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Picked out of the Air 
By Jack Binns 

IN THE Eighteenth Century the 
leading- jjowers of the world warred 
with one another to acquire colo

nies. In the Nineteenth Century interna
tional trade rivalry led to greater con
flicts that culminated in the World 
War. Now it begins to look as though 
radio wave lengths might be the future 
cause of battle. 

Communication is the most vital of 
all needs in modern civilization. The 
control of world-wide communication by 
the Allied Powers during the World 
War was just as important as the 
physical control of the high seas by 
their fleets. With this control of com
munication, they were able to coordinate 
their combined resources and direct 
them to the points where they would be 
most effective. 

World-wide radio communication is 
now a possibility for every nation, 
through the medium of ultra-short 
wave channels that are being opened 
by engineering development. Unfortu
nately there are only a limited number 
of such channels available. They were 
divided up for specific services by the 
last International Radio Convention 
held in Washington last year. 

Since that convention adjourned, 
rapid strides have been made in the de
velopment of apparatus. With each 
increase in the sensitivity of radio re
ceivers, there comes a corresponding de
crease in the number of wave channels 
actually available at any one time. In 
other words, the transmitters in differ
ent countries begin to interfere with 
one another just as a great many of our 
broadcasting stations located in differ
ent states interfere with one another de
spite the prohibitions of the Federal 
Radio Commission. Scientific progress 
is always one or two steps ahead of 
regulatory efforts. 

Take short-wave rebroadcasting chan
nels, for instance. There are thirty-
five of them available for the entire 
world. The Federal Radio Commission 
in this country has already allotted 
twenty to local station operators. How 
many have been assigned by other na
tions to their own citizens I cannot 
say, but there is no doubt these chan
nels are already saturated. 

Every nation has a legal right to use 

all the channels for transmission within 
its own borders. Unfortunately radio 
waves do not respect man-made geo
graphical boundaries. 

We are on the threshold, of interna
tional broadcasting. It is quite con
ceivable there will be interference 
unless some international agreement is 
reached. It would seem to be the policy 
of wisdom for our Federal Radio Com
mission to begin cooperating with the 
International Radio Union of Berne be
fore any serious cau.se of international 
misunderstanding arises. 

O r U n d u l y E x t e n d e d 

A headline on one of the items sent 
me by the public relations department 
of the chains, reads: "Radio Conductors 
Devise Elastic Music." 

Yes, indeed, some of it does sound 
rather badly stretched. 

Curses! Jack Dalton 

One of the strange things to the 
visitor in a broadcast studio is to see 
the actors and actresses who are taking 
part in a radio drama gesticulate quite 
as freely as though they were on a 
theater stage. It appears even more 
peculiar because of the lack of make
up or costuming to fit the part that is 
being portrayed. The gestures, how
ever, are no mere heritage of former 
stage experience. They are vitally im
portant to a proper vocal effort. Let 
Charles Webster, who has devoted the 
last three years to radio drama over the 
NBC microphones, tell you why. 

"The radio actor," declares Charles, 
"knows that the only thing he does be
fore the microphone that reaches his 
audience is what he says. But to 
achieve the best voice, to convey the 
most passion, pity or anger through the 
voice, the actor must make about the 
same gestures he would on the stage. 

"In broadcasting, gestures mean a 
great deal to the actor. They work him 
up to the emotional pitch that his voice 
conveys to the listeners. On the stage 
the audience knows what the actor feels 
by both voice and gesture. On the radio 
only the voice tells, therefore it must 
be doubly effective." 

Enlist in the legion of 
COOL Ingram Shavers! 

(THE COUPON BRINGS SEVEN COOL SHAVES FREE) 

JOIN up with that comfort-loving 
army of men who look to Ingram's 

every morning to keep shaving on a 
safe, cool and stingless basis. 

For Ingram's is cool — cool — 
C O O L - C O O L ! It's different! It's 
unique—a brand new sensation in 
shaving comfort. 

It's the shaving cream that was 
purposely planned to take the burn
ing bite out of the morning shave 
and leave a clear, cool face when 
the job is done. 

Never mindi your Whiskers 
think about your Face 

N o l o t i o n s n e e d a p p l y w h e n 
Ingram's is foaming richly on your 
face. For Ingram's is shaving cream 
and lotion—both in one. Because 
of three soothing and cooling in
gredients it tightens and tones the 
skin when and while you shave. 

And with Ingram's you can shave 
wi thou t those fiery 
little pin-prick stabs 
from which ordinary 
creams seem power
less to protect you 

Ingram's does all 
of these four impor-

INGRAMS 
SHAVING CHEAM 

"Never mind your Whiskers, 

think about your Face" 

tant things and it does them well: 

Number One: It will cool and tone 
your face while you 
shave. 

Number Two: It will keep your 
skin in better shape. 

NumberThree: It will enable you 
to shave closer with
out discomfort. 

Number Four: I t gives a h e a v y 
lather that lies close 
and keeps wet. 

I f you will just go to two minutes' 
trouble, you'll be rewarded with a 
lifetinne's happiness of clear, cool 
shaves. That little coupon just be
low brings you seven glorious and 
cool morning shaves! Our sample 
is no beauty to look at, but it's the 
greatest gatherer of friends any com
pany ever had. 

Don' t fail now to try Ingram's. 
Your face will be grateful all your 

life. Send for sample. Do 
it now! 

COOL SHAVES 
FREE 

BRISTOL-MYERS Co., Dept. C 99 

110 Washington St., New York 
I'd like to try seven cool Ingram shaves. 
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THREE 
SCREEN 
GRID 
TUBES 

AUTOMATIC 
VOLUME 
CONTROL 

SILENT 
VISUAL 

TUNING 

A REVELATION IN RADIO 
Presenting more advantages than any previous Receiver has 

ever offered^ the new No. 846 Screen Grid Stromberg-
Carlson represents the fa r thes t p o i n t o f progress in the 

development of broadcast reception. It has: 

Three Screen Grid Radio Frequency 
Stages, "Total ly Shielded", affording 
high amplification, improving Selectivity 
and Sensitivity; adding new brilliance 
to Tone. 

Linear Power Detection, assuring maxi
mum results from the mw Modulated 
Broadcasting, giving purer tone at all 
frequencFes. 

Built-in Electro-Dynamic Speaker, 
scientifically baffled, giving accurate 
response on low as wel l as high and 
intermediate tones. 

Automatic Volume Control, regulating 
amplification to strength of carrier waves, 
minimizing ' ' fading" and maintaining 
volume. 

Meter For Visual Tuning, indicating 
proper resonance point for finest Tone. 

No. 642, Screen Grid 
Stromberg-Carlson. Price, 
without tubes, East of 

^'.'""$247.50 

Phonograph Jack, permitting permanent 
connection, allowing electrical repro- Learn the address of the 
duct ion of r e c o r d s . " " " • " * Stromberg-Carl

son dealer from your tele-
Half Octagonal Cabinet, with six legs, P^°"' directory, 
giving the massive effect of a rare old 
piece. 

No. 846 Stromberg-Carlson. Uses SUY-
224 Screen Grid, 3 Uy-227,2 UX-245 in 
"push-pul l " and 2 UX-280 Radiotrons. 
Price, without tubes, ( t O / j - r r/~\ 
East of Rodies . . . 4 > J 4 / . J U 

STROMBERG-CARLSON TELEPHONE MFG. CO.. 
ROCHESTER, N.y. 

No. 641, similar operating 
unit to No. 642. Price, 
without tubes or Speak
er, East of ( f - l r C 
Rodies... 4) I D D 

Stromber^'-Carlson 
XiAKERS OF YOICS TRAXSMiSSiON AND VOICE RECEPTION APPAUATI S FOR MORE THAN TIURTV-FIVE YEARS 

Nothing but a Ghost 
Continued from page 32 

few cans tonight at the store," grunted 
the captain. "It gets that way some
times." 

A few moments later Mr. Smith 
passed his hands over his eyes and 
yawned. 

"I shouldn't be sleepy," he confessed. 
"How long will it be before we anchor, 
Captain? I think I'll take a last nap." 

"Plenty of time," the captain assured 
him heartily. "You turn in. I'll see 
you're called afore we drop th' hook." 

Mr. Smith rose. He seemed to weave 
somewhat as he entered his cabin and 
they heard him mutter, perplexed, 
"Queer! I shouldn't feel so tired." 

T^HE captain waited until he heard the 
-•- boards of the bunk creak under his 
passenger's weight and then with a nod 
to his companion, he got up and went 
on deck, the mate following soon after. 
Anselm met them at the taffrail. 

"Well?" he said. 
"He's going under," grunted the cap

tain. Anselm nodded and turned to 
watch the dark shadow that was Wara-
tah Island, looming closer and closer. 
The schooner slid between long rolls of 
foam, and came to rest on the placid 
water inside a sheltering reef. Anselm, 
the captain and the mate went below. 

"He ought to be out by now," com
mented the captain. 

"We'll pitch him ashore when we're 
through," said Anselm, curtly. 

The captain unlocked a long drawer. 
He took out three cartridge belts with 
bolstered revolvers, and each of the men 
buckled one on. 

"What beats mc," said the fat mate, 
cinching himself up, "is why you didn't 
come here afore. Looks like you've 
wasted a pile o' time knowing them 
pearls was here." 

"Lucky for you," was Anselm's com
ment. "You get your share now. But 
the fact is I only got to look at the old 
man's papers about a year back. I knew 
about the stones all right but hadn't an 
idea where they were till I got a slant 
at the plan of the house. Took me a 
year then to get to Singapore and find 
the right men to chip in with." 

"And then you found us busted flat," 
grunted the captain. "But Mister Smith 
came along just in time." 

The three men left the main cabin 
and a few minutes later were pulled 
across the inky waters to the beach. 

They stumbled on to a narrow path, 
and following it for some hundred yards, 
eventually reached a large clearing in 
the center of which stood a roomy 
bungalow made of white coral blocks 
half smothered in vines. They ascended 
the veranda steps, moved cautiously to
ward the front door that opened into 
the bungalow living-room, and then 
Anselm, with an abrupt gesture, flung 
it open and stood blinking in the light 
that flooded from the opening. 

There was a startled gasp from a 
woman who was sitting by a long and 
narrow table, her hands busy with some 
sewing as she rocked back and forth in 
a cane chair. Across the table from her 
sat a man about thirty-five years of 
age, sprawled in another cane chair and 
with his stockinged feet resting on a 
stool. Seeing a stranger, he rose. 

"My name's Cartright," he said. 
"Won't you come in. Captain . . . er . . ." 

"The name doesn't matter," drawled 
Anselm. He stepped into the room, the 
mate and the captain crowding close at 
his heels, their hands resting on their 
gun butts. 

"Keep still," he snapped grimly. "And 
tell your woman to behave. You won't 
get hurt." 

"Better make him fast," grunted the 
captain. "No sense leavin' him loose." 

The fat mate passed a length of fish
ing line round both of the trader's el
bows which he made fast behind his 
back with a strong seizing, rendering 
him helpless. 

"We'll do the same for you, ma'am," 
said Anselm. The trader uttered a sti
fled protest. 

"You lay hands on her and I ' l l . . ." he 
choked. 

"Aw, quit," grunted the captain with 
some disgust. "We ain't after wimmin." 

The trader's wife, trembling a little, 
rose from her chair and submitted to 
having her elbows lashed behind her. 
That accomplished she was bundled into 
a corner with her husband and the three 
intruders set to work. 

Anselm produced a scrap of paper 
which he scanned with care, occasional
ly lifting his eyes to orientate himself in 
the room. 

"Direct line from idol about ten feet 
to center of room," he muttered. Then 
gazing about, "There's no damned idol 
here!" 

He thrust the paper into his pocket. 
"Where's the idol that used to be 

here?" he demanded harshly, staring at 
the bound trader. The man looked puz
zled. 

"He means that old wooden image 
we used to have," cried the woman hur
riedly. "It was here when we came. 
We sold it to a collector who was here 
last year," she added, looking at An
selm. He wiped his brow as if relieved. 

