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The 
Shepherd 

of 
Guadaloupe 

By Zane Grey 
The Story Thus Far: 
' p l i K Forreats and Lundcens have always been 

enemies. The Lundoens, formerly very poor, 
are now very rich, Mr- Lundeen having, by 
various crooked methods, succeeded in acquiring 
Mr. Forrest's wealth and home. Cotton woods. 

Younp: Clifton Forrest, back very ill from the 
war, and Virixinia Lundeen, not at all in sym-
I>athy with her father, are fast fallir:^: in love 
with each other though ClilT will not admit it. 

Virg^rnia's father is determined to have her 
marry Malpass, a half-breed, who seems to have 
control over Mr. Laindeen's property. 

Virj^inia tells Cliff of her father's plans and 
he BUji-̂ ests that marrying someone else imme
diately would be a way out. She then tells him 
that he is the only man she would be willinjr 
to marry. He is horrified at the idea of her 
throvi'insr herself away on a shell of a man like 
him, thoueh he is slowly recovering. 

One day Virjjclnia. Kthel Wayne and Helen 
Andrews and a party o[ Virvrinia's Rucsts visit 
CJUf's store and Vir-jrinia provokes Malpass in
to buyin^r the entire stock for $1,000. Then, 
because Maipass is annoyed at Virg^inia'-s friend
liness with ClitT, he knocks Cliff down. Vir^rinia 
is cnrajred. 

Hy this time Virfrinia is madly in love with 
ClilT. Ethel and Helen both realize it but Cliff 
has no idea. The day of the preneral departure 
of the quests it is discovered that Cliff's store, 
containinj^ a new stock worth about $2,000, has 
been burned to the ground. 

VIRGINIA'S father came home 
drunk the day after the depar
ture of her guests, and Malpass 
showed a dark sullenness that 

boded no good. 
She felt like an animal at bay, and 

she paced her room waiting for the ap
proach that she sensed. Nevertheless 
it did not come, and she ate her dinner 
as silent as her mother, a prey to grow
ing appi-ehension. She regretted that 
Ethel had been called back home to 
Denver. A fugitive desire to see Clifton 
became a real and persistent one. 

The night seemed far removed from 
the peaceful and restful ones she had 
enjoyed up in the mountains. Morning, 
however, brought defiance if not courage. 

Malpass presented himself at the 
breakfast table more than usually self-
contained. He inquired about the camp
ing trip, the departure of her guests, 
and even expressed regret not to have 
seen the beautiful Miss Andrews again. 
The Mexican servant informed her that 
her father was having breakfast in his 
room, whei-e he awaited her convenience. 

"Before you see him you may as well 
listen to me," said Malpass. 

"Very well, the sooner the better." 
"Have you reconsidered my pro

posal?" 
"No. I gave it no further thought." 
"Then I regret to say I must split 

with your father." 
"That will be most acceptable to me." 
"It may not be so when you hear the 

conditions." 
"Mr. Malpass, pray save yourself the 

trouble of more talk," replied Virginia. 
"I am weary of the whole business. I 
don't care anything about conditions." 

"But I can take this property away 
from him as he took it from Forrest!" 

"Do it and welcome," retorted Vir
ginia. "Ill-gotten wealth never made 
any man happy. My father was wicked, 
but I consider you mostly to blame. I 

"Seiiorita, you have—invited vio
lence," he panted, making her an 
elaborate bow. "I prefer it. Let 
us be natural. I love a she-cat" 

will be glad when he is free of you." 
"He's not going to be free of me un

less—" 
"Unless I become your wife?" put in 

Virginia, as he hesitated, and her de
rision broke his studied calm. 

"Unless you do, he will go to jail." 
"I think you are a liar and a bluffer." 

"•jX/TY DEALINGS with Lundeen do not 
•'•'-'- and never did include this Forrest 

property," went on Malpass, ignoring 
her words. "Nor did I have any share in 
the silver mine he stole. We used money 
from that to gain possession of exten
sive phosphate mines in the South. The 
controlling interest was mine. I in
creased my holdings, raising equal capi
tal for him to do the same. We are 
now deeply involved, and he owes me a 
sum greater than this ranch could bring. 
If we settle it out of court, well and 
good, for all of you. But if I take it 
to court, I will prove he deliberately 
stole Forrest's land, fully cognizant of 
the value of the silver mine. I can prove 
it because / discovered the mineral." 

