray eyes. And after that he frequently
rode alone to One-Man Coulee, and sat
quiet by the broken stove and listened
to the wonderful music which Olafson
drew Irom the violin he handled so
tenderly, caressing the strings with the
light touches a mother gives to the face
oi a sleeping child.

One Sunday when the sky and the
leaden air promised snow, and wind,
and biting cold, Andy Dbethought him
of Olafson alone, and igngorant of
weather signs and the ill they often
foretell, and rode to One-Man Coulee
alone. The sorrel team of Pat Mor-

risy stood before the door, with tails
tucked between shivering hind legs; and
because of their presence he went in

- distrustfully.,  Within were Pat and

another—a thin man in a glossy fur
coat., The thin man looked up, saw
only a brown-faced young man with an
unobtrusive manner, and went on talk-
ing, ignoring his presence. Olafson,
hunched sullenly before the stove with
the broken front grate, through which
red coals fell now and then to the
Learth, listened and said nothing in
reply,

The thin man talked of a broken con-
tract, and of big seasons, and of packed
houses, and money being wasted by
Olafson’s insane flight from the world
that clamored for his music.

“T weel not go,” said Olafson dog-
gedly, when the thin man came to an
anxious pause,

“But you can’t stop here, Olafson!”
the other protested. “Think of what
you owe the world! A talent like
yours—you can’t bury it here in this
hole; and the squalor—man, it’s sui-
cide! Nothing more or less than sui-
cide.” .

“It iss freedom!” Olafson raised
his shaggy head and looked at his old
manager with sullen defiance. “Always
it 1ss money of which you speak. The
peoples, they do not love the music—
they love to sit weeth others and listen
to Olafson, because Olafson iss the
great violinist, and haff won much
fame. All my life I haff played for
money. All my life I haff hated that
thing money. You would harness
Olafson to the plow—yvou would make
him vork for you—to deeg up money!”’
e sprang to his feet and towered over
the other, and his eyes blazed with the
hot rebellion that surged within him.

“It iss freedom!” he cried, flinging
out a long arm so suddenly that he
of the glossy fur coat shrank farther
away. ‘“Neffer pefore haff T been free,
Always haff 1 been the slave—the slave
that vorks for hire. Music—you would
make of my music a slave, The great,
beautiful music, you would haff it come
for hire. Peoples they must pay money
if they would listen! Bah! it iss that
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you make chains to bind me and my
violin to the plow.” He lifted his head,
shaking back the mane of black hair
with an unconscious gesture of scorn.
“These hills, they do not pay. They
hear the Great music of my violin
He stopped as if his thoughts had
grown too vague for speech.

“It iss enough,” he said, with
haughty finality. “I am not a slave.
My violin, it 1ss not a slave.” I weel
not go.”

He sat down again beiore the stove
and brooded there, and gave no further
heed to the expostulations of the man.
So, finally, they drove away and leit
him there, the giant who refused longer
to plow the furrow for hire.

When they had been gone for some
time, Olafson raised his head and
looked around the tiny cabin; saw Andy
sitting there, and smiled vaguely upon
him.

“It iss good. They are gone, and
you remain; and the hills, they remain,

and the fleeuom which T came to seek,:

it remains also.” He fell to staring at
the coals as they dropped through the
broken grate. “So fall the years, and
turn black and dead like the coals as
they fall,” he muttered dreamily.

The north wind, which had blown in
half-hearted gusts all day, with periods
of leaden quiet between, rose and
whooed lonesomely around the cabin;
the crooning wail of it won Olafson
from his dreams of what had been, per-
haps, and could never be again except
in his dreaming.

“The north wind, it iss of those dead
yvears it iss singing,” he said to Andy,
who sat quietly smoking on the other
side of the stove, waiting until the im-
pulse seized Olafson to play. He had
learned that Olafson’s music came of its
own volition, or it came not at all, and
he had learned also that silence and
dreams were the conjurors to call it
forth. So he waited, and smoked, and
put more wood in the stove, and
thought his own thoughts.

Down the bare, brown hills camne an-
other song, the howl of the gray wolf
as he sniffed the coming storm. Eerie
it come, and mingled with the wailing of

the wind. Olafson lifted his head and
listened to the cry, and his eyes, though
they still stared unseeingly, were no
longer dreaming eyes; intent they were,
seeing more than the ears could hear.

“That—it iss not of the dead years.’
It 1ss of the ages to come. It iss the
Song of the Ages. I weel play.” He
listened, lifted his huge body from the
creakmg old chair, and went into the
shadows—for the storm was bringing
an early night. When he came back
he held his violin, and his hands trem-
bled as they touched caressingly the
strings.

“They sing,” he murmured to him-
self, “They sing, the north wind, and
the wolf, and the wide, unpeopled
prairie! Great iss the song——they sing
of the ages to come. To-night we, too,
shall sing-—what never pefore has been
sung by the violin. We shall sing as
they are singing, the north wind, “and
the prairie, and the wolf!”

He poised the bow above the strings
and waited, for the wind had lulled
for the moment and the wolf was
silent. “It wass for this we came, my
violin and I, and we did not know,” he
said, his eyes glowing toward Andy.
“I knew only that we hungered to be
free. But it wass for this song that we
came,’

They came again, rising mournfully
—the north wind and the wolf, sing-
ing together as they had sung when
the prairies were young. The bow
dropped lightly upon the strings, and
they, too, sang wonderfully, rising
welrdly with the long-drawn howl of
the wolf, falling and murmuring with
the wind at the cabin’s corner. Andy’s
cigarette dropped unnoticed from his
fingers while he leaned forward and
listened.

The eyes of Olafson stared straight
before him. What they saw—or what
Andy saw, and so thought that Olaf-
son saw also—was a wide, wide land
lying stark under a brooding night sky,
with bars of faint moonlight stealing
furtively into the hollows; with the
north wind, a great, tangible shape,
rushing wantonly after the moonbeams,
singing, shrieking when they shrank
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away; and a lone wolf, buffeted upon a
hilltop, his coat roughened by the
wind's ungentle hands, pointing his
nose to the bleak sky, and howling his
challenge to all the world.

“It iss not the song of the ages to
come,” said Olafson, while he played.
“It iss the world-old song—the folk
song of the north wind, and the prairies,
and the wolf!”

It was a wild, unearthly rhapsody
that he played, and the minutes slid into
hours with the sliding of his bow across
the strings. It was a plaintive, wailing
thing that he played, and Andy forgot
to feed the fire, so that the room grew
chill. But it was not the north wind
that he played, nor the wolf, nor the
whisper of the storm which now beat
upon the cabin.

The fingers of Olafson hesitated,
moved uncertainly, The wind, it
mimicked the wailing strings, and then
whooped off into a w11d song of its own,
where the violin could not follow. The
wolf howled derision, and he could not
catch the notes of its eerie cadences.
The blizzard, heralded throughout the
day by leaden skies and a fitful wind,
buffeted the little cabin as Andy had
fancied the wolf upon the hilltop, and
shook clods of earth loose from the sod
roof and sent them thudding upon the
floor.

“This, it iss the storm wraith of the
folk song,” Olafson, listening, mut-
tered. “The folk song of the wild!
Never before haff I lived, never be-
fore haff I played, until now!”

Then—he played, did Olafson!, His
long, lean fingers caught the visions his
staring eyes saw, and carried them to
the strings of his violin; while across
the stove, in deep shadow, Andy Green
held his breath and listened. Times he
played as blew the north wind, as swept
the blizzard, as howled the wolf. Tone
for tone, sweeping waves to a passion
of sound shrieking, whistling eerily like
drunken elves at revel, how he played
~—did Olafson!

Again he paused, his fingers groping
for the tones to match a whining croon
at the corner. His breath came in half
sobs with his striving. Times he had

. blizzard, a white wraith,

almost caught the song, but even as the
strings began to echo it exultantly, it
eluded him like a mocking demon that
could never be made a captive.

“Oh, to play the song!” He sprang
to his feet, sobbing, still playing wildly.
“They mock me—the north wind, and
the prairie, and the wolf! But I shall
play their song. They shall not say that
Olafson, Olafson the master of the
violin and of music—they shall not
laugh among themselves and say that
Olafson, he could not play their song!
I shall play it! 1 shall triumph over
the north wind, I shall laugh at the
prairie, I shall send the wolf shrinking
ashamed to his den! Ages have they
sung the song, and they alone. DBut
to-night I, the human thing, and this
instrument which humans have made,
we shall know their song!”

He paused just long enough to
jerk open the door, and he stood
there looking out. “I shall know their
song. 1 shall go to the north wind,
and to the prairie, and to the wolf, and
they shall teach me their song, ages
old—the folk song of the wind!”

Andy, sitting there under the spell
of his playing, watched him while he
stood a moment still, gazing into the
night. Then he was gone, and after
him went Andy, stung back to realiza-
tion of what it all meant.

He heard afar off a high, sweet
strain, like the wind singing in the
trectops upon a mountain. Then the
came sweep-
ing past, and muffled jealously the
sound, so that Andy, stumbling blindly
after, was bewildered and could not fol-
low. Once again he heard faintly a
single high, sweet, exultant note, long-
drawn. Then the wind whooped anew,
and the blizzard flung its burden of
snow into the straining cyes of Andy
Green, and when it lulled again the
sweet, high note was still.

And though he searched and called
through half that wild night, and with
daybreak summoned help and searched
anew, neither Andy nor any other
human ever heard again the music of
Olafson, the man who would play the
north wind.
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to a better understanding of them.

The great things that happened in the Orient when Russia was driven back
and the iron hand of Japan fell heavily on Korea are matters of history. Only
the big outstanding facts, however, became known.
the surface has been for the most part a ciosed book.
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abdication of Old Emperor Bugs,
who ever would?

Not Bethell; poor chap, he died
before he could free his soul of what
was crying to be heard of all the world.
Nor Stevens, even if he would; a
Korean bullet fetched him in San
Francisco, you remember, and neat
Japanese vengeunce groped blindly
for a while before it found several
to pay the price of his assassination.
Who, then? Why, there’s only the
Girl and myself, and when 1 met her
by chance over at the Astor House
in Shanghai only last winter, and sug-
gested that she might put what she
knew into a moving-picture film which
would unrecl to packed houses all over
the circuit, she shuddered a bit and said
with a queer little gasp: “Billy, it would
be like opening the doors of a tomb. I
can't.”

So now, that I am living in the drab
security of an elevator apartment house
in Brooklyn, and the Jamaican Mercury
in the tapestried hallway does not in the
least resemble one of Hasegawa’s cute

IF I did not tell the true story of the

little spies, why should I not put to pa-
per the story of how three in Korea
flirted with sudden death—walked
blindfolded in the jungle of fine Ori-
ental diplomacy—~for the sake of that
weird old rummy, the Emperor Bugs?
Even though the maniac in the apart-
ment below has been three hours at her
“finger exercise,” and the old-clothes
man is screeching in the street, it is not
hard to open a shutter in my mind and

-live once more, right in the midst of the

musty old wilderness of Seoui’'s an-
tiquities, those days of terror and of
high adventure. Ha! When I, a flat
dweller of staid Brooklyn, was a Lord
of the golden Umbrella, and the Girl
was an emperor’s kidnaper!

I'll have to begin by telling who
Bethell was. A gadfiy, that's what this
squatty, bull-headed little Britisher was
—a gadfly whose sole aim in life'was to
puncture the Japanese hide in Korea
during those sad years after the close
of the war with Russia. I don’t know
where Bethell came from; maybe it was
Nagasaki, or Kobe; but there he was,
in the City of Shadows, with his little
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tour-page Korea Daily News, before
ever the last Russian was driven across
the Sha-ho, biting and stinging the
Japanese usurpers with every stickful
of type that his Korean compositors set
up.

Little Hagiwara, Hasegawa’s Man
Friday, used to drop spiteful hints
about Bethell's newspaper being sub-
sidized by the Russians; I never be-
lieved him, knowing that Bethell, in his
blind, bull-charging way, was convinced
of the iniquity of Japan's actions in the
Land of the Morning Calm, and was
quite sincere in tilting at the big wind-
mill of Japanese diplomacy with his
puny pen.

And how this slashing, cutting little
Britisher did get under the skins of
Hasegawa, and Megata, and all of the
rest of the Japanese “advisers” to old
Emperor Bugs! When he showed up
the fine trade Japanese counterfeiters
did in lead twenty-chon pieces—in-
voiced as ‘“‘nails” from Osaka—>Megata
screamed protest. When he exposed
the Japanese trick of appropriating
Korean peasants’ property - by the
square mile “for military purposes,’
General Hasegawa, military commander
of Chosen, ‘:qmrmed and fumed.

The empire of Japan, you see, tri-
umphant over the Russians, was ap-
propriating Korea, which it had prom-
ised to protect, as a legitimate spoil of
war, but it was accomplishing its pur-
pose of absorption in a character-
1stically Oriental method of indirection.

And there stood Bethell, almost the
only champion of the Koreans, and of
the Emperor Bugs, defying the Japa-
nese, uncovering their neat little tricks,
urging the Koreans to resistance at
every turn. Wrong he was, often; in-
temperate at all times; but the epitaph
that ought to be carved over poor
Bethell's clay, wherever it may lie in
that grim land of ghosts and goblins,
ought to be: “Whatsoever he did, he did
with his might.”

~And now the Girl.

One night in October—the year was
1g05—she walked into the dining room
of Looie’s Astor House outside the
South Gate of Seoul,and very demurely

she took her seat and beghn to give her
order to Pak, the pussy-footed waiter.
Bethell and I were at our table across
the room; Bethell was right in the midst
of a tirade against Hasegawa, but he
stopped short, both eyes on the new-
comer,

“Ripping!” said Bethell, with a little
intake of his breath. And she was.
Tall and willowy; her head sat on her
shoulders with an air of quiet assur-
ance that was good to see; she had a
great coil of auburn hair piled high
above her forehead. None of your soft
and melting beauty in her face. No,
sir! Her features were irregular—eyes
very wide apart and mouth too large,
maybe, to get a certificate from a beauty
specialist. But there was a stamp of—
how shall T put it?—independence; yes,
and glorious self-reliance and fine re-
serve on that face. They combined to
make it handsome—striking.

Bethell and I both itched to know
who she was and what she could be
doing in Seoul, where mighty few white
women except missionaries and the
wives of diplomats ever come. We
raced through our meal and got Looie
aside out in the bar to tell us all he
knew. Looie shrugged his shoulders
and cast his eyes to the ceiling.

“She ees alone! And for luggage—
one leetle tronk an’ one suit case. La-
bels? Yes, yes—from ze Astor House,
Shanghai; from ze Oriental Palace, Yo-
kohama; azt.s:si Pacific Mail from San
Francisco.”

Pak, the waiter, came paddmg into
the bar that minute and tapped Bethell
on the arm.

“New missis like look-see you,”
Pak.
say.”

Bethell left the barroom with a queer
crease of perplexity between his eyes,
albeit he grinned in triumph over me.
He was gone almost an hour, while
looie and 1 speculated wildly over
glasses of Fernet Blanca as to the
identity of the mysterious, red-headed
girl and what her mission in Seoul
might be.

Then Bethell came to the door, He
beckoned me with a mysterious gesture,

said
“Like look-see Mis' Bethell, she
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and I left Looie in a fine Gallic spirit of
typhoon.

“Something big, Billy,” Bethell whis-
pered hoarsely as the door closed be-
hind us. *“Whopping big; and she, the
Girl, and I will need you. Come "

Bethell was humming excitedly under
his breath all the way up the rickety
stairs that ]ed to the room called by
courtesy the “ladies’ parlor” on the
second floor of the dilapidated Astor
House. The Girl-—for that’s what
Bethell and I dubbed her from the first
meeting—rose to mect uUs as we en-
tered. I can see now the coppery glory
that the light flung about her head, the
level, confident gleam in her two violet
eyes, the fine line of power that was
drawn by her wide lips. We were in-
troduced by DBethell—and I'm not go-
ing to give the name I heard, for the
Girl still has work in her chosen line
to do.

“Now you’d better tell Billy every-
thing that you told me,” Bethell then
said. “He’s an American like yout-
self; he's an American with nerve,
furthermore; and I'd trust him like my
own brother.” So did this big-hearted,
fighting Britisher flatter me with the
extravagance of his language.

The Girl toock a swift look about,
peeped into the hall, closed and locked
the door, and then we three sat down
in a close circle under the ridiculous
old swinging lamp, and she began to
speak. Her voice was low, vibrant; it
had a thrilling quality that would make
a man swim the Gulf of Pechili at its
bidding. That voice, those eyes made
the Girl what she was—and 1s—a ruler
of men.

“I come to Seoul,” she said, “repre-
senting 1 certain powerful man at pres-
ent in Shanghai, and his name is ”
The Girl slipped a little gold pencil off
her chatelaine, whipped a page from
a notebook she had 1in her pocketbook,
and wrote a proper name. I do not in-
tend te reveal that name now; suffice
it to say that it was that of one of the
very clever men who clear the rocks
from the path of Russia’s “glacial ad-
vance” through Asia; of one whose
hand has done more to mold history in

the Far Ifast than any other., When I
had looked at the writing on the slip of
paper, the Girl tore the piece into very
fine particles and dropped them back
into her purse.

“And all that I have to do here in

Seoul is to kidnap the emperor,” she
added, with a rare smile.
Of course, I was flabbergasted,

Bethell’s eyes were shining as he looked
over at me and nodded his head en-
thusiastically. ,

“So that’s all?” T asked with a weak
attempt at raillery.

“Maybe not,” she answered, just the
shadow of rebuke in her voice. “Let
me explain, as I have already explained
to- Mr. Bethell. The—the gentleman
whose name I have just shown you has
definite information that within the next
three weeks Japan is going to make her
biggest stroke in Korea. Marquis Ito
is to come over here and force the em-
peror to sign away the sovereignty of
his country under a Japanese pro-
tectorate. Japan has sounded Eng-
land and the United States on the move,
and has been told that if she can twist
affairs around so as to make it appear
that the request for a protectorate
comes from the emperor himself there
will be no notice of the steal taken by
ILondon or Washington. But—and un-
derstand this- point—Japan knows that
Germany and especially Russia, whom
she is trying her best to conciliate now
the war 1s over, would not countenance
a grab without some show of Korean
willingness.”

Believe me, it was strange to sit there

- behind locked doors and listen to this

clear-eyed young woman speak of chan-
cellories and the shifting of secret bal-
ances as she might of Pomeranians in
a dog show.

“You know,” she continued, “that the
old emperor would rather cut off his
topknot than agree to the signing away
of his sovereignty. You know that he
fears just such pressure as Marquis Ito
is coming over here to apply. He has
already rushed Hulbert to Washington
to intercede with Roosevelt. But here
is the point: if the emperor’s seal is
not set on that protocol of a pro-
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tectorate that Ito is coming here to ob-
tain, Japan will not dare to steal Korea.
Furthermore, poor old Bugs believes
that if he does not sign away his rights
the Japanese - will assassinate him.
Well?” the Girl asked with an odd light
in her eyes. “What’s the answer?”’

I shook my head. I was bewildered;
did not catch the drift ¢f her design,

“Why, Russia will offer him through
me an asylum in Shanghai. By flight
the old emperor will show Japan’s hand
down on the table. Ito cannot put his
deal through. Germany and Russia
will inquire what is happening in Korea
to force its ruler to skip. Japan can-
not dare to fly in the face of the world’s
outraged sensibilities.”

The Girl threw back her gorgeots
head and Jlaughed a silent, whole-
hearted laugh—all with those big violet
eyes.

“Do I make a noise like a professor
in secret history?” she asked. “But,
anyway, you see it. You catch the
spirit of this big game that my friend in
Shanghai hopes to play through you
gentlemen and me. ‘See Bethell, was
the way he gave final instructions the
night before I left Shanghai. ‘See
Bethell, and if it is possible to do the
trick, Bethell will do 1t.’

“And now I've seen DBethell, and
Bethell allows me to see you, Mr. Billy,
and—and the fat’s in the fire.” She
made a winsome gesture of lifting a
glass to her lips. “So here’s to Ito
Horibumi, Marquis of Japan, and may
he take our dust.”

I will not go into all the details of
that long, whispered talk we three had
in the “ladies’ parlor.” Bethell gave the
‘Girl a clear picture of what the situa-
tion was at the palace; how the em-
peror and his imbecile crown prince
were surrounded by spies and tale-
bearers; what measures Hasegawa had
taken to keep old Bugs practically a
prisoner in his own imperial suite; who
of his craven ministers had been
bought by the Japanese, and who re-
mained loyal, though in daily terror of
their lives. When he raised the ques-
tion of how the Girl was to gain audi-
ence with his majesty we had another

glimpse of the remarkable resource of
this friend of diplomats.

“Why, I have come to Seoul to paint
his majesty’s portrait,” she answered,
with a confident smile. “I have already
painted the portrait of the old dowager
empress in Peking, and the dear old
lady gave me an autograph letter and
hung me around with jade chains till 1
looked like a Christmas tree. And, be-
sides, I have some other certificates of
character.”

She went to her trunk and brought
out a thin packet of papers. One was
a letter from a Very Big Man in Wash-
ington; another bore the signature of
the American minister to China; still a
third was from the wife of the Dritish
ambassador-at Tokyo.

“My tickets of admission to the em-
peror’s palace,” she laughed.

Bethell and I took our leave about ten
o’clock and went down to the bar to
talk things over further. Maybe it was
midnight and we were still over Looie’s
single battered pool table, when the
silence was split by a pistol shot.

Looie came running into the bar from
his little office, where he had been nod-
ding away his regular nightly potations.
There was a sound of pattering feet. in
the servants’ quarters behind the hotel.
The watchman at the gate set up an in-
fernal shaking of his iron staff, clut-
tered with tinkling rings.

A clear voice came down from the
head of the stairs above just as we
were moving from the bar out into the
central hallway.

“Will somebody come up to my
room ?”’—it was the Girl's voice. Bethell
and I exchanged glances of apprehen-
sion—"I have just had to shoot a
burglar.”

We found her—I.ooie, and Bethell,
and I—standing under the light of the
little bracket lamp in the hall. A long
figured-crape kimono covered her night-
dress; two great ropes of shining burnt
gold hung down over each shoulder,
alive with light in the contrast with the
pale green of the kimono. She held a
short, heavy automatic concealed under
the folds of the kimono, where she had
gathered it about her breast.
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She did not say a word as we came
panting up to where she stood, but
motioned that Looie bring the lamp.
She preceded us into her room and
nodded to a little alcove, jutting out
into the broad balcony which girdled
the second story of the hotel, There
her trunk stood, opened. By it was a
sprawling blotch of blue—the blue of
the Japanese coolie’s surtout,

It was Bethell who turned the dead
man over so that his coarse, simian face
with its topping brush of black wire
hair lay in the light. Bethell looked up
at the Girl with a quizzical face.

“Yes,” she said in a flat, emotionless
voice. “Beginning right away, are they
not?”’

CHAPTER II.

It was Stevens who arranged the
audience with his majesty two days
after the Girl's arrival in Seoul. I be-
lieve that this was the only mistake
Stevens ever made. He was, you see,
adviser to the Japanese advisers of the
Korean government-—the shrewd, cal-
culating wheel within a wheel, who
earned all the Tokyo ministry paid him
by directing the devious course of its
diplomacy at that grand old mud heap
of Seoul. I do not believe Stevens
would have interested himself at all in
the Girl’s case if she hadn’t turned the
full battery of her eyes upon him and,
incidentally, shown him that letter from
the Very Big Man at Washington. At
any rate, Stevens opened the way to the
palace, and thither we went, the Girl
and I, on a sparkling October morn-
ing. It was no trick for me to have
audience with the emperor, because, as
exalted deputy collector of the imperial
customs and possessor of the Order of
the Golden Umbrella, I always went
armed with a double-barreled “open
sesame.”

“My iriend,” she said, turning a quiet
smile into my eyes as I sat by her side
in the state carriage which had been
sent to fetch us, “this is the biggest
game I've ever stalked and—and I am
supremely happy.

“And not the least bit afraid?” I
-queried. “The other night, you know

—that Japanese who came in to look
over your trunk; the littlest cog in the
admirable spy machine here in Seoul.
What he might have done

She mterrupted me with a low laugh,
thrilling with suppressed amimal spirits.

“Clumsy—clumsy,” said the Girl.
“These little brown brothers are very
elemental, after all, Now, in Russia, or
France, a polite agent of the secret
service would have waited until one was
away from one’s room-—and then would
not have disturbed so much as a pleat
in one’s dinner gown when going
through the trunk. But here they send
a burglar—to be sacrificed.” :

So the Girl rode to meet Adventure
with a laugh on her lips. Through the
twisted streets of this ancient heap of
ruins—the city of a thousand years’
sleep—passed a bronze-haired Semi-
ramis, bound on a mission to steal an
emperor. And there was I, chained by
her eyes, her voice, her superb spirit
of daring, deliberately following into a
labyrinth of Oriental guile from which
there well might be no return. Yet I
went fatuously. I felt like D’Artagnan,
riding into Paris to snatch a prize from
fate at the end of a long sword.

In the anteroom of the audience
chamber we found little Hagiwara, the
ubiquitous eyes and ears of General
Hasegawa—Iiagiwara, the suave and
smiling master of the emperor’s court,
under whose scowl the craven Korean
palace fixtures cringed, and at whose
bidding convenient “suicides” were ar-
ranged. A dapper little jackal was
Hagiwara, whose teecth were very sharp,
and whose bark was more terrifying
to the old Emperor Bugs than the gib-
bering of all his ancestors’ ghosts.
Hagiwara had, of course, been apprised
of our coming. He advanced over the
outlandish purple and blue carpet of the
anteroom with dainty, catlike tread. 1
introduced him.

“Ah, Mr. Hagiwara, your friend
Mitono of the consulate in Shanghai
commended you to me before I left for
Seoul.” The Girl's velvety voice was
purring and soft. “He told me that
you were a man of influence in the
court here, but that you were so im-
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pervious to feminine appeal that I must
be an unusual woman to win your
favor.”

“Yiss—ah—yiss.” Hagiwara ducked
his close-cropped head and smiled with
every angle of his face. Ile came up
standing under the full fire of those
two big eyes. The Girl was still hold-
ing the tips of his fingers.

“But I am sure, Mr. Hagiwara, that
you are not so terrible a monster as you
have been painted. Surely, you will not
growl at a poor portrait painter who
comes to seck your protectlon in this
terribly barbarous court.”

“No—ah—no,” babbled Hagiwara,
his face flushing scarlet.

The Girl had him hooked. She drew
him confidentially aside as if she would
give him some sccret too precious for
my ears. 1 watched them out of the
corner of one eye. There stood the
Girl, radiant, wonderful in the softly
clinging silk and voile of her Iaris
gown, and the sweeping white plumes
that drooped to Dbrush her burnished
hair; her head was bent slightly so that
she might bring her lips closer to 1Tagi-
wara’s ear—a delicately personal and
confiding gesture—and her hands were
clasped before her in a pantomime of
mock appeal.