"Where did it stand?" he demanded. 
The woman nodded to one wall. 
"About there, I think. Below that 

picture. Did you come for that?" 
Anselm ignored her. He strode to the 

spot indicated, placed himself beneath 
the picture and measured ten feet out
ward to the center of the room. Then 
taking a hammer from his pocket, he 
tapped on the floor, listening after each 
blow. 

rpHE bungalow was of a construction 
•*- rather unusual in those parts. Be

neath the hardwood of the floor there 
was apparently solid stone and Anselm's 
hammer knocked futilely for some time. 

"Got a chisel or crowbar anywhere 
around here?" he snapped. 

The trader shook his head. 
"You might find a screw driver in the 

cupboard over there," he suggested, and 
Anselm crossed to the indicated place 
and wrenched open the door. A few 
moments of feverish groping and he 
found a screw driver with which he pro
ceeded to pry up one of the floor boards, 
the captain and mate watching him in
tently. 

The board had been well laid and it 
was nearly half an hour before, with 
an exclamation of triumph, Anselm tore 
it free and tossed it aside. From the 
captain and the mate there came a si
multaneous quick breath. In a small 
cavity which the board had covered 
there lay a rusted but still sound ja
panned tin box. Anselm lifted it out 
and carried it to the table, the others 
crowding at his heels; then he pried oft' 
the lock and jerked back the lid. Then 
he drew out first a small bundle of 
papers, tied with string, a worn leather 
bag-purse which clinked, and finally an 
old-fashioned, single-action .45 revolver. 
This last he tossed impatiently aside, as 
he did the papers, after a hasty glance 
through them. The bag he emptied with 
care to disclose a small packet of tightly 
folded Bank of England notes, a few 
gold sovereigns and some silver. That 
was all. (Continued on page 51) 
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1 3 out of every ^ pounds of leaf 

sacrificed . • . for the quality 

whicli keeps men saying . . . . 

Dills Best is Americas Best 
IN making this superior-quality pipe 

tobacco we use only the choice, 
all-clear leaves of the tobacco plant. 
We take from each leaf the harsh, 
bitter, fast-burning stem. We do NOT 
then crush, flake and disguise these 
stems and put them back. To do that 
would destroy the delicate natural 
flavor. So, all stems are taken out 
and kept out. 

Costs one-third more 
This part of the Dill process makes 

the cost of manufacturing Dill's Best 
one-third more, because the discarded 
stems represent about one out of every 
three pounds of tobacco leaf bought 
from the planters. But in no other 
way can you get the finer smoking 
qualities that the best tobacco has 
to give — in smoke-taste, coolness 
and fragrance. 

A sacrifice worth while 

The result more than makes up for 
the sacrifice. The better quality wins 
and holds men to Dill's. Through 
three generations, fathers have told 

their sons that, for pipe smoking. 
Dill's Best is America's best. 

Since 1848, Dill's Best has been 
manufactured so as to maintain this 
reputation. When machinery was 
brought out to flake and disguise 
stems so that they would look just like 
tobacco. Dill's went right on as it al
ways had—taking out and leaving out 
all stems and using only the all-clear 
high grade leaf. 

hasting taste and fragrance 

You find the full natural-tobacco 
taste and fragrance of Dill's Best last 
as long as you smoke. You find ar. 
all-clear, dust-free tobacco that doesn't 
clog the pipe—or "bite." Pipeful after 
pipeful of smoking . . . all the way to 
the bottom . . . leaves the bowl siveet 
and dry. 

Dill's Best is America's oldest brand 
of smoking tobacco. Practically all 
dealers sell it. Let fifteen cents intro
duce you today to real pipe smoking 
enjoyment and satisfaction. J. G. Dill 
Company, Richmond, Va. 

[ T f M s IN DILLS BES"^' 

15^ 
AND A PIPEFUL 

LASTS LONGER 
Dill's Best—rubbed or sliced—is 
now sold almost everywhere in 15^ 
pocket-size tins; and can also be 
obtained in half pound and full 

pound humidor cans. 

'A^C, / p ^ ^ ^ M ^ 
^ = - S I N C E IB48 

Dill's B e ^ 
f^.'iJKJSi >H 9tKX'9_ >:^fi«^rm:c.u:u-y T O B A C C O 
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Like a Conquering Army 
THESE BOOKS 

have marched triumphant through the centuries 

DR. ELIOT'S 
FIVE-FOOT SHELF 

OF BOOKS 
The Harvard Classics 

T UV. 1 ini lAKIES of the old world and the new 
ari.- ii.iinincd with volumes, shelf on shelf, which 

a thousand men in a thousand lifetimes could never 
find time to read. And millions more volumes have 
passed forever in to oblivion, not even to find shel
ter in the archives of public libraries. 

Yet these books have come thunder ing down 
through the centuries, influencing, teaching and 
delighting mankind with their indomitable power. 
They are as new and invigorating as when their 
immortal authors instilled in them the breath of 
eternal life. 

Emerson once said: " W o u l d that some charitable 
soul, after losing a great deal of time among the 
false books, and alighting upon the few true ones 
which made him happy and wise, would name 
those which have been bridges or ships to carry 
him over the dark morasses and barren oceans, 
into sacred cities, into palaces and temples." 

It was one of the monumenta l achievements of 
America's greatest educator. Dr. Charles W . Eliot, 
to bring together the truly great books, to sift the 
pure gold from the mass of writings the ages have 
produced. For forty years President of Harvard 
University, Dr. Eliot realized the need of a library 
oflFering everyone the culture which 
a university strives to give. 

The Five-Foot Sheif (Harvard Classics) is the 
magnificent result of his inspiration and knowl
edge. These books are the criterion of all literary 
selection. T h r o u g h them people have found that 
the classics are no t dul l—but intensely stirring; 
n o t beau t i fu l a n t i q u e s , b u t l ively, s t i m u l a t i n g 
modern though t with vital application to every
day life. 

In this wonderful library are the writ ings of 302 
immortal authors. 

T h e busy man and woman of today need not 
s tumble th rough hopeless masses of reading mat
ter, for in the Harvard Classics are the books that 
live forever, the books that have as p roud posses
sors more than a quarter of a million intelligent, 
ambit ious families. 

These books stand for stimulation of thought , 
and above all, endless enjoyment. They are the 
books which have won for themselves the well de
served tribute, "A liberal education in fifteen min
utes a day." 

P. F. Collier and Son Company has published 
good books since 1875. By the famous Collier 
plan, you can pay for these books while you are 
reading and enjoying them. 

CHARLES W. ELIOT, forty years President of 
Harvard University, Editor of the famous 

Harvard Classics. 

SbceIS7S 
| C O I X I E R | 
I Good Books i 

Mr. 
NAME Mrs._ 

Miss 

Ho- 7147-HCA 

P. F. COLLIER & SON COMPANY, 250 Park Avenue, New York City 

B Y MAIL, free, send me the booklet that tells all about the most famous library in the world. 
Dr. Eliot's Five-Foot Shelf of Books (The Harvard Classics), and contains Dr. Eliot's own plan of 
reading. Also, please advise how I may secure the books by small monthly payments. 

ADDRESS-

THIS IS YOUR CERTIFICATE FOR THE FREE BOOKLET 

This FREE booklet 
T h e certificate is for your 
convenience. Before you 
spend a n o t h e r p e n n y for 
books, get a copy of "Fifteen 
Minutes a Day"—the famous 
booklet that tells how to turn 
wasted minutes into growth 
and increased power. It 's 
ready and waiting for you. 
Sending for it does not obli
gate you in any way. 
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Nothing but a Ghost 
Continued from page 4S 

"Ain't no pearls there," grunted the 
captain surlily. 

"By God! They ivere here '" shouted 
Anselm. "They must be here! Only 
two men knew about them and one died 
in Queensland and the other in a Shang
hai dive!" 

The captain licked his lips. 
"Maybe this wasn't the hiding place," 

he suggested. "Maybe there's other 
places!" 

"By God! That's r ight!" Anselm 
blurted. He picked up his hammer 
again and, dropping to his knees, went 
carefully over the floor. 

At last he paused and dropped into a 
chair, baffled. 

"Looks as if you got us on a wild-
goose chase," the captain rasped. 

"Wait a bit and let me think," An
selm snarled. "They're here some
where I tell you—find a drink!" 

'TiHE fat mate had already discovered 
•'- a half-filled bottle of gin in a cupboard 
and this he brought forward with some 
cups. The captain dropped to a chair, 
frowning heavily, and the mate, setting 
the bottle on the floor, poured three 
generous drinks and passed them 
round. Several minutes passed in com
parative silence, and then the captain 
rose and moved slowly over to confront 
the trader and his wife huddled still in 
their corner. 

"We ain't meaning no harm t' you," 
he began smoothly. "It 's a private sort 
of affair we're on, y' see, looking fer 
some loot we buried here some time 
back. Guess you never run across it, 
did you?" 

"Do you think I'd be trading for 
copra still?" suggested the trader, with 
a touch of irony. "I never even knew 
of that hiding place under the floor." 

The captain grunted. 
"We got a friend of yours on th ' 

ship," he began again. "Old gent we 
picked up at Singapore. Said he was 
your uncle, ma'am." 

"Uncle?" cried the woman. She cho'ked 
back her resentment and tears. "Did 
you bring him? I knew he was coming 
but we thought it would be on the next 
schooner from Batavia. Is he well? 
You didn't hurt him?" 

"Not yet," observed the captain sig
nificantly. "I suppose he ain't ever been 
here any time?" 

"Oh, yes," said the woman. "He was 
a trader here a long time ago." 

"He didn't write an' tell you about 
any pearls, heh?" the captain sug
gested. 

"No," answered the woman. "I don't 
know what you're talking about." 

"Mebbe if we tried a little hot iron 
on yer man's feet you might think of 
somethin'," drawled the captain. The 
woman's eyes widened and her lips 
moved soundlessly. The trader uttered 
a short oath. 

"Sure," grunted the captain. "A touch 
of hot iron might help." 

He bent and caught the trader by the 
arm, dragging him to the center of the 
room. The woman screamed, a high-
pitched throbbing sound that made the 
men curse her savagely. The trader 
kicked and wriggled but his legs were 
finally lashed fast and Anselm began to 
heat the bent and twisted screw driver 
over the flame of the oil lamp on the 
shelf. 

"I tell you there are no pearls here!" 
panted the trader, his face ashen. "You 
swine! I'd tell you if I knew." 

Anselm crossed the room, the metal of 
the screw driver smoking a little but not 
quite red-hot. The fat mate bent and 
ripped one ol the socks from the trader's 

foot and Anselm dropped to his knees. 
The woman moaned, a long, low sound 
filled with anguish. Her eyes closed, to 
jerk open again as a choking cry" of pain 
split the room. Tjjere was a faint odor 
of singed flesh. 

"Let him go!" whispered the woman. 
"There's money in the safe in the bed
room. Take it and let him go. There 
are no pearls that we know of." 

"Might as well give him another 
touch," the captain suggested, and An
selm grunted. The choking cry, bitten ofl̂  
short, rose again. The woman lay limp 
in the corner, unconsciousness flooding 
her. Anselm straightened with a curse 
and flung the screw driver aside. 

"Looks as if they're tellin' the truth," 
he said savagely. 

The fat mate slopped another drink 
into a cup and lifted it to his lips. It 
never reached there. He remained 
transfixed, his eyes wide, his body tense. 
Anselm uttered a stifled and wondering 
oath. The captain stopped chewing at 
his quid and dropped a hand involun
tarily to his gun. In the doorway stood 
Mr. Smith! 

He did not Ipok at all insignificant 
now. The weary shoulders seemed to 
have straightened and grown wider. 
The age wrinkles about his mouth 
seemed to have been magically wiped 
away. The eyes were no longer a life
less gray left chill and hard and wide. 
There was something menacing about 
him in spite of his white hair, something 
deadly and coldly magnetic. 

He was bareheaded, dressed only in 
a shirt and duck pants, both of which 
dripped with water. The front of his 
ducks was also stained a faint brown, 
from the waist almost to the knees, and 
it came to Anselm with a start that such 
a stain might have been caused by de
liberately spilled tea. More menacing 
than all, and more; suggestive, were two 
cartridge belts crossed about Mr. 
Smith's waist, and though he stood with 
a hand idly resting against each lintel 
of the door, he looked quite ready to use 
the guns which sagged in their holsters 
down each thigh. 