"Yes, and you were the brains of the 
dishonest deal," rejoined Virginia hotly. 

"To be sure. But at Lundeen's insti
gation. Never on paper. There's not 
a word to that effect. If you will par
don my saying it, your father is a sap-
headed, greedy old cattleman with a 

tremendous weakness—his hatred of 
Clay Forre.st. Now, if you know your 
West, you will certainly realize what 
would happen to your father if I be
trayed him in court—which would mean 
betraying him to Clay Fori-est." 

"What would happen?" queried Vir
ginia, unable to repress alarm. 

"Forrest would kill him!" 
"Oh, you are trying to work on my 

feelings," cried Virginia. "I don't be
lieve it. You've made this all up to 
frighten mc. . . . Even if it were true, 
Forrest would kill you too." 

"That would not be so easy. And the 
motive would not be so great." 

Virginia veiled her eyes and her own 
barbed shaft: "Suppose I told Clifton 
Forrest you burned down his store?" 

No guilty man's effrontery and flinty 
nerve could mask the truth from a wom
an's love and intuition. The instant 
Virginia's swift query had passed her 
lips she divined Malpass had been re
sponsible for the latest misfortune to 
the Forrests. 

"Burned down! 1 have been away, 
you know, and had not heard. . . . Your 
ridiculous accusation requires no an
swer." 

Virginia laughed in his face. 
"If Clifton Fori-est found out what I 

know, he would kill you." 
Malpass arose to push back his chair. 

"You drift away from the main issue. 
I warn you to leave young Forrest out 
of this. I am aware of your interest 
in him. It has not enhanced his for
tunes." 

Virginia sprang up so passionately 
that her chair fell backward. 

"August Malpass, those words be
tray you, though I never needed words 
to find out what you are. Do your evil-
est, senor! This is not old Mexico." 

^PHE hai'd immobility of Malpass' olive 
-*- face changed swiftly to passion. His 
eyes became flames. With the spring 
of a panther he was on her, clasping her 
in his ai'ms. Crushing her to him, he 
kissed her naked throat, then her face, 
failing of her lips only when Virginia, 
overcoming the paralysis of horror, tore 
clear of him with a strength born of 
fury. 

"Sehorita, you have—invited vio
lence," he panted, making her an elabo
rate bow which he had not learned on 
that I'ange. "I prefer it. Let us be 
natural. I love a she-cat from hell. . . . 
Spit! Scratch! Bite! You will be all 
the sweeter!" 

"If you ever touch me again, I'll kill 
you." 

Virginia ran to her room and, locking 
the door, fell on her bed in an excess 
of rage and hate—and fear. When 
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these had al last passcil aua.\' she i-dsc 
\vit)i a Ktu|KMiil()iis sû |l̂ î >(• and slianic 
tho like of which she had never known. 
Her limbs tottered under her, and tlie 
window seat appeared none too close. 
Could she ever erase the burn and blot 
of this half-breed's kisses? That she 
had kept her lips inviolate helped her 
l>ut little. 

In the ensuing liour sl-.e learned the 
appalling gravity of her predicament. 

Her father came to her, a changeil 
and broken man, at first neither eon.i-
manding nor supplicating. He had al
ways been in Malpass' power, though 
ignorant of it till now. With what lier.d-
ish dexterity the weaver had ernneshed 
him! 

Malpass had, (lie |H'oo!'s to convict, 
(he money to ease his own irregularities, 
ll\e baseness to betray unless he gained 
the ()l)jeiL so passionatel.y sought. 

"Father, I can't—I can't," sobbed 
Virginia. "How can you ask? . . . I'd 
sooner Idll myself." 

"It means prison for me—disgrace for 
\'ou an' Mother—poverty. . . . Virginia, 
marry him to save us. You can divorce 
him later. Give me time to retrieve. 
Then with money I can fight. Find some 
way to beat him." 

"Not to save oven our lives!" flamed 
Virginia. 

"But wait, Daughter. You're riled 
ni;w. Take time. Think. You're not 
ii love with any man. It'd not be so 

hard. You can leave him—an' soon. You 
i-an be Ifee." 

"What of my soul? . . . I'd feel my
self debauched. No! No!" 