I heard a trickle of silvery laughter.
“Yiss—yiss,” said Hagiwara eagerly,
and he turned to lead us into the audi-
cnce chamber. As the Girl passed me
there was just the slightest lift of her
eycbrows, and mischief flashed from
her cyes.

Poor old Bugs, he had so many
things to worry him in those dark days
of the decay of his state and the weav-
ing of snares about his feect, it was
hardly fair that the old codger should
be put to the shock of the Girl’'s gal-
vanic presence. I remember how he
sat, in his outlandish, stuffed, plum-
colored silk robes, and the aurecle of

horsehair crown about his head, all
huddled together on his teak and
marble throne.  About him were

clustered all of the goat-eyed ministers,
and soothsayers, and geomancers, the
leeches sticking to the tottering throne,
each decked out in the outlandish pur-

ples and whites of the official court cos-
tume and bonneted with the incvitable
horsehair flytraps. The wonderful old
Chinese screen, representing the moun-
tains of the moon and a ramping
dragon trailing his scaly length across
them, which stood bchind the throne,
furnishetl appropriate background {for
this shadow court of a degd nation.

I can see now the look of wonder
that flashed into the tired eves of old
Bugs as the vision of gently undulat-
ing gossamer and silk, topped with the
red-gold coils and the trailing white
plumes, flowed-—that’s the word—down
the long room and paused with a deep
curtsy before the steps of the throne.

The Girl lifted her eyes, filled with
awe and deference, to the wrinkled face
of the monarch, and remained in the
difficult pose of obeisance until, with a
surprised grunt, old Bugs scrambled to
his padded feet and extended his hand
in a gracious gesture. She made a tre-
mendous sensation. Courtiers waggled
their beards in excited whispers behind
the emperor’s back. Witch doctors and
sign readers buzzed the news of the
les coming out through side doors
and aIleyways. Hagiwara, who stood
boldly in front of the throne, fussed
with the tips of his collar and seemed
on the point of choking.

It was Prince Min Yung, a right de-
cent sort, and unswerving in his loyalty
to the emperor during all the whirlwind
of intrigue, who acted as interpreter.
The emperor extended himself in pretty
phrases. He wanted to know by what
kindness of the gods his poor court had
been honored by the presence of so fair
a stranger. He heard, right away, that
the Girl, who was a humble painter
person from America, and who had en-
joyed the honor of putting on canvas
the sacred features of the dowager of
China, could not fecl that life was com-
plete antil she had done simila rly by his
augustness, of whose Greatncss and
glory she had heard wondrous tales in
far-away America.

The palaver was rich in metaphor
and dripping with courtesy. Old Bugs
was plainly tickled. Casting an appre-
hensive eye upon Hagiwara, his majesty
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answered that he would have to take the
Girl's request under advisement. It was
an unusual favor that she asked ; he was
not at all sure that he would not sicken
and die if his features were transferred
to canvas; he would have to get the ad-
vice of his speck doctors. However,
since the empress dowager of China
had not died as the result of her ex-
perience, -he was prome to look with
favor upon the American lady’s peti-
tion. e would beg that she return to
the palace on the morrow and receive
his decision.

The emperor was eager as a child to
find excuse for keeping the Girl longer
in his presence. I did not blame him,
poor old beggar, for trying to keep a
sunbeam in that musty old audience
chamber, whose very walls whispered
plots, But his visitor knew the value
of a pleasure deferred, and she made a
graceful excuse for withdrawing from
the presence of the Little Nephew of
Heaven. She was not allowed to go,
however, until his majesty had in-
structed one of his chamberlains to
show the radiant American stranger the
beauties of his deer park and summer
pavilion.

We went out of the palace to the
wildwood behind; but the chapfallen
chamberlain did not have a chance to
show any of the quaint beauties of tilted
gable and carven lhons. Hagiwara did
that. The little Japanese strutted by
the Girl's side as if he were stepping
on rose leaves. ‘I, who kept at a
distance behind with the chamberlain,
could hear the patter of his syncopated
English, broken by occasional gusts of
the Girl’s full-throated laughter. Hagi-
wara was completely by the ears.
When he handed the Girl into the car-
riage after our tour of the deer park,
he insisted that she must accept his in-
vitation to the garden party that was
to be given the following week at the
Japanese legation. It was in celebra-
tion of the birthday of the emperor of
Japan.

“A very cute little mouse—Hagi-
wara,” was the only comment my com-
pamon made during the drive down to
the South«Gate and the hotel.

“Yes, and the cruelest little mouse in
this whole worm-eaten house,” I added.

“He did not beg my pardon for set-
ting his unfortunate spy to work on
me,” the Girl mused. “But he will—
oh, yes, he will—before I am through
with him.”

The wife of the American minister
was walting when we arrived at the
Astor House, and she took the Girl over
to the legation quarters for tiffin and
the afternoon. 1 went immediately to
Bethell’s little printing shep over back
of Furniture Street, and there, in his
dowdy office, we had our heads together
for the better part of the afternoon.
Bethell, who knew the underground
channels of palace approaches as well as
any Korean, dispatched an oral message
to Prince Min Yung—that we must see
the prince at his home over by the West
Gate that night at all hazards was the
tenor of the message.

We made our devious way after dark,
separately and each by a different route,
to the prince’s house. Caution and not
a little back-fence climbing were neces-
sary, because the prince, on account of
his known loyalty to the emperor and
his constant scheming to block the Japa-
nese game, was honored by the constant
surveillance of Hagiwara’s spies.

I can never forget the dramatic qual-
ity of that meeting in the darkened
guest room of this real Korean patriot.
We—-Bethell and I-—had come like
thieves in the night, and like thieves we
sat about the single rushlight, which
stood on an inlaid teak stand amid the
tobacco jars and the dull-gleaming am-
ber seals of the prince’s office, and
spoke in whispers.

Bethell told the prince of the means
by which the old emperor might be de-
livered from all the menace and the
bullying of his enemies; explained how,
by flight to a Russian asylum in Shang-
hia, the harried monarch could call the
attention of the whole world to his
plight and prevent the absorption of
his empire by the Japanese. The fight-
ing Dritish editor urged the merits of
the great scheme with the enthusiasm
of a crusader.

Prince Min Yung listened to the end.
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His hand was trembling as he reached
out to tamp the bowl of his long pipe.

“It is wonderful—wonderful,” he
whispered at last. “If only we can per-
suade his majesty. Not since the be-
ginning of time has a king of Korea
fled beyond his borders, His sooth-
sayers and wise men will all persuade
against it.”

“But they must not know,” Bethell
broke in impetuously. ‘““They are all
secretly in Japanese pay, and if a word,
a whisper, of this should get to their
~ears, Hasegawa would have the palace
quxrounded by troops within an hour.
You—you alone—must have the secret.
You must find a way to-morrow to get
a word to his majesty’s ear; to tell him
why the Girl comes to paint his por-
trait. There will be private sittings;
you must be on hand to act as in-
terpreter. Then you and she, alone
with the emperor, can convince him of
the wisdom of this course. Every de-
tail of the flight can be arranged be-
tween you during the hours his majesty
gives up to the sittings.”

“It shall be so,” Prince Min Yung
said, and Bethell and I took our leave
—through the stabie yard and over the
walls into the compound of the Meth-
odist Mission, ,

Before noon the next day an im-
perial secretary arrived at the Astor
House with a message for the Girl
from the Emperor Bugs. His majesty
would be graciously pleased to have the
distinguished American artist paint his
portrait, and his majesty awaited her
immediate visit to the pa.lace with pleas-
urable anticipation.

Not until after the Girl had rolled
through the South Gate in the imperial
carriage, her ecasel, frames, and paint
box following in great state on the
backs of two palace porters, did Bethell
draw me aside in the deserted bar of
Looie’s.

“The lightning’s striking closer every
minute,” he said, in a low, serious voice.
“T got it straight from the palace this
morning that two of the emperor’s
mutang (sorcerers) died last night.
They ate a venison pie which the old
boy refused to touch.”

CHAPTER II1.

After that first sitting of doddering
majesty, the Girl moved from the old
Astor House over to the home of the
Americar minister. She jumped at the
invitation which came fram the min-
1ster’s wife, who, like all of us there in
Seoul, had been completely captivated
by the dazzling personality of this re-
markable woman, and had been avid,
also, to seize the advantage which pos-
session of this much talked-about young
painter would give in the jealous circle
of legation society.

The Girl, for her part, was doubly
cager to make the change. To be offi-
cially adopted into the legation family
was to remove the last possible suspi-
cion as to the object of her mission
from the cunning mind of Hagiwara
and his crew.

The American minister’s compound
abutted on the rear of the palace
grounds, and it was but a step from
there to the rear of the building wherein
old Bugs was practically a prisoner.
Moreover, she could not afford to con-
tinue living in the neighborhood of
Bethell, who was pariah in the minds
of the japanese, and was always
watched.

I am frank to say that I would have
preferred, for purely personal reasons,
that the Girl remain at the hotel. Be-
sides, the exalted glamour of the ad-
venture upon which I had embarked
with her, there was—yes, there was
But, pshaw! This is not to be a love
story; no room here for that sort of
stuff. -

She gave me a few minutes while she
was putting her effects together in the
hotel room, preparatory to moving.

“Mr. Billy,” she said, “we’ve got to
play the game apart for the next few
days. I cannot afford to see Bethell or
be seen with him. I am not so sure
that you are on the list of the ‘unco
guid” with little Hagiwara, either. But
Prince Min Yung will provide a way
for me to pass messages to both of you
without being detected.”

I assured her that I would obliterate
myself utterly rather than risk being a
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stumblingblock in the path of her great
scheme,

“Oh, no, my friend,” she said, laugh-
ing up at me, her eyes dancing with the
surge and rush of the big hazard we
were playing. “I will not allow you
to say, ‘The carriage waits,” in this lit-
tle melodrama. When your cue comes
you will have the spotlight all to vour-
self ; but in the meantime ?

She brought out of a pocket in the
lining of her trunk a cable form, al-
ready filled, and handed it to me. I
looked at it curiously. It was ad-
dressed to one of her name at Shang-
hai, and read: “Porirait successful.
Hurrah!” Her name was attached.

“No, not to my father,” she said,
reading the query in my eyes. “But to
the man who is behind all this plan of
ours—the one whose name I gave you
the night I arrived here. Innocent
enotigh, isn’t it? Jjust a happy girl,
telling the good news of her success to
her Haddy. Well, you keep this, my
friend. When you get word from me
file it- yourself; not here, but down at
Chemulpo, where Hagiwara’s eye is
weak. Don’t fail to get it off mnnech-
ately, for when I give the word £ for its
filing, hours will count.”

“Do you mind telling me
gan.

“Certainly not. This is it: The in-
stant that our good friend in Shanghai
receives this message, he will send an-
other to Chefoo, on the Pechili coast,
and just mninety miles away from
Chemulpo, you know. That wire will

7 1 be-

start a swift little steam yacht away

from her moorings, and within twenty-
four hours that yacht will be tied up on
the river just ten miles from Seoul.
That neat little boat will have accom-
modations aboard for one emperor, one
portrait painter, and”—here she slowly
lowered an ey elid at me in mock seri-
ousness-—“and two wicked conspirators
who might not like to make the ac-
quaintance:- of the lord high execu-
tioner.”

I chortled exultingly as she unfolded
this detail of the carefully designed
plot. As-a matter of fact, it had not
occurred to me how we were going to

bundle a fussy old emperor out of his
realm, even if he did consent to skip.

“And how did you make it to-day
with his nobs?” T asked.

She shook her head.

“I am not going to tell you,” she
laughed back; and then, all of a sud-
den, the mirth fled from her eyes and
they deepened into seriousness. The
Girl came up to me and laid a hand
upon mine in a frank, comradely way.

“Listen, my dear friend.” Her voice
was low, and there was a certain rough
huskiness in it as of emotion, scarce
restrained. “We must not forget—
Bethell, and you, and I—that the loser
in this game will pay, yes, heavily.
Only since I have been here have I
realized how desperate dre the {forces
against which we are matched. All
three of us might drop out of sight in
this ghostly whirlpool. of intrigue, and
there wouldn’t be a ripple to mark our
disappearance,”

I closed my fingers over the hand and
tried to read something besides the im-
personal earnestness in her eyes. .

“I am not going to let you become
involved any more than I have to,” she
continued. “Should you ever have to
defend yourself before a secret court
—and with death waiting behind the
judge’s chair—you will know only this
and that; but not all. You are satis-
fied that it should be thus, are you not,
my friend?”

I lifted her hand and kissed it. That
seemed at the time the fitting thing—
the only answer.

Then she went away to the American
minister’s home.

Three nerve-racking days followed,
with not a word from the Girl. DBethell
and I forgathered each night in Looie’s
bar and made weak efforts to pass the
hours over the ancient pool table, but
to no purpose. The sense of our im-
potency weighed heavily upon us; we
felt that we were in chains, while one
woman, with magnificent courage, was
digging a mine under the Japanese
trenches. DBethell, into whose heart
much of the fatalism of the land had
bitten, was prone to belicve that no
human agency could avail to check the
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swift-moving avalanche that was
sweeping down upon the country from
the eruptive islands to the east. For
my part, I believed that nothing could
check the fruition of the great scheme,
but I was burning with eagerness to
play some part in it.

Then, on the third night, came the
message from the palace. How Prince
Min Yung had contrived the circuitous
channel of its delivery passed my com-
prehension, for it was one of Bethell's
printers who tiptoed in the bar from a
rear entrance and whispered some-
thing in the vernacular into the editor’s
cars.” Bethell's eyes snapped.

*She says to fire that message over
the cable,” he breathed. “And quickly.”

The dash that I made through the
sleeping streets of that dead old town
to catch the last night train to Che-
mulpo, sixty miles away, was a record-
breaker. 1 know that my ricksha boy
must have laid off from work for three
days thereafter. But I got the train,
reached Chemulpo at midnight, and filed
the cable. The fact that the cable of-
fice was in the same building with the
customs, where I made my headquar-
ters two days in each week, and that'I
was a figure of importance in both of-
fices, disarmed any suspicion that might
have grown out of my midnight visit
and the filing of a seemingly unim-
portant message. As luck would have
it, the Japanese cable inspector was off
duty, and the Korean operator did not
have intelligence beyond the keys of his
instrument,

The rest of the dark hours of that
night I spent on the balcony of Chou
Hong's “foreign hotel,” outside of the
room assigned to me. There I sat and
smoked, with my eyes traveling over
the lights in the harbor, out and out to
the Yellow Sea and beyond. I strove
to pierce the dark and bridge the miles
between myself and Shanghai; to watch
the sudden springs of action which
thosc three silly words of the Girl’s
cablegram would release. There, in his
office, that master craftsman of Russian
diplomacy would receive the spark
which meant that the trap in this moldy
old land of the past was ready to be

sprung. He would send another spark
rushing under the waters to Chefoo,
off there in the dim north, and then—

-then out of the mists of the Pechili

Guli would come swiitly, furtively, the
yacht which was to carry away an
emperor.

The spell of the whole cunning ma-
chinery, the well-oiled cogs and pistons
of this daring engine of diplomacy, had
me in its grip as I sat there under chill
stars; but always my thoughts fled back
to that dingy-walled city sixty miles
behind me, where a woman with burnt
gold hair and eyes of violet, wide apart,
was matching her wits, single-handed,
against the craft and guile of a
predatory nation,

I saw her the next morning, Strange
chance dictated the meeting, and a
stranger fortune put me in the way of a
delicious comedy.

Upon my return from Chemulpo to
Seoul, I went directly to the palace, for
it was necessary that 1 should have a
conference with the Japanese adviser
of the treasury upon matters concern-
ing the customs.

Megata, for he was the adviser, was
closeted with old Bugs, engaged, doubt-
less, in tightening the screws some-
where. 1 strolled into the old palace
vard of Kweng-Pok, a favorite musing
place for me, what with the hint of mys-
tery and the whisper of lost glory in
the gray gables of its deserted pavilions
and audience halls,

I was sitting on the jutting balcony
of the old royal library, shadowed by
great Siberian firs, when I heard a
voice. It was the Girl’s.

The clear, lilting notes of her speech,
and the heavy, blurred accents of a
voice I knew instantly to be Hagiwara’s,
drew steadily mearer, until finally I
judged by the sound that they had
paused directly below the library bal-
cony whereon I was standing. I was
placed in the very willing position of an
eavesdropper.

“No, Mr. Hagiwara,” I heard the
Girl say, “I do not flatter myself in the
least that I receive such close attention
from you. I have heard what your
business is here in Seoul.”
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“Excoos me, madam,” Hagiwara
hastened to interpose, and there was a
strange, strangling timbre in his voice.

“Excoos me, I do not understand.
I_____”

“Oh, yes, you do,” the Girl inter-
rupted. “Any girl but myself might

have believed—might have convinced
herself that somehow you found her
charming. Any girl likes to be flattered
that way, you know, and one might—
yes, one might almost learn to be
pleased if she thought that.” There
was a shadow of something soft and
sweet in the Girl's voice here, cal-
culated to make little Hagiwara’s heart
skip a beat. “But you, Mr. Hagiwara,
have becen following me, keeping your
eyes on me for just one reason. You
cannot deny it.”

“And that reason iss—that reason iss
that you are beau-tiful; that I 7

“Stop!” What a ring of command
there was in that short word; I could
picture the quick fires that burned in
the Girl's eyes as she uttered it! “That
reason is, Mr. Hagiwara, that you think
me a spy. Confess it!”

The Japanese bubbled and gurgled in
his effort at denial. Never, never had
he entertained such a thought. It was
impossible. DBeyond belief,

The Girl shut him off imperiously.

“Why did you send a spy to search
my trunk the first night I was in
Seoul?” There was a pitiful catch and
quaver in the putting of that question;
outraged dignity called for reparation.

“I did not think—I did not know,”
Hagiwara stammered.

“But you sent him, Tell the truth,
Mr., Hagiwara.”

“It was a mistake. Excoos! I was
blind. I was a-fraid of plot, beau-tiful
madam. You were speaking with Beth-
ell immediately upon your arrivals.
Bethell is dangerous person. I sent a
man to inves-tigate. Ver’ clumsy, ex-
ccos! And you shot him, for which I
am ver’ happy.” Hagiwara was floun-
dering hopelessly. 1 could hardly re-
strain a chuckle.

-“And I understand that you sincerely
apologize?” Her voice was all silk and
tenderness again. '

“On my knees, beau-tiful madam.”

“Then let us have an understanding,
Mr. Hagiwara, During my minutes
with his majesty in these past few days,
when I am very, very busy trying to
catch the spirit of his portrait, you have
insisted on remaining in the room with
us. Your presence disturbs his majesty,
who greatly fears you, and it disturbs
me. I had thought you were there be-
cause you wanted to keep an eye on me,
lest I was plotting with the poor old
dear. Now I know that you had no
such purpose. DBut, Mr. Hagiwara”—
melting sweetness was in her voice now,
and her words dropped hesitatingly
and with maidenly modesty—"‘you must
promise to give me my sittings with his
majesty alone hereafter, and then
maybe—mayhe v

“Yiss—yiss 7"

“Maybe I will find mmore minutes to
give to Mr. Iagiwara, of Japan—
alone,” said the Girl with a quick little
laugh, altogether alluring.

1 heard the swish of her skirts and
dared to peep over the edge of the
balecony. I saw the glory of her head,
splashed with light that sifted through
the far-flung bows of the pines, and I
watched the supple rhythm of her
shoulders, shadow-spotted, as, with lit-
tle Hagiwara hurrying by her side, she
crossed the old arched bridge with a
free stride and swung into the path
leading to the palace.

The jackal's jaws were muzzled!

CHAPTER 1V,

A Japanese messenger, one of Hagi-
wara’s men, was waiting for me when
I returned to the Astor House for tiffin.
He had a note addressed to me in the
Girl’s hand. It read:

Dear Mr. Biry: Would it be troubling
you too much to run down to Chemulpo
some time this evening so that you may
expedite through all the horrid port regu-
iations a party of friends of mine—hunters
after tigers or some other dreadful ani-
mals—who are coming from Chefoo on their
vacht? 1 reteived word that they were
coming some time to-night or early to-mor-
row morning; but they scemed in doubt
whether in the disturbed condition of the
country they and their guns would be mis-
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taken for a filibustering expedition. I know
that as a customs officer you will be able
to render them some very much appreciated
service,

P. S.—They might bring you up the river
a way on the boat. It would be a delightful
little jaunt,

The impudence of it! To send me
specific directions thus by the hand of
Hagiwara’s own man! 1 smiled in-
wardly when I considered this second
tally which the Girl was scoring against
the jackal. Down to Chemulpo I
went, and at the high tide came the
yacht—a long, low, trim little thing,
whose every line speHed speed.

Consider the shock I received when I
discovered that the fatuous Hagiwara
had already telegraphed orders to
.smooth the official way for the yacht’s
passage into and through the harbor
of Chemulpo. More of the Girl's del-
icate work!

I boarded the yacht at the quay, pre-
sented the Girl's letter to Monsieur
Reynard, a trim, blond young French-
man, who was in command, and who
had with him two companions, French-
men both, and a crew of five. My let-
ter was my introduction, but both
Monsieur Reynard and myself were
scrupulous not to go behind the bald
statement of facts concerning the hunt-
ing trip therein contained. Neither
knew the extent of the other’s orders
or knowledge, and the next day I served
as ex-officio pilot up the Han River,
whose every flat and bar I knew
through years of snipe hunting on its
waters. We dropped anchor midway
between the village of Angjou and the
walls of Seoul itself, in a sequestered
bend of the river,very close to the main-
traveled road out of the North Gate,
and not more than six miles from the
city. The I'renchmen said that this
very place looked the likeliest for snipe.
I agreed with them, and left them,
promising to return in a few days and
have some sport.

I thought 1 detected a flicker of mirth
in Reynard’s eyes when I gave that
promise, but he made no comment.

I was back in Seoul by noon, and
that night I went with Bethell to the
home of Prmce Min Yung. The prince

was trembling with excitement, and
could scarce wait until we were secure
from listening cars before he began to
pour out the: story of the past few days
at the palace.

The emperor seemed ready for the
flight, he said in the first breath, but we
must make haste while he was in a
favorable mood. The old codger had
at first been terrified out of his stuffed
boots at the thought of attenpting to
escape the all-seeing eye of the Japa-
nese; had sworn that they would catch
him and cut his heart out. Dut the Girl
had played on his fears as on a siringed
instrument, Prince Min Yung declared.
She had painted for him with words,
even as she wielded her brush on can-
vas, the picture of the impending rape
of the empire by Ito; he, the emperor,
in chains and transferred to some Japa-
nese prison; the country drenched in
blood, and his subjects enslaved.

All this almost under the nose of
Hagiwara, who was dodging in and out
of the retiring room, where his majesty
sat for his portrait, until that very day,
when he was strangely absent. The
poisoning of the two mutang by meat
meant for the emperor’s mouth had
driven the poor old monarch into a
spasm.of fear, the prince said, and he
had decided that it was better to be
killed in flight than to sit supinely on a,
tottering throne.

“That wonderful woman,” the prince
murmured over and over again. ‘“She
has held the heart of the emperor in
her hand since first she came to the
palace. The minutes that we have been
alone, his majesty, and the artist, and I,
have been hundreds of golden years for
the hope of Korea. Now the emperor
is hot—mnow he is cold. Once he says
that he will fly, and the light in that
woman’s eyes is beautiful to see; then
he shivers on his seat of state and says
that he cannot go.”

Prince Min Yung, in his excitement,
acted for us the craven old monarch,
eyes roving and palsied hands trembling
in alternate gusts of hope and of
despair,

“Once he says that he will have to
consult the soothsayers and get a favor-
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able time set for his departure; he can-
not take such an important step without
the consent of the gods and devils.

““What, your majesty!” says this
woman of the burning hair. ‘Are you
not emperor, lord of all in earth? Will
you be fooled to your destruction by
these traitorous witch doctors? See, I
am painting the face of a monarch—
not of a fool.” And at that his majesty
falls to weeping and calling himself an
idiot. Oh, gentlemen! - Tragedy and
comedy were there, too strong to bear.”

Bethell and I managed to gain from
the excited patriot some idea of the
plans for the kidnaping of the emperor
which he and the Girl had formulated
between them. No one, not even old
Bug® ministers, who were believed to
be loyal, was to be in the secret. His
majesty bhad been persuaded without
much argument to leave his half-witted
son behind. He was to disguise him-
self as one of the palace mutang when
the time came for the secret departure,
leave the palace in the company of the
prince by one of the devious rear
passages through the women’s quarter,
and find horses waiting in a corner of
the deserted deer park. DBethell and 1
were to be waiting outside of the lit-
tle-used North Gate in the city’s walls,
to convey the old gentleman to the
yacht.

As for the Girl,she was not to take any
part in the actual flight through the city,
but she would be on hand at the North
Gate to accompany us to the yacht,
whose position in the river she had not
yet learned.

“I will arrange for the horses,” the
prince assured us; “you cannot do that
yourselves without danger. All that we
depend upon you to do is to form a
fitting escort for his majesty on the ride
from the city walls to the yacht. He
will be in terror of the Japanese every
foot of the way. Your presence will re-
assure him. Now, keep yourself in
readiness for the word from the mas-
terful woman who holds the destinies
of all of us in her hand.” ‘

So Bethell and I went back to the
Astor House to await the striking of the
appointed hour.

6B

The next day Marquis Ito came!

Can I picture the thunderclap of
that event? How the cloud which had
been hanging as a dread menace over
Korea for so many months suddenly
split and dropped to earth this man of
blood .and steel—the nation builder of
Japan? With sinister skill the Japa-
nese had concealed his approach to
Korea’s capital; no one knew until he
saw, that morning, file after file of
troops with fixed bayonets marching
away from the station with the "Bis-
marck of the Orient in their midst.
The day was the national holiday of
Japan—the emperor’s birthday. That
this should be the day chosen for the
arrival of Ito in Seoul was in itself suf-
ficient presage of what was to follow.
In supreme confidence the mikado’s
government had selected this day, when
sun flags flew over every Japanese hut
in Korea, to send to the Emperor Bugs
the high priest of his nation’s immola-
tion,

Bethell and I were talking over the
day’s stupedous event on the piazza
of the hotel at noontime, wondering
whether the arrival of Ito would drive
poor old Bugs yammering into our
arms for instant flight, or so stun the
old ruler with terror as to wipe utterly
from his mind all hope of escape, when
a sergeant of the American legation.
guard came up with a note for us. It
was from the Girl:

To-night or never. Very recent events
have served to put the Sick Man in a fear-
ful state of mind, and he is wavering again;
unless the medicine is administered at once
he will be bevond cure. See me at the
garden party at the Japanese legation this

afternoon, if possible. If not—to-night at
the place appeinted,

I had completely forgotten the garden
party in the swirl of events, though, as
an official of the Korean government, I
had been formally invited several days
before. A simple celebration of the
Japanese emperor’s birthday we had
supposed it would be—the Girl and I;
now it was' plain that in honor of
Japan's greatest statesman the event
had been planned.