"T WAS delayed a little," he said, and 
•*• his voice was crisp and clear. "I had 

to swim. I came principally to correct 
your version of an old history, Anselm. 
Bradley did not want to hog all those 
pearls, as you suggested. His partner 
got that idea and shot Bradley in the 
back. He was afraid to try any other 
way. Bradley was the fastest gunman 
in the South in those days. His natives 
attacked the {lartner—you were right 
there—and he got out. He was a yellow 
sort of dog, for the first thing he did 
was to tell the authorities where they 
could find Bradley, and they got him and 
put him in jail. Bradley heard later 
that his partner had been killed and it 
never occurred to him there would be 
any clue left as to where the pearls were 
hidden, so he didn't bother to get them. 
He 'figured they'd be all right for a 
rainy day. When he got out of jail he 
went into northern Queensland and 
there he died. I knew him very well, 
you see?" 

The three men, standing erect in the 
room were as if in a trance. The sudden 
appearance of a man they thought 
drugged for the night stunned them. 
There was a long, tense silence after 
Mr. Smith had finished speaking. An
selm was the first to break it. 

"You know so damned much," he 
sneered, "I guess you can tell us where 
the pearls are then. They're mine by 
rights. My father . . ." 

(Continued on page 52) 
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TAILORING ATTENDS THE 

DIRECTORS' MEETING . . . 

*More than 19,000 
Business Executives Dress in 
These Better-Fitting Clothes 

Only a great organization of skill and 
ability meets the exacting requirements 
of these men who know, want and deal 
in values. 

They can well afford to pay much 
more for their clothes. Our modern 
tailoring service makes it unnecessary. 

The extra value in fabrics, style, fit and 
workmanship in our garments tailored 
to your individual but!d and attitude 
requirements is yours at no greater cost 
than ordinary clothes. 

Our local representative wlK gladly show 

you the new Fall and Winter Fabrics now en 

display. The coupon will bring his name and 

information of real interest to you. 

C H I C A G O 
Largest tailors in tiie world of GOOD made-to-order clotheo 

I ED. V.PRICE&CO., 319-339 W. Van Burcn St., CHICAGO, ILL. C-9-14 
[ Please send me the name of your nearest representative, your new style book, "Men's 
1 Toss," and facts about your exclusive "Att i tude Metfiod" of personal taijorins. 
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•>- -J- •»- •>- •)-FASTER 
^ ^ ever FASTER 
grows Ihe pace of Business * • s •>- •>• 

M. l O D E R N business eagerly grasps every new device for speed, 

e v e r y l a b o r - s a v i n g m e t h o d , e v e r y a id t o g r e a t e r p r o d u c t i o n . T h e 

gril l ing! pace of compet i t ion must be met . C Progressive business 

offices everywhere have adopted the Easy-Writing Royal Typewriter. 

They endorse its distinctive advantages—its resi l ient action, unvarying 

smoothness and accuracy, its greater capacity for faster, finer output . 

C In these days of intensified pressure u p o n personnel and equipment , 

the l ight-running Royal is easing the tasks of the thousands who are 

daily employed at its keys. C The superiority of this modern business 

machine is indisputably confirmed by its results. Compare the work! 

ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY 
Incorporalfd 

NEW YORK CITY 

Brani-lws and Agencies the World Over 

(Continued from page 51) 
"Was Bradley's partner," said the old 

man quietly. "And a yellow dog!" 
"There's no use blatting away like 

this," jerked the captain suddenly. "You 
know too damned much. Mister Smith. 
Guess you were wise to the doping, eh? 
Well, we c'n use you right now. What 
happened to the pearls?" 

"They're here," said Mr. Smith, a 
faint smile curving his lips. He glanced 
at the gap in the flooring and then at the 
seared feet of the helpless trader. Fi
nally he glanced at the woman huddled 
in the corner and his face hardened. 

"I'll take the three of you to Billiton 
and the magistrate," he stated crisply. 
"You'll get five years at the least!" 

Anselm's breath went out with a hiss
ing noise. The captain's eyes became 
mere slits. The fat mate took half a 
step back and dropped a hand to his 
gun. The three of them drew almost to
gether, and the captain and Anselm at 
least were fast for men who were not 
professionals with weapons. But neither 
of them saw Mr. Smith's hands move. 
One moment he was idly and even in
dolently leaning in the doorway, and 
the next, he was erect and orange flames 
were stabbing from each of his hips. 

The fat mate's bullet buried itself in 
the floor as he pitched forward like a 
log, a neat hole above his heart. The 
captain staggered and went on one knee 
without having fired at all, his gun 
dropping with a thud as he twisted side
ways and crashed limp. Anselm's bullet 
splintered the stone of the wall a clear 
two feet to one side of the doorway, and 
then a red stain crept slowly across the 
bosom of his shirt. He sagged at the 
knees, and then collapsed like an empty 
sack. 

Mr. Smith stood motionless for a mo
ment, blue smoke curling up before his 
face. Then, bolstering his guns, he 
moved into the room, secured a knife 
and cut both the trader and his wife 
free. 

He lifted the woman to a chair, and 
forced some gin between her lips. The 
trader hauled himself to a seat and swal
lowed a stiff three fingers before he 
could speak. 

"You came . . . just in time," he 

whispered hoarsely. "The devils!" He 
stared at the limp bodies and shuddered. 
The woman opened her eyes and gazed 
stupidly around before remembrance 
came and she moaned. Mr. Smith 
picked up from the debris of the ruined 
table the old single-action revolver An
selm had lifted from the tin box, and 
began to fumble absently with the butt. 
It came away in his hand after awhile 
to drop into his palm a small wash-
leather bag which he opened and emp
tied, disclosing nearly twenty fine pearls 
of considerable size and value. He 
stared at them for a while, smiling 
faintly, and then slipped them into his 
pocket. The woman stared at him, 
awed. 

"Who are you?" she whispered. "I 
don't know you 

"I'm your uncle, 
unless 
he said gently, and 

blinked. "There's nothing to worry 
about now." He left her for a moment 
and went outside into the darkness. His 
face was queerly soft and gentle as he 
gazed up at the stars and the night 
wind played in his hair. 

"There was a man who died in 
Queensland," ho whispered. "In the 
old days, the brave old days. We must 
remember that. It was only a ghost that 
walked tonight." 

TTE REMAINED motionless for a long 
-'--'-time. Then his hands moved to his 
cartridge belts. Twice and three times 
he touched them and twice and three 
times his fingers fell away. He seemed 
irresolute, as if there was some madness 
in the wind, and the night that stirred 
him set desires racing in his blood 
which he fought against. But at last 
he straightened his shoulders and set 
his lips. Ste;-'';'" be unbuckled the 
belts, and flu " ,._ away with their 
bolstered guns. 

"Yes," he said, very wearily, "it was 
nothing but a ghost. The old days are 
gone." 

Then Typhoon Bradley turned and 
went back into the bungalow and 
strangely the age-lag was in his step 
and the shoulders that had once been 
massive were caved over the ruin of a 
chest again. But he was smiling to 
himself and felt at peace. 

Bad News for Pitchers 
Continued from page 19 

TYPEA^STRITERS 

subject in which I am vitally inter
ested, as one of my kiddies got kicked 
in the head by a zebra the other 
day, and will have to give up reading 
for the law and be a football coach, a 
baseball umpire and a cartoonist. The 
madam thinks a cartoonist's work is too 
confining; if the boy got good at it and 
his cartoons were widely syndicated, 
he wouldn't dare go any farther than 
Siberia for his outings and not even 
there more than four or five times a 
year. 

A football coach is usually home in 
the summer, when you've already got 
mosquitoes. So we kind of hope the 
boy will choose umpiring, and have en
gaged a private tutor to instruct him 
in pointing as well as imitating the 
cries of animals. 

The Place for an Expert 

I don't believe I had better waste my 
time and yours with suggestions on 
how to umpire. Billy Evans, apparently 
normal when a child, went into the pro
fession and wrote a surprisingly clear 
booklet about it which you can buy for 
twenty-five cents. 

There is just one thing I would ad
vise and that is to sit in the stands 

.^-i I or the bleachers instead of trying to 

run the game from the field. I know 
that the place to judge balls and strikes 
is in the back row of the right field 
seats, because I have sat there and 
heard my neighbors correct an umpire 
when he charged one of the home bats
men with a strike that was below his 
knees and too close to him. The cor
rection went unheeded, of course, be
cause umpires are infallible. 

The only time I ever saw an umpire 
in doubt of this infallibility was five 
or six hours after a certain world's 
series game in New York. Two of them, 
following a consultation, had called the 
game on account of darkness. It was 
noon and Old Sol beat down out of a 
cloudless sky. I reached Park Row 
forty minutes later and nearly had sun
stroke walking from the subway to the 
oflnce. The stenographers, returning 
from lunch, carried parasols. 

My work done, I went to the Waldorf 
where Mr. McGraw was not letting you 
pay for anything. I saw one of the 
umpires in the lobby with Nick Altrock, 
and horned in. 

"I'd like to have you boys' honest 
opinion," said the umps. "Didn't you 
think it was getting pretty dim out 
there?" 

"I t would have been only for the fire
flies," said Mr. Altrock. 
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JLC OUF Child 
^^^ is tkeii* food safe ? 

lOU, as a conscientious mother, buy 
the best food for your children, prepare 
it with scrupulous care and cook it cor
rectly. Yet, in spite of all, you may be 
giving your children food which is not 
wholesome—possibly dangerous! 

For even the best food becomes unsafe 
to eat unless it is kept at the proper 
degree of cold, which medical authorities 
agree should be 50 degrees or less — al
ways. Above that temperature, bacteria 
multiply, food is contaminated—becomes 
a menace to health. 

There is only one way to be sure that 
your children's food is fresh and health
ful—correct refrigeration. There is one 
refrigerator that assures you of scientifi
cally perfectrefrigerationatall times—the 
General Electric. Faithfully, quietly, day 
and night, it maintains a temperature 
safelybelowthedangerpoint—50degrees. 

The General Electric is ideal for the 
home. Its simple mechanism which you 
never need to oil, is mounted on top of 

The price of this new all-steel refrigera-
toi—the small-family model—is now 

AT THE 
FACTORY *215 

the cabinet and hermetically sealed in 
a steel casing. It has a simple accessible 
temperature control, makes a generous 
supply of ice cubes, creates no radio inter
ference. It has the only all-steel, warp-
proof cabinet — easily-cleaned, sanitary. 

Your dealer will be glad to explain the 
spaced payment plan, which makes it so 
easy to own this faithful watchman of the 
family health. If there is not a dealer near 
you, write Electric Refrigeration Dept., 
General Electric Co., Hanna Building, 
Cleveland, Ohio, for booklet C-9. 

An unmatched record 

There are noiv more than 300,000 homes 
enjoying the comfort and protection of 
General Electric Refrigerators—and not 
one of the owners has ever had to pay 
a single dollar for repairs or service. 

GENERAL ELECTRIC 
Jk^lkk.WlLjmHM m^w Hi HOfl WL-JM flLuM BiIlk Wk^'M H iMHli M ^RJH HCSil •TBit'jK^^ Hi ^L^l^HnKiF 
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'Then ye who 'd hid adieu 
to care, 

Come here and smoke it 
into air." 

—Anon. 

I m not scared of the General 
Continued from page 17 

cooler smoke in a 
DR/tR pipe 

Vipe smokers: 
Back about 1870, James N.Wellman developed 
a secret tobacco process which won instant and 
widespread favor. It yielded a fuller-bodied 
richness, mildness and flavor which just seemed 
to "go" with a pipe. 

Wellman's Method, used exclusively on 
Granger Rough Cut, is what makes it so fra
grant and mellow, so sweet and cool. 

Big, shaggy fliakes—not like finely cut hot-
burning tobaccos, but "Rough Cut" to burn 
slowly down to a clean, dry ash. 

All in a common-sense soft package, foil 
wrapped to give the best protection, at 10 cents. 
A whole bookful of reasons why it's "in more 
pipes every day!" 

LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO CO. 

GRANGER 
R O U G H 

,ln mote bipei 

"That reminds me." On his way to 
the door George Malt turned. "She 
gave me a message. Something—^was 
it?—about a dog—" 

"A dog?" 
"As I recall it," stated George Malt, 

"it was some bilge about if she had a 
dog who wanted a walk she would not 
be troubling you." 

"Oh." Aubrey had paled, but he set 
his teeth. "She said that?" 

" 'If you see him,' she said, 'tell him 
this from me. ' " George laughed. 
"But don't you worry! Leave it all to 
me!" 

TT WAS not until the following after-
noon that Aubrey had a chance to 

show initiative. Strolling down by the 
lake, he heard the boom of the General's 
voice. It seemed he was addressing a 
gardener. Throwing up his chin, Au
brey made for the source of the disturb
ance, thoughts of Lindbergh banking up 
solid behind his resolution. 

"Good afternoon, sir," opened Aubrey, 
as he came on the General surveying a 
ladder with disapproval. 

The old soldier turned on him ab
ruptly. 

"D'yeh see what that fool brought me 
for a ladder to reach up to the gallery 
v/indows?" he shouted. "Ten-foot short! 
What does the blinkin' fool think I am 
—Blondin?" 

"Is there any little thing I can do, 
sir?" asked Aubrey. 

The General surveyed him thought
fully. He had not forgotten billiards 
or the fly book, but he hated delay and 
he wanted to get a burglar trap he 
had devised fixed at the windows of the 
galbry. 

"I think," he declared, "I could man
age to reach the ledge up there if you 
could steady the ladder. Think yeh 
could manage it? Then while I make fast 
to the ledge, yeh could shift the ladder 
round the corner and I could climb on 
again and reach the sills. What?" 

"Certainly!" agreed Aubrey, showing 
enterprise. 

Collecting a coil of wire the General 
mounted the rungs. 

To Aubrey at the foot of the ladder 
the climb seemed a long one. Some 
thirty feet up the General was snorting 
dizzily among drain pipes and gutters, 
trailing yards of wire as it unwound on 
his outstretched arm. 

When he had reached the ledge the 
General looked down. "Right?" he in
quired. 

Tir^htening his hold on the ladder, 
Aubrey jerked his head. Gingerly the 
man at the top transferred his weight 
to a foot groping for a toehold on the 
coping, then, clinging to the ledge with 
his hands, he parted company deliber
ately with the ladder. Watching the 
feat brought perspiration to Aubrey's 
brow, safe as he was on the ground. It 
seemed as though the General could only 
hold on for a matter of seconds. He 
heaved at the ladder to shift it, as 
ordered, round the corner. 

His first heave moved the top some 
three feet against the brick work, but 
not by a millimeter did it shift the bot
tom cupped in the turf. Desperately he 
heaved again and this time the top, 
yielding gracefully to gravity, began to 
slide over the wall. Leaping round the 
base, Aubrey set his shoulder against 
the progress, and it was not until a 
yell from above reached his ear that he 
knew he had been successful. The top 
of the ladder he now found had ridden 
the crest and stopped itself by cannon
ading into the seat of the General's 
trousers, on the other side. A man 

made of lesser stuff than the General 
would have been dislodged. 

"What the boundin', blastin' hell," 
he inquired, choked with the effort, "do 
yeh think you're doing, yeh pop-eyed 
young fool?" 

But Aubrey, shaken to the core, did 
not hear him. He was sure the General 
could not cling on more than a minute 
or so longer—and so was the General. 
Twice more in less than half a minute 
he droye a battering ram into the seat 
of the old soldier's pants, then, taking 
advantage of his flagging strength, the 
ladder skidded off due west, and crash
ing over the roof of the library win
dows, split itself neatly in half. 

The General, like a parboiled eagle 
from the crags, watched it go—^watched 
the man to whom he had trusted his life, 
snatch up the longer portion and offer 
it to him as the best he could do— 
watched Elaine arrive, attracted by the 
noise. Then he applied himself inartic
ulately to the job of holding on to his 
two inches of coping. 

"Oh, oh!" cried Elaine. "Why won't 
you do something? He'll be killed. . . ." 
It seemed likely to Aubrey. "But what 
can I do?" Lindbergh, he was certain, 
would have done something. 

"A ladder—a rope! Anything!" 
It was at this moment that the gar

dener appeared with the long ladder. 
The whole household seemed to have 
collected as they set it rapidly against 
the wall for the General to embark. 
"Poor, poor fish!" her eyes seemed to 
say to him, but the arm of George Malt 
drew him aside. 

"Shift-ho, I think," he counseled. 
"Me?" Aubrey demanded with heat. 

"I'm not afraid to—" he broke off, 
catching sight of the General's face as 
he paused before making his descent. 
It was as if his roving eye were seeking 
out someone in the crowd below. "Where 
to?' he amended hurriedly. 

"Immaterial," stated George Malt. 
"I t is speed that counts." 

T^HAT evening he chanced upon Elaine 
-*- in the picture gallery upstairs. 

"Still here?" she greeted, a trifle 
coldly Aubrey thought. 

"Here?" He moved over to her side 
among the crates in the softly-lit gal
lery. 

"There is," she explained, "a good 
service of trains back to town." 

In the faint glow from the shaded 
lamps she made a picture which went 
straight to Aubrey's heart. Swiftly 
now he knew that he hated this man 
Lindbergh. He gulped. "I'm not go
ing," he stated in a voice he did not 
recognize. 

"Oh?" 
"I'm not going to leave this house, 

Elaine, until I've shown you that I am 
not the—the worm you think I am." 

"You know I consider you a worm?" 
She was examining the tips of her fing
ers. 

"Yes." He moved closer to her as she 
slanted against a crate. "George Malt 
told me." 

A hand hanging at her side touched 
his. Like a man in a dream he bent his 
fingers over it. "He's your father, 
Elaine—and after all I'm stopping in 
his house." 

She shook her head, and Aubrey 
noticed that her lip was trembling. 
"What difference does that make? Oh! 
As long as I can remember I seem to 
have heard him cursing and spluttering 
at people! At first I thought you were 
—different. But I know now that it's 
just because you haven't the spirit. Oh, 
oh! Either a man has nice manners 
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and no spirit, or . . . or. . . . Why, if I 
only knew it, I expect Lindbergh raves' 
at you if you forget to put s-sugar in his 
t-tea. 

A remarkable thing happened to Au
brey EflRnghame. He discovered him
self in the act of kissing someone. It 
was Elaine. 

"Ye Gods!" cried Aubrey, when at 
length he came up for air. "Ye Gods 
and by Jove!" He prepared to submerge 
afresh, but Elaine was gone. 

From the door at the far end came 
the sound of retreating footsteps. Au
brey leaped round. 

"Oh, oh!" sounded a queer little voice. 
"I hate you! I hate you! But . . . 
you're rather a dear. . . ." 

IT WAS the proximity of the cases, 
taken in partnership with the new 

yeasty feeling which now surged in him, 
which gave him the idea. It seemed to 
show initiative. It seemed to show en
terprise. 

Through the billiard-room he made his 
way round to the kennels at the back of 
the house, taking care to leave the 
French windows open behind him as he 
took to the lawns. It was close on mid
night and there was no one about. He 
wanted to keep his idea to himself. 

One of the first things he had been 
shown by the General on his arrival was 
the lion dogs brought back by the Gen
eral from Kenya some six months ago. 
"The only things, my boy," that old sol
dier had confided to him in those days 
when all was peace, "the only things on 
four legs that will stand up to a lion." 
And certainly they had looked fierce 
enough. Outside the pen now, Aubrey 
ran an eye over the brutes in the moon
light. He was not afraid of dogs—even 
half-broken lion dogs as big as small 
mules. But he wanted to make sure. 

"Good fellows then," opened Aubrey. 
"Good boys!" 

One of the dogs nosed to the bars. 
Hoping' he did not look like a lion in 
the moonlight, Aubrey scratched his 
head. In less than a minute, that dog 
was outside the pen and, with his col
lar held firmly in Aubrey's hand, was 
being led quietly back to the house. 

"And now," said Aubrey to himself 
as he shut the door of the gallery on the 
lion's foe, "that plate which has been 
worrying the General is safe for one 
night at any rate. If I couldn't help the 
old boy rig up his trap at the window, 
he'll have to admit I did the trick for 
him in another way." 

He turned to open the door for a last 
look round on this show of enterprise, 
but a bloodcurdling growl, followed by 
a sinister rush, caused him hastily to 
change his mind, "I should not," he re
flected with satisfaction, "care to be the 
burglar who tries to break in there!" 
Smiling to himself he went happily to 
bed. 

Next morning Aubrey awoke to a 
rose-tinted Viforld. He greeted the com
pany at breakfast with a quiet con
fidence. The General, stretched in a 
chair at the French windows, had a 
touch of gout. 

"Well, well," Aubrey chirped as he 
shook out his napkin. "Everything all 
right with the plate?" It was a rhetori
cal question. 

"What do you mean?" demanded 
George Malt. 

"Mean?" Aubrey turned to him from 
beaming on Elaine. "I mean that I'll 
bet no one got in to steal i t!" 

THROWING aside his napkin, the 
friend of Aubrey's school days rose 

urgently to his feet. The look of con
sternation on his face piqued Aubrey. 

"Do you," he inquired distantly, "find 
anything wrong with the idea?" 

George Malt waved an urgent hand, 
pointing to the General and pressing a 
finger to his lips. 

Aubrey was puzzled. Smiling he 
shook his head. "I was only asking you 
if you found anything wrong with my 
scheme of shutting the dog up in—" 

A smothered howl burst forth from 
the direction of the General's chair. 
His neck was swelling as he struggled 
to get on his bandaged legs. "So you 
v/ere the idiotic fool who shut that 
damned dog in the picture gallery! 
Lemme get hold of yeh! Gimme that 
crutch somebody, I'll—" 

{Continued on page 56) 

FREE/ 
A whole 
iveek^s hot
ter shaves. 
Just mail 
the coupon 
beloiv. 

MMO'w to feel 
Clean-Shaven Longer / 

Noiv a closer shave because of extra efficiency 
of small-bubble lather. 

ME N who use Colgate's do not worry around five 
o'clock as to whether to shave aga in . . . .o r to try 

and "<^et hy." Such men know the superiori ty of 
Colgate's smal l -bubble la ther—that it gives a longer-
lasting shave—one that makesyou feel comfortable and 
clean-faced. Colgate's small-bubble la ther , as ils users 
know, is vastly different, quickly moistening the beard 
at t he base, as big bubbles can't . 

Just Plain Reasoning 

The minu te you lather u p with Colgate's small-bubble 
lather, two things happen : 1. The soap in the la ther 
breaks u p t h e oil film that covers each hair . 2. Bil l ions 
of t iny,moisture-laden bu]>blesseep down ih roughyour 
bea rd . . . . c rowd around each whisker—soak it soft with 
water. 

Instantly your heard gets mois t . . . . eas ier to cu t . . . . 
scientifically softened right down at the base. 

Ordinary,big-bubble lathers have more air, less mois
ture . A comparison w ill proveColgatfe superiority. Note 
our coupon offer of a week's free trial. We w ill sendalso, 
a sample of After-Shave, a new lotion—refreshing, de
lightful—the perfect sluive finale. 

COLGATE I.ATHKR 

Colgattt'i lather (f^reat-
ly tnapnijifii) sliinving 
moisture contort tvitli 
heard anil tninimum 
air. A common.sense 
[irinci{ile .scienlijicaliy 
a tit heni icate il a n d 
proved out practically 

by ntilliona of men. 

Yeah, on rye—no mustard! 

ORDINAUY LATHER 

Ordinary, hi^-hnbhle 
hither {greatly ni.igni' 
fieil). ISote air-j'iltetl 
hithhles irhich can't 
soften the beard e(Ji-
cicntly. Only n titer 
can do the job. Only 
small bubbles permit 

sufficient water. 

Colgate, D i p l . B - 1 7 2 6 , 
P . O. l iov .ST.-.. (;r.i.i.l C<i.tr.il Post Ofiicc, New Yurk. 

