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Untamed,” h:

ling Dan "In the person of
created

Enter Clung.

INOT since, Max Brand took the seding public by sorm wih bis &

“The a charact
Cliseg, e bovo. of 1 ew Sewl. Mo Braod has
for us another baffng but fuscinating chasater who seems to_ disrene

Chinaman, he
Oriental with the dexterity of an Occident
fiction, and his character and career will furhish you with no end of speculation.

tremen
ter appeared in these pages like Whul

st is West.”

By blood a
eems 1o combine the subllety of an
tal. He is by all odds a new type in

CHAPTER 1.
THE MAKING OF CLUNG.

HE Lord having made Clung and

I placed him where He did, the rest

followed by the inevitable law of
sequence.

Nobody understood this, Clung least of

all. The whites said he was * just a plain,

no-good Chink, growing up for a rope neck.

lace ”; the Chinese said he was possessed
of a devi
s probably thought that both pastes

ight. He never said so, but then
g was not given to words. *he whites

ous probably have lynched the boy save . s

for two things: first, Clung confined his
. Bttentions to the * greasers ”; second, every
one had a warm spot in his heart for old
Li Cling, the bays faher, who an the
Taundry in that Arizona

1As

; Go 3[(

In the Southwest they will tell you that
when a Chinaman is good hes not too

g00d to bear watching, and when a China-
man is bad—well, he’s awful. Clung was
bad. He killed men. Everybody knew
his record, or at least a part of it, but for
the sake of old Li, they postponed the in-
evitable hanging.

Nevertheless, if Clung had been built in
a different way, or had lived in a different
place—

‘The lot of a weakly man in the South-
west is peculiarly unfortunate. There is
no place for him; people wonder why he
exists. He's a public incumbrance—an eye-

. Clung was weakly. For a China-
man he was tall; among whites he was of
middle height; but he was exceedingly
ral,  His bands were like the bands of
a woman, small and almost transparent
i e was 0 slenderly made that i &
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strong man had grasped him there, the
bones would have crunched
jiously, he was a half-breed of some

sort—perhaps his mother was Spanish,
though old Li would never speak of that
She must have been white; otherwise there
was o accounting for the fine, pale com-
plexion of Clung. His eyes, too, were not
slanted, but wide, gentle, brown.” His hair
was black and

Being weakly, Clung was early forced to
find something which would take the plac
of physical strength, because without pro-
tection of some sort he was sure to perish
early, For this was the Southwest, and
e horder was In contimual ed of taining,
Clung had not far to look before he found
out what he must do. He became expert

begin to learn acrobatics before he's ten.
‘The same thing is true of language study.
metic, et cetera. 1t is also true of

father, old Li, pampered the boy; he used
10 show off his accomplishments to bis white
trons. e was eight years old
Clung had a little twenty-two rifle.
he practised with the weapons continually.
14 paid the bils and Clung banged off
countless rounds of ammunition. The cow-
punchers showed him many ways of car
rying a gun and how to pull it, and whirl
it, and shoot with a quick turn.

Of course he could never have been great
with a gun if he had not had the instinct
for it; any one in the Southwest will tell
you that. A man may practise all his life,
but unless he has an instinct for shooting
quick and sure, he will never be a startling
success near the border.

Those arly imes were golden days for
Clung. The whites im and talked
it ok Li adored bim. Litle Clung,
when he was not playing with his knives
or his guns, sat crosslegged on a table
near the front door of the laundry and
kept his blank, brown eyes fixed on the

; Google

‘passers-by, and smiled the faint, faint smile
of the Orient, He always wore his pigtail
twisted in  funny knot on top of his bead.
Kept it tied at the end with a ribbon
o black k. When e roed b head,
with one of his catlike motions, the ribbon
flounced foolishly from side to side. Then
the golden days ended.
Clung had grown up; he
full portion of slender, erect height;
cow

ssessed his
the
punchers were beginning to ask him
when he would open a laundry of his own,
and Clung, in place of answering, would
wave those fragile hands unmeant for work,
and smile the faint smile of the Orient.

can of much importance; he had two fol
lowers in the street on horseback.

‘The Mexican did not know Clung. How
should he? Neither did he know that after
the midday meal Clung loved to sit in the
sun on the little table near the door, with
his legs folded catwise under him, and sleep,
and smile into the sun while be slept. Also,

Clung did not like to be roused from that

and started to ask Clung 2 question.
Tt was not answered, 50 he snapped Clung

brown, gentle eyes and his smile never al-
tered. ' He looked beyond the Mexican and
into a thousand years of space. It angered
the Mexican to see that impassive face.
He reached out to grip Clung by the shoul-
der and shake him into complete wakeful-

‘Then it happened.
Before that hand touched the Chinaman’s
shoulder a knife irom under the

‘There is no place on the body
more sensitive than the palm of the hand
Perhaps that's why schoolmistresses whip
refractory children there, Strong men have
been known to weep when hurt in the palm
of the hand. The Mexican screamed with

pain, leaped back, and drew his revolver
with his uninjured hand,
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There was a white man in the laundry
at the moment, and he swore in court after-
ward that the gun of the Mexican was out
of the holster before Clung move.
i cmuured out

in

®

exican
heap with a bullet fairly between the eyes.
His followers started shooting from the
road; Clung killed them neatly and with
despatch; a bullet through the head of each.
And he remained sitting on his table by
the door. The manbal found b there
i e judge cautioned
b, declaed ¢ self .Hmu and dismissed

CHAPTER 1L
SPRING SICKNESS.

the Southwest any man, even a China-

[ 5%

man, can be excused for one shooting-

“to frown, and a third is almost sure to bnng
down the heavy hand of the law.
in a week Clung killed his fourth mn
within ten days he had Killed his fifth.

Always he was apprehended sitting cross-
legged on the little table at the door of the
laundry, drowsing after dinner; always his
excuses were allowable; always the Mexi-
cans were the agg; They were I\ en-
gers come to wipe out the blood-debt.
waylaid Clung and fell upon him at ueird

imes and in strange places, and they were
killed suddenly, neatly, with bullets through
the head.

‘This caused his markmanship to be more
admired than ever, but the cow-punchers
ceased to linger at the table of Clung and
he was no longer asked to show his skill
with the guns shooting at fantastic targets.
‘This caused Clung to wonder. Finally he
went to Li with one of his rare questions,
but Li merely raised his caloused hands to
the witnessing gods and shook his head.

‘The silent feud went on. The greasers
‘had marked Clung and now and again they
came in parties, or one at a time, heated
yith mescal and eager 1 win 8 geat .
They departed agair rse for wear,
and Clung sl o crossegged on th fitle

varzzsry Google

_returned with a litle Victrola.

3

table near the laundry door. This con-
tinued; men began to refer to Clung as a
“bed

In the end it was sure to result in tragedy
to some one more important than a Mexi-
can, but the fatal day delayed. Li grew
older, more withered, more like a yellow
mask of grinning comedy; Clung continued
10 bask in the sun.

And 50 it came to a spring day when
the air was cool and a little crisp and gently
fanned the cheek of Clung where he sat on
the table. Deliberately he uncurled his
slender legs and asked money of Li, and

eceived i, for the old Chinaman had for-
Fotten how to refuse. Clung went out pud

less, it kept a rhythm.
& battbrend Tndi gt and i the evenigs

is lently, for hours
and hours, until lhe Rl reed would drop
10 a chair, exhausted. Having mastered the
steps, he wound hi. pigtail in the most ob-
scure of knots and put on store clothes
the clothes of the whites—and rode many
‘milles to a country dance.

Now, as any ‘one from the Southwest
tell you, this was very rashly done, and
any Chinaman other than Clung would un-
doubtedly have been horsewhipped within
an inch of his life and given warning to
leave the country for fear of worse things.

Men were loath to touch Clung, however.
They would as soon have put hands on a
rllllu, mlled to strike.

hat tragedy would be averted
zpm from ﬂ\e path of Clung and the day
of reckoning postponed, for it chanced that
there was in the crowd a marshal exceeding-
ly wise in the ways of the border. He came
10 Clung and spoke softly—with his hand
on the butt of his gun. He explained that
Chinese were not welcome at dances of
whites. The dreamy smile returned to the
ips of Clung. ~He tried to shove his hands
into the alternate slecves, but was prevented
by the unaccustomed cuffs of the white

‘man.

He stared about the hall until he saw

a girl laughing at him. She had pale-yel-

low hair and the light burned like a fire
f
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in it, and her throat was white, and the

pale;
he was whiter than the whitest man in
that room. He managed to wriggle his
finges into the alternate cufls; be bowed
to the marshal, and turned on his heel.

According to all rules of man and the un-
written laws of the Southwest, the thing
should have ended there, but where the
laws of the Southwest leave off, John Bar-
leycom often begins. He stepped in here
in the person of Josiah Boyce.

Now, Josiah wore guns because every
one else wore them, but he had never been
known to use them, even on a rabbit. He
probably wouldn't have known what to do
with them if been naked and
loaded in his hands, Ordinarily, Josiah
s ey elow vho st in coener vt
ing his long mustaches an
upon the world from beneath shaggy brovs
with moist, pathetic eyes.

But when he had a few dnnks o whisky,
Josiah became a noisy nuisan
alvays either extremely cnnﬁdmual going
about and assuring every one that they
knew him and that he was their friend;

nately he forgot for a single second about
the record of Clung. The moment the
‘marshal turned his back on the half-breed
Chinaman, Josiah rushed up, clapped- his
hand on the shoulder of Clung, and whirled

started

hipped, and that if no one
he'd take the job on

Every one laughed, except the mushl]
who started on the run. Clung was smil
and the marshal had scen that sl before
What Clung really saw was not Josiah at
all, but the convulsed mirth of the girl
with the yellow bair The laghier, appar-
ety ild. Josiah with i
i at Tast 1n the role of & P
cutertaioer, s grsped Cheng by N plg-
tal, peparsiory 1o dragging him out of

e m;vslul was only a step away when

varzzsry GOOgle

this happened—only a step away-—one step
100 late. He arrived just in time o receive
the toppling body of what had been Josiah
Boyce in his arms. - Clung vanished through

loor.
They started a half-hearted pursuit, but
Clung rode one of the best horses in Arizona
2 i weight vas o gt tha the marsl
ice of wearing down the
n.g.m ol o e v
back to the town to have Clung outlawed.
In the mean time Clung cut back by a
sharp detour and went to the house of his
father.
Li sat on a cushion on the floor with
taper-light rising high on either side of
im.  Across his knees a large volume was
opened; he wore on his head & ltl black
silk cap with a crimson tassel, Clung closed
the door softly behind him and stood very
conscious of his store clothes—respectfully
waiting
W‘h:n L fally ooked up, it v with 3
w glance, starting at the boots of Clung,
e b e glance traveled up the
‘person of Clung, the paler Li became, until
he looked like parchment which has first
ben yellowed with age and then bleached
in the sun. e got up without a
word and weat to 2 lite sale at the side
of the room. it and took out
a bag of money—a canvas bag plumply

“l} is all T have, my son.” said L
e ok i his band, weighed i,
and slipped it into his pocket, He seemed
very excied, and his nosrls were quiver
ing, < tha e was ot plesat. gt

Thave kiled a uhuz ‘man,”
“ It is true,” nodded Li
They talked much beter English unn
the whites around them, and Li, for
would mever speak thels native
Inn"lle with his son.
“Father,” said Clung,
-bom ~the stomach.”
he old Chinaman ran to him swifdly,
making a little sound of dole, a sort of gut-
tural whi

" be said,

“1 am not well

" said Clung, * they have not hurt
me, except here."
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And be pressed both slender hands
against his breast.

He said: “1 have seen a white woman
and T am hungry with a hunger that food
il ot il vp; e 1 am ek and sk

Old Li cried out in Chmtse, a harsh wail.
 Mix herbs for me," said C dly.
ake me strong before I leave, for I have
far t0 go. These men will never leave my
trail”

Oh, my son!” moaned Li. “There is
no drink of herbs that will help you.
water will put out the fire of woman; i
will burn you to ashes; it will make you
hollow.”

You,” said Clung in his soft voice, °
not like me. No woman could make
bum or make you hollow. Why ait T
different?””

“Your mother was white,” said Li.

“T am neither white nor yellow,” said
Clung. * Father, I am damned two ways.
g0

“are

He stood stff against the door, one hand
raised high over his head; old Li stiffened
in the same manner. Then Clung tured
and caught the knob of the door. He swung
it open a0d then closed it agin.He tumed

a ler eyes have told me one thing and
said.  “ Which

One does ot need to live in the South-
west to know that the last crime of a China-
‘man is to turn against his father. Li grew
green with horror; he could not speak.

“It is true,” said Clung, smiling his own
faint smile. “You have lied to me. Now
tell me the truth.”

CHAPTER IIL.
CLUNG ASKS A BLESSING.

0U have doubted your father twice,”
said Li. “ For each doubt you shall
e tortured a humdred years here-
aiter.”
“And for the third doubt,” said Clung,
“1 shall be mmmd terbly fo 34 '.hml.-nd
T doubt you -again. am I
different?”

; Google

1t was the will of God that made you
unlike your father. You are all your
‘mother.”

“It is true,” said Clung. “You have
to me, but if 1 were like you,
father, T would take this knife, d
cut my throat wide and die. As it is, 1
grip my knife, so!—and take you by the
throat, so!—and hold this blade atyour
breast, so!—and say: ‘ The truth—tell me
the truth!””

Old Li was a brave man, as man
viotous cow-puncher had learmd i i ey
but now a tremor like the palsy of old age
struck him. He stared fascinated up to the

fe glimmered, twisting slowly in

- The kni
the hands of Clung.

Devill” he  said.
father?”

*A white man—an American,”
ind your mother white also

But,” said Li softly, * you are my son!
See? The knife trembles in your hand—
you are shaking with hunger to strike—
hlll yoll cannot—you are my son.”
" said Clung slowly, “ am white?”
He stepped back; he uncoiled his pig-
tail with a single movement, held the hair
taut, and severed the sinuous, snaky length
with a single slash of the knife. The black
Y, peiging back, el widy about bis

“Who was my

said Li,

*Why# said Clung.
A man wronged me,” said Li. ¢ His
it ded, leaving a.chil. T sole the baby,

T made him my son.”

“Who?” said Clung.

“He is dead; she is dead.”

“And T am living,” said Clung.

“Asmy son. Will the white men believe
you are white? Will the yellow men believe
‘you are yellow? No, you are nothing but
my son. In your mind you may know that
you are the ‘son of whites; in your heart

You know that you are my son. 1t is done;
it s perfect.”

“You are not afraid?” asked Clung.
fear

“ Shall a father his son?”

“ Yellow devil!”

UNIV
u
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True. And there is a devil in my son;
my people have seen it.”
Clung took. ou the canas bag of money
end drogped 1 clmkmg on the floo
Li, nodding. “ But you will
ik ekt
Never.”
No man can live alone. It s written.”
“1t shall be unwritten agai
“The whllc wnme'l said
hunger, m)
)o\l‘” whispered CI
But he dropped to his ks foded
his hands on his breast.
id. “ Give me the blessing

“ The

departs.

The calloused, yellowed hands touched
the black, roughabor head, and LI ered
the Imngunge of

place, where men could

‘him
A crackle of firing rose on either side of
him, and Clung fired four times in retum.
and Wilson fell with bullets in

ot choose but see

dapple-gay which Clung rode flickered out

the night and the men of Mortimer
tote in cromds and formed six diflrent
posses and combed the desert in every di-
rection.

For four days they stuck by the trail,
which is an un g time for
men of the Southwest to spend on a China-
But Mortimer wanted blood and
when its appetite flagged, Marshal Clauson,
emenberig his faocite horse, put n edge
on_ Mortimer’s hunge

Neverthless, they id not catch Clung.
They sighted him several times sliding over
the hills or down some hollow as swiftly as
a cloud shadow on a windy March day,

shot up behind him. That put heart in the

L Google
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‘men of Mortimer, because it proved con
clusively that Clung was not shooting to
kill

1f he had been—well, the men of Morti-
mer remembered sundry greasers shot neat-
ly through the head. So they rode reck-
lessly on the trail of Clung, but at '.bemd
of the four days he had disappeared hoy
lessly into the desert; the purple hills w}nd\
shroud men and their doings had swallowed
him up. The posses went back to Morti-
‘mer and a fat price was placed on the head
of Clung, a Chinaman who looked all white.

As for Clung, be was sorry when the
posses went back. It had been good fun—
much better than any game of tag; he
even followed the posses to the outskirts
of Mortimer in_the late aiternoon of the
fourth day and he sat his horse on the
brow of a hill and watched the lights grow
out in the dusk of the evening, street by
street, striping the broad heart of the night
Then be tuned his horse about and rode
toward the northern hills.

Al was not well with Clung. He was
thinking of those days when he sat cross-
legged on the litle table at the door of the
laundry, with his eyes closed, smiling into
the heat of the sun. Also he thought of old
Li, sitting with the tall taper on either side
and the big volume spread across his knees:
he_thought, last of all, about the yellow-
haired girl who had laughed at him in the
dance-hall. The hollowness returned to the
heart of Clung.

He umembeud now that he was white—
the of
hair flipped in the wind
derse s face;, bt what pod v there
in being e would believe it?
He hardly v it imecl, and ardly
prized it, as yet, for the old precepts of Li
swept through his brain: * The white man
is & fool belore wham one listens twice

and speaks once.” The chief new sense
which came to Clung was one of freedom,
of a power and a will to roam at ease
through all the desert and the hills. He
was an American; he felt a sense of owner-
ship in three million square miles; the first
spark of patriotism smoldered in him, the
first sense of nationality.

As yet, it worked obscurely.

He had

UNIV
u
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lived with his thoughts harking back to the
lives of his ancestors. Now those yellow
ancestors were gone, but still his thoughts
harked back. Newness overwhelmed him;
his blood ran faster; the air drew keenly

exists in the world, the white man’s pride
of

race.
It was this same thing that caused his
loneliness, perhaps, for he was like a mari.
ner who returns from a long voyage and
meets all his old friends, and knows them,
but they will not recognize him. On the
Very day that he became a white man, the
whites commenced to hunt him

He knew perfectly well the oucome of
dl)’.

d the

next that they hunted him, but in the end
he would be taken; his destiny was no less
certain through being postponed. There
is 1o outlaw who has not known, and there
is none who has not thrown away the
thought of to-morrow and lost himself in
to-day. The law of compensation worked
in Clung; freedom was doubly sweet be-
cause it would not last forever.
ad led a strange, &hul in existence.
Now he saw the world, e was in
danger of being lost from it, and behold!
1t was fair to see, and filled, now, with his
white brothers. At this point in his re-
flections a gun banged close by and a bullet
whizzed by his head: a group of the posse,
returning late, had sighted him through the
le raised his gun, poised it—and
then spurred the gray off through the dark.
At that moment he had no further taste for
blood, but he carried away at that gallop-
ing pace the certainty that his white broth-
ers who filled the world avould be in no
hurry to claim their relationship with him.
Before morning,

the white brothers, with their bullets and
their hard riding, were far away. Clung, as
he fred bis bacon, squattng on is hees
hummed a_shrill, monotonous song of
Chinese fathers. Remembering with a sun,
he switched the tune to * Yankee Doodle,”
and then burst out laughing at himsel
So rapt was he in the exami i his

L Google

new seli, that before he awoke from his
‘musing his nostrils caught the pungent scent
of burning bacon.

CHAPTER 1V.

A ToUCH 0F coLoR.

HERE followed a month of compara-
tve vty for Cung. On seversl
oc

up a bart
into one end of the room, and then took
his seat, guns in hand, and forced the bar-
ber to trim his wild, black hair.
He had the image of the barber in the
glass before him and the latter could not
a suspicious move without being seen.
When his hair was cut Clung ordered one
of the men to drop a five-dollar gold piece
in the hand of the barber and before he
left he announced that if the stranger
tempted to collect that five again he would
have to reckon with Clung later on. The
five was never collected; and the heart of
the barber was softened toward Clung.
umor had not dealt too with the
fugitive in the mean time. Crimes per-
formed hundreds of miles away from Clung
were saddled upon his luckless shoulders,
and all men believed the tales. They could
hardly accumulate fast enough; men taxed
their inventions to create appropriate crimes
for Clung. He was the only Chinese des-
perado known to Arizona, and much was
expected of him. In the episode of the
barber-shop, for instance, rumor made him
Kill every one in the place before leaving,
winding up his pleasant little party by cut-
g the thrua of the barbe with his ovn

" Meanwhie, Cung rode by night and slept
during the day. He missed the long sun
baths at the door of the laundry and more-
over this continual life by night was begin
ning to dim his tan; once when he saw him-
self in the mirror behind a bar he hardly
recognized the rapidly changing color of his
face.
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He did not mind the loneliness—all his
life he had had it, and it might be said that
he was educated for the part of a lone rider
of the mountain-desert. Only one vision
retumed to ditrs b bot by day and by
and this was the picture of the girl
v e pale-yellow hal, laughing s
times, sometimes merely smiling; but al-
ways with an air of mockery, as if she had
something to confide in him if he could
only reach her and listen

It was because of this troubling vision,
perhaps, that he started riding one day
before the dusk had set in. His goal was

meless; activity was his only end, until,
in the slant light of the late sun, he caught
a flash of color. He swung the gray to the
left and med for two miles up a gully; then
he unted and crept to the top of the
tidge and shetered hiveelf behind &  bush

In due time the color reaj
blue, with a splash of yellow, dc\elqpl.ng
into a girl riding at a dog-trot. The blue
was the color of her waist, and the yellow
was the straw of her hat. She passed close,
but not close enough for Clung to see Ker

ce.
He followed her with his eyes until she

whunfuh@tlﬂdbee
and, being puffed out, he was suddenly left
all dark and cold inside.

He went back to the gully, swung into
the saddle, and pursued the blue-and-yellow
vision, keeping always just out of her sight,
lurking, and trailing her like a dangerous
shadow unl sh came to the fargest. anch-
house that Clung had ever
ather anore ik some. e o4 Colonn
house in the South, and around it, on every
side, stretched a deep veranda, with a roof
swpported by white pilacs. There were
cvidently artesian wells near the house, for
reen things grew around it —a stretch of
few—a hedge o some unfamlar plant—a
number of spreading palms whose fringed
limbs brushed together, like whispers in
the wind of the evening

The

barn behind the house was almost
as large as the residence itself, and up to

: Google
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this the girl rode, dismounted, tossed the.
re'ins to a man who came from the barn

and ran into the house carrying a
i paree, essed

\n this Clung

light of the evening. When she disappeared
into the house the darkness rushed trebly
d«p upon Clung. He was literally besieged.

‘waves of shadow, and now that the
llghu were begining to_ glimmer through
the windows of the big house it seemed to
him that all the brightness arid the hap-
piness in the world was bounded there by
e lnur walls. Truly, he was marvelously
lone

et b hase again, waited until the
darkness formed a sufficient screen, and then
approached the house, soft as one of those
oncoming shadows of the night. It was
completely dark, now, and he sat comfor-
tably on the moist, cool sod under a palm,
only a few yards from the front of the
veranda

A servant appeared-—é and
Clung smiled to himself, tilting back his
head with half.closed eyes; the yellow race
e servanis I ths land—but be vas one
of the white brothers. There i
ke thatof self-content. It stole over Clung,
now, like a man from the arctics warming
himself before a pleasant fire and caressing
objects of comfort with his eyes.

“The srvant ighted square.framed Japan-

s at once the vermnda grew
bright with the soft flames—the space
fven the white columns s lumined as

f happiness lightens the
" o the Chinaman wet to
the edge of the steps, screened his eyes,
and peered out o the night
d yellow as old ivory;
mighty hankllness ooded through Chang
that he was not as one o

"The servant tumed, his pigiil fopping
amkmardly, and now ihe doo clcked shat

er him— the screen door banged.

"The doors apened again almost at once,
bed wide by o litle od man i biack
clothes with a white vest, crossed by a gol
en rhlin He was stooped from woxk .1 a

age had bared his head as religion
bares the head of & monk. - Agaist the

2
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redness of that bald head the circle of sil
ver hair made pleasant contrast. As he
held the doors he was smiling and speaking
back toward the hall within, which lay
just out of range of Clung's vision.

Next came an invalid-chair wheeled by
the girl he had scen riding. Her clothes
were now filmy-white, to be sure, and un-
Gl this moment he had never seen her
face; nevertheless, he knew that it was she.
He closed his eyes. He felt that he could
tell her presence as one tells the species
of & flowr in the ight—by it pecli
fragran

*Clang had the Oriental love of perfumes,
He coud consrct the Hisory of b le
out of the smells he had kno
pecalie, ey et f the & roning.room
in the laundry, to be sure, was the back-
ground out of which all else grew, but
against that background other things were
trebly precious. Old Li had some rare
silks from China and there hung about
them a faint lilac fragrance which had
clothed Clung’s boyhood as with an atmos-

phere of porsy. e bad loved to bandle
those silks, and guess what other hands
had touched them.

Then there was the garden of Marshal
Clauson.  Flowers were to Clung what wine
is to others.

peared sudden shoots of yellower tinge, and
from these, all in a day, came little points

ol cro, 4.1 seing were peping out 2

the wor preparing to surprise it with
inien e of splendor.

burst forth every year in one day. After
that Clung loved to walk past the garden of
the marshal n the night, slowly, inch by
inch, breathing deeply—his head back

his eyes half closed — distinguishing o
various scents and naming each unseen
flower in the dark.

He thought of this when the girl came
out on the veranda, wheeling the invald.
He hardly knew whether she were beautiful
or ugly, young or old; he merely wished
suddenly to be close ave the
wind blow a fragrance from her to him. He

xe on his heels in a sort of happy
expectation until this thing should be,
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1t was a rather sad emotion, also. It
reminded him of cestain paintings of flowers
upon silk—Chinese work which old Li also
owned and brought forth on state occa-

sions.

Clung had loved those paintings, but they
always made him sad. There were other
ﬁnms, to be sure, which he could have
and enjoy, but these peculiar beautiful ones
Which the arit hag painted, they most
‘have been dust a thousand years before. It
was the same with the girl. She entered
his life with the scents of the flowers of
other years and with the beauty of the
painted flowers on their graceful stems;
she was apart from him, unpossessed, un-
possessable — another age and ~another
world

He wondered that the two men did not
sit before her as he would have done—with

his head tilting
closed, drinking in her presence.
thought made Him lower his head with a
frown and look more closely upon the two
fortunate ones who sat so close to her.
see! could reach out their hands
and touch her, if they wished!

CHAPTER V.

THE CURSE OF UGLE

HIS rapturous possibility, strangel
enough, leit. them qmle unmoved.
‘They were as impassive as Li discuss-
ing with a customer the prospects of col-
leting an ld W Agen the one aod k-
ness in the other doubtless explained
‘The old man had tilted back in his chair
and lighted a cigar; now he was tuning
the cigar slowly in his lips with one hand
and insulting the night with drifting clouds
of sench, ‘They reached to Clung and
curl his upper lip in that smile of
Which Marshal Clagaon w0 strongly div
approved. Contempt unutterabie flled the
soul of Clung, and hatred for one who could
so violate the sweetness of the night air.
He turned his disgusted stare on the invalid,
prepared to be displeased. His fullest ex
Peciations were fecapary
‘The man was large, a gross and heavy
largeness.  His shoulders quite filled the




10

chair from side to side, and even though
he were wasted away, Clung knew what bur-
den those large bones must be; he could
almost feel the weight pressing on the cane

bottom of the chair. Even in the distance

Tndeed, s be stared he felt a pain run-
ning up to his elbow. Disease

the sufferer ugly. His eyes were sunken,
his neck was a gruesome thing of cords and
sinews which stood out and leit long,
stringy hollows when he turned his head,
100 bk thcse mighty, wasil shoulders
the faint wind shook the d

Tt was at once apparent e i
had not even the strength to raise himself
and sit up in the chair, but what energy
remained to him he consumed in endles
shifting about. No position him
long. He kept shrugging his shoulders,
moving his feet, clasping and unclasping
his hands, twisting his head suddenly.  His
lips were never still. Now he attempted to
whistle, now he scowled, now he talked—
the complaining tone drifted across to
Clung.

Since it was apparent to all eyes that
the man was to die, why did he not bear
fate with inscrutable countenance, smiling
most when pain wrung his vitals? Clung.
remembered when a devil entered the body
of his uncle, Chu Wee, and sat in Chu's
stomach, 1t took Chu Wee six months to
die, but all the time he sat impassive, smil-
ing, amiable; when he was well he had been

Clung was very glad of his double in-
heritance; he would take the best from
the yellow and the best from the white.
‘The old man on one side of the invalid,
and the girl on the other, were very pa-
tient. She, in especial, continually rose to
Shit the pillows bebind his shoulders and
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rearrange the robie which covered his enor-
mous lank legs. The sick man coughed
violently, and made a furious gesture to-
ward the old man, who at ance threw away
hlscngu,mhcdn‘lumlhmﬂ.lm
which Clung could very easily see. He
csagis ther viees cow. The i mvl.hd had
stretched out a hand to

Sampson,” he uui, " o e
weakling—but that whiff of smoke just
then—it nearly strangled me!”"

““H-m!” said the other. *“It's all right,
Will. I'm—I'm really through smoking,
for a while.”

“ And you, my dear!” said the sick man,
turning to the girl.

reached out with a smile and took
his hand between both of hers. At that
the world reeled before the eyes of Clung.
It was plain; it was written clear; she was
the man's woman! He forced his eyes open
again and looked with his own faint smile.
" You ought to be out in the world of
action and pleasant things,” said the man.
His voice was bass, but sickness had raised
it into a nasal key. “ But I keep you down
b in my il bell, urdenig you with
my own small misery. eavens,
Winifred, sometimes 1 hate myse" 1
i o God T could die now and gt the

g

with.”
iy Gear!” she cied. So beautiful
thing must have such a voice. It was not
high, and yet its quality was light, and
‘there was a vibrant quality about it—a
tone that pierced like the muted G-string
of a violin. Now the man laughed, harsh-
ly and briefly.

“But sometimes I'm sure,” he said,
“ that you never would have told me you
Toved me if 1 had not been so sick.”

“Will,” said the old man, “ sometimes
youre just a plain damned fool! Excuse
me, Winifred; I'm going inside.”

He got up and stamped into the house.
It was all ve to Clung. He

thought of the girl as of a rare blossom
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me while T was on my feet
down and out you discovered—well, Wi
fred, to put it frankly, you discovered
place where you could be of service, and
you lmL Lhe plac
“ * she said, and laid a white fin-
ger o s lips. The man kissed that
finger and then rolled up his eyes to her
with a ghastly smile. Clung shuddered;
it was as if she had touched flesh white
with leprosy; it was as if he had stood idly
by and watched a holy thing polluted, and
now his lithe, slender fingers coiled about
the hilt of his knife. Even at that dis-
tance he could have thrown it accurately.
He could have struck the colorless gash of
the man’s mouth; better still, he could have
buried the blade in the hollow of the
gaunt throat. She spoke again, and, lost
in the pleasure it gave him of hearing her
voice, his nerveless fingers uncoiled and fell

away.

“Surely I have proved how dear you are
to me, Will?”

“ Dot think I complain,” he said. I
thank God that I can have even the sight
of you for a moment. It a thiog 1o just
about die for—as I'm doing

“No, no! You are mudx Detter to-day.
In another month, when the warmer, drier
weather begins—"

He cut her short with a rude gesture of

impatience.

“ Don't argue with me, Winifred. Don't
pull the wool over my eyes. I know I'm
weaker every day; I've given up hope; [
know I'm going t0 die; T know I'm never
going to live to make you my wife. Die!
And at my age, with all the world before
me. 1 feel—oh, God!—sometimes 1 feel
as if I were already buried alive; and every-
thing beautiful fills me with horror be-
cause T have to give it up—Winifred—even
you!”

The wan, bony, shaking hands twitched
up and covered his face; he wept loudly,
catching his breath between sobs with a
groan. Every sound cut Clung to the heart
with horror and rage; he whipped out the
knife and poised it—but the girl had leaned
close and gathered the weeper to her, pil-
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bowing b aceagalns b shoclder an hee
‘breast

hud was raised, and Clung saw her
sl of Ineiable piy and tendernes, Tt
shone out to him like a light that pierced
him to the soul and withered the strength
from his nervous arm. - Once more the knife
dropped idly to the ground. It was then
that Clung knew he must be near her—
even if she were the defiled thing of another
man. He knew it and confessed it to
himse with an Infsite bitterness of heart:
that was the white mans bood peak

him; if

before he could have turned away and
shut her out of his thoughts as easily and
as swiftly as he turned his back; b
he was, the gods of the white man cl

him.

Then it came to him as plainly as if a
door had opened and he had seen another
room: the man was sick, but chiefly sick
in his mind. ~He was sure of his death, and
therefore he was sure to die.

Clung went back to his horse and rode
straight for the house, the hoofs clattering
Toudly on the beaten path. He pulled to a
halt and whipped from the saddle to the
ground. There he stood with his hat of,
staring blankly at the couple on the porch
The girl rose and shaded her eyes to peer
into the dark and make out his form. He

smile. She would have to
Jook harder and longer than thal to make
him out, or see him even in the broadest
daylight

He said: “I am riding north; it is night.
May I sleep here?”

He spoke slowly, as always, with a little
pause between words. 1t gave the effect
of a man of much culture who chooses his
words and is proud of his choice, and, in-
deed, to Clung, words were not light things.
They were not unlike arrows loosed from

whereas a bullet may miss or a knife fail
0l e, e sk vl
e s b

sick man scawled at him, his
lip h(ung Toosely: very ugly. But
the gid miled " beckoned toward. the

“wmm 2
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“You are very welcome,” she said.
“T thank you,” said Clung, and led his
horse around the house toward the barn

CHAPTER VI
THE BRINGER OF SLEEP,

TER he had pulled up his horse he
entered the house by the back door
which opened on the kitchen. There
were two Chinese servants there, working
at the cleaning of dishes and the pans.
They hushed their shrill chatter at his com-
ing, and he stood a moment staring idly at
them, enjoying the silence with which the
yellow man acknowledges the presence of
the white, a silence crammed with mean-
ings, all of which Clung knew.

Then he went on and an open
door beyond which sat the old man in an
air blue with smoke, reading. There were
around him, lining the walls, more books
than Clung had dreamed were in the world.

old man glanced up at him over his
spectacles, wrinkling his forehead in a
quizzical frown. Clung stood in the door-
way, ssight sad s, end bt b,
am Jobn Ring,” he said in his somber
\vay “The lady on the veranda sai
might stay in his howse (il the morning.”
e other opened his lips to speak, but
Clung had bowed like an automaton and
woe oo tomard the front of the house.
e passed across

s as smooth as
‘dm and glimmering under the lights; he
through rooms wide and lofty where
one might breathe more freely than in most
rooms; he passed through and sen
somberness of color—chiefly browns. He
sensed also a pleasant order as of a place
where many served and few were masters
The air of this place was choice as incense.
He began to wish that he were clothed
as he had once seen a traveling man whn
passed through Mortimer—in white
sers, sharply pressed, graceiul, cool, llwlys
Panging stright; and in . thin white shirt
with o white colla and 8 necktc of bright
colors pinned down with a golden pin. In
the midst of these wishes he came to the
front veranda, noiselessly opened the door,
and stood beside the couple.
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‘They sat silent, the mar moving ceas
Jely, the woman saring ot nto e mgm
and Clung imagined him:
more under the shadow of that tal, dark

tching another sef step boldly out
on the porch, boldly into the presence of
the woman, into her fragrance, stealing the
breath of it from the man who was its
rightful owner. He was wronging the man;
therefore he hated him.

Tt was the girl who looked up first and
saw him. He was conscious of her eyes
on his riding-boots, her eyes on his belt,

er eyes on his tan shirt, her eyes on the
around his throat, her
eyes on the hollows of his lean face, her

T

dropped into an unplumbed depth of water,

“My name,” said Clung, “is Jobn
Ring.

“1 am \\lmhtd Slmpum ” answered
the girl, * and iam Kirk.”

I Ching one bows in acknowledging an
introduction; on Fifth Avenue one bows in
he same way, though not qui w and
not qulle so gracefully. The girl stared at
Clung

W you sit down?” she asked.

The chilr s the one which the old man
had sat in; it faced the girl, but it was
near the horror—the sick man.

“1 have ridden all day,” said Clung;

“1 like to stand.”

So saying, he stepped back just a trifle
toward the wall of the house so that all the
lew passed across the girl and

0 him. He caught the fragrance then
—vnollm\g he could oame, but a fact which
he would be able to recognize thereafter.

i
mind, his will began to reach out, past the

invalid_ chair, and toward the girl. Tle
looked fixedly at her; she glanced up; he
stared blankly off into the night. Towes

nothing, an accident, perhaps, but to Clung
a proof of power. The sick man kept shift-
ing and muttering.

Al length he cried out, throwing his
shaking hands beiore him: * Winiired,
why can't I sleep? Can't I even sleep and
forget?”
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“1.” said Clung, “ can make you sleep.”
For he had made up his mind that he

would be the shield between her and the

Tt was ugly work, but it was for

ably it was the first piece
The

Unquestion:
of self-sacrifice in the life of Clung
others had turned to him.

“T was taught many things by a Chi
nese doctor,” he explained. I can make
a drink which will do you no harm and

give you sleep.”
* Whisky?” snarled m
* Hush,” said the girl; “ T almost think

he can. Wil you ey, M. Ring?