I went to the garden party.

Not in years had decayed old Seoul
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witnessed such a spectacle of brilliance.
The Japanese, those masters at touching
up the high lights of nature, had con-
verted the spacious grounds in the le-
gation compound into a second Nikko.
Not a square yard that was not
clogged with exquisite greenery—little
pine trees, dwarf forests of bamboo,
and the ﬂammg sprays of the ]apanese
maple. Here a miniature pagoda, its
nine gables hung with tinkling Dbells;
there a rustic bridge spanning some
lotus-filled pond; above all, a spider
web of fluttering tissue flags of the na-
tions, and the hundreds of golden-glow-
ing lanterns.

All of the legation staffs of the vari-
ous nations represented in Seoul, with
their ladies, were there—a brilliant and
changing throng, gold-laced and silk-
frocked. And there, by the side of the
Japanese minister, Hasegawa in full
war panoply flanking him on the left,
stood the man who was to take Korea
in his fingers and snap its national life
of a thousand years.

A striking figure! Above the aver-
age height of the Japanese, massive
head firmly set on broad shoulders,
there was the subtle hint of strength
and tremendous vital force in the poise
of his body. But the face of the man;
it had been chipped from pumor(hal
-granite with rough flint tools. The
straggling white beard scarcely con-
cealed the blunt, outthrust chin of the
fighter. The mouth was a thin slit, all
force and obstinacy. But it was in the
eyes and brows that the latent.strength
most lay. His eyes were those of a
bronze mask, shadowed by overhanging
flesh which curtained all flicker of emo-
tion, allowed no flash of thought to
escape undisguised. They saw every-
thing;" revealed nothing., Above was
the heavy forehead of the thinker,
massy, suggestive of a will which dom-
inated the impericus nature of the man,
and gave it restrained force. That was
Ito, eldest of the elder statesmen, real
sire of the giant of the IFar East.

T was presented to the great man in
my turn, and then I began a furtive
search for the Girl. I found her the
center of a group of Japanese notables,

with Hagiwara hovering slavishly at
her elbow. I cannot hope to reproduce
here the sallies of wit, the ready pleas-
antries, all-of the verbal ammunition of
a past mistress in the art of social gen-
eralship by which this dazzling woman
kept ever under her power a devoted
circle of slant-eyed gallants. Indeed,
her Japanese admirers had to share her
attentions with several men from the
legations, who occasionelly managed to
break through the embargo; but I no-
ticed that the Girl carefully played her
cards so as to keep by her always the
sedulous Higawara. She seemed to be
using Hagiwara’s countrymen as a sort
of screen to protect her assault in force,
which was upon that selfsame un-
suspecting little dandy. Not for near
half an hour did I manage to get within
safe earshot of her, and that was for
the few minutes that Hagiwara was ab-
sent on a mission of forage for del-
icacies.

“Oh, Billy,” she said with a little gasp
and dropping the playful formality of
the mister, “pray for me that I may
keep Hagiwara here for another hour.
The crisis is on at the palace. Hagi-
wara possesses a dreadful sixth sense of
premonition, and he has been trying to
make a break for the old emperor’s
audience chamber ever since 1 arrived.
He must not; he ”

The Girl interrupted herself to turn
a neat epigram against the bold advance
of a German secretary of legation;
the blundering squire dropped back.

“What is the crisis?”’ I whispered.

“Oh, poor old Bugs is beside himself
with fear—-says he won’t budge unless
he gets some sign from heaven or the
earth beneath. Prince Min Yung is
with him, and Bethell dared to slip Into
the palace in the absence of Hagiwara.
They are arguing with the old boy—
they tell him that if not to-night, it will
be never, for Ito will visit the palace
to-morrow, and then—the end. 1 must
—I must keep Hagiwara away until
they have persuaded the emperor
finally. I believe—I hope that we will
win to-night. DBethell can tell you
deﬁmtely at the Astor House at six
o’clock.”
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Hagiwara, his hands crammed with
-dishes, appéared down the aisle of
shrubbery.

“Run along now, Billy,” she urged,
“and be prepared to jump out of Korea
itself if worse comes to worst, They’ll
strike in the dark, you know, if they
get desperate, and—and nobody wants
to be a ‘damp, demnition body’!”

Bravely she laughed, though there
were dark shadows of doubt in the
limpid depths of her eyes for the first
tiime since she had engaged on this high
adventure. I left her side with the tell-
tale message of those eyes a cold weight
on my heart.

Never have I lived six swifter hours
than those which followed, nor ones
which so nearly whirled me off my feet.

Bethell, scarce able to restrain his
excitement, met me at the hotel. He
dragged me into the deserted bar,
helped himself to a hooker of rum,
tossed it down, and spcke.

“It's a go—a ripping,
he chuckled. “The old rooster at last
has caved, you know, and now he says

the fourtcen devils of Mokpu cannot

stop him from flying to-night.

“Yes—yes, old fellow. Not a word.
All arranged. The prince will take him
out of the palace down to Queen Min's
stimmerhouse. There horses will be;
the prince looked after that. You and
I to the North Gate at ten o’clock by
ricksha. There horses for us both, and
one for the Girl. Right-o! We wait
outside the gate in a little clump of
deserted llomes there until along comes
his nibs, all wrapped around in a ceat
like a stuffed mummy.

“Out we go and join him and the
prince. Then away to the yacht, and
the devil take old Ito, the rotter!”

S0 sanguine was Bethell that I could
not get him to admit that the Girl's
seceming fears of failure were well
grounded. I asked him what he and I
were to do if everything went well and

the emperor actually got away to
China; suspicion surely would fall
upon us.

“Oh, drat it, man; we’ll face the mu-
sic,” said the fighting editor. “They

. streets seem real.

roaring go!” -

can’t do more than deport us, you know,
unless they hire some rough to stick a
knife between our ribs. But you see,
dear fellow, they've tried that jolly trick
on me so many times, and my inward
parts are still caqule of holding good
liquor without dripping.”

Ten o’clock, and Bethell and I riding
through the ghostly streets of Seoul in
our curtained rickshas. Never did that
old charnel house of dead grandeur ap-
pear so unworldly as on that night.
Black gables of temples, the great
bronze belly of the old bell, the mush-
room growth of thatched housetops
everywhere like fungus in a witches’
fen: all melting and blending into
shadows—shadows! Not a soul stir-
ring on the streets. Hardly a streak
of light slipping through the clink of
some unbarred door to make the
Seoul at night is
mournful cnough; but that night—ugh!

We dismissed our rickshas at the
North Gate, and walked through the
wide portal, two Korean seldier guards
hardly rousing from their sleep to no-
tice us. Beyond a hundred yards, and
behind the ruins of a house which had
been burned, we found our horses.
There we waited, not speaking a word.

Minutes passed—ten, fiftecn, twenty.
Then a step on the gravel near the road-
way. I peeked around the corner of a
blank wall, and saw a hooded figure ap-
proaching dlone. I stepped from the
shadow,

“Billy,” came the whisper. The Girl
ran up to me and laid a cold hand on
mine.

“All right—all right,” she breathed
before ever I could put a question.
“And Bethell, yes; I knew you'd be
here, too. Ah, what's that?”

I felt her hand tremble on mine, and
a quick catch came in her breath. The
rapid notes of a bugle call, high and
thin, sounded from bheyond the serrated
black mass of the city’s walls. Instantly
it was answered by another. Just those
two quavering voices in the might, but
what were they saying for us? The
pitiful Korean army knew no bugles,
but the Japanese troops camped on
Namsan Hill—they had bugles.
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“Tara-tara-tara!”

“Do you know, dear friends”—the
Girl was trying to make her voice sound
brave and confident—"I - believe our
Japanese brothers are calling to us over
there. I believe they want to see us,
very badly.”

As if in answer to the Girl’s words
came suddenly the clickety-click of
horses’ hoofs on gravel, nearer and
nearer. Then the hoofbeats stopped,
and the low voice of Min Yung called
a hail from the road. Each to his horse,
and we three were out in the road by
the side of the prince and another
grotesquely hooded and swathed figure,
which rocked unsteadily on a pony’s
back., A whimpering and a moaning
sounded from the muffling bandages of
linen dust coat which crowned the head
of this scarecrow.

“The  Japanese—the

"!

Japanese!

Prince Min Yung whispered in a shrill |

voice, straining with the pulse of ex-
citement. “They have discovered his
majesty’s flight—they are after us—
after us!”

A gagging, querulous plaint issued
then from the wrapped mummy by the
prince’s side—from his_majesty Bugs
in proper persorn. Min Yung answered
deferentially in the Korean.

“Ah, the emperor is beside himself,”
the prince said, addressing us hurr1edly
“Terror is turning his mind. Hurry!”

Off we galloped, pell-mell down the
thin ribbon of roadway for the yacht,
six miles away—DBethell on the left side
of his majesty, the prince on the right.
The latter was hampered by a great
chest, wrapped in silk, which he car-
ried under his arm. Nothing else, was
that, than a treasure box; therein flee-
inig royalty was taking with him all of
his crown jewels that were not already
in pawn.

On and on in silence, the Girl and 1
riding together behind. We heard the
wailing and the muffled, pleading ac-
cents of the emperor’s voice, punctuated
as the jolting of his mount jerked the
words from him. The senile old man
.was crying like a child who is being
dragged to bed against his will.

We must have covered three miles in

- into the arms of Emperor Bugs.

the dark when something happened. It
was all so sudden, so outré, that not
until many hours afterward could I
frame in my mind an ordered pro-
cession of the swift flux of incidents.
We were passing a peasant’s hut. 1
heard a dog's sudden growl, and the
rush of paws on the hard ground. Then
something sinuous and black shot up
irom the side of the roadway plump
I re-
member a cat screamed horribly at that
second.

But the scream of the cat was nothing
to the curdling yell which followed on
the instant. It was the voice of the
emperor.

I crowded my horse over to where
he rode; Bethell and the prince closed
in simultaneously. We saw a great
black cat clawing madly at his majesty’s
robes, twining and twisting in the sad-
dle before him as it growled and spit.
The Emperor Bugs, his hands stretched
high above his head, gasped, gurgled,
made insane cluckings in his throat.
The cloak had fallen irom his face. 1
could see his eyes, protruding like the
eyes of an idol.

It was Bethell who shot out a hand,
grasped the cat by the neck, and hurled
it aside into the darkness. Even as
he did so the emperor of Korea half
fell, half slid from his saddle, and, once
on the ground, began legging it back on
the road in the direction of Seoul. The
prince was pursuing him in an instant.
Then the rest of us whirled about and
galloped up the road after the two flying
figures. We came upon the prince,
gripping his majesty in a close grapple,
and trying to interrupt a torrent of
high-pitched words which rattled and
clattered from the imperial lips. His
majesty Bugs was quite mad; T am sure
of that. He spluttered, and chattered,
and flailed his arms wildly about in an
effort to throw off the grip of the
prince. The three of us—the Girl,
Bethell, and I—sat our horses in 1m-
potent amazement.

“The cat—the cat,” Min Yung finally
managed to stammer., “His majesty
says the black cat leaping at him is an
omen. He will return to Seoul.”
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I heard a little stified moan from the
Girl.

“What bloody rot!” Bethell put in.
“He cannot now. IHe must go on to the
yacht.”

The prince essayed to interrupt the
yammering old idiot in his arms.
could hear his voice, pleading, ex-
postulating. But ever the emperor
raised his almost to a shriek, crying him
down. He actually fought and kicked
at his devoted captor. Five minutes
passed—five minutes, while the empire
of Korea was being blotted from the
nations of the world by one black cat.
We sat helpless.

“We'll put the old beggar on his
horse, whether he likes 1t or mnot,”
Bethell finally growled. “Then off with
him to the boat.”

“I would have to kill you where you
stand, Betliell,” Prince Min Yung said
quietly, “if you laid a violent hand on
the person of my ruler.”

More minutes passed, while the
prince argued fruitlessly. I f{felt the
Girl move her horse over near mine,
and I reached out in the dark. My arm
fell around her shoulder. She leaned
weakly toward me; my arm closed
tighter ; I felt her head on my shoulder.
There it lay, shaking under the rack
of sobs which would not be uttered.

“It is the end of all,” Prince Min
Yung said at last. “I ride back to Seoul
and the palace with his majesty.”

Silence for one lonrf mintite,

“Then we all do,” Bethell said.
or swim, you know.”

The Girl lifted her head from my
shoulder and spoke brokenly:

“No—I go to Shanghai. It is not—
that T am afraid. But-—but that I have
failed, and that-I would—yes, I would
die rather than face the humiliation!
Hagiwara's na-nasty grin and—and—
oh, you understand, my friends!”

“But you do not know where the
yacht is anchored,” I habbled. “It is
three miles and more from here, and,
anyway, albne on this road at night—
impassible 1”

“I will find it—alone.”

My head was in a whirl; my heart
pounded so that I could hardly draw

“Sink

We -

breath.
me,
aside.

“You will understand,” T stuttered in
his ear, “you will not think it cowardice
on my part if I—if I see this
thing through The Girl—Shanghai—-
you

“Old chap—dear old chap '—DBethell
was wringing my hand—"“a gentleman,
particularly a ‘young gentleman who
would like a wife, could do nothing
else. Not for a minute—no, not a min-
ute—would I think you were running
away from the music. And now, God
bless you, and be off!”

The Girl took the hand of Bethell and
of Prince Min Yung in turn, and
nodded the good-by which she could not
speak., His majesty, who was sniveling
quietly, she ignored.

Then we sat our horses for a minute
and watched three figures ride into
black dark, back on the road to Seoul—
to fate.

Suddenly resolution came to
I dismounted and drew Dethell

It was midnight. The Girl stood by
my side on the yacht as it rushed full
speed down the yellow Han on the way
to the sea. We were by the rail. 1
had dared to cover-her hand with mine,
and to press her arm against my side in
a little heartening, comradely grip. The
Girl was weeping, and she made no
show of cone ealmg it. At last she
raised her eyes, all wet, to mine, and
looked at me a long time.

“To fail,” she said. “To be a man
and fail is hard—but for a woman—
ah ’

“Girl,” T murmured, “if a man can
share your failure-——could always be by
to help if failure came again—would it
be worth ”

Suddenly her sobs stopped ; I felt her
shoulders twitch. Then came a hyster-
ical peal of laughter.

“But—to be—Dbeaten by a cat—and a
black one—at that!”

As to what befell the chief actcrs in
this little melodrama of ours, history
has it thus:

On the night of November 17, not
two weeks after the events narrated in
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this closing chapter, General Hasegawa
surrounded the palace with troops, then
Ito went in to the cowering emperor,
and forced him to sign away Korean
sovereignty under a Japanese pro-
tectorate. In July, two vears later, old
Emperor Bugs was deposed and made
a prisoner in his own palace, while the
blood of his patriotic garrison was shed
in the streets of Seoul. A prisoner he
remains to-day.

The day after the emperor signed
away Korean independence at the point
of the bayonet it was reported that
Prince Min Yung had “committed
suicide” in his home. At least, that was
the official report.

As for Bethell, poor devil, he was

brought up for trial before a consular
court, wherein the British consul sat as
judge. The charge was inciting to dis-
order and treason in a country at peace
with Great Britain. He was convicted
and sentenced to serve a term in the
British jail at Shanghai, He did his
bit, came back to Seoul, revived his
Korea Daily News, and started in to
harry the Japanese again; but not for
long. He sickened and died there, and
there in that ghost land, for all I know
to the contrary, was buried.

Prince Ito, as the world well remem-
bers, fell a victim of a Korean assassin’s
bullet in Harbin, Manchuria, on Oc-
tober 26, 1909. His work in Korea
was cre that well and wisely finished.

*A

A NEW SIDE SHOW
TOMMY had been to the circus with his father and was telling his mother all

about it.

“But,” he said regretfully, “there was one side show we didn’t see.”

“How do you know you didn’t?” asked his mother.

“Well,” explained Tommy, “just as we were leaving I heard Mr. Jones
tell papa that he’d better stick around so as to see some of the pretty chickens.”

eA

THE NEW NATIONAL ANTHEM

ODERT T. SMALL, of Atlanta, Georgia, was listening to a conversation in
one of the clubs in his city about the power and importance of Theodore
Roosevelt in American politics. The talk reminded him, he said, of a dispatch sent
out by an Englishman who was working for the Associated Press in Khartum
when Roosevelt arrived there from his hunt in the African jungle.
The Englishman’s cablegram said, among other things:

A party of American tourists greeted Roosevelt by singing the new national anthem:

“What's the matter with RRoosevelt?

Nothing, He’s Roosevelt!”

@A
WHERE JAKE DREW THE LINE

AKE TANNENBAUM owns a theater in Mobile.

Furthermore, he exer-

cises great care in his scrutiny of the bills any company wishes to present

in his hofise.

One morning he received from a celebrated Shakespearean actor

the list of plays to be put on during a run of seven days.

2

“I see here ‘Romeo and Juliet,
list, “and I will stand for that.
ing Romeo. And here’s ‘[Hamlet.’
be played. And here is *Othello’!”

said Jake, running his finger down the
But T shrink when 1 think of that fellow play-
No living man can play Hamlet as he should

At this point Mr. Tannenbaum leaped out of his chair and hung on the
ambient atmosphere a long and lingering groan.

“It is too much!” he cried, in anguish.
But I'm a son of a gun if I'm going to have in my

man on the race question.

“I am no fanatic. I am not a crazy

theater any black man handing out a lot of mushy talk to a white woman!”



When Thie/ves Fall Off

By Charles E. Van Loan

Author of **The Quarier Florse,”’

“Poison No. 77, Efe.

Playing the racing game in the alkali circuit. How Isaiah, the star
of the Curry stable and probably the most erratic beast that ever
drove an official starter to drink, makes a bid for fame in
a steeplechase. An exciting and amusing story of the race track

of Providence was in.it, which

was as accurate a guess as he

ever made In connection with
a horse race. It goes to show that a
man may be well posted on all the
prophets of Israel, and still not know
a great deal about the sport of kings.
Steeplechasing  particularly. Provi-
dence might stand some sort of an out-
side chance in a dash over the flat, with
everybody trying; but over the sticks?
Ne-ver! The jumping riders settle
things before the race, thus eliminating
Providence and the mischance of jog-

OLD MAN CURRY said the hand

ging to the post with the wrong ticket’

in the bootleg. It is only when the
riders fail to name the caucus nominee
that complications arise. And Old Man
Curry, bless his simple, honest heart,
thought it was Providence!

Speaking from a professional angle,
Old Man Curry had about as much
business on a race track as a tender
squab at a Third Avenue banquet—
and almost as much of a chance. In
the first place, a man who can recite the
Old Testament backward, and who
reads the PPsalms of David and the
Song of Solomon instead of the form
charts and the sporting pages is quite
apt to find himself outgeneraled by the
unregenerate in the matter of placing
race horses one-two-three at the wire,
To make it worse, Old Man Curry
didn’t have a horse in his barn worth
talking about with a straight face.

1f an honest man hopes to win two-

hundred-dollar purses along the alkals
circuit, there is only one way in the
world for him to do it—and that is
to get away flying, and fly in front all
the way—so far in front that the wiz-
ened little tobacco-chewing burglars on
the other horses cannot catch him and
bump him over the fence. But what
i1s a man to do who can neither outrun
nor outguess his competitors?

Old Man Curry had four horses—
Elijah, Nehemiah, King David, and
Isaiah—"the Bible class,” as the touts
called the Curry Stable.

Elijah was a chunky, short-coupled,
thick-necked brute of a sorrel gelding,
with two bad legs and a chronic weari-
ness which met him at the head of the
stretch.

Nehemiah was a gaunt, hungry--
looking, aggravating sort of an equine
hermit. He could run fast enough to
suit anybody, the only trouble being
that he msisted on running alone. If
he happencd to get away from the post
with the others, “he sulked and quit; it
was only when he had been left flat-
footed that Nehemiah came to life, and
ran like a Roseben—two hundred yards
behind the others. He was absolutely
no good, being too thin for soap {fat.

King David was a stately chestnut,
a confirmed stall walker, a malingerer
from his yellow heart,

Isaiah—well, Isaiah was the star of
the stable! He was a tall, big-boned,
coal-black rascal about the size of a
dromedary, as suspicious as a hawk,
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and as savage as a wasp. e was
probably the most erratic beast that
ever drove an official starter to drink;
and Sid, the negro jockey who rode all
the prophets in Old Man Curry’s stable,
never knew when the barrier went up
whether Isaiah was going up the track,
down the track, or over the side fence.
The black scoundrel had been known to
do all three—in one race. Once in a
great while it pleased Isaiah to behave
himself and run second or third in some
selling event, but his appearances “in
the money” were rare.

There wasn't a breadwinner in the
stable, nor anything which looked like
one; and quite naturally Old Man
Curry was a rank outsider—the last
man on the track to know when any-
thing was going on or coming off—a
nice, respectable, soft-spoken old gen-
tleman with white whiskers, who ran
his bad horses to win, and gave every
one else credit for “trying.” No one
paid any attention to Old Man Curry;
and because he was harmless, from an
owner’s point of view, no one took
the trouble to explain matters to him.

If the judges at a small Western
bush track had not seen fit to order
Isajah on the ‘‘schooling list” after two
atrocious performances at the barrier,
Old Man Curry would have had no
occasion to refer to the hand of Provi-
dence. Horses which shy at the bar-
rier and refuse to break when the web-
bing flies up are put on the schooling
list, and it is part of the duties of
the assistant starter to train these wild
creatures until they learn how to com-
port themselves at the post. It was
after Isaiah broke sidewise, knocking
two real horses into the fence, that the
judges sent for Old Man Curry, and
broke the news to him that Tsaiah’s
entry would be refused until the ani-
mal had been schooled at the barrier.
Old Man Curry was innocent enough
to attempt an explanation, but how
could he be expected to know that the
judges had ten dollars apiece on one
of the horses which Isaiah put out of
the race?

The next morning Clem Newhy, the
assistant starter, looked down from his

perch near the five-eighths pole upon
the usual bunch of two-year-olds and
one immense black horse with a negro
upon his back. Isaiah looked all of
ten feet high among the colts and fillies,
and Clem Newby, who had a date with
the girl who waited on the table at
the Bonton Restaurant, sighed as he
behield the negro’s futile attempts to
control his mount. A few feet away
from the starter’s platform, Old Man
Curry sat on the top rail of the fence,
chewing a straw and meditating si-
lently.

“Here’s that crazy son of a gun that
busted up the start for us the other
day,” said Clem Newby to Butch Flynn.
Butch, with a blacksnake whip, was aid-
ing Newby from the track.

“I see him,” said Butch. Then he
went on to give his unbiased opinion
of Isaiah, his breeding, his antecedents,
and a few other things which occurred
to him as he warmed into his work.

“Mr. Starter,” said Old Man Curry
gently, “I wisht you wouldn’t cuss that
hoss of mine. He ain’t ust to such lan-
guage, an’ it ain’t fitten he should be.
Isaial’s right gentle when he’s used
kindly.”

“S-a-a-y !” demanded Newby angrily.
“Who'’s doing this? Ii I was the judge
at this track, I'll promise you you
wouldn't start that black hound around
here no more! He acted to me like he
was full of hop the other day.”

Old Man Curry took the straw out
of pis mouth, but he changed his mind,
and preserved silence,

“Now, then,” bawled Newby, “bring
that filly up on the outside. Easy,
there! Come on with that chestnut!
Whatche think this is—a quadrille?
You, dinge, where you trvin’ to go
with that black camel? Stand still with
him. Stand still, 1 tell you! No, no!
You can’t break that way! DBuitch,
bring up that chestnut. Steady! Now!
Youwre off1”

B-z-zip! went the barrier, and away
went the two-year-olds like frightened
snipe. Isaiah seemed to squat in his
tracks for the fraction of a sccond;
then he whirled with a tremendous
snort, like the blast of an auto horn,
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and ran the wrong way of the track,
narrowly missing Butch Flynn in the
maneuver.

“Yes,” said Newby, with a sneer, “he
is a right gentle horse, ain’t he? As
gentle as a wild cat! Keep a-stickin’
around here with him, and he’ll kill
some of us yet.”

“Mister,” said Old Man Curry ear-
nestly, “I wisht you wouldn’t abuse
Isaiah like that. What's the use to
cuss him? @e’s a good hoss, but he
can't seem to get the hang of that rub-
ber-rope dingus. Ile ain't used to it.
It gets him fretted up and scares him.
Once he “inds out it won’t hurt him
none he’ll be all right. Back where he
comes from they start hosses with a
flag. He don’t know no other way.”

“Well,” said Butch Flynn, as he la-
bored with the heavy spring of the
starting machine, “far be it from me
to set my stack in at the wrong time;
but you better take this Jsaiah back
where they start races with flags, be-
cause if anything happens to me, my
heirs’l sue you for damages. If I
hadn’t been right there with that Jim
Corbett side-step, Isaiah would have
gone over me like a steam roller. You
don’t keep him hopped all the time, do
you?r”

“That hoss don’t know what a drug
is!” said Old Man Curry. ‘“He’s only
nervous and scairt. He'll get ust to it
in time. He’s a smart hoss, that Isaiah.
Try him again.”

Newby tried him again. The two-
year-olds broke as before, and just as
the barrier rose, Butch Flynn, who be-
Jjeved in experimenting upon refrac-
tory horseflesh, curled the lash of his
blacksnake whip around Isaiah’s hams.
The big fellow wheeled at right angles,
and soarcd over the side fence, pitch-
ing Sid twenty feet into an alfalfa
patch. It was not such a low fence,
either, but Isaiah cleared it like a bird

on the wing, and, after separating him-

self from Sidney, he ran away, switch-
ing his tail and snorting angrily.
“Goshamighty!” ejaculated Old Man
Curry. “Look what you did by hittin’
him with that whip!’ e clambered
down from the fence, and started to-

ward the negro, mumbling as he went:
“He ain’t ust to bein’ hit with a whip,
Isaiah ain’t. It made him mad. "Taint
no way to treat a high-keyed hoss. Did
he hurt vou any, Sidr”

The negro rose, and looked about
him, grinning foolishly.

“Naw, suh,” he said, rubbing his
shoulder. “Naw, suh, he didn’ hu't me
none, an’ he didn’ do me no good,
nuther. Shook me up some. I'd ought
to have stayed with him, Mist’ Curry,
an’ I cert'n’y would, only he was Ii'l’
bit too sudden faw me. 1 didn't know
whut he was aimin’ to do twell he done
gone done it. Yes, suh, he’s a mighty
sudden hawss, that Isaiah. Too quick
a thinker faw me—yes, suh.”

“He’ll think you into the morgue one
of these days if you keep on fooling
with him,” said Newby, as he climbed
back to his perch.

“Well, Sid,” said Old Man Curry,
“go catch him up, and take him back
to the barn. His feelin’s are hurt, and
he’s all fretted up an’ excited from
bein’ hit with that whip. He'll have
to be cooled out. Take him back to
the barn.”