Please send me. FREE, the seveU'day trial lube of 
Colgate's Rapid Shave Cream; also a sample bottle of 
**After-Shave,'" 
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When the call of all outdoors 
becomes a positive command 

IF Y O U ' V E never k n o w n the thri l l that 
comes only wi th a g o o d gun nestled 

in your arm, begin r ight n o w and begin 
r ight—with a Winchester . 
The re ' s a Winches ter for every shoot ing 
purpose — dependable , close shoot ing , 
beautiful in balance and in action and 
s tamped o n bar re l and receiver wi th the 
"Winches te r P roof" mark—the supreme 
test for safety and the mark of aristocracy 
in gun making . 
Here , for instance, is Winches ter Model 
12, k n o w n as " the perfect r epea te r" and 
truly an outs tanding masterpiece in shot
guns. 6-shot hammerless , 12, 16 and 
29 gauge. 
You may, of course, prefer a hammer gun like 
Model 97—a 6-shot, hammer repeater. Or, if 
you elect the small bore sport, there is Model 
41—a racy, bolt action single-shot thorough
bred, or the Model 20—a beautiful break
down single shot—each in .410 bore. 
It will help you choose to write for our 
Free booklet—"The Game—The Gun 
—^The Ammunition." Ask at the same 
time for"The Winchester Idea"-a book
let which describes—all Winchester 
Products. 
WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO. 

New Haven, Conn., U. S. A. 
Dept. C 
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S h o o t W i n c h e s t e r 
A m m u n i t i o n i n 
Winchester Guns— 
they are made for each 
o t h e r and for t r u e 
variety in sport 
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(Continued from page 55) 
Aubi*ey was getting used to leaving' 

his host in mid-sentence, but this time 
as he legged it for the broad horizons, 
he was puzzled. 

"Gout!" echoed George Malt, when he 
had piloted his friend out of reach of 
the storm. "What made you think the 
old boy had gout? Those bandages were 
how the doctor fixed him up after the 
dog had finished with him. When he 
got home last night he popped up to the 
gallery for a last look round. I beg 
your pardon?" 

"If you will pack my bag and bring 
it out to me," Aubrey said, "I am catch
ing the next train back to town." 

But George Malt was not listening. 
He waved his friend absently to silence. 
"I'm thinking. I always work best when 
hard-pressed for ideas. . . ." 

rpHROUGH the screen of trees and 
-^ shrubs intervening, Aubrey glimpsed 
a slender figure patting pillows about 
the General as he allowed himself to be 
settled once more in his chair. A sen
sation of vast loneliness swept over 
him. 

"Good!" decided George Malt. " I t 
will work. What is needed is something 
desperate—something that will knock 
them cold. I knew I would be able to 
help you!" 

"I am going back to London," said 
Aubrey. 

"You are not. Not when I have had 
the idea of a lifetime." 

"I am going back to London." 
The man with ideas patted him toler

antly on the shoulder. "Listen to me, 
laddie! Either you want this girl or 
you don't. Am I right?" 

Aubrey eyed him doubtfully. "Well?" 
"This is the scheme. Either you 

jump into it with both hands and the 
engagement is announced, or you con
fess you're sick of this woman and I get 
your bag." 

"Elaine—" 
"Good! You are with me! Wise— 

very wise. You know Melchington?— 
about seven miles from here, the place 
where they hold the Assizes. Well, 
there's a fellow there I defended once— 
he should have gone for a stretch of 
anything up to five years, but I pointed 
out that he was an ex-soldier, father 
of five, with a wife expecting, and," 
added George Malt, "that he was in 
Glasgow at the time. He got ofl with a 
medal and ten pounds from the mission
ary box. I must tell you about him 
some day." 

"Do," invited Aubrey. "But in the 
meantime I am going back to town." 

"One minute! This fellow will do 
anything I ask. This morning I am 
running over in the car for a chat vi'ith 
him. Now listen very carefully to this. 
With this plate lying about it's a gift! 
At two-thirty tomorrow morning—no, 
make it three. Three, then? Good. At 
three, this fellow is found by you in the 
picture gallery. You slosh him—^he's 
about six-foot-four—did I mention he 
got pinched the time I appeared with 
him for putting three constables into 
a hospital for seven weeks? You are 
seen by the household putting in the 
good work, then, just as everyone rushes 
to your assistance, he breaks loose and 
gets away—" 

"And—you mean Elaine . . ." 
" 'My hero!' she breathes, and drops 

into your arms. 'Put it there,' says the 
General. 'My boy, I'm proud of you! 
Proud to have my daughter marry a 
man like you. If—' " 

Aubrey stopped it with a gesture. He 
wanted time to think. The idea had 
possibilities. "You don't think he might 
lose his temper and—" 

George Malt laughed. "Give me a 
tenner," he said, "and leave it to tne. 
Remember—three o'clock in the morn
ing!" 

That night Aubrey took an alarm 

clock to bed with him. He passed into 
the land of dreams full of quiet confi
dence. 

It was not the alarm clock that woke 
him in the early hours. The sound of ^ 
shot echoed into his sleep, and as he 
leaped out of his bed he became awara 
of sounds of confusion rising up the 
broad well of the stairs from the hall 
below. Seizing the clock he scrutinized 
the face closely in the darkness. Three 
twenty-seven was the time, for Aubrey 
was a sound sleeper. The clock had 
done its best. With a groan he jumped 
into a dressing-gown and dashed for the 
stairs to take up his belated cue. 

But on the broad gallery running 
round three sides of the hall, he pulled 
up short. And not without cause. His 
meteoric entrance on the scene was 
greeted by three shots fired rapidly 
from an automatic held by George 
Malt's obliging acquaintance who, It 
seemed, was cornered in the hall be
low. 

"Overdoing it," Aubrey decided. 
Woodwork had splintered all round his 
head. He hesitated. In various stra
tegical positions the whole household 
appeared to have collected on that gal-
lei-y and behind pillars and convenient 
objects of heavy furniture in the hall. 

"Get down, yeh fool!" breathed a 
familiar voice at Aubrey's feet. "The 
man's a thug—cornered—and he's out 
to kill " 

On his stomach the General was snak
ing his way towards the banisters. < 
double-barrelled elephant gun m 'lis 
hand. Someone, before the fun had Se 
gun, had switched on the lights, and 'n 
the glare of them Aubrey now made out 
the figure of Elaine, hands clasped be
fore her, among an assortment of maids 
on the far side of the gallery. He drew 
a deep, happy breath, holding his 
ground. 

Over the balusti'ade, on the blind side, 
he passed on to the friend of George 
Malt a wink full of significance, tnen 
stooping over the General concentrating 
in his Indian Brave act, he tapped him 
on the shoulder. 

"No, no!" he smiled. "This is not the 
way." From that dumb-struck tracker's 
fist he removed the gun, shaking his 
head critically. "Cocked, too! Let 
me—" 

The gun in Aubrey's hand leaped like 
a live thing, and a shattering roar took 
the air. A large fragment of the Gen
eral's coat sailed into the air, and close
ly following it came the old soldier him
self, fists clenched over his head. 

"Yeh blitherin' fool—" he began, but 
a salvo from the man with the auto
matic sent him back to earth with a 
bound. 

SHAKEN, Aubrey laid aside the gun. 
The time for action had come. With 

a shrug he walked deliberately to the 
top of the main staircase. 

"Stand back—or I'll plug yer!" 
Aubrey smiled—and strolled on down 

the stairs. This fellow was doing it 
rather well. A warm feeling of grati
tude moved him for that man of affairs, 
George Malt. 

"Get back!" the man in the hall 
snarled. Into his voice he had managed 
to put a certain amount of realism. 
Aubrey admired his work. "What's yer 
game?" 

Aubrey passed a confident beam 
round the breathless company. It 
lighted on the face of George Malt. 

A late-comer on the scene like Aubrey, 
George Malt had cast one glance on the 
burglar below, then clung to the pillar 
he was hiding behind for support. He 
had never seen this burglar before. 

His face, as Aubrey now surveyed it, 
looked odd. There was a tense expec
tant twist about it that puzzled him. He 
smiled reassuringly to let his promoter 
know that, although he had arrived 
late, he was not going to let him down. 
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But from the cover of his pillar, George 
Malt shook his head, waving his hands 
idiotically in front of his face. 

With his head poised to one side, 
Aubrey vs^atched it critically, his eye
brows puckered politely. 

"Get back!" this man croaked hoarse
ly. "Get back!" 

It seemed like a chorus to Aubrey. 
The sound of it had begun to bore him. 
"That's all right," he said. "Leave 
this fellow to me. Don't worry!" He 
laughed carelessly. Lindbergh, he was 
sure, could have done no better. 

A bottled moan escaped from the lips 
of George Malt as he watched Aubrey 
continue down the stairs. Vaguely he 
considered making a dash to drag this 
poor nut back to safety, but he decided 
that one funeral was sufficient. 

r p o THE man with the automatic, Au-
-^ brey was a new experience. Up to the 

point where this young man had burst 
in on the scene, the recovery from a bad 
start to his night's work had been pro
gressing as well as could be expected. In 
another brace of shakes he would have 
worked his way to the switches and 
made a safe get-away in the darkness. 

His first thought on encountering the 
strange phenomenon of one advancing 
with a smile on to the spout of a formid
able automatic was concealed machine 
guns. But as Aubrey stopped in front 
of him, hands on hips, he abandoned the 
theory. He now favored the thesis that 
he had bumped into a colleague engaged 
on an inside job. 

"What's the game?" he repeated in a 
dry whisper. 

Aubrey held a finger discreetly to his 
lips, lowering the left eyelid command-
ingly. "That," he said in a voice that 
carried well, "will be enough of this." 
Then he made a grab for the gun. 

Up the stairs George Malt shut his 
eyes and waited for the report that was 
to be Requiem. 

There was no report. For one thing, 
the gun was empty—the last shot had 
gone to discipline the General before 
Aubrey began his descent; for another, 
this thug was interested in Aubrey. 
That wink had strengthened the theory 
of an inside job. 

"Oh?" Aubrey drew back a space to 
turn up the sleeves of his dressing 
gown. "Very well. I shall have to use 
violence." 

Carefully clenching his fist he brought 
it sharply down on the gunman's wrist. 
Behind his piffar George Malt's knees 
gave. The automatic spun from the 
thug's hand, and, with a bellow of 
wrath, he jumped at Aubrey. But be
fore his fingers could meet round the 
young man's throat, he stopped short. 
A second wink had reached him. It was 
full of dark significance. This sort of 
thing was outside a hard-working bur
glar's experience. He paused to consider 
it, and in that pause Aubrey landed his 
second blow—half an inch, perhaps, too 
low under the right eye. 

As the bewildered gunman recoiled, 
he became aware that this little man 
was wagging an urgent finger at him. 
He only wagged it long enough to at
tract attention, then put all his weight 
behind a drive that took the intruder's 
wind somewhere a long way off where it 
did not belong. 

In the next few seconds the dazed 
thug seemed to see nothing but urgent 
winks, commanding gestures that 
plumbed depths of understanding be
yond his knowledge, and the beginning 
end of rocket-like swipes that landed 
on him regularly in the brief intervals. 
It did not look like a square deal to him. 
He pulled himself together. Whatever 
this was, he was going to put an end 
to it. 

An avalanche landed on him—it was 
Aubrey leaping round his neck. He 
seized it, and tearing it away fi'om him, 

held it purposefully at arm's length. He 
drew back his fist. 

Aubrey was puzzled. Three winks he 
got over accelerando, then came realiza
tion that this roughneck must have let 
his artistic spirit run away with him. 
But instinct came to his aid. As that 
swing whistled through the air, he 
ducked and dived for the stairs and 
safety. 

When he came to work it out after
wards he decided that he tripped on the 
rug as he dived. All he remembered at 
the time was hitting the pai'quet, and, 
as he sprawled, heavy boots taking him 
in the ribs. One flash he registered of 
the thug, stern elevated, striving for a 
decision against gi-avity, then astron
omy seemed to be indicated. 

It was the General who dragged him 
to his feet. "By Gad!" he was snorting, 
as he indicated the limp pile, all that 
remained of the thug. "That last was a 
neat bit of work!" 