Clung bowed and turned back into the
house. He went out through the kit
door and ran swiftly past the barn

few leaves of several kinds and then hur-
vied back to the kitchen, where he ordered
the Chinamen to prepare  pot of weak tea
They obeyed, fixing him with little side-
glances when his back was turned. H
knew, and smiled; was he not one of the
white brothers? Should he heed the scowl
of the yellow man? While they made the
tea he baked the leaves of his gathering
in the ovep—] ghly dry.
They gave off a pleasant aroma like the
at midday.
When the pot of tea was brought he
the dried leaves into the water.
It changed the fragrance at once and blend-
ed with the savor of a light, keen scent
of spicery. He carried the tea out to the
veranda, poured out a cup, and held it for
Kirk, who took it in a hand that trembled
so much that he threatened to spill every
drop of it; and the girl would have taken
it from him had not Clung forestalled her.
He held the cup to the colorless mouth;
the purple shadowed. eyes rolled rioudly
up to him and held upon his inscrutable
face like the eyes of a dog turning up to
the master who feeds it.
- It was . this presence of ugly
death, but Clung discovered, with deep
wonder, that he no longer hated this man.
‘The moment he performed a service for him
the sting of the horror of the sickness was
gone. Undoubtedly only the mind of the
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man was sick and was wasting the body.
If he could cure that, then the mighty
frame would fll out with strength agai
he would be big—he would be as big as
Marshal Clauson. Clung blinked at the

ms to me,” complained the in-
valid, * that that's just tea—tea with a
funny taste to it. I don't like it—much.”

“It is only tea,” said Clun
made from potent herbs.

 What & wondertulchance that set you
" cried the girl softly.
Wonderful echocd
 For T've heard great thinge o the Chic
nese doctors.”
So had Clung, and did not believe them.
“ What effect does it have?” asked Kirk
curiously.

“You will see in a minute. You have
not slept well for a long time?”
“ Years—yes, every is a year

day
‘There’s an ache of weariness tha
my eyes to the back of my neck.

Clung made the supreme sacrifice: he
touched the _abomination, the unclean
thing, He laid one hand on the forchead
of Kirk; he placed the other at the base
of lb& man’s neck.

 From here to here?” he asked,

“Yes,” sighed the other. Keep your

hzmk there. They are cool; the pain seems

from

the drink, the herbs,” said Clung

calml
so mild, T have seen the old Chinaman
stop the death struggle and bring men back
to life:
“By the Lord, T almost believe you!”
“You will find it is true. You are not
You have been fighting the

Give up all care about

ght it for you.

“ There is a coolness like ether flowing
out of your hands,” said the other faint-
ly. “My whole body seems to grow
light,

“ It s because the herbs are taking effect
They are undoing the knots in your brain
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which have come there from your struggles
to live. You need struggle no more.

Jax. Let your muscles grow limp. You
e herbe will gt the dsease”
whispered the sick man.

“Rest!”

It was like the poet’s invocation to the
muse.

“It is the effect of the drink,”
Clung. It begins to Joosen all the Pl
that ache; it is the coming of sleep.

Yes, yes! Thank God—

It is coming. See, you can hardly keep
your eyes open. You will sleep long. You
will be watched and cared for while you
: there will be nothing to fear; the
killing the discase. When you wake
you yill be better—much »

leep!” murmured Kirk, and his eyes
futiered t0 8 cose. The i reached out

a sudden, impulsive gesture
o [nslenng, bat Cug raied 2 lem
transparent hand and warned her
Audying the changes on the face of the
Slecper, the gradual relaxation of his fea-
tures.  Hi to rise and fall
regularly; his breathing deepened, grew

 stertorous.

Now,” said Clung, * you may call the
Chinamen from the kitchen and carry him
to his bed. He will not waken. T would
cany him, but "—he made a gesture of
apology—" T am not_ strong

CHAPTER VII.
HATE,

HE Chinamen came, at her call from
T Kbt dmlwly and with them came
father.  She explained briefly to

him lh! mlﬂcle th_h had happened,
he, swearing softly in pleased astonishment,
followed the little procession stairs—
first Winifred, carrying a light; then the
Chinamen, carrying Kirk in the invalid
chair; then old Sampson, and, last, Clung.
When they had the sick man in his room,
w Clungs directions they removed. oaly
s slppers and loosened his shit . the
throat; then they covered him lightly and

leit him—all except Clung and the girl.
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<1 il mich bim.” sid Clg, * and'

“ There are shadows under your eyes,”
said Clung coldly, “ as if they had been
painted there with purple ink—on silk.
There is not much color on your lips; your

e
Kirk, but Clung spoke aloud, simply low-
ering his tone until it was even less audible
than her whisper.

“1f 'm as ghostly as that, T must sleep,”
she smiled: “and you don't mind watch-
ing him by yourself? You are very good
to him.”"

“Tt is all for you,” said Chung frankly.

She frowned at that.

“You are this man’s woman,” said
Clung, *but you are beautiful, s
fore you belong to all men, and to me. If
a man wants a garden for himself he must
‘make it ugly; for if his garden is beautiful,
other men will climb the wall and make it
their own by looking at it. And if they
see a rose on & dender stalk, wounded and
drooping, there are men will vault over the
wall and bind up the rose in the night, and

slip away again.

“10s pleasant to hear you talk,” she

said, “ and different! T suy have
really stolen in the night to take care of &
flower like that?’

 Oh, many times,”

said Clung.

‘The moonlight fel through the open win-

ke back, his eyes balf closed, amling
faintly. seen musicians in that
ttitn steaiog o 4 6o¢ symphony; and
she knew that she was like music to him.
TeDY ber ek prnige (.
may go?” she said.

faint struggling ceased; something like a
smile changed b lips; he shpt pefectly
and deeply agai

UNIV
u
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she said, turning to Cluig
with something of triumph and something
of despair. ** He will waken if I leave him!
Sometimes T almost wish—"

But she stopped short. The look of quiet
‘meditation had been supplanted on his face
by such a cold vindictiveness that a thrill
of terror went through her. She could see
the right hand of the stranger; the fingers
were writhing shut and opening convulsive-
Iy—slender fingers, as graceful and omi-
nous as little serpents, each endowed with
separate and deadly purpose.

2 l will take the invalid chnn, she said
ispiciouly, * and sit here beside him.”
it wel” said Cung, <1 will watch

you both.  You also shall sl

“No; I never sleep while I'm watching
him.”*

He took a straight-backed chair and sat
there erect. The moonlight struck the back
of his head and she could only guess at the
hollows of the lean face; the wide eyes
were pools of shadows sometimes vaguely
l.g.ud vhen bis head moved. She gained

he was not
n[d he had llvzd much He seemed to have
llved whole centuries, and had gained, per-
haps, uncanny knowledge out of the very
emgth of ki Hionot & logth of yours,
but she began to fecl that age may be
accounted in terms of thought and brood-
ing. He was younger than William Kirk,
but he had lived threefold as much.

“ To-night,” he said, “ you shall sleep.”

Out of those shadowy pools which were
his eyes she felt the influence come. She
struggled against it at first and smiled to
herself; it was as if this queer fellow were
trying to hypnotize her. But why should
he sirggle agast sesp? There was 0
dange m o i, suely, and she
Ve ey, She yaxec, hir bead
nodded; her last vague impusion was that
John Ring was rising slowly from his chair,
coming toward her with something like a
smile.

Then she sl

When she weke yellow sunlight was there
in plce of the siver sbait of moon, and

the new light fell on John Ring just as it
had struck him the night before. Sh
turned her head, and saw that Kir

You see?
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slept. The shades about his eyes were
Tess palpable; his cheeks seemed fuller:
face was less pinched and drawn, and in the
cheeks was a hint of natural color. She
herself was marvelously refreshed. She re-
membered the lines from the old poem:

“—the gentle sleep from heaven
That sld into my soul

The sl buckets o the deck

R dxnml S e s B kA
when T woke it rai

My e, my throa s cokd,
My nlmn\li all were dani

i e b g e
o iy vty

It was as if_some such drought was
broken in her. The struggle to save a lifc
was over, and with the burden lifted she
fet rased herelf in srength and lighi-

She smiled across to John Ring,
e bringer of this derp conteat, but he
was as impassive as a statue of Buddha.
She wondered, then, why she should make
that strange comparison. The _all-night
vigil seemed to have affected him not in
the least, and he sat with his head back
his eyes half closed. He must hay
like that for hours like the critic drinking
in strains of beautiful music.

& made her shesh fer ey, and then
she saw that the hands which had lain
Toosely clasped in her Iap now held a yellow
fower, and scattered about the chair there
yete other blowons. She rased ber bands

her crowned with a coronal
o . The fragrance of it came to her
now. She rose suddenly from the chair,
and the flowers fell in a flashing shower to
the floor about her.

At that Clung started from his dream
and threw out his hands, as though to catch
the blossoms. However, his eyes went back
to her almost at once. She had flushed
ud » plessnt warmth Gled op ber eyes
with friendlin
Vhat a stﬂnge fellow you are, John
Ring!"" she

“iusht sid Clung, and be lid a lean
forefinger on his lips. With the other hand
he pointed to the sleeper.
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“Tt was a beautiful picture,” said Clung,
“even if it lasted for only one night, for
ou."”

“ For me?" she answered, whispering.

** For you,” said Clung. *As for me, 7
never forget.”

She knew a thousand men who might
hm said some such trifling thing, but the

lemity of this stranger stopped the smile
even as it began on her lips. He did not
seem to say it to flatter her. He was an-
nouncing an impersonal truth.  She had
happened to make part of a charming pi
ture which John Ring arranged; that was
A8 ot ihe i e oo 8
was no more to him deslgn on the

picture in a
m could not hdp a little twinge

s e peaceiul all night?” she asked
coldly. .
“He moved a little” said Clung.

“ When the sun came up he sighed. That
e will ey sow unil o,
You may go; he no longer needs
T kocw im betters she. sadefor it
seemed as if this was a calm negation of
all the effects of her patient nursing.
**Even when he's asleep he knows whether
or not I'm near.”
“That,” said Clung, * was when he was
e P &

stronger.
““Tt is not true!” said the girl lngnl\
“Try,” said Clung.

She frowned at him, and then moved to-
ward the door, her glance behind her, wil-
ing with all her might that the sick man
should stir and moan at her departure. But
he did not move; she reached the door and
glanced at Clung. He stood, as she had
known he would stand, with his head back,
his eyes half closed, his lips smiling faintly.
She stamped, but lightly, for fear of waking
the sl

“T could hate you!” whispered the girl,
and was gone.

Tt startled, Clung out of his dream, and
he stared blankly after her. But finally
he shrugged the thought away and began to
pick up the flowers which she had shaken
to the floor. Tt had been a beautiful pic-
ture, all that night. He examined tenderly
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the petals of the blossoms; they were al-
ready fading, and here and there they were
darkly bruised.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE OPEN DOOR.

N the fifth day thereaiter, William
k was strong enough to dress
himself; on the tenth day he stood
up and walked about; at the end of two
weeks he climbed into a saddle and rode
about the place at a soit trot; the next
day he told Winiired that the time
come for them to marry and go north again
into the world of business.

It was a drowsy, late aiternoon, and
they sat on the veranda, dressed in cool
white, watching the idle brushing of the
palm branches across the sky—a blue-white
sky which would soon be taking on colors,

8
i
%
R
ik
i

aws were growing darker and deeper among
the hils covering the eckied rowth of

esqi

Besdes” condluded Kirk, * I'm on my
feet completely and ready for harness;
ather is getting nervous—everything is set
for us to call in the minister and jog back
north.”

“Why," said the gi, “ you're not near-
1y your old self, Will!”
car enough to marry yu, de Be
answered, and get back lo some man-
S2ed work. T Sk of this dreamy Tie
sitting about, chattering, twirling my
fingers. Not cut out for f thing.
Can't do it decoratively the way Ring
can.”
Where is Ring now?” asked the girl.

“ Where he always is during the bright
part of the day—inside sitting in a dark
come, looking at pituces i some old
fool book. t isn't answering me,
Winifred.”

She said gravely: “ Il tell you frank-
ly Will, that T don't feel like' answering

to-day. T'm tired—somehow.”

 Confound it!”” he said with some heat.
“You've been this way ever since Ring
appeared!”
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“It s foolish,” he admitted, * but that
chap—confound it!—I know he’s not one
of us—I know I owe him a lot—"

 Everything, I suppose, but at the same
time he makes me uneasy. By the way,
who the devil is he, where does he come
ftom, where is he going? Do you know?”
e

“The deuce you do! Let’s have it!”

“TU tell you just what he told me. He
came from there "—she waved a hand
toward half the points of the compass to-
ward the south—* he is going there "—she
waved the other hand at the other points
of the cospass tomard the ot and he
is just

L Sound_s like Ring, all right. 1 never
knew the fellow to answer a question the
way any other man would. Personally T
have very grave doubts about him.”

* What sort of doubts, Will?"”

“But let's get back to the important
thing: Winifred, I wish awfully that you'd
shake off your weariness and tell me 1 can
bring out a minister. and have the thing
finished up.”

Somehow,” she answered, “1 like to
have it kept in suspense for a while.”

“But we can't go on driting like this
les, my business will go smash if I

don's et back ino the harnes.”

“1 think the drifting,” she said, “is
rather pleasant—Ilook, now! the white goes.
out of the sky—the darker blue begins—
the sun will be golden in a moment and
begin to bulge out at the sides like a child
pufing out his cheeks. It's nice to sit here

talk—and not think—in the

“ -r}m ? he said angrily,
from Ring!

“1 suppose it is.”

This startled him erect in his chai

“ Winifred,” he said, “1 don't want to
make a complete ass of myself, but I'd like
to know just what you think of Ring.”

“Ask him,” she said. * He can tell you
better than 1 can.”

And she waved a lazy hand toward the

2AS
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open door. The man censidered her with
a serious frown. He set his teeth over
sametking which would have been rashly

e you trying to irritate me, W
fred?”
“You know I'm not, dear.”
“There you go again! There isn't the
Slightestemotion in your voice—you talk.
exactly the way Ring talks—damn it'—I

out
“You ought to know how he talks; he's
with you enough.”
 Altogether,” she said thoughtfully, * T
think he's averaged about twenty words a

day since he came. Most of the time he
simply sits and looks.”

“T know. He looks as if be were lis-
tening to you talk hard and fast when
you'e mying pothog st ol Coolound
him; he worries me. Dl be frank.
wish you'd tell me exactly how you e
about him.”

“T don't mind in the least.”

She leaned back in the chair, half closing
her cyes, and smiling. Kirk swore softly,
foc it was Ring's expresson made delcae-

Iy on her
e T mw," e mummured, © but
go ahead.”
She said:  Most of us live rather ugly
lives, don't we, Will? We're pretty much
discontented with to-day, we despise yes-
terday, and we only drag ourselves along
through a hope of what a brave to-morrow
ring. That's the way it has been
with me, at least, and I'm sure that's the
way it is with most of the people 1 know,
Do you agree?”

“Yen T suppose Lfe i plety ratten it
you take it cold bloodedly lil is.  But
this isn't an age of mmlnce, Winifred.
People are looking for action—and they're
finding it.”

“They are. My life has been filled by
people who are leading lives of action; T
really began to think them the only people
in the world who amount to anything.
was like a person going down a straight and
narrow corridor with monotonous walls on
either side and no prospect except the same
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dull passage to the end, and then—dark-
nes, Now suppote a door suddnly apens
on the side of that corridor and 1
thirough the door o find & word of won-
derful beauty—flowers, rare perfumes, a
garden filled with exquisite things pﬂl’euly
aranged. That is what Ring did for
me.

As much as that—are you serious,

Wi
She went on as though she had not heard
him
“ He taught me how to enjoy living for
its own sake—taught me how to revel in
vy day as it comes. He is still teach-
., and I—well, he'll be out here in a
manent, and then you'l sce. Fe always
comes when the color of the evening starts.
Before that he has no interest in the day.”
outlined against the growing color of the
west. Those strong hands, too, were fill-
ing out, hands that could have crushed the
slender wrists of Clung with a single pres-
sure,
“You're quite sure of all this, Wini-
fred?” he asked tensel
“What is there to be tragic about?
Don't you see that if you feel that way
t him there is o room for me?”
“ But I feel for you in such a different
way.
" How much do you feel?"
She frowned at the floor.
“Will,” she said, “if you really care
very. much, don't press me for an answer
just now.”

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

“ Then youve really
tredty

changed, Wini-

lease don’t ask me,
whis ..; g st naw, Wil
“T was right about it. You cared for
me only as long as I was sick; I was just
something to mother, Winifred, wasa't that
il?"

My mind is

“ Do you insist on an answer now?”

“ No—ior God's sake—not a word!”

He slumped into a chair, breathing har
Then: 101 tel you what T think ng is
—ior various reasons. No, it would be
easier to show you than to tell
—in the front room. Go to the

‘He's inside
window

and watch him. I'm going to enter that
room and say something.”

She obeyed, wondering, smil )
in expectation of the game to follow. ~Kirk

pect
stole to the inner door of the front
and she saw him press it cautiously ajar.
It made not a sound, and John Ring, sit-
ting with his back to the door, in a corner,
Slovly turned the pages of 4 large book,
poring over the illustrations. There was
not a sound from the entrance of Kirk,
e could have- sworn, but suddenly
Ring sat erect, stifiening in his chair—the
pages lay unstirred before him.

* Hands up!” called Kirk.
. It was as if a gunshot precipitated John
Ring fron bis chai._ One it o mt

tionless; the next he was

the oo behin the char By magh,wa f
conjured from the thin air, a revolver was
in his hand and leveled at the form of
Kirk.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don't forget this magazine is issued weekly, and
‘that you will get the continuation of this story without waiting a month.
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F Who'd ever

¢ little goat-man, called God Pan—
dream him a music man?

Went to the river, got him a reed—
And blew ill the very stars gave heed

Made such music, they made him a god
Funny fate for 2 goat-man clod!
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PALLY’S SOCIAL CLIMAX.

am. - Come oo, Looks to me youre
pretty well rigged up in good togs to
Brog i one of et bosrding house hall
" Percye’s rply was smothered in th rain.
He limbed the front steps of Mrs. Whit-
ney's establishment with the officer beside
sk i aa pd the bell ‘The water
Panama hat and oozing
ot o€ T ahars i itk e s
running off his clothes. He shivered.
“What 're you pushing that bell for—
ain't you got a key?” asked the cop harshly.
“Oh, 1 forgot about that,”stuttered
Percye, fumbling in his vest pocket for his
key. “ Why—why 1 h.v..n got it; 1 left
it home with my mo
Sore, T knew you d't live ere; come
on with me!"
“But wait—"
“ Come on,” roared the policeman, draw-
ing his night stick from beneath his oilskin.
‘At that moment the light in the hall was
tumed up and the door apened.
Wby, M. Bally, you'o soaking wet!”
was' Miss Furney, who had heard the
el “Perhaps she had ot becn ecping a¢
hard as might be, knowing that Percyce
was out and that it was raining.
“Does this man live here?” asked the

‘policeman.
O, yes; that's Percye Pally—he lives

The polcemen grudgingy deprted

't even be on the streets late
vm.haul being bothered by cops,” said
Rery ety s she choe e doce behind

" Go upesair and get those wet clothes
offas quickly as you can,” said the practi-
iss Furney. Tl make you a hot cup

o tea and bring It p.
Then noticing wmelhlng lacking about
“Why, did you lose your

No, I threw that away,” said Percye
grimly as he stamped up the stairs.

Later she brought him the hot tea.

1f she was surprised to note through the
pen door that the photograph of | Mis
Evelyn Lang had disappeared from his
dresser she failed to mention it.

There was a sparkle in her eyes as she

Google
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regarded Percye bundled in s bashiohs
with his good-looking hair rumpled.
“ Gee, this is good,” he said taking a sip

of the tea. “ Why are you so good to me,
Mis Furney?”
“Oh, never understand  those

things," sh repled vaguely.

won't take cold, Mr. Pally
“Don’t call me Mr. Pally,” he remon-

strated, noting how lovely her proile looked

“T hope you

in the half-light of the hall. “Why don’t
call me Amos?””
“Amos! I thought your name was
Perc)

o Amnu is my middle nam:—l 'm—I'm
going to use it in the future!”
Al ight,” he answeced as she bid bim

zood night.
Amos Pally closed his door and
dawned the rest of the tea. Then he too
a package of engraved calling-cards from
the drawer of his table and dropped it into
the waste basket on top of an autographed
photograph which was already there. He
Tooked in the glass and noted with satisfac-
tion the determination which showed in his
face.

Next he opened his wardrobe door and
removed his dress suit—worn three times—
from its hanger. He did it up into a neat
bundle, wrapped it in paper from the top
shelf in the wardrobe and tied it securely.

“ Any pawn broker will give me three
weeks board for that and maybe four,” he
muttered to himself. * And T ought to get
five for the cane. Il pay up Mrs. Whitney
to-morrow and—T ought to be able to save
some money this fall.”

Then he tiptoed out into the hall and
down-stairs to Miss Furney's room on the
floor belo.

He rapped gently.

“Are you still up, Leonia?” he called
softly.

“Why, yes, what—"

“1 probably won't see you in the morn-
ing because I'm going down early and T
wanted to ask you—what do you say if we
£0 to 2 movie to-

“That would be just fine!” she laughed
in a whisper from the other side of the

door.
And P. Amos Pally went up-stairs to bed.
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CHAPTER IX.
THE OUTLAW.

“ ~OME, come,” called Kirk cheerily,

C though he had shrunk back against

the wall. *Only a jest, my dear

Ring. Gad! Looks as if it nearly turned
out serious for me, eh? Pardon

He retreated through the doorway and

rejoined Winifred on the porc]
“ You saw?”
“He is a Westerner,” she answered,
“ born with a gun in his hand. Tt was only
natural for bim to draw & gun.”
“Don't you see?” smiled Kirk. “The

worst law-abiding Westerner knows the
game s up when he hears that ‘ Hands
up! " and he puts his fists high over his
head. But a man to L is the
same as death will fight it out even if he’s
cornered.”
You mean that Ring is an outlaw?”"
That's plain.”

Fed. Moreover,
Unepetely ing 3 room where Cune vas ocuped i 3 Foo
up!” In another moment Clung was unl he floor
b band was a Tevolve, levee t Kirk

the
Kivk ha b spicons, and determined

behind his chair,

“T wonder!”"
' Sems o plesse yoi, Wiifred”

“1 think it d

“ Good Huvms, my dear, why?”

“My only doubt of Ring has been that
he's too nearly effeminate. 1If he's an out-
law—well, you've removed my only objec-
tion to him, Will.”

* Winifred, did you see his face when he

lay  there of the floor with that
inted?”
“Yes. Tt looked like murder, didn't

And you can smile at such a thing?”
Nonsense. Nothing happened.”

“ But suppose, to compicte my jest, T
had had a gun in my hand and leveled at
him.”

“Then 1 suppose, Will, that T would
now be closing your eyes and bidding you
a long good night. Something about our
friend Ring makes me feel that he seldom

‘This story began in the All-Stary Weekly for April 10.
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The big man answered: “ And T begin
to think that it's time something were

“ About what, Will?”

T tell you ater its happened. Here
comes your outlaw.

He stood in the doorway, perfectly se-
rene, smiling at them in his own peculiar
way. They had provided him with white
clothes and now he came with small slow

across the veranda, seeming to luxu-

riate in the straightness of the creases in

is trousers and reveling in the neat cool-

ness of his costume. Kirk tuned on his
heel and strode into the house.

He went on through until he reached
the barn bind. There he said o one of
the men who cared for the ho

" How log wil it -ake Jou 1o reach
M

Aot iteen bours of ordinary riding.

Make it in eleven on a rush.”
“ This,” said Kirk, * is @ big rush. Ride
d

about—the gunman
2 mean Marshal Cluson. Tel him that
on this ranch there is a man of medium
height and of a very slendu hmld bmwn
eyes—deep black hair—handsome
Wity in ago—bands 25 suall s a Wo.
‘man’s—and very quick with weapons. Ask
him if that man is wanted in Arizona by
law. That's all you need to know.
Now ride like the devil.”

He waited until the messenger was out
of sight on the southern trail. Then he
went back to the house. The voice of
conscience, which speaks so small and

carries so far, was beginning to trouble
him; but when he came again, softly, to
the front of the house, and looked out on
the veranda, he saw the man called John
Ring sitting near Winifred with his head
tilted back, his eyes half closed, and a faint
smile as of mockery on his lips. Beyond
them the western sky was a riot of deep-
ening colors, and toward this the girl was
looking; but John Ring gave it not a
glance. His eyes were fixed steadily on
his companion. Kirk tumed away. The
voice of conscience troubled him no

Early the next morning Winifred sent
one of the servants to tell Kirk that she

: Google
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wished to speak with him. He sent back a
note:

1 think T know what you want to say. T'm
asking you for

to-morrow noon at the least
before you say it. Will you wait?

She did not send a written answer to
the note, but when she saw him later in
the day she said: “ Of course T'll wait
as long as you want me to. And I know
you're not going to be foolish, Will?”

“T'm glad you've confidence in me,” he
answered dryly.

She said with a sudden concern: “ What
is it, Wil You act like a litle boy with
a surprise to spring on ily.

“To tell you the truth,” he said, “I
Jiave a surprise, and a corker. That is, T
think T have. T ought to know by fo-
mon'nw ‘morning. Will you wait?”

“Of course. Tl ask John Ring.
oug to b geod o sl
t this riddle,” said Kirk, “ he ought
e very good!”

“Theres something nasty behind that,
winz”

“Only a riddle.”

And 50 he left her, and spent the rest
of the day by himself; but in the evening
the man called John Ring came to his
room.. He spoke simply and 1 the pont.

“We have We are friends
no more. ls it because of the woman—
your woman? Tell me, is it because of
Your woman:

‘The face of William Kirk contorted with
pain, and a perverse desire to torture him
self made him spring o his feet and fairly
shout:

“Damn your eyes, don't you see that
she’s no longer my woman? 1 don’t know
whose woman she is—maybe yours. And
you and 17 \o we're no longer friends.
Now get out of m e

“ A loud vmcz," mswcmd Clung, “ says
foolish things.”

But he was smiling as he leit the room,
and Kirk knew with a cold falling of the
heart that the stranger had gone straight
to the girl. What would happen he could
not well guess, but he knew her to be as
honorable as & man. She had given her

He

w,
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until the next day, and be
felt lurly conﬁdem that not even John
Ring and his could make her speak
before that time.

Yet it was a night of no sleep for him.
He went to bet late and tossed about for
a while. At length he rose and began to
walk up and down in the dark room. A
low, orange-colored moon caught his eye,
and he went to the window fo watch its
setting. It rolled lower and lower. Just
before it sank out of sight, while still half
of its broad, lighted shield hung over a hill-
top, two figures walked across its image—

from which they had come; and Kirk
knclt by the window and buried his face

his hands.
He went down to a late breakiast the
i ed, nervous, his
violently so that he could

flowers,
Gide of color cross the tabe, and siood
there on cither side of them, the girl laugh-
ing. He knew that Ring stood with his
, smiling faintly; but he dared
not look up and make sure. 11 he had been
right be would have had (o jump at the
man’s throat.
“Look!” cried the girl
outside and sunlight inside!”
She raised a double handiul of yellow
blossoms and let them shower down upon
the table.

« Sunlight

“Clung!” called a voice from the
Kitchen.
He dropped to the floor, @ gun ip either

élungz " called vk from he ther

" Clung! Clung?"” They were all around

; Google

‘ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

i Weve g0t you my boy.” called the
‘voice of Marshal Clauson. “ Are you going
by oty you, or do we have to make

a killing here?”
inking swifly, thought of
the fusillade of bullets—some of them going
wild, perbaps—the el bloodshed-bor.
or! He rose and sk his gans upon the
table. He pulled another six-shooter from
the front of his white trousers; he threw a
mnmm« the rest. Then he folded

‘I.mxud), said Clung.
Marshal Clauson appeared at the door
of the Kitchen. His eyes were narrowed,

those of a man prepared to do a des-
perate deed. He held two revolvers poised.

Get your hands over your head,
Clung!” he ordered. “Come in behind
him, boys, and shoot if he bats an eye.”

deed alone.
“ Get the irons on him,” ordered Clauson.
They were produced, a new, glittering
pair; Clung held bis arms patiently in posi-
tion, and the manacles snapped shut.
“1t was you,” smiled Clung to Kirk.

CHAPTER X.

hat 1 say. This gent looks white,
don't he? Well, he ain't. This, ladies and
e e

“hinaman, son of old Li Clung—same
o
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The hands of Winifred, as if frozen in
it b el the st of the yellow blos
soms. Now the fingers curled over it,
crushed it shapeless, colo brui

ly mass, which dropped now unheeded

the

\'-m sent me word?” asked Clauson.
gets half the reward.”
don’t want the—blood money,” said

Kirk.
“Wash your hands of the business, eh?”
grinned the marshal. * Well, if you know
Clung’s record T don’t blame you.”
 He passed a large silken bandanna across
forehead.

It the col of the morain’, all eight,
ot T o't mind sayiog
feeling som ‘ep, even when we
had the drop on this bird 1 was', paricu.
lar happy. I tell you, I've seen this same
Chink— Well, why talk sbout what's
done? We've got him. That's all. And
el b bumg nice and regult i [ can kesp
the crowd from lynchin’ him at Mortim
What's the matte, lady? - You lok Sick
A sickly palor,fndesd bad swept aver
Winifred’s she moved for
the door leading o the front. part of the
‘The course brought her unavoid-
ably close to Clung, who stood with his
head high, tlting back, eyes half closed,

foot. an_uncontrollable _shudder
swept over her; she covered her face with
her hands and ran from the room.
“ Makes her sick to know she’s been in
the gume oo with Climg, eh2” ad the
t was a great day for
mariwe you, gents, this Clung
S0 bad—for a Chink. Only one white
Dotch in his record. And that was the
fault of old Boyce, I guess. Lead him out,

“One minute,” said Kirk, and he ap-
proached Clung.

“ Listen,” said Kirk, speaking so softly
that o one else might hear. “I'm sorry,
but T had to do it. T suspected something
was wrong; I didn't dream it was as bad
as this.For what you've done for me, I'm
grateful. Tell me what I can do to make
your last days happy, and—"

Google
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“ Wash the thought of what T have done
away,” said Clung.

“mmpyyw:ormmﬂmyw
used, at least

S rhe itas wis co0iocsd o conc
mon herbs. A few cents would more than
pay the cost. 1 healed your mind, not your

body.”
‘Making a fool out of me from the first,
eh? Sl I feel like a dog about this—er—
Clung.

“It was not you,” said the other.
was fate. 1 have forgotten you already.”

“ Damned if I don't think you have.
Cool devl you are, Clng. 1t was the g
the t of her drove me on, Clung.”

You have lost her,” i the pemue.
“She is gone from yor

“ Nonsease! ' The moment you are gone
she'll come and cry her shame away on my

The flowers,” said Clung fantly, * they
il sve s from you.
Jour yellow idet” mtered

K.lrk T wonder if I understand you

They led him e and beped bim
to the sddle of bis omn gray bo

«Now l,  there'ssome-
thing ahout 3 you—dmnntd if T know why,
Clung—that makes me start sympathizin’
with you. Foolish, T know, but I can’t help
it. Listen here. If you'll give me your
word, Tl let you ride back to Morimer
like a white man—with your hands free
and no rope around you to suggest a lynch-
ing to the erowd. Gimme your word?”.
to Clung,” said
the other. * He has a garden of flowers—"

“Best in Mortimer, eh, lad?
remember of you, Clung, is seeing you
snook around that same garden. Here,
Johnson, unlock those  irons.”

And 5o it came to pass that Clung rode
like a free man into Mortimer. A crowd
gathered at the first appearance of the
cavalcade and there were murmurs and
some threatening shouts.

“But they won't do nnd\mg," i the
marshal to Clung. *“ Partly becas .
Know me, and parly because they see you
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g0t your hands free—and because y
0 damnel_wel, vhle, Clungls
el tumed the key on

ou look

you exy, lad, sk out”
e marshal has a garden of flowers,’"
said munz

s WEIP"

Clung has oiten passed by the garden,
~lm«!y, o he coo of the cvening.”
soul! You want flowers?

Clung, T'll bring 'em up myself; yep, me
and the old woman "Il pick ‘em for you to-
gether.”

And he went avay, swearing reverently.
A Tove for flowers is like a love for litde
children; it brings men together t
strange distances. The marshal, that eve-
ning, sat in his house, in his ofice, sorting
the flowers for Clung, when Mrs. Clauson
appeared with the word that old Li Clung
was at the front door.
“ But you better leave him stay there,”
Mrs. Clauson, * unless you want ‘2

“ There

10 tears; more likely a knife.
Show the old scoundrel in. The devil is
always pretty well grown in,an old Chin
man.”

But the visit of Li was both short and
silent. He came to the door, nodded,
srinned, produced s lite canvas bag which
be Jef on the edge of the marshal’s desk,
nodded, and was gane, silent-footed. The
‘marshal, as soon as he recovered from the
first astonishment, opened the bag, with
fear lest it be an infernal machine.
What he found was a neat litle pile of ten-
dollar gold pieces, with some twenties to
crown the lot. Old Li had arranged the
bag like a basket of fruit, putting the best
on to
Clauson started in to tel his wife of the

instead to the laundry of old Li.
called the proprietor to one side, cu

him softly and fluently in the languages
of both sides of the border, and then re-
turned to his home. He was much moved;
gold is a singular power in touching the
emotions, and the gold which is earned

o Google
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through the sweat and labor of a (hinese
laundry—Marshal Clauson was fofced to
loosen his collar. He swore his way (hs

his supper and would not speak to his wife;
50 she knew that he was moved by some
gtmll emotion and wafched him vith
gleaming eye. They had no children; he
was the beginning and the end to het,

Old Li, however, evidently had head the
legend that constant dropping of water
'tIXS Wlﬁl stone. In the
‘mor d again, soft-footed,
i S gy ‘gleaming pigtail
flew over his head, and placed another can-
vas bag on the edge of \he marshal’s desk.
Clauson .seized a large ledger and hurled
ll after the disappearing form of the Chi-

. but b dodged through the ot
donr Illd

Tt o b it Gl wiping per-
spiration from his forehead, examined the
contents. It was more; it was double the
size of the first bag. Marshal Clauson
weighed the bag, sighed, closed it, and then
rode in a fury to the laundry of old Li
Clung. He hurled the bag at the head of
Li and followed it with a tremendous ti-
ade. He informed the Oriental that
bribery was a prison offense, and that any
more damned monkeyshines would land Li
behind the bars. Moreover, it was hope-
ltu for him to attempt to save his son. The

was done for—too bad—but impos-
< 1o change the law. Life had to pay
for life. And so the marshal stormed his

way out of the laundry, leaving Li behind
him, grinning quizzically, as though he were
trying to make out the point of an exceed-
ingly abstruse joke.

But there was not much peace in store
for the marshal. He had scarcely installed
himself in his office again and eaten an
orange to cool the thirst of his rage, when
the door opened once more, and Li, bow-
ing, smiling, was once more in the doorway.
He was dressed in robes of state, a black
silk cap with a crimson tassel, long-
sleeved tunic braided with gold, a pig-tail
roduced from

the third bag of money and deposited it
with & bow on the edge of the desk. The
‘marshal reared himseli up slowly from his
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CLUNG.

chair. He seized first or e book,

204 then on the butt of & gun bt st old
Li did not move: Marshal Clauson deliv-
ered himself of his favorite curse, famous
Lhmugh the length and breadth of Ari-

O hunderin’ hell” be roared. * Am T

a fool or jest plain crazy?”

CHAPTER XL
THE HEART OF LI CLUNG.

'HE Chinaman drew himself erect; dig-

nity fell about him as visibly as the

toga of a Roman senator carrying an

Sppeal tn the leder of plendering b-vba—
rians at the gates of the imperial c

“t is all that Li Clung has,” he sud
I b faitlem Eaglh,  ead kit mney s
not stol

He npelwd the bag and spilled the con-
tents across the desk. There was gold of
three denominations and there was an in-
termixture of silver.

“Li Clung,” he said, “ has gone to his
friends. Li Clung has borrowed what they
would give. - Li Clung makes a it to the
marshal—a little present.”

‘The marshal, with wildly staring eyes,
gathered the money and poured it back in

e bag.

Li Clung held out his calloused hands.

“ Li Clung will work,” he said—" he will
be the slave of the Marshal Clauson, if
this money is not eno

“You damn fool,” snd the marshal
hoarsely, “it’s gettin’ too near my price.
Take your fool money away!”

“Li Clung,” said the unmoved China-

r man, but he will bring

He will sell his house. He
has silks and pictures. He will sell them
and bring the money to the marshal. He
will eat stale bread and drink only water
and bring to the marshal all that he makes.
Every month he will bring money—a little
money. A present to the marshal from
Li Clung. Li Clung will bow to his gods,
who are very strong, every day. He wi
beg them to bring a long life to the mar-
shal and much happiness. _They are strong
gods. They will bring children to the wife
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of the marshal. They will il his house
with peace and happiness and many voices
of his friends.”

“My God!” whispered the marshal,
staring as if he saw a ghost.

e rubbed his knuckles across his eyes,
which were dim.

“Can a Chink be like this? Li Clung,

you hear me swear to God that if there was
a chance for your boy he'd get it, but he
ain't got a chance. The law won't give
him no look in. If it would, I'd see that
he got out, and it wouldn't cost you no
money. But it can't be done, Li. Your
son is a Chinaman; maybe he's half white,
but his father’s a Chinaman, and the boys.
want blood for the death of old Boyce. A
Chink can't get away with a white man’s
dea!h You ought to know

A pallor fell on the face of Li Clung;
it was like a shower of ashes.

“Li Clung will tell the marshal 3 e

storyn e mid, i e wll b ear
al, I.heu\ some-
|hmg msldg me that's aching as if 1 had
a san of my own—and as if you was white.
Sit down and talk, Li.”

has been a strong man and a had man. Li
Clung was in Cripple Cra

“The hell you were!”

 And there was a man called John Pem-
berton.”

“1 knew John well. He was a hard one,
was old John.”