Sid departed, rubbing his shoulder
and chuckling.

DButch Flynn was staring at Isaiah's
hoofmarks upon the track.

“Here’'s where he took off,” said
Butch, “and over yonder is where he
lit. And he’d have cleared that fence
if it had been twice that high. Suffer-
in’ Salvator, what a jump!”

“You did Isaiah a wrong to hit him
with that whip,” said Old Man Curry
patiently. “Whippin’ a hoss ain’t no
way "

“Say,” interrupted Butch suddenly,
“has this horse ever been over the
jumps

Old Man Curry shook his head.

“How far can he run?” demanded
Dutch.

“Well,” said Old Man Curry, “his
daddy was a {four-mile chanipion.
Isaiah can go one mile, two miles, tliree
miles—makes no difference to him. All
these races round here are too short
for him.”

“Old man,” said Butch earnestly,
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“lemme tell you something: Make a
jumper out of this horse. If he’ll take
hurdles the way he took that fence he'll
win you a nice pot of money. You
could take him to some track where
they’ve got a steeplechase course, and
clean up with him.”

“Yes,” said Newby maliciously, “and
they start jumping races with a flag,
too !”

Old Man Curry removed his slouch
hat and mopped his forehead.

“Goshamighty !” he said, half to him-
self. “I never thought of that!”

He ambled away toward the stables
with his head bent at a reflective angle.
Newby looked after him with a short
laugh.

“What’s on you, Butch?” he asked.
“Are you framing up to get some jump-
ing jock killed, or what?”

“Ho!” said Butch. “One of them
crooks more or less wouldn’t matter
much! But, on the level, bo, did you
see the way that big brute sailed over
this fence? I.ooked to me like he went
ten feet in the air. Why, that bird
must have wings!”

“He better have,” said Clem grimly,
“an’ use ’em to fly away from here.
Get those kids back, and let’s get
through some time to-day.”

Several months later the alkali cir-
cuit season ended; Butch Flynn and
Clem Newby, no longer track officials,
found themselves wintering in Califor-
nia, and attempting to pick dp a living
“from the ground.” Clem, with a few
dollafs in his pocket, was giving a poor
imitation of a gentleman of leisure and

sindependent means. Butch, being finan-
cially straightened—"embarrassed” 1s
no word to convey the proper impres-
sion of Butch’s exceeding ruin—was
“hustling” as best he could.

Hustling upon a race track is a
many-sided occupation including every-
thing in the world but real work,

Part of the time DButch assisted a
“clocker” who worked for a book-
maker, and in this way came to have
some sort of a line on most of the
early-morning work-outs. With the
knowledge thus secured, Butch set up

as a tout on a small scale, operating
with one nervous eye on 510" Buetler,
of the Pinkerton Patrol.

One afternoon Flynn and Newby met
on the promenade in front of the grand
stand.

“Who do you think is here?” asked
Butch. “Nobody but that old joker
and that Isaiah bird. And that ain’t
all. He took my advice, and made a
jumper out of his horse.”

“Him?” said Newby scornfully.
“How come he to get on a real race
track with those lizards of his?”

“He didn’t get stable room,” said
Butch. “He’s got ’em bedded down
outside somewhere. From what he tells
me, he’s laying to put Isaiah over on
‘em at a price.”

Newby chuckled.

“Daffy as a cuckoo bird,” he said.
“I suppose the old boy doesn’t know
that some of the best jumpers in the
country are out here this season?
Molestar, Arabi, Prince Wang, and
that bunch. A swell chance old Isaiah
will have in that kind of company!”

“Wel-1-1,” said Butch judiciously, “a
jumpin’ race ain’t ever a cinch for any-
body—not even the best jumper that
ever lived. Too many things can hap-
pen. And, then, the riders are always
doing business—iframing up among
themselves, You never know what
those burglars are going to do, or which
horse they dre going to shoo in. I'd
hate to bet a jumping race—with coun-
terfeit money

“Right-o!” assented Newby. “Those
jumping jocks are pretty tough propo-
sitions; but, then, lock at the chances
they take. Man,-ought to be allowed to
steal something if he risks his neck to
do it. Which of ’em is going to ride
for the old sport?”

“Not any,” said Butch. “He’s went
and m':de a steeplechase jock out of
the coon.’

“Good night!” said \Tewbv with ex-
plosive emphasis. “Why, McGuire and
Duffy and the rest of those mick riders
will murder him the first time around
the field!” .

“That being the case,” said Butch,
“it’s up to us to send flowers about
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Sunday week. Isaiah is entered for a
week from Thursday. He ain’t got a
thing to beat except Prince Wang and
ATrabi—the two best jumpers that ever
came West. And the joke of it is,”
concluded Butch, “the old man tells me
he’s going to take the woolen string
off the roll and set in the checks on
Isaiah—to Deat Prince Wang and
Arabi.  What do you know about
that?”

“A fool and his money gathers no
moss,” laughed Newby.

“Even so,” said Butch cheerfully,
“that won’t keep me from ribbing up
some suckers to bet a few piasters on
Isaiah—to come third.”

“If the coon lives that long,” said
Newby.
“Of course,” said Butch. “We got

to take chances on him getting broke
in two.”

The grand stand overflowed on
Thursday afternoon, the steeplechase
being responsible for the added attend-
ance. The balance of the day’s card
was given up to cheap selling races for
cheap horses, and Charlie Comford,
“outside man” for one of the big book-
makers, and turf philosopher in what
spare time he found, stared hard at
the human swarm in the stand, and
extracted the pith of the situation in
a few brisk sentences.

“Look at ’em up there,” said Char-
lie. “And there wor't be any Rose-
bens runnin’ here to-day, -ecither.
They’ve all come out to see some DOOr
devil of a jumpin’ jock break nis neck,
Same proposition as a parachute leap.
I've seen a million of ’em, but I always

walk a mile to cee another one, because

I'm figuring that this may be the time
when the umbrella won’t open. We
ain’t half as civilized as we think we
are.”

A steeplechase breaks up the monot-
ony of the daily racing card and fattens
the daily attendance, but the bookmak-
ers and the professional gamblers have
small use for a jumping contest. There
is never any real certainty of knowing
how the riders are betting, and in a
long race “over the sticks” almost any

sort of a miracle may pass unques-
tioned by the judges.

There was once a man who figured

out fifty ways in which the best horse
in a race might be beaten; and it was
a flat race he was using as the basis
of calculations. In a steeplechase there
are five hundred ways. In a flat race,
when there is to be a “shoo in,” it is
the owners who lay their heads to-
gether and make the arrangements. In
a steeplechase, the riders often assume
this responsibility ; therefore, when the
jumpers are on their way to the post
the hardened gamblers sit in the stand,
with no interest save in the spectacle
and the bookmakers handle what they
call “the sucker monecy”—tens, twen-
ties, and other small change. And the
only bookmakers who will take a great
deal of any kind of money on a jump-
ing race are the ones who think they
know how the riders are going to bet.

Down near the paddock, in the jock-
eys’ room, Mr. Sidney Albert Johnson,
slightly heavier than in the days of
the alkali circuit, sat in a far corner,
and eyed the other jumping riders with
furtive distrust. He knew some of
them by reputation, and was therefore
not reassured to any great extent.
There was “Durable” Duffy, so called
because 1t was said of him that in a
long and shady carcer he had broken
all the bones in his body save the ones
in his crooked spine. There was
“Molly” McGuire, another steeplechase
rider of great reputation, not exactly
unknown as a welterweight prize
fighter; and “Corkscrew” Kelly, just
out of the hospital after his last fall,
walking with a shight limp, but cursing
fluently. They were a tough crowd,
and Mr. Sidney Albert Johnson did not

“like their looks or the glances which

they shot in his direction. Some of
them spoke to him as he took his place
in line at the weighing machine.

“Little dark meat to- day,” said
Duffy, with a mecaning smile.
“Abecut the third jump for his,” said

McGuire.

“Lemme tell you something, Mistah
Johnson,” said Corkscrew Kelly: “If
you come anywhere near me I'll spill
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vou. I'm from a State w here we don’t ”
like your kind of people.”

Sidney Alhert, saddle and weight

pads on his arm, weighed in silently,
and faded away to his corner again, his
eves big with foreboding.

“This ain’t no good place faw me,”’
he repeated over and over to himself.
“No, suh! All shanty Irish. Lawd,
vou got to watch out faw 11’1’ Sid to-
day. Il.ook like he’s got into ba-a-ad
company.”

Out in the paddock, Old Man Curry
led Isaiah into his stall, and stood quiet-
ly patting the big black borse on the
neck. DButch T1y1111 unobtrusive as a
shadow, drifted to the old man’s side.

“Tlow about you?” said the tout.
“Think you've got a chance?”

“This hoss,” said Old Man Curry,
“has always got a chance. Ie's a right
nice hoss, Isaial.”

“Ye what he’s got to
beat,” argued Flynn. “Arabi’s six to
five in the ring, and Prince Wang is
three to one. They kind of stick out
in this company. Isaialh’s twenty, eight,
and two. Think you can come third
with Liim?”

Somewhere a gong clanged, and the
paddock announcer bawled:

“Saddling bell!  Saddle up!”

“Can he be third?” persisted Butch.

“Ile can be first if he wants to,”
said Old Man Curry, with calm con-
viction.

“Daffy as a cuckoo bird!” said Butch
to himsclf, as he moved over to inspect
Prince \\-"ang. “Now, 1f I only knew
which one they're going to bet on to-
day——

Once more the gong clanged, and a
flood of bright color burst from the
door of the jockeys’ room. Sidney Al-
bert Johnson, conspicuous in canary
vellow and peacock blue, was last in the
line, his serious countenance in strong
contrast with his gaudy attire. Ile
scemed gloomy and preoccupied, and
there was an appealing look in his eyes
as he rolled them upon his employer.

“Sid,” said Old Man Carry, as he
gave,ghe “tack” its final inspection, 1
migh#*®spoil some of them Egyptians in
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the bettin’ ring to-day. They're layin’
too long a price against this hoss. Do
the best you can with him.”

“Yes, suh,” said Sidney Albert, with-
out enthusiasm. “T’ll be tryin’, Mist’
Curry.” Then, after a short silence:
“But these Irish jumpin’ jocks, they—
they seem to took a notion agin’ me.”

He climbed into the saddle, set his
boots in the stirrups, and looked about
him,

“Yes, suh,” he repeated gloomily,
“they sort of took a distaste to me.”

A bugle blared, and there was a sud-
den stir in the paddock; the horses be-
gan to move. Old Man Curry stood
looking after Isaiah for several sec-
onds. Then, straw in mouth, he walked
slowly toward the betting ring.

There were seven horses in the race
—Prince Wang, Arabi, Blue Peter,
Doctor Boggs, Gordolier, Ugly Joe, and
Isaiah. Arabi, because of a sensational
performance the last time out, was the
favorite, backed from eight to five to
even money. Prince Wang, easily out-
classing all the others in the race, was
the strong second choice at three to one;
and Blue Peter, Doctor Doggs, Gondo-
lier, Ugly Joe, and Isaiah were quoted
at tempting odds, the prices being am-
piy justified by information, belief, and
past endeavor. There was no “form”
on Isaiah, but the information secured
by the bookmakers’ assistants did not
disconcert those suave individuals.

“Isaiah? Isaiah?” said Phil Heunes~
sey, the ring plutocrat, who set the pace
in the matter of opening prices. “Iirst
time over the jumps. Oh, well, make
him fifteen to one till we sce how he -
shapes up. Like’s not he ought to be
fifty.”

At fifteen to one there was no de-
mand for Isaiah, so the price length-
ened to twenty, and later a gentle old
man with white whiskers wandered
through the betting ring, sowing a crop
of crumpled five- do lar notes at odds
of one hundred to five. No one paid
the slightest attention to him; few re-
membered having seen him before.
When he had accumulated a fat packet
of pasteboards the old man went down
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by the fence, and unshipped a battered
field glass.

By this time the seven jumpers had
reached the starting point, opposite the
grand stand, in the infield, the steeple-
chase course stretching in a large figure
eight before them. The starter, with a
red flag, was stationed some distance
in front of the horses; and the assist-
ant starters, armed with whips, were
herding the nervous animals into some-
thing like a straight line. Arabi and
Prince Wang, being seasoned cam-
paigners, and knowing what was ex-
pected of them, stood perfectly still,
refusing to waste their strength in wild
plunges and ineffectual -dashes down
the course. The hoarse voice of the
starter came f{faintly to the crowded
grand stand—a rumbling, complaining

monologue :

“No, no! I won’t let you go that
way! Dugan, you want me to fine
you? Don’t talk back to me? I ain’t
blind! Get that black horse into line.
Walk ’em up, now. That's it! All
together! Come on!”

A thousand-voiced grunt burst from
the grand stand as the seven big horses
leaped into a lumbering gallop. Old
Man Curry, leaning heavily upon the
fence, took a fresh grip upon his straw,
and sighed his relief. It was as fair
a start as an honest owner could wish
to see. :

When the red flag fell Ugly Joe
sprang to the front, and rushed reck-
lessly at the first barrier. Jockey Hen-
nessey cursed savagely, and sawed at
the bit; he might as well have argued
with a thunderbolt. Duffy, on Arabi,
was directly behind the crazy animal,
and, scenting calamity, pulled sharply
to the right, with a shrill yell of warn-
ing. McGuire, on Prince Wang, also
sheered wviolently, and the Prince car-
romed into Isaiah, knocking the big
black horse out of his stride. Isaiah
promptly shuffled out of the pack, and
dropped to the rear, thrashing his tail
angrily.

“Them Irishmen cert’'n’y don’t waste
no time,” thought Sidney Albert bit-
terly, wherein he wronged Duffy and
McGuire. The bumping of Isaiah had

been an accident, and a fortunate one,
it turned out to be, else Sidney Albert
and Isaiah would have been involved
in the smash which {followed. The
whole thing happened so quickly that
even the judges were not sure as to the
sequence of events.

Ugly Joe, attempting the almost im-
possible feat of taking the first obstacle
without slackening speed, sailed over
the barrier like a red streak, but could
not hold his footing, and crashed heav-
ily to the turf. Hennessey turned a
complete somersault, and came to grass
in a sitting posture, more surprised
than hurt. Doctor Boggs, next inside,
shied, took off short, and, jumping side-
wise, collided with Blue Peter in mid-
air. Both horses went down, and
Corkscrew Kelly and Dugan joined
Hennessey on the ground.

Dugan’s collar bone was broken—
not a new experience for Dugan—but
Kelly, rolling rapidly to the edge of the
track, escaped without a scratch, and
was able immediately to sit up and ex-
press an unexpurgated opinion of Hen-
nessey’s qualifications as a steeplechase
rider. ~

Prince Wang and Arabi went over
the jump neck and neck; Gondolier
blundered after them. Last of all came
Isaiah, feelings outraged, temper
ruffled, jerking his head from side to
side, and snorting his protest. Sidney
Albert spoke reassuringly to him, and
the black horse cleared the jump hand-
ily, and went on down the course, fifty
yards behind Gondolier.

Ugly Joe, the wicked cause of all the
trouble, scrambled to his feet, and set
out after the others, the empty stir-
rups banging at his sides. Doctor
Boggs rose stiffly, shivering as he hob-
bled away on three legs. Blue Peter
never moved after he struck the
ground. Thus, in a single breath, the
spectators had been given their glimpse
of turf tragedy—a crippled rider
groaning in the dirt; three horses out
of the race, two of them for all time;
and far down the course went Arabi
and Prince Wang, neck and neck.

After a few heart palpitations, a few
ejaculations, a few sympathetic groans
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from the females present, the specta-
tors turned their eyes to the survivors.
There were.other jumps on the course,
other risks to be taken, other chances
for a spill. Comford’s philosophy
wasn’t so far wrong, after all. Few
in the grand stand heard or under-
stood the distant pop of the pistol
which ended the career of Doctor
Boggs.

Ugly Joe, having furnished tragedy,
‘now essayed comedy. The grand stand
roared as he galloped past Isaiah and
ranged alongside Gondolier. In effect,
Ugly Joe seemed to say:

“What’s a rider more or less? Bet
you I can outrun you fo the next
jump.”

“Slim”  Sweeney, on Gondolier,
cursed heartily, and aimed a cut at Ugly
Joe with his whip. The riderless brute
dodged it, and pressed closer. At the
second jump he swerved into Gondo-
lier, and both horses fell, Sweeney’s
nose plowing a furrow in the turf.
That put another horse out of the run-
ning, and Isaiah, seeing this accident
from afar, had to be coaxed over the
second barrier.

“Come on, big hoss!” urged Sidney
Albert pleadingly. “Jump cautious,
and we got third money cinched.”

Away out in front, Arabi and Prince
Wang, first and second money at their
mercy, were running close together,
eating up the course in long, easy
strides. ’

Old Man Curry heard a voice in his
ear.

“All you got to do,” said Butch, “is
to keep going, and 1 win a show bet.”

Isaialh’s owner shook his head discon-
solately.

“They rammed into my hoss at the
start,” he complained. “Bumped him
clean outen his stride. He knew that
wasn’t right, and it’s made him mad.
Hel’s awful sensitive, Isaiah is. He
won't stand to be trifled with.”

“He’d never do better’n third against
jumpers like those in front,” said
Butch. “Look at ’em out there. I'd
like to know what Duffy and McGuire
are talkin’ about, wouldn’t you? They
got it all fixed up between ’em.”

As the leaders swung into the great
oval which marked the last circuit of-
the course, Duffy pulled Arabi a bit
closer to Prince Wang, and opened a
conversation with McGuire.

“Come on, Molly,” he said, “ride that
horse out! I got a good bet on him.”

“You what?” demanded McGuire,
with suitable profanity. “Quit your
kiddin’! Why, my folks are bettin’ on
you!”

For the fraction of a second, the
boys eyed each other; amazement and
incredulity numbed all other sensa-
tions,

“Why,” faltered Duffy, “I thought
it was the other way; I thought~and
I got fifty bucks of my own on that
one.” ‘

“Thought—rats !’ snarled McGuire.
“Didn’t we fix it up night before last?
You crossed me—ifor the price!”

“You lie!” almost screeched Dufty.
“And I got a man from Seattle bettin’
a chunk! You got to ride him out.”

For a few seconds neither spoke.
McGuire’s eyes were on the jump ahead
of them. Dulffy, stealing a glance at his
quondam accomplice, surprised a flick-
ering light in his eye—a light which
kindled an immediate suspicion.

“You ride that horse out, or I'll break
your neck!” screamed Duffy.

“T'll break your Seattle friend first,”
said McGuire ominously, measuring the
approaching obstacle shrewdly.

The trick was most artistically done,
but unless practice makes perfect of
what virtue 1s 1t? From the distant
grand stand it seemed that Prince
Wang faltered in front of the barrier,
and then blundered ever so slightly in
his leap. A touch of the knee, a shiit
in the saddle—these were two things
which the grand stand overlooked, as
did the judges. McGuire, acting his

- part perfectly, whirled through the air,

struck upon his side, rolled over once,
and stretched out at full length, limp
and apparently lifeless. A coroner
might have been deceived by his atti-
tude. But Dufty was not deceived. A
nas}}', mocking laugh pursued him as
Arabi thundered down the course alone.

“Cross me, will you?” murmured
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McGuire. “Go on now, and cash my
ticket.” -

“The crook!” panted Duffy. “He
makes me lose a real bet, and I've got
to ride this one for his money.”

Away in the rear, Sidney Albert cast
a pair of wide eyes on Jockey McGuire,
still motionless in the grass. Men were
running toward him. Out in the mid-
dle of the track several roustabouts
were pursuing Prince Wang to remount
and ride him home for the short end of
the purse. At the fence rail, DButch
Flynn was pounding Old Man Curry
on the back. ,

“You run second!” he shouted. “All
down but nine! Set ’em up again!”

Jockey Duffy, on the last balf mile,
with one more jump before him, and
then nothing but the flat stretch to the
wire~——]ockey Dufiy, huddled up on the
favorite—steamed with impotent rage.
What could he do? Nothing. That
was the worst of it. Duffy’s financial
interest in the race was gone beyond re-
call. His fifty-dollar ticket wasn’t
worth five cents, nor were all the tick-
ets which the man from Seattle was
to buy in the pool rooms downtown.
Gone—all gone! And why? Because
that thief of a McGuire got his wires
crossed, and put down a piking little
bet on the wrong horse! Earnestly
Jockey Duffy consigned all the Mec-
Guires to everlasting flame.

“I’'m standin’ to cop five or six hun-
dred for my bit,” thought Duffy, “and
that louse of a McGuire won't even
wait long enough to ask me will T spht
with him. He goes and does a Brodie
for his petty-larceny bet. Oh, why
didn’t 1 beat him to it?

“I could have done it at that first
jump,” reflected Dufty, * { I was
afraid of Dbeing jumped on by  the
others. Why didn’t I take a chance?
Now I got to bring this one home—ifor
McGuire.”

About here Jockey Duffy’s face grew
brick red. Over lis shioulder he saw
Prince Wang, still eluding pursuit, and
the black horse and the black boy. If
they could catch Wang, and the black
should fall—and why should Duffy ob-
lige a petty larcenist like McGuire?

These considerations whirled in Duffy’s
brain. There in front of him was the
last jump. Jockey Duffy ducked his
head, and stole a lock behind him.
Four men were carrying McGuire from
the track toward the paddock.

“Stall, you burglar!” thought Duffy.
“T'll give you something that will make
you sick. Now, what's your ticket
worth?”

Arabi rose lightly to the last barrier,
and Jockey Dufty, also a finished actor,
rose with him—too far. As Arabi’s
hoofs struck turf again Duffy pitched
forward upon the horse’s neck, clung
desperately for a few seconds, and then
slipped easily to the ground.

“And I guess that’ll hold you for a
while!” he said to himself. “Go cash
your ticket now.”

Sidney Albert Johnson, riding Isaidh
cautiously, with a prayer for each
jump, heard the deep roar from the
grand stand which marked the conclud-
ing incident. Then he saw Arabi, with
empty saddle, ” careening down the
course, '

“My ILawd!” breathed Sidney Al-
bert. “Come on, you black hoss—for
all the money! For all the money!
Put your feet to the ground, and come
on!”

For the first time in the race, Sidney
Albert sat down on Isaiah, and began
to ride him.

“Old man,” yelled Butch Flynn,
win! r

“you
You win!

Old Man Curry swallowed his heart
when Isaiah took the last jump in safe-
ty, and through a mist which nearly
blinded him he saw Sidney Alsert draw
his whip for a whirlwind finish. The
grand stand yelled with laughter as the
lone black horse crossed the line, ridden
out to the last inch.

A little later Old Man Curry climbed
the steps to the judges’ stand. Three
gentlemen, their faces set and stern, de-
sired to question him. lLater they
would interview Duffy and McGuire.

“Mr. Curry,” said the presiding
judge, a tall’” Kentuckian of distin-
guished appearance and seldierly bear-
ing, “we didn’t like the looks of that
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jumping race a little bit. No, suh. So
we thought we'd talk to you about it.
Mr. Curry, did you—bet on your horse
to-day?”

“Why, vyes, judge,” said Isaiah’s
owner slowly. “I bet quite some money
on him.” He put his hand into his
pocket, and brought out a fistful of
tickets. The judges glanced at them
hastily.

“All to win, I see,” said the Ken-
tuckian; “and to beat good horses.
Why ?”

“Judge,” said Old Man Curry ear-
nestly, “I bet to win because I thought
my lsaiah horse had a right nice chance
to come home in front. That’s the only
reason I know., He’s a good hoss,

judge, and———"
“Certainly,” said the tall judge im-
patiently. “But doesn’t it strike you as

suspicious that both the boys on the
short-priced horses should fall off to
let you win?”’

“Yes,” put in another judge, “we’d
like to know what you think about
that ?”

“What do I think?” repeated Old
Man Curry, turning his slouch hat in
his hands. “Why, gentlemen, it looked
to me like the hand of Providence!”

The judges quite naturally took very
little stock in the hand-of-Providence
theory, so they sent for and examined
the bookmakers’ sheets on the jumping
race, and what they found there led
them still deeper into darkness. Next
they sought information as to Old Man
Curry’s record, and the record of the
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found nothing to nourish their suspi-
cions. Then they cross-questioned Sid-
ney Albert Johnson, and found their
efforts vain and fruitless. Last of all,
an assistant judge gave McGuire and
Dufty a miserable half hour, and re-
turned to the stand shaking his head.
Those scalawags, case-hardened by ex-
perience, fearmg neither ‘man nor his
brief authority, stood pat; and the
bookmakers’ sheets furnished no clew
to the mystery so far as Duffy and
McGuire were concerned.

The tall judge summed up in short
sentences.

“Gentlemen,” said he, “we have ex-
amined the sheets from the betting
ring. They show that Mr. Curry was
the only man who bet on Isaiah to win.
If these other owners were in cahoots
with him, they would have hammered
that price to death. If McGuire and
Duffy had been betting on this long
shot we should have found the record
of it here. No question but those two
rapscallions were up to something, gen-

tlemen, but what was it? I give it
up.)l
“T guess,” said one of the assistant

judges, with a grin, “the old man was
‘about right when he said it was the
hand of Providence.”

“Hm-m!” said the Kentuckian
thoughtfully. “Providence better not
mix up in any more jumping races at
this track, or somebody will get him-
self ruled off for life.”

The one thing the judges missed was

- the bare-knuckle fight that evening be-

tween Duffy and McGuire. The rei-

right nice horse, Isaiah, and there they eree said that it was a draw.

e
THE MYSTERIOUS MR. WIND

IT was the coldest day Arkansas had ever experienced. In a little village in

the northern part of the State an old colored man emerged from his shack
shortly after ten o'clock in the morning. He was weighed down with clothing,
carrying, at a conservative estimate, about one hundred and ninety pounds of
~ wool and yarn, including three coats, two pairs of trousers, and a double equip-
ment of socks. So burdened was he by his wraps that he could hardly walk
Just as he reached the street corner, a fierce gust of wind hit his tottering form
and spun him half around.

As soon- as he could get his breath, he gasped out:

“’Fore Gawd, wind, where was you las’ August?”



The Right Bait'

By William Slavens Mc¢Nutt
Author of “*The Princess of Wachita,”” ‘Bill Heenan, Postman,”’ Elc.

’most any old bait.

Up in Alaska, where, if extravagant rumor is to be believed, wealth is
waiting to be gathered up by anyone who has the nerve and strength to go
into the land and brush off the snow, the tenderfoot sucker is likely to bite at
This would have been that kind of everyday tale, if Bill
Heenan hadn’t happened along. And Bill knew all there was to know about bait.

great number of types of men

who should never have enlisted

in the army of searchers aiter
the mythical pot at the rainbow’s end,
who invaded Alaska in the years iol-
lowing the first news of the Klondike
wealth.

He was a good hoy, Phil was—and
he was only a boy—but he was pitifully
unfit to *“‘sit in” in the world’'s greatest
gambling game. The main trouble
with Phil was that he had too much to
lose.