"\'irginia, he'll make you give in 
sooner oi' later. He has the very devil's 
jjower. It'll be better to have it over. 
Then we can plan. I swear to God 
I've realized my crime an' seek now only 
to save you an' Mother. Daughter, 
we've gained standin' as a family these 
last years. We are somebody. If this 
comes out, I'm done—an'you an' Mother 
will hang your heads in shame." 

"\7"0U beg what is worse than shame," 
-*- retorted Virginia. "My blood boils 

and revolts. Not an hour ago Malpass 
insulted me vilely—beyond forgiveness. 
He taunted nie with the power you think 
he has." 

"I know he has it. You resisted him. 
Like as not you scorned him. He'll make 
you suif'er more. Daughter, shove the 
best way—the only way—is to give in 
—fool him. Fool him! If he has to 
make you mari-y him, God help you! 
For he's vain, an' I tell you a half-
breed—" 

"He can't force me. This is not old 
Mexico. I'll find a way—not only to es
cape him, but to—" 

"Drive him to ruin me or stain my 
hands with blood," harshly interrupted 
her father. "Daughter, you've a duty 
to me an' your mother. An' I've siijned 
to give you comforts, luxuries. Horses! 
I've spent thousands on your horses. 
, . . Think liefoi-e it's too late. I can 

hold Malpass off". Once 
he thinks there's a hope 
of your love he'll melt. 
Cheat him! Cheat him! 
Make him the poor 
weak fool he's made 
me!" 

After her father had 
tottered out, spent with 
passion, Virginia saw 
the abyss that yawned 
at her feet. For had 

"-,>5' she not listened to him? 
Poor man, he was lost 
indeed! Yet she too was 
weak, uncertain, torn 
bŷ  love one way, and 
by self-preservation iii 
another. 

At length, out of the 
chaos of her mind, lum-
bei-ed the realization of 
a first and imperative 
necessity—to insure at 
least her legal freedom 
from Malpass. So far 
as physical freedom was 
concerned, was she not 
in peril every hour she 

lived in that house? In her present 
state of mind she feared it. 

If she married some other man, it 
would not be possible for hei- father 
and Malpass to persuade or drive or 
hypnotize her into a marriage that 
would mean moral and spiritual death. 
And the world might as well have 
contained only one man—Clifton For
rest. 

She might—she must induce him to 
marry her. But how? Once before she 
had broached the subject, only to be re
pulsed. Still, his reason had been sound, 
generous, plausible. She could only re-
siiect him for it. Why not formulate a 
plan on the strength of the very reason 
he gave—that he was a mere shell of a 
man, probably doomed to a brief and 
inactive life? Virginia scouted that 
idea, though it made her shudder in
wardly. Clifton would get well and 
strong again. She was sure of it. But 
she must pretend she believed him, and 
that under such circumstances he would 
be rendering her the great service of 
giving her his name secretly, so she 
would have that moral anchor when the 
stornr broke. 

At her desk, then, she wrote a note 
urgently re(iuesting Clifton to meet her 
that evening by the bi'oken corner of the 
wall in his garden. She did not ask for 
an answer. Sallying forth singularly 
strengthened, she strolled down to the 
barns to get someone to deliver the note. 

It would not do to tru.st one of the 
Mexicans. Con, the Irish cowboy, would 
be absolutely reliable. 

She found Con and Jake together. In 
fact, they were always together—a 
sort of union to combat the hordes of 
Mexicans on the ranch. Jake was a 
lean, dark, bow-legged cowboy who had 
been born on the range. Con had been 
only several years in the West. He 
was a strong fellow, sandy-haired and 
freckled. He had big, wide-open as
tonished eyes, a light gray in color. 

"Mawnin', boys," she drawled. "How 
are you-all?" 

"Tolerable, Miss Lundeen," replied 
Jake, doffing his sombrero. 

"I'm foine, miss, but when I'm out of 
worrk, I'm out of sorts," said Con, 
standing bare-headed and respectful. 

"There ought to bo loads of work," 
returned Virginia in surprise. 

"Shure was, but the horses are 
gone." 

"Gone! Where?" ejaculated Virginia, 
with a pang of dismay. 

"Back to Watrous." 
"Who ordered my horses there?" 
"Malpass," replied Jake shortly. "An' 

he said v̂ 'e'd not be wanted." 
"Well! Are all my horses gone?" 
"Every last hoof. Miss Virginia." 
"I was not consulted. Wait till I 

speak to niy father. Meanwhile remem
ber that I hire you and I pay you." 