“Li Clung had a young wife, and Li
Clung bad two little sons. Li Clung loved
them all. Sometimes it seemed to Li that
his heart would break, there was so much
Aove in it for his wife and for his two sons.
He had room for them all, but it swelled
the heart of Li Clung every morn-
ing and every evening L‘(‘lung bowed be-
fore his gods and made himself humble for
fear his gods should be jealous, Li Clung
was so happy.

“But the gods of Li Clung are fierce
gods and strong gods. They grew angry
with him, They took all his happiness—
See! they took it as suddenly as Li Clung
takes the stalk of this flower and bends it
and breaks it—there are three flowers gone
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because that stalk is broken. So it was

ohn

‘house of Li for money, for ]nhn Peaberion

pesded gld._He came to ind money, and

he came very drunk. He found no money,

but be found my wie and my sons. - She
made crying out, being a woman.

struck her in the face, and she fell i

when they saw their mother die, they made
much noise, screaming together, so that
John Pemberton, b feared chat they would
bring many men upon him, 0 he took them
by the heels—

“God!”” whispered the marshal.

“Li Clung came home that night and
his heart was singing with happiness, He
found his two little buds dead, and he
found his flower faded and dying. But
there was a small voice left in her no bigger
than the hummin of a f, and with that
voice she told Li Clung .hmr all that had
filled his heart had been out again
nd thrown, away like v ca e send.
Li Clung buried his dead.

“He maited. Jobm Penberion took 2
woman to his house. The woman bore
Him a son and died, Then Lt Clung was
. He went in the middle of the night

with cloths so that he could ot cry out.”
 But Pemberton was a big, strong man,

i Clung was not weak,” said the Chi-
naman, “He tied the mouth of John
Pemberton so that he could not cry out,
and then he made him know by signs that
Li Clung would take bi son and go avay
e boy

y God!” cried the marshal.
your oy s young Pemberton!”
Ty boy is Clung,” said Li solemnly.
. T begin to see. Yet you've got a yel-
Tow skin, Li. Well, my eyes are getting
wide open.”

 Li Cling Tais: the e by, b id
stolen, but after a while he came to love
B, The hands of & baby are strong
hands.”

He made a gesture which the marshal did

Google
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not see, for his face was buried in his
hands.

“Li Clung loved the boy and took him
into his heart, which was empty. He gave
him all things that he could give him.
Then he saw that Clung carried the blood
of a white father in him and that he was
a destroyer, and sometimes Li was glad,
because he did not wish well for white
people, and Clung would be like a plague
of locusts, consuming. But now the son
of Li Clung is about to die, and Li Clung
is very weary. He has no strength, and
e is sick about the heart. He has brought
g0ld to the marshal. Is it worth this life?”

“Li, if this yam would be believed—
we'd get off Clung. He's ouly killed one
white man, and that was in self-defense,
more or less. But d'you think you could
convince the boys that Clung is all white?
Nope; they're out for blood. I'd take a
chance and let him go, but there’s another
appointment due for this job, and if I let
Clung go another man is pretty sure to get
my place, an

Marstal Ciizon et bis wie to the ol
with fresh flowers for Clung, and tool
Jong, hard e through the oo nlry w
shake off the thought of Clung. But when

e came back the same case attacked him
again,

s time It was i the percn of the
girl whom he had seen in the room at th
fme of Clung’s capture. She was al in
white, with a white hat, and a white plume
curling softly around the brim, and she

Marshal Clauson the most beau-
tiful woman he had ever seen, except Molly
Clauson on a certain night when she had
said—but that was long ago.

CHAPTER XIIL

THE LONE TRAIL.

" said the marshal, after he
had seen her seated, “that you've
come about the Clung case? ~Want

to make sure that the Chink will get his?

Well, he will. There ain't no reasonable

doubt about that.”
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She winced deeper in the big chair, and
then raised her head in the way she had
caught from Clung.

1 have come 1o find out if money will
be a[ any use to him in securing
lawyer,” she said steadily.

Thars the way of it eh?" queried the
marshal, and he shifted the lamp so that
the light fell more directly on her face.
“Well, iady, Il tell you now that it woulll
be simply throwing away coin.
There’s only one verdict a jury would

ing in i an Arizona
jury, anyway. Josiah Boyce wasn't much
account, but then he wasn't no harm to

anybody, neither. He's dead, and there's
a life owing somewhere to the law—a
Chink’s life at that.”

time he used the word, carelesdly,
he noted that the girl winced. He went
on: “Boyce ain’t the only one. There
might be the ghost of a chance if he was.
There’s others. Clung has leit a trail be-
hind him a mile long, and its thick with
dead greasers. He's a nacheral bom killer,
Miss Sampson, and that's the shortest way
10 the truth of the thing. He shoots too
straight not to kill.”
And the girl, thinking back to the keen
‘picture of Clung, saw how he might be both
f all things beautiful and also a
dealer of death. The marshal, watching,

saw the hardening of her face. He was
thinking man; 3
She said, rising: * There are a great many

twists in the law. Good counsel may save
him, and if it may, I want him to have the
chance.

e, e the mankal, © thers 't

many twists in Arizona law—not in

Tike b, You cam lay to that.  Maybe

1 can ask why you're so interested in this—

Chink?”

‘The blood stained her face at that.

dignity: “ Why do

you keep forcing the word down my throat?

T know he’s a—Chinaman, but he's a rare
<hal Clauson, no matter what his

1f he took a white m

a white man' lfe.”

4
sid the gi) whitening wih scomn and
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ger. * He was sick, nearly dead. We had
given him up. Then Clung came and healed
him, sat by him day and night, would not
Jeave bim until the man was cu

“ Hom!” murmured the marshal, and his
hand moved autamatcally toward the butt
of his gun. “May T ask if this William
Kirk person is still at your house

“No,” she said, * he has gone North.”

 Speaking personal,” said the marshal
slowly, “be'd better stay in his North,
He was a bit too far South for it to be
healthy. That kind don’t never prosper in
Arizona. Clung saved him, eh?”

“1f there’s a law of comy ,” said
the gfl, * it ought to appear. A life for
a life; that’s what Clung gives.”

“Youd throw in the greasers he finished
off, eh?” grinned the marshal. “And the
white men he didn't Kill, but just shot up
bad? Throw ‘em in for good measure, ¢h?
Well, I don't mind saying—but I got no
Tight to say anything.

2ot 2 pile of things to do this night.”

And you'll see that the very best coun-
sl i retained for him? Can we make you
our agent in that, Marshal Clauson? I
know you'l keep the murdering cow-punch-
ers away from him,

“Lady,” said the marshal, rising with
her, “I've spread the news around among
the boys that if they tackle the jail to get
Clung, T tum the Chink loose on ‘em with
two guns, in't no_ better way of
keeping Mortimer qum, They've al seen
him in action and it makes a pile of ‘em
k1o remember, Good mght.

went, with bowed head; but the mo-
ment she had gone the marshal set to work,
cheerily, whistling as he proceeded. First
he opened a door so cunningly set into the
wall that the cunningest eye of suspicion
would never have detected it, and_he took
from it a small saw, a lever of diminutive

long

forty-fives.
started straight for the jail and went 10 the
cell of Clung.

The ** Chink,” as usual, was slowly pac.
ing up and down inside the bars, utterly
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oblivious of all that passed in the corridor,
He did not even turn when the door opened
and then clanged shut; but when he dis-
covered that it was Clauson bis e st
ened to a smile of infnite gentle

Flomers!” he said, and stetched out
the delate bands.

rs be damned!” murmured the

marshal cautiowsly. .+ Something better
than that, lad. Freedom!”

“For me? If I go—what will come of
the marshal?

“Shut up! Before T was a marshal I
done my share of hell-raising. 1 know.
Also T know another thing. I've heard the
story of old Li Clung. You're young Pem-
berton, all white—vhiter than your dad
by a damn sight!”

“No,” said the other, “ T am Clung, T
am not ashamed.”

Nethe woud T e 04 L1 1y rre
one. And yowd never have a chance of
m\ung e world blieve that you're not &
balf-breed. Let it go. Arizona ain't the
only place, Tt out-_let the wind take
And here’s a word

il you'l find a g that hasut forgotten
you. T think she might believe you.
way, she'd try like hel o beleve you.”
friends?” answered Clung.
“That's the stickler. Rumor would fol-
low you; you'd be the Chink to most
of the world.
“T am Clung. 1 shall not change the
ide. 1 will be what

of expression
would have been almost negligible, but
knowing Clung, the marshal moved & pace
back, wondering.

«She knew me for what T am,” said
Clung, stiffening, * and when she heard that
T was'* Clung the Chink,’ you saw her as
she passed me in the room.  The pain of it
is still with me. 1f I had been *all white’
the pain was so great when she turned from
me that I should have groaned and fallen
on my knees and wept and begged
come back to me. But I made no sound.
1 am Clung.”

“But think of her pride of race, Clung.

: Google
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“The world would have disowned her if she'd
stayed by you.”

“She knew me before. Only the mo-
‘ment before she was laughing at me over an
armiul of flowers—she who is like a flower
of white—all white. And she ch
When she heard my name she drifted fur-
ther avay from me than a thousand years

Clung, she came to-night and wanted
to know what her money could do in the
hiring of a lawyer for you. And the other
‘man—he has gone North. She hates him.
L think In & way, Cleng, that X wouldt
have come here to-night if 1 hadn't seen
her. She loves you, lad; she almost loves
you even while she thinks you're a China-
man. Think of it!”

‘That smile which the marshal knew, that
stern curling of the upper lips, changed the
face of the other.

He said: “If she came to me crawling
on her knees in the dust it would not change
me, She could not repay the pain of that
time when she first turned from me. Such
& i, s, would burn ber away o gt
ashes and dust—Kil her like flame,

cannot repay me. Idonamkmuymm:
It was my pleasure it s my pain. 1 am

“You go South?”

“First 1 g0 to see my father; then I ride
South. And some day the time will come
hen you shal eed me. X will come. You

not need to hunt far or call long. 1
il come. Time will not change me; dis-
tance will not make me forget. 1 am
Clung.”

“Clung, ad el of peide, sad the
marshal. ne trail is a long trai,
but good lur_k gu wu.h you. Your killings
are not ended, and you'll die hard yourself.
But—there’s the saw. O, too, You can

know you'll get loose, Don't shoot unless
you have to. That's all T ask; and then
don't shoot to kill.”

As he closed the door behind him, he
raised his lantern and looked back; Clung
stood with folded arms, his head tilting
gk, his eyes half closed, faintly smiling.

The i d

sat in his room waiting. An hour, two

UNIV
u




CLU:

hours, three hours passed. Then he heard
three shots fired in quick succession. He
ran to the window and threw it wide; the
echo of the sounds still trembled through
the air.

“The South trail sure enough,”
marshal.

id the

CHAPTER XIIL
© vo cmaw

UT if the:escape of Clung was due to
the kindliness of Marshal Clauson cer-
tainly there was not a living soul in

Mortimer or in any of the marshal’s wide

district -who faintly dreamed the truth.

The marshal was more widely famed for
a hard fist and a nervous gun than for &
gentle heart, and the reward which his one

3¢t of unadultersid goodness brougt him
was & of growing ineifi-
Gency. " People could not bt remember he
length of time which Clung ranged the
desert, how he was at length brought to
bay by force of chance and numbers; and
now the desperado was set free to prey upon
ety thogh the caeemuem of Morti-
mer’s . It was znmxgh to unuu
= fruch quicter towa

Kioviedge of it Fonted up to the huha

circles of authority and brought a cold,

e to C

Te defed the higher authoriis i
snarl, for he knew that he was too niabie
to be dispensed with; but what
him every day were the side-glances of
carcless contempt with which the cow-
punchers and miners of the town favored
him. Within a week Marshal Clauson hated
the enthe popnlation of the Ockn, gar

y the Chinese, and.amang the Chi-

e b wod Clung himsalf for peculiar

anathema. With al his heart he regretted

escape of the outlaw. That Clung was

really white made no difference to the

marshal—he could not seperate hi¥ preju-
dice into fact and theory.

First he scoured the countryside and
combed the heart of the desert for Clung;
then he sendeputies far and wide in a vain
effort to reclaim the fugitive from justice;
but Clung had vanished from the face of the

L Google
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earth and not even a rumor of him foated
back to the car of Mortimer. Yet, stil
the town waited, sleeping with one eye open,
it might be said; and strong in the con.
sciousness that such men as Clung, whether
white or yellow, return eventually to their
earliesthunting-grounds and bring a not
le portion of hell with them.
‘They had seen Clung in action, and the
picture would not fade readily from their
minds. In the mean time they cast a glance
of angry suspicion upon Marshal Clauson
and were fain to remark in his hearing that
all men are apt to grow oid.
ains the mood of Clauson him-
selfl when on a certain day his deputy en-
tered from the
the door and said:

growled suspiciously.
“See me? T’ hell with him. Tell him I'm
busy.
“1 already done it,” said the deputy.
“Tell him I'm sick.”

1 already done it,” said the deputy.
Tl him T'm out of town.

“ Partner,” he drawled with dangerous
calm, “ you ain't kidding me a litde, are
your

“TN tell a'man I ain't,” said the deputy
hastily. 'S a matter of fact, Clauson, 1
told the fool Chink he'd be takin’ his life
in his hands if he come in talkin’ to you
jest now, but all he does is stand there with
his hands shoved up in his sleeves and hat
huszyuum.nd-y * All same Yo Chai

Marsh’ Clauson.” 1 never see such a
ool

“Hem!” said the marshal. Yo Chai?
Don't remember the name. What sort of a
looking Chink is he?”

“ Kind of tall,” said the deputy, * for a
Chink; skinny; round-shouldered; wrinkled
old yaller face; long pig-tail;
uche lhnl—-lwh like a shadow of yours,

al—just a few stragglin’, Jong hairs
on zach side of his mouth.”
“Tell the old ape to beat it,” grunted
the marshal, “T had enuuxh of_ Chinks.
Wait a minute. How’s be dr
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“Like a swell

Al silk pcdded stuff like
a tassel;

p'msaope

The deputy nodded and_disappeared.
His place at the door was taken almost at
once by Yo Chai, a slender, rather bowed
figure, carrrying about him that air of dis-
tinction which goes with any gentleman no
matter what the color of his skin.

But the marshal was in no mood to ap-
preciate fincness in a Chinaman.

“Tm busy,” he greeted his
“Start talkin’ and finish quick.”

A soft voice answered: “ Yo Chai wait
till Marsh’ Clauson got plenty time,” and
he turned back to the door.

tor.

But the marshal, at the sound of that
voice, leaped from his chair and shouted:
“ Wait! "

Yo Chai turned, and at the sight of him
Clauson lapsed back into his chair, staring
in manifest bewilderment. The Chinaman
bore this scrutiny without changing & mus-
cle of his face.

“Close the door,” said the marshal
hoarsely at last,  and sit down.

Yo Chai obeyed, and as he sat down,
murmured: “ T'a hsi ”—great happiness.

Marshal Clauson let out a great breath
which blew forth his mustaches, and
light of battle died from his little eyes.

T was thinkin’ for a minute,” he sigh
“ that you was—well 't make no
difference.”

“The eyes of Yo Chai are old,” said
the Chinaman, “but he sees clearly

Again, at the sound of that voice, th
marshal started, leaned forward with a
scowl, and then settled back into his chair.

“Go on," he said. “ What d’ you think
you seen?”

“* Marsh’ Clauson thought Yo Chai much
like Clung. Speak same.”

“Ab," said the marshal with renewed

eagerness, “ you know Clung?

“Litle bit,” said Yo Chai.

“1f you can lead me to him,” said Clau-
son, “ VIl be your friend, Yo Chai—
and a marshal’s the sort of a friend that a
Chink needs in Mortimer, h?”

; 'Goc gle
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“ Marsh’ Clauson want Clung?”
“Do I? Tl tell a man I do!”
Why?”

 young devil,” lnd
el e d\mp

Do marital, who 1d 3
smn(ermg of Chinese, * a0 d a
ot of otber stul. He'd got me in wiong
with the boys. Life’s just one long misery
to me ever since Clung got away. Yo Chai,
can ynu lead me to him?”"

ot crid the marshal, and leaped
from his chair with a shout of joy. “Yo
Chai, you ain't lyin’ to me? Give me one
k at him and I'm your man. You're
talkin’ straight to me, Yo?”

“Shang Ti," said the Chinaman sadly,
“ hears me.”

* And how mch dyo want fo acti' 8

'a’

“ \'n'hing "

“ Nothing?"

* It s ot worth mocey. 1t s 1 uuu !hlng
t0 lead Marsh® Clauson to
Clung once belong Marsh’ Cln

“T had him once, so you don't want
anything for bringin’ me back my lost prop-
erty, eh? Yo Chai, I see you're a good sort.
Where is e, Yo?”

The Chinaman withdrew from the sleeve
of his silken ma kua, or horse-coat, a slen
der, darkyellow hand and poined o his

breast.

 Clung is here.”

‘The marshal merely

“1,” said Yo Chai cl.lmly, oo Clg?

“You?" gasped Clauson. * But Clung—
your skin—"

He broke down, stammering.

“With soap and water,” said the other
quietly; “ T can make my skin white again.”

“And you come back,” roared Clauson,
“ 10 show me how clever you are, eh? You
come back thinkin’ you can slip out of my

hands again? Clung, no man can't do it!”

Clun
slipping at once into perfect and Auent
English, “that Marshal Clauson hated
Clung.  So he has come to give himself
back. Marshal Clauson gave him a gift not
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long ago, but his heart was not with the

gift. Clung has heéard, so he bhas come
back.
The body of the marshal seemed turning

to jelly. He flled his chair loosely from
arm to arm, his chin falling on his breast
and his mouth
“ Clung!” he said faintly at last.
“ At least,” said the other with the sug-
gestion of a smile, * the voice of Clung was

wn.

He produced from the folds of his gar-
ments, with dexterous case, a murderous
knife and two revolvers, all of which he laid
on the table. Then he held out his thin
wrists sidé by side.

“ Fire shots,” said Clung, “ and then bind
my wrists with the irons. It will seem that
Marshal Clauson took me by force and he
will be greatly honored.”

CHAPTER XIV,
ALL YELLOW,

OULD a miser resist the gift of the
touch of Midas? And to Clauson the
temptation was greater than gold, for

the recapture of Clung single-handed would
raise bis reputation to an eminence, silence
his critics, make him, perhaps, at a single
stroke the test and most feared officer
of the law in the whole of the Southwest.
Al these thoughts burned themselves into
brain and seared his heart with the
brightness of the things he saw.
the steady resignatian.of the eyes of Clung
which recalled him slowly to himseli. But
even then he was shaken like a man who
has ridden for two days without rest,
cramped and tortured by the saddle. Clung
understood the outcome of that battle with-
out a word. He dropped his arms to his

side, © -

“ Another time,” he said in his gentle
voice,  the marshal may regret that he
bas lost me twice. Then he shall know
where to find me.

and thousands of men have rushed to Kirby
Creek. Even Clung will be lost among
them; he will be lost among them and
known as Yo Chai. If you need me, send

varzzsry GOOgle
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for Yo Chai. Be sure that T will get up
in the night from bed, even from sickness,
and come to you. Cl'u men chien hsi. As
you g0 out of the gate may you meet hap-
piness.”

He had straightened himself to the for-
mer clean, youthful lines of Clung, the killer
of men. 'Now he dropped back into the
middle-aged stoop of Yo Chai, a rich
Chinese merchant. Marshal Clauson stum-
bled—for 2 mist was befofe his eyes—to
the door, anid blocked the way for a mo-

nt. He dropped his hands on the shoul-
ders of Clung, but a second thought made
him remove his hands hastily. It was not
wise to touch this fellow, according to all
repute. A picture of JosiahBoyce wpplmg
toward the floor and clawing at the air with
his hands came clearly back to Marshal
Clauson.

“Listen here to me, Clung,” he said
gravely, “ You're white. ~Aiter this there
ain't no doubt you're white inside and out.
Tor a mivute back T was near to takin’
you at your word and slinging you in the
coop, but I couldn't do it. A Chink is
one thing, but a white man is another.
And you're white, Clung, damned white!”

his sl«vu i dul yes blsked past the
face of C

= Dot s there sleepin’ on your
feet” s the marshal angely. 1 know
you ain't a hop-head, so don’t try to look
like one.” Cut out the Chink lingo and
ways. Maybe you're a good actor, Clung,
but this don't make no hit i
like a man and a white man, like you are—
inside and out!”

To this strenuous appeal Clung replied
by merely blinking his eyes. To move him
was like trying to wear granite with water.
1t irritated Clauson, who felt that his for-
bearance deserved a greater reward of con-
fidence.

 Clung,” he said, © talk out. I'm your
friend. T like you; but don't stand there
blinkin’ at me like.a damned dobe idol!
What you mean by givin’ up the ways of a
vhite man? 1ot al st 8 disguie? D'you
netd a disguise ag'io’

“There was a man nlmed Clung,” said

UNIV
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the slender man, “ and there came a time
when he learned that he was white, not
yellow—vwhite like his skin all the way
through.  He was ve e went
among white men and lbey were brothers

palm of bis hand ke 3 ske that e bad
warmed by his fire in winter, and others
hunted him Inke a coyote up and down the
hills, and t! ‘woman—’

e stopped short and his bresst heaved

once.

“Oh!” said Marshal Clauson, T be-
gin to follow you for the first time, Clung.
Well, if it’s the woman that rides

g 0 do il you could adk a g o do for
a Chink, and if she knew you was white—
vl
e finished with a suggestive smile, but

e famof Clung hardened. He was pick-
ing up his guns and his knife again from
the able nd replacing them under s
coat, and the way he handled them
not pleasant to see—the knife went hmm
with a little jar that made the marshal start

“Does the color of the skin,” he said,
his voice evil and low, “ change the color of
a man's heart? If she knew me to be
white would that change me? No, the
white man sees only what his mind tells
him to see. He follows stupid and ugly
gods. Clung is dead, and Yo Chai remains.
He has gone back to the gods of his fathers,
to Shang Ti and others. He is happy with

them

“The marshal moistened bis lips and then
went on with less assurance: * D'you mean
to tell me, Clung, that yml’d rather be l

Chink than a white man—one of the sall
of the earth?”
“Is a white man more honest?” asked

Clung, with an uncanny brightening of his
eyes. “Is he clean:r at heart? Does he
talk less and more wisely? Does he know
better what i beatiful and good?
He c\mlers v.m A s & dud beef —
all n licks the
band tht feeds him and. th:n he it it
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to the bone. He sees what his friends see,
but nothing for himseli. He loves a horse
because he pays a great price for it; he
loves a woman because her body s beaut
ful. - But the horse may stumble before it
wins a race and the skin of a woman may
be cheap under b ctbes”

‘The marshal

abas]
hunted for another argument with which
0 meet this tide of words, but the other
Swept on: “ Who was Clang? K’ pu chih
tao F'a shik siui! (I do not know what he
was). He was half white and half yellow
To be all white is not good. 1 have seen
and Iknow. So I have killed Clung. Now
there is only Yo Chai. He is all yellow.
He will sleep on a kang; he will pray to
the gods of his fathers; he will eat yang
jou tsuan wan izu, and yang jou ssu, chu
$0 po and pao ping._Behind his cirien men
—front gate—he will sit cross-legged on a
mat of reeds and smoke—pah! Clung
hated the smell of tobacco-smoke! But
now he will be all Chinese—all yellow. To
e white is to be a fool; Clung was a fool!””
“Clung,” said the marshal, scowling,
“ some of what you say sounds Kind of rea-
and some of it T don't follow, and
Chm.k chatter that no white
to know, but T sort of gather
from your raeie har what you said toward
the end was enough to make me fight, eh?”
“ Ab!” said the other, and his voice and
manner softened instantly from harshness
0.2 gentle dignity that came from
“ Marshal Clauson is my father and 1 am
ta shik fu—your big servant. Yo Chai must

“ And this is the end of Clung?" said the
marshal, half sadly. “ Well, lad, you done

your bit while you was hanging around

0 up to Kirby Creek you're going
straight 1o trouble, Clane. - Around Mori

Spenser that some calls the Night
Hawk. A prime bad ‘un he is, Clung, and
no mistake. But he ain't all that's there.
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“1 been to Kirby Creek and T tell you
straight from the shoulder that it's fuller
of fights in the night than & big city. Every

shack is a saloon and dance-hall, and
the ones in between is gambling joints.
And the men that go to a gold rush is chiefly
crooks and fellers that ain't made a go of
it other places. They got nothing and
they're ready to risk their hides for a dol-
lar. Don't go to Kirby Creek, Clung.”

“Yo Chai,” said the other, with a swift
glint of his dark eyes, “ s not a dog. He
will not run because men bark at him. 1f
they bite, he has teeth.”

And to prove it, his slow smile bared
a row of white, perfect teeth.

“That's just what T mean,” said the mar-
shal anxiously, “before you been there a
day you'll get in a fight, and when you get
in a fight the devil 'l tum loose in you—
and no man that's ever seen you pull your

guns once can ever make a mistake in you
e som you work & soocnd time. Ching,
1 kmow!”

“What does it matter?” said Clung sol-
emnly. I will not be a white man, and T
cannot be all yellow even if I wish. There
is only one thing left to Yo Chai, and that
is to die. And if he dies, he hopes it will
e wih e Ll hand, S0l

, his head tilted back in that
hmilurw-y,mdhueyabdfclosq! and
his smile dreamed on the far distance—as
if he once more sat on the table in his
futer’s aundry and emlted n the yellow,
hot sunlight against his fac

" T e sld and, thustog his hands
back into the alternate sleeves, he bowed
il e Mk e of i e o st

rushed against the floor, “T go, Marsh’
o, ot v v men chien hsil”

of grave and sober-footed dignity.

CHAPTER XV.
SPANISH TORTURE.

0 at least one person in Mortimer the
passing of Clung from the town that
day wotld have been a great joy had

he but known of person was John
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Sampson., For a fortnight he had trailed
Winifred about the town while she strove
vainly to_discover clues of Clung. As a
rule, she hunted alone, escaping from him
with any pretext, for when he was with her
he would cjaculate at every other sicp:
“All this for a damned Chink

 For a human being!” she ol respond
angrily.
“Half human, maybe,” John Sampson
would answer.

“You mean because he's half white? As
a matter of fact, dad, it isn't the white in
‘him that interests me, but the yellow blood.
He’s the most unusual mind I've ever met.”

“Now, to be frank, Winifred, the whole
point is that you want another person to
take care of, just as yowve been taking
care of poor Billy Kirk. As soon as Bill

was well you sent him away and don't care

Wan't I?” she would respond with that
little touch of mystery upon which a woman

always falls back when she is thoroughly

baffled. 1 have some tricks left with

e 11 catch b,

o Bt o ek asgood as the one have
r

“ For heaven's sake, my dear, are we to
throw away our lives simply because Billy
Kirk called down the law on the head of
an outlaw?”

“On the head of a man who saved his
life,” she would answer bitterly, and this,
13,0 e, e the srument o the tize
being, until John Sampson recover
wind snd his bad tempar, . For he was
little plump man with short legs, and men
of this build are not meant to withstand the
heat of the Southwest. They grow wet
and their clothes stick to them if they s
much as rise and walk across a room, and
the only sound which pleases them is the
crooning of an electric fan.
mpson, as a rule, persisted in
ed through the morning,

tion, and he retired in dudgeon to his room.
fowever, this routine could not go on
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forever. It was manifestly impossible that
he should fry himseli on the griddie of
benevalenc in the Southmes unt one-

x ome qt
ough history of the wild exploits of Clung,
some of which he had already heard, and
armed with this tale he would go to Wini-
ired and relate it to her with some embel-
lishments of his own. 1f this tale of vio-
lence did not revolt her, nothing would.

table woman, undoubtedly, is an angel to
the evildoers, but she is designed by God to
try the patience of respectable men who
possess a surplus of everything except time.
Their smiling insistence of purpose is like
the Spanish torture, water dropping stead-
ily on the head—it drives men mad.

1t was something of this madvess which

John Sampsort on this day. He
had trudged from one dusty end of Morti-
mer to the other pursued by a haunting
‘miragg—a cool room in his club—far, far to
the north, - Having made up his mind to un-
earth the whole gruesome story of the kill-
ing of the outlaw, he decided to start at the
beginning and wheedle something from the
mouth of Li Clung, the reputed father of
the man-killer. And he went, accordingly,
as fast as his pudgy legs would cary him,
straight to the laundry of Li Clung.

Now, the smell of a laundry in any land
and in any city and clime is not that of a
arden, and the odor of a Chinese laundry
on a hot day in the Southwest, with the
scent of sweaty laborers and the sharp taint
of desert sand all mingling, is pungent, in-
deed, but not poetic. John Sampson stood
at the door and stared down the row of
bobbing heads that wagged steadily from
side to side above the ironing-boards.

“ Haloo!” called John Sampson, but not
ahead stirred. While he waited he observed
a little table at his right hand, full in the
glare of the sun. Interesting things might
have been told him about that table, and
at least one story that would have made
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the face of Winifred Sampson turn pale.
Presently a lttle Chinaman in white, loose
trousers and a black cotton coat, the for-
acd part o bis head compleely sbaven,
hobbled from the back of the room. He
had the gait of most of the Chinese we
see in this country, walking as if he carried
a great burden.
“Li Clung?” asked John Sampson.
“Li Clung,” nodded the Chinsman, and
removed theiong siem of bispie from his
mouth. John Sampson saw a death’s head
f leanness, the skin pulled o0 tightly across
the forehead that it shone, and the cheeks
sucked into little holes at the center. A
covered

slant eyes, weary and patient past belief,
Tolmn (he oo sk ' Aty
were set. The head was supported by a
irvloudy letn meck, ou Wi he aia
hung in withered folds; and the skin both
of the neck and the face was everywhere
crisscrossed by myriad tiny wrinkles, like
innumerable litte incisions. et there was
about this old, tottering wreck of a China-

the suggestion of strength and further
capacity for labor that moved a sense of
dim respect in John Sampson. He began
to see that it was possible for this old
grotesque to be the father of lender, hand-
s Chimg, i il of ek, Gt
of course, due 1o the blood of
the white mother. But mma}y he must
bring Winifred on the morrow to see this
spectre of the Orient.

‘The thought of this meeting made it pos-
sible for him to smile almost with kindness
upon Li Clung.

fe said: “ You have a sun?"

lnsunLly the count of
‘man lightened, and his hand il
movement almost as if he were about to
reach out and touch the white man. The
expression changed almost at once, how-
ever, to one of suspicious grief, and the
wrinkles grew sharply into the forchead,
arching high toward the center.

““Thave a son,” he answered simply, and
his moist old eyes fastened eamnestly on
John Sampson.
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“And he is in trouble,” went on the
financier easily. “ Of course we all know
about that. Now, Li Clung, T am a friend
of a man whose life Clung saved. Under-
stand?”

He raised his forefinger to emphasize and
point his question, careful lest his vocabu-
lary should be too large for the brain of Li
Clung, but the Chinaman returned at once:
“It is truel Clung saved many men; he
saved even more men than he killed.”

John Sampson could not refrain from a
little frown of irritation. It was not an

auspicious beginning.

“T don’t doubt it,” he went on. “T saw
him save the life of my friend Kirk, and I'm
grateful to him for it. 1 want to do some-
thing to show that gate, enderstend

Yot ourse, | cant do anyting fo bim
down here where the law is hunting
but i T eould send word o him to g0 North

meet me somewhere, there
deal that I might do. Can you tell me
where he is, Li Clung?”

Tt was only the shadow of a smile that
touched th lps of Li Clng, but John

Sampson knew at once that 2 ‘man
vould rather die 3 thousand llmes than
give the location of

“ How should T kmw"' nsked Li Clung,
and he raised his calloused hands, palm out.
“My son has gone. Can I follow the
wind?”

John Sampson smiled and there was a
great deal of kindness in his smile. He
could not help admiring the old man’s faith-
fulness and liking him for it. Now, kind
ness is the one human light which all men
recognize_independent of race and color
and breeding; this time it shone from the
face of John Sampson and reflected dimly
on the face of Li Clung.

“You are a good man, maybe,” said the
Chinaman dubiously, “ Li Clung knows in
your house Clung was taken.”

“But you also know it was not my
fault.”

“ That is true,” admitted Li Clun;

“Now, Li, 'm going to be slmgh(ior~
ward with you. If I can get hold of Clung
T can do a great deal for him. You want
your son to be a wise man, don’t you?
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Well, T can see that he goes to the finest
schools; T can see that he has clothes as

as any white man; in a vord, I can
set him up in life.”

His first note was the key that unlocked
the heart of Li Clung; for in China, old
and new, the one thing most highly prized
is education. It is mixed with their religion.
Every Chinaman has some of it—not what
Occidentals call education, perhaps, but at
least some mental training. Now Li Clung
laid his pipe by on the table and drew a
e close t Jobn Sampson.

Clung,” he repeated,  thinks you
are a gwd man, and perhaps he can tell
you—"

“But first,” said John Sampson, for the
last thing he wished to know at that mo-
ment was the exact location of the out-
law, “first T must ask you some other
questions.”

“ Come,” said Li Clung readily enough,
and led the way back to his own little rooms
behind the laundry.

CHAPTER XVI.
ROBIN ADATR.

“J N the first place,” went on John Samp-
son when they were settled in privacy,
“T mat 1o koo sometng ahont the
—er—parentage of Clung. 't
always easy to place a boy nl—er\—lnrelgn
birth in the best schools—"

But Li Clung broke In with & smile and
a wave o

T i3 et trouble,” he said, and
smiled so that all his yellow fangs showed,
and the wrinkled gums above them.
“Clung is the son of a white mother—

“Yes,” nodded Sampson, “ his skin shows
that much.”

“And a white father,” added Li Clung.

“A what?” roared Jobn Sampson, and
bolted out of his chair.

“He is not of my blood,” said the old
Chinaman sadly,  but he has lived in my
house and eaten my food and learned my

ns.”

‘The white man stared at him, transfixed
with wonder and a touch of horror. For
his daughter Winifred had scemed strangely

UNIV
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interested in the outlaw, and had persisted
even when she thought him to be only
a hali-breed Chinaman, 1f she learned that
he was all white John Sampson shuddered
for the results. There flashed across his
mind a picture of his fortune descending
through his daughter to the hands of
Jeteed whelp of the desrt, & mn bunted
by the

s ater” he groaned.

“Li Clung” frowned the Chinaman
drawing up to" the full of his withered
height, * does not lie.”

And the white man knew it was truth;
his own anguish of spirit confirmed it, and
something he remembered having seen in
the eyes of Clung on that day when Clau-
son had made the arrest and when Winiired
had passed Clung without a word of adieu.
Then a grim resalve came to him to save
his girl from the possible horror of the fu-
ture through the hand of the law. He
shrank from it e bad done harder
things than this in his day, and for lesser
reasons.

i C]ung"' he asked at length.

Li Clung observed him with steady

o

“ Swear to Li Clung,” he said, © that John
Sampson means only good to Clung, that be
means to give him schooling and make him
a2 man among men.”

The otber set s teeh and swallowed
before he could reply: T swear.

But Li Clung hotpled at bis burde
Dearer’s gait to a corner of the room and
ook a1 and dhsty book from the

e yellow man has his gods and the
white man has other gods,” said Li Clung,
and, returning, he placed an open Bible
before John Sampson. Swear again on
this book that you mean only good to
Clung.”

John Sampson laid his hand on the cri
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his throat, up to his very teeth;
it stk His tongue was  Gry hat he
could not have spoken if he wished, and it
seemed as if the heat which dried his
tongue rose from the book he touched and
ran along his arm and up to his heart,

varzzory Google

ALL-STORY WEEKLY,

“T0 s a litde thing to do," urged Li
Clung gentl wear on the book of the
white God.' My son is bunted; 1 must
know if you are one of the hunters.”
But John Sampson suddenly raised the
book and hurled it across the room. It
crashed the wall and dropped to
the floor again with a rush s e of
the leaves; then he turned on
strode heavily and quickly o e e
and out past the swaying line of ironers onto
the wite ot gres
Suppos an o o lend-ie bnd
fnds that it ik B, s s
this gold threatens, like the touch of ideas,
to divide the purchaser from all that he
bolds dear in the world. From these sup-
positons one might strke firly clos to the
heart of John Sampson’s mood. He loved
s daugliter a3 8 vigorous wordly man can
love an only child; he loved her energy-
10 lke bl omn—ber bauty, her frankness
her charm and grace of spirit which
lumined her in his eyes. Her charity,”
doubtless, went hand in hand with her other
virtues, but it was the quality which he ad-
mired least and the force which now threat-
ened to debase her to the level of an un-
lettered man-killer.
or the same instinet which enabled him
to read the purposes of speculators in the
stock-market gave i sigh ito e o
pulses of the girl. She followed the lml
of Cl\mg party because he had rec]
bad for good in a single instance, bvulmos(
Iy because of the very fact that he was an
oudav, opeles, belcagurd by the bostty
thousands. To her he held the charm
of a Lost Cuuae; o ber he waa what's
young Pretecer was to 8 ]mbne, some-
thing 1 be sered u el

to be cherished. the imagined tai
of his blood had kq;t her from nyrd'mg
him as a young girl might regard a desirable
man; now this single barrier was removed
and John Sempocn sweated with fsr 8 he
guessed ai nces, He went straight
Back to-the Titte howse they had rented,
10 rest and to think; he had a grave need
of thdught and planning.

But as he set foot on the lowest of the
steps leading to the front porch there rose
from the depths of the house a voice of




thrilling sweetness; to John Sampson it was
The the bugle cal which amnounces the
charge of the enemy’s horse. He drew in
a great breath and puffed it out noisily, as
a diver snorts when he comes up for ai
and the singing of Winifred rose and rang
in the slow cadence of the old song:

“What made’the ball so fine?

Adair

Robin
What made the assembly shine?
Robin Adair.”

The favorite song of Winifred, and he
knew that she only sang it when her heart
was at rest; he leaped up the steps with
thesgilty of 2 youh and stamped into the

t the banging of the front door
o e o st B singing; but she
broke off in the middle of a note and run-
ning to him, eagerly caught both his hands
in

“Dad!” she cried gaily. * Can you guess
the good news?”