"Bit of work?" 
"Throwing him over your shoulder! 

Cumberland style! Stunned him, by 
gad!" 

"Cumberland style?" He wanted to 
get this business clear. "Is—is he 
dead?" 

The General laid a restraining hand 
on his arm. "Best leave him as he is," 
he hastened persuasively. "If yeh go 
any further we may have trouble with 
the police." He turned away to take 
charge of the internment squad. "My 
lad, I'm proud of yeh! And to think 
when yeh took my gun I—" shaking his 
head he applied himself to the victim. 

The General was proud of him. The 
words had a familiar ring. But accord
ing to George Malt, there should have 
been a second stanza. If— 

"Oh, Aubrey! How . . . wonder
ful " 

Wide-eyed this girl was hanging on 
to his gaze, her knuckles tucked up un
der her chin. Aubrey had seen things 
like this on the screen. Clearness of 
vision came to him. 

"Wonderful? You mean that fellow?" 
Drawing a deep breath she said noth

ing. 
"Oh, that !" He laughed lightly. "It 

was nothing! Just Cumberland style." 
Lindbergh wouldn't have thought of 
that. 

She shook her head. "Aubrey," she 
breathed, "I'm sorry I said that about 
the dog. I should have known that— 
that in the big test you—" 

""DY THE way—" The figure of 
-'-' George Malt, drifting by, fastened 

itself on to Aubrey. "I meant to tell 
you, but it slipped my memory. That 
fellow I was talking to you about yes
terday in the gardens bought a pub in 
Blackpool last November. I recalled it 
just after I left you." 

Aubrey allowed it to soak in. 
"Then—" perspiration broke out on his 
brow, "you mean . . . " His eye lingered 
on the procession led by the General. 
It was bearing the thug away like a 
sack of grain. "They've got that fellow 
quite—safe?" 

George Malt shrugged. "I must hop 
along to lend a hand. Odd coincidence, 
was it not?" He hurried off at the tail 
of the procession, leaving them alone 
together in the hall. 

Aubrey recalled his thoughts from the 
toils of the last half hour. A slim hand 
had found its way into his fingers. Eyes 
of cornflower blue were holding him ex
pectantly. As one who samples the 
upper air at the top of the shaft three 
days after the mine explosion which en
tombed him, Aubrey Effinghame filled 
his lungs. 

"You were saying," he reminded, as 
he adjusted the cord of his dressing-
gown and straightened the cuffs, "some
thing about taking a dog for a walk?" 

"My Lindbergh!" breathed Elaine. 
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Apri l Escapade 
Continued from page 28 

and helpless, somehow, curled in her 
lap. 

"Why couldn't you tell Rountree that 
you couldn't do it?" Martin asked, in 
what was almost his usual gentle tone 
with her. 

"I thought—" she said huskily, in a 
lowered tone, "that you could use the 
money. Mart. I thought you could go 
to Germany." 

"The money!" he echoed, with a 
scowl. 

"Yes. That was what started it." 
"He paid you?" 
"But why should I have done it, oth

erwise?" 
"You mean you thought I'd take his 

dirty money!" 
"Mart, don't talk that way." 
"I might have murdered the fellow, 

and you take his money!" Mart said bit
terly. 

"But I couldn't know that," Mary 
Kate reminded him, openly wiping her 
eyes, looking at him through sopping 
lashes. "I am as sorry as I can be," 
she said. "But—but you have no right 
to be so hard on me. Mart." 

JUST then there was an authoritative 
knock on the kitchen door. And in

stantly she knew it would be Christo
pher who stood in the opening, when 
Cass had opened it—as indeed it was 
Christopher. 

He sent a quick glance about the or
derly, homely room, and came in. 
Hardly a word was exchanged as he 
took off his hat and overcoat, and hung 
them on a peg by the hall door. Martin 
nodded toward a chair, and Chris sat 
down in it. Mary Kate was rooted to 
her own seat; she could not move. Her 
lashes were wet and dark with tears, 
her shining hair had slipped back into a 
careless cap of waves and loose tendrils, 
her face was pale and stained with 
tears. She continued to rest her head 
on her hand; she did not look up as 
Chris came in. 

"Am I late?" Chris asked. His voice 
went through her like an actual pain; 
her senses whirled about in a sort of 
vertigo. 

"No, it's not nine," Martin answered 
coldly. 

"What's the matter, Mary?" Chris 
asked, in an undertone, leaning from 
his chair to bring his face within a few 
feet of her own. She twisted about, 
doubled both arms on the red oilcloth, 
and burst into silent, tearless sobbing 
that was all the more violent because of 
her effort to restrain it. "What's the 
matter?" the man asked. "Have they 
been riding you?" 

"I wanted to ask you a few questions, 
but my sister has answered some of 
them already," Martin began, in a 
measured tone. His uneasy eyes moved 
continually to Mary Kate, who had 
controlled herself and sat frozen with 
fear. He faced Chris. "You and she 
were alone in the house on Friday night, 
weren't you? Your house, I mean, in 
Burlingame?" 

"My servants were in a garage room 
that is attached to the house—yes," 
Chris answered, somewhat surprised. 

"And she had been introduced that 
evening as Mrs. Steynes, hadn't she?" 
Martin pursued, after a moment of 
electric silence. 

"Didn't she tell you that? That was 
the plan," Christopher countered, in an
noyance and surprise. 

Mary Kate had stopped breathing. 
All was lost now. She raised her head, 
and looked defiantly, steadily, at her 
brother. Martin's face was ghastly. 

"You said that there were others in 

the house. Sis?" he asked, almost in a 
whisper. The eyes of sister and brother 
met, and they might have been alone in 
the world. 

"There weren't," Mary Kate an
swered, hardly audible. 

"And he did call you 'Mrs. Steynes,' 
didn't he?" 

"Yes, Mart." 
Mart's tone was suddenly gentle, all 

brotherly. 
"How much money did you take from 

him, dear?" 
"None—" she had been planning to 

say, while he spoke. But the little ten
der word disarmed her, and she faltered 
out an indistinct monosyllable, and was 
silent, hanging her head. 

"Tell me the truth, won't you, Molly? 
You know no one in the world loves 
you as much as I do," Mart pleaded. 

Her armor was pierced. Through 
eyes suddenly drenched again she tried 
to smile at him. 

"Honestly, Mart, I didn't do anything 
wrong! Honestly, Marty." 

"I know you didn't mean to," Mart 
said. "But you let him buy you clothes, 
you took his name, you went to his 
house and spent the night. Ah, don't 
now, Molly—•" he protested. For the 
tall girl had left her chair, and taken 
three steps toward him, and was on 
her knees, with her face against his 
knee. "And you took his money," he 
finished the arraignment. "Why, you 
know what all that looks like!" 

"But, Mart, if it itin't what it looks 
like, and if I didn't take his money!" 
Mary Kate sobbed. 

"Don't cry, Molly—" he said, crying 
himself. His well hand was on her 
abased coppery head. He looked across 
at Christopher, and spoke with a simple 
and broken dignity. 

"I sent for you today, Mr. Steynes," 
Martin began, "because I thought there 
was only one thing to be done. And I 
still think so." 

Cass Keating laughed, as an older 
man laughs at a boy's dramatics; Mary 
Kate brought her head up suddenly, and 
stared amazedly into her brother's face. 
Christopher pursed his lips thought
fully. 

"You have your sister's word for 
it, and you have mine, Mr. O'Hara," 
Chris presently said, in his poised, 
leisurely way, "that nothing wrong 
took place." 

"I know that," Martin assented. 
"But that isn't enough for you?" 
"It isn't that," Martin said. "But 

she's not quite twenty, and you are sev
eral years older. ' She's very poor, she 
hasn't a penny or an influential friend 
—you're a very rich man, and accus
tomed to buying what you want. 
Yachts, houses, horses for your polo, 
jewels, and I suppose women, too." 

"TTOU can suppose what you like, 
-*• naturally," Christopher said, in a 

steely tone. He lighted a cigarette with 
a shaking hand. 

"She went to your house, when there 
was no other woman," Mart pursued; 
"you called her your wife before your 
friends, she wore clothing you had 
bought, and spent the night alone with 
you. That there was a police investi
gation wasn't your fault, but—" 

"I'll tell the world it was not!" Chris 
agreed scornfully, as Martin paused. 

"Now you say, and she says, that it 
was all a practical joke, and I believe 
you," Martin resumed, reddening a lit
tle, but in no other way taking any no
tice of Chris' manner. "But you must 
see that you have done her a terrible 

(Continued on page 59) 
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(Continued from page 58) 
injustice. She had been engaged to Mr. 
Keating here—" 

"My dear Mr. O'Hara," Chris said 
airily, all the man of the world, "you 
are taking all this far too seriously. Of 
course we took a chance, your sister and 
I. But just because appearances were 
against us doesn't mean that you have 
to treat the girl as if she'd outraged all 
the laws of God and man!" 

"No, honestly, Martin, he's right," 
Cass added. "You mustn't make too 
much of it." 

He came to Martin's side, and held 
out his hand to Mary Kate, and she got 
to her feet, and went over to take the 
chair he had vacated. Cass sat on the 
arm of it, with his arm about her. 

"She told me about it," he said. "It 
was all a mistake." 

Mary Kate leaned her head against 
his arm, and closed her eyes. He was 
being so generous, so kind. And it 
mattered so little! 

"When she says that everything was 
straight and aboveboard, why, that 
means everything was straight and 
aboveboard!" Cass said cheerfully. 

ly rARTIN looked from one man to the 
- '̂-'- other, gloomily. 

"He's not afraid of what people think 
of her reputation, Cass," Martin pres
ently said, with a glance at Chris. "It 
doesn't cost him anything to hush it up, 
buy me off, pay my hospital bills—that's 
nothing to him. 

"But if I'd gotten him that night— 
as I wish to God I had," the boy went 
on, leveling a sudden look of hate at 
the last comer, "if I'd gotten him that 
night, then he would have paid. Then 
he would have paid!" 

"And you would have paid, too, and 
Mary would have paid," Chris reminded 
him, unperturbedly. 

There was a moment of silence, when 
she could feel, like tangible currents 
through the air, the hostility of the 
glances the men exchanged. Then there 
was a stir, and she opened her eyes and 
started to her feet as her mother's voice 
struck suddenly across the other voices. 

"Well, what is all this? What's go
ing on here?" 

Mrs. O'Hara, rosy and breathless 
from walking, her widow's veil dan
gling from her dingy bonnet, her cot
ton gloves in her hand, was standing, 
amazed, in the hall doorway. She 
had come in from the front of the 
house; Tom was peering sleepily, curi
ously, over her shoulder. 

Christopher rose politely to his feet, 
extinguishing his cigarette with a quick 
motion of long brown fingers against 
the little ash tray on the sink. Martin, 
trapped, looked desperately about him, 
brought his eyes back to his mother's 
face. Mary Kate, her face tear-stained, 
her hair disheveled, her breath coming 
shallow and quick, went to her mother. 
She took off the widow's veil with her 
own loving experienced hands, and car
ried it, as she had carried it many times 
before, into her mother's room. She 
came back to smile gallantly at the 
older woman. 

"Nothing's the matter, Mother!" she 
said. 

"Don't tell me that !" Mrs. O'Hara re
buked her sharply. She crossed to the 
chair Mary Kate had just vacated, and 
sat down, staring bewilderedly from 
face to face. "Whatever's happened. 
Mart?" she asked. 

For a full minute there was the si
lence of utter confusion. Christopher 
and Cass sat down again, and Mary 
Kate took the chair she had first occu
pied, at the table, and rested her chin 
in her hand again. 

"You've met Mr. Steynes, Mrs. 
O'Hara?" Cass remembered to say, 
then, rather flatly. 

The older woman acknowledged the 

introduction only with a shrewd ap
praising glance, and a brief nod. 

"What's come to all of you?" she de
manded. 

"Mother, we've been in—sort of— 
trouble, the last few days," Martin then 
began, haltingly. "And perhaps we 
ought to tell you about it— 

"I couldn't go out," he added, as in 
sheer stupefaction Mrs. O'Hara was 
still, and none of the others spoke. "So 
I had to ask Mr. Christopher Steynes—" 
(the syllables were so many threats) 
"I had to ask Mr. Christopher Steynes 
to come here," Martin repeated, with a 
glance at him. "I thought you'd be at 
Uncle Robert's until at least eleven." 