I‘or those who had tried in the ordi-
nary walks of life, and failed ; for those
to whom hope was a reminiscence; for
the strong in whom the “wanderlust”
was 1nnate, and whose adventurous
spirits were adroop with the general
humdrum of a normal, orderly life in
an orderly, civilized community—for
these Alaska was a Mecca; and the
hazard of the game that was played on
its gaming board of icy mountains,
treacherous rivers, and desolate, tundra
wastes, with the lives of the players for
chips, was as the wine of life to them.

It was to them what the field of battle
is to an ambitious soldier who has
drifled throughout years of a monot-
onous and inglorious peace.- They loved
the game for the game itself, and they
won if they lost.

7B

PHIL HAMMOND wasz one of a

Phil had no love of the game for the
game’s sake. The only emotion that
wild tales of the weird, bitter hardships
of the new land stirred in him was
dread.

For this reason, if for no other, he
never should have gone, for in a game
where the percentage is so overwhelm-
ingly against the player, there must be
a reward in the joy of the mere playing
of it, else to play at all is tragedy.

Then Phil made two fundamental
mistakes ; he took five thousand dollars
into the country with him-—a consider-
able sum in that it was nearly all he
had—and he left a bride of a year be-
hind him 1a their little five-room cot-
tage in Waverley, Iowa.

She was a pretty, demure, strait-
laced little thing, the daughter of a re-
tired farmer, and she worshiped young
Phil in an old-fashioned, “Alice-Ben-
Bolt” sort of a way, that might well
have driven iviser men than he into-
making far more foolish attempts to
accomplish things that would micasure
up to the gigantic standard of such a
woman’s belief in the all-power of
whomsoever lier love happens to mag-
nify to her.

For that is exactly why Phil went
North. He had a nice little business,
and he was making a nice, comfortable
living out of it, but he was very young
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and very much in love, and he hungered
mightily to be able to lay the contents of
the fabled pot at the tiny feet of the
misty-eyed, warm-lipped, wee goddess
who let him into heaven by the front
door every day at ten minutes past
twelve and ten past six.

Extravagant rumors about the wealth
that yellowed the earth in the North,
waiting to be gathered up by any one
who had the nerve and strength to go
into the land and brush off the snow,

were rife at the time—and widely be-

lieved!

Phil believed them; and throttling his

dread of the unknown and the bitter
ache that bit into the very core of his
heart at the mere thought of leaving
his wife and home, sold out his busi-
ness and started North with five thou-
sand dollars to get a slice of the moon
for the little woman who believed that
he could reach up and pluck the sun
out of its course if he really and truly
wanted to! She didn’t want him to go;
not a bit of it! She cried and begged;
worshiped him all the more for that
he did not yield to her entreaties; and
then, when he was gone, she sat placidly
down and busied herself figuring out
what they would do with the millions
and millions that he would bring back.
Wasn’'t he Phil?  Hadn’t he said he
would come back? Hadn’t he said he
would come back rich? Of course!
And besides, other people could see now
what she had known all along: that
Phil was really and truly a hero.
. He was! He suspected it himself,
By the time he arrived at Skagway he
was morally sure of it, and after he had
negotiated Chilkoot Pass and the Rapids
he was absolutely certain! Within
twenty-four hours after he reached
Dawson City another suspicion, that had
been steadily growing in his mind from
the time he had embarked on the North-
bound boat in Seattle, became a cer-
tainty : he was a fool.

Some conception of the stunning huge-
ness of the country was his; a little glim-

mer of the true proportion of the odds -

against him; the knowledge that every
likely foot of ground within a radius of
a hundred miles of Dawson was staked,

and that there were thousands of men,
eagerly waiting the news of any new
strike, ready and eager to stake their
lives in a rush to it on the chance that
it might be a bona-fide one and that they
might be one of the lucky few to make
a rich location.

He had come, as hundreds of others
had come-—the ludicrous pity of it!—
with the firm belief that once he got
into the country his fortune was made.
He found himself in a place where
money was as plentiful as in Wall

" Street, and a good deal harder to get!

It was too late to turn back, or so the
dazed, lonely, disillusioned boy thought,
so he got a job and stayed on; buoyed
with a Micawberish hope that somethig
would turn up; a ludicrous and pathetic
figure in the human moil of the wild,
raw camp.

So it came about that one day early
in June of the following year, he sat on
an upturned box in a cabin on a creck
some fifteen miles from Ophir, with his
back to the open door, staring with a
horrified, hypnotic sort of expression at
a blue-barreled forty-five that he held in
his right hand. Just what would have
happened if his trancelike absorption in
the study of the gun had not been in-
terrupted is a matter of conjecture, for
a voice from behind him broke the spell:

“How, son?” ‘

Phil started up and turned toward
the door, instinctively hiding the gun be-
hind him as he rose. A huge-bodied,
middle-aged man stood in the doorway
leaning forward slightly to balance the
pack on his back, studying the startled
boy with a quizzical, all-wise grin. He
was a blond man with a wide, heavy-
jawed face and small, squinted, blazing
blue eves.

“Why—why, hello!
Hello! How—how
stammered.

The big man chuckled silently and
wriggled out of his pack straps.

“Don’t ye never do it, son!” he said,
as he swung his pack to the floor.
“Things ain’t never that bad; never!
Any old time ye get to thinkin’ that

How d'ye do?
are you?”  Phil
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they are, just you remember that they
ain’t!”

Young Hammond flushed
“Why—why, what—what do
mean?” he demanded.

“That’s all right, son; don’t get
miffed. I don’t mean nothin’., I'm just
tellin’ ye that things ain’t never that bad.
They can always get worse or get bet-
ter, an’ y’always want to stick around
an’ see what happens.”

Phil hung his head.

hotly.
you

“I—I wasn't

going to do it, you know,” he said
sheepishly.

“Sure ye wasn't!” the other agreed
heartily, “Sure mnot! Heenan’s my

name ; Bill Heenan.

“No, I

“Well, le’s eat. You get that fire goin’
and I'll show ye somethin’ worth lookin’

"I just come down from up Nulato
way. I got some potatoes off an up-
river boat up there; some regular sure-
‘nough potatoes, hear me! DBet y'ain’t
had none this spring, have ye? Sure
not! Your belly’'s got the jimjams,
that's what's ailin’ you. Man does get
that way! You stoke a mess o' them
spuds into ye an’ you'll feel like some-
thin’.”

Heenan’s assertive good humor was
irresistible, and by the time the meal
was cooked the lonely, desperate boy
was laughing almost hysterh,ally at his
rough jokes and quizzical badinage. It
was the first bit of even temporary re-
lief from the sense of loss and utter
failure that he had had in the whole bit-
ter vear; for he had been obsessed to
the point of insanity with his grief, and
his moodiness had caused him to be
tabbed as “uppish” by every one, and
severely let alone in consequence. All
during the meal Heenan, through his
pretense of jocularity, was studying the
boy keenly. IHe interested and attract-
ed the big fellow. His boyish helpless-
ness stirred something of the paternal in
the rugged, insolently self-reliant old-
timer. After they had eaten he skill-
fully drew from the boy the whole
funny, pathetic story.

“—— and so I worked there in Daw-
son until this spring,” Phil concluded,
“and then I came over here. They said

Y’et dinner yet?”

the strike herce was a very rich one, and
I thought there might be an opportunity
for me to get hold of something. It
took all T had made in the year working
over there to get my outfit and get over
here. 1 still had my five thousand that
I brought with me when I came up here,
but I—I His voice quavered, and
he winced and swallowed hard. “I
guess I was—pretty easy! I hired a
man from down in Ophir to come up
here and tell mc what he thought of tlus
ground. He just went away this morn-
ing. Ile says that therc isn’t anything
here"at all. He says that the fellows
who sold it to me must have salted it
on me. [ guess I—I Gee! It hit
me kind of hard at first! I thought I—
had it at last.”

Heenan grunted. “Um! They grab
ye for the whole roll, did they?”

Phil nodded. “They got it all. I
thought it was very rich here. They
panned dirt from several places on the
claim, and each pan ran from four to
five dollars. They—they said they were
tired of the country and wanted to get
out right away, I Gee! T was
pretty easy all right!”

“We all falli Wio were the guys
trimmed ye?”

“There were two of them; one of
them 1s a fellow they call Doc Adams,
and the other one’s name is Bender.”

“Um? Doc Adams and Looloo Ben-
der, hey? Huh! This job’s just about
theu size.’

“Do you know them?”

“Yeh! One sweet pair o crooks,
them two! Did they get out o the
country like they said they was goin’
to?”

“No, they're still down at Ophir.”

“Um; what do you figure on doin’”

“I don’t know. Do you think there's
any chance of my going to law some-
how and i

“Not a chance!
it1”

Heenan sprawled back and smoked
long with closed eyes. Finally his face
crinkled in a slow grin and he sat up.

“I reckon if ye had that little old five
thousan’ o’ yourn back in your pants
you’d hit for home, huh? Sure ye

k4

Up here? Iorget
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would! You ain’t got no business
roamin’ around up here in this man’s
land. You got a wife an’ a home; an’
five thousan’s a nice little piece o’
change back in that country, ain’t it?
Sure! You could go back an’ get start-
ed again dead easy. Now, listen: I'm
goin’ to strike it right up in here this
year. That ain’t guesswork. I got a
straight tip on some ground up in here
an’ 1 know what I'm goin’ after. I'm
goin’ to do you a little turn, younker;
you and me’s goin’ pardners. We split
two ways on whatever either one of us
turns up, see? Now, this thing I'm
goin’ after may not be a lot rich, but
I'm dead certain you're goin’ to get
enough out of it for your share to make
up your five thou. You get that much
out of it anyhow, an’ when ye get it
you beat it out o’ here an’ hike for
home! Y’on?”

Phil fought hard to master his twitch-
ing face. “Mr. Heenan,” he half blub-
bered, “I—I don’t—I don’t know
how——"

“Sure ye don’t! An’ cut out that
‘mister’ stuff; I don’t like it. Now I'm
goin’ on down to Ophir. I want ye to
follow me along about to-morrow some
time. It ain’t no good for you to be up
here alone. But when ye get down
there don’t let on that ye ever met e,
There’s goin’ to be some rush up to this
place where I got this tip on this piece
o’ ground when the word about it gets
out, an’ I want to get in there on the
Q. T, an’ dig around an’ get the best lo-
cation, see? I got to work awful soft-
footed for a while, an’ one can keep
still easier’'n two. You just come on
down to Ophir an’ stick around camp
there an’ keep your shirt on an’ your
motith shut till T get this thing framed
right. If nobody knows you know me,
nobody’s goin’ to try an’ pump ye about
what I'm pullin’ oft, see? So when ye
see me around camp just pass me up
till T give ye the high sign.”

A few minutes later Heenan bade
good-by to a much bewildered but al-
most frantically happy and thankful boy
and trudged away down the bank of the
creek toward the camp. At the bend,
two hundred yards distant from the
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shack, he stopped for a moment and
looked back with a certain puzzled ex-
pression of inquiry in his eyes, liftcd
his hat, and scratched his tousled, yel-
low head perplexedly.

“Me—I'm plain boob!” he muttered
disgustedly. *“I always did fall hard
for an onery, well-meamn’ little mutt
like him. Dog-gone it!”

He jammed his hat back on his head
petulantly, sighed, and started on.

When Phil reached the camp on the
afternoon of the following day, Heenan
was there and also Adams and Bender.
The anxiety of these two to get out of
the country had evidently subsided. Phil
met Heenan in Dutch Louie’s place, and
Bill passed him without the slightest
flicker of recognition. The next day
Heenan was gone, no one knew where,
but he was freely gossiped about.

“Heenan’s clean, I'm tellin’ ye,” Phil
overheard a man in louie’s place de-
clare. “He tried to hook me for a
piece o’ change last night to sit in in a
darn little summer game that was run-
nin’ on the side here. Any old time Bill
floats around tryin’ to make a touch for
a measly ten-specker to get into a little
two-dollar limit game where they ain’t
fifty dollars in sight, I reckon he’s all
in, ain’t he? You bet he i1s! 1 tell ye
he ain’t got the price of a drink on him.”

“He won’t be short for a long while,”
another spoke up. “I know Bill. He’s
got that old luck thing trained to come
a-runnin’ an’ eat out o’ his hand when
he whistles. He’'ll be there with the big
roll somehow when a lot of us in this
camp are bummin’ our eats. At that I
ain’t seen Heenan flat for a right long
time.”

“Ah, he’s lucky all right, but he’ll
never have nothin,” Doc Adams de-
clared. “He’s got a weakness. Ile falls
hard for the wheel, an’ he’s got a bug
for this system thing. Get a few drinks
into him, an’ get him started playin’
that system he’s nut over an’ he’ll blow
the whole sack, no matter how heavy
she is. He’ll never have nothin’!”

“He’s short on keepin’ it all right,
Bender agreed. “But he’s long on get-
tin’ it, believe me. Scotty herc's right;
he’s plumb lucky! 11 he’s out prospectin’
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—an’ I reckon he is—I wouldn’t ask
nothin’ better’n to tag along an’ take my
chances with him. I'm tellin® ye he’ll
uncover somethin’,”

Three days later Heenan walked into
Louie’s place, called for a drink for the
house, and paid for it in dust out of a
poke that lit on the bar with a very opu-
lent thud when he tossed it down. Then
he walked back to the roulette layout
and bought five hundred dollars’ worth
of chips. Looloo Bender edged his way
through the crowd to Doc Adams.

“I told ye so,” he whispered excited-
ly. “lle’s got somethin’.  Sure he has!
He beat it out o’ here four days back
with nothin’ an’ now he’s heeled right.
We got to get busy and follow him up
when he goes out again. I tell you he’s
hit it!”

“The biggest boob in the place is wise

enough to know that!” Adams retorted
disgustedly. “O’ course he’s hit it. But
we're a year late on that follow-up idea.
This whole camp’s just about thinkin’
that saimme bright thought. Everybody'll
be on the move when he leaves.”
,. “He knows his way in the brush at
that! It ain’t goin’ to be no ‘dirty mor-
tal’ to follow humn out if he don’t want to
be trailed—an’ it’s a pipe he don’t. The
whole gang’s hep, but we might beat the
gate on ‘em.”

Adams nodded. “It’s worth a play.
Keep near the door an’ we'll give it a
tr)/'-”

Adams was right. Within twenty
minutes after Heenan bought and paid
for the first drink out of his well-filled
poke, every one in the camp knew that
he had struck something, and all were
figuring on a sure means of keeping him
in sight. '

Phil was among the crowd who
watched Bill lose his five hundred on a
dozen spins of the wheel. When Hee-
nan lost his last chip he %L)lrned away and
started for the door. n his way out
through the crowd he jostled against
Phil and whispered quickly:

“Keep still an’ wait.” _

Then he walked on out, and the crowd
followed him, hesitantly at first and with
a certain attempt at dissimulation, but
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as a jam formed at the door they threw
aside pretense and fought in a panicky
rush to get outside and keep Heenan
in sight. Once outside they stopped.
Those wha had gotten out first were
shouting to those behind to stop push-
ing.
“He stops by Dandy’s cabin down
there an’ flashes a gun,” some one out in
front volunteered in explanation. “An’
he says he’s goin to wait there a piece of
a half an hour, an’ the first guy makes
a play to get away from here ahead o
that time he’ll plug him. That's what
he says. An’ then he hikes off around
the corner o’ the cabin there. I don’t
know whether he’s a-layin’ around back
o’ there waitin’ for some of us to make
a break, or whether he's bluffed us all
out an’ made his get-away, an’ I ain’t
aimin’ to try an’ find out neither!”

The crowd murmured and threatened
and planned for fiftcen minutes, and by

~the time they got up courage to make

an investigation en masse, Heenan was
gone; and though they scoured the
brush in every direction for the next
five days no one found any trace of him,
He had not filed on his claim at the re-
corder’s office, so there was absolutely
nothing for the frantic crowd to go by.

“He’s stallln’” till he can get the tip
out to some friends o’ his from some-
wheres else,” Scofty Welsh complained
bitterly. “That ain't right! I hope
somebody turns up an’ jumps his"darn
claim 'fore he gets a chance to file on it.
Serve him right!”

On the evening of the sixth day after
his  disappearance Heenan walked
calmly into Louie’s and ordered a drink.
The men crowded around him., and
talked volubly” about everything in the
world except the one thing that they
all wanted to talk about. Heenan took
a number of drinks, and waxed loqua-
cious on every subject save the one they
wanted to hear him talk about.

“ILook here, Heenan,” Scotty blurted
out at length with a nervous laugh.
“Ain’t no use o’ keeping up this stall no
longer. We're wise to you an’ you're
wise to us. We all know you’ve hit
somethin’, an’ we all know ye ain’t filed
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on it yet. What’s the idea? We don't
feel like we was gettin’ a square deal.”

“Hit somethin’!” Heenan repeated.
“Me? You're crazy! 1 ain’t hit noth-
in’. What got that idea into your
head ?”

“Aw, come out o’ that, Billl We
know you've hit it an’ hit it right. Ye
was in here a little while back flat broke,
an’ then a few days later ye come in out
o’ the brush with a stake. If ye didn’t
hit somethin’, where'd ye get that dust?”

Heenan laughed “You're sure a
bunch o' gossipy old women all right.
Why, I borrowed that stake off o’ Dutch
here! Didn't I, Dutch?”

From behind the bar Dutch grinned
and nodded assent. “QOh, sure!” he
said, “You borrowed it off me! T lend
money to anybody, don’t 17

The crowd laughed in appreciation of
this, for Dutch had a reputation for
never loaning money to any one under
any circumstances,

“What’s the idea, Heenan?’ Scotty
persisted. “Why don’t ye file on what-
ever ye got an’ give us that’s in here a
fair chance on this? What are ye doin’?
Hidin’ out till ye can get a bunch o’ your
friends from some place else tipped off ?
That ain’t no square way to treat us
that’s in here on the ground!”

“I'm tellin’ ye an’ tellin’ ye right that
T ain’t got nothin’!” Heenan retorted
hotly. “I’ve told ye that flat, an’ the
next one asks me what I've struck I'll
take it they're makin’ me out a liar!”

That was the end of the questioning.
Heenan stood long at the bar, drinking
steadily, and became very noisy.

“Dutch, ye tight-fisted old skinflint!”
he shouted loudly at length, “Get ready
to die o’ heart failure, 'cause I'ntgoin’
to check-rack ye! I got the hunch I'm
due, Dutch, an’ I got the dust to follow
my system through. I'm goin’ to check-
rack the joint!”

He swaggered over to the wheel and
bought a thousand dollars’ worth of
chips.

“Pinch all ye can while I'm playin’,”
he admonished the man behind the lay-
out. “You'll need all ye can graft, 'cause
you're goin’ to be out of a job when I
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get done with ye.
rack the house!”

“He’s off!” Phil overheard Doc
Adams declare to Bender. “IHe’ll go
through for everything he’s got an’ all
he can get his mitts on now. I know
him. He'll blow the whole works for
whatever he can cash it for once he
goes clean with what he’s got on him.
Keep on the job an’ there may be some
pickings.”

Poor Phil’'s heart contracted pain-
fully. He stood and watched in an
agony of helplessness while Heenan lost
the first thousand dollars at the wheel.

“Come with another stack the same
size,” the big fellow ordered when the
first thousand was gone. “I'm goin’ to
check-rack the joint to-night. I'm due,
an’ I got the dust to play my system
through. She’s bound to win if I fol-
low 1t through. l\Iloht as well give 1t
all to me now an’ save time. I'm goin’
to check-rack ye, I tell ye!”

He lost the second thousand within
fifteen minutes, while Phil tried unsuc-
cessfully to catch his eye, and convey
some sort of warning to him.

When the final bet that wiped out his
second thousand was lost, Heenan
squinted at the layout and scratched his
head perplexedly.

“Little bit shy,” he.admitted. “That
cleans me for what I got with me. I
thought I sure had enough to follow
through, lucky as I feel to-night! Hey,
Dutch! Want to loan me another
thousan’ to bust ye with?”

“Ah, I've loaned you too much al-
ready!” Louie answered with a laugh.

“Oh, all right!” Heenan turned and
faced the crowd. “Who'll stake me?”
he inquired {feverishly, “Come on,
somebody ; stake me to a thousan’ an’
I'll split my winnin’s clear through!”

No one volunteered. One man made
a move to step forward, but another
caught him by the sleeve and pulled him
back.

“Nix on that!” he warned. “He’s
broke now an’ he’s soused. He’ll hit
for wherever he’s gettin’ this dust, an’
he’ll be a cinch to follow now. He's
drunker’n a boiled owl”

“Come on, stake me,

I'm goin’ to check-

somebody 1”
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Heenan begged. “I'm due, I tell ye!
_There’s nothin” to it!  All I neced 1s
enough to play my system through till

she turns. I can’t lose, I tell ye! It'sa
dirty mortal cinch! Stake me, some-
body !

Doc Adams stepped up to him. “I

ain’t stakin’ ye for nothin’, Bill,” he
whispered. “You've got somethin’
around here somewheles Tout me

right on that an” we’ll talk business.”

“1 ain’t got nothin’!” Heenan reiter-
ated with almost tearful petulance.
“I've told ye that before, but I'm due
to-night, Doc. I am! Come on an’
stake me an’ T'll split all T win. T gota
system, Doc, an’ I'm due to-night. I
can’t lose if I can play it through! Stake
me!”’

“Doc’s got him,” a man near where
Phil stood remarked. “He's ripe, an’
Doc sure 1s one fancy little plucker.
He'll trim him for all he knows, an’
Louiell get the rest!”

“Stake me, somebody! Stake mel”
Heenan Dbegged on desperately. “I'm
due, I tell ye! I can check-rack the
place! Just enough to follow my system
through! Stake me!” He was fairly
crying with desperation.

Adams caught him by the arm, and
nodded toward the open door of a little
room in the rear of the place.

“Come on back in there an’ T’ll fix it
up with ye, Bill. T’ll stake ye all right,
Come on!”

Heenan started to follow him, raving
drunkenly that he was due and could
check-rack the place. It was too much
for Phil. He rushed forward and
grabbed Heenan by the arm.

“Don’t, Heenan! Don't!” he begged
wildly. “He'll cheat you out of every-
thing just like he did me. You're drunk
now, Heenan. Wait till

Heenan’s fist caught him flush on the
mouth, and he sprawled, stunned, on his
back on the floor ten feet away.

“Who’s that fresh young squirt?”
Heenan inquired angrily. “Tellin’ me
I'm drunk! Who is he?”

“That’s all right, Heenan. He’s just
a kid. Come on!” Doc urged.

They entered the little room in the
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rear, and Adams slammed the door shut
behind him. Phil rose from the floor
and sank into a chair by a table to bury
his head in his outflung arms in an
agony of utter despair. The crowd
waited, tensely eager. One man voiced
the thought of all: “Watch Doc now.
He'll get the dope. Keep track o’ him
an’ he'll lead us to it.”

“Poor old Heenan!” another sympa-
thized. “Same old story! I've known
him for ten years, an’ he always does
the same thing Hits it right time an’
agam an’ then gets a few drinks in him_
an’ goes .foolish an’ blows the whole’
thing. It's too bad!”

“Serve him right!” Scotty \Nelsh
spoke up bitterly. “Hittin’-it rich an’
then stallin’ the bunch like he’s been
doin’! I hope Doc trims him proper.’

A moment later Adams stuck his
head out the door. “Bender,” he called.
“Come here.”

Bender hurried into the room, and
the door was closed again. Ten minutes
later the two men came -out together,
Their poker training was of little use to
them in their palpable attempt to mask
the exultation that was in them. They
tried to walk to the front door casually,
but before they were haliway to it they
broke and ran, and the crowd ran after
them. And so started a wild stampede
that has been described over many a
camp fire in the North. When Heenan
came out, the barroom was empty save
for Dutch Louie behind the bar and’
young Hammond sprawled over the top
of a table with his head hugged tight
in his arms. Heenan surveyed the empty
room and laughed.

“All gone, Dutch?” he inquired.

Louie nodded. “It does beat all!” he
philosophized dreamily. lhey stum-
bled over their own feet runnin’ after
it. The more I see 0’ people the more
I think sheep is four-legged humans!”

Heenan walked over to Hammond
and dropped a leather poke on the table
in" front of him.

“Sorry I had to bat ye in the mouth,
son, but I had to do it to make my play
good. I told ye to keep still; ye ought
to done it. There's the money Doc
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flimmed ye out of an” a few hundred to
boot. You hang onto your belt an’ hit
for that wife o yourn an’ where ye
belong. You can get a down-river bhoat
up in Nulato an’ catch the Seattle boat
out o’ Nome, an’ don’t you never, never
come gold huntin’ again!”

Phil was staring open*mouthed, first
at Heenan, who scemed entirely sober,
and then at the bulging gold poke on the
table in front of him.

“ Why—why—what—what ? he
gasped. “I thought—I thought ’

“Ye thought I was in for a trimmin’,
hey? Huh? When I'm trimmed I
trim myself for the fun I get out o’
throwin’ my money away. I don’t stand
for nobody else trimmin’ me when [
don’t want to be trimmed. Not me!
That there sack i1s what“Doc Adams
paid me for a half interest in a claim
o’ mine back there in the brush a piece.”

“Heenan! You sold a half interest
in your claim—for me?”’

“You earned it. You gimme the
idea,” THeenan took a greasy, fat wal-
let from his hip and opened it. It was
full of bills,

“This here’s the chechahco money
you paid them guys for that claim youn
bought off o' them. Me an’ Dutch
here splits this two ways. Bender
gimme it for the other half interest in
claim ¢’ mine I was tellin’ ye about.”
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Heenan laughed and patted the bewil-
dered boy’s shoulder.

“I'll tell ye how it come up, son. A
guy I met up in Nulato staked this
claim in here last year. He made the
papers over to me for the price of a
couple o’ drinks just ’fore I left there
to come down here.”

‘Then it—it isn’t valuable?”

“Anybody that pays the price o’ one
drink for it is stuck.”

“But the money! You came back
with a poke full of dust every time
you left——""

"I never left. Dandy down here was
in on the play. I slipped around the
corner o his shack an’ climbed in
through the window an’ laid low tll I

got ready to show up again. [ told
them boobs the truth. I told ’em 1
didn’t have nothin’. I didn’t. I told

’em 1 borrowed the money off Louie
here. I did—an’ then played it back
into his game! They ain’t none of ’em
got any kick comin’. I told ’em all the
truth, I couldn’t help it if they thought
I had somethin’, could I? Sure not!”

Louie rested his elbows on the bar
and shook his head sadly. ‘“‘Poor
boobs! They wasn’t hungry, but they
ate it up!” he mused.

“I baited ‘em right.” Heenan said.
“I put my weakness on the hook, an’
they swallowed it whole.”

.\’
I\

A NEW DEFINITION OF C. O. D.

R. COHEN was a bankrupt.

He had given the town of Lancaster, Penn-

sylvania, a striking illustration of how to run a retail business on a grand
scale until the wholesale houses had demanded payment of him for what he

had bought.