His heart stood stil; perhaps from some
other source she had learned the true identi-
ty of Clung

“Clung?” he managed to articulate in
spite of his dry throat.

Yes, yes—of course. And T've found

eat,” he muttered in

mp-uence. “Enough to kil 2 horse

Where's Clung?”

“In Kirby Creek.
oy

i Why, dad, you Took sick!”
damned he

We start for it to-

‘morror
He ejaculated: “ We start? For Kirby
Creek?”
“We do.”
“ Winifred, d’you kmw that's the hard-

est, roughest mining-camp in the South-
et D'yon know that that's the haunt
of Dave Spenser and a hundred other scoun-
drels who'd as soon kill you as ask you for
amatch? What fool suigested that you g0
to Kirby Cree
She sighed, ik eyes grave-
Iy on him like one prepared for a long
debate.
“No orie has suggested it; but it was
TO BE CONTIYUED NEXT WEEK.
et the continuation
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Marshal Clauson who told me that Clung
might be in Kirby Creek.”
“ Might?” cried John Sampson, seizing
on the stra.
But it ould na bea his weght
h

quite mysterious about it, dad. You see, he
would say nothing to me about Clung and
scemed furious when T mentioned the name
of Clung. In fact, he called him a blahkety-
blank Chink.”

“ Quite right,” growled John Sampson.

“But,” went on the girl, “ when T con-
vinced him that T meant nothing but good
by Clung and told him my reasons he
seemed a bit shaken and listened to me
pretty closely. At last he told me, in his
gruff way, that if 1 was really anxious to
find Clung the best way would be to go to
the worst bit of hell in the Southwest—
T asked him how he knew
that Clung was there. He answered, of
course, that he knew nothing, and that if
he were sure he'd g0 to the Creek and take
Clung in the name of the law. Then I
wanted to know why he gave me the hint,
but he only winked and then refused to
say another word. It was very queer, but
l sure that he had some grounds for

me the advice and I'm also sure that

Be docsnt widh any real harm to befall
Clung. Isn't this enough reason why we
should go to Kirby Creek at once and at
least make the trial to find out if Clung is
there?”

John Sampson frowned, thinking hard.

He said at last: “Give me until next
Monday before we start.” In the mean time
we'll hunt for more clues in Mortimer
“But if we don't find 'em you will g0,
lad?”

.

He looked at her in v\hm\ﬂal despair.
“ Don’t I understand per my dear,”
he ans\\ﬂcd  that if 1 Tt go with you,
youd go al
“ Poor d- 1 she smiled.
“ Poor Winifred!” he responded, and hi
seriousness slenced her and set her think-

g

Dot r.mt m. magarias o laied veskly, nd
f this without

waiting a month.




VI—-THE BETTER WAY

UT codd't one of o dever
agents steal the paper
Sir. Padcingion,on i of he Pa-
ingtod & Paxton Detective Agency, stared
across his desk. In his long experience, he
had met uncounted scores of strange clients,
listened to a host of peculiar tales, and been
given many unique commissions. Never
before, though, had he been asked to con-
nive at a robbery.

Not knowing whether to laugh or be
angry, he took off his glasses and polished
them vigorously. Meanwhile, he peered
short-sightedly at the thickly veiled lady

who had so calmly suggested that e lend
his aid to the committal of an illegal act.

“1 will gladly ply you any sum you
care to mention,” ued his client.

Mr. Paddington ,amni his glasses back
on his nose and glared angrily.

“1 don't care to mention any price for

us a suggestion,” he snapped.

sy, Mra. Wilmot, you must have over.

looked the important circumstance that this.

is a reputable detective agency, not a syn-

dleatsof burgar.”

T am so sorry, 1 did not mean to

sive oﬁ'lnse—l thought that a_detective

ould do anything. That wretch, Carr,

bolda me in bis poner. He bas no morsl
right o keep that paper

“ He certainly has not,” agreed Mr. Pad-
dington, “ but as he has made no threat or

varzzsry Google

attempted to blackmail you, our hands are
. Until he makes some move, we cannot
even attempt 1o trap bim.”
am sure he will, or he would have
given it up. Next w onth, or it
may not be for years, he will bring disgrace
and ruin upon me. Or worse still, he may
have calculated upon the possibility of my
death and is counting on victimizing and
bighting the existence of my daughter.
 suspense is terrible—killing. 1 am
can think of som

There was a flash of white, and a muffid
sob came from behind the heavy, black veil.

The detective wrinkled his brows and

on his desk. In
Martin' Paddington, the milk of human
kindness had not been desiccated by the
friction of a calling where cold appraisal of
facts is more useful than a soft heart

“ Ought to send her away,” he reflected.
“Can't be done, though. She’s all wrought
up. Nervous and full of dread.

“ Better hand her over to Nan. Shell
et her down lightly, and soothe her into a
calmer frame of mind, and_maybe the
‘woman will talk more freely. Nan has the
“knack. Confound her, I wish she'd stop
crying. H-m

Tn signal that he was about to speak and
therefore all sounds of distress should




Aflan Sinttn pertes alnct, o]
to the pedestal and took the cover from
The apparatus stood quite
2" belore .ttt Cardes
rested at the extreme left. The paper was
stll in place. Scott pulled it out.
He held it to the light. Next instant
M finges twiiched, s bl hands shock
the pal voice we
recommized i haltingly,

scarcely read
jerkily:

“*The greater miracle is, not that your
mind—can’ survive your bodys but that
your body—ever any”

The paper Huttered from his grasp. H
swayed, and caught the table foF support
i U moved convlivel

= whisered,

as though in
sresira pai
e stood there, s‘uy ing a little and lod}

sure of its presence; then they wandered
Ainkeily (o i of Cirtées oo,
, vacantly, at each of us

L] U
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turn. Finally, his gaze shifted slowly back
to space; and then, all of a sudden, a
wonderful change came to his face. In a
ash it became hopeful, assured—joyous!
And his eyes lit up marvélously as another
word escaped his lips:

“ Lydia!

He gave a quivering sigh and moved
away from the table. The spell was break-
Avery, who had ke
through it all, leaned forward; and with the
utmost gentleness he murmured:

18 there anything we can do for you,

=

words had an clectric effect
straightened; on the instant
alert, determined,
‘himself.

Scott
t be became
and once more sure of
He whipped out his watch,

biting the words off as with a

knife. * You may come with me and help
me to pack!”

“To pack

“To pacL"' He snapped the watch

shut. * 1 leave in one hour for the South,
to help fight the plague!”

v v

YELLOW BUTTERFLIES

BY LILLIAN P. WILSON

we were yellow butterfles,

I
Without a

tint of care,

And only lived from hnur to hour,
To dance upon the a

To fit with glee, from flower to flower,

Than wings upon the breeze—

o tp and dart with new delgs.
Off with a sunbeam
And then joy-tired, sprnd languid wings
ind h

Upon a

soft w

T we were yellow butterflies,
W

Vith no love

tears to rue,

Would you as wholly dear, be mine,
Tell me, beloved—would you?
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PRECEDI
HE whites of the Arizona town pronounced Clung *
1o show s father, Li Clang, was a law

and pistols to

jiding laundryman.

G CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

“a no-good Chink," but they were willing
Young Clung preferred ponies

A a public dance he Kiled Josiah Boyer, who attempted to et bim from the ball on the

his n«ls, Clang rode inte
fanct: Wil Kok, “The ltter Loy
cured by the seneth of sution

e Kok gt 1o mary WL
o reiged to be huied, Moreover, Kirk

infucne of Clon
o ot Clung 10 e s, Unepecteay en
Kok e ot Homds upr" I an
and jn b uand was revolver, leveed at
o confirm his supic
morning Marshal Clauso bis men
with \\m\kgd i o that. gk i

13 Gl went 16 Gison to phxd for it sons lie,

neecede Tor Clane,
and Kirks drp-mm for the nofth. He supplied
he south

{ Johin Pemberton, of Cripple C
\hnlfM alko came to the
lausan told Clung of " Winire's Vit

o s big ranch-house, where he found
querous invaid, whom Clung pit to secp

Ciung's oulawry, Kirk fad sent (o Mortiner

0 had grievously wronged him.
Winifred Sampson, her father, and her
red at once, but she, (00, had come jinder the

his'suspicions, an
as occupied with & books

entering lung
other moment Clung was.on the oo behind his char,

e following
2s"he appeared in-the dining.room
nd tld him that Clung was

and his two children.

icd_Clung
Jail

7

bi three b lung
hen Clauson suffered e e bonsee of L1be” cape;” Clung, disguised a5 Yo
Chai,and with a decaation that he chose 16 be * 2l w!lnm. offered 10 surrender himself. When
the marshal . im, Clung, decared he was off for Kirly Creck, where 8 rich

e b o wigi iy In
Wintreds-futher arned from e old lundryman the secret of Clungs birth, and was
digher e of the mans encuntmens  But Wit sanoumced to bim

determined to kesp s

of a clar sky that they were going to Kirby Creek to look for

CHAPTER XVIL
SAMPSON PLAYS FOR TIME.

AMPSON went to his room at once
and sat for a time with his hot face
buried in his hands, then he took pen
and paper and wrote to William Kirk, far
in the Northland. No pleasant task, for
his wet hand stuck to the surface of the
paper: and his thoughts came haltingly.
Thus he wrote
Duk Busv:
Hell as broke Joose at last.
‘wrote you that we were stll on the trail of
s story began in the Al

o Google

scoundrel Clung; and here in this miserable
little oven of Mortimer we have stayed all these

rose
language of the streets, hit me,
where I live. He hit me twice.
And bk punches, Blly are s bard on you 86
they are
First T

ent to s Li Cluag, eputed faber of
our cutiw, my

T found a withered of a
Qental, and began to pusp b Yt e m
wanted to sel the
o A o e T, Bl that Clsg i nct

a but-breed at all ther is ot a diop of the
Jellow blood in b pure white.
Story Weakdy for April h
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t stmmed me, Then 1 though of uying to
6 ‘where Clung is hiding and ws off-
i of (he aw—ach ', they ive T the
sad-widerne. Bt the o Chisanan grew -

iciows. He tell me another
Sol-mlbcktn\hlwmlm.\\hehmthm(
the voice of Winifred sing-

"ou know how she sings that it song when
by

ind she told me that she had received a hint

u.n g s 1 iy Cresk

breed Chivaman
she do when she learns that the inan is white?
nows!

bat am 1 to do? T can't keep up with

And
et ong-legred il of mine, s’ 1 Ul
e devil—or ange angel when she

i with some of the e of bel od you
f Winifred's stubbornaess.

il Sappen .r e e touches the M\\dn e
Clung,
Gt ey T i posivl dhat s fther
has never told him? Does any one besides old Li
Clung know that the outlaw is white? 1 think
not; pray God that no one does.

y, in all seriousness, if Wini-
‘Clung is white she's going to do
rest of her life one

must have help to keep the knowledge
Billy, you must come down here and work with

Winifred has recovered from her frst
against you because you turned Clun over to the
law; now I'm sure she' you on
least. And as for you, if T can

been
be happy away from

tbe sand. The Lord knows it will never get me,
ot T e youre o v, Pehape you can’t
forget. that you recovered your health down here
i the wilderness.

At any rate you ought to be willing for a
doule reson 1o coms back to me. Well fd
reasons to fred. you can say
T whot o 40 5 e s

Shell believe you
Clung, T asure you, she's hhud and unreasonabl
and would question the help of no man. Perhaps
5 SRt R Cheng b s e B
which you pry your way back into the affections
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of Wiltl Ol it vl be o bgey doy o0

me when that hay
Whaiever you o do oy, 1 bave wred

a moment of grace. Mondsy we say b

and by that time you can surely be with us, make

your peace with Winifed, and sart for, Kirby
Creek

The dumping ground of half the
kill-

Kirby Creek!
desperadoes of the country—gun fights and

ing evry day.drunkennes,dotiog, cring s
ibe town—_what 0 g0 to!

' e powe enud et ko Winire back
o o a0 ke th ot

Speed is. Illn( Billy. 1 you want to save

your game play now |
Yours most miserably,
Toux Sursox

He would have continued his letter, but
the singing of Winifred had begun again
and his thoughts would not run freely while
that music continued. A dozen times, as
her voice rose to a high note, he stabbed
the paper with his pen and blotted the
white surface evilly. So finally he scrawled
his signature and mailed the letter.

It was bardly in the box before he wished
it were out again. He should have mage
it stronger, more emphatc by far; but he

. doomily to the house.

e found Winired surrounded with pur-
chases. She had spent the alternoon in a
dry-goods store preparing herself for the
life in the rough mining-camp and laying
in a stock of khaki clothes, short riding-
ts, spurs,

and in his room lay
his own requirements neatly upon
his bed He looked an the with 2 eeig
that fate was upon b

Ao, she had learne all the detals of
the ways to Kirby Creek and had deci
in favor of the stage, which wound through
the hills up and down a hundred miles to
Kirby Creek. She became insistent that
they take the stage on. the morrow. When
John Sampson protested against such haste
the offered to go on ahead and leave him
behind at Mortimer for a few dxys il
she made inquiries at the cam
i appaiityoch. o vay (0] e e
in the town, and John Sampsor ok i
Before night he \\ns in bed with a fever.

1t was not e assumed, for his ner-
vous anticipations sl
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edge, and like the ringing of a bell, the
name Clung echoed through his head day
and night. Sometimes he recalled, bitterly,
with how soft a step the fellow had stepped
onto the veranda and into the lives of the

How soft a step!  Indeed,

the strength of Clung was like the strength
It was rather a thing
be known.

of the silences.
10 be guessed at than a thing to

to guess at the mind and
will of a lone wolf than to try to unravel
the inner being o Clung

Not the mere mental problem alone, but
the sheer physical labor of the quest and
the physical danger. He regretted now that
e had flung the Bible away in the shop of
old Li Clung. Surely the father was in
communication with his son and would warn
him that John Sampson meant no good to

lunz. And if that warning was car
to the strange fellow, what would be the
outcome of it? Perhaps an l|)pru.mh in
the middle of night, silent as
of  snake's belly over & polihed Roor
the gleam of a knife-blade in the dark, and
then the thud of the handle striking home,
md horrihle du or the fellow mxghl
up to him with his easy step i

il ’day, sboot bim Gown mlhoul
wafning, and ride off again into the heart
of the desert

These fancies grew upon John Sampson,
for though he now knew that Clung was
white he could not separate him from his
former conception of the half-breed, and he
still attributed to Clung all the cold and
subtle cruelty and remorselessness with
which the Occident generally dresses its con-
ception of the East.

Tn the mean time the long tenure of his
bed began to irk him and the hours dragged
Slowly through Sunday. On Monday the
doctor had assured Winifred her father
ould be able 1o travel ovr even 2 bard

Sampson waited for Monday ner-
vously, lhmkmg of Clung on the one hand
and of William Kirk on the other; for Kirk
might come on that day if he started from
the \mm as soon as he received the letter

of appeal.
A5 1l the duretion of bis assumed sick-
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ness Winifred was tending his bed with per-
fect cheerfulness. 1In fact, he had never
in his life seen her so happy as she ap-
peared, now that the trail of Clung opened
before her. At times it seemed to her
father that the girl was already separated
from him by her devotion to the cause of
another man. And every time he thought of
that he shuddered, for Clung still remained
in his prejudice, the half-breed,

So he delayed the hour for his rising on
Monday moming, delayed it il the prime
of the day: and he had hardly finished his

remig when e besed s very beary foot
fll asend the froot seps, and then the
excited cry of Winifred in greeting.

“Billy Kirk!”

“ Winifred, by the Lord, it's good to see
yout”

That heavy bass voice was like the trum-
pet of a rescuing angel to John Sampson.

CHAPTER XVIIL
REASON.
E hurried to his door, set it ajar, and
shamelessly played the eavesdropper.
“And it's mighty pleasant to see
you, Will.”
“Honestly, Winifred?”
“Of course!”
A great note of relief came into the voice
of Kirk.
“Then you've forgiven me, eh?”
“ At least, I'm trying to forget about it,

Wil \
“ That's bully, you see—
“1 know. 1 was pretty bitter about it

for a while, but now I realize
1o idea just what John Ring’s status might
be. It was two-thirds curiosity, wasn't it?
You simply wanted to see i
guessed right, and if Ring was really an
outlaw

‘There was a little pause, and even in his
hiding-place John Sampson winced, for he
knew that the searching eyes of the girl
were passing up and down the face of Wil-
liam Kirk. Then the voice of Kirk replied,
growing hard as he nerved himself to an

ordeal.
“T1 be straight with you, Winifred, T
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might wriggle out of it in that way, but T
won't. The plain, un-piemm truth s that
1 vas ]eumu of Clung

eaou:

“No, oL Otz i i
that way. But I was jealous of his in-
fuence over you, and jealous of the way
in which the fellow seemed able to make
me out a coarse and stupid fool whenever
the three of us were together.
felt, you see, that he was the silk and T
was the rough-surfaced wool.
clear?”

“ Perfectly.”
“What a little aristocrat you are, Wini-
fred! Well, now your eyes are scorning me
again and you're commencing to be formal-
1y polite.”

“Not a bit. But T want to think it over.
That's all. You have to expect that, don't
you, Billy?” .

“1 suppose so. Take this into considera-
tion, too, T was just back from a close call
with death and

strong. ¥
bardly myself when 1 made that very rot-
ten move, Winifred.”

“But T have to remember who brought
you back from that close call o death,

y! But ingratitude, now and
then, s & mighty buman falg.”
one, Billy.
1 it persisted
“ Well?”

“T baven't persisted in mine. T'm going
to try to undo in 2 way what T've already
“Tm perfectly ready {p believe you.”

“When you see me do it, eh? That's

a man-to-man, straight-from-the-shoulder
way to look at it. If I can manage to help
Clung, will that restore us to something of
the old footing?”

1 hope so—in a way.”

“This is straight Hu" Three things
brought me back to the Southwest. Now,
T know I might make a pretty speech and
say that I came only for your sake.”

“ Please don

“ My dear girl, T know you much too well
for that. Well, there are two things besides
you. The first after you, to be frank, is
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that T haven't got the feel of this dry, keen
air out of my lungs. I've been hungry
for this country.” .

*“ Really?”

* Sounds queer, T know; but it's the
desert fever, I've been dreaming about the
open stretches, the wide skies, and I've
smelled the sweat of hot horses in my
dreams. Tried the outdoor life up North,
but it wasn't the same—it hasn't the same
an,

8.
“You look wonderfully fit.”
“Don’t I! Hard as a brick, too. That’s
from polo and golf. The Southwest has left
its mark on me. Don't like to stay inside
four walls any more. You'd laugh if you
knew how I've been spending half my time.
Rigged up a little target-range at my coun-
try-place and I've spent two and three hours.
a day there practising with guns. Guns
have a new meaning after one has seen a
fellow like Clung make a draw. ~Gad!
D'vou remember how he dropped from his
chair to the floor and how those guns of his
simply jumped into his hands?”

She laughed, excitedly.

“TIl never forget it, Billy.”

“So the first reason 1 wanted fo come
South was to live the life again.

to help you hunt for him and find him and
put him back on his feet.”

 Does that please you?”
“ Billy, this is real man’s talk!”
“If you can use me, tell me where.”

“We start for a wild mining-camp tos
day. By stage.”

“ 1 g

16 7 be a godsend to bave you. Poor
a5 e et it g it e

“ wnm ishe? Tl pay my respects.”

< Just knock at that door He drewing
ow.”

And a moment later John Sampson found
himself staring into the eyes of William
Kirk.

He was singularly changed. He looked,
as. lm had said, perfectly fit and hard as

‘The frame which had been wasted to

pmml gauntness by disease was now filled

OF ILLINOIS AT

ANA-CHAMPAIGN
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and a mighty bulk of muscles swelled the
coat at each shoulder. The sagging mouth
had tightened at.the corners with purpose-
(ulnzsq and the jaw thrust out with mean-

" hese were bt e physcl c\nngk
these and a deep tan wl aran-
toed health, More tmportant till was & cer.
tain strong self-confidence in the man’s
bearing which went hand in hand with his
bulk; of still greater significance was the
‘rightness and steadiness of the eyes, mis-
chievous, alert, brave, such eyes as one
dislikes to have stare in enmity.

 Gad.” bresthed John “How
youve changed, How  you've
Changed!”

He clapped a hand on either broad shoul-
der of the giant, reaching to the level of
his own head to do so; and he conjured
1, In coutrast, the image of Ciung,
delicate-handed, nervous of gesture and gen.
tle of eye. This was such an ally as he

) insic
« Chiely inside,

“T'm glad.”
“Soam L.”

“ And Clung?” queried Sampson cauti-

ously
et

T beard wat you said to W

in Sampson, you old fox!”

N '\ml you, Billy

I suppose,” said the other, and shrugged
his heavy shoulders, * that 1] have to play
the fox, too.”

“For whose sake, Bill

“ Damned if T know.”

“Not your own?”

To tell you the truth—" began

“You seem,” cut in the et dryly.
“to be bothered a good deal by the truth
these days, Will."

H.m!" growled the big man, and then
lifted his eye sharply. “And what if T
am? What if T am, Samj Don't you
bk it ey decent thing to be both-

red.”

& Exczllem" sneered Sai “Ex-
cellent! Tt will be of great et 10 you,
my boy—in the hereafter!”
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“What an infernal old cynic you are!”

Not a eynic. Practicl, my lad.”

“ That sort of practise—’

 Sends men to hell. Come, come, Billy.
Between your gun-practise up North you've
been going to Sunday-school, eh?”

And he

A young man is_not
morals when he fi
his elders.

“T'm not lying oy, Sampson,” he

de

t to insist upon
inds them scoffed at by

5d the other instantly.
“ You're merely telling me what you think
you think. And 1 suppose that you're go-
ing to do exactly what you said you'd do

You're going to help her to find Clung.”
“T am,” said the other, and squared his

shoulders resoutely. I owe Clung more

at—more than—"

“More than you can ever repay him,”

nodded the financier. “ And therefore e

wise thing s not to attempt to repay

part of it But you're going to help nd

him?”

50 loud!  Well, after you bring
the two together youll send them a wed-
ding-present and then step gracefully out
of n::f picture—and back to your Sunday-

Sampmn, you'd anger a saint.”
e
“1you really think that Wiifred—"
“When she finds he’s white, lad, the
novelty of the thing will knock her off her
feet. Afterward she'll have a good many
years for repentance, but that won't help

me—or you. Youre stil fond of her,
Billy?”

“ Hopelessly.”

“ Not entirely. Patience, Billy, accom-
plishes strange things with both stock-mar-
kets and women. Besides, do 1 have to

draw you a picture of what the girl’s life
would be with Clung? Will the world ever
feoept 1im as anything ober than o ull
breed? lood may be white, but his
mind is Oriental, Billy.~ You know that.”
“Listen,” said the tall man, and frown-
ing he shook off the hands of Sampson.
“If T listen to you any longer T may be
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hyprotized. T won't listen. 1 woant to do
the right thing.
course. So you're going to begin
by running to Winifred and telling her that
you know Clung is white.”
Kirk was silent.
She's in the other

S!i“ silence from Kirk.

«She'll be glad to hear it; very glad!”

Kirk seized the knob with sudden resolu-
tion, hesitated, and finally slumped into
3 cair that Gaked under the Impact of

great weight; he sat regarding Sampson
e s i1 ly scowl.

T suppose,” be muttered at last, * that

you win.”

“1 knew,” nodded the other, * that you
had not entirely lost your wits; they've
been merely foebiten n the Norih. Walt
until your bl lates and you'll be
easorable. T in no hurey. In the mean
time, the thing of importance is to find
Clung—yes—and then call the law on him
before Winifred reaches him.”

“A pretty little plan—very pleasant,”
sneered Kirk.

By which you are the winner. 1f Clung
is gone she'll turn to you at last.”

““What "Il make her?”

“The habit of having you around.
Habit, my dear boy, is usually several points
stronger than the thing the poets call love.”

And he teetered complacently back and
forth, from heel to toe, umi grinned upon
William Kirk. The big man sighed.

“1 wn here to have @ good time,”

he said, as if to himself.
vacation, and incidentally to set myself
right in the matter of Clung. I seem to be
on the way—"

“To just the same sort of a vacation, my
lad,” broke in the older man, “ except that
instead of putting yourself right with Clung
you'll put yourself right with Winifred. In
the mean time you can play as much as
you like—ride your sweating horse—swing

r guns—drink this abominable bar-
whisky—and in general, be a happy young
fool.

“ There’s acid on your tongue,” grumbled
Kirk.

“And reason,” nodded Sampson.

: Goc gle
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“After all,” murmured the other, and
he frowned into a corner of the room, “ why,
not?”

CHAPTER XIX.
GotD.

by it conent,of borses dv-

the stage,

topped the last ascent above the hol-
low of Kirby Creek, came t0 a halt on the
little plateau of the hill-crest. Below, clam-
‘ering in a rude swarm like soldiers to an
assault, up swept the huts of the town, an
astonishing aggregation for so new a place;
but they were built without more than
an excuse for a_foundation—mere lean-
tos propped against the steep hillsides.
They were pitched like tents wherever the
will of the owner decided, and decided has-
tily. Indeed, there were four tents to every
cabin in that lttle host.

As if by casual mutual agreement, the
huts and tents were so arranged that here
and there a lane was kept open, every one
well-worn,even at this early dae, for hun-
dreds of horses and buckboards and trucks
rolled into and out of the little town every
day. It was new, indeed, but it had grown
like a weed; for was not this a very foun-
tain-head of the power that waters the
works of man?

On the veritable verge of the town men
labored at holes in the ground, and down
the ravines on every side pick and shovel
winked in the keen sunshine as the laborers
burrowed at the soil.

From this distance the utter slence made

i Then the
blowing down the
main valley, swerved and blew directly in
the face of the stage. Slowly up the wind
came the sound of the labor, a clicking of
‘metal in it, and the rumble of men’s voices,
and now and then the sharper note of &
braying burro, or the whinny of a horse,
but all subdued and blended by that dis-
tance into a murmur no louder than the
hum of a bee—an angered bee, heavily
laden and strugling against the wind.

A dreamiike picture and a_dreamlike
sound, ugly enough in its way in spite of
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the softening perspective, but the men in
the stage sat forward in their seats, and
their hands gripped and relaxed automat

cally as if they were already in spirit at-
tacking the earth and hunting for treasure,
Not an eye turned to right or left. They
i limself visions
he glinting.
of yellow meta), the sweaty, furous Taboe,
the triumph thereaiter, the house in some.
great city, the soft-footed servants, the eyes
of fellow men turned on them in awe. Burn-
ing it came on them, the dream, the dream
of gold. And they were silent and awed
Gold! It banished the reality of burned,
brown hillsides and the muddy creek far

beneath. It raised visions offcolumned en-
trances, stately ships, beautiful women with
jeweled hands and Ihrul( All this of

beauty and grace, but the light that it kin-
dled in the eyes of the treasure-hunters was
a hard, keen fire.

ot one of the passengers —not John
Sampson in spite of his great wealth al-
ready accumulated, nor W Kirk, wit
the desert fever upon him, nor Winifred,
with her mission of charity — byt found
himself drawn at a single step to-the edge
of bate and murder and battle for gold.

Down the slope and into the city of gold
the stage passed. It rolled on unheeded,
for every man on the rude streets was like
the men in the stage; he was looking
t before him with keen, hard eyes,
thinking only of himself, the <Lnl<e he had
made, or was to make, or had missed.

But already the receivers of gold were
mixed with the finders and the spenders.
Their presence was made known in a hun-
dred places. There hobbled a man in chaps,
spurs, high boots, below; above he wore
a long Prince Albert, a high silk hat, stif
white chirt and carried tan gloves in his
hand. But he had made one concession to
comfort. He wore no collar. The tailor

was there on the heels of gold.
Here came a woman

ith vast, red, bare
She carried a
and twirled it
on of her hand
= sore of great dlamonds fasbed In the

in; and around her throat was a yellow,
glimmering chain supporting a glorious
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ruby.
of gold.
And another woman, sauntering, one
hand dropping from her hip and the other
raised at the moment to pull her hat a little
‘more jauntily to one side. A man, passing,
ged glances with her, stopped, and
turned to walk on at her sldr She and
her kind who follow men over the world,
they were here also on the heels of gold.
Here came two men, arm-in-arm, reeling,
Alternately they cursed and laughed, then
broke into a song of reeking vulgarity. The
saloon was there on the heels of gold
And now a large man in dapper clothes
‘with the heavy gold watch-chain across the
expanse of his stomach and a bright
necktie at his throat, walked leisurely, at
peace with himself, and his small, bright
eyes picked out face after face and lingered
on it a single moment like the hawk search-
ing the field below for mice. The conf-
dence man was there on the heels of gold.
Passing him, another type—pale, slender,
stoop-shouldered, with white hands exceed-
ing agile and forever busied with the lapel
of his coat, or in pulling out his handker-
chief. White hands and strangely agile
and swift and sure, the sign of his trade.
The gambler is here on the heels of gold.
‘The very air was changed in Kirby Creck.
“To breathe it was to breathe hope, chance,
danger. It set the blood tingling. All
things were possible at once, and nothing
Ve

The jeweler was there on the heels

and murdered, had lost half its meaning.
Like alcohol, it make men drunk. A pair
léaned against a hitching-rack in front of
3 saloon. They were dosing oins and
matching, and at every throw a twenty-
dollar gold piece changed hands. ~Short
time before and each of these would ha
given a month of hard labor for every one
of those pieces of money.

And as the stage rolled past, another man
came staggering through the doors of that
same saloon e steps a one-legged
‘man, stretched out his hand for alms.

shower of silver mixed with gold an-
swered, and the drunkard was gone while
the beggar’s insatiable hand was stretching
out once more.
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Willam ik tomed to Wnifred
“o we stay here?”

“He is here,” she nnswucd

“Can you trust yourself here among
these men?”

“They're Southwesterners, Will. T'm
safer among them than I would be walking
the streets at home with an escort.  They
will treat me like a sister. Besides—"

“Well2”

“1 ke it

e looked at her in amuzement. She
seemed to w‘\{mzd D face e,

Der eyes
e m*‘ e mpﬂkd, Dreatiien with

his surprise.
“All of it!” she answered, and made an

all-embracing gesture. “ The dirt, the vul-

garity, the cheating, the danger. They're

men—all men—and all in action, Will1”
“But such an impossible gang of

swine—” he began, and then he

short and some of her own fire lighted his

blood ran with a thrill, warm and
Raplby As she had said, here were men,
real men, and all in action. It was the old
lure of the desert, stronger, wilder, sharper,
but the same, The chances bigger than in
the North, the danger greater, and also the
reward. And somewhere among those men,
he felt, he should find a place for himself,
It was the New World, the undiscovered
country—himself and these. Three cen-
turies of culture surrounded William Kirk,
three generations of gentlemanly traditions.
At this moment the first century of these
traditions dropped away and he tossed it
aside as a man might toss off an encumber-
ing cloak when he s about to enter @ fight
for his.life.

CHAPTER XX,
wiee!

¥ tuck, they found 2 place to live in
within an hour after they reached th
{own of Rirby Creck. 1t was om the
outskirts of the town and the most commo-
ious dwelling in the village. It had been
inhabited by a prospector and his family.
But a few days before, his eldest son had
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been killed by a blow with a pick-bandle
in a drunken brawl, and the prospector, in
consequence, was leaving the camp. He sold
his rights at an outrageous price gnd the
three spent the rest of the day purchasing
household furniture at prices running up
10 ten times that of the real value,
negro was refained for the
housework and by nightfal they were eat-
ing their first meal in their new residence.
1t consisted of three rooms. The Kitchen,
where the negro was 1o both work and
sleep; a room in front used for storage and
for the bunks of Sampson and Kirk; and
a third room devoted to Winifred.

The house had been thrown together
rather than biilt, and whenever the wind
struck it fairly, it shook and trembled and
moaned like the haunted castle of some old
romance. ~ Nevetheless, it was a shelter
and gave them privacy. Furthermore, it
was on the extreme outskirts of the town, up.
the ravine, and the noise of the brawling,

drunken miners would disturb them less in
this spot.

Hugh Williams, the negro, who had
served the master of a great plantation in
southeastern Texas, cooked amazingly well
considering the rickety tin stove with which
he had to work: and after supper, when it
was decided that they should venture forth
into the ight Jife of the wild camp, they
asked Hugh Williams to direct them to the
best place. His ansver was prompt. and

g

They aint no place it 0" white gn'l-
mun,” said Hugh Williams. “No, sir,
boss, they ain't one ncepl that there gam.
biinghouse the yale Chinaman runs.”

17 said Winifred, “a_gambling-
e b T It ar ‘mining-camp,
isn't it?”

‘Then she murmured to her father: “ Be-
sides, Clung is a half-breed and he might
be found near a Chinese place.”

“What's the name of the Chinaman,
Hugh?” asked Kirk.

“Yo Chai. He ain't here long, but T
reckon he done won' mo’ money than any
man that’s dug it out'n the ground. He's
a honest Chink, boss, an’ they ain’t nobor
ever called his games crooked, but such luck
T ain't never seen. No, sir. 1 was there

UNIV
u
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e b o the house fom Sklony Wal-
¥ Won the whole place gambling?” asked

Sampson.
“ Draw pokah,” said Hugh Williams, and
e rolled up ki ey and drev in 8 revrent
breath “ Thi ain't never seen such
sir, boss! The gold it was
e ket el o k. e on! ahe
yaller Chink, he win one hand and then
e lose one, but the ones he lose don't
’mount to noihin, an’ the ones he win jus’
bring in the gold in heaps an’ heaps an’
beage e i, boss, nbody done o ey
in’ much that night, but jus stood rou
an' watched them two; an’ ad

lace, he kep’ right on drinkin’ and play
and Tosin' Ti imally he done g bust!
Yes, sir,

“Then Yo Chai take the place and nest
day he ask all the folks to come in and look
at Skinny Wallace's machines, an’ they was
all crooked. Ves, sir, boss, they was a
brake on the roulette-wheel an’ they was
veryting ese down o loaded die. A’
Yo Chai he ask fo’ two men to watch while
e had al the games put back on the level;
an’ since then we can all see every bit of
n\'nry machine. But still Yo Chai keeps
nin'. . Yes, sir, boss, this niggah never
een mothin e . Fifty. dolls in

s what 1 lost  Aa' shootin’
them lil dice is mah game; |hey dunt talk
to me, them Il ivories—yes, s, boss.”

“1s it an orderly place, Hugh?" asked
Winifred,

Whi

h?” asked the negro, and canted
his head with a wrinkled forehead to catch
the word.

“Much rough stuff around Yo Chai’s
house?” translated Kirk.

“ Rough stuif? No, they ain't
20 rougichouse aroun’ Yo Chat. i don't
pay none to fool with that yaller Chipaman.
But Chapman, he done try to shoot up Yo
Chai's place, and Yo Chai threw a knife,
boss, and nailed"Bud's hand plumb up ag’in’
the bar. Nobody done fool aroun’ Yo Chai
since then. No, sir, boss, you can mos’
hear a pin drop when That_ Chinaman's
aroun’.”

‘The recommendation as too strong to
pass unfollowed. They wound down the
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hill following Hugh's directions and reached
in due time the gambling-house of Yo Chai.
Tt looked like a stable except that the roof
at no point rose to more than twelve or
fourteen feet above the ground, but it was
finished as rudely as any stable, and as the
Tumber had given out long before the place
was finished, the roof was formed chiefly of
tarred canvas stretched across the rafters.
Even this was lacking in one wide coner,
and the gamblers played under the roof of
the white, distant stars,

Through this gap, also, there

accasiona gust of wind which billowed the
blue -clouds of cigarette-smoke in choking
masses across the room—and sometimes it

smoke in itself was enough to obscure the
lghest of ghts, and soch umivation 5
there was consisted of lanterns of great
size swinging from posu here and there in
the wide structure. They made not a gen-
eral glow of light, but a number of distinct
halos of brilliancy through the mist of to-
bacco-smoke. Each halo embraced a table
at which some game ran in full blast—
“rap faro, sk sk, poker, avery fo
orite of the Southwestern gambler; but be-
yond these halos, faces were continually

nd withdrawing into
the twilight confusion, like ships moving

a fog.

As for the silence in which a pin could
be heard to drop, it seemed at a glance to
the newcomers as though the place were the
scene of a riot—a murder just committed,
or a brawl in full blast. At one end of the
room stretched a bar at which half a dozen
men labored steadily to supply the de-
mands of the customers, for drinks were
served free at every table. However, since
these did not come fast enough to suit many
of the players at games which did not de-
mand undivided attention, there was a con-
tinual stream of men running from the
tables to the bar, drinking hastily, and then
turning to run back to their places. These,
very often, collided with one of the Chinese
servants who bore trays of drinks to the

ed and more patient gamblers; each
collision was announced by a shiver of
glassware, a shrill chatter of Oriental rage,
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04 e dee, buomit Iaugh of a white

™These were only Kigh points in the gen-
el camor, for the alls of he  menan-

»"and of the dealers and of the
phyen kept up a continual monotone
en sharply here and there by a suarl of
fury, a shout of delight, or the deep groan
which announced that one of the players
was broke. A tawdy, dim, drunken con-
fusion, but here, as over the entire town,
there was the glamour of chance which shot
the smoky gloom full of rays of gold.

It was a colorful assembly, for at least
seventy per cent of the inhabitants of Kirby
Creek were Mexicans and all of these were
flush, either through the high wages paid
to laborers or because they had made their

ikes. Their profits were

of yellow, purple, red, and blue, glowed here
thre e o may fres throngh the

in between was ever th

Cimilating plxy of the hard briliancy of
jewels. The man who makes money easily
invests it in diamonds just as his more civ-
ilized brother puts it in a bank. It draws
no interest, but interest does not attract
those who dig raw gold from the common

earth.