"Your Uncle Robert is very bad, and 
I promised I'd get into a wash dress and 
go back and set with him," Mrs. O'Hara 
said automatically, her mind not upon 
her words, her anxious eyes upon her 
children. "I don't know why you had 
to keep anything from me. Mart," she 
added, her look moving from one mem
ber of the silent, self-conscious circle 
to another. 

"In this case, Mrs. O'Hara," Cass 
said, "there was no reason why you 
should ever have been bothered by it!" 

Mary Kate's mother gave him a 
glance of superb scorn, a look express
ing all the resentment of the reticent, 
proud woman whose private affairs are 
indecently and unfairly made public. 
Then she turned her expectant eyes to
ward Martin again. 

"Tell me what on earth is goin' on. 
Mart." 

"Mother—!" Mary Kate began im
pulsively. But her mother stopped her. 

"Leave your brother talk!" she com
manded. Mary Kate subsided into si
lence, her whole slender figure droop
ing, as she sat at the kitchen table, her 
softly tumbled coppery head resting on 
her hand. 

"Ma," Martin began, "this Mr. 
Steynes here is a friend of Mr. Roun-
tree's, and they asked our Mary Kate, 
last week, if she would pretend for two 
days to be married to Mr. Steynes." 

A sharply horrified look at her daugh
ter was Mrs. O'Hara's reception of this. 
Chris essayed to speak. 

"The reason being—" he was begin
ning, when Mrs. O'Hara silenced him 
as she had her daughter. 

"Just a moment, please!" 

" r p H E reason was," Martin resumed, 
-*- accepting Chris' opening, "that some 

woman was pursuing him and hoped 
he'd ask her to marry him. She had 
followed him out from New York." 

"You didn't get yourself mixed up in 
that sort of thing?" the mother asked, 
with a stern and incredulous look at 
Mary Kate. 

"There was to be money in it," Mar
tin pursued relentlessly. 

"Between us and all harm!" Mrs. 
O'Hara whispered. 

"Look here, Mr. O'Hara, you're giv
ing your mother an entirely false idea 
of the whole thing," Chris interrupted 
impulsively. 

"I'll take it the way my son gives it, 
if you please," Mrs. O'Hara told him. 
And again Christopher fell silent. 

"Mary Kate wanted the money for 
my German trip," Mart conceded, be
fore continuing, 

"Mart," his mother pleaded, "don't 
tell me she knew no better than that!" 

"Well, anyway," Martin went on, 
"she and Mr. Steynes bought clothes, 
and she went down there to Burllngame 
—she didn't go to Sacramento at all—" 

"Molly—?" her mother questioned, 
heartbreak in her voice. Mary Kate 
made no answer; she did not raise her 
head. 

"She told us she was going to Sac
ramento," Martin pursued, "but she 
went to Burlingame, and when she went 

{Continued on page CO) 
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(Continued from page 59) 
to d inner a t Mr. Rountree ' s , she went 
wi th Mr. Steynes, here, and was in t ro
duced as his wife." 

"Don ' t say such th ings , M a r t ! " Mrs . 
O ' H a r a rebuked him. 

" I t ' s t r u e . I drove the doctor home 
t h a t n igh t , " the boy said, " and I saw 
her . H i s place is ju s t opposite the 
Rount ree place, and I was s t a r t i n g for 
home when I saw her come out on a 
sort of t e r r ace there , all dressed u p — 
oh, my God!" 

He pu t his hand over his eyes. There 
was absolute silence in the kitchen, ex
cept t h a t Mrs . O ' H a r a drew her b rea th 
wi th a sor t of whimper ing sound. 

" I went kind of crazy, I guess , " Mar
t in said. " I s t a r t ed to come back to the 
city, like I a lways do, leaving the doc
tor ' s ca r down there , and all of a sud
den something seemed to b u r s t inside 
my h e a d — " 

"Oh, blessed and merciful Lo rd—" 
Mrs . O ' H a r a whispered, fier eyes were 
shut . 

" T C A M E in here ' round midnight , or 
-*• l a t e r , " Mar t in said. "You called out 

to me, remember? Anyway , I s tayed in 
my room u p s t a i r s unt i l I t hough t you 
were asleep, and then I changed my 
clothes, and emptied my pockets, and 
drove myself back. I went to Roun
t ree ' s , t h e r e were still l ights t he re , and 
a maid answered the door. I said t h a t 
I had come to get the young lady—^the 
red-hai red young l ady—tha t I was to 
call for he r—and she said, 'Oh, t h a t 
was Mrs . Steynes. She and Mr. Steynes 
went home long ago! ' I went back to 
Bur l ingame, and into the telephone of
fice, and asked the gir ls t he re where 
Mr. Steynes lived, and they told me. I 
suppose they though t I was his chauf
feur , or had to call for someone a t his 
house, I don't know. 

" F o r about an hour I walked around 
the place, l is tening and watch ing . And 
af ter t h a t I began to go crazy aga in , 
th ink ing of our M a r y Kate in t h e r e — 
and you and my fa ther , and all of us 
loving her so! And him wi th his 
money— 

"You know I wasn ' t going to kill him. 
But I wasn ' t going to let him get away 
with t h a t , e i ther—not wi th our Molly. 
And t h a t ' s wha t got my a r m . Ma. I 
never went to Por t l and , any more t h a n 
she went to Sacramento . Mr. Steynes 
here got me before I got h im." 

Mrs . O ' H a r a looked a t her son for 
a n endless moment. 

"And M a r y Ka te wasn ' t the re a t 
a l l ! " she whispered. 

"Oh, yes, she was . She was u p s t a i r s , 
in his room." 

"You l i a r ! " M a r y Kate said simply, 
with a look. 

"My God, have mercy ; my God, have 
mercy," Mrs . O 'Ha ra whispered. 

"Allow me to say t h a t you have got
ten an ent i rely false idea of the whole 
th ing , " Chris interpolated au thor i t a 
tively and impat ient ly . "Th is is all 
nonsense! Your daugh t e r took p a r t in 
a l i t t le masquerade , and except for her 
brother following her, and caus ing a 
lot of police in terference, nothing would 
have come of it a t a l l ." 

"Police in te r fe rence?" echoed the 
mother ' s voice. 

"Af t e r t he shooting. Yes. But the 
whole t h ing , " Chris explained, briskly, 
"has been closed up . I t ' s done. There ' s 
no follow-up whatever . I t was all ex
t remely foolish, and we got a bad break, 
bu t i t ' s over. Your son's wound is p rac 
t ical ly hea led ; I believe he t akes off the 
bandages in a few days . And as for 
your d a u g h t e r here, Mary , she played 
her p a r t wi th a beautiful digni ty, and 
lived u p to her agreement absolutely. 
As for any th ing else, I never pu t my 
hand on her. She'll tell you so. I never 
kissed h e r ! " 

"And fu r the rmore , " Cass added, un 

expectedly, " M a r y Ka te and I a re go
ing to be mar r ied , and the sooner the 
bet ter . When she tells me tha t every
th ing was all on the level, I believe her. 
The whole t h i n g was a mis take , bu t we 
all make them, and as f a r as I 'm con
cerned—I'm never going to allude to it 
a g a i n ! " 

" I told you t h a t because i t ' s t r u e ! ' ' 
Mary Ka te said, explosively. 

"And now t h a t every th ing is settled 
so beautifully, wha t do we do wi th Mr. 
Chr is topher Steynes ' money, t h a t can 
buy him a n y t h i n g ? " M a r t asked, in an 
ugly tone. 

"We do nothing wi th it, we don't 
wan t i t ," Cass said. 

"Mother , " the gir l asked, t u r n i n g her 
tear-soaked eyes and s ta ined, pale face 
toward the older woman, "do you be
lieve me? ' 

Mrs . O ' H a r a looked a t her . Then her 
own eyes filled, and she smiled, and 
opened her a r m s . And wi th a burs t 
of b i t te r t e a r s M a r y K a t e went into 
them, s i t t ing on her mother ' s lap . 
s t r a in ing her slender figure aga ins t her 
mother , locking her a r m s about the 
older woman 's neck, and hiding her 
shamed face on the breas t t h a t had 
been her refuge from the first hour ol 
her life. 

"Why , dar l ing g i r l , " Mrs . O 'Ha ra 
said tender ly , "have they all been h a r ' r d 
on you? H a s M a r t been h a r ' r d on you? 
You'd only have to tell me t h a t you'd 
done noth ing wrong, and however fool
ish you might have been, I 'd never hold 
it aga ins t you! I t was only when I 
though t his money had bewildered you 
a l i t t le, d e a r — " 

"Bu t , Mother , I 'm no fool!" the gir l 
said emphat ical ly , gulping, and dry ing 
her eyes on her soaked li t t le handker 
chief. " I 'm not one of these poor l i t t le 
i gno ran t fools t h a t they send out to 
Sa in t Ca the r ine ' s ! I knew w h a t I was 
doing, and I t hough t i t would be—just 
fun, and t h a t M a r t could go to Ger
m a n y wi th Doctor van A n t w e r p , even 
if I got mar r ied . I wasn ' t—led a s t r a y , " 
M a r y Kate assured her bro ther fiercely. 
"I 've been work ing in a downtown office 
two yea r s . I finished h igh school. I 
know about l i fe !" 

" I t seems to me t h a t th i s whole th ing 
has ar i sen from the fact t h a t Mr. 
0 H a r a here pu t the wors t possible con
s t ruct ion upon w h a t his s is ter did," 
Chris said, coolly. 

"IV/rARTIN shot him a contemptuous 
•^'-'- look, bu t before her son could speak, 
Mrs . O ' H a r a answered him. 

" I t was very easy to pu t t h a t same 
construct ion upon w h a t she did, s i r , " 
she reminded him, wi th simple digni ty . 
" M a r t only though t wha t the world 
would think, and we have to remember 
the world—we live in the world. Mary 
Kate did very wrong—but who'd know 
the t r u e good h e a r t of he r , " her mother 
said tender ly , wi th a downward glance 
a t the br igh t head on her b reas t , "if 
her own mother d idn ' t? She's never r e 
fused one of us any kindness she could 
ever do us, be it wliat it m igh t ! She'd 
see only the money her bro ther needed, 
when she'd step into t rouble like this , 
and pu t her hand in the fire for any 
one of us, if it was only litt le P a t h im
self t h a t a s t her t o ! " 

Mary Ka te a t th i s cried more b i t te r ly 
t h a n ever, and increased her hold upon 
her mother almost to the s t r ang l ing 
point . 

Mrs . O ' H a r a ' s fine, simple, t i r ed face 
was deeply wor r i ed ; her faded g r a y 
eyes were filled wi th anxie ty still. But , 
as she had got ten the i r tangled affairs 
in hand a thousand t imes before, in the 
las t h a rd years , so she was beginning to 
catch a t the t h r eads of ton igh t ' s f resh 
predicament . Indeed, the re was to her 
a cer ta in exhi lara t ion, a cer ta in ac tual 
s t imulat ion in th is evidence t h a t " the 
c r e a t u r e s " so palpably needed the i r 
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Mother's guidance still. They were not 
so big, so tall, so smart, so free but what 
they could get themselves into trouble, 
God love them, and turn to her, and to 
nobody else, in the last pinch, to get 
them out. 

Here was the dapper and modern and 
successful Cass Keating devotedly 
championing Mary Kate, and here was 
haggard, wounded, angry, passionate 
Mart ready to kill anyone and every
body who dared impugn the honor of 
the O'Haras, and here was her slender, 
tall, brilliant miracle of a girl, crying 
her loving, impulsive, misguided little 
heart out, in her mother's arms. And 
with all these she knew how to deal. 

nnHERE was only one troublesome for-
-*- eign element in the kitchen tonight, 
and Mrs. O'Hara proposed to get rid of 
it as rapidly as she could. This well-
dressed, self-possessed young man, Mr. 
Steynes, who had all that assurance and 
confidence that is the heritage of the 
rich man's son, was throwing the whole 
situation out of key. 