He went to New York and entered the offices of the firm which

had been stung by his bankrupt activities.
Throbbing with optimism, he explained to Mr. Oddenheim that he intended

to start a new business and wanted to buy a long line of goods.

Mr., Odden-

heim stuck his head out of the door and yelled out abruptly:

“Isaac, come down here!
1t is Mr. Cohen, of Lancaster.

Mr. Cohen is here and wants to buy a lot of stuff.
Mr. Cohen, C. O. D.”

At this Mr, Cohen was greatly angered.
"~ “What do you mean?” he inquired, with heat. “Is not my credit good for
ninety days? What do you mean by describing me as ‘C, O. D.?”
“Now, don’t be alarmed, Mr. Cohen,” said the junior member of the firm.
“That *C. O. D.” does not reflect on your credit. 'When I called out to Isaac, T

3 '!’

said *C. O, D That simply means ‘Come Omediately Down’!



The Curio Collector

. BEING ANOTHER ADVENTURE OF YORKE NORRQY, DIPLOMATIC AGENT

By George Bronson-Howard
Author of ““An Enemy lo Society,” ‘' Yorke Norroy,” FEfc.

(A Noveletie)

IN the antechanﬂber where Yorke

Norroy stood awaiting the appear-

ance of one Talbot Blake—a young

gentleman who fancied himself a
connoisseur of the arts and a man
about town—the most conspicuous dec-
orations were the photographs of pretty
women and pictures having to do with
the adventures of pink-coated hunts-
men. They were hung together in a
mad jumble, as if the owner’s imagina-
tion were divided confusedly between
the chase of wild beasts and the quest
of the unattainable She. The secret
agent, his keen eyes missing nothing,
wondered idly how thoroughly the fel-
low distinguished between the two pur-
suits—if at all; then he let his curiosity

stray to the costly knickknacks scat-~

tered about, and concerned himself
with whatever niceties of the man’s
taste there were.

Wealth he saw in abundance, and
evidence of travel in the quantities of
booty from the bypaths of the world;
but the few really choices pieces might
have been selected by the agent of a
public museum. The man of taste in
Norroy grew inwardly satirical at the
farcical result of clumsy money spend-
ing, and he smiled; but more than half
of the smile was satisfaction, for
Blake’s benighted condition regarding
the real values in art would make Nor-
roy’s access to the man’s curio cases
simpler.

The secret agent had interrupted—
reluctantly, and only because the call
was overdue—a bracing walk on a
" February afternoon by a chat with one

of the subordinates he employed in his
prolonged war against the drug trust.
A few whispered sentences from the
man, and Norroy was again sauntering
along Fifth Avenue, his mind now bus-
ily searching for data concerning the
identity of Talbot Blake. He could
not place the man in bis acquaintante;
and it had required the three minutes
that had just passed properly to con-
struct a mental image of Blake from
his habitation.

The young man appeared at the door
of his bedroom, the frown of inquiry
changing quickly to courtesy as he took
in the lean, modishly clad figure before
him nonchalantly waiting to be ad-
dressed.

“Mr. Michael Trask?’ ventured
Blake, reading from the card Norroy
had given his servant. “Have we met
before? I think n ?

The last word trailed into vagueness
as Norroy moved his head noncommit-
tally, silencing his questioner with a
half-persuasive, half-peremptory smile.
In a moment Norroy had seated him-
self, at Blake’s bidding, and was hold-
ing the man’s attention with his whim-
sical comments on the pictures, his
penetrating little thrusts at art in gen-
eral, his backward glances at the young
fellow’s foreign haunts, given with the
authority of one who himself had trav-
eled at random to the four corners of
the earth.

“And, apropos of Chinese art,” Nor-
roy continued, “a pawnbroker to whom
I go occasionally for curios tells me
that you possess a certain jade piece—
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a plate of phenomenally deep green,
carved with Chinese ideographs. The
only two buyers in New York whom
the fellow allowed to hear of that jade
were you—and myself. We were
chosen because of the supposed length
of our purses, I dare say. At any rate, 1
arrived at the shop ten nunutes too late.
You had just gone. Oddly enough,
the piece has a peculiar value to me—a
value of association. Luckily 1 have
the means just now to satisfy my fancy.
I am happy to offer you double the
price you gave.”

The offer was made with all Nor-
roy’s quiet effectiveness, part of which
was the finality of his tone. And so com-
pletely had the secret agent assured
himself of this bargain that as he spoke
his eyes had wandercd to the window.
When they returned to Blake’s face,
Norroy was amazed to find a small
tempest at work in it. The wrath grew
as Blake digested his caller’'s words
slowly, and presently he was walking
about the room, gesticulating violently.

“Am I never to hear the last of this
plate?” he cried. “I tell you no—no
for the twentieth time. 1 bought the
plate because I wanted it, and that’s a
good reason for keeping it. Moreover,
I don’t want to get any more offers. [

refuse to be badgered. Go back and
tell Phil Hurrish——"
“Hurrish?” Norroy put in, He was

looking at the man calmly, amused at
the display, and waiting for the word
that explained it.

“Yes, of course—Hurrish,” Blake
stormed on. “You're the fifteenth man
he’s sent to me if he’s sent one———"

“The fifteenth?”  Norroy leaned
back in his chair, and laughed heartily,
adding half to himself: “Hurrish is a
busy man.”

“Anyhow, a dozen—and that’s a
dozen téo many,” Blake raged, mal-
treating a cigarette in his fingers until
he broke it.
the brains of the drug trust, and the
grasping fingers of it, too, with that
cold eye and his oily words—and of-
fered me half again what I paid. Why
he wants it I don’t know, and I don’t
care. Then he sent his wife, who hap-

“First he came himself—
~of an afternoon.
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pens to be my second cousin; and she
begged for it on the ground of rela-
tionship, just as if she bhadn’t side-
tracked me socially more than once
when she was after bigger game. Then
young Phil appeared—the whole fam-
ily on the job, you see—with his idiotic
monocle, and he lisped out a request.
I came near kicking him downstairs.
Then a raft of special agents pulled
my doorbell, some disguised, and some
not, until I'm driven mad with simply
hanging on to the thing that I paid my
good money for. And, anyhow, now
wouldn’t I be a rare fool not to put
grappling hooks on a piece valuable
enough to raise a cloud of offers like
that? You can see for yourself——"
Blake was growing restive under Nor-
roy’s piercing gaze. He caught his
breath, his words coming slower:

“If you hadn’t looked like anything
in the world rather than a friend of
Hurrish, 'd——" The sentence faded
of its own accord, while Norroy waited
patiently, steadily.

“If you have anything more to say,
don’t let me interrupt.” Blake’s visitor
was standing now, his gloved hand on
his stick.

The young fellow shook his head,
his eyes fixed on Norroy’s expression-
less face.

“Then let me observe that I am not
a friend of Hurrish,” said Norroy
quietly at length. “I have never seen
him—I dare say I never shall. As to
the jade plate, the matter can—ah—
can wait. I regret disturbing you. If
the plate’s value should ever lessen to
you, kindly consult my card as to my
address. My offer is open indefinitely.
’Afternoon.”

Norroy strolled out nonchalantly, but
behind the keen eyes his mind had been
stung into life by the barriers raised
about the jade in the last ten minutes.
He had gone to Blake supposing that
the recovery of the plate was the affair
Now he knew that
he must make new and well- lald plans
at once.

He tapped his slender, pohshed stick
against his leg as he threaded the Fifth
Avenue crowds. Before he realized it
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he was in Washington Square, and
evening had come. A glance at his
watch, and he was making his way
slowly westward toward an address in
Greenwich Village.

11,

Three days later a heavy snowstorm
began at dawn to blanket New York.
It besieged the door of a bright little
flower shop on East Torty-eighth
Street, apparently enraged at the glow
of spring within. Since early morning
Holly Lea, behind the crowded, bril-
liant pots, had watched the storm war-
ily, not at all dismayed at the slack
business—indeed, well content with it.
The two customers who had heretofore
broken her peace found her listiessly
staring at a point in the snow behind
their backs. She had made the sales
rapidly, after a cursory glance at their
faces, then retired to her post near the
window without a word.

It was now eleven o’clock, and for
the first time she frowned, peering into
the snowstorm an*clously when a
muffled stamping occurred on the
threshold. Instantly she was at the
counter again, her eyes on the door. A
man entered, and at sight of his face,
framed in damp fur, the muscles tight-
ened in the girl’s delicate wrists. A
slight flush came to her cheek, but in
her expression there was only the busi-
nesslike courtesy of the saleswoman.

To the girl Talbot Blake was the
arch type of that curious human New
York orchid, drawings of whom are
spattered through the pages of the
comic weeklies, and who is gencrally
to be seen leaving motors to enter [Fifth
Avenue clubs. He had twenty thou-
sand a year; his occupation of spend-
ing it solely on himself gave him an
exotic distinction that is like none
other; his tastes were numerous, ex-
pensive, and occasionally discriminat-
ing; and certainly the iolly he loved
dearest was the absorbing folly of
women. These ideas rushed through
her head as the man appeared on the
threshold.

Evidences of other tastes, however,
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she knew there were in his spacious
apartment over the way from the
flower shop—a leaning toward Oriental
damasks, a penchant for rare ivories, a
veritable passion for Chinese 1ade
which he incessantly indulged. The
girl had kept a mental picture of this
apartment—of which she knew nothing
save the description—in her head
throughout the forenoon. The appear-
ance of its owner intensified the vision.

“That looks like Japanese carved
ivory against the black coat,” she said,
half to herself, as she pinned in his

buttonhole the gardenia for which
Blake had asked.

~ The man about town paused in the
act of regarding the flower, and noted
the candid lock in the eye across the
counter. He liked it because it non-
plused him; he was familiar with all
of the expressions in women’s eves,
perhaps, except the direct one.

“Carvings-—you?” he stammered, as
if a knowledge of the arts were an in-
decorous thing m a shopgirl. He
checked himself, and went on hurriedly
as she gave a slight nod: “Have you
seen those in the Granby collection—
the seventeenth-century Jap picces? 1
got two of ’em at their auction last
month. Would yvou—would ” He
faltered again before Holly’s open eyes.
With no change in candor, a spark of
encouragement appeared in them. She
leaned over the counter, and spoke to
him as directly as she would have spo-
ken to her brother:

“I love ivories, and I'm particularly
fond of Japanese workmanship.”

“Would you like to see these?”
Blake gave his invitation in a breath.
The moment 1t was given Holly Lea’s
muscles relaxed behind the protecting
flowers; she shifted her weight from
foot to foot.

“When?” he queried.
for tca—for luncheon—for dinner this
evening——" The invitations crowded
each other in haste toward the pres-
ent noment, drawn by the cordial smile
that had appeared on the girl’s lips.

“To-night, if you like,” suggested the
smile.

“To-night?"” asked the man aloud.

“To-morrow
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“If you like,” she said. “IT've seen

no ivories for months, and I think
that’s a great hardship. Very good of
you to be willing to show them, you
know.”
. The man assured her of his delight
at her own pleasure in good things, de-
posited a coin from his pocket, and a
card from his case before a heap of
flowers, and withdrew, bowing once
more on the threshold.

The moment Talbot Blake’s shadow
was out oi sight, the girl picked up a
telephone at her side, and asked for a

number. Then: “Eighteen thousand
and one, Madison? Mr. Norroy? Itast
Forty-cighth.  To-night, eight-thirty.
Will call you if I need you. Hope I
shan’t.  Thanks. Good-by.” '
That eveuing at five Holly Lea

turned over the meager receipts for the
day to the owner of the shop, who ap-
pearcd suddenly out of the storm and
treated her with a respect he did not
often accord to employees. “Quite pos-
sibly I may be back to-morrow,” she
said, beaming at him. “If not, I'll send
a Substitute. [ can't remember another
such satisfying day as this has been—
my first glimpse of business life. I
don’t get that sort of thing at home,
you know. You were very good to
take me on, Mr. Abrahams. What I
give you doesn’'t half represent what
I am getting in return. Good night.”
And she passed out with a froufrou
beneath her sober skirts that hinted at
the luxury of another life hidden be-
neath her plain outer garbh.

The man gazed after her for a mo-
ment.  “Wants to learn business life,
eh?” he nmused. “Willing to pay for
her experience, too. She must be a
suffragette.”

At pretisely half past. eight that even-
ing llolly Lea alighted from a cab, and,
pressing a ‘silver button in a malhle
(1001way across the street from the
flower shop, presently found herself
ascending in one breathless jump to-
ward the upper areas of the house.

A manservant unbolted the mirrored
cage, losing himself in the shadows of
Talbot Blake’s hall an instant after the
light revealed his face. The girl paused
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for a second, her alert mind striving
to place the man she had just scen. HHe
was vaguely familiar, but the recollec-
tion shaded off into nothingness. She
found herself staring into the face of
a trim maid, still groping for the man’s
identity ; she passed into a small cham-
ber and threw a shimmering evening
wrap from her shoulders.

The Holly Lea with the regal coif-
fure, whose evening frock clung to her
young body in lines that could have
been achieved nowhere but under the
eye of one of the great modistes, was a
different being from the raw girl of the
vaudevilles, whose life had changed its
course after an evening’s motor ride
with Yorke Norroy a few weeks be-
fore. The inscrutable, slim dandy had
achicved the metamorphb51s single-
handed, his peculiar mind being as in-
terested n correctmg a young girl’s use
of English as in warring against other
notions. The seed of enthusiasm that
he had sown in her heart for the cap-
ture of the essential jade plates had
blossomed into outward maturity., The
change was evident now in the deep-
ened glance of her eye, the quickness
of her mind, the poised alertness of her
body.

In a tiny flat downtown, Holly had
received daily news of Norroy’s proj-
ects, so that every detail of the chase
was imprinted in her mind. Save when
rehearsing for ““The Devonshire Maid,”
she had solitude; and careful attention
to her health had filled the wells of
energy within her fo the brim.

To Holly Lea had come the six jade
plates containing the formula for mak-
ing Shandoo, the most seductive form
of opium. Unaware of their deadly
menace, she had sold them, and was
now eager to regain possession of them
so that Norroy might destroy them.
Only one of the six plates had as yet
been found. Dut a few days before
the secret agent had told the girl of
the whereabouts of number two.

He had given her two addresses—
that of the Forty-eighth Street flower
shop and of the residence of Talbot
Blake, across the way. The secret
agent had gone to the point crisply.



THE CURIO COLLECTOR

Tapping Blake’s name with a slender
masculine forefinger, he had said:

“This man procured the second of
the jade plates, He bought it from a
Seventh Avenue pawnbroker, who ob-
tained it from the man to whom you
sold the plates in October, The second

“dealer recognized pure jade, and kept
it under cover until he could find a
rich buyer. My men reached the shop
ten minutes after that buyer left—Tal-
bot Blake. Now, I've discovered that
Talbot Blake is in the habit of pro-
curing a buttonicre from the florist—
Abrahams—every morning. A decent
chap, Blake, but, like most of his kind,
too bored to be amused by anything ex-
cept a pretty and witty woman. You
can induce Abrahams to take on a tem-
porary assistant, I dare say. You com-
prehend me?”

She had nodded,
speak.

“Is your account with the bank suffi-
cient?”

“Why, I think so; it’s my. first. 1
don’t know about cost or anything.”

“What about your own resourceful-
ness—your own strength of purpose?
Do you think that sufficient? There
was a serious inquiry in the eye that
watched her.

For reply, the girl had held out her
arm, cool and steady with health, a
discernible pulse beating calmly in the
blue-veined wrist. .

“My brain is working like that,” she
had said simply.

As Holly stood moodily in Blake’s
anteroom, she remembered how Yorke
Norroy had bent down and kissed one
tiny finger nail at her last words.
“You’ll do,” he had said. In the mir-
ror before her, Holly could see the
flush of pleasure rise again to her
cheeks at the memory of his simple
transforming phrase.

She paused for a moment on the
threshold. Her beauty, rare at any
time, was refined by the mauve and
crimson mixture in her silk frock. The
weave was an Oriental audacity that
only the Persian bazaar man from
whom Yorke Norroy had purchased it
long ago would have had to sell. Only

too excited to

-emerging from its backbone.
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the celebrated designer to whom Holly
had taken it would have dared to at-
tempt a frock of it. He had looked
at the owner for the space of several
minutes before consenting. It needed
youth to run the gamut of those dar-
ing dissonances of color, youth to re-
enforce the deeper harmonies. And
Holly was at the edge of twenty.

Each delicious curve in her white
arms and shoulders was evident now
against a dull and glowing background.
With only a little expenditure of mon-
ey, she had provided tourmaline and
chrysoprase—the cheapest of beautiful
gems—Ifor her throat and hair. A
golden mesh snake swith hard green
eves encircled a lithe waist of the sort
whose lines corsetieres imitate but do
not achieve. And above all of its com-
plexity, like stars above a seething
world, were Holly’s candid eyes—the
eyes that had caused Talbot Blake to
turn and look at her again after she
had accepted his invitation to a téte-a-
tete.

Her host, connoisseur in women and
patron of the arts, appeared out of the
dark. She had not heard his footfall
over the soft carpet. At full sight of
her, he stopped, and looked her over
keenly; then he greeted her with a
quiet, cordial smile. Holly entered a
high-ceilinged, mahogany-boarded din-
ing room on his arm.

They were halfway through the fish
before either spoke save in gracious
commonplaces. He inquired concern-
ing the fatigues of flower selling; she
replied that flowers are beautiful, and
that to be happy one must work. She
touched on the delights of living among
the treasures of art; he averred that
one mtust spend one’s income somehow,
but that there are other marvelous
things in the world than gems and old
armor. She observed audaciously that
nothing gives so little trouble as inani-
mate things; he retorted that trouble is
sometimes sweet. It was the sort of
conversation one reads in books writ-
ten by young women.

The meal arrived. It was roast
suckling pig, with berried holly leaves
The girl

-
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clapped her hands in delight. She
plucked one of the leaves, and thrust
it into her hair, where its red berries
nodded at her host.

“My only family crest,”
“My first name is Holly.”

His answer was of the sort he had
found effective before. The use of the
names of mythological goddesses as
similes saved efforts of imagination,
So he compared her to Aphrodite,

“You mean the goddess who rose
from the sca?” she returned, smiling.
“I never rose from the sea. 1 rose
from the people. Thank you,” she
added, as his eyes expressed unbelief.
“I have forgotten who I am to-
night. But every day, from eight to
five o'clock, I am one of them. After
that the lizard changes its skin, but it
1s still the same lizard.”

She knew she must satisfy his cu-
riosity with whatever scraps her in-
genuity could summeon,

He was sipping his fourth glass of
champagne thirstily now, confused, but
delighted, at the girl's cleverness.
Warmed by the wine, he at length be-
gan to put direct inquiries to her, and
she replied with facts usually, but facts
that revealed nothing. IHe turned his
head to order a change in the dessert,
and she calmly poured some of her
wine into a bowl of flowers, which al-
ready held much of her former glasses.
Then she™toyed with a fruit glacé, and
waited smilingly for the end of the
dinner.

It came at last as a mound of jelly
was borne away, unbroken save by an
idle jab or two from DBlake’s spoon.
The iridescent liqueurs that followed
remained a shining and undisturbed
company- before Holly’s plate. The
host’s attack on them had put a rosy
‘cloud between him and notice of the
girl’s abstemiousness.

And now he clapped his hands three
times loudly. “Ask Mrs. Parker for
the key to the curio cases,” he said to
the footman who appeared. The man’s
footfall behind Holly’s chair had been
so stealthy that she was startled.

The servant moved away as silently
and swiftly as he had come. Something

she said.

~ she said.

~ automatic obedience.
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—perhaps a draft of cold air that had
entered the room with him—caused
Holly to shiver slightly, and as she
turned her head she caught sight of
the man’s profile in a mirror as he
disappeared. It was the fellow who
had let her in. Again the nameless
recollection troubled her mind, and she
turned to Talbot Blake.

“Excellent servants these of yours,”
“Dare say it takes years to
train them.”

“Not time, m’ dear young lady.
Housekeeper, Mrs, Parker, invaluable
woman. Good old tyrant, Mrs, Parker.
Got this man on'y two days ago, and
look what she’s made of 'im!”

The girl’s memory had been at work
as she bent her-head attentively toward
her host. Beneath the table she twirled
a ring on her finger around once incon-
clusively, and then gave it a little pat,
her mind at rest. She had placed Blake’s
footman-—he was an agent of Philip
Hurrish—Hurrish, of the infamous
drug trust, who would move heaven
and earth to get the jade plates with
their formula for making Shandoo.

His complexion subtly altered with
pigment, the outline of his nose
changed by quills inserted in the nos-
tril, his narrow head transformingly
shaved after the manner of French but-
lers, beneath his disguise the servant
was undeniably the fellow who had
come to her flat in Greenwich Village,
pretending to be an agent for the sup-
pliers of illumination, under which pre-
text he had engaged her in conversa-
tion, and later tried to bribe her into
telling something of the good fortune
that had so suddenly befallen her. She
knew now that Hurrish’s money ex-
plained his presence jin her apartment;
that it was Hurrish who had sent him
to enlist as Blake’s footman.

The man reéntered the room, holding
a gleaming brass key out to Blake one
arm stretched over the table. His
shifting eyes never once wandered to-
ward the girl; his lean body suggested
He was the em-
bodiment of the crawling virtues of
the slave, equipped with his master’s
money for his master’s purpose. The
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resolute look in Holly’s eyes grew as
she watched him leave the room. It
was for strife with such of Hurrish’s
creatures as this that she had been
training for weeks. :

Blake rose unsteadily from his chair,
and lifted his wineglass. “T’ the curio
lady !” he cried, face flushed and eyes

swimming. “T” the curio lady! To
all curios and all ladies!”
Suddenly he coughed, supporting

himself with one arm on the back of
his chair. Slowly a change of color
came over his weak, but rather pleas-
ant, face. The flush faded into white
—the white became pale green. He
coughed again, rinsed out his mouth
with more champagne, and turned sur-
prised eyes on the girl, controlling her-
self with an effort. The amazement mn
Holly’s face was as genuine as his own;
his distress was painful to see. Even
in the moment of physical anguish, she

observed the habit of courtesy in him,

generations old.

“Somethin’ tastes odd,”
mered. “Don’t b’alarmed. Bit dizzy,
that’s all. Pray sit down. All right
in a mo A paroxysm of the
throat interrupted, and one of his hands
passed wonderingly over a moist fore-
head. In another second he had fallen
on the thick carpet, inert and dumb.

Holly leaned toward a silver button

»set into the cherry-wood boards at her
host’s right hand. Her eyes roved over
the table, and before she touched the
button they had found what they
sought. Half immersed in Blake’s
glass'of champagne was the key to the
curio cases, where it had fallen from
his hand. = She plucked out the cold
brass, and thrust it, dripping, into her
dress. As the wine was absorbed, the
silk turned a dull orange.

Afterward Holly remembered
dumbly watching the action of the
chemical, and wondering if the poison
that had been used meant instant death;
then pressing the bell rather {franti-
cally. Instead of the man who had
served their dinner, the ratlike counte-
nance of the footman appeared at the
door. For the first time, his eyes went
directly to Holly’s. She did not mis-

he stam-
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take- the menace in the look, but for
some reason his lips were still closed
and the obedient curve in his back re-
mained.

“Bring me an emetic of oil instant-
ly,” she said, the note of command
growing in her voice as she watched
an odd enforced response in the man’s
eves. DBy that look, the girl knew that
he had not succeeded in getting rid of
the other servants in the rear of the
apartment as yet. Their presence in
the house meant danger for him and
quick work on her part. He hesitated
a moment, and Holly took a step for-
ward. The man’s gaze went involun-
tarily from her uplifted arm to-a huge
lacquered gong toward which the girl
had chanced to move. Holly under-
stood that it was the housekeeper’s bell.

“If you do not return with restora-
tives int three minutes I shall call Mrs.
Parker,” she said deliberately, survey-
ing the gong. “You will understand
that it is better for both of us that I
do not have to ring her bell.” Before
she could add a word, he was gone
from the room.

She was free now to crouch by
Blake’s side, her ear at his heart. His
respiration was slow and faint.

Her lips compressed, and her eyes
averted from the deathly pallor of the
man’s face, Holly seized his shoulders.
The muscles stood out like whipcords
in her slender back, but she was able
to seat the man in his chair at the
second straining effort. Then she
propped up an arm, shielding his face
with one of his hands flecked the dust
from his clothes, and rearranged his
crushed buttoniére,

To one on the other side of the room,
Talbot Blake would have appeared to
be merely absorbed in contemplating
his own shoes. His slow, regular
breathing had reassured the girl, and
she dampened his brow with some cool
wine. She carried a strengthening
touch of.it to her own 11p5 and looked
swiftly about her.

“A moment or two more, and I shall
be finished here,” she calculated rap-
idly. “Blake can wait that long for
attention ; he must wait.”
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She had gone to the row of curio
cases deep in the shadow of the op-
posite wall. The gloom of a great rug
shrouded them; a red Bokhara, sus-
pended at an angle from the wall on
copper rods fixed in the plaster. Even
in the crisis her mind was occupied
with the mishaps to incidental pawns
in the game such as Blake. Twice be-
fore turning the key in the lock she
glanced back to see if he stirred. There
was no movement; she drove him from
her mind, and peered into the depths
of the largest case.

Back of the medley of crystal and
glass Holly could see faintly a green
disk, but she was not sure of its iden-
tity. She searched for an electric
switch, and found nothing but a match.
In its sputtering flare she made out the
unmistakable cuneiform characters in
the face of the jade. For the moment
it looked heautiful enough to be worth
the lives that it and its mates had cost.
At last she had the key in the lock
and was turning it.

It resisted. The girl’s arms became
tense with the effort to turn it. She
paused in the struggle, and glanced
back of her in {right, half expecting
to feel the enemy’s fingers on her throat
in the very second of victory. The
room was as still as the motionless
body of the man in the chair. A minute
flame in a silver candlestick at Talbot
Blake’s elbow went out at that mo-
ment; Holly noted that the flickering
shadow had given his profile a curious-
ly alive look “that was now gone. She
bent her head over her work—mad sud-
denly to get away from the ominous
room.

It became increasingly oplain that
something was wrong. She thrust the
key back and forth in the opening, nicks
up and then down. Nothing came of
it but wrenched and aching fingers.
She tried to shatter the glass. It was
as thick and unyielding as a gravestone.
Then she rested her temples og the sil-
ver edge of the case for a moment,
whatever fear there had been i her
heart gone. She was balked, but her
will responded to the new call upon it
like a steel spring.
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Of course, the footman had substi-
tuted another key for the one Mrs.
Parker had committed to his care.
There had been plenty of time to make
the exchange. She hated herself for
underestimating his wits so badly as
Blake had his honesty.

Holly glanced at the clock. Ages of
intense activity had been packed into
just three minutes of time. She knew
that the sinister servant might return
the next second, or in half an hour—
with or without restoratives for Blake,
depending on how far lis fear of the
other scervants in the house forced him
into obedience to her word. The en-
tire affair was balanced on a razor edge,
tipping toward failure.