Winifred heard the voi
beside her saying: * Life!
raw lifel”

And she turned to look up dnto the face
of William Kirk. It was so changed by
the shadows and by the hardening of the
mouth and the bnghlemng of the eyes that
for the moment she hardly recognized him
any more than she had known the sound
of his voice. But she laughed, and, throw-
ing up her arms, answered: “ Life, Billy!”

‘The sound of her own voice startled her:
it was rougher and more strained than she
had ever heard it. And she knew, all at
once, that the same fierce light which trans-
figured the eyes of Kirk was also in her

ice of a stran
By God, here’s

fierce fever of the
place, half awestricken, and half amused,
and more than half delighted.
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But her father was not beside ber any
longer. 1t sobered her to coldness to miss
him, and she cried out to Kirk in her alarm.
“There he is,” answered the big man,
and then laughed decply, a boom and roar
of sound, exultant. * There he is; h
the fire, Winifred!"
The comformbly ump back of ber
fathr,indeed, ent settling
a3 chal o the e o

CHAPTER XXI
THE GUN PLAY.

HIS central table stood apart irom the
rest of the gambling-hall; no matter
how high th riot rang ihrough the

rest of the place, no matter what bright

host o gaudy Slexicans drifed ke au
tumn leaves through shadow and light
this central space, volcea busbed, and it
was surrounded by an atmosphere of com-
paratively quiet dignity.
Whereas the rest of the floor was thickly
ith sawdust, which served the
double purpose of cleanliness and of muf-
fling the fall of heels, the central table was.
supported by a dais, spread with Indian
blankets of price and rising a foot higher
than the common boards. On the dais was

a round table capable of accommodating

five people in comfort, and no more were

ever allowed to sit there.  Moreover, a man
had 1o show at least a thousand dollars in
gold currency or in dust before he was al-

Towed to sit in on the game, which was al-

ways draw poker. ‘One of these chairs had

been recently vacated by a dgrusted koer,
and into his place stepped John peon.
The glance of Winifred pmal
father to.the Joser who had Just left me
chair. He was a Mexican, and she saw
Tor the dais was. brightly
half a dozen lanterns hanging
from the surrounding posts. She saw a com-
plesion, somewhere between brown and
black, with the wide, heavy lips, the biunt
nose, and the cruelly high cheek-bones
which told a plain story of predominate

Indian blood.

‘That face was further darkened now by

a malevolent scowl which shifted gleaming
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back toward the table and then returned
darkly to the front. The Mexican joined
a compatriot who leaned against one of the
posts. The lantern overhead cast a black
shadow which swallowed up the pair im-
‘mediately, but when they moved on toward
the bar she made out that the second Mexi-
can was wrapped to the ears in a gay
blanket. The loser made many gestures as
they “um speaking with bis lps coe t0
the ear of his companion. red tumed
to William Kirk.

" she asked,

They mean mischief. One of
them has Tost a good deal of money, T take
it, and he means to try to get some of it
back.”

“Bah!” ‘smiled Kirk. “A Mesican is
always like a child. He sulks when he
Toses, but he never strikes while his father’s
face is toward hi

* Nevertheless,” she said, * it looks dan-
gerous to me, and T want to get dad out of

‘handsome man, with his heavily defined fea-
tures, but now, at the mention of shooting,
his lips twisted back into a mirthless laugh,
Nke he wlent g of n wel e, md e
eyes lighted evilly.

he made her think of the boy who has
learned 1o box and goes about among his
conpanions looking for trouble, ~His glance
swept around the room, lingering an instant
o0 the o sk (acss, a5 then'he -
turned to the two Mexicans, who by
e were leing aguist e b, driaking,
and talking earnestly, their heads close to-
sether.

“ Leave this to me,” said William Kirk,
and his voice was dry with a peculiarly
harsh command. ““If there’s trpuble there’s
no reason why I can't take care of your
father. In the mean time, he's robbing the
robbers. Look!”™

Tt was the end of a hand, and John Samp-
son was methodically raking from the cen-

o Google

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

ter of the table a great heap of chips—a
big winning. Other faces at the table turned
y toward the new, successful play-
er, but the dealer remained unmoved.
‘She noticed first the yellow, slender fin-
gers flying over the cards
and then the small, round wrists twisting as
he dealt the next hand. never
e gretersplencs and grac, Looking
w the han shz ‘encountered the

the first moment she noted only the garh
of the man,  loose robe of a color some-
where Vit and purple, aad bese-
ily brocaded with gold—the wide, trailing
Sleeves made the slender grace of the wrists

from
eyes, topether with the arch of the
brows, gave a touch of weary wistfulness
to the man’s expression, so that she felt
that she could have stood for an hour and
lost herself in the study of the face. From

fully formed and the other e
cately chiseled. His expression was

el o s that h secmed eer + Bt
hist rapt in mystic contemplation than a
Chinese i

er concen .
It seemed that Kirk had followed the
steady direction of her glance, for he mut-
tered now: * Rum old bird, isn't he? Seems
to me I've seen him before. 1 suppose
it's Yo Chai?”
if to answer him, a miner dressed
like a cowboy, at that moment mounted
the dais and stood beside the dealer, shift-
ing his hat awkwardly on his head. The
Chinaman and the white man leaned
down to whisper in his ear. At that the
dealer modded, pulled ot a long purse of
wire net, embroidered with the figure of a
ing dragon, and handed the other sev-
ins. The white man shook hands
departed.

enthusiastically and




“Yep,” nodded William ' Kirk, * that's

. Yo Chai. A white man wouldn't talk as
respectiully as that to any one but the
boss Chink of  place ike this. Watch
«don’t lose any time in that
ere. goes your father’s win-

nings
For John Sampson had pushed forward
a Jarge pile of chips which were matched

Je k his head and settled
a litle forward in his chair like one pre-
for a long session.

“ After all,” chuckled Kirk, * this is bet-
ter than playing myself. First time I've
o o tber et £ad s
watched him play a good many

So they stond lessing et the pilar
near by and watching the progress of the
game. It fuctuated here 2o there, but
on the whole there was a steady drift of
chips from the other four players to Yo
Cha; even.during the few moments of their
observance they could readily perceive this
mvcmznl It seemed to exasperate John
Sampson, and repeatedly he pushed out
large stacks of chips; he was beginning to
lose at a rate which enriched every player
at the table, He was fighting rather than
gambling, and Kirk began to chuckle stead:
ily with enjoyment.

“For,” he explained to Winifred, * your
father ranks himself with the best of em
& player, and this will be a story I can tel

a thousand times. Ha, ha,

For what followed, the exact situation of

the players at the table must
Yo Chai sat with his
back toward the bar and three-quarters
toward Kirk and Winifred. Directly op-
posite him was John Sampson, his back,
therefore, being three-quarters toward the
same observers. The eyes of the two wit-
nesses, in the mean time, were fluctuat-
ing chiefly from Sampson to the China-
man, for they seemed chiel opponents
in the game, and it was while they
were watching Sampson rake in one of
his rare winnings that Winifred saw her
father stiffen quickly in his chair, his hand
still among the chips before him. At the
same instant, a hubbub broke out at a
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‘neighboring table and William Kirk tured
o watch it; her own eyes remained fast-
wened on her father. ~All that followed filled
.not more than one second at the most,
At the same time that John Sampson
stiffened in his chair Yo Chai, opposite,
allowed his head to tilt back lazily, and
half-smile stirred his lips; he seemed like
a man blinking contentedly in a warm
sun on a spring day. Also, he was shoving
his chairback from the table with his feet.
So the eyes of Winifred, following the ap-

gloom in. the direction of the bar: There
she saw the two Mexicans side by s
One of them was pointing toward Yo Chai,
and as his arm fell steel gleamed in the
hands of both, the guns raising almost
leisurely to the safe kill from behind.

It was then that the movement of Yo
Chai changed from leisureliness to action
as sudden as the winking of light.
be borne in mind that all occurred o sud-
dealy that John Sampson had not_even
time t cry out a warning; but the China-
man acted as if the eyes of the white man
opposite him were two large, clear mirrors,
in which he read the stalking danger; he
swirled from the chair swifter than a dea
leaf twisted by a gust of wind. The four

s of the Mexicans roared; and then
there were two sharp, quick, barking re-
ports in answer. . The Mexicans sank out
of Winifred's sight beyond the table.

CHAPTER XXII
RED ELEVEN.

T was not a great commotion. John
Sampson and another player at the fable
stood bolt-upright, but rather as if in
curiosity than in alarm. The other two
turned in their chairs, but did not rise.
From the rest of the. great gambling-hall
men swarmed to the point of action like
water toward a whirlpool;
hai rose from beyond the table and waved
his frail hands apologetically toward his
fellow players. The gun he had fired had
already disappeared into the folds of his
robe; the whimsical wistfulness of his face




364

was unchanged; he might have been rising
10 bid them a calm good night. But Wini-
fred, watching him closely, started as
though some one had shouted at her ear.

What she saw, indeed, was not so much
the middle-aged face, and the rather
shrunken, bowed shoulders, but the exceed-
ing grace of the narrow wrists of the China-
man and the transparent frailty of the
hands. Already the crowd was leaving the
scene of the firing and drifting back toward
their original tables; William Kirk, who had
run toward the spot, now returned, bringing
John Sampson with him. She ran a few
paces (o meet them and caught her father
by the arm with both her. excited ‘hands.

Do you know who that was?" she cried.
“Da you know who that was?”

‘Thenyshe stopped the full tide of speech
that was tumbling to her lips; a suspicion
froze up her utterance.

“ Who?" asked the two men at the same

time.

T don’t know. I'm asking you,” she
answered.

“Sounded to m Kirk,

“as if you were nhmlt o tel s some”
thing. Whom do you want
And she lied deliberately, for she knew
all at once that she must ot tell either
of these men her suspicion about Yo Chai.
“1 think one of those Mexicans was a
fellow e seen in Mortimer.”

Really?” grunted her father, e,
he's a dead one now.”
“Not a bit of it” said Kirk. “That

was a nice bit of gun-play on the part of
the Chinaman. D'you know where he shot
those two fellows?”

 Where
« Dited em squarely through the right

hip—each one. Theyll both live, and

theyll both be :nppll:s !or life. \\'hﬁml

come down to it, Sampson, t

revenge than killing the beggars, ¢h?”
 Maybe,” said the older man,  but lets

et out of here

Why?” said Kirk, 1ro\mmg  This
pace st bcgms 0 loo to me.”
And: ™ asked \\’ml\'ﬂd 1 agree

cause,” said her father, “if 1 stay
e got to go back to that game, and this
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is a good excuse for me to get avay from
the cards. That Yo Chai has bewitched
‘em, Billy!”
It was strange to see how the environ-
ment of the mining-camp had gained upon
these three. he inheritor of
centuries of pacific culture, but half a day
them housand years

toward the primitive. In their nostrils was
sl the scent of powder: in their minds

bad driven: yet they had already closed
their senses to the nearness of death. A tale
which in the telling would have kept them
agape in their drawing-rooms, in the ac-
tuality was a chance to be seen and for-
Ten centuries of refinement, of
polish, were brushed away, and the brute
with slope forehead and fanglike teeth rose
in each of them.

In the older man it held the longest and
moved him to leave the place as soon as.
possible, In the others it was merely a
stimulus; but though they heard and felt
the call of the wild, theyWwere not yet of
the wilderness. They followed John Samp-
son slowly from the gambling-house of Yo
Chai. At the door, when they looked back,
they saw Yo Chai settling back into his
chair with the extra man already in the
chair of Sampson.

“By the Lord!” growled the financier.
“T've left like the greaser before me, beaten.
and sulky; and there’s my successor ready
for the bait!”

And then he led the way, grinning, from
the house, for to be beaten was t
novelty to him that it was ot altogether
displeasing. They took the course for their
shack and Hugh Williams; they walked
in such silence that finally John Sampson
asked: * What you thinking ofr”

‘0 Chai,” they answered in one voice,
il lacghed o theie wanimly. Yo
Chai,” chimed in Sampson, “but it's the
fret time in a month, Winifed, hat you've
got your thoughts away from the—half-
breed.”

And he glanced at William Kirk.

“His blood,” said the girl calmly, i
nothing against him. It's not of his unm
ing. Besides, he's whiter than most
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A remark which ldt the other two and the lower, redder lights of the town.
strangely silent, and in that silence they She slipped at once through the windos,

Senched i cain,and vent o ther roome
at once, for it had been a hard day. But
when the voices of her father and Kirk
died away in the next room and the bunks
creaked for the last time as they turned
and twisted about finding comfortable sleep-
ing positions, Winifred remained awake, sit-
ting on the edge of her bed. For her mi
was haunted by a picture of singular vivid-
ness—the face of Yo Chai as he shoved
back b, chair, slowly, hi head tilted,
eyes half closed like one who basks in the

the verge of imparting her thought to Kirk
back there in the gaming-house, but some-
thing had held her back with the force of
a single thread of caution.

Now the overmastering curiosity was too
great for her. The impulse to go back to
the gaming-house, confront the impassive
face of Yo Chai, and tax him with being
Cltmg disguised, swelled in freshening pulses

blood. As the precipitate hangs
doudy in the acid, waiting only the presence
of some foreign substance before it drops to
the botfom of the glass, so the impulse to go
back to Yo Chai hung in the mind of Wini-
fred. And the deciding force, oddly enough,
was a suddm creaking of a bunk in the
next roo

At once she knew that she must go,
alone, and at once. It would be a great ad-
venture; she felt that she could trust her-

i the roughest of those

gaming-hot
if it was the true trail she would have all
the glory of the discovery in the morning.
Besides, while Clung might reveal himself
10 her, it was very doubtful that he would
acknowledge his identity in front of her
father.

And 0, at the creaking of the bunk in
the next room, she rose straight from the
bed and went to the window. It was close
10 the ground and already open, T

wl ‘. beyond glowed the conidiog stars

; Google

went to the shack which served as a stable,
saddled her horse hastily, and rode down
the trail toward Kirby Creek.

‘The creaking of the bunk was caused by
one who, like Winifred, had not been able

was
bian it i g
had nothing to do with the yellow face of
Yo Chai, but with the roulette-wheel, spin-
ning brightly, clicking with a raj
10 a stop, and then the droning voice
which called the number and the color:
“Eleven on the red—black five—cleven
red—black two—eleven on the red.” It
suddenly recurred to him that eleven
had come many times on the red—four
e chen 28

wp mess
What'a dot he had been mot o senture
a few dollars on the wheel! Not that he

money, but the excitement—the
great chance—he might—

But by this time he was sitting bolt
upright on the edge of his bunk, grinding
his teeth and cursing softly in the dark.
‘The heavy snore of John Sampson broke
in upon him and he felt a great impulse
to take the older man by the throat and
choke off the noise. He began dressing
hastily. The gaming-house ran all night
and he might as well take a whirl at the
roulette-wheel as lie awake and think about
it until morning. His hands began to trem-
ble o that he found it difficult to tie his
shoes. - Then he tiptoed cautiously across
. There was little need of such
silence, for John Sampson was a redoubtable

r.

As Kirk opened the front door he heard
the latter of a galloping horse speed away
over the soft sod, and looking quickly to
the side he saw what seemed the fantom
of Winifred speeding through the night. He
almost cried out to her, but an instant of
thought made him check the sound as a
foolish impulse. Vet the figure had seemed
so familiar that he could not help \\aleg
to the side of the house and peerin;
the room of the girl. It was faintly
—very faintly, but he made out with per-
fect certainty that the covers of the narrow
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bed were too straight to conceal any sleeper.
His breath went from him, and he tuned
and stared down the valley toward Kirby
Creek. Then he ran to the stable, sad-
dled, and bore at a full gallop for the
town.

T CHAPTER XXIIL
THE HOUSE OF Y0 CHAL

HE first thing the eyes of Winifred
sought when she reentered the gam-

D
‘The beating of her heart decreased by a
dozen strokes to the minute. She stopped
one of the Chinese waiters: *Where
catchum Yo Chai, John?"

“Yo Chai ralchum e i e
“ Catchum

“ Loun’ corner, Lil square house. May-
be Jobn show?”

His eyebrows raised in inquisition, and
the girl slipped a fifty-cent piece into his
hanc

Sure,” said the waiter.
quick.”

And he led her to a side door, from which
he pointed to a low, square building at the
back of the large gaming-house. Even as
she looked lights appeared in two little win-
dows. It was as if the place had awakened
and were staring at her with ominous, red
cyes through the darkness. The waiter dis-
appeared and she felt a great need of reen-
forcement; to face Yo Chai in the public

gaming-house was one thing; to beard the

lion in his secret, Oriental den was an afiair
of quite another color. Into her mind boiled
a thousand ugly tales about Chinamen and
their haunts.  She forced these fears back
with a use of simple reason. Through the
walls of any of these shacks her voice would
ring out for a hundred feet, and the first
murmur of a white woman's voice would
bring a score of men to her help.

Before her courage c went
straight to the door of the little house and

“ Plenty
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seized the knocker and rapped. While her
fingers still clung to it, she saw that it was.
of brass, hanging from the mouth of a
brazen dragon that writhed down the face
of the door, his scales glinting here and
there as if with inherent light. Not a pleas-
ant sight. She regretted sharply that she
had touched the knocker, and had already
withdrawn a step when the door open

1t swung a foot or so wide and no one ap-

himself, a Chinaman, tall and of prodigious
bulk, evidently a Manchurian, stepped out
befoe e g tood with i haadeshoved
into his capacious sleeves—sleeves
might have contained a whole armory o
knives and revolvers.

He frowned upon her, so that her knees
shook. And because she knew her knees
were shaking nothing in the world could
have induced her now to draw back from
er purpose.

“ White gil lose plenty money,” boomed
the big Oriental. * Yo Chai not help. Yo
Chai lose_plenty money, to0. Too bad.
(Catch bad-luck devil.”

He stpped back through the doo

“Wait." called Winifred eagerly, and she
jan. ' White

stepped close to the
girl got plenty money. Want see Yo Chai.
Maybe pay Yo Chai much money.”

But the guard was not to be moved by
eyes that would have shaken the firmness of
any ruffian in Kirby Creek.

“ Yo Chai maybe sleep. No can see.”

And he began to close the door when
a singsong current of Chinese began from
the deeps of the house. Chinese, but it
made Winifred rise almost to tiptoes with
eagemess.  She thought that she recognized
that voice. The doorkeeper turned his head
and answered over his shoulder the speaker
from within. He turned back, regarded the
girl with 2 keen scrutiny, and" then added
something more to the inquirer—evidently
a description.

There came a sharp voice of command
and the guard stepped surlily back from
the door, motioning her mutely to enter.
She slippe him at once and found
herself in a little, boxlike hall. On the wall
opposite her hung a tapestry of shimmering




biue silk run with a pattern of golden bro-
cade, cunningly, so that while she guessed
at dragon figures she could find neither head
nor tail to the desis She only knew
that it was beautiful and extraordinarily
expensive.

prom the tapesty depended three scralls
of parchment covered with Chinese w
in even columns, the central one much larg-

end of a rather long, narrow table directly
before the tapestry and scrolls. They were
unusual lamps, made in the form of two
conventionalized forearms, broadening at
the elbow into a comfortable base, tapering
wp, and curving sharply at the wrist so
that the bent hand caught with its brazen
ingers the top of the lantern. This was

2" Square-faced Tight, barred heaviy. with
iron. The whole was so grotesque and in-
teresting that it needed little imagining for
Winifred to feel that two unbodied arms
erethrs mppcrting thls antrns o that
she could read on the scrolls something
which it imported her to know—somethin
of a fatal significance, perhaps. And the
sight quelled her so that she could not help
4 timorous nd regretul glance back st the

®

Tt was completely blocked by the bulky
form of the Chinaman, who stood with his
s folded a6 befove, With the Tght
striking up and tossing shadows from his
cheek-bones slant across his forehead, the
fellow seemed absolutely gigantic, and hi
eyes gleamed ominously down at her. Panic
at her.

“1 have changed my mind,” she said,
“T'm going to wait until to-morrow before
1 see your master. Tell Yo Chai I'm sorry
to disappoint him.

And she advanced toward the door with
a hand outstretched tovard the knob; but
the guard did not move, and it

e was setting bis testh to keep

back 3 mesning grin. She was armed with
small revolver, and now, in her rush of

nvld terror, her hand moved down to the
handle of the weapon. She checked herself
in time, for she knew enough about the
Southwest to understand that one must not
draw a weapon until one intends to kill, and
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the shot must lollow he draw. She would
reserve the weapon for an emergenc.

She mastered hersell again with an efort
* Where?” she queried.

standing open at the leit, with.the view of
the room beyond blocked by a tall screen.
She hesitated a single instant and then
stepped boldly through the doorway. Even
as she did so, there was a click behind her.

her closely with noiscless, slippered feet.
And the fear she felt was greater than if a
gun had been held under her chin with an
ominous face behind it. She seized the
andie o th door; shecoud not even tum
the knob, and as she strove to do so, it

seemed 0 her that she caught a faint, bass
chuckling from beyond the door. Then
came a whisper behind her.

She whirled and set her back against the
honest wall, but nothing threatened her,
apparently, from behind.
ant screen rose before her.

Only the pleas-
And then, in the
why that
Until that time her
voice would have struck through the vall
of the house to the street. Now she was in
the interior of the house and even if she
screamed at the top of her lungs she would
not be heard, probably. She thought of
William Kirk, the bull strength of those
shoulders and hands which would have torn
that door down and felled the huge China-
man with a blow; And tears of helplessness
welled up in her

“Only Tor a moment. She knew, dll at
once, that her fear had not paralyzed her.
for though her heart thundered fast it beat
steadily. ~ She was able to fight to the end.
and she had the means for the h.mn Soe

Irew the revolver; set her teet
stepped from behind the screen, cmuchmg
ready to fire in any direction.

‘What she saw was Yo Chai himself.

He

sat among a heap of cushions, cross-legged.
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pungent, pale-blue smoke. Loathing, a de-
sire to murder, filled the heart of the girl;
and she drew the revolver close to her.

* Who locked the door on me?” she cried.
“Who dared to lock the door on me?”

She pointed behind the screen.

Yo Chai removed the pipe slowly, slowly
from his lips, blew forth another delicate
tinted cloud of smoke, and answered in the
softest of voices: “ K'e pu chih tao t'a shi

shii.”

 English,” said the girl fercely. “ Don't
st there ynbbermg Jout Chinese nomense
at me. Speak Ey

The eyen under e whimsically high
arches did not vary by the stir of a lash as.
the gambler stared at her, wearily, not in
anger.

He repeated: “K'e pu chil tao (o shi
shui. 1 do not know who he was,”

* You donft knom?” she whigpre, for

In your own
house? Yo Chai, I'm not alone. Men wait
for me in the sreet. Open that door and
let me go. Or if you won't, this
Jevled on you—and T dou' s ot thia
distance.”

‘The head of Yo Cha ilted ever so slight-
ly back 1nd the dreamy smile she bad
known so well somewhere in the pas
crossed his lips.

CHAPTER XXIV.
LOVE.

SHE did not connect it with Clung this

race, a smile of devilish cunning and sub-
tlety.
“You dog of a Chinaman,” she said, her
vocereurning, & warmhof rage ling her
now that she faced a crisis: * The wh
men will burn you—inch by inch.
your servant; make him open those doors!”

‘o Chai arose, laying down the pipe on
Yitdle cbony table.  The slender fingers of
one hand gatbered agenst bis breast the
priceless silk of his robe: wed till the
Fong, back pigtail sipped over his shoulder
and tapped the fl
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Yo Chai,” said that softest of voices,
* will open the door.””

nd he stepped past her beyond the
screen. That complaisance scattered her
flears as a wind scatters the morning mist.

minute, Yo Chai,” she said
*“ Maybe I've spoken too quickly.”
rer turned and stood with his arms
thrust into his flowing sleeves and his eyes
looking past her. Seen at this close range
his face seemed at Jeast ten years younger
than when she had first glanced at him in
the gaming-house. Moreover, his throat
was more smoothly rounded than should be
in a man of his age, even a Chinaman. The
shadows about the eyes appeared now
rather a coloring of the skin than the
sunken pouches of debauched middle-age.
The features, too, showed with ex
delicacy of chiseling. Altogether she had
never seen a Chinaman like this, and her
frst suspicion came back over her
“Sit down again,”

calm. “1 want to talk with yc

He bowed tgatn, this e ot 20 Jow,
and turned back toward his cushion; but

as he was in the very act of stooping she
Spoke, changing her veie, making 1 rough,
hoarse, like the voice of a man, and bring-
ing out the word with a sharp, aspirate
force: * Clung!”

Wai
hastily.

s & orse sars when th spur o buried

‘o Chai started, whirled
o swilter than the cye could
fred found herself staring
into a face drawn, and terrible with fight-

ing eagerness; and below it, the yawning
muzzle of a forty-five.
“ Clur she repeated faintly, and her

lips remained parted on the v
‘The revolver disappeared somewhere into
He drew himself
up until the artificial stoop of middle-age
dissppeared suddenly from his shoulders;
and his eyes went again past her, past her
and into infinity.
Call your men” sid Chog, 1 am
will not fight.”
not answer.
¢ Cll oour men” be repesed with &
‘more metallic clang in his voict
Sul she could not speak, thovgh her s
‘moved.
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“Call them,” he repeated, “ or else T will
MMy v Belquik e e
‘mind of Clung changes.
a reward the

“Oh, Clung!” she said at last, and she
threw out her hands toward him.

“Who will call it that?” he lnsurtd in
bi ot fawies Englh.  Clung i 8 dog
of 3 Chinam

|l. wlun T was afraid,” she
1 thought—the door closed be-
ie—the big man acted as if he were
making a prisoner of me. Clung, forgive
me!”

“Clung has forgotten,” he said quietly.

“ But he wlll not forgive?” she asked

pludzd
ind me—t

came to my father’s house and took you.
Clung, do you know that T had no part in
that?”"

“ Clung has forgotten,” he repeated with
the same calm.

She gerly: “ But we
don't ask you to forgive us so easily. Do
you know that Kirk has come from the
North to help me find you and make some
amends for what he did?”

“ l| |s gmsd " said Clung.

and when T passed you in the room
that day,” she went on h!knzdly “it wasn't
because I was not sorry for you, but—
1 had been thinking of you in another way,
and—and—"

“It is very clear,” he said. “A child
could understand. You thought ‘Clung was
& ok i you o ekl < Chica-

“ l see,” she said sadly,  you will never
forgive me, Clung.”

“ Clung has forgotten,” he repeated.

She bent her head.

“ After all,” she said, * what can we offer
you? My father has wanted to send you
North and put you in some fine school. But
1 see how foolish all lhnt is. You could

never go to such a place.

£ My father 4 L Clong e mid

She winced, and seeing that, his head went
back in the old lnmhlr way and the lazy
smille touched his lips.

6 AS
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“My father is Li Clung, and he has
taught Clung what a Chinaman should
know: the prayers of heaven and earth
and the teachings of Confucius. It is welly
it s ended. Clung has learned a lttle. He
shall learn more hereafter.

She began to speak, but finding
fixed once mare on the infinity hehind her
the words died at her lips.

 There is nothing T can do,” she said.
“T see that all my hunt has been foolish.
But if you should ever be taken again, T
want you to send for us and we will get
everything for you that money can buy—
the best of lawyers and the influence of
white men.”

He bowed until the pigtail once more
the floor, and it was the sight of
ing, silken length of hair that con-
Vinced her of the ‘unsurpassable barrier be-
tween them.

* When a white man wishes to show that
he bears no il feelings for another man,”
she said, “he shakes hands when he de-
Will you shake hands with me,

parts.

g
“Tt is good,” said Clung, and held out
his hand.  The fingers were cold and life-
less to her touch; she withdrew her hand
hastily and turned to the door. But there
an overwhelming sadness stopped her. She
went back to him with quick steps.
know now why I have hunted so
hard for you, Clung,” she said.
because T can give you anything, but be-
cause you can give me so much. To-night
we are parting. I shall never see you again.
‘an’t we have one more talk like the ones
we used to have?”
He said: * Many words have little mean-
ings.”
And she laughed: “ That is just like the
old times. 17 you don't want 1o talk, let’s
have ane of our old silences, Clung.
He bowed, and pointed on the floor to &
cmn(ormble eap of cushion facing bs
0ok their places, and for @
i o lht sllmce ‘went on like a river, and
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 litestick and struck 8 musicaly ingling
note on_the gong him—
then rapidly two more e T shiver
otes had scarcely sunk away before a
little, bent Chinaman, so hollow-cheeked
and narrow of throat that it seemed as if
ery ounce of living blood were dried from
body by age, shuffled into the room
bearing a tray. From this he produced two
Tt e ses which be paced an the mmal
les near them. 1t was ul porce-
Jain, her own dihes of & marvelows ane

id. The set of Clung
h flashed 50 in the
ghts tha gt et I soed anil hc

his pipe in solemn-eyed, meaningless peace.
The faint, blue drifts tangled before his
face so that he was removed as if to  great
distance, and looking up through the higher
streaks of smoke she found herself staring
into the face of a great, ugly image, squat,
misbapen, pulog wilh the we besvy,
unbroken, meaningles
Place for endless mediation, and the world
which she knew slipped away from her Ii

at last.

“What shall T talk of, Clung?"

“It makes no difference. Clung wishes
to hear your voice.”

Once more he was smiling int
ance, but his eyes dwelt finally apon Jer,
more ‘and more steadily, drawing his
closer to her through the wraith of smaLe.
Tt had seemed impossible that she could
have any meaning to him. Now she thrilled
mightily, and ber ips parted as she lstened

voices of men—the white men—
e ke the brayag of doskeys; the vicr
of Chiname e snarling dogs; the
voices of vshlle women are like scolding
parrots. But once Clung rode for his life
over the hills and he came about sunset-
time within sight of -a mission church and
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all the bells were pealing. Sometimes the
bells were slow and the sound came hum.
ming over the hills to Clung. Sometimes
there were many quick, high notes, like the
talking of a flock of birds when they fly
down out of the sky and tell the earth of
the bright things they have seen. Then
Clung heard you speak; and it seemed to
Clung that he was once more riding over
the hills, and the hills went up closer to the
sky, and the red sky came closer to the

hills, and in between there was the voice of
the bells, sometimes deep and humming,
and sometimes quick and high, but always.
1f Clung were a rich white man, he

music.

“But white men can’t buy women.”

“1It is true,” said Clung calmly. “ They
have no pleasure in life. In all things they
are clumsy. They buy a horse and when
it is old they sell it; they buy clothes and

when they are old they give them away;
but they take a woman thing.  She
is a gift. See, because she is a gift when
she is old and withered, the white man can-
not sell ber and he cannot give her away,
for what man would take her?”

“Then you would sell the woman you
bought—the woman with the musical voice,
Clung?”

He pondered the question a moment.

He sid . length; * When the bel n
temple is old and broken, do they throw
it away? o rich metal is

because the
ol "D they L, tn, ok the prce
of the , because it has made
idlon SRl holy thing. Who
can find the price of a holy thing?”

*But if you would not throw the woman
away or sell her, why not take her as the
white man takes a white woman—as a gift
from the first, Clung?”

“ Because a gift is like a saddle. At first
it is pleasant but soon it wears away the
skin.  Who will have a saddle that is tied
on the back of a horse always?”

She laughed at the naive explanation.
“Tt kills the horse and the horse is worth

smore than the saddle. Also, T, Clung, have
seen white women kil the spirits of their
1t was not good to see.

white masters.
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“You've never seen a happy married
couple, Clung?”

“One pair — Marshal Clauson and his

Bt they hnve a great sorrow which

ey may have no

children, and e grief for that is like a
chain that holds them together.”

“1 can't understand you, Clung.
Tm glad of it. If T understood you 1
pose I never should have followed yor

He nodded.

“Yes. The book that T know by heart
T put away on the shelf and the dust comes
and covers it; but the book that I do not
know is like the voice of a wise friend. I
am always asking and it is always answer-
ing. And see: T have sat with you many
times in the morning and in the mid day
and at evening, and each time the day was
different.  But after T left you the days
ended. They have rolled all into one—ane
morning, one noon, and one night. Tt is
very strange. But now you sit here again
and time begins for me. "1 feel the ticking
of the clock and every second has a new
sound; T feel the beating of my heart, and
every beat is happi

“Tt is very strange,”

Well,

dded,
she leaned a little to peer at him, for he
been describing the very
The smoke from the pipe
had not floated away for several seconds and
oo i Fun Ve G vlliog it with
mystery. He laid down

seemed to have

e Irmgtr wem
on and around her

rich with your
“ for night after night I shall
; 1 shall have the green cups and the
tea placed on that table; T shall

and smoke my pipe and imagine you op-
posite me. Tt will be as clear as something
that T touch with the tips of my fingers; it
will be like something that I see with my
eyes; it il be like the things 1 hear with
my ears.”

And she knew suddenly that this was
Tove; she knew it not with revolt, but with a
i there was fear

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
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she said. ;
owed once more until the
pigtail shpped over his shoulder and tapped
floor.

3L must go
He

“Its true”
And I'm so happy, Clung, that we are
friends.

“Itis true”

* But may I never come again?”

 Clung does not know.”

And an instinct made her know that he
was fighting against a great hunger within
him. ~She could not keep from tantalizing
him.

“Do you wish me to come, Clung?”

- Clong canrat tll. He bas leamed one
page of the book by
And the v of he bk

“ What does it matter?” he said, and ke
smiled a litde sadly, making a gesture of
abandon, pams up. Al the days of
Clung's i, i he were to tum a page every
o, m could never learn them all. It is

"She stopped. She frowned high overhead,
and her glnme went inward, examining her
very so

iy 1 dare come again?” she whispered
10 hersel

And a.!nm‘lsbe said: * What is there to
T skall come again.
am never so happy as 1 am with you!”

Andafterward Clung, from his open door,
watched her go out to her horse and swing
into the saddle. As she started dovn the

mount to one side and gallop off. The man
followed, and Clung whipped out his re-
volver. But the distance was too great.

He tuned with a little moaning sound
of anxiety and raced through his house to
the stables, where his horse stood ready sad-
dled, night and day. There, also, were rid-
ing clothes hanging ready and he literally
jumped into them. An instant later his
horse tore from the stable-door and swept
circling around into the streets of Kirby
Creek in a pungent cloud of dust. It would
need hard riding indeed to distance Clung
to-night. He had much ground to make up,
wed weekly, and

is s
hat you will et the continuation of this siory without w.xu.. a month.
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f‘/ Charles B.Stilson

MILING BILL PRENTICE, running

a desperate race with an unseen fear,
pitched from the brink of a tremen-
dous precipice, gyrated end over end through
several hundred feet of breathless nothing-
ness, and fetched up with a sickening

plump.

Not relasing for an instant his death grip
on the pillow which he had clutched against
his abdomen, Bill set his bare fect out on
the comforting and tangible coolness of
hardwood flooring, padded across it to his.
bedroom window, and looked out at the
calm moonlight and the questioning stars.

Bars big chest — he wore a seventeen
shirt—w and falling by hitches;
hair was moist with the dew.of terror,
and his light pajamas were as hot and damp
as though he had passed through a jet of
steam.

“Wow!" he ejaculated, mopping his face
with the pillow-case. “IWow! Twice!
That's the first time a welsh rarebit ever
backfired at me! 1 haven't dreamed of
falling like that since T used to roll mar-

les!™

Aware of the pillow in his tight embrace,
he let it fall on the floor. and kicked at it
‘with his bare toe

With a catch in his breath and consider-
able real distress in the region of his heart,
Prentice sat for a while in the Morris chair
beside the window. With a shrug and a
laugh, he eventually picked up his trusty
pillow and groped back to bed.

As a child, Bill oiten had dreamed of
falling. Every child does. Beyond a squall
of afiight, o a bump on the floor If the

happens t arly convinc-
m. 5 the youmgaters seem 1o be noug the
worse for such nocturnal adventures.

But when grown persons begin to plunge
from dizzy heights in their slumbers, or
loop the loop without benefit of plane or

parachute, they are apt to become suddenly
solicitous ‘concerniny ion;
and usually the family physician reaps some
Dbenefit.

Bill, having no family, and having been

£an 1o be haunted by * drop the dips * and
“shoot the chutes ” and other aerial maneu-

continued to tread the even tenor of late
‘suppers, matutinal fox-trots,et cetera,which
made up his bachelor existence outside of
the hours passed s the hustling
sales-manager of Courser Motors, Inc.
Cobbert, Bil's supeior, a sallow, dyspep-
tic chap, saturated with symptoms and pes.
simism—when he wasn't ulkm;( tm—hld
been sinest rsentilly envious of b
young assistant’s perennial high spirits,
spring-apple cheeks, and mingly bound-
less capacity for work. Cobbert had the
eye of a lyn for dark circles, the telliale
wwitch of a finger, or any other of the hun-

m
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Dawn came at last, unspeakably beau-
tese three tortured  bodies

But at first they did not see
the beauty of this, for their dim eyes were

searching in vain for something that had
i Miracu-
lously it seemed to them, hope had been
snatched avay, for the re®glow was s gne.
Before them stretched only
red mirage of the night had dls:pprar:d
with the first streak of light, and as the
sun appeared they saw that they had been
led this long way in vain.

‘Their fictitious strength deserted them;
it was too much. Together they sunk in &
pitiful little heap, unable to hope any long-
er. And it was then that the wounded
‘man, given a clairvoyant sight by his fever,
beheld in the valley beneath them the sheen
and glitter of water touched to diamond
brilliancy beneath the morning sky.
shouted his news to the world in a hoarse,
croaking voice that had nothing of hu-
‘manity in its tones.

back

their feet, no longer leaning

upon each other, wild with joy at the un-
mistakable sight, crawling, running, fight-
ing each other to get there first.

And at last they were there. The jagged
mass of boulders that was the birthplace
of an infernal stream lay before them—
they could hear the trickle of its unfailing
flow. Some one else was running, too, and
shouting to them from the ledge above.