"Shore, we know that. But we're 
afeai-ed Malpass is gettin' high-handed 
round here," returned Jake in worried 
tones. 

"I quite agree with .vou," laughed Vir
ginia without mirth. "Jake, if my car 
is still here, see that it's all right for 
me to run into town this afternoon. And, 
Con, I've an errand for you." 

WHEN Jake slouched away with jin
gling spurs Virginia asked Con if 

he had heard about the fire at San Luis 
which had burned the Forrest stoi'e dur
ing their trip up in the mountains. 

"Yes, miss, I've been down an' seen 
it. Shure tough on young Forrest. He 
had his all in that store." 

"It was too bad. Did you hear any 
gossip about it?" 

"Nuthin'. Mexicans shure ain't say-
in' a word. Looks funny to me." 

"Well, you take this note down to Mr. 
Clifton Forrest. Be sure you deliver 
it today. . . . I'll see you boys tomorrow, 
and we'll talk things over—after I see 
Father." 

Upon Virginia's return to the house 
she encountered her father moodily pac
ing the porch. After greeting him she 
asked him why her horses had been 
ordered away. 

"Daughter, it's news to me," he re
plied, spreading his palms. 

"What I'd like to know is this: Are 
those horses my property?" 

"Reckon they are. Y'ou're of age. 
I gave them to you." 

"I shall go to Watrous and fetch them 
back." 

"Waal, no one could prevent you. But 
it'll only make Malpass sorer. An' it's 
a fact the horses are better off over 
there. More feed. It costs like sixty 
heah. An', Daughter, money is scarce." 

"But my allowance, Father?" 
"I'll have to cut that off, for the 

present." 
"Oh! Wtdl, I can go to work at some

thing." 
"Nonsense. . . . Reckon you ought to 

have some money in the bank. Hope you 
haven't overdrawn your account?" 

"I haven't the slightest idea, and don't 
care in the (Continued an page /,,V) 
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"I had to take the table next to the bass drum and like it" 

I HAVE a very influential friend. 
He can pass you through the cus
toms," remarked Rube Goldberg, 
the comic-strip artist, "get you 

an elephant saddle wholesale, or have 
any charge against you, from speeding 
to murder, promptly dismissed. For a 
long time his mvsterious power baffled 
me. My standing was as high as his 
and still, when I went into a night club, 
I had to take the table next to the bass 
drum and like it. 

"Finally I discovered the secret of 
his commanding prestige. It was en
tirely nerve. His onslaught of famil
iarity was so violent that strangers 
were literally hypnotized into bestow
ing upon him all the benefits of a long
standing friendship. 

"He introduced me to a powerful 
Englishman over in London. 'Basil,' he 
said, 'I want you to meet Rube. Any
thing you can do for Rube will be a 
great personal favor to me. Take good 
care of Rube for my sake, Basil, old 
pal.' And Basil spryly and sincerely 
answered, 'Certainly, certainly. I'll be 
glad to do anything I can.' 

"My friend left with the casual re
mark that he had to meet the Prince of 
Wales. 

"When he was out of hearing, Basil 
turned to me and said, 'Who the hell 
is that chap, anyway! '" 

Home, Sweet Hall 

John J. Raskob's country home on the 
eastern shore of Maryland not far 
from CenterviUe is called Mostly Hall. 
It is so called because it is mostly hall. 
A great central hall, as in the old houses 
built before rooms began to be differ
entiated according to their uses, makes 
up most of the building. Now halls 
have shrunk into mere passageways 
from which rooms for different purposes 
open, but in the old days the hall was 
the chief room in the house. 

In Mostly Hall the hall is the living-
room, dining-room, sitting-room, parlor, 
music-room and several other rooms 
combined. There the family does prac
tically everything but sleep. There is 
a dining table for the grown-ups and 
their guests. At a suflicient distance 
there is a table for the older children 
and their guests. And in another part 
of the hall sufficiently removed is an
other table for the younger children and 
their guests. 

It is a good deal like a parent cor
poration and its subsidiaries. Mr. Ras-
kob has eleven children and it takes a 
talent for organisation to organize a 
family like that. 