Hoily had gone to the telephone in-
strument at the other side of the room.
She was giving the operator Yorke
Norroy’s number.,

A vision of entering Norroy’s apart-
ment, the jade plate securely tucked
under her arm, and victory in her eyes,
was blotted out. It had sustained her
for weeks. She held the receiver in a
vise, her eyes black with disappoint-
ment. The keen, satished look with
which Norroy had rewarded her apt-
ness during the weeks of preparation
would leave his face; she already hated
the patient encouragement that would
replace 1t. '

And yet Holly knew that to stay in
the struggle without help at this point
would be to double the chances of fail-
ure. Only the day before, Norroy had
reminded her that mere pride in his
own strength has lost many a good
warrior his battle. T he recovery of the
jade was the important thing, not her
own prowess. She crushed back her
conceit as she heard Norroy’s voice on
the wire.

“I need you
briefly.

Norroy closed the connection with a
syllable of assent.

In another moment she had gone to
the tiny dressing room after her cloak,
and was back in the room hooded in it.
As she slipped into the shadows behind-
the Dokhara rug, she notéd that the
deep green of her cloak was the exact

at once,” she said
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shade of Talbot Blake's ivy-colored
wall. '

For a succession of little eternities
she waited. One by one the lights in
the candelabra before Blake died. The
soft glow of electricity in the ceiling
above him seemed to sink in company
with them, then flare ‘out again, Holly
saw each object before her shrink and
swell, change in color and form as
her tired eyes played pranks on her.
The bent figure of her host remained
still among them all, an immobility that
was at times more terrifying than the
wildest action. Now his body seemed
the home of a brooding will that
reached invisible hands over the room
and made the chairs dance. Again he
was passive and defenseless, and all
his rioting possessions threatened to
topple in upon him in a huge con-
spiracy.

Holly pressed her temples and smiled
at herself. She knew that her brain
‘was ready to work coolly and steadily
the moment it was needed. The un-
stable room amused her.

The last lighted candle on the table
spluttered and fell over on the white
damask, and the smoking ring slowly
widened. The girl sniffed the acrid
smoke idly, uncaringly. She would as
soon have ventured out of her hiding
place to stop the smudge as to dust the
furniture or to powder her nose. The
crawling burn ended presently at a
border of champagne stains in the cloth.
At that moment a chime in one of the
front drawing-rooms struck eleven
- o’clock. As if prompted by the vibra-
tions, the hand that had supported Tal-
bot Blake’s head fell suddenly, and his
‘body swayed slowly forward. And in
‘a moment he was still again, his head
quite simply buried in the crook of
one elbow, his position more natural
than before. Holly’s lips curved at the
grotesque pantomime.

The door from the butler’s pantry
opened quickly and noiselessly. In-
stantly the room that had been reeling
before Holly’s eyes settled to rights,
each chair on four legs,- every line
straight and clear. Her brain registered

every movement that the footman made-
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-with startling accutacy. He had
paused at the threshold, peering with
the furtive slyness of an animal into
every corner of the room. His eye fell
on Talbot Blake’s head, left it to search
for something else, and returned to the
still figure. For minutes he stood there,
assuring himself before he entered the
room that it held nothing he nced fear,
ready to move back into the dark at any
moment, Holly never forgot the rab-
bitlike precautions of Hurrish’s back-
stairs ambassador.

Presently he was at the side of the

master of the house, testing his pulse,
opening his closed lids. Evidently he
read in the pupils of Blake’s eyes that
he could count on a further period of
torpor, for he let the body fall back
with a sudden movement of unconcern
and an odd, ruthless twist on his face;
then, with rapid, soft steps, he left the
room by the hall door.
. By no chance had Holly dropped a
long white glove at the entrance of the
anteroom, one of its crumpled fingers
pointing toward the outer entrance.
She had left it lying on the carpet when
she returned with her cloak, hoping
the servant would not overlook the
mute index finger pointing toward her
own departure. He did not, for he
was back in the room presently, the
scented kid flung over one arm, his
face twitching with satisfaction. He
flung it on the table, and reached for
the sherry bottle on the sideboard, each
gesture free now and with no attempt
at silence.

There was a rapid, noisy gulping of
wine, a hearty wiping of his unpleas-
ant, crooked mouth, and he had slipped
two fingers into his vest pocket and
drawn forth a brass key—the real key.
Then he was at her side, almost—al-
most within sound of her own heart-
beats, his hand on the lock of the curio
case.

Even a slight blow will convulse a
certain small, vulnerable spot in the
human wrist near the base of the
thumb as quickly as fire sears the cuti-
cle. Holly’s fist came down with a
smart impact; the falling key struck
the edge of the case, and rebounded
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close to the hem of her skirt.
stepped back with a-snarl of mortal
terror, revealing a quaking soul which
no amount of swagger could ever en-
tirely cover. Holly put one foot over
the key, sweeping it beneath her dress,
and glanced up at the shaking man with
a faint smile on her lips.

Even in his moments of self-control,
the fellow’s bluster would have been
-blunted against the steely composure
with which the girl met him. He was
helpless for many moments. The girl
waited.

“You've learned some tricks since I
saw you last, Holly Lea,” he said at
length. “Been working hard at the
game "

“Just hard enough to realize the
value of this key, my dear sir. 1 hope
you don’t want me to return it?” she
ventured pleasantly.

“I'm going to grab anything I can
get,” he said glhbly, his assurance re-
turning a little at the sound of his own
voice. “Specially anything T can get
as easy as that key. You wouldn’t do
anything worse than scratch my face
with those pretty pink nails of yours,
would you? You keep ’em filed nice
and sharp now, eh—sharper than when
you were dancing in the cheap houses
on the circuit? Need ’em in your busi-
ness?”’

“They are quite as sharp, 1 assure
you,” she returned, a little viciously.
“T must be ready for emergencies. But
I shan’t use them to-night. You’re not
going to require scratching.”

“No? Well, I don’t really believe
that you get me, kid,” he said slowly,
his bloodless skin wrinkling as he
smiled, his eyes watching the white
hands that hung limp at her side. Then
his fingers twitched toward a rear
pocket, and she caught the gleam of a
revolver in the air.

“Step off that key, and step quick
He was shouting now. “Make believe
1 was the stage manager at yer first try-
out, I'll give you three seconds and a
half.”

Holly was unarmed. She had been
waiting for his movement toward the
pistol she suspected he carried. When

'!’

The man.

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

it came, she did as she was told, leaving
the key gleaming on the floor between
them. The agent bent toward if, his
nasal voice growing shrill with his tri-
umph as he told her what to do.

“Now you can wait until I look at
this brickybrac in the light before I
make up my mind it’s the right one,”
he said. “Wouldn't like to make a mis-
take in the dark. Then I've got a friend
outside who'll take care of you, young
one. He'll wall you up in a pretty
boudoir where you will have plenty of
chance to practice your new songs all
alone. TI'll get ’im on the phone in a
second. Meanwhile, just step over by
the wall, and try to look as if you was
enjoying the party.” He waved his gun
toward her.

The girl obeyed him impassively.
She moved with a quaint dignity, her
skirts delicately rustling, her checks
faintly flushed, her eyes and mouth
calm. Holly’s dramatic sense was at
work ; she was back in the days when
she played her lttle games on the
boards, when she knew that her slight-
est gesture must register in hundreds
of idle minds, when she was playing
for applause instead of for life and
death. It all helped her to time each
movement in the grim little ordeal as
delicately as if nothing hung in the bal-
ance but her salary. The man showed
the effects of her composure by grunt-
ing amiably at her docility. As he fum-
bled with the lock, he made a wry
mouth in her direction which he meant
for a kiss; but his right hand kept her
securely covered with the revolver. In
another moment he had thrust the little
green plate into his pocket.

A shrill peal of laughter, into which
Holly put all the discords in her flex-
ible voice, stopped him before he had
moved from the case. The girl kept
her eyes upon the weapon, which she
half expected would be fired instantly.
But the lackey’s nerves refused some-
how in the crucial moment; instead, he
wheeled round upon her outburst with
an oath. He found Holly standing
against the wall, one hand clutching the
rope of the Chinese gong—the house-
keeper’s bell,
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“It’s all up,” she said. “Up-—em-
phatically and finally up. Did you think
you could win with a little loud talk
and an empty threat? Throw that
weapon out of the window, and put
that plate into ‘my hand, or I'll ring
this bell. The housekeeper’s just above.
Mr. Blake needn’t have bothered to tell
me. I knew it by the quiet way you
moved about—your ‘gumshoe step’—
1sn’t that the word? I've forgotten
most of my vaudeville slang.”

A deluge of talk followed, with a
sure, hard ring in the girl’s voice that
baffled the man. Ie gazed at her
dumbly, his slower mind seeking an
outlet. She fired her mockery at him
in volleys, holding him with the sure-
ness, the bravery of it. Holly had un-
derstood in her cradle how to over-
whelm more difficult material than such
an opponcent.  She let loose more talent
than he was worth in the joy of the
task, fixing him with burning eyes, She
all but tossed the rope from her in
abandon, daring him to fire.

Slowly he yielded, as a raven might
yield to a snake.
ered the hand that held the pistol and
thrust forward one shuffling foot, Holly
knew that she had triumphed. A dozen
times after that he hesitated, his eyes
turned yearningly first toward the door,
then down to his weapon; but at each
convulsive half raising of the pistol a
sharp word from the girl held him
back, and her bright, hypnotic eyes
drew his to the fingers that clutched
the bell rope. Presently he was before
her, the plate in his lax fingers. She
had taken it and thrust it into her
bodice in a second, while the man stood
before her, still in grotesque inaction,
apparently as bereft of energy as the
deadencd Dody in the chair behind him.

“You've got me this time,” he mut-
tered, his eyes roving over the carpet.
“If I’'d known vou was a professional,
a reglar dyed-in-the-wool first-rater,
I’'d never undertook the job. Wasn’t
on to you at first—you looked so pretty
and meek.”

Holly laughed. *“Acting unlike a
thief is rather the thing {for a first-
rater to do, isn’t it?’ she said “Did

When he had low--
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you expect me to glower and mutter
curses? They may do that in the lower
walks of the profession—I don’t know.
Doubtless you could tell me. I’'m fairly
new in the business ”

“Not so new but that you've got next
to some of the trade sccrets mighty
quick, young lady,” he put in. “Some
of the things only the wise ones know
about. That there jade plate, for in-
stance

“Ah, yes, the jade plate,” she inter-
rupted. “My present engagement in
your profession ends now that I have
it about me. 1 shall be quite finished
as soon as you have laid aside your pis-
tol—up there on the mantel out of our
way. 1 want you to help me do what
we can for Mr. Blake before I go.”

The fellow’s gaze followed the slight
nod of her head toward the man in the
chair. It-was the first time his eves
had wandered from the cool command
of her scrutiny-—the hasty poisc that
lay beneath her bantering. IFor a sce-
ond she was not sure that he would
obey; but, with a cutting little word,
she called his attention to the bell rope,
which had been lying loose in her fin-
gers, and which she now drew danger-
ously taut. Ie looked at the ominous,
thick cord for a moment, wavering;
then he slunk away rapidly toward the
mantel.

The footman brushed the sleeve of
Talbot Blake as he passed his master’s
chair, and the limp arm clung to him.
Startled, he turned and looked into the
face of the man he had drugged.
Blake’s eyes were open; the confused
shadows in them were fading hefore
a look of inguiry. The dumb ques-
tion became a mutter, and in a mo-
ment more DBlake had half raised him-
self, and was demanding of his servant
an explanation of the disordered ta-
ble, the weapon in the man’s hand, his
own condition.

“T was doped—doped, wasn’t I7” he
said, repeating the words over and over
so that thev might sink into his own
clouded brain. He glanced down at
the cloth, drenched with champagne,
and added whimsicallyv: “Must have
cost me a good deal in wine bills while
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I was asleep.” Then, his humor chang-
ing in a flash to anger, he shouted
loudly twice: “Who did it?”

The footman had watched the re-
covery narrowly, his beady eyes trac-
ing every evidence of returning control
on his master’s face, his hand now and
then carelessly exh1b1tmg thie little pis-
tol that he carried. The necessity for
any personal courage on his part was
going with every second; and as the
opportunity to wuse his natural guile
dawned upon him his eyes grew br1ght
with excitement. His tongue wagged
glibly directly his master’s straggling
sentences  were finished. ,

“I tried to save you from her, sir,”
he cried. “I did what I could—indeed,
I did! But I got into the room too
late. She had done her work already,
and you was lying there in your chair
as white as a sheet. I didn’t have time
to do anything for you then, because
she was over at the cases, taking some-
thing out. 1 think it’'s a little green
plate—jade, she called it—and 1f you
want it back you can find it inside her
dress. I had to use thig pistol to keep
her from going away with it. I hope
she hasn’t made you feel too bad, sir.
You wouldn’t think that a young wom-
an that looks as nice and innocent as
she does would have poison on her, sir,
but it looks as though this one had gone
clean wrong., Afraid she has, sir—
afraid——"

“Hold your tongue, Baker!” called
out Blake peremptorily, growing tired
of the man’s loquacity. “I'll attend to
the young lady myself.” He turned
heavily in his chair, looking as keenly
as his reeling head would permit at
Holly as she leaned against the wall,
still clutching the bell rope. The girl
was a little white, but the eyes she
turned to Blake were calm and un-
wavering.

“Sorry, but it looks bad for you,”
he said. “A girl doesn’t find Oriental
silks in a flower shop, nor learn to
speak the king’s English as you do
there, you know. Wouldn’t have mind-
ed your taking a curio, perhaps, but I
do object to being drugged I dare say
I was an ass not to have been wiser
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in the beginning. Have to ask you
for whatever valuables of mine you
have about you.™

The clubman looked pained at the
necessity of the moment, but he clung
to his idea; and, instead of meeting
the girl’s eyes, he turned an unrespon-
sive shoulder when Holly made an im-
petuous step forward.

“You were drugged by yoar own
servant,” she said quietly. 1 found
him rifling your curio cases with a re-
volver in one hand, and I had my hand
on this bell to ring for the housekeeper
when you opened your eyes.”

Blake hesitated, moved a trifle by
the quiet authority of her manner, but
still filled with doubt. He paused for
seconds, turning the matter over in his
mind; then a decision came to him.
With difficulty, he-left his chair, and
walked unsteadily toward the bell cord
that Holly had just left. Three vibrant
peals of the great gong were sounded,
and the man sank weakly again into his
seat.

Mrs. Parker arrived in a few mo-
ments, a bustling, imperial matron, in
black sﬂk with sleepy eyes innocent of
the dramatic goings-on that had taken
place in the room below her. Inergy
came to her in a wave, however, as she
beheld the havoc on the stained and
singed tablecloth, and it grew into an
irritable sympathy when the pallor of
her master’s face was borne in upon
her. _

“T knew it!” she cried. “Entertain-
ing a strange young woman with a din-
ner fit for a queen, and her coming
from a flower shop, and dressed like a
grand-opera singer! 1 tell you again,
Mr. Talbot, no good comes of making
friends too easy. If anything terrible
has hdppened maybe you'll take old
Parker’s advice next time. And here
—vyour best damask burned——" The
old woman rattled on with the volubil-
ity natural to her who had given Tal-
bot Blake his first knickerbockers to
wear, and who now ruled his household
with a rod of iron—a rod which she
apparently thrust into his personal af-
fairs on occasion without reproof. She
began to straighten the table fussily,
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darting hostile glances at the other
woman in the room.

Blake indicated Holly wmh a jerk of
his head. “This young lady may have
some of my belongings on her—or she
may not,” he said. “l want you to find
out here and now, Parker. And, mean-
while, do stop your chatter. You go
on as if you had never found me in a
mess before. I should think you would
get tired of being shocked.”

It was somethlnOr like ferocity that
the old woman exhibited to Holly now
that even her master had laid the girl
under suspicion. The clubman checked
her enmity with an admonishing word
as she approached the silent young
woman, bristling. Before the house-
keeper reached her, however, Holly
took a step backward; and in a second
she had drawn a small green object
from her bodice, holding it for a mo-
ment between the gleaming, triumphant
. eyes of Blake’s footman and the misty
blue ones of the clubman himself. Both
men held their breath as she deposited
it on the table before them.

“There is your precious jade,” she
said, with a quiet smile at Blake, out
of which not a particle of her steely
sporting quality had gone. “I took it
from your thieving footman to save it
from—well, from worse uses than you
will guess. And, by the way,” she add-
ed, with an emphatic little nod toward
Blake that he remembered long after-
ward, “it is going to surprise you some
day—surprise you awfully—to learn
that what I say is true.”

The clubman wiped his moist brow.
In a mirror opposite he caught the re-
flection of his own face, in which per-
plexity was deepening with returning
pallor. Mrs. Parker had left the room
suddenly, reproachful “I told you sos”
written large over her perspiring fea-
tures and her broad and panting bosom.
It was Baker, the furtive-eyed servant,
who took first advantage of the girl’s
confession. His importance, swelled
by the removal of guilt from himself,
suggested instant rebuke to the woman
who had outwitted him until now; and
as Holly stepped backward toward the
support of the wall his hand fell heav-
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ily on her bare arm. Instantly she gave
an exclamation of surprised disgust
that echoed sharply through the still
room and in the hall behind her.

“No easy get-away for yeu, young
madam,” the fellow said, his clammy
fingers pressing into her flesh.

Blake had turned to order him away;
even Mrs. Parker, from the hall bchmd
gave a little sound of protest. But be-
fore either could speak the man’s hand
suddenly left Holly’s arm as a leather
belt flies from the wheel that holds it
taut. His body went spinning a few
yards dizzily, and collapsed into a heap
on the carpet, while the stranger who
hurled him away lowered his arm and
stood quite still in the doorway, inclin-
ing his head politely toward the master
of the house.

The light fell full on the newcomer’s
face, revealing a dark, olive skin, like
a Brazilian’s, a sparse, curling beard,
and hair that in spite of a recent clip-
ping still waved {fractiously. Impec-
cable evening clothes covered a {full
body bordering on obesity—a body that
responded flexibly, however, to the
man’s swiftly working mind. Gold-
bowed spectacles, part of the usual
equipment of a physician, the man wore
¢lose to his eyes, concealing their
color.

He did not speak until Mrs, Parker,
who had just let him in at the front
door, began to help him out of the
snow-dotted fur that covered him.

“You called for a physician, I
think 2" '

Blake did not answer, and Holly in-
formed the clubman quickly: “I tele-
phoned for a doctor an hour ago, when
you were still in a stupor.” Then she
added, with a slow smile at the new-
comer: “Thank you.”

“No trouble,” he returned.
voice sounded a trifle—alarmed.”

Holly had given him no look of rec-
ognition, but her beating pulses calmed
at the sound of the flexible voice, a
trifle deeper than usual—the voice she
had grown to associate with the mas-
tery of a hundred difficult situations.
The burden of the tense scene was lift-
ed from her spirit; a delicious sense of

“Your
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security went over her nerves. She
sank into a chair, the only outward sign
of relief being a slight flush that rose
to cheeks which had grown pale dur-
ing the long strain.

Norroy moved swiftly, intent on his
patient. Again, and strongly, Holly
caught the impression of powerful
forces held in iron control beneath his
careless exterior. She watched him
bend over his black satchel and extraet

~a stimulant that the weakening Blake
seemed to need. He administered the
cordial with the nonchalance of a pro-
fessional, meanwhile directing Mrs,
Parker in her hurryings to and from
the kitchen with cloths and hot water.

Presently the slender fingers ceased
mixing potions, and in a twinkling the
physician became a gentleman of lei-
sure. He had brought up Blake’s vi-
tality notch by notch, until the clubman
smiled his thanks to him. Norroy took
a chair opposite his patient, extracted
a thin, crested cigarette from his gold
case, and thumped it softly on his cuff.

“My dear sir,” he said, “let me con-
gratulate you on the moderation of the
dose. A little more of that particular
poison, and I should not have had the
happiness to bring you through. An
accident, I presumer”

In a few minutes Blake had told the
tale as he knew it, punctuated volubly
here and there by Mrs. Parker from
the background. Norroy listened at-
tentively, without comment. Then he
examined the little green disk at his
side carefully.

“A charming specimen,” he said
meditatively at length. “In the land it
came from it would be held quite worth
the attentions of a professional pois-
oner. And you say that neither the
young lady nor the fdotman will admit
that its beauty tempted them to risk a
life for it—yours, and one of theirs?”

Blake nodded dumbly, his mind
blunted against Norroy’s pleasantry.
Behind his chair, the housekeeper
snorted audibly in Holly’s direction.

“Rather odd that a young woman of
so agreeable an appearance should need
a champion,” Norroy continued, still in
his tone of amiable reproof. “Nor can

-eh?
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I detect any desire for one in her man-
ner; but I wonder if she would mind
if we assume she is innocent—only for
a moment, and despite appearances?”’

Blake stared stolidly before him, and
Norroy went on evenly:

“Quite possibly, of course, she came
to dine with you with murder in her
heart. But—but did you find any
poison on her?”

Blake fidgeted indecisively. In a
moment he admitted that she had not
been searched, but hé protested that the
presence of the jade plate in her dress
would pronounce her guilty with any
jury whose heads had remained on
their shoulders.

In a second Yorke Norroy had
stepped to the man who was obscured
in the shadows of the far end of the
room, and, with a viselike pressure on
his arm, he brought him near the table.
Presently from one of the inner pock-
ets of the fellow’s waistcoat Norroy
drew forth a tiny pasteboard box.
Under his master’s eye, the footman
dared make no move; and Norroy’s
tapping of his shrinking body had been
done expertly. The man followed Nor-
roy to Blake’s side, and had begun to

speak when he caught a steely gleam

from the eyes behlnd the spectacles.
He waited.

Norroy was leisurely testing in a lit-
tle water the white powder which the
box contained. In a few moments he
looked up.

“This is the narcotic that stupefied
you,” he said quietly to Blake. “If it
had been dropped into hot water, it
would have been enough to kill you;
but I dare say the solvent was cold,
leaving much of the stuff undissolved—
Let us see.” He held toward the
light the champagne glass from which
Blake had drunk three hours earlier,
in which a group of crystals was evi-
dent, clinging to the inner side.

Blake’s expression changed; he
glanced quickly at Holly, then away
again. The girl sat, chin in hand,
watching the proceedings intently, but
without a sound. The footman inter-
posed in haste, his little eyes blinking
in the effort to be coherent. He came
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to Blake’s side, and whispered in his
ear.

“Talk out loud!” shouted his master
roughly, an instinet for justice at work
somewhere beneath his indecision. The
servant braced himself i{o meet Nor-
roy’s gaze, faltered a moment before
the steadiness of it, but went on after
a gulp.

“She put it there!” he cried, strug-
gling to make his speech plain. “I felt
her hand fumbling around my back
when I pulled her away from the case,
and I said to myself she’s up to some
mischief, But I didn’t have time to
think of it afterward-—she kept me so
busy. I had a fight to g the plate, and
1 {forgot her sly fingers. Then she
jumped over tp the housekeeper’s bell,
thinking to call Mrs. Parker and blame
it all on me, and then—then you woke
up, Mr. Blake. If you’d have waited
another minute I'd have known it was
the poison she put on me, for I could
feel the box against my ribs, but my
brain was wh1r1mg, sir)’

The man’s protestations .filled the
room; his white face had taken on a
scared look that carried his words into
his master’s mind. His very confusion
worked in his favor, seeming to be the
tremors of an honest man hard pressed.

Blake looked at him blankly, attempt-
ing to check.off the likely points in the
man’s story. The housekeeper had gone
to the kitchen with her towels and hot
water, her mind still occupied solely
with her injured master. And Holly
sat quietly in her chair, watching the
throwing of the dice that would decide
her fate, realizing that Norroy stood at
the head of the gaming board. Once
she glanced at her friend across the ta-
ble, where he sat hidden 'in the blue
incense of his cigarette. She heard one
of his nails slowly tapping’the arm of
his chair; then suddenly the smoke
was brushed aside, and, a hand still idly
waving in the air, Norroy spoke.

“Doubtless our friend the footman
is right, Mr. Blake,” he said. “Doubt-
less he entered this room on the most
innocent of errands, and doubtless he
stopped an experienced criminal in her
path. He seems a rather able pleader
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in his own behalf, however, and the
young lady says nothing. Perhaps—
just perhaps—that fact pr e]ud1ces me
‘in her favor. Added to it is another
circumstance—this small object”—and
Norroy flipped across the table the
cover of the Iittle box—"on which the
druggist has written the name of the
buyer. And the name is #not a woman’s
name,”

Blake picked up the cover hurriedly,
and the housekeeper, who was again in
the room, leaned over his shoulder.
Both of them read “Conr®d Baker,”
written in ink. Baker said nothing, but
Mrs. Parker shrilled out the name of
her employer, and turned upon him.

Yorke Norroy had risen in his place,
and was regarding Blake intently now,
and quite seriously. “I propose that
we give the girl a chance,” he said,
after a pause. “She seems to deserve
the benefit of the doubt—at least.”

“The beneht of the doubt?” Blake’s
voice was trembling in a reaction, and
he gazed at the man and woman before
him with eyes that filled—at last—with
something like shame. \

“She deserves more than the benefit

of the doubt,” he stammere “She
deserves my apologies. I wish she
would forgive me, if she can. If she

will understand that I was not very
well, that I was a bit stunned by the
whole affair ” )

Holly had risen, and was slowly
drawing on a white glove. “You are
forgiven,” she interrupted. “One hard-
Iy knows what to think when one is in
a swirl, as we all were half an hour
ago. I didn’t myself. I am not sure
that I do now—because my head aches,
perhaps, and because I want awfully to
go home. Can you spare the doctor
long enough to let him put me in a
cab, Mr. Blake?”

Before the clubman could reply, Nor-
roy laid a detaining finger on his arm.
During the call three days before he
had taken the measure of the wavering

-fellow, spoiled by the surfeit that
wealth had brought him from the day
he was born, undermined every hour
since by the ease of subsfitutmg his
check book for his own will in getting




120

what he wanted. He was the usual
product of his plutocratic class, neither
better nor worse. Norroy knew the
type too well to expect real generosity
of him save at one point—his relations
with women. There nature frequently
raised a bulwark against the power of
money ; he knew that the spoiled Blake
had a glimmering of that fact oftener,
perhaps, than he would have acknowl-
edged. He had caught the touch of
real shame in the clubman’s reply to
Holly. Men more seasoned than Blake
had won a woman’s genuine gratitude,
and by gifts rarer than jade
Norroy learied on the table, one el-
bow pinning the precious disk to the
boards, and turned a magnetic eye to-
ward the man in the chair. He began
slowly, evenly, and—as usual—far dis-
tant from the point at which he aimed.
“Before we go, I should like to in-
quire about this speck of jade,” he said
deliberately. ‘It came near to causing
your undoing, my dear sir, and doubt-
less you think it hardly worth all that.
As a sample of Manchu art, however,
I can see that it has points——"
Norroy got no further. He had
meant suggest a gift, remembering
the outburst that had greeted his proi-
fer of money earlier in the week. The
gathering fire in Blake’s eye told him
how completely the idea had missed its
mark. The man’s jaw suddenly be-

came almost formidable ;. the faint hard -

lines about his nose and mouth, grown
lax since the need for them had depart-
ed with his money-gathering ancestors,
reappeared; and for a moment he
guarded the coveted green plaque with
a fury that would have done credit to
his vigorous forbears.