“Dont drink! It is poisoned!
means death!”

The woman looked up. For a moment
she forgot her suffering, for it seemed that
she must be dead and looking back upon
the carth where strange things went on
about her senseless body. For Satterlee
stood there looking at her, and she had for-
gotten him for so long; he had been a part
of the past that lay behind that maelstrom
of horror, and days and nights of misery.
But some way at last his voice penetrated

(The

1t
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to her, and a gleam of recollection stood

out from the darkness. He was saying
something to her.
“Don't drink, my darling. 1 am com-

ing to you. I will save you.
She fooked at him stupidly as he climbed
and fell over the rocks, and then the
wounded man stumbled past her and fell
on his knees by the deceitful pool. He
had heard nothing. He thought only of
his desire to drin]
But she remembered. I the water was
isoned she must keep the others back.
She put b fesle hands on b shouldes
and tried to drag him away. But she
far 100 mk and when Satteres reached
e spot and sprung to hurl the desperate
creature away, he was too late. A ghastly,
dripping face arose from the pool, and eyes.
already clouded with death met his own.
The two men gazed speechlessly at cach
other, and Satterlee saw the flame of life
that leaped for a moment in the dying
man's eyes before it flickered out forever
as he fell, a formless thing, sprawling in
i d. Then he tumed to

ver. Tn tumning avay
from her as he believed, to help the poor
wretches whose passions lead to their own
destruction, he had been led straight to
her, and in time to save her from certain
death. He thought that he had long since
forgotten religion and the forms of it, but
now he found himself praying in stumbling
phrases and thanking a strange God for
the deliverance of the woman be loved.
i he prayed a quickening of life re-
turned to his veins, and the turmoil and
despair of his soul was calmed.

Ludlow was dead; they could afford to
forgive and pity him as he lay at their feet,
and when Satterlee held water to Kaylor's

lips there was a new gentlenels in his
touch. His old fierceness had gone from
him forever.

Their little world was gone, the desert
stretched wide and empty before them, but
to Satterlee and Winifred as they walked
together (lqun the narrow trail, life was
full of They returned to the
own where lfe was to begin snew.
end.)




Max Br'amd

A-uwn-u-—-ﬂ-ow—uunu,-umu e,
PRECEDING CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

HE whites of the Arzons, town pronounced Clung 8 no-good CHink” bt they were, willng
o allow bis atber, Li Clun, vas 2 laundryman. Young Clung preferred ponies
and pistols to soiled
At public dance he Kiled Josiah Boyer, who attempted (o et bim from the bl on the

il Then Li Clung confesed Clung was ot bis son by blood. i bl taken biew while yet 3
baby after his mother's death from a man who had grievously wronged him. With a posse st
ls, Clung rode into the desert.

cre e foun, Winired Sampeon, b faber, and ber
qh:!ml\m invalid, whom Clung put to sleep and
Lo marry Winired at nce b she, o, ad come under the
and refused to be hurried. Moreove xm had ions, and
tering 2 mm e Clung v ocoapic with + books
Clung was on the-foor behind. his coair,

wry, Kirk had sent to Mortimer. The following
nd, s o surounded Cling 20 b appeared i the dining-rec
lung lodged that night in Mortimer
L1 Clung went (o Clauson 1o plead for his s sons me, and told him that Clung was the son
of Joha Pemberton, of Cripple Creek, who had wife and bis two children. Later,

uson nd Kinks ¢ dl'Dlmut for the north. He suppied
it toas, and s ours Taer Clang ad tken the souh 4

eck, where . rich

th was
ik Wi somounced 1o b

1 to
o of 3 dur syt ey lung.
g south. Then he feigned sickness
n\t:}:en; o bed fo keep Wi v..mma in Mortmer On the dey sl f b rcovery Rk appmared
ir house. He pl
ropase sl B o L. Giveks, S en ek agred 1 Bp b S ove 1he
= o the o

together to Kirby Creek and settled in a house on the outskirts of the camp,
with Hoph Willanes 1 clored crippe,fo cook. From Kim they lamed of the gambling-bovse of
Yo Chal, which they to explore for themselves.

Sampson of & Merican at the W poker game n the conter of the room
and Winifred oy “afer Jooked up to st two.evi

wanted 10 try the ‘came out of use be saw the retrating
figure of a girl who reminded bim of Winifred. He looked into her window, and then he knew.

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for April 10,
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Not finding Yo

the end of ber quest and the beginning of love.
When she Iet, Clung's bouse he sy her seiren

@ 3 all hore. The man folowed. Then i

day and night,

big man.

CHAPTER XXV.
ROULETTE.

HEN Kirk left their shanty, a
\x} little distance from the outskirts
of Kirby Creek, he had ridden

fiercely down the ravine toward the heart
of town. He had little hope of gaining
upon Winifred; he was not even sure of
her destination, but be felt reasonably cer-
tain that the same impulse which had taken
him out of his bed was that which sent the
girl on ahead of him.

He headed at a racing pace straight fm
Yo Chai’s gambling house and pulled
befor it with clatterng hools. From the
door he scanned the house swifily but could
not catch a glimpse of Winifred. There
were other women in sight, plenty of them,
it o of i ik sk ofthe
ican. Kirk made a rapid detour of
Lh¢ house and paused at uch table to sur-
vey the faces of the gamester:

T seemed impossible tha the girl could
have gone to any other place. But she was
not to be found. Wherever she had gone,
e had wasted too much time in the gaming
house of Yo Chai to be able to trail her in

anly impulse and ridden out into the night
to find quiet. He did not understand her
—he understood no woman, for that matter
—and he readily dismissed the matter from
his mind. There was little danger that she
could come to any positive harm at the
hands of these chivalrous Southwesterners.
‘The Mexicans were a different mater, but
she would certainly have sense enough to
keep away from them.

Perhaps Kirk would have made a more
extensive search, but it happened that as
he completed his first round of the gaming
house his eye caught the whirling glitter of
the roulette wheel and he stopped, fasci-
nated. No one wan: the man behind the
wheel raked in several piles of money which
Tay stacked on the board before the wheel.
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Chai at his gambling palace, she sought him at his house. Here she found

ving fre swerve asde to avoid o large man
was' saddled

Between the vast sombrero of a Mexican
and the cap of a Portuguese labarer, he

his way to the roulette wheel and
watched the next chance.

‘This time at least half the gamblers were
playing the colors and a number of them
cashed in on the red. Kirk watched them
with keen interest.

The eyes of the little Portuguese bulged
with a permanent excitement and he was
continually moistening the palest lips Kirk
had ever seen—an ashen color as if they
had been bumed ith an acid; the buging
were conscious of nothing but the

As lnr the Mesican, he, also, kept

gaze fixed on the bright

Shech and i eyen ves lttred ke 3 snakes.

et he played with a sneer, as if he scorned

to either win or lose. He was staking

everything on one number, the black five,

and his stake was invariably a five-dollar
gold piece.

He never That accounted for the
teady sneer with which he played:
counted also for the terrible glitter in his

whed

all his own little fortune and the plunder
of a robbed and murdered comrade. Here
the price of the murder was slipping from

him. Even as Kirk stood there the Mexi-
can fumbled in vain through his pockets,
and at last produced a beautiful gold watch
for which the man behind the wheel al-
lowed him a hundred dollars.
last, glorious stake.
the rest. ‘The Mexican turned and stalked
silently away; before morning another mur-
der would lie to his credit; heinre twenty-
four hours he would be swi
a tree with & dosen men puling on b

sense of all this flashed through-
the mind of Kirk. Also a touch of scorn.
He felt a supreme confidence that he would
beat this game. He pulled two twenty-
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dollar gold pieces from his pocket and

placed them on the red eleven. The wheel
It was on his

made a little pause while he counted out
the win. A stake on a single number paid
thirty-six for one. Nearly fifteen hundred
dollars in gold was comtud with lightning
speed and shoved across the board to him.

And Kirk, in his exultation, stared from
face to face in a grinning search for envy
or wonder. He found neither. One or

two blank eyes glanced up to him, but no
was

one_acknowl luck; ~ there
merely a general discontent that the
should have been delayed to pay this wi
ning.

Some one suggested in a growl that there
should be two players on the wheel. The
man who made the suggestion was a little
Sellow without noticeable eyebrows, a re-
treating chin, and large, cowlike eyes. For
two days he had been playing the wheel
steadily, a dollar at a time, trying out a
system. Already his system had cost him
a thousand dollars; but be cared not for
that; when he solved the problem all the
wealth of Yo Chai would be his in a single
heart-breaking, glorious evening. Some-
times. his lips twitched back, but he was
too intent on the wheel to actually laugh
aloud.

Kirk waited for four spins of the wheel.
Then he laid a hundred dollars on the red
eleven. Once more he won, and this time
the houseman glanced up sharply and con-
sidered the gambler with a moment's care
before he pml, Slowly,
painfully. He passed thirty-six hundred
dollars across the board to Kirk. And in
the meantime every eye was upon him and
there were no complaints for the waste of
time. To have won once, no matter what

amount, was nothing. Blind luck ac-
counted for that, no_doubt.
big, twice in succession
number—it bore a suggestion that some-
bing mare than luck was involved—a sys-
tem, the dream of the gamblers heart.
The very possibility warmed every one’s
hear

§A

For every man's band is agaiet the
“The men nodded to William Kirk;
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they smiled; they bade him good evening

as if they saw him for the first time; they

Jet teir eyes cvell on bi fuce as i they
anxious to remember it.

" hnd a tal, Hond mam fuly s lrge 13
Kirk, said: “ A few more wins like that,
my iriend, and you'l have a e ot
with Dave Spenser before you get home
to-night.”

A chuckle answered this sally.

a And who's Dave smsw" asked Kirk,
careless]

¥ Why " said the blond man, who stood
apart from the game rolling cigarette after
cigarette and looking on at the losses and
the winnings— © why, they say he's a chap
about your size, and he seems to know all
about ‘who wins big money here at Yo
Chai's, But haven't you heard of Dave

i

“I think T have,” nodded Kirk, and as
be spoke, with careless ostentation he piled
a thousand dollars on 4
“ Bandit sort of chap, isn't he?”

“T1l tell a man,” said the big blond (d-
low with a sort of dry enthusiasm. * T
say he’s a bandit, eh?”

A snarl answered him from the players.
The snarl was cut short, for Willilm Kirk
had won again; they looked at him now
with 3 wonder, half 4 anxiety and bl joy.
With one accord every one ceased laying

Kirk had won three straight ven.
Even the chm.lss man stopped his
experiments and stood juggling his inevita-
e siver dollar while hi big eyes fixed
wistiully on the winner.

“ For that matter,” said Kirk, thrilling to
the sensation he was causing, and allowing
his original stake and his late winnings to
lie still upon the red—* for that matter,

si, I'd rather like to meet this Dave
Spenser. 1 think they call him the Night
Hawk, also?”

“You'll know him when you see him,”
said the blond man coldly. ~* He rides a
black horse—and I hope you'll be able to
tell us what he looks like. Nobody's ever
seen his face. 1 wouldn't be surprised,”
be added for the wheel once more stopped
on the red— I wouldn't be surprised if
you do meet the Night Hawk to-night.
Every man who goes out of here with more
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than five thousand seems to be in danger.
But of course you'll stay close about camp
to-night?”

“Do you think so?” said
fuly, nd ithout morc than glancing down

the gold of his wmnmg: in

hlndiuls. 1 ride out of camp and uj
ravine, and I do it to-night. What's mm,
my friead, 1 be taking about ten thor
sand

“ w;u " said the big blond stranger, and
he shrugged his shoulders carelessly, * I've
t Hawk is fast with

-

his
“Perhaps,” answered-Kirk,  He can’t

beat my luck to-night.”

“T wonder if he couldn’t?” said the
other. “T've a mind that Spenser would
try bl bt

for answer, chuckled scornfully
i p plmed'hxs next wager, 2 veritable little
mountain of gold. It was on the black,
and the black won. By this time news of
the m, gaming had sread about in 2 whis
g rumor and men stood in ranks six
Seep 1o watch Kiek rake m bis winnings.
The houseman was sweating with anxi-
ety and he stared at the newcomers in a
way half-baffled and half-defiant. Yet he
Kkept his voice cheriul.
“Once more,” he called, grinning at
Kirk. “Let the coin lie, stranger, anc
your chances once more. The wheel’s with
you to-night and you've got an even
break.”
“ Not;me,” answered Kirk. * I've made
a night of it.”
He ‘crammed the last of bis winnings
into his money-
" Besidenr . continued, as he tured
away, “Tve got enough bait to make the
Night Hawk bite, partners, s T'm o

CHAPTER XXVI.
A STERN CHASE.
E shouldered his way through the
tors, a murmur of applause
following him, for they love nothing
in the Southwest so much as a graceful
winner, or vice versa. When an old beg-
gar woman stretched out her hand to him
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at the door of the house, he brimmed it

It set a tingling in the ears of William
Kirk to hear it; it made him square his
massive shoulders and walk with something
of a swagger; he would never have dreamed
that the applause of these rough men could
mean so much to him. But he was to
make three steps backward toward the
primitive and he had already taken the

first step. After all, the need for careful
English and_proper clothes is a shallow
necessity. He was breaking from conven-
Two great strides remained

tion rapidly.
ore him.

The thongh of the Night Fank was

before: him as he

g into his saddle,

with the spurs and set out for home when
the door of a house at the rear of the
‘gaming establishment opened and the figure
of a woman down the front step.
Into the lighted square stepped the figure
of Yo Chai, bowing until his long pigtal

T his heart went cold its beat also quick-

ened amazingly. 1t was beyond compre-
hension: why had she gone to talk with the
squint-cyed Oriental? Then he knew. It
use of Clung. And it meant,
eover, that she wanted to see Yo Chal
i secrt, that she did mot trast eithr e
father or himself. At that William Kirk
swore with a sudden violence and bared his
teeth in the night. Winifred was in the
saddle, waving back to the Chinaman in
the doorway, and Kirk spurred his horse
alongside.
“What's the meaning of all this, Wini-
fred?” he called angrily.
She jerked her head toward him with @
cry of panic, then swerved her horse away
and went racing through the dimly-lighted
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street. He spurred aiter her, stll cursing;
a group of half-drunken men staggered out
from the pavement; he thundered through
them with loose rein, and they shrank from
the horse with shrill mmks of terror. But
at the next comer a cart swung across the
sireet, so suddenly that he had to pull his
horse back on its haunches t to lvmd a ruin-
ous crash. He loosed a triple-jointed in-
Veetive at the head of the cartdrive and
swerved around the wagon to follow his
pursuit.

But already Winifred was a_dimly-bob-
bing shape in the distance of the night,
and as he followed ber out of the town he
veas stillggrowling. Perhaps she would be
out of the saddle and in her room before
he got to the house, and in that case she
might deny that she had been out that
night at all. He could not accuse her if
she wished to deny, and he felt, strangely
Emough, 3 il be wee smendring o
tort of impalpable advantage over her.

It was because e rude 30 furiouly, per-
haps, with lowered head, that a horseman
was able to ride out directly into his path.
e was past the outskirts of Kirby Creek
&nd already the shack was a black spot in
the darkness ahead when a voice shouted
st him. He looked up in time to catch the
gleam of steel by the starlight, and threw
s weight back against the reins. Yet in
his blind irritation he had no thought of
black horse surmounted by

“ Hands up!

And Kirk whipped up his hands, but in
one of them came his revolver and it ex-
ploded in exact unison with the gun of the
bandit. A humming sprang into his face—
his hat was whisked from his head—and
knew that the bullet had missed him by
0 nch. WhE nyel ke o hunting Indian
he spurred in t Hawk, but the
oty without itempiing a second shot
urged his horse 10 3 gallop and passed di-
rectly by the side of Kirk. The manew
was 5o sudden, so unexpected, that the sec-
ond bullet of Kirk went wide. The snarl
of the bandil wes ot his very ear as he

irled his horse and et out in pursuit.

N Bttt a1 e
ally a long one. Yet Kirk might have
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overhauled the Night Hawk in the first
balf mile of the race if he had known the
ground over which they galloped. But it
was all new to him. _ The bandit seemed to

know it as if a sun shone to guide him
He swirled here and there among the boul-

ing.
belt now and dulled his chuxs in the pur-
suit. How much greater to have
conquered and put to flight the terror of

‘a whipped cur before him.
1t was strange that the
Dot attempt o fire back at him. He began
to guess that the bandit had been wounded
o that frst cxchange of sbota, And. the
thought was a new triomph. had
beaten a great gun-fighter of the Southwest
with his own weapon, with the odds of a
surprise attack. aym!l lnm now he felt
that e was not a
in the world whom he \\mlld not face with
laughing confidence.

And strangely enough the picture that
rose before him of the most formidable
man he could conceive was not of a big-
shouldered fellow like himself, but of the
slender grace of Clung and the lightning
E of his hands. To be frank, in the
old days he had acually eared Clung over

ce the moment when he saw the strange
[cllo\\ whirl and drop from his seat with
two guns in his hands as if they had been
ﬂlﬂjlﬂ'ﬂ' out of thin air. Now be wished
with all bis soul that some test might come
of their courage and their strength and
their skill. He laughed fiercely, between
his teeth, and buried the spurs in the flanks
of his snorting horse.

They had passed,

now,

from the big,
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boulder-strewn ravine of Kirby Creek and
entered the throat of a narrower valley.
Here the ground was more nearly level and
there was only a faint scattering of the big
rocks. The effect of this new ground told
Tt was no longer necessary
for Kirk to spur his horse. The ammal
seemed to lower toward the ground as it
Iengthened its stride, and its beating hoofs
struck out sharp showers of sparks now and
again from the rocks underfoot.

‘The form of the Night Hawk, which had
dwindled t0 a formless, shifting shadow in
the night, now drew back rapidly to them,
until Kirk could make out every detail of
the man as he bent forward over his saddle-
horn, apparently urging his flagging mount
to greater efforts. The big man yelled with
his triumph and poised his revolver for

shot—when suddenly the form of
the Night Hawk, horse and man, vanished
from sight as completely as if the ground
bad opened and swallowed them.

CHAPTER XXVIL

THE NIGHT HAWK.

TTH a chill of horror he pulled in
W his horse and swung him about in
the opposite direction
no Night Hawk in sight; but far down the
valley Kirk caught the clatter of - flying
hoofs. Not departing, but approaching.
Some one else had joined the pursuit, and
a hot wave of anger touched the big man
with the thought that some one else might
share in the glory of the capture which was
almost his.
‘The Night Hawk had vanished like a
i of smoke, yet it was perfectly impos-
Ehle that e s gone. had been
riding close beside the wall of the valley,
which at this point and for several hundred
yards on either side was a sheer cliff of
granite ising a full hundred feet from the
floor of the ravine. Had it been in any
other part of the wild ide It might bave
been explained by the Night Hawk dodging
to the shelter of a shrub or  boulder. But
who could be absorbed into a block of solid
granite? There was one possibility, a crev-
ice in the face of the rock.
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At the point where the Night Hawk had
disappeared the cliff jagged back at a per-
fect right angle. Along the face of the
rock, Kirk, dismounting, felt his way and
the horse followed at his hecls like a dog,
puffing on his back. The wall of rock was
irregular, giving back here and there into
smal creice, bt mot suficent to shelter,
even a dog. And so Kirk came to the
point where the cliff turned back in its
original direction. He faced about with a
sigh of despair.

And it was then that his foot struck a
stone and he toppled sidewise against the
clif. His head struck heavily against the
stone; but il contining he ound hi-
self lying flat on the groun alf dazed,
he started up, and once more struck
head, more sharply this time. The mean-
ing of it dawned on him.

On the way down the face of the cliff
he had passed this crevice in the rock, be-
cause he had been feeling on the level with
his own shoulder. It was, undoubtedly,
the entrance to the retreat of the Night
Hawk; this was how he had faded into the
face of the clifl. As he stood there, setting
his teeth for the adventure and gripping his
revolver butt, he heard the clatter of hoofs

down the valley, past the mouth of
the crevice. He had a mind, at first, to
out and call ater the stranger for
help, for certainly it was work for the best
two men who ever lived to beard the Night
Hawk in'his den; he would rather have
vaded the cave of a mountain lion armed
with a stick. For the spring of the moun-
tain lion might not be fatal; but the stroke
of the Night Hawk in that dark passage
would be death.

Nevertheless it was this very greatness
of danger which fascinated Kirk and forced
him on in the adventure.

Courage of which he did not dream, be-
cause he had never tested it, existed in
him; and like all very brave men, danger
from which he might have shrunk had it
been less vital drew him on now by its
vey teror. He began to (e b may

wn the passage.

‘Mlmoat 'at once 1t locreased In bel
which explained how the horse had dis
appeared as well as the man; for it would
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be comparatively simple to teach a horse
to creep through the low opening of the
rock-tunnel. Once inside the mouth, the
animal could straighten to its feet.
He went on. The sand underfoot at
first seemed to mask the sound of his prog-
ress, but in a little time the senses of Kirk
began to grow attuned with the blanketing,
horrible dark. His eyes saw odd imagin-
ings in the darkness, glowing eyes winking
at him a yard away: his ears caught a grim
succession of sounds. The crunch of his
feet in the dry sand which had drifted into
the tunnel grew louder and louder until it
seemed great enough to alarm a sleeping.
Ot srms bescgel i, weve
and stopped at a little dis-
{ance, and he could bear the heavy, guarded
breath of the w
The darkneas h.s a palpable pr
Tt pressed against the face of l(u'k mn
beavy moth wmgs, warning him back, stif-
ing b breathe A awift succession. of
fancies rose in his brain. Perhaps, after
all, this was not the entrance to the cave
of 'the Night Hawk, but was the lair of
some mountain lion, a female with her
hungry brood. Perhaps that was the
heavy, guarded breath which he heard—
the mooster croching nd 1edy to ing
He stopped and listened. Not a sound ex-
cept e wid thunderng of bs heart
Other thoughts tortured"him as he stole
on through that maddening dark which was
<o thick that he continually sipetched out
his hand as if to brush a curtain aside.
He heard kindly voices of his friends. He
saw himself in some cheery club-room with
the deep laughter of men around him.
‘The drab matter-of-fact of business life
came ringing on his memory with the rush
of traffic and the clamor of the money-
What had he to do in this dark
tunnel in the desert? Well, there was
nothing to make him pursue the search
He could turn and go back at any instant.
Tt was that very fact which spurred him on,
step after sty
Moreover, he thrilled with inconceivable
delight at the thought of how he had met
the redoubtable Night Hawk and worsted
him in single combat. That brief meeting
in the night was the second of the three
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supswhichwmxs-kmmmm-
imitive; and the third step was
d.xrec(ly bt[un Jim.  Now, Jike the woll
which i prey into the
most dangemus covert, so Kirk, with st
teeth and th illing nerves, went down the
m:sc. step by step.
long trip in the telling, but a matter
it only, until he saw before him
a winking of light which at first was grimly
Tk & glwiog.eye:an eailic s Kuk
dropped to and poised his revol-
ver to fire. And it was then that he knew,
in a burst of joyous certainty, that he was
not arald. " He was excied,trmbliog with
rvousness, but not afraid; rather, the
p'mpecl prit gl e glad

iy ok a6 light
came from a point still farther down the
passage, and rising from his knees he ven-
tured  forward the tunnel

lirection that Kirk almost stumbled into

Sl iew o the Noghe
For it was he. He sat, apparently quite
at ease in the security of his retreat, beside
a small, open fire. The burning sticks lay
between three rocks of considerable size,
blackened by the soot of countless fires,
and forming a resting place for pots or
pans of the rough cookery of the outlaw.
Also, the rocks cast, on as many sides, vast,
shuddering shadows and one of them swept
now and again across the face of the Night
Hawk. As for him, he sat with his head
‘bowed so low that Kirk could not make out
his face, and he was busy wrapping  band-

counter, earlier that night.
from Kirk’s gun had plowed a_furrow
across the back of the Night Hawk's hand;
and it was this which had prevented the
outlaw from opening fire on his pursuer.
Beyond the outlaw stood a black horse
of matchless size and beauty. Certainly
the mount of Kirk could never have
gained on such an animal as this had it
ot been that the outlaw’s horse was weak-
ened by long and continuous riding. The
mark of the saddle was outlined by the
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gray salt of dried sweat along his sides

d back; and his ribs stil' rose and fell
from the exertion of the last burst of speed.
There was a continual rustling and crunch
mg as the black stallion nosed among his

AN thes things Kirk note with the frst
glance, and stil he delayed to make the
capture. He let that easy task wait and
rolied the taste of the pleasure of victory
over his tongue. Still crouched in the
throat of the passage, he looked up by the
firelight to the rocks on all sides. It was
sow pertecty lan bow th efuge bad bee

T o ol ookl oF i
had tilted to one side and settled against
its neighbor, crumbling close to it at the top,
but leaving this narrow crevice at the bot
tom. A petect rerat, o now Kick beard
whll seemed se ical voices in di

t conversation; lmznmg more intently,
e ciscovered the sound of ranaing vater
Here were all things necessary to the Night
Hawk. The only inconvenience was the long.
tunnel through which he must drag all his
supplies both for himself and his horse.

However, men and horses of the desert

ed to subsist on rations of small
The safety of the place made up
amply for every disadvantage. Here at the
very doors of Kirby Creek the outlaw lived
in security and preyed when and where he
pleased.

‘The bandaging of his hand was now com-
pleted and, aiter surveying the wounded
hand for a moment and nodding as if with

satisfaction the Night Hawk lifted his
head and William Kirk found himself
staring into the face of the big blond man

tected in it a glint of wildness, but perhaps
that was the effect of imagination.

Still he delayed to jump out on the out-
faw with his challenge and watched Dave
Spenser rise from the fire, pick up two sticks
of wood, jgnite them over the flames, and
s on the sides of
They had either been

or they were extremely resin-
e, A'ar my burned with a yellow and flar-
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ing light. By that illumination Kirk saw

the strangest sight his eyes had ever dwelt
upon.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE SILVER VIRGIN.

R the light of the first torch streamed
down upon the most costly altar that
had ever come to the dreams of Wil-

liam Kirk. A shelf of the natural rock was

covered by a cloth of gold brocade, marvel-
ously thick, as the stif-standing folds am-
ply proved; a treasure worth many thou
sands for the price of the materials alone,
t0 say nothing of the art of the weavers.

On either side of this cloth stood two golden

candle-sticks, each a full foot and a half in

height and set with green and red points of
light—emeralds and rubies worth in them-
selves a king’s ransom.

Above these and crowning the altar was &
silver image of the Virgin with eyes of jew-
els, Tolding a golden Christ and crowned

halo of solid gold, all cunningly
worked. The robe of the Virgin was set
with a border of diamonds, glittering against
the dull silver of the image. It seemed to

Kirk that he had never seen so priceless a

relic.

Nor was this all, for the yellow light of
the second torch flared down the wall of the
cave and glimmered and lingered along a
whole row of jewels. Chains of gold, neck-
laces of pearl and diamonds, bracelets set
with emerald and rlies—el hes ayper
ently hanging on little pegs affixed
rock. ‘The spols of a thousand s
lay within a second’s sweep of the eye; and
the bandit now unrolled a small rug of
thick, soft weaving, and sitting upon it
cross-legged leaned his back against the
rock, filled and lighted a pipe, and between
puffs of blue smoke rolled his eyes content-
edly from treasure to treasure along his
walls. Turning at length, he dipped his
hand into a small box at his side and raised
it heapng with g cins which he slowed
rain back into the treasure-box—the
evcetest of chiming to the ea of Wikiam

Kirk.
Before that musical shower ceased Kirk
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Jeveled his revolver and called: “ Hands
upt”

The bandaged hand of the outlaw raised
instantly above his head; from the fingers of
the other he allowed the last of the coins to
fall into the box, and then the second hand
went liarely abore bis head.

h
“ that \oud in' ve lwlore the place was
lighted up.

And 5o saying he tumed his face toward
the mouth of the tunnel from which Kirk
was now emerging with his leveled revolver.
It seemed to Kirk that the teeth of the
t Hawk were set hard over his pipe
and that his eyes glinted with a light as hard
and brilliant as the sparkle of those jewels
which took the place of eyes in the forehead
of the silver Virgin. Vet if this expression
were un acely and uat the ol of the
shifting, s ights of the torches, it
pase n an nstent, and the face of Dave
Spenser was as good-natured and careless as
it had been when he warned Kirk in the
gaming house cf Yo Chai.

* But you took so long coming down the
passage,” said the Night Hawk, * that you
zave me just time enough to get ready to
receive you.”

So saying, he smiled upon his visitor and
Kirk looked curiously into the cold blue
cyes of the bandit. There were many pos-
sibilities in mm, from smpld good nature
1o wild, berserker rage. The calm of the
fellow alarmed him more lhnl a gun.

“Do you mean to tell me,” he asked,
“ that you knew I was coming down the
passage and yet you made no attempt to get
me there in the dark?”

“In the meantime,” e Night
Hawk, * my arms are growing a bit tired.”

 Lower "em.” said Kirk, * but keep your
hands quiet. 1 don’t trust you, Spenser,
and Tl blaze away at the first crooktd

“ Perfectly,” nodded the other.

sides, I've lived 100 long to be a fool
And lowering his arms, he folded his
hands on his knee.
“1 won't tell you that yow're a cool
dev d Kirk, " because you know that
better than T; but why have you given up
the game, my friend?”

“ Be-
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The outlaw yamt] leisurely and an-
swered: * Because in my profession "—
here he smiled—" a man can only afford to
lose once. ~ After that he’s done.”

“1 don't follow that.”

“When a man's life is wanted by other
men,” explained Dave Spenser patiently,
““and when he sum his hand against the
rest of the world, he loses a good many
things—friends, companions, comforts, and
a long list of other things. He gets very
few in retur, but there i- a compensation.
For instance, before I turned the corner T
was a poor gambler and a bad shot with any
sort of a gun. But after [ ey first
man all that was changed. y it takes
a pretty good man—s smmbody like Yo
Chai, for instance—to beat me at the cards;
and 1 never failed with my gun. 1 never
failed, because a single miss or a single slow
draw meant death, nine chances out of
T killed the other man hecause I had to kil
i and the posiity of mising him never
entered my head.”

Kirk had hel(d of this fatalism of the
outlaw world: it interested him sharply to
stand face to face with an exponent of the
doctrine.

“ Yet all the time,” went on the bandit,
1 knew that there was some man in the
world who would finally beat me to the
draw; and once beaten 1 knew 1'd be no
good. To tell you the truth, I've
Tooking for that man for several years.”

“ Trying them out?” queried Kirl

ot a bit, but simply wandering about,
watching the faces of men. When you've
gone wrong yourself it’s pretty easy to read
the faces of other men and tell a dangerous
fellow when you sight him. That was why
with you in the house of Yo Chai.
1 knew you were a hard man—that you
would give me a run for my money if I ever
crossed you. And I wanted to keep away
from you, but somehow or other 1 couldn’t
doit. It was like the temptation to jump
when you're high in the air—the imp of the
perverse.

“So I spoke to you, and what you said
met all my expectations; you'd say that
that should have been enough to keep me off
vour path, but it was the very thing which
made me wait for you on the uptrail. I

riginal fon
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couldn't resist the temptation of trying to
learn whether or not you could beat me to
the draw and wing me with your bullet.
‘The rest of it simple. You did beat me,

d once beaten I knew I'd be good for
nothing hereafter. My confidence would
be gone; I'd pull my gun with shaking hand,
and some drunken Mexican would down me,
atlast, in a saloon fight. Rather than that
1 decided to end the game to-night and lose
sat here and

e.

He pufied at his pipe with philosophic
calm and let his eyes wander down the row
of jewels on the wall—a brilliant train.

“Of course,” mused Kirk,  this is nine-
tents a lie, but I suppose there's a germ of
truth somewhere in it

“ Naturally you're bound to use your rea-
son and cal t  le, but in your heart, Kirk,
you know it’s the truth—all of it

“ What staggers me,” said Kirk, * is that
you can so calmly prepare to go back to
town with me and be lynched—probably—
by the cromd.  Far you know how badly
want your blood, Spenser.”

" Go back to town?” queried the bandit,
in some surprise. I haven't the least
notion of doing that.”

“Want me to shoot you down here?”
asked Kirk grimly.

“Eh?” said the other, as if he could not
understand.

“ Dead or aive, you 2 back to Kirty

with me, my friend.

“Well, welll” said the Night Havk,
“that's a fine little speech, Kirk, but it

“ Too Sunday-school. No, you won't take
me back to Kirby Creek. Listen: why
should we dodge the issue i of
four-flushers? B frank with me, Kirk,
and Pl be frank with you.”

“T don't quite follow you; but i's gel-
ting late and there’s a stiff ride before us.
Stand up, Spenser, and tarn your back to
me. Tl have to tie your hands.

By Jovel» ad the oter with a sort of
wondering admiration, 1 almost believe
you'd do it!”

And he nodded, smiling, showing not the
slightest intention of obeying the order.
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“Stand up!” commanded Kirk sharply.

 Come, come!” said Spenser, with much
the same tone of weary patience one might
use with a child. it down and lay your
cards on the table as T've done. There's
R0 one here within carshot 10 repeat what
you say.”

“ You're a devilish curious case, Spenser,”
said Kirk, smiling broadly. *Just what
you have up your sleeve T can't tell, but I'm
willing to listen. Why are you so sure that
T won't take you back to Kirby Creek?”

“ Because,” said the Night Hawk, * you
aren't the sort of crook who plays short on
a pal even when he’s in your line of busi-
ness; you don't use the law for a friend.”

CHAPTER XXIX.
TEMPTATION.

NDERSTANDING came to Kirk,
‘he laughed, softly and low. He
st down, sl Kesping the revolver
viglanty tnrnzd e
west, you've
[nllawed i erl my e T ot
in your line of business, Spenser.”
He chuckled again at the thought.
“In fact, 'm only down here on a little
gleation. My busines lieap North—ead
it’s a good-sized ser,
and brings me in even more. thn your night.
viding b brought you_ Why, Speser, do
Took like a night-rider? Do I talk like
ones
And be sl with whinsical god na-
ture on the ou
“Well,” respondzd the Night Hawk, “ do
I look like a night-rider? Do I talk like
one?”

1t silenced Kirk as effectually as a gag;
e could only stare.

“ My dear fellow,” said the Night Hawk,
“T don’t mean that you are actually in my
line of business now; but before long you
will be.”

“ But why in the name of Heaven,”
Kirk sh i
irritation taking
into outlawry?
Tinjored any man Tlegally?
law?”

said

Do 1 fear the
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For none of those reasons,” answered
the Night Hawk, * but for the same reasons
that 1 started and stay in the game.”

He waved his hand toward i

“ Don't you suppose that 1 could sell a
tithe of these things and retire? Why, sir, T
have enough gold cash to settle down with
sentleman’s competence, odds and

of trinkets could be all velvet, Mr.
Kirk. For that matter, I wasn't poor when
1 started this game.”

“You mean to say it was deliberate
choice—this rade of robbery and murde
“Is it deliberate choice,” came back the
ight Hawk with his first show of irita-
tion,  that makes the drunkard drink
that makes him keep on drinking until he is
a moral leper, until he has lost the wife he
loves, and his children, and his friends, until
he has exchanged a place of respect and ad-
miration for universal contempt? Don’t
talk to me of choice! But the hunger for
adventure—the love of chance—the game
of life and death—the ridings in the night—
the glory of fighting against the hand of

—the thrill of the secrecy. These
are my treasures. 1 sit and gloat over them
at night like a mlsu. Not because 1l
are valuable, but because I've risked my life
md faken ifes for aimont cvery. oo of

He leaned forward and stretched his ban-
dnged band toward Kirk.
“What! _Kirk, haven't  you. fet, the
ume diogt Nomemel Of conne, you
1 read it in your il
you in the house of Yo Chai. The same
wildness that’s in mine, no matter how we
mask it. 1 saw it and understood, perhaps,
even more clearly than you understand

yourself. The jaw and the eye of the man-
Killer, Kirk, T saw it in you!”

And Kirk, staring at the outlaw, felt like
3 id who hear 1. soenge prophecy from
a myster

e

o Night Hawk, “ you'ee
afraid. Of what? Of yourself, Mr. Kirk.
No, you won't take me back to Kirby
Creek!”

* By God!” exclaimed Kirk, * I don't be-
lieve I can, Spenser; I feel as if I were being
hypnotized!”

*When 2 man sees the inside of hi

i,
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answered the other, “ it often makes him
feel that way.
will pass; take a moment and
In fact, Kirk needed time for thought.
Toe wwld spun before his eyes. He re-
red the strange urge which had been

i Bim ever sin be starid on the ral of
Clung, freshening when he entered wild
Kirby Creek, and when he beat the roulette
wheel in Yo Chai's gaming house, and com-
ing like thunder on his ears when he beat
the Night Hawk in single encounter. And
now this scemed the logical end of the trail
—outlawry, battle against other men, the
tricky balance of chance wavering this way
and that. He felt as if he were being
tempted and was about to fall. Something
fke hate for the Night Hawk os in bim.

took a fierce and happy thrill from his
blood. He shrugged his shoulders and
scowled at the Night Hawk.

*You think you've got back to
nodded the outlaw, “ but you haven't, Kirk.
You'll probably leave the cave to-night and
20 back to Kirby Creek, but when you're
safe in your house you'll remember the se-
crecy of this place and the ease with which
ou’could play a double part and live two
lives, one by day and one by night. You'l
remember that I'm out here waiting for you
to come back—and you'l come, eventu-

ly.”

E

** Are you sure?” asked Kirk, with an at-

tempt at'a mocking smil
“Listen!” said the Night Hawk sharply,

like one who wished to brush away a veil of

deceit with a single phrase. * Have you

never done wrong to another man? Think!”
‘The suddenness of the question wrenched

at Kirk’s inner self, and the answer burst

forth involuntarily: * Clung!™

It was the turn of the Night Hawk to

start, and he stirred so violently that Kirk

ondered.