In One Ear 

"Free" Silver Was Right 

"During Bryan's first campaign in 
1896," said the reformed pickpocket, 
"all the crowds of pickpockets and 
housebreakers who usually followed a 
circus in those days left the circuses 
and began to follow Bryan because his 
crowds in every town were bigger than 
any circus that ever gathered. He used 
to say in his Free Silver speeches: 

" 'Now, every man in this audience 
who has any silver in his pocket, raise 
up your hand.' Of course almost every 
hand would go up. Then Bryan would 
say, 'Now let every man who has any 
gold in his pocket raise up his hand!' 
You'd see a hand go up here and there. 
We'd mark our man, that way, and take 
his gold in the big jam after the meeting. 

"Well, sir, to show you what kind of 
a man Bryan was, he heard what we 
fellows were doing and he deliberately 
cut out that part of his speech." 

It's How You Say It 

We all listened to Al Smith's accept
ance speech over the radio. Several 
times he said "first." The governor did 
not quite say "foist" nor did he pro
nounce the word exactly as the diction
aries would have it. 

After the speech here was a discus
sion. A New Yorft*L said, "Al's pro
nunciation is New York. It may have 
started on the Bowery, but it is now 
general in New York, and I can't see 
why a New York pronunciation is any 

more objectionable than that of any 
other section." 

"Certainly," said another, "it is no 
worse than the catgut twang of Mr. 
Coolidge's Vermont." 

"Well," said a Middle-Westerner, "in 
my pai't of the country it sounds 
strange and adds to the conviction that 
Al Smith is an alien figure. Wliy, if 
anyone from Mississippi were running 
for President his broad Mississippi ac
cent would lose him votes in the Middle 
West." 

"And if anyone from the Middle West 
with his harsh choking 'r' ran for Pres
ident, I for one," spoke up another, 
"could not bring myself to vote for him." 

However Comma 

Everything that appears under Ar
thur Brisbane's name and all his edi
torials are dictated into a machine at 
his desk, in his car, on trains or wher
ever he wanders. Being a stickler for 
correct punctuation he dictates his stuff 
with the insertion of "comma," "semi
colon," "period," "quotes," as the case 
may be. 

For two years he declined all invita
tions to talk anywhere, but broke his 
rule to address a faculty meeting at the 
University of Chicago. Meantime every 
day for hours he had dictated his stuff 
with full jninctuation included. 

When he made his Chicago talk Vie 
observed that the professors were polite 
but puzzled. Nobody interrupted him 
and he finished his talk. Applause, of 
course, followed; but Brisbane beheld a 
queer, unsatisfied look on the faces be
fore him. He asked the chairman 
whether or not bis talk had really got 
over. 

"Yes," said the chairman, "but, you 
see, we are quite unaccustomed to hear
ing speeches carefully punctuated by 
the speaker. And personally I think 
you used just a few too many commas." 

Figures Don't Lie 

" 'Tis sweet to hear the watchdog's 
honest bark. 

Bay deep-mouthed warning as THEY 
near his lair." 

This isn't exactly what Byron said 
but it's near enough to it to be appro
priately applied to the late Martin 
Barnaby Madden, who was chairman of 
the House Committee on Appropria
tions until his death on the twenty-
seventh of last April. When it came to 
defending the Treasury of the United 
States against assault and battery, Mr. 
Madden was hard-boiled. Here's the way 
he repulsed an attack by the navy: 

"We need an appi'opriation for 90,000 
men,"' said a navy official as he appeared 
before Mr. Madden's committee. 

"You do?" said Mr. Madden. "Well, 
we'll see about that," and he called for 
an adding machine and at the same time 
for a list of every boat, barge, tug, 
launch, transport, collier, navy yard 
and everything else that the navy owns. 

"Now," he said after his wants had 
been supplied, "let's go. How many 
men, in war time, can you use on this 
ship?" 

He got the answer and put it on the 
paper in the adding machine. He kept 
going; he got the figures concerning 
eveiything afloat in the navy and also 
the war-time complement of the navy 
yards. Then he pulled the crank and 
looked at that total. It read G3,000. 

"You're asking for money," he said, 
"to |)ay 90,000 men when you haven't 
got jobs, even in war time, for but C3,-
000. And money for 03,000 is all you 
get. It's too much at that." 

News Item 

In a recent report the city of Detroit 
proudly announces that its liquor busi
ness amounts to the neat little sum of 
.^215,000,000 a year, which makes it the 
city's second largest industry. But of 
course it dopsn't pay ta;:2S. 
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