“The jade stays here!” he shouted.
“It doesn’t leave the house! Has Hur-
rish got his fingers in everything? Is
this girl working for him, after all—
and you, too? I'll lock it away in the
dark before any of you get it, I tell
you. I'll send it to a safe- dep051t vault
before your eyes, T'll——

With a little sweeping movement,
Norroy quickly moved the plate a few
inches out of his way; the arm that
Blake had stretched out was weak with
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rage. In a moment he sank, coughing,
into his chair, For one still second
Holly watched Norroy bending, appar-
ently motionless, over the table; and in
another flash he had turned to mix a
stimulant in a glass. Presently he was
forcing the liquid between Blake’s
teeth.

“Drink this, and keep quiet. You
forget yourself, my man.” The iron
command in his tone entered Blake’s
fury like a sword, and broke it. The
potion cleared his head in a moment,
and when calmness returned the shaken

- man relapsed into a sullen silence.

Norroy had gotten into his coat, and
beckoned Holly toward the door. From
the threshold he glanced across to Mrs.
Parker, who had instinctively obeyed
him from the beginning, and who now
stood, blubbering a little, as she bathed
her master’s wrists in ice water.

“Better stop crying, and get ready
for Mr. Blake’s orders,” Norroy said to
her kindly. “In a few minutes he will

“be well enough to give them. Mean-

while, suppose you telephone your mes-
sage to the police station.”

Norroy nodded toward the footman,
Baker, who had remained crumpled
and speechless in the corner, his escape
from the closed room impossible, his
cowed eyes watching Norroy’s least
movement.

“I shall remain on this floor until I
hear the bluecoats,” went on the secret
agent. “I am taking this young woman
to one of the street windows, where she
can get the fresh air she needs. And,
by the way,” he added, “I wouldn’t call
out the reserves from the station. One
officer will do. The man looks—well,
a trifle discouraged.”

Norroy had turned his back for the
last time when Blake, opening his eyes
and searching the ill-lighted table con-
fusedly, cried, with a final flash of wild-
ness:

“The plate! The plate! Where’s the
plate?”

Norroy paused, waved one hand
backward, and shouted sternly over his
shoulder: “Use your eyes, man—your
eyes!”’

And Blake, using them, saw a deep-
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green disk blotting the white cloth be-
fore him. He turned toward the door
with an unsteady effort at triumph, but
Norroy and the girl had gone.

Two burly guardians of the peace ar-
rived presently, and bore the humble
disturber without protest away. The
footman had the intuitions of his kind;
he had seen his prison term stretching
before when he looked into Norroy’s
intent eyes, and felt the deft fingers
tapping his pockets after the poison.

Talbot Blake had recovered suffi-
ciently to make his complaint against
the man, and when the group had gone
he sent Mrs. Parker to bed. The old
woman left reluctantly, voicing com-
ments on the entire affair on her way
down the hall, weeping from sheer ex-
haustion.

In a moment she was back in the
room with. a yellow envelope in her
hand. She had found a messenger boy
at the apartment door, who, being
passed by the night man below, had
failed to find Blake’s bell, and had been
pounding the wood. His entry was the
final straw; the old woman collapsed
on Blake’s hands. He had to revive
her with brandy before he tore open
his envelope. At length he was able
to read the five words:

Look at the jade plate.

Plainly it was an anonymous mes-
sage, but together they gazed for mo-
ments at the place where the name
ought to have been. Then together
they rushed for the plate. It was on
the table, untouched by mortal hands
since they had seen it last, the cryptic
characters graven as deeply as ever in
its dark, adamantine surface.

“It’s the man!” he cried. “The fel-
low had a sneering look in his eye.”

“It’s the woman!” slie expostulated.
“The minx is a-mockin’ at us behind
our backs.”

They hovered about the table, asking

The next story of Yorke Norroy will be a long one.
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each other the stupid questions natural
to the occasion, and returning now and
again to the plate, where it indubitably
lay—under the full glare now of every
incandescent in the roomn:.

Presently they began to droop; ex-
citement fought a losing battle with
sleep; and at length Blake strode un-
easily to the curio cases, with the idea
of locking the jade away, but he found
he was too sleepy to combat the diffi-
cult lock. He brought the plate back
to the table, striving to concentrate on
the idea of doing something with it.

Instead of making a decision at the
moment, he ordered Mrs. Parker to
bed again; and this time she got there.

Thus it happened that he was alone
when the second telegram came, deliv-
ered by a youngster who found the bell
and executed a triumphant tattoo upon
it that finally convinced Blake—who
was putting out the lights—that the
noise was something other than the
buzzing in his own head.

He read the message once sleepily;
then his eyes opened, and he absorbed
it in a flash. Instantly he sprang to
his full height, and brought his fist
down on the plate beside him with a
terrific impact. The effort exhausted
him, and the man fell back in his chair
listlessly, the yellow slip crumpled in
his hand.

Late the next forenoon the house-
keeper found him still asleep where he
had fallen, a check for a thousand dol-
lars on the carpet, and a litter of shat-
tered green pieces added to the wreck
of the dining table. Mrs. Parker pieced
together the torn telegram, and read it:

Thanks for your hospitality to Miss Lea.
She and I regret the necessity of taking
away the jade, accomplished quite simply
by a movement of my palm. You will find
the substitute I left with you adequate for
show purposes. I am also inclesing you the
sum Michael Trask offered you last week for
the curio. The American National Bank will
cash the check at any time.

MicuaarnL Trask,

You will get it in two parts, the

first part in the POPULAR on the stands two weeks hence, December 7th,



The Two Flags

By Donal Hamilton Haines
Author of ‘‘Men and Mercenaries,”’ *‘ The Crossbuck,” Elc.

By a chance fall of the dice Payne, the soldier of fortune, finds himself

wearing a scarlet coat instead of a black leather helmet.

" the proiessional fighting man, but Payne had more love for one ilag than the

other, and at the very moment when the taste of his triumph should have been
sweetest he felt nothing but a bitterness beyond his powers of speech.

All flags look alike to

HE ground of the little farm-
yvard, softened {from recent
rains, had been cut and smashed
into a perfect quagmire by the

trampling of hoofs. From a corner of
the barn, a field-telegraph corps, hard-
pressed for poles, had strung its wire.
Every window of the whitewashed
farmhouse had been flung open, and
scarlet-coated figures could be seen
moving about inside. More scarlet-
coated men stood in the tiny porch, and
others sat their horses in the muddy
yvard.

Inside the largest room of the house,
ITugh Payne, clad in the uniform of the
Red_ Guard of Kelmark, sat at a rough
pine table, a huge map spread before
him, its surface covered with little red-
and-blue counters arranged in rough
blocks and squares.

“Keep an eye on the wire, lieuten-
ant,” Pavne said to a subaltern who had
thrust his head out the window., “We
ought to be hearing from Nielsen.”

The room—full almost to crowding
with the Kellish officers—fell strangely
silent. The peasant who had been ruth-
lessly despoiled of his home to make

room for headquarters, came and stood”

in the open doorway unrebuked. Payvne
sat silent, his big pipe between his teeth,
the blue eyes on either side of the
hooked nose intent on the map, his long,
brown fingers touching two of the red
counters. His officers and aids watched

him eagerly, and talked to each other
in low tones.

A sudden movement. on the part of
the lieutenant by the open window drew
every eye to him. He leaned far out,
and took something frori one of the
telegraph men.

“Read it!” commanded Payne, as the
young officer started toward him.

“General Nielsen reports Eighth and
Thirteen Infantry in positions assigned.
Third and Twelfth in reserve. Fourth
Lancers scoring both banks of river.
Enemy making no move to advance.”

A huge sigh went up from every man
in the room. Payne leaned over his
map, and moved five of the red coun-
ters into position along the blue line
which marked the course of a river.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I think we
had better rest for the morning. The
stage is set.”

There was a restless movement on
the part of the older officers in the
room, then one of themi—a gray-haired,
heavy-set man-—came to the opposite
side of the table at which Payne sat
and saluted rather awkwardly.

“You have saved Kelmark, general,”
he said bluntly. “We know that if our
foe is beaten to-morrow he will not
dare fight again—and it is you who
have beaten him!”

Payne shook his head with a slow
smile.

“No, general,” he answered. “I have
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not beaten him. I have only done this
much,” and he pointed to the map.
“The beating is in your hands.”

Left alone, Payne got abruptly from
his seat, and walked to the open win-
dow. Across a field he could see smoke
arising from the camp fires of reserve
regiments. The bearskin shako of the
sentry on duty showed above the line of
a brick wall. The voices of his chief of
staff and some of the senior officers
came from another room of the house.

“Yes,” Payne said slowly., “I have
saved Kelmark—and for what? Be-
cause it is all in a day’s work; because
I have been well paid for it. It is the
chance fall of the dice that 1 am wear-
ing a scariet coat and not a black leather
helmet!”

For years Hugh Payne, professional
fighting man, had been dreaming of
moments such as this, and had come to
laugh at himself for having such
dreams. Those times that he had shiv-
ered at the head of tiny expeditions
fighting their way through the drifts
of Himalayan foothills, or struggled
through a hot South American forest
with an army of ragged discontents and
negroes, he had almost becen driven to
the belief that his chosen profession
must be without great honor. Yet here
he was, clad in the uniform of a regi-
ment which numbered the names of
princes among. its “N. C.” officers,
practical head of a European army—
though nominally only a divisional com-
mander—and planning for the next day
the humbling of one of the great pow-
ers of Europe!

And yet, in the very moment when
the taste of his triumph should have
been sweetest, Payne felt nothing but
a bitterness beyond his powers of
speech. He stood by the open window,
tearing to pieces in his mind the big-
ness of what he had done. It was not
much, "after all. That huge power
whose regiments were now bivouacking
across the'river had hustled forward a
small army in the belief that Kelmark
was incapable of real resistance. Payne,
called in as an expert- at the eleventh
hour, had planned and executed a series
of masterly retreats which had sup-
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ported the enemy in his mistaken be-
liefs, and led him into a position where
his discomfiture might be accomplished.
And once Kelmark had checked its huge
foe, at least three European powers
whose word carried weight would call
“Enough!” and hasten to interfere. .

“To-morrow,” Payne muttered, “I
may beat regiments whose names were
known in the days of Napoleon—and it
does not mean as much as rushing a
stockade of savages with men who have
fought and lived at my side!”

A sudden gust of wind made the flag
hanging from the gatepost flutter out
stiffly. Payne looked at the white cross
on the red field. It meant nothing to
him. Until a few weeks before he had
known it only as he knew all things per-
taining to his business. Now he was
fighting under it, and the men who
fought with him cared for it, fought
for it! DBy this time the next day they
would be shouting his name—and he
would not care. Already he knew that;
there would be no joy in winning.
There would be actually a greater de-
light in defeat; that at least would
rouse him. To win would merely mean
another period of drifting until he
found another flag which needed him
for the moment—perhaps the one
whose confusion he was even now plan-
ning.

He turned abruptly, and walked to
the map. For an instant he stood star-
ing down at it; then, with a short laugh,
he shifted a few of the red markers.

“In five minutes,” he said slowly, I
could issue the orders for those move-
ments, and no man would question me.
By morning I would have wrecked Kel-
mark; with those four regiments
moved, and the flank laid open, the
thing would be easy for our blue-coated
friends.”

He replaced the pieces, and sat down
on the edge of the table, filling his pipe,
and letting his mind play with the fu-
ture. After this, what? Only too well
he knew the ways of naticns who have
been helped out of tight places by men
not of their own blood. He would be
well paid, honored after a formal fash-
ion, given a handsome sword—and left
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to himself! He would be a wanderer
again—no ncarer the chance to serve
under one flag which would mean for
him what the red-and-white banner
meant to the big sentry at the gate.

Gradually he forced himself to throw
off the feeling that had seized him, and
spent two hours over his map. Supper
with his staff in the big kitchen was a
rather silent mieal. The Kells were not
talkative, nor was his command of their
tongue sufficient to make conversation
easy. His final orders were given in a
mixture of Kellish and [french, and he
went back into the big bare room and
threw himscli onto the cot in the cor-
ner.

ITe had lain on his back half an hour,
stariug at the gray ceiling of the room,
when he heard the sentry challenge
sharply, then call for the officer of the
guard. Payne got to his feet and
looked out of the window in time to see
the ‘officer flash an electric pocket flash
in the face of the man who stood at the
point of the sentry’s bayonet. At the
sight of the man’s face, Payne gave an
exclamation, and leaned out ‘the open
window,

“It is not regular, licutenant,” he
heard the newcomer saying, “but 1 as-
sure you there is no time for delay. 1
must see General Payne at once.”

The voung Kell stood twisting his
mustache in some perplexity. :

“What 1is it, lieutenant?”
called sharply.

The officer turned and came toward
the house, the stranger walking in front
of him, and stopped within a few feet
of the open window.

“I'his man claims to have important
news for you, general,” he explained.
“He has no papers, and is ignorant of
the countersign. He is unarmed—but I
cannot see how he can have passed the
outer lines. Shall T lock him up?”

“No,” answered Payne briefly; “send
him in—and stay at the door. I'll call.”

An instant later a tall, slender man
with a lean, wrinkled face came into
the room, the lieutenant’s figure show-
ing dimly Dehind him.

“Jou want to speak to me?” Payne
demanded.

Payne
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“Yes,” answered the other, swinging
the door shut behind him. The two
men stood looking at each other tixedly
for an instant, then the newcomer held
out his hand, and Payne took it unhesi-

tatingly.
~1 thought it was you,” the lean man
said shortly, “although vour name

hasn't leaked out.”
Payne motioned his visitor to the

“other side of the room.

“You've given me a hard task,
Krupp,” he said gravely. “You ought
to have known better. There’s only
one thing I can do with you.”

Krupp sat down quietly on-the edge
of Payne’s cot, and took off his cap.

“I suppose so,” he answered. “But
you'll hear me out:”

Payne, his arms behind his back,
looked at the lean figure of the Swiss.
The last time he had seen the brown
face and the pointed yellow beard had
been when the two of them were tin-
kering at the clogged mechanism of
Krupp’s Schoenhauer in the bottom of
a wet trench.

“Go ahead!” he commanded.

Almost at the first words, Payne
started. Krupp did not talk as he had
expected he would. In the even tones
that Payne had heard many a time, he
spoke of the lives the two of them had
led, of the times their lives had touched
—of the present moment, and of what
might come afterward. Krupp had a
tongue. His services were more often
rendered in court dress than in khaki,
and Payne listened as other men had
done. The words of the Swiss fitted
with almost uncanny nicety into the
broken ends of Payne’s interrupted
thoughts.

“You and I,” Krupp was saying, “are
held fortunate by some poor devils tied
down to garrison duty or trading post—
but we know, Hugh, we know! Iortu-
nate! Ah, what wouldn’t T give if 1
could put on a blue coat and a pair of
gray trousers and sit down to idle away
the rest of my days in Geneva, or any
other place under my own colors. And
what wouldi’t you give to take the next
steamer ”

“Never mind that,” Payne

»

inter-
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rupted sharply. “I’ve my own thoughts,
Krupp.”
The Swiss waited a moment, giving

his words time to rankle. His next
question was abrupt:
“You remember Melchistan?”

Payne nodded. Instantly he saw the
trim streets of the little town, and the
ring of blue mountains beyond. Krupp
leaned forward.

“Listen!” he commanded. “You've
been out of things for a minute—God
knows where, and you don’t know.
Melchistan is about to make history.
Once you and I talked of how beautiful
it would be if a certain nation made
Melchistan into a buffer state—one
strong enough so that it could not be
kicked aside. Well, the thing is done!
Six weeks, Hugh Payne, and there will
be a new flag flying—do you hear that?
A new flag! It will be a place for men
who want to make a new start—and I
need not tell you that it will be a place
where there will be fighting a-plenty.”

“Well?” Payne said sharply.

“In Melchistan,” Krupp went on,
“there will be needed a man who has
done nothing but pull triggers all his
days. He must know more than the
value of good sights. He must know
whether the Austrian is better than the
French style of gun emplacement, and
what sort of {fortifications are best
against lyddite. It is not a six months’
or a year’s work—it is a lifetime’s! He
must be a big man. and he will leave
a big work behind him. He will leave
the state of Melchistan—which will be
another way of saying the keystone to
the map of that part of the world. And
it will be his country!”

Payne had commenced to pace rap-
idly back and forth across the room.

“By glory, Krupp,” he said finally,
“it is a miracle. It is what we have
prayed for!”

Krupp shifted in his seat very slight-
ly. He had driven the first parallel of
the hardest siege in his career of per-
suasion!

“I don’t lie, do 1?” he demanded
sharply

“No,” answered Payne,
short in his walk.

stopping
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“Well, then,” continued the Swiss,
“in the name of certain powers I do not
need to specify, I offer you the com-
mand of the forces of Melchistan!”

The sharp indrawing of Payne’s
breath sounded clearly in the room.

“That isn’t all!” he answered, in a
low tone. “Tell me the rest, Krupp.”

He listened intently while Krupp
traced the wrigglings of certain bits of
diplomacy which were not recorded in
the archives of those nations that had
had a hand in them. Gradually the
trend of Krupp’s logic became appar-
ent, and Payne sat down suddenly, his
mind in a turmoil. ,

“It surprises you, doesn’t it?” Krupp
demanded. “It would suiprise some of
those red-coated gentry in the next
room, too. Kelmark has been fooled,
you have been fooled, a good part of
humanity has been fooled!”

Payne found his words with some
hittle difficulty.

“So, if Kelmark should win to-mor-
row,” he said, “the state of Melchistan
becomes a thing as impossible of exist-
ence as the fourth dimension!”

“There is no chance of Kelmark’s
winning,” Krupp replied confidently.
“But that is not the question. Kel-
mark’s army must be destroyed, wiped
out, and the army that annihilates them
ready to entrain for the other frontiers
in thirty-six hours.”

Payne left his seat, crossed the room,
and lighted a small lamp, which he
placed on the table.

“Some one besides Kelimark has been
fooled,” he said shortly. “See here.”
He watched the Swiss while he bent
over the map. *Does that look as
though Kelmark would lose?” he de-
manded.

Krupp fingered his yeillow beard.

“Ten thousand thunders!” he swore
under his breath in French. “You're a
devil, Payne!”

Payne shrugged.

“You see?”’ he asked,.

“l see that you hold the possibility
of Melchistan between your thumb and
finger,” the Swiss answered evenly.

“You don’t mean——" Payne com-
menced, and then stopped. ‘
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Krupp was too wise in the ways of
men's minds to speak. He let Payne
struggle with the things that flashed
into his brain. The American walked
again to one of the open windows, while
his visitor sat down by the table. They
remained so for several minutes.

“See, Hugh,” Krupp said after the

pause, “you have only to do this and ,

this, and you may have the designing
of the Melchistan uniform!”

He stretched out his fingers; and
Payne, conscious of a sudden tremor,
saw the Swiss make exactly the same
moves with the red counters that he
himself had made a few hours before.
Then, while Payne stood with his back
turned, Krupp went on quietly:

“A great chance that for a fighting
man like yourself. Thirty thousand
men, [ think it is planned that the army
should be, thirty thousand men and a
round dozen good batteries of horse ar-
tillery beside the mountain batteries. I
have looked forward to planning the
details with you—you and the French-
man and I, Hugh. What keen joy it
would be to decide upon the uniform
for aur Meclchistan lancers, and to test
out those new English rifles and some
of the American automatics before we
let Sauer have the contracts, after all.”

Payne whirled suddenly, and took
two strides toward the door.

“Where are you going ?”* his prisoner
demanded sharply.

“To turn you over to the guard,”
Payne said, in a hard voice.

Krupp shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well,” he said casually. “But
it’'s foolish; it’s worse than foolish.
Haven't I told you that it won’t matter
the price of a cartridge whether Kel-
mark wins or not—as far as Kelmark’s
future 1s concerned! This little coun-
try doesn’t matter; it’s a pawn that has
to be knocked over at this stage of the
game. And you're deliberately Rjock-
ing big things and your own interests to
give a lot of soldiers in red coats a fool-
ish victory to shout themselves hoarse
over. And listen,” he finished. “Do
you think that if Kelmark balks our
friends now, and the Melchistan proj-
ect dissolves in thin air before it’s fair-
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ly born—do you think our friends will
forget? You're not doing Kelmark a
service.”

Payne took two more steps, and laid
his hand on the knob of the door. Both
men could hear a slight clank as the
scabbard of the waiting subaltern struck
the wooden post of the porch.

Krupp got to his feet with another
gesture of resignation.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “I like being a
man without a country no better than
you do, and I had found one for us
both—a new one, whose making might
be in our hands. I don’t know what
lies behind you; I only know the thing
I did wasn't enough to make me the
wanderer that I am, and you and I
and a lot more than we could name
might have given something to the
world in Melchistan, Now they won't
even know its name—and Kelmark will
win a battle which had been better lost!
Go .on,” he added almost nervously,
“open the door and end it.”

Payne jerked the door open quickly.

“Come in, lieutenant,” he ordered.

The young subaltern came in and
stood stiffly at attention, his eyes trav-
eling from Payne to Krupp and back
again.

“Lieutenant Halle,” Payne an-
nounced, “this is Herr Krupp-—per-
haps I should say Colonel Krupp, late
of the Turkish army.”

The two men bowed to each other
rather stiffly, both looking at Payne—
Krupp with wonder in his glance.

“By a stroke of fortune,” Payne
went on smoothly, “Herr Krupp, with
whom it has been my good luck to serve
in several campaigns, was traveling
well within the disputed territory, and

‘has been in a position to observe the

operations of our opponents. Only to-
night, indeed, he has observed move-
ments which had escaped our own
scouts, and which necessitate immediate
changes in our own dispositions. Will
you he good enough to arouse the gen-
tlemen in the next room, lieutenant, and
impress upon them the necessity for
haste?” .

Halle’s heels clicked together, he sa-
luted, and went quickly out of the room.
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Krupp stood motionless, looking at
Payne’s back. They were still standing
thus when the officers of the staff came
into the room,

Payne’s explanations were brief, his
orders even briefer. The Kells scowled
somewhat, and some questioning
glances were directed at Krupp, who
was smoking a cigarette with an air of
polite interest.

“We shall have to thank Herr Krupp
for the loss of a few hours’ sleep,”
Payne said smilingly, “We must see
that Nielsen is in his new position be-
fore dawn.”

While the horses were being saddled,
Payne turned for an instant to the
Swiss.

“God knows,”
and what’s wrong!
me?”’

Krupp shook his head.

“No,” he answered. “Until some
time to-morrow I'm Herr Lupsch, of
Vienna, stopping at the inn at Deppel.”

he said, “what’s right
Will you ride with

II.

As his horse carried him forward
through the darkness, his staff splash-
ing through the mud behind him,
Payne seemed to have been suddenly
cursed with two minds. One f{fairly
gloated on the pictures Krupp had
drawn for him; the other was with the
grim, earnest men who galloped at his
heels. He was not one to take a step
and then be consumed with regrets.
Hesitation was no part of him.  An-
other man might have questioned the
truth of what the Swiss had told him,
but Payne knew the stuff of which
Krupp was made.

Yet it was the second time in hig life
that he had done a thing which had
two sides, and the memory of that first
time had been fresh in his mind that
night. Come what might, Kelmark
would know him one day for a man
who had deliberately brought defeat
upon it. Payne was not one to split
hairs, nor to dodge facts. He faced the
ugliness of his position squarely, un-
complainingly, as a strong man bares
his wound to the surgeon’s probe.
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Deliberately he thrust all thoughts of
the last two hours out of his mind, and
turned to consideration of the battle
which daylight would bring—a battle
he would have to fight, knowing that
he had beaten himself by his own act
before ever a gun was fired. He swung
round in his saddle, and called to the

. group behind him.

“Will you ride with me, Dahlgren?”’
he asked informally.

The same broad-shouldered, gray-
haired officer who had thanked Payne
for saving Kelmark earlier in the day
pushed his horse forward until he rode
at the American’s side. Almost eager-
ly Payne talked to him of the shifting
of forces which had been begun to meet
this supposed change of plan on the
part of the foe.

“Nielsen’s four regiments and the
lancers should give us weight enough
on the right to hold them in check,” he
explained, “or even to assume the offen-
sive if occasion arises.”

The old Kell rode for some distance
without replying, then said, with a sort
of stubborn diffidence: _

“k confess, sir, I have wondered why
you left the bridge standing after you
ordered Nielsen’s forces moved.”

One of those queer twists of the will
that make men suddenly desire to throw
themselves from the tops of high cliffs
or buildings suddenly caught Payne. He
had actually to grip himself to prevent
his tongue from telling the true reason
—that the bridge had deliberately heen
left unguarded in order that the blue-
clad troops might secure a quick and
easy pathway into the unguarded flank
of the Kellish army.

“It is what you might call my Ameri-
can instincts, I suppose,” he replied
lightly., “There is, I will admit, a faint
chance that the enemy might perceive
his opportunity, and push a few troops
across—even follow them with more
and gain a leverage against our left—
but the chance is of the slightest. 1
could remove this danger by destroying
the bridge, but by doing so I would
lessen my own chances.”.

“I don’t quite follow you,”
said.

Dahlgren
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Payne’s answer dealt with the num-
bers of regiments, the state of roads,
the slopes of hills, the protection to be
had from certain cloaking forests. He
could hear the veteran’s breath come
faster as he followed the details of the
plan.

“You see,” he concluded, “it is no
more than what a boxer would call a
‘shift.” He pulls his strength to one
side, we do the same to meet the added
weight, and then suddenly switch back
the force we have pulled from in front
of him and drive 1t home where he 1s
weakest !”

Dahlgren took a long breath,

“It is a risk,” he said, “but, by Heav-
en, sir, it is worth the taking!”

The road they followed plunged sud-
denly between two bare, rugged hills,
one paralleling, the other running at
right angles to the road. Two miles to
the north, Payne knew, another road
was choked with Nielsen’s two regi-
ments, the Eighth and Thirteenth,
trudging through the darkness in an-
swer to the order which he had given.
The big hill on his right might well, in a
few hours, form a screen behind which
the enemy should gather those regi-
ments destined for the swinging blow
which would scatter the red-coated
froops.

A moment later the staff stumbled
onto the rear guard of the reserve regi-
ments also plodding through the mud
with their faces to the east. Somewhere
ahead of them were the lancers who
should have been guarding the bridge.

A hbonfire had been lighted to guide
the infantry around the edge of a quag-
mire formed in the road by the drench-
ing rains of the past few days, and
Payne and his officers sat their horses
and 