“ What of Clung?” he asked.

“T wronged him,” muttered Kirk, * but

himself.”

5

The Night Hawk drew a long breath.
“T'd rather see the devil than hear the

name of Clung,” he said. *Queer thing,

. but the only two men I've ever
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dodged have been two Chinks: Clung and
that dark-eyed fiend Yo Chai. 1've never
seen Clung, but I've heard of his work;
hase seen Yo Chai and I'd rather throw my
raoney vay than ply aguist b

T beat his wheel

id Kirk, with a
rather boyish triumph.
“But not Yo Chai,” said the other, un-
moved

“ However, Tl try him later on.”
‘The outlaw shrugged his shoulders.
“You're too rare a fellow to tum over to

the law, Spenser,” went on Kirk, “and T

mrpoe 1 o8 loce. o B, {Bit 10

never come bac

Why?

& Beoune 1Y, tond s imiien
can at least run away from

‘The Night Hawk smiled saurly

“Try it and see. No, Kirk, youll be
h.cu. “This is the beginning of a partner-

G Pu)up grmned Kirk, “ and if it is,
here’s my hand on it
“The cutlaw hld out bis let hand and
they shook, clumsily.
wonder if there’s a meaning in that
left-handed shake?” said Kirk, half in sus-
picion, half whimsically.

“You see the other’s wounded?”

“Let it go, but to continue our charming
frankness, Spenser, T've an idea that if 1
tuned my back you'd as soon knife me as
light your pipe.”

“ Before you're through,” said the bandit,
“youll understand me better than this.”

“Perhaps. In the meantime let’s hear
some of the stories of your night.-riding.”

“Is this turning your back on tempta-
tion?”

“The devil me temptation! That silver
Virgin, Spenser;

The eye of Lhz Night Hawk passed like a
caress over the bright image.

“That,” he said, “ was = the beginning”

He unbuckled his gun belt and tossed it
across to Kirk.

“The first four notches are
the silver Virgin, Mr. Kirk.”

Kirk drew out the long, shining revolver
and balanced it easily in his hand. The
weight was perfect; it seemed impossible
that a man could miss his shot with such a

¥ o G0t gle
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vespon. He spun the cylinder; the acion

"} onght the same thing,” said the
ight Hawk,  when I fst put my hand on

Rk, glancing up sharply, frowned.

1t was not the first time that his mind had

een read that afternoon. Yet he said noth-

ing and examined the bt of the revlver.
‘were no not

“Under the barel suggested the Night
Havk,

Kirk obediently ran his forefinger under
the barrel of the weapon and found a row of
Jitle notches filed slightly into the stecl.
‘They came in swift succession and he num-
bered them with a growing feeling which
was neither horror nor awe. Once more he
glanced up at the outlaw, but those cold,
blue eyes were raised to the roof of the cave
in pleasant meditation.

CHAPTER XXX
THE PONIARD OF PIOMBOTTI,
L HEN the Astecs were in their

their gods out of precious metals, and when
the Spaniards gave them a new creed they
retained their old habit whetever the con-
querors left them enough riches for the pur-
. The priests favored the habit of the
natives, because, in the long run, they were
the gainers. There was one of these nati
‘metal workers who such rare tal-
ents that his Spanish master sent him to
Spain wihen he was stl 3 by to stdy bis
crait there. back with a high
reputation and was almost immediately en-
gaged by an Indian prince of enormous
wealth and a new convert to the faith. *
His work was the siver Virgin you see
there. Vet the wealth of his master was
not sufficient for the completion of the In-
dian’s design. It furnished the precious
‘metals, but not all the jewels for the border
of the robe and left the eyes of the Virgin
blak hollows. Each of them, you se, s
‘with an enormous black diamon
“For half a dozen generations various
pious men and women of wealth gave great
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sums of maney for the completon of the
image, but finally the eyes were placed in
the forchead and the border desig of jewes

tion. The silver Virgin with her jewel eyes
and her halo and robe of gold was lost hope-
lessly in the ruins and it was not until a
very few years ago that a man of wealth
conducted a careful search for the lost and
almost forgotten treasure. It was found
after weeks of excavation; and it was
covered in the miraculous tale of prserva-
tion in which you now see it
“The party of the excavation started

back from the ruins, but the fame of the
discovery was already noised abroad, and
before they had journeyed many miles to-
ward the city of Mexico they were way-
laid by half a dozen Mexican bandits who

aiacked the caravan In the midde o day
and through their boldness escaped i
the slver Virgin and the loss of only two 5
their number.

“If you had been in the city of Mexico
at tha the you would bave besrd f the
daring mong others, it came to
the ear of a yn\mg ¢ Engisbman. He had
recently arrived in Mexico on his way from
India back to England, for he was com-
pleting his Oxford education through trav-
eling.He was naturally of an adventurous
disposition, and he decided to strike out
boldly through the mountains in search of
the bandits.
“He ﬁgurtd that they would never fear
the approach of one man, and for that very
reason he might be able to take  them by
suprise. 1t tumed out. exactly

ot & et s ot b
o hardships among mountains in which he
was almost an utter stranger.

broadcast.  He took them by surprise, shot
down two in the first attack, and forced
the remaining two to surrender.

“ He bound them securely hand and foot
and examined the treasure. It was—but
you see it before you, sir; and much as
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u may admire it, the Englishman ad-
mired it stll more, for he was by nature
a lover of the beautiful. From evening
until midnight he remained staring at the
treasure, turning it, examining every jewel
with a microscope, and every jewel was
perfect.  Finally he knew that he could
never part with the silver Virgin.

“So he went to the two bandits who
remained alive and he killed them both
while they slept. Then he took two of
their horses, one a sturdy brute which could
bear the weight of the silver Virgin, and
the other the finest specimen of horseflesh
he had ever seen—that black stalion, sir,

“And you met the

el Englishman,” finished
the Night Hawk. For after T had my
feet well started on the way I could not
draw back—as you will find.”

The emotion which was neither horror
nor awe rose again in William Kirk. He
found it to be envy—a great and soul-
filling envy. As if to flee from that feeling

he asked, and all the time he kept the re-
volver automatically directed toward the
outlaw.

A thousand,” said the Night Hawk. T

could keep you amused for a month. Those
golden bracelets in the form of twining w~

pents with emeralds for eyes, they ar
Tove token from the most beautiful ]ndun
girl that ever murmured soft
That litle iron box over there—it is flled
with nuggets and dust and a dozen men
have helped to fill it. This case here at
my left—yes, youl be interested in this.
On the whole, I think it's a greater treasure
than the silver Virgin—so great a treasure
that T always keep it covered.”

And so saying, he raised from the little

the most marvelous knife that the

eyes of Kirk had ever rested upon. It was
a poniard with a guard, a sort of stletio
except that the blade was triangular and
grooved and about eight inches in length.
The handle was scarcely two and a hali—
and such a handle! The knob on the end
which gave it weight and balance was an'
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enormous ruby; four great diamonds, each
Torthy of being pendant a the thrat of

a queen, faced the four sides where the
hiltjoined the top of the blade, and the
grip was roughened with priceless emer-
alds.

“ A dainty little weapon, eh?” smiled the
Night Hawk, and he balanced the poniard
deftly, resting the point on the nail of his
thumb. That point was drawn to a needle
fineness, and Kirk guessed that the slightest
jar would send the deadly little biade
through the thumb-nail and through  the
flesh of the finger below.

A toy for a king,” continued the Night
Hank, iad e sarvowed iy eyes e &
mmm regard the poniard,  with

- moreeve atached to
e Tolowers of
Italian. He had been in his time a great
maric and had distinguished bimself in 8
«dozen pitched battles until in the last of
these he was literally cut to pmxs and left
for dead on the field of battle. Afterward,
however, he recovered. His right arm had
10 be cut off at the shoulder and the left
arm was badly torn with wounds—so badly
that it was only possible for him to use
one violent motion, an overhand motion like
a pitcher throwing a baseball in your coun-
try, Mr. Kirk.

““ Now, Piombotti, for that was his name,
having accumulated much money during
his days of fighting, retired to & country
villa and spent his days trying to develop
his left arm, for he hoped to swing a sword
i I, e b gt am wa sow
less and not wean himself
from the Ihnughl ot bt

“He found, however, that he could use
his left arm in only this limited manner.
It was useless for anything except to throw
a knife. So Piombotti labored for hours
every day taking a knife by the point and
throwing it. He used a round-bladed
poniard so that he could hold it without
danger of cutting his fingers when he threw.
Finally he became so expert that he never
failed of his mark, and at length—this was
in the course of years of patient labor—he
could throw the poniard at a great distance
and with a perfectly miraculous accuracy.

“ Finally he was insulted by a neighbor,
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challenged the man to a duel in the lists,
and went to meet him clad in thin silks and
bearing his round-bladed poniard. The
other knight entered the lists in complete
armor—and armor in the sixteenth century
weighed close to a hundred pounds. He
7aS impreguatle. Those nea by thought
the one-armed man mad, but
on fighting the battle and finally urged Lhz
armored knight such terrific insults
{hat the knignt charged him with Jance at
rest. At this, Piombotti drew his poniard,
caught it by the point, and threw it. The
needlelike point pierced the open vizor of
the knight and drove through his eye to the
brain. He fell from the saddle dead.

“However, he had great connections,
and these persecuted Piombotti until he

o flee secretly from the country, leay-
ing all his behind him. He
took ship to Spain, won the sympathy of
Cortez for his singular accomplishment, and
for his strange history, and sailed with the
conqueror to Mexico. There he fought
through the wild battles which ended with
the destruction of Montezuma and his em-
pire. In every conflict Piombotti expos
imself recklessly, and every time he threw
‘his poniard it brought down a man. A hun-
dred times, T suppose, blood has spurted
over the length of this poniard, sir.

“ And Piombotti came to have an almost
superstitious regard for the weapon. Cor-
tex rewarded his followers for thel des,
and Piombotti came in for a large

n
him, and each time he added something to
the adornment of his poniard. Every one
of these emeralds—seel—means at least
one death; a score of lives, perhaps, went
10 the purchase of this big ruby—red, you

poniard 1 was more
interested in the story of Piombotti, I think,
than T was in the jewels. 1 used to

tise as he must have practised with it,
throwing it at & slab of soft wood; and
though I never attained a tithe of his ex-
pertness, still the poniard became in my
hands a pretty sure weapon. Ves, many
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an hour I've sat much like this, and taken

the poniard, much like this, between my
thumb and ‘my forefinger—using the left
botti did—and T
ilting it slowly back
is manner and fixing
my eyes on the mark—"

CHAPTER XXXI
THE THIRD STEP,

ILLIAM KIRK, his mind following
in careless interest every motion of
the outlaw, watched the dagger

sway back over the shoulder of the Night
Hawk, the point held firmly between the
thumb and forefinger of the bandit. And
then, with the last words of the man, he
saw a glint of diamond brilliancy come into
the eyes of Spenser and knew that he was
the mark—that the poniard was about to
fiy on a deadly errand at his throat.

Only that hint of a suspicion saved him.
At the very moment that he threw himself
to the side the poniard twitched over the
shoulder of the Englishman and whirled
in a glittering circle toward his throat. It
brushed past his ear; his movement had
been too sudden to allow the Night Hawk
to change his aim. The gun barked from
the hand of Kirk, and Spenser settled back
slowly against the rock wall.

‘The slayer rose to his feet, stupefied by

ja
sagged. He seemed to be laughing silently,
with expressionless, cold, blue eyes.

“You treacherous hound,” cried Kirk;
“1 ought to murder you in cold blood for
i e i, b

en he saw that the outlaw was
dead, o hat & . Inaghter which
transformed the face of the

“The e of death stopped s lhnughvs
a5 a finger may stop the telling pendulum
of a clock and still the voice of its ticking.
His wits wandering, he turned and saw the
‘gleam of the poniard like a red eye against
the wall. He plucked it out. The blade
had lodged in a bit of soft rock and the
perlectly tempered point was not broken
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by the impact of the blow. ~Still half sleep-
ing, his eyes wandered from jewel to jewel;
he turned again and stared full in the face
of the dead man. These were the jewels;
there was the price.

Then his pulse began with a fresh and
quickening momentum; the horror left
him. In his hand he held the price of a
‘hundred deaths; it was his by right of con-
quest, won in open fight. Matched against
the Night Hawk, victor in so many battles,

his eye had proved the quicker, his hand

more sure. A hot exultation went thilling

through him. He strode to the bandit and

grasped the man’s shoulder. It was limp,
e been

which had onc S0 powerful; the
Tameles feling of dead s tingled in His
finger-tips. suddenly Kirk felt like

rushing from the cave and galloping to
Kirby Creck and_shouting—not, “ The
Night Hawk is dead!” but simply—*T have
killed & mant”

Yes, that was the important fact. He
had killed a man. An instinct as old as the
days when man first fought for meat or a
mate was satisfied in him. In fact, he was
swept in spirit back to those days. The
bearded wild man who ranged the forest
with hisstone club and made his kil might
be different in many things from this
smooth-shaven giant; but the eye of the
primitive man and the eye of William Kirk
held the same expression. He had killed a
man; he had justified his existence.

And by the right of conquest all that
had belonged to Spenser was now the pos-
session of Kirk. His eye went proudly
from the silver Virgin to the row of jewels

. He had wealth of his
own, indeed, greater than all in the cave
of the robber; but his wealth belonged to
another man, another existence. For the
‘moment he reveled only in the gorgeous
property which he had achieved with &
single shot,
the black stallion and
patted the smooth, shining shoulder. The
borse lifted its head with & wisp of the
hay still bristling in its mouth, turned, and
nuzzled the shoulder of the new master in
complete

All was his—all! Of course, eventually,
he would bring the officers of the law to
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the cave and show them what he had done
and tum over to them all the treasure. All
except.the priceless poniard. That he had
certainly earned as a memento of his work.
He would turn it all over to the law except

The
a long while for its victim.
i o it 3 o longer. In the mean
time for a few days he could ride out here
often at night and take care of the black
charger. He could sit in the evening against
the rock where the deads Night Hawk now
lay and survey the jewels of the silver
Vigin and the poniard of Plombot. He
could retell the stories of Dave Spenser;
hem\l.ldumginzol.heru‘smﬁluchnt
the possessions. Yes, decidedly, the law
must wait.

In the mean time, the body of the ban-
dit must ‘be disposed of. He heaved the
inert bulk over his shoulder and strode
with his burden farther down the pasage.
The glimmer of the torches faintly il-
lumined s way. In pesing he rised ane
from its crevice and went the
light high above his ot
he passed a pool of water, looking as black
as ink by the torch-light. On the other
side of it the passage fescended, dropping
‘more and more swiftly, until the water from

ich ebbed over the edges of

from ledge to ledge of the tunnel.
At a considerable distance his foot rolled
on a pebble and flung him to his knees;
he dropped the torch in' his fall and
stretched out his left hand to break the
descent, but the hand plunged into a
vacuum and he crashed down on his breast,
his head overhanging nothingness.
torch was now spluttering out, but
he raised and twirled it until it flamed
brightly aghin; then he extended it over the
. Below him stretched a narrow pit,
walled by jagged rock. He could not see
to the bottom of the pit, but be heard the
far-off tinkling of water as the little stream

say
) would have precipitated him into the
e thought made his knees buckle be-
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neath him and he sat down until the blood
once more circulated freely. At least, this
ready-made grave for the Night
Hawk. He rose again, dragged the body of
Spenser 1o the edge, and sent it toppling
down into the blackness. There was an
appallingly long pause; then the loud, dis-
tant splash of the bewey form eto the
waters of the pool be

With a cerai iddiness making his head
spin, he stumbled back up the tunnel to
the wider space which the outlaw had used
as his cave. Compared with the rough
pesage and the pit which ended it, every-
we was like a welcoming,
hmxlur face. to Kirk. It was a home-

By ths tm the greaterpart of the night
was gone, and hewprepared to start back to
Kirby Creek. It was not easy to leave the
Tiches of the cave. He decided to take
what e could conveniently dispose ahout
him, and he selected the rich poniard of
botti, the revolver of the Night Hawk
with dts telltale notches and its matchless
balance and action, and a handful of broad
box beneath the figure

He came within an
ace of prying from' their setting some of
the larger jewels with which the Virgin
was bedecked, but he shrank from this at
the lastemoment as from a sacrilege.

Laden with his spoi, he started down

e. The black stallion whinnied
e i s he tslled bk i 3 low vteed
adieu.

At the mouth of the tunnel he found
his borse standing with head high facing the
east, for the dawn had made its first faint
beginning, and the mountains rose imp:
sively tall and rough and black, every
Indentaton diioctly outized, Once in the
saddle he set a brisk pace back through the
crisp, cool air of the morning. Not that he

awake,
but his present mood brooked no slownese
of action.

i than he had
ever He felt like a man
who has spent many days climbing a range
of mountains until at last he stands on the
summit and looking down on all sides he
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sces the crests which he has surmounted
one by one, each  great attainment at the
time, but now dwindling into insignificance.
And as the man on the great mountain
fecls that he can survey half the world at
a glance, so William Kirk felt that life lay
at his feet.

It was still semidark when he entered
the mining district of the lower ravine, but
already the miners were up. A hundred
camp-fires showed dull red along the slopes;
he caught the voices of men hallooing to
cach other. Now and again he caught the
clangor of picks being sharpened; the
world was awakening to the business of the
day. He heard that growing sound with
the ear of a master. All this valley had
paid. rcgu.\lr tribute to the Night Hawk,
and now perhaps—

Here he stpped his thosghts sheuply

ed his horse viciously. Neverthe-

\m, the thrill of the uncompleted surmise

remained with him. He was thesheir of all

the Night Hawk’s wealth, Why not the

heire of his tribute also? These were the

laborers of the day. He was the lord of

the night and could Barvest what athers

wed with pain. After all, was not might

nght? From the beginning of time it had

e o;  the end of tme It shoud con-
tinue; he began to sing softly. He

made the thind step back fth the prime

tive.

CHAPTER XXXIL
THE TRAIL OF THE NIGHT HAWK.

'HE minutes rolled into hours, and still
The e
e the occasional slow lifting of
the slendec hand of Clung andl the soumd
of the crisp rustling of the falling leaf.
Behind and above him grinned the idol
with broad jowl and narrow forehead, and
lecring expression as if he were looking
over the shoulder of Clung and mocking
the contents of his book.

Tt was a very ancient Chinese volume,
the characters large and exceedingly black
in neat columns, and the parchment leaves
turning 3 delghful yellow at the sdgs. So

Tung read o, and.at every liftng of his
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band the loose silken sleeve fell back and
exposed the girlish frailty of his wrist and
foream.

ength the door gong sounded, and
Clung lfed his head sy, From behind
the screen stepped the vast bulk of his
Mongol servant, and Clung shook his head.
In reply the servant bowed with such
massive solemnity that there was almost a
creaking of his joints and back
behind the screen. He returned again aiter
a brief pause and called the attention of
his master with a peculiar low sound like
the whining of a puppy.

“It s a white man,” he said in Chinese,
“ who says that his name is Marshal Clau:
son, and he will not go from the door, but
says that he will break the head of Yo
Chai's servant if T do not let him in.”

Clung rose and slipped his thin hands
into the sleeves of his robe.

o ¥o Claly servnt s  pig and the

a pig,” he said calmly.  His brain

P i e i iy

id know that Marshal Clauson is the

father of Yo Chai. And who is the son
who will not receive his father?”

The servant vanished with a grunt of
haste and in a moment Marshal Clauson
stood at the opening of the screen. There
was a succession of dim clicks behind him.

“What the hell’s the idea?” exploded

the marshal. * Is that squint-eyed Oriental
locking me in?”
My servant “is closin

ant; ng,
e doors 30 hak Yo Ch "nay be lone
Vb e e e

“Hem!” rumbled the marshal. If you
et my rend, Clung, T4 aid ti oot
1t looks spooky to me; something |
‘hop-joint.”

He sank onto a divan so low that his
legs thrust out far before him and accen-
tuated the size of the marshal's stomach.
In this position he pushed his hat far back
from his forehead and wiped off the sweat,
for it was a hot night.

And who," said he, pointing to_the
ol who 3 your fat friend, Clung:

Clung faced about and bowed il
he ido unti the tasel of hi hat brushed
the floor and his pigtail slapped on the
‘boards.




"' He faced Clauson, saying: * He is the
reatest of the gt - »

“Well,” , grinning, “ T
‘dunno who you're Inughm ll, Chmg, me
or the damn idol; but either way it's bad

icine.”

He broke off and looked leisurely around
the apartment. His eyes gleamed with ap-

probation.

“When a Chink puts on style,” he said,

“he don't spare the coin. ain't no

Ty of doubing that. Why, Cus, f you
a decent chair to sit on, and a table

on m wall, T wouldn't mind stablin’ here

T bring you everything you wish,”
sid Clung, a0 i tha e tapped & -
ber of times on his gong, in a sort of tele-
graphic code.

The sound scarcely died away before a
withered little Chinaman entered at a sort
of dog-trot and arranged on an ebony table
at the side of Marshal Clauson a tall bottle
of rye whisky, flanked with seltzer, water,

and glasses.
“1f 1 drink some of this,” grinned the
‘marshal, “T won't be thinkin’ of your fur-
niture, Clung?”
“It is red magic,” said Clung, pouring
 drink and bolding i o the maral.
deeply, and

“how in the name of saints did
llqum like that come to Kirby Creek?”
filled his visitor's second glass.
“ Cl\mg brought it,” he said, “ for he

hoped that Marshal Clauson would visit
bim.”
“ Clung,” grinned the marshal, “ 1 like

lyin’. Here’s kind
And he downed the omidable dink 3t

a gulp.

“ How's business? Robbing the miners,
Clung?”

“At first,” said Clung, “ 1 made much
money, but now for four days—ive days—
1 have lost steadily and much. There is
one man who wins it all at roulette. His
®ame is William Kirk.”
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& Him!" nl” grunted Clavson, * Thiat swine
still

e l.l'rlys wins,” said Clung unemo-

that 'd do what e done 16 you is 3 oyote

in a man's skin.
“l_:mm:ymuhmg"sudcnmdep

recatingly.

The marshal raised an argumentative

forefinger.

“It don't take more 'n one thing to show
insides. You can

ww this swine is up here

E
“ For what?”
‘The head of Clung tilted back and he
iled.

“ Clung waits until William Kirk leaves
the roulette wheel and comes to play at
Clung’s table.”

‘The marshal grunted his admiration.

“ And then?” he asked.

Clung waved his almost transparently
frail hand.

“It will be very pleasant,” he said, and
smiled sgan

Pleasant?” bellowed the marshal with
great enthusiasm. It 'l be a slaughter,
It a0d T4 give an eye 10 sée you trim

He grew more sober.

“But T got to get down to business,
Cumg. Firs, live you go ime  belp
me out on &

“The time of Clung is the time of his
father.”

 Thatsounds god to me. Now, Clu,
ymm card a pile about the Night Hi
yich some thnk s 8 gt mamed Deve

, without anybody having seen his
face?”

* Clung has heard.”
 Kirby Creek is in my district, and I've
g0t 10 stop the Night Hawk or I'm through.
et straight. 1 lost a pile of rep when
you got away from me. I'm losing more
every day this Night Hawk keeps on op-
ating. Clung, you're handy to this spot.
All T ask is for you to keep them eyes of
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yours open, and when you get any dope
Slip it on to me. Il come up from Morti-
wmer and try my hand with the Night Hawk.
When the shooting party comes maybe
Yonud ot along with me.. T rather have
you than any man that ever packed a six-
un”

“Clung will be all eyes.
ago he followed a man
Night Havwk, and the man disappeared i
Clung will follow him again.”

“ That,” sighed the marshal, “ is simple
and to the point, and I wouldn't be in the
Night Hawk’s boots for all the gold in
Kirby Creek. One more little talk with
your red magic, Clung "—here he poured
‘and swallowed ‘2 prodigious drink—* and
Tm on my way

e puted out his whiskérs like a panting

A litdle time
as the

@ l'll be thinkin’ of you often, Clung,

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don't
that you will get the continuation of thi
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and Tl be dreaming of your liquor, too.
S'long.”

“ Good-by,” said Clung, and he attended
his guest to the door.

“Ch'u men chien hsi)” he said.

“ Whatever that means,” grinned the
marshal from the door-step, * the same
you, and a million dollars in luck, my lad.”

“’And is there any trail of the Night
Hawicto follow?” asked Clung

e pac
{ndersdeof the bare. The cther s thet
he lifted about a thousand dollars in
s rom Buck Lawson, and old Buck had
marked every one of the coins with a little
knife cut on the tail side of the coin. If
one of them marked coins comes across
Yo tais, Clung you can koo that
raight from the Night Hawk.”
And he vanished into the night.
get this magazine ted weekly, and
tory without waiting a month.

AYLORD MOORE felt generally
abashed, supremely out of place, i
ritably warm. He hadn't been inside

of a church for seven years. Accordingly,

his was the sensation of  boy caught rifiing
the family cookie jar.

Because of this religious delinquency, the
Southern department store operator was ab-
sy sre that the eyes of every church

in the congregation were focussed
loc\umgly on the back of his neck, just
above the collar rim. There a spot burned
feverishly red, shooting facets of color into

s face.

c Google

With one hand he grasped gingerly the
coner of a hymn book, which he was shar-
ing with the consistently proper sister of
Bill Breen, house salesman for Ivetson and
Sundbein, rennant wholeslrs.
e Breens were directly responsible for
s thont pew position. As their guest he
had submitted tamely. When Mrs. Breen
had suggested evening service there was a
high note of finality-in her voice. And
among other things Moore had noticed that
when Mrs. Breen suggested there was im-
‘mediate concurrence.
Bobby Breen, four, also warm, but more
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spie of bim, vy didah he cone-ack
here to report;

 Perhaps A

“But he was told not to let him get out
of the building. There's nothing for me to
do, I suppose, but wait here.”

Evan waited in the librarian’s office until
aiter lunch, but Charley neither came back
nor sent any word. By the end of that time
Evan, divided between anger and anxiety,
was in a fever. He decided to make a trip
‘home.

By the time he reached Washington
Square anxiety had the upper hand. The
gang must have got the better of Charley,
he told himself, or he would have had some
word.

Evan had had experience of the desperate
lengths to which they were prepared to go.
Would they now put their final threat into
execution wpon his hapless friend? Evan
blamed himself bitterly for having sent
Charley into danger.

“If T do not hear from him during the
afternoon, Il send out a general alarm at
e headquarters,” he thought.

pencd the door of 454, Miss
5m, accoring to her custom, stack her
head out into the hall.

X soppcee o have't e M Straik-
er,” said Evan.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don't
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“ Yes T have,” she answered. * He came
o about lun e
“What!” said Evan staring.
“He came in and packed his trunk and

took it away in a taxicab. Said he was
going away for a few days. Wouldn't tell
me where he was going.

““Seemed funny 10 me he wanted his
trunk if it was only a few days, but of
course 1 couldn't object, for his rent is paid
up and he left his furniture anyway, though
that wouldn't bring much.

“1 will say he acted funny, though, to an
old friend Iike me. Wouldn't give me any
information.

Evan stared at the woman as if he
thought she had suddenly lost her mind.
Then without a word he ran up the three
flights of stairs.

A glance in Charley’s rdom confirmed
what she had told him. Things were
thrown about in the wildest confusion. But
all Charley’s clothes were as well as
all the personal belongings that he treasured.

never gave a thought to the five
thousand dollars; what cut him to the quick
was the siggestion that his friend b
trayed him. There is nothing bitterer.

“1 needn’t have so0 amxious about

7 he thought grinly. “ This s more
llke treachery!”

rget this magazine is issued w-ddy, and

be-

that you will get the continuation of e story without waiting a month,
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[25T iehta bird
‘Hung |
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TERNITY
PSON RICH
flew through the ball,

like a shadow on the wall

One moment—and was gone.

Swit as a bird is I
Swift as the turning

As summer comes, so

ove to pass,
g of the grass.

so summer goes,
Nor heeds the petals of the rose—
All crimson on the lawn.

Then come, why thiok of days to be?
To-day is our eterity.
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CHAPTER XXXIIL
DRUNK.

IISTEN," said John Sampson, and held

wp & waming forefinger.
Then from the next rooin there
came a thrilling voice:
“What made the ball 5o fine?

Robin Adair;
What made the assembly shine?
Robin Adair!”

“She's up at last,” commented Kirk.
«Well, iso't it time? Near noon, Samp-
son.”"

“Time!” grunted the financier in dis-
gust. * Kirk, there isn't an eye left to
you, no, nor an earl D'you ever hear of a
girl waking up at noon and starting to
sing?”

<Why,” said Kirk, “ Winifred always
had a cheerful disposition.

 Until she started on the trail of Clung,”

“T don't follow you.”
«Kirk, you're a total loss.”

ik,
Powind

«The devil you are! Sorry for nothing
these days. You go about with your head
in the air and fire in your eyes like a man
about to make a million dollars. What do
you do with yourself? Still spending your
time in Yo Chai's house?”

“Part of it,” said Kirk, non-committally.

“1In fact,” said the gloomy millionaire,
“ you act so much like Winifred that some-
times T think there’s a secret between you.
Out with it, Kirk! What's the secret?

‘The big man started and eyed the other
carefully for a moment. Then, convinced
that there was no covert suggestion in the
remark, he answered: “No secret. None
between us, at least. You've grown suspi:
cious, Sampson. This Clung busines
ling on your nerves.”
“Tve lost twenty
“ because of

pounds,”  groane
Sampson, damned man-
killer. You came down here to help me.
Why the devil don’t you do it?"

“Tell me where to start,” suggested

“If T knew where to start for him,”
sponded the other, “ I'd send a posse
not one man.”

His manner changed; the father came
into his voice as he laid a hand on the
shoulder of Kirk and went on: “As a
matter of fact, I'm seriously worri

T need your help.”

“You can count on me to the limit.”

“I know I can, 1 know I can, my lad.
and there’s a lot of comfort in the thought.
1 always prized you, Kirk, in a good many
ways—but sincé you've come South this
time you seem much more of a prize than
before. You seem more alert—stronger-
keener—more of a man; you seem, in
word, to have come into your own!”

“1 think,” said Kirk softly, and his eyes
smiled rather grimly into the distance,
“that you're right.””

“ Enough of that,” went on Sampson.
My trouble just now is less with Clung
than with Winifred herself. Listen! You'd
think the girl were in love! That phrase,
there! Gad! she could bring down & New
York audience with singing like that!"

re-
and

, Kirk,

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for April 10.
5
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She could,” nodded Kirk. * She's dev-
ilish rare in more ways than one, sir”

“ Just what do you mean by that?"

“Why, nothing.”

“Here's my point, Rirk. You know
how little she’s said about Clung the last
few days—ever since we reached Kirby
Creek, in fact?”

“Yes. But she’s found something else
to think about.”

“You don't know her, lad. She’s a veri-
table bulldog for hanging on to an idea.
Nothing but death will part her from
‘something she wants. Haven't I raised her,
confound it? Well, Kirk, I've wondered at
the way she allowed Clung to lapse, an
Tve watched her closely for the last few
days, and last night after she'd gone to bed
1 sat up for a time thinking. Finally T de-
cided to confront her pointblank with a
question. 1 went to her door and knocked.
Gad, man, what do you think happened?”

“There was no answer,” nodded Kirk.

Sampson started violently.

“By the Lord,” he cried, “ you and she
are playing some sort of a midnight game
together!  You're right, there was no an-
we, e when I opend ber door and went
in T found the room empty anc
no sign of Winifred. The bed had not b:(n
touched.  Kirk, what's the meaning of

1 think T can tell you—in a way.”

“What do you mean, ‘in a way'?”

 Just this. The first night we came here
you remember we came back pretty late
after going down to Yo Chais gaming
house and wl:n\g the shooting scrape?”

“ Exact] ‘The same night you went
back and phyed the wheel. That's what

you on this gambling, Kirk.”

T wasn't the anty one who went back
1o Kirby Creek that night.”

“ Winifred!” gasped Sampson.

“ Exactly. She left the house just before
1 did. T saw her horse disappear; before
T enid ge. mine aut sad follow ber she

disappeared toward the town. 1 rode

Yot e Chae place, but she wasn't
there. T stayed a while to play the wheel,
you know, and on my way back I saw Wini-
fred come ot of  huse and climb on ber

ouiezs v Google
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“Come out of a house?” repeated
Sampson, white of face.
“Exactlyl 1 rode up to her. But she

turned her horse and galloped like mad up
the valley. ~She beat me home.”

“ And you said nothing about it to me?”*
asked Sampson hoarsely.

“If she had wished you to know it,
she would have told you,” said Kirk coldly.

“I waited for her to speak.”

= Coll resied the ekler ‘o 41
straightened to his fee

Ho st down sz with 8 thump, and his
eyes remained mutely fixed upon Kirk.

“You think—" he whispered.

“I think nothing” said Kirk, and
shrugged his shoulders. “But the house
she came out of that night was Yo Chai's,
Perhaps Clung was inside it.”

“Damn_him!™

“It's only a guess.”

“It must be right,” groaned Sampson,
“and now she knows everything about
Clung—knows he’s white—knows—"

He stopped and blinked his eyes.

“Kirk, I'm in hell!

“Nonsense,” said the younger man, and
he frowned. “T'd trust Winifred to the
end of the earth. If I thought—""

“If you thought Clung was in Yo Chai’s

shot from behind a door, eh? T suppose you
would, Kirk. That’s your way. But I
know that Winifred has been at Yo Chai's
house every night for this week or more and
shes been seeing some one there who—"

He looked to Kirk for help, but the
other was blank.

“Don't you see?” suggested Kirk. * She
likes to o strange things. She’s gone se-
cretly to see Clung because hes an out of
the way sort? That's all there is to it; and
she doesn't dream that he’s white. 1f she
did, don't you that she'd run to
you to tell it? What keeps her from

ing to you now is because she knows
you're only interested on the surface in a
half-breed outlaw.” :

“I follow her tonight,” said Samp-
son, burriedly. “Tl follow her to-night,
if she goes out, and if she goes into the
house of Yo Chai—"

UNIV
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“ Well?"
“ Then Gnd hzlp me!”
«Baht”

ime I'm goi
Clung—if Yo Chai really has him in shel-
ter.”

“How?"

“Well, you know that I've been playing
the machines in Yo Chai's place?”

“ Yes, and beating them with fool, blind
I

luck.”
“And to-night I'm going down with a
mule load of gold and play old Yo Chai
imself. I'm going to break him, and ater
he's broke, Il offer him all his money back
if he'll tell me what he knows of Clung.”

“And if e tells you?”

“TIl take Clung and serve him a hand-
some horsewhipping and send him out of the
country. The puppy needs a lesson for
playiag abont with Wisfre fn (st

“The elder man searched the fce of Kirk
with the beginning of a sarcastic smile
which gradually died away.

" he muttered at length,
“T almost believe that you're man enough
And then Winifred? You're my
last hope with her, Billy!”

“ When the time comes,”
Iy, “I'll go to her and take her.

“ Take —Winifred?"” gasped the financier,

k calm-

harshly, * she prom-
s ey

“ Are you drunk, Billy?" asked the other

thundered Kirk suddenly.
*Yes, T am drunk!”

He threw his great arms above his head
in a gesture of exultation.

“Drunk with life, Sampson, and drunk
with living. I've crept out of the litle rat-
hole I used to call the world, and now I'm
seeing things as they really are. Drunk?
17 this is drunkenness T hope to God I'm
never sober. Winifred? Bah! What is she
but a woman-—a pretty girl. When I want
her, Sampson, Il come and take her!”

“There will be a fine little war over
this,” answered Sampson. 1 suppose [
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ought to be inftaed o bess you wlk of
y, duughter like i, but Im not. 1t
Tatber pletses me in a way to think of the
little tyrant finding a master. But, gad,
, what a war therell be when you
come to her like this!”

He chuckled at the thought,

“D'you think s0?" asked Kirk carclessly.
“Not a b, sir, not  bit. We've handied
our women 100 gently. What they need is
a master who'll show ’em their right place
—and that place is at the foot of the table.

S-long”
“ Wait!” called Sampson, and he trotted

up to the side of the big man. *I've got a
mg;m you.”
“« Masian Kirk. “ To-day lm

arled
bnsy. Tm going domn now to b
Chail”

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE L0AD OF GOLD.

1S broad shoulders bulked in the

door, blocking it from side o side,

and then he swung down the path

to the stable. In a few moments he was

trotting down the road to Kirby Creek

a pack mule behind him. 1t was

a small pack, but a weighty one, for it

contained in gold all the tens of thousands

of dollars which Kirk had won from the
gaming house of Yo Chai.

In the street of the mining town many
men knew him, for he had grown the most
conspicuous figure in the gaming house of
Yo Chai, They shouted their salutations
and he waved a hand back at them. A
tipsy miner stopped him and proffered &
drink from a flask. Kirk accepted and half
drained the flask at a single swallow.

“Where you bound?” asked the miner,
who was t0o drunk to recognize the lucky

gambler.
*Bound for Yo Chais,” said Kirk, * with
a mule-load of gold. I'm going to break
him.”
It was 100 spectacular an announcement
10 be overlooked. Rumor took up the tale
with her thousand tongues, and the tongues.
of rumor in Kirby Creek did not whisper.
‘They shouted aloud and men heard the an-
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‘nouncement with a joyous cheér. This was
i Some _of them

¥
Al of them bad heard the tale. Now they
facked o ot the Dhiommms et his.”
ey pracned scrom he sret . fmat of

lellnm Kirk like the vanguard of
vancing army. And Kirk, i il shirt
e ot the throat, his face darkened with

the unshaven growth of two days, cheered
them on, and they cheered him to the echo

in return.