"Maybe," Mrs. O'Hara began, as a 
first step toward dismissing him, "may
be we've been making much ado about 
nothing. Mart. Anyway, all's well that 
ends well." 

Unaware of the classic source of her 
simple phrases, she managed to give 
them a force of her own. Mart was 
still scowling. 

"It isn't 'nothing' that Mary Kate had 
to be questioned by the police!" 

"That could have happened to any 
witness—you fool!" 

Chris did not say the last words 
aloud, but they were there, none the less. 

Mary Kate, now secure in her one 
sure fortress, looked resentfully over 
her shoulder at her brother with tear-
wet eyes. 

"I wouldn't care if I was in jail!" she 
exclaimed, "as long as I hadn't done 
anything wrong." 

She buried her head against her 
mother's neck again, sure of the ma
ternal approval, which was indeed be
stowed by a pat. 

"I only want to say," Christopher be
gan, with an air of closing the discus
sion, "that, since Blr. O'Hara here 
wants to go to Germany with Doctor 
van Antwerp, it would give me tremen
dous pleasure to feel that I had—I had, 
indirectly, helped him to do it." 

"It's a pleasure you never will have!" 
Martin assured him, rudely. 

"I don't know that I could spare him, 
with Mary Kate marri'd," Mrs. O'Hara 
said mildly. "But if other matters 
could be adjusted, indeed I'd see no 
reason that Mart shouldn't have his 
chance. Mary Kate did nothing wrong, 
and it would be a pity that all her lovin' 
effort to help her brother should be 
thrown away." 

This statement, somewhat hesitating
ly made, as the speaker felt her way, 
and sought out her words, produced a 
profound impression upon them all. 
Chris was the first to speak, and there 
was genuine feeling, there was even a 
trace of huskiness in his voice. 

"I'm glad you feel that way, Mrs. 
O'Hara," he said, simply. 

Perhaps Martin, who was but twen
ty-two, after all, and whose own hopes 
and dreams were close to his heart, had 
had, while they spoke, time for a swift 
vision of a great ship, a foreign city, 
the piers and the gray stone buildings 
of Hamburg, the thought of himself, in 
close attendance upon the famous old 
surgeon who was his friend, the mirage 
of strange surgeries, a strange lan
guage, a young Irish-American listen
ing, looking, learning all the thousand 
things that O'Farrell Street never could 
give Martin O'Hara. 

At all events, his expression, his 
tone, had changed, when he said, with a 
little difficult, boyish dignity: 

"To borrow money from—anyone 
that would lend it, would be one thing. 
But I'd never want her to feel that she 
took the chance she took to help me!" 

"If we believe that everything was all 
right, then we have to act as if every
thing was all right. Mart," his mother 
observed, with that quiet and dispas
sionate glance from her faded gray 
eyes that was more forceful than the 
snap of a whip, to her children. 

"I don't think he should have done 
it," Mart muttered, stubbornly. 

"I know that!" Chris himself an
swered sharply. "You don't think I'm 
proud of myself, do you?" 

Mary Kate's tears had by this time 
dried, and she was now twisted about 
in her mother's lap, listening. Her 
cheeks were still flushed, and the silky 
mop of her copper-wire hair enchant-
ingly disordered; her blue eyes were 
dark and shining, under their wet 
lashes. Except for these long lashes 
stuck into little points by tears, all 
the traces of the late storm had van
ished. As quickly as a baby she had re
covered. 

"Ma, I'd—I'd take care of you, if 
Mart and Mary Kate were gone!" Tom 
offered now, hoarsely and awkwardly. 
"I'd get a job, maybe down at Mills 
Field—" 

They all laughed, and he subsided 
into silence again, his cheeks blazing. 
That is, they ail laughed except Mr,--'. 
O'Hara, who gave this dearest problem 
of them all a glance that said hi 
mother perfectly appreciated the value 
of his suggestion, and would trust he -
self to his protection with absolute con
fidence. 

"Will you keep that check until your 
mother and brother have had time to 
think it over, Mary?" Chris asked, 
humbly. 

For answer the girl looked at her 
mother, whose eyes were only a few 
inches from her own. 

"Suppose we leave it like that," said 
Mrs. O'Hara. 

"Then there's just one more thing," 
Chris recommenced, with a brief nod. 
He turned toward Martin. "You tele
phoned me today, and asked me to come 
out here tonight, didn't you?" he asked. 

Martin nodded in his turn, his eyes a 
little puzzled and still faintly hostile. 

"What did you want of me?" Chris 
continued. 

The other hesitated, and then said, 
uncertainly: 

"I wanted to—talk to you." 
"You wanted to talk to me when you 

came to my house on Friday night, 
didn't you?" Christopher asked mildly. 

TV/TARTIN was silent, his eyes held by 
-'•'-'• Chris' eyes. 

"You wanted to make me do some
thing, didn't you?" Chris pursued. 

"I thought you had—harmed Molly," 
Martin admitted slowly. 

"You don't think so now, do you?" 
The boy's eyes moved slowly to his 

sister's face. He cleared his throat. 
"No, I don't think so now." 
"You were going to make me ask hei' 

to marry me, weren't you?" Chris said. 
Mary Kate's color rushed up like a 
blown flag; Cass, lighting a fourth cig
arette, halted halfway. 

"I suppose so," Martin admitted 
sternly. 

"Why, you know so! You all but said 
so, today," Chris reminded him. 

"Well—" Martin said. 
Ch ris looked suddenly young, and 

tired, and boyishly stubborn, in the mel
low lamplight. There were circles 
about his eyes; he shook his heavy mop 
of fair hair backward patiently. 

"I do ask you to marry me, Mary," he 
said, steadily. "I realize that—that I 
had no right to— 

"Anyway, I wish you would." 
(.Continued on pcKje 62) 
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(Continued from page (il) 
A dead silence. Then Chris repeated, 

rather flatly: 
"I wish you would." 
The color had drained from Mary 

Kate's face, and she looked young, too, 
with her pale cheeks and dilated dark 
blue eyes, and her soft tumble of hair, 
as she sat on her mother's lap, one slen
der arm still lying about her mother's 
neck. 

"Oh, thank you, Chris," she said, 
very faintly. "But—but—" she stopped 
short. "But thank you very much!" 

And she looked at her mother in per
plexity, like a child who is about to cry. 

"Since I came here tonight," Chris 
said, "I've come to realize what—what 
your family means to you, and what 
you mean to them— 

"I don't believe I have much to offer 
you. Money, of course—" 

Another silence. 
"Money," Mrs. O'Hara pronounced, 

superbly, ending it, "buys very little." 
And suddenly they were all in a gale 

of laughter. Martin laughed, Cass 
laughed and Mary Kate laughed al
most hysterically. Even Chris laughed, 
caug'ht by the contagion of their mirth. 

"Ma, you are priceless!" said Maiy 
Kate. 

The atmosphere cleared. She and 
Cass and Chris were all on their feet. 
Mary Kate looked at herself in a little 
mirror by the sink, and made a few 
quick adjustments of collar and hair, 
and Cass held Chris' coat for him. 
Martin, his wounded arm strapped over 
his breast, watched them from his 
chair, and Mrs. O'Hai'a, fallen into deep 
thought with the amazing easiness of 
her mystical race, continued to occupy 
the shabby old piece of furniture known 
for many years as "Ma's rocker," her 
eyes narrowed thoughtfully, her full, 
disciplined, patient mouth slightly 
pursed. 

Chris, overcoated, hat and big creamy 
gloves in hand, went over to Mart. 

"Good-by, and good luck!" he said. 
"I hope—I hope you'll decide for Ger
many." 

"Thank you," Mart said, gruffly, but 
in a friendly manner, too. "I'm sorry 
if I—blew up," Mart continued, awk
wardly. "We have no father, you know, 
Molly and I, and maybe—maybe I for
got that she's perfectly able to run her 
own affairs." 

"Oh, that's all right!" Chris said. He 
turned to Tom. 

"I know Throckmorton," he said. 
"What!" Tom shouted. 
"If you really want to go in for avia

tion," Chris continued, "I'd be glad to 
give you a letter— 

"Let me know, will you?" 
"Oh, Ma!" Tom said, almost crying. 

CHRIS shook hands with Cass. 
"I don't have to tell you that I con

gratulate you," he said. "You have 
my best wishes. You're—" he paused. 
"You're very fortunate," he said simply. 

"Thanks," Cass responded. 
"Good-by, Mrs. O'Hara." Chris was 

bending over her, he had her hand. "I 
—I certainly admire your family," he 
said, with a brief laugh. They all 
laughed. "I think they're all—stars. 
They have the—the vitality of—of— 

"Anyway, they're all stars." 
"You've seen us at our worst to

night," Mrs. O'Hara assured him. 
"Maybe you'd come out and have din
ner with us some night, and we'd treat 
you a little better?" 

"I'm sailing on Sunday." 
"Well, good-by and God bless you 

then," Mary Kate's mother said, with a 
sudden penetrating glance that saw 
through all the layers of veneer to the 
lonely, little-boy heart of the child in
side him. Her changed, lowered tone 
spoke only to that. 

"Thank you," Chris said, stirred, 

clearing his throat. He blinked his 
eyes as he smiled at her, and bent his 
head suddenly over the fine work-worn, 
capable hand. 

Then it was Mary Kate's turn. She 
stood by the door, and Chris took both 
her hands, and looked down at her, as 
he said, unexpectedly, incoherently: 

"And you won't marry me?" 
The girl looked very tall and very 

pale, and was oddly unsmiling as she 
answered, conventionally: 

"No. But thank you for asking." 
"Thank you." His face reddened and 

his voice thickened, and for a moment 
their hands held them united, and their 
bewildered eyes were fixed upon each 
other. 

And it was as if both were asking the 
same question. 

"What are wc saying? What does all 
this mean? Is this good-by?" 

q U D D E N L Y Chris, laying aside hat 
^ and gloves with a quick gesture, 
gathered both her hands against his 
heart, and bent over her, so that his 
browned, almost stern face was close to 
her own. 

"There's one thing I left out, Mary," 
he said. "They may as well hear this, too. 

"It's this," he went on, in a dead si
lence. "I didn't count on this. But I 
love you very much. Did I say that?" 

The ground began to sway gently be
neath Mary Kate's feet. Waves—waves 
lifted her from the floor, and the drum
ming and rushing of many waters was 
in her ears. 

"No," she whispered. "You didn't 
say that!" 

She turned to face the others in the 
kitchen, her shoulder almost touching 
Chris as she leaned back against him, 
his hand, that had been holding hers, 
slill gripping her fingers, and his arm 

half about her. And it was as if, stand
ing there, she measured two worlds— 
the one against the other. 

On one side was only this protect
ing arm and this gripping hand. She 
knew little more of him. And on 
the other, were all the associations 
that she knew, were all her happy, 
adored, protected years. The kitchen 
with its worn linoleum and familiar 
frying-pans and chairs and oilcloth-
covered table. Mart, handsome and 
resolute and fiercely protecting; Tom, 
who was developing so rapidly now, 
who had come, just of late, so much 
more close to his older sister, who 
had seemed, just of late, to need 
her. Cass, clever and successful and 
devoted, planning a happy normal life 
with her—a forty-dollar flat, curtains, 
dishes, a white wedding in the new Do
minican church in a few weeks' time, 
years of love and labor shared, children, 
some day a country home. 

And last, and first, and all the time. 
Mother. Mother, with wlrom she hur
ried, sleepy and chilly, to early church, 
and with whom she walked home, at 
peace, for hot coffee and special Sun
day rolls. Mother, who had taught her, 
talked to her, scolded her, praised her, 
all her life long, even while she fumbled 
in her flat purse for movie money for 
"Mart and Mary Kate," or patiently 
thumped the heavy iron that meant ex
quisitely fresh frills and blouses for the 
beloved eldest daughter. 

To choose Chris meant no more 
kitchen, no more Cass, no more Tom— 
and in the dear home sense, at least, 
no more eager, ambitious, headstrong 
Marty. 

It meant that she chose exile, aliena
tion, distance. It meant no more 
Mother. 

{To he concluded next week) 
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