Into the doors of Yo Chai's place the
host poured.  Kirk dismounted at the en-
trance, tethered his horse, and strode on
through the doors, leading the pack-mule
straight to the center of the saming house.

e place was in riotous tumult. From

every table the players stood up, staring
at the strange host of invaders, and finally

street now went forward like a herald. In-
. stead of a baton he carried his nearly empty

whisky flask. Climbing onto the dais at

which Yo Chai sat, he flourished the flask.

‘around his head and brought it down on the

table; it crashed in  million splinters of

shivering glass, and the gamblers at this
central-place shrank back from the deadly
shower.

“Get up!” yelled the drunkard. “Get
up and let a gen’Imun with a mule-load of
£old play agin’ the damn’ Chink!”

‘They rose willingly enough and tumned to
at Kirk, who stood with his mule
bebind bim wagging fn kg e, Clung

also, and smiled on the drunkard;
undzrlhlluldrm.!l the(lxm(solwhﬂy
receded suddenly from the fellow’s mind.

“Get off the platform,” said Clung
gently.

“Diyou think,” yelled the miner, * that
any damn’ Chinaman this side of hell can
‘make me take water?”

‘The smile persisted on the face of Clung
and his head was tilting back.

" Quick!"” he said.

The miner staggered backward, keeping
his eyes, s if fascinated, on the face of the
proprietor. He tripped on the edge of the
piatiorm and tumbled headiong to the fioor,
raising a shout of joy from the crowd.
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“ Take him,” said Clung.
Two servants grasped him by either arm
and dragged him from v.he place. The hub-

bub rose to an infer
volee of Clung et like & knife, ot Toudly,
but with a sharp, metallic sound distinct
e hoarse roaring of many throats.

T Slence! he calls

He repeated it once more, and the con-
fusion died away, falling to a hum in the
farther comers.

“ Yo Chai,” said Gung mmlngM smile
upon_ Kirk, " has for you.
Name your game.”

Kirk stepped onto the dais, laughing.

For a game chap,” he said to Yo Chai,
 you rank with the best, and I hate to do it.
But a gambler takes his chances. And be-
cause of that 'm going to break you, Yo.”

“ This,” said Clung, “is pleasant talk to
Yo Chai. What is the game?”

“ Something quick,” answered Kirk.
“ Stud-poker, eh?”

“You can pick your dealer,” said Clung,
and waved toward the crowd.

Kirk chose at random from the faces
mearest him, and he selected a small man
with white hair and beard and wrinkling
eyes that shone with honesty. They settled
at once around the table. So the game be-

gan.
As for the rest of the house, there was not
a single table in action. Every one stood
and waited. A self-clected talesman
mounted the dais where b coud command
a view of the game and proceeded 1o en-
lighten the listening crowd in a voice of
thunder: *“ Ace o Yo Chai, seven of spades
jack of hearts to Yo, king of clubs
to Kirk, etc.” -
And people heered when Kirk won and
when he lost
‘Which was not D[Im He won the first
three hands in a row and the table in front
of him was piled high with chips, for the
betting ran a rundred dollars-at a clip. It
was worthy of Monte Carlo at its reckless
best. The fourth hand Yo Chai won. The
fifth hand Kirk wagered a thousand on a
pair of sevens, was called by Yo Chai, and
won over a pair of fours. The who

it wild.
Manifestly there was little of skill in
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u



88

this. 1t seemed the point of honor for each
‘man to take the bet of the other, no matter
how high the bet might be placed. It was
gambling raised to the nth power; it satis-
ied even the hardened heart of the South-
west
The spectators began to pool their money
and gamble recklessly on the side, for the
high stakes of the central table set the pace.
Gold gleamed and rang on all sides,
changed hands as the voice of the stentorian
announcer boomed out the results. The
gold on the back of Kirk's mule had not
been touched, and the chips before him
were stacked high.

Already the spectators were beginning to
imagine what the place would be in the
hands of the new owner. He would be hard
to beat, they all agreed. And they waited
breathiessly for the time when Yo Chai
should rise with his head tilting back and

i “ Gentlemen, the

A red-letter day even among the sensa-
tions of Kirby Creek. Something to be
remembered. A dozen men lined the bar
drinking the luck and health of Kirk.
Ev ’s voice and hand was against
Chink.”

entered  the
leaving the heart of Kirk.
unshakable calm of Yo Chai

ning could never drain. Then,
Tl hat the hait mile on the Tps of the
seeming Oriental was a continual mockery.
Perhaps Yo Chai had a reason for consent-
ing to this game. He wondered if all his
successes had been purposely planned so
that he would be led on and on until he

began to lose, and then he would give
doubly all that he had taken.

Surely there must be some trickery in the
business, hidden from sight. How el
could any mortal man, Occidental o Orien-
tal, sit there so calmly and see good dollars
depart by the thousands. He began to hate
Yo Chai; he began to wait for the turn-
ing of the game.
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‘Then he ‘wished that he had not chosen
this day for the game. Then that he had
not brought so much money to wager.
‘Then that he had not brought more. He
decided to cash in the chips that were be-
fore him, and was on the very point of doing
it and tuning away, when he remembered
the breathless crowd which waited for his
vietry. He coud et leave.  He tarned
is chair and saw on every side scores of
bunung eyes fastened upou him, waiting,
waiting. They burned their way into his
beain. He called for a drink.
“Ttis waiting beside you,” said Yo Chai.
“ You knew 1'd drink?” thundered Kirk,

drunk or sober? Thell with you and your
crooked plans

e e the g from the ray which
the patient Chinese servant held, tossed off
his drink and turned to wlgu' a thousand
on the hand. He lost.

‘The chill of that loss counterbalanced the .
flushing heat of the whisky. He decided to
play u\mousl) With care be cid 30
busband hi hen the house
closed that m,m he wml.ld S0 save 3 com.
fortable margin. now on he would
ot vager bigh anyibing lower han three

kind.

But once more he remembered the hun-
gry, waiting eyes of the crowd. He dared
not start a conservative game after that
wild, spectacular opening. From the tray
beside him he raised another glass.

After that there came a time when he
played automatically, scarcely
what be di
saying:

And the soft. rejoinder of Yo Chai:
“With what,

He kcked o w.m astart from his trance.
The chips had in front of him.
They were p||ed now before Yo Chai.

p the mule!” he shouted to the

knowing

crowd.

L And vhen thelpke was 1od i e

ed open one of the and

dﬂgg«l out a ponderous canvas sack, chim-

ing as he jounced it down on the table.

“The whole house rang wih the cheer ofthe
crowd.
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And as if that cheer had brought him
luck, he began to win again until half the
pile of chips bad drifted back to his side
. He drank again, and ordered
drinks for every one in the house. And
there were hundreds. Another cheer for
Kirk, but this time he lost.

vy wagers in a row.

A heavy, sullen anger possessed him, and
with it a certainty that he would lose. He
felt, also, that if he could break away from

for a moment he would

change the luck of the game. Now he knew

that it was the eye of Yo Chai , in-

e, which wae breaklog L it and
making him play stupidly.

“I'm cramped from sitting down so
long,” he said.
going over to the

Tt s good,” nodded Yo Chai, and smiled
eacouragement.

He wanted to take that yellow throat
and crush it. It would not be hard to do;
hardly the work of a moment.

CHAPTER XXXV,
A PLEASANT EVENING.

'HEN he turned from the dais and
glanced over the heads of the
crowd toward the doors he was

astonished to see that it was already dark;
yet the crowd still hung about the place,
aiting.  Assuredly they wished him well,
but it seemed as if his mind was breaking
under the burden of their anxiety. There
was a dull ache above his eyes as he turned
toward the

They accepted the recess in the game with
approbation and fresh rounds of drinks.
‘They literally fought their way to get close
the gambler as he walked toward the
bar, u\d he had to lean forward and shoul-
der his way through them in a manner that
reminded him of his football days. A thou-
ishes rang at his ear, but he
s, and & chance

I'm illr\'ed
dozen_ hands reached to supply his
wants and there were clamors to learn how
much he had lost. He did not know that
himself, and he shrugged the questions away
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with carefully assumed indifference and set

of its interest was now worn away. Finally
he heard a voice near him, at the bar,
lowered in the way that proclaims some-
'.bin‘ of Vlul interest.

er man said in surprise:  That
ll(de ld chap? ™ And be pointed.

fellow of about fifty, evidently as hard as
tanned leather. He made his way unob-
trsively hrough the crowd, which gave

the first speaker beside
Kirk, ¢ uuu Ctarlc Morgan hinselt.”
" personal,” mused the other
o the two, - hrdnnlhokmur_h tome.”

“He don't,” agreed the first man, “ but
1% s it e gun and knock over a
rabbit at twenty yards. That’s straight.
They's a lot of talk about these fast gun-
fighters that fan a gun, but outside of Char-
lie Morgan 1 ain't never seen it done.”

“ And him you've seen do it ogce?” sug-
gested the other, scornfully.

“A dozen times, I tell you. I was out
with him trappin’. Maybe there’s some
that's faster on the draw than old Charlie,
but there ain't none surer, and I bet twice
on' the sure shooter for once on the feller
that makes a snappy draw and can't hit
the side of a bam when he gets his iron

o
“So he's going out after the Night
Hawk?” queried the other.

‘ou don't have to talk low. Chalie
wants the whel of Kirby Creek to know
. He's going right down the ravine to-
night with his pack-mule and hes going
to have a bit of dust in the pack. He
wants the Night Hawk to know he's com-
ing, and he swears he'll get Dave Spenser's
hide to-night. You see, ‘ Happy ' Lynch
was Charlie’s partner, and when Charlie
heard that Happy d been bumped off by
Spenser, it made him so riled he couldn’t
sleep of nights. So he come up here to bag
ight Havl
Here's wishin' him luck,” said the
other, * but 1 got my doubts.”
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1 st g et st
ight might down him
oo b, ot tht wit the Night

«or

':m a
ot and T bk o i Chae Morgan.”
“ What time’s he go up the valley? I'd
to see him start.”
“ Says hes going at moonrise. 1 dunno
]sl when that "Il be.” «
“ Seems

patience waitin’ for you, partner.

Kirk turned and went back to the table.
The mouthiul of food had strengthened
him; the drink seemed to have cleared his
brain, and as he settled into his chair at the
table it seemed to him that he could break
Yo Chai through the sheer force of physical
strength and superior size.

He started 2gain with the old reckless-
ness, but it was as if his brief absence had
broken his power over the cards.
losing now two hands out of three. He
cmptied one of the mule’s hampers. He
began on the other.

In’spite of himself the mental stupor re-
tomed, th feclng tha be ws being byp-
‘notized

e
occasional drinks he took, instead nmuxxng
his brain, were like oil on the fire. Half
the time he sat with his attention fixed on

was sure must be buricd up the sleeve of
e Chinaman. But there was nevér the
least flickering of cardboard there to give
an excuse for the gun-play. He lifted the

Jast sack of gold from the hamper; it
Jowed the course of the rest; he was broke.
And all that he had won from Yo Chai had
flowed back to the gaming house. He rose,
smile. One must lose at

golden lining for you. And here’s thanking
you for a pleasant evening.”

There was a lttle hum of approval, al-
most stern, from the byslandm Clung
rose_and bowed deeply.

“Tt is true,” he said, “ but it is not the
last.”
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asked Kirk sharply.
will come again to Yo Chai,” said
Clun  for the ck may run ‘another way.

It is iike water. 1t cannot alvays r\m up-
hill.

: N

Ao he made « il silog gesane o

again, an

still again. 'l'lrmghx there was & ume

Yo Chai had only ten chips—ten piec

gold—one hundred dollars—that was nll o
“ By God,” groaned Kirk, “ did I come

as close as that?’

* the bun or Yo

any 1
“1 beeve” trowned Kink, © that » you're
‘mocking me, you old scoundrel, but T
coming back, Yo Chai, and Il bring et
money the next time—a check-book, Yo.”
“1t is very good,” s(gh:d Clung, * your
another

e g in you,”
mused Kirk, bul Tll think it out some
other time.  Adios.”

He tumed and strode from the room.
There were men who stopped him, who
clapped him on thé shoulder, and every
touch went through his heart like a bullet.
He bad bem baun and the thought kept

2 e sewemtc sifle
smduy for his well wub: the
Trande i the shadow of R heart T the

his face. Already they were flowing back
to the games around the tables. He saw
Yo Chai standing ut the central table wel-
f players in the usual

drawpoker He bad beco the sensation of
half a day and already he was forgotten.
Besten, and by 3 ydlow ~faced Chinaman!
He thought of old John Sampson and
the quietly superior it ith hn the o4

* man would greet the news of bis bad luck.

‘wished for the moment in his blind rage that
bumanity had only one neck. Grinding his
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past the outskirts of the town when a grow-
ing light to the East drew his head to the
it i rising moon.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
CHARLIE MORGAN.

ND though the valley in the daytime
Aswnrmcd with a thousand laborers, in
‘the moonlight it showed only a blank
and sandy waste. The little huts scattered
everywhere showed not at all, or only as
blacker spots against the gray background;
the hum and faint clangor of iron against
rock had died away, the silence of night was.
complete. And by that light all uum
were magnified. The mountains
{aller, rougher, blacker. So black that by
contrast with them the dull sky overhead
took on a shade of mysterious blue.

‘This in tum changed, for as the moon
rose the stars went out by myriads, I
camp fires of a great army, extinguished at
a signal. The dull sky was now a metallic
gray and from the mountains thick shadows
swung out and across the ravines.

Even at night there was no peace among
those mountains. The eye of William Kirk

the sky like spear-points;
they seemed possessed of motion, resless-
ness, sullen change. They were a revolt
against eternal order; they nodded their

a menace, and
they roused a fellow feeling in the heart of
Kirk.

He, also, needed action, sudden and
strong and terrible, to pacify the sullen
fire within him. He wanted to destroy,
overthrow. For he stood at the end of
his third stride in the primitive. That
night he had been baffled and beaten in the
gaming house of Yo Chai, and since he could
not wreak his hate on the gambler he cast
about for another object which he could
seize and crumble, It was the rising of the
yellow moon as it rolled like a wheel up
the steep side of an eastern mountain, that
gave the hint to him, for he remember

then Charlie Morgan, who by this time
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must be riding with his pack-mule up the
valley. A challenge to the Night Hawk!

And in a sudden outburst of exultation
and rage Kirk threw back his bead and

sound was mufiled behind
e tets s o T he o of
a beast: It would have frightened Kirk
in any other humor to feel this madness
rising in him. Now it stimulated him to a
sort of hysteria of joy. He whirled his
horse,plunged the gpuns deep sad galoped
speed down the valley. He took
Aty ‘against
the neck and flanks of the frantic horse,
which snorted and grunted in its wild ex
citement, but could not run faster. He
waved his hat to the broken heads of the
mountains, he brandished it against
stars and yelled drunkenly; and the thun-
der of his heart kept pace with the clangor
of the hoofs of his racing horse against the
rocks of the ravine.

Out of the upper ravine he tumed into
the lower, with no more boulders to dodge.
and a straight path for the cave of the
Night Hawk. In a moment he
swung from the saddie and stumbled down
the

passage.

Tt was strange how easily he entered it
now. He knew by instinct every turning of
the rough, rock walls. In the apartment
within he found at once the matches,
kindled his tinder, and flung the saddle upon
the neck of the black stallion. And the

turned his head to watch the process

and as the light shone full in his fine face,
his eyes seemed to glow yellow in fierce an-
ticipation of the coming battle. He whin
nied; he caught the shirt of Kirk at the
shoulder with his teeth and pulled at it
softly as if to urge his fiying hands to a
stllgreater speed.

‘There was no need to lead the charger
out of the tunnel. He had been many days
standing without exercise, and now he fol-
Towed at the heels of Kirk like a trained
dog. His fore hoofs rapped many times
against the hurrying heels of Kirk; his hot
breath whistled down the back of the man
in front.

At the entrance the stallion crouched and
crawled through the low hole with uncanny
agility. Once outside Kirk vaulted into the
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le, and the black reared straight up and
Siruck at th air with ghtin forehooRs

‘There followed a wild burst of pitching
here and there. Not the stil-legged huck-
ing of a horse which strives to throw its
rider, but_rather of joyous
energy. And Kirk laughed and shouted
encouragement, and enjoyed the wild sport
10 the tips of his toes.

‘Then he realized that it was time for ac-
tion, for by this hour Charlie Morgan, if
he had made good his boast and his chal-
lenge to the N xgthawk would be far up
the lower ravine, ing good time on
the level going. i ielte
‘voice to the black, and the horse, as if it
realized that the hour for playfulness had
passed, stood instantly still—an image—a.
horse carved of shining black rock in the

moonlight. His head was high—his ears
lay flat back on his neck. It needed only a
slight loosening of the reins and he was off
at once down the cadion with a gait as swift
and casy as the dipping flight of a sea-
gull. Never had Kirk backed such an ani-
mal s boart best faser; he was a5
bappy as -
Moreovtr, the stallion scemed to know
foot of the

for rapid travel. That long, elastic stride,
also, muffied the beat of the hoofs, and,
comparatively speaking, they moved down
the valley as silently as a great black
shadow, rider and borse one creature bent
on_destruction.

‘The impulse which had made Kirk wave
his hat and shout to the stars was still
hot in him, but now it kept him silent. He
Bl the pirt b behind B teth wal
it gave a cold purposefulness to him;
eyes swept the valley before him. ' e
seemed t0 have gained the power, in that
brief ride, to pierce the darkness of the
night and search out the objects of his prey
with the eyes of a wolf.

How else could he have seen, so far away,
the smiall shape which moved up the ravine,
close to the wall, under. the very shadow
of the eastern Tock? Bt he 3w t, and
knew at once that it was Charlie Morgan,
already past him and heading at a dog-trot
up the ravine, His hurry seemed to tell
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Willam Kik tat the odgunfghie

ted the vaunt he had made
i he town of Kirby Creek that day. T
be sure, he was making his boast good, but
the touch of haste showed something ofsun-
easiness.

‘The upper lips of Kirk writhed back in a
grin of malicious joy. He had no more
thought of failure than the mountain lion
has when it scents a solitary calf, lagging
far behind the driven herd in the night—
a calf not large enough to race away, just
large enough t0 fill the teeth of the lion.

Kirk swung his horse around and galloped
to the western wall of the ravine.
in the shadow he urged his stallion again to
full sp&t! and the fine animal, as if it

and pack-mule. He himself might be more
easily visible, for he had no shadow over
him to shelter him from the keen and ex-
perienced eye of the trapper. But he trust-
ed with absolute certainty that even at this
distance his shape would be blent with the
wall of the valley and he would escape
notice. He felt the mpunﬂly, indeed, of
the night hawk, which sees

‘The point he made for was a narmwmg
of the ravine some distance ahead.
among a cluster of mesquite, he et B
horse, and slipped on foot to a point of van-

the little warm trickle of the blood and
not a vrsnge of p.m.

Then crunching sound of the
jogging mim.us, the creak of saddle leather,
the grunt of the horse as the rider swung it
sharply back and forth through the sharp-
thorned bushis, the Jow volce of Charie
Morgan cursing at the lagging mule behind.
A low voice—almost trembling—as if the
man hated the mule for’ the noise which it
forced him to make. And Kirk knew that
'he was the cause of this fear—the heart and
center of it. It was a reversion of all the
course of his life. He remembered with
chilly distinctness the times in his boy-
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hood when be bad lan amake at sight
—all ears—to the creaks of the
luim——tppml:hmg sounds so distinct that
be could even visualize the form of the
night-walker, could see the size of his bony
hand on the banister, the mask across his
eyes. But now he was himself the walker
of the night, and the terror which he had
felt in those old days had fallen upon other
men, upon Charlie Morgan, hunter and
trapper and familiar of the wilds.

o X desse gromih of mesquite

; his quirt cracked loudly

ou the s of the hors, which broke fnts
a canter and passed Kirk in his hiding-
place 0 close that he could have reached
out his hand and touched the flank of the
animal, or seized Charlie Morgan by the
leg and dragged him from the saddle.
maddening temptation came to do the
thing; and then another temptation to
yell aloud in exultation for the danger which
was cominy

‘That temptation also he restrained and
stepped boldly out into the narrow path
which Morgan was following.

“Charlie Morgan!” he  called.
here!”

And he waited with his revolver poised.

Al at once he knew that he could not fire
on the fellow first. He would wait until

“Pm

Morgan had drawn and blazed away. And
a perfect certainty came to him that Mor-
gan would miss. Then he would shoot—
and he could not fail.

At his shout Morgan whirld in the sad-

‘were lulld\ed back into a hideous grimace
of ter
Who?" shouted the trapper, and_his
voice was a scream of harsh uncertainty
and the will to kill.
“ The Night Hawk!” answered Kirk, and
il he stood motionless with his revolver

It seemed that there were minutes be-
tween everything that happened—the course
of Morgan—the levelling of the revolver—
the spurt of flame from the mouth of the
gun—the hum of a bullet beside his arm—
giving the cloth a little tug.
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‘There were other minutes of pause while

his own gun descended, while his finger

on the trigger, and then the bark of
the bullet, Kicking up the muzale of the gun.
Charlie Morgan threw up his arms,
revolver dropped through the moonlight like
a bit of fire from the hand of the trapper.
Then Morgan leaned forward, struck the
pommel of the saddle with a grunt of sud-
dnly expred vind, a0d fopped hesvly
on the ground.

Kirk twired the gun. His first emotion
was merely joy in the easy action of the
jespn. No wender that the Night Hamk
had killed many with such a gun.
shoved it leisurely back into the !wlskn

)

am
The horse sidled uneasily
and snifiing at
the figure fallen in the path. There was
gold in the pack of the mule, but Kik
had no desire for it. His purpose in
ing out there to-night had merely been
to uphold the honor, in 2 way, of dead
Dave Spenser. He kicked the saddle horse
brutally in v and the poor brute
lished out once more with its hess and
then started ofi at a broken gallop, tug-
ging the pack-mule after jt. All at once a
panic seemed 1o seize on’the two animals.
They st fcto  cacing pace end fled
crashing through the shrubbery.
watched them with g grin and ikt
down over the fallen body.

1t lay on its face. He tumed it. There, |
exactly where he had intended, was the red ©
mark of the bullet. It had passed through
the chest, directly in the center, or a little
to the left. If he had located the spot
with a line and compass he could not have
planted the shot more carefully.

“A bull'seye,” grinned Kirk, and with
his toe caught under the shoulder of Mor-
gan e fopped the body back upon it face.

“And so,” finished Kirk, * exit Charlie
Mor
A soft whinny came to him through the

night.
“And s0," he muttered to himself
thoughtully, * reenter the Night Hawk?”

He shrugged his broad shoulders and
the burden of the murder before him slipped
off his conscience.
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“ Adter all,” he said, “ perhaps the Eng-
lishman was right.”
And he went back to the black stallion.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
THE SMILE OF YO CHAL

LL that afternoon there had hung be:
A fore the mind’s eye of John Samp-
son a problem like a problem in
eomenry, one of those perplexing things in
lines and circles are simple
eneugh but in which the axioms of ex-
planation refuse to come to mind. The
problem was a certain relationship between
Ciums and Yo Chai. 1t had dwelt i his
memory since the evening when Yo Chai
shot down the two Mesicans and thereby
gained a proud name in Kirby Creek, that
there was some connection between the
gambler and the outlawed man-killer.

Ever since that time he had turned and
twisted the thing back and forth in his
mind, but it had never become an object
of vital interest Dotil to-day, when he
learned that Winifred had been going regu-
larly at night to the house of the gambler.
Now he sat for hours with his head dropped
between his hands and tried to work out the
puzzle. Tt was like the man who sat in the
robber's cave and strove to think of the

 name was that of some grain, so he = call-
ing: “Open, barley; open, wheat; open,
cnts” but he caudd not hink of the right
one, the “open, sesame.” So he remained
perforce in the cave until the robbers re-
turned and cut him to pieces with their
sabers.

In such a quandary was John Sampson.
He cudgeled his brain; he ground his teeth;
he took to walking up and down the
but still he could not find the little watch-
word which would admit him 1o the secret.
Al that he knew was that the relation be-
tween Clung and Yo Cha, if he could call
it to mind, would prove the undoing of
Yo; and with a lever to work on the China-
man, he could gain the reason of Winifred's
comings and goings to the house of Yo Chai
in the night. %
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Evening came, but still the key. to the
locked room was not his. He and Winifred
ate supper in silence, gloomy on his part
and gay on the part of the girl. Now and
again her eyes went through the window to
dwell on the rapidly fading outlines of the
hills. There was complacency in her gaze,
and a certain expectation which stopped
the hmn of John Sampson in mid-beat.

so worn and tired that she
asked after his health,  He curse the hot
nights, but made no other reply.
the while his stern old heart was breaking
in him, for he felt that his girl was being
stolen away from him. And by a damned
Chinaman!

It was some time after supper before his
sharpened car heard a stir in the room of
Winifred, to which she had retired under
the preiext of a headache. A headache!

A\ little later, h&lcnmg. with the front door

a little ajar, he caught the hoofs of a horse

crunching faintly upon soft sand. That was
.

The weight of fear tuned to a burden
f despair in the heart of John Sampson.
He felt helpless, disarmed; and this in con-
junction with a wild hatred of all the
world, and particularly of the patient, half
smile of Yo Chai. remembered
whimsically wrinkled forehead, the highly
arched brows, the sparse mustache of the
Chinaman, with an urgent desire to murder.

Finally he could stand it no longer, and
went out of doors. Before him, farther
down the hill and the side of the ravine,
d evil lights of Kirby
2 b it e,
down in front of the house.
S Moo vt v my pur-
pose, but because he could not bear to be
100 close to the lonely little shack from
which Winifred had stolen away.

His hands were clasped behind him and
his head bent sadly as he entered the first
street of the village. It led, like all the
streets of the town, to the gaming house of
Yo Chai, and down that street John Samp-
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son strolled. He was quite heedless of all
around him, yet every picture that he saw
thi night was imprinted forver,indebly,
in his subcorscious b In the door
of one hut stood a-very tall womm, her
ﬁg\lr: swaying out in front, her arms
imbo. One lock ot hair st rl!ﬂbd down
= cheek, plastered against
She chackled at the Sght o( o Tt boy
rolling and wrestling with a aggy dog
in the centr of the stret, and he loughies

group of youngsters, having found a streak
of clayey ground which would hold the peg,
were playing mumble-the-peg, and their

sters for their own. At least they were too
‘mindless to lock secrets inside their hearts.

whm(ng uttura snaiches of popular airs
—almost unrecognizable because the words
appeared only here and there, and the blank
spaces between were filled with humming.
Yet there was a smile on the face of the
lndinn, and contentment on the face of the
sy squaw with her hand held forever
St before her, acking alms.  And an
envy even of these two came to John
Sampson. They were near to the sol; they
had not even the capacity for great pain.
A crowd had gathered before the jewel-
er’s window. 1In imitation of the shops in
t cities, he kept his wind
night, and he displayed his full assortment
of gleaming wares, guarded by two armed
men, one on either side of the window. It
was the only piece of plate-glass
. Three large lanterns supplied the
illumination. And in front of the window
was a large group. They were all talking
at the same time; they were picking out the
stones they would buy on the morrow, or
when they made their big strike.
were all happy, and Sampson hurried past.
Happiness in others was painful to him
this night.
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Now the distant roar of the gaming
house reached him plainly, like the sound of
distant surf, ~ Straight to the door of the

house he went, and looked in toward the
But
as the

cenral bl wih & mlevilent ey
Yo Chai was not there. That
meaning, then, of the cary hour at
Winifred had leit the house.

man point out Yo Chai's pri-
vate dwelling behind the gaming house, and
in front of it, across the street, he stood
for a time, purposeless, helpless,
meaningless. And stll the problem surged
through his brain, maddening him. The
relation between Yo Chai and Clung
what could it be? What was the one word
—the open sesame?
Yet he could not be absolutely sure
Winifred was in this house. Certainly
said that he had seen her come out of the
house on one night, but that was not a suffi-
cient proof to his aching heart. There was
nothing better for him to do. It would
be at least a sort of semioccupation. He
decided to sit down on a ricketybox near-
by and wait for a time to sec if Winifred
would come out of the house. Yes, and if

he confronted her suddenly was there not a

to the house of Yo Chai—whether or not
Clung were actually concealed there?
‘The thought made John Sampson almost
happy. He sat down on the box and com-
posed himself for a long wait, for hours, if
necessary.
Vet to his mind, busied as it was every
moment by the problem, it was not a very
long time before the door of the house
opened. At the entrance stood a tall
bulky Chinaman with his hands stufied
in the alternate sleeve. He looked slowly
up and down the street, and then, as if
satisfied that there was no one in plain
sight, he stepped back through the door.
Almost at once a weman slipped out
upon the steps, and turned back toward
the door. Her face was away from him,
and the light which fell upon her was very
dim, but he knew

knows the step of its father on the pave-
ment and runs to the door prepared. So
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Sampson stared through the gloom and
knew that it was Winifred who stood there,
poised on the steps of the Chinaman's
house. He started up from the box and
made a step across the street when another
form appeared in the door and he stopped
his progress.
1t was Yo Chai. The light at the en-
wrance fell plinly acrss s face, showing
with distinctness even the sparse black
mustache of the Oriental. And he stood
with his head tilting back, smiling down
upon the girl. She waved her band. A
hand, thin to frailty, appeared from the
loose sleeve of Yo Chai and waved adieu in
. Winifred turned and passed
down the street; the door closed upon Yo
"hai.

Yet Sampson made no effort to tum
down the street and intercept his daughter.
His mind was filled with an image which
had started out suddmly upon it, of Yo
Chai, pushing back his chair in the gam-
ing hmuc on that now distant night, and
smil
"The clue to the > prtlen s |

with a rus n the i of Yo
Chai and the amile of Clung,

head and then started almost at a run for
the door of Yo Chai.

e
CHAPTER XXXVIIL
THE GAMBLER'S SPIRIT.

HE door was opened to him by the

have pushed past the fellow had not & vast
arm shot out and blocked the way as effec-
tively as a stanchion of wood.

 Go tell Ci—go tell Yo Chai that John
Sampson will speak with him—at once,”
‘commanded the fmancie

"The bi Orental turne his had lesurely

and spoke in a tremendous gut -

ing to a whine of question, rldml]mudv thin
and l‘ugh at the end. From the interior of
the house a soft voice which Sampson
could barely hear, made answer, and then
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the bulky arm was withdrawn and be
stepped into the litte, boike hall of Yo
Chai. The servant pointed to a screened
doorway at one side of the hall, and step-
ping past_this, Sampson found himself in
front of Yo Chai, who sat among a heap
of cusions rading o a lase book of
Chinese caracters. Sampson found him-
self at once perfectly at case. It was rare,
indeed, ; in an inter.
view. It was his stock in trade. He
measured the lean face of the other vith a
critical eye.

“I suppose,” he said 4ith a half.smile,

“dhat you won't pretend that you don't
knoy me

" said the other, rising. * Yo Chai
remembers when you sat at his table and
played a little game. There were two Mexi-
cans who came behind us. It is true.”

And he bowed very low to John Sampson.

* Just now,” said the businessman, I

don't give a damn what Yo Chai remembers.
I'm more interested in what Clung has to
it

The bow of Clung was still under way,
and he remained a moment with partially
bent head. When he raised his face it was
expressionless.
“When I look into your face” said
Sampson with some sdnintim, * I'm al-
most puzzled again to know you, but T've
seen through the riddle, my friend, and
it can never puzzle me again.”

Clung silently pointed to the low divan.

“ Thanks,” said Sampson, and he seated
himself with a sigh of comfort.

 Manifestly he was complete master of the

ion.

perfectly certain,” he went on,
smlling wpon Clng, * tat the age of dis-
was past. see that you've
resurrected it again. “snd very well done,
Clung, Very wll done, indeed
Clung bowed as profoundly as before,
his eyes going past Sampson and apparent

at that moment another person were ent

room.

* To put you entirely.at your ease,” went
‘on Sampson, “ I'll tell you that it’s unneces-
sary to be quite %0 Oriental before me.
1 know you're a white man, Clung.”
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‘And still the eyes of Clung remained im-
movably fixed upon the wall behind
visitor. Sampson shifted in his chair a bit
uneasily and flashed a glance behind him.
‘There was only the barren wall.However,
the bullets in Sampson’s armory were al-
most inexhaustible. He was confident that
at his will he could break through the calm
of Clung.

“There is a certain advantage in
method,” he began again, “so we may as
well start by admitting bt ther i a i

in your present position, my
friend. The disadvantage is that if the
crowd of Kirby Creek knew that you were
Clung they would promptly send a pose
to nab

Clung smiled genty upon John Samp-
son.

See,” he said, and he waved his hand
to the four cormers of the “There
are many doors, and there are many roads
from Kirby Creek.”

“Cool devil, aren't you?” said S:
“But you'll admit that it might be rather
a close call, even for an artist like your-
self?”

““Only a pig” said Clung, clinging to his
plcmnsq\le ‘metaphors, “ loves safety
ast

L Good again,” grunted John Sampson,
“but granting that you'd like to have the
boys give you a run after a while, it would
be rather inconvenient to leave all your coin
behind you.”

“ What is money?” said Clung contempt-
uously. lead around the neck.
skoks the man who snins. - Clug wil not

o cut and Jave al your loot be-
hind?” queried John Sampson with wide
eyes. “Gad, boy, T almost believe you
‘would!”

“Not all,” said Clung, with another of
his gentle smiles, and from one of his loose
sleeves he produced at once a little box
no larger than the palm of his hand, and
squm Tt opened with a snap, and John

Sampeon gimpacd a s o colorul jenes
‘before the box was closed an

e sleeve,

“ Guarded on all sides, eh?” he remarked,
scowling a little now, T see that you have
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rue gambler’s spirit, Clung. Perhaps
yuu ek I ach good position as you
Claim; however, I've not come here to do
You any injury or to make any threats—
unless I'm forced to it. And I won't be
forced. You must be a man of some rea-
son, Clung, or you wouldn't have lived as.
long as you have and done the things you
‘have done. They still talk of the way you
slipped away from under the nose of Mar-
shal Clauson.”

He chuckled, and 1 doing he faled 1
see the little flush which showed throughl
even the yellow stain on Clung’s face, non
the lowering of the other’s eyes.

“We'll get down to business at once,” said

“T've come for this reason: [
want to know why my daughter—Winis
ired "—he choked a lttle over the name—
“has been coming to see you so often it
the night.”

Tor the first time the equanimity of
Clung was dlsmrhcd ever so slightly. His
eyebrows raised a t

“Nov» " explained Sampson  quickly,
“ Don't trouble yourself on that score. But
Tve been missing her, and to-night T saw
her come out of your house. Clung, why,
has she been coming?”

He barked out the last words and leaned
forward with jutting lower jaw. He was
like a bulldog in more ways than one,
Many a Wall Street power would have shud<
dered to see that expression on the face of
John Sampson; but Clung merely
and a glint of study came in his eyes.

** Clung has heard,” he said, “ that in the
old days when books were rare, they were
often chained to the walls in libraries. And
students came and read the books in the
libraries and could not take them
read them when and whee they plemed:
Your daughter—Winifred"—he pa
fore and after the name, so l.hu ll ﬂmd
musically by itself— has found Clang a
book which she could not take from the wall
and carry home to read when and wi
she pleased. she has come to Clung’s
house, and there she opens the book when«
ever she pleases and reads in it, and closes
the book, and goes home, and forgets
Clung.”

There was a long pause,
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“Wel,” said Sampson slowly, drawing
out every word, *damn my eternal eyes!”
“That would be a great sorrow,” said
Clung.”
“Are you mocking me?” barked the
financier.
Clung waved a slim, deprecatory hand.
“Don’t put me aside with any asinine
sivalies ke ths T Baven' come tp 15
ant some hard facts.
clun& why does mc girl come here?”
And like the hard facts which Sampson
demanded, the face of Clung grew stem
and expressionless.
 Listen to me,” said the older man with
a sudden change of tactics. “1 am her
Haven't 1 the right to

It was like the melting of ice in spring—
so swift was the change of Clung’s eyes.
He bowed once more, and then stood erect,
his eyes at the feet of Sampson

Clung had forgotten,” he said softly,
 but now he will make himself open. You
can read in me.”

CHAPTER XXXIX.
SAMPSON HUNTS COOL AIR.

AD,” answered Sampson more gently,
[ e
thn one. Now tell me frankly.
‘Why does my girl come to you?”
“To talk to Clung.”
What do you mean by

“To talk to Clung,” said the other, with
a certain contemptuous emphasis—* Clung,
a dog of a Chinaman!”

The eyes of Sampson widened marvel-
ously.

“You mean to say that you haven't told
ber that you are white?”

“If she knew that Clung is white,” he
answered, with a touch of sadness, * she
would come no longer.”

The mind of Sampson whirled; and there
was an infinite relief which struck him
like a cool breeze on a very hot day

“1 think T understand, but make it clear-
er. T must know exactly what you mean
10 her.”
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Clung waited, searching for the clue.

buck or shy or balk. There is no pleasure
in riding him. Is it not true?”

“Ab!’ 1 begin to see. Go on!”

“A man you know, he may be y
frend b you wll ot go 8 great distance

i ar him talk. But a

man you dn not know, you may not like
him, you may hate him, you may be afraid
of Him,but you wll g0 8 great waysto see
him and to hear him talk. Is it not true?”

“ Exactly!™

“Your daughter—Winifred—she finds
me a strange book—because I am writen in
G

stopped and laughed, a little scomful-
y, lImIe bitterly.

“It is true,” said Clung again, “my
wordt are strange to her. She looks at me
g2 1 she saw me a4 great dance and
wished to see me closer. It is because—
Clung s dog o 3 Chinaman.  But if she
knew to be a white man she would
shrug her Shondcs 0 sever cooe
again.

“1 wonder,” said the other thoughtfully,
and then he shook his head. * Clung, I'm
afead that you'e ol alogether ¢
smiled with a sharp interest at the

younsﬂ
“Twish I conld believe it, but I can’t—
altogether. D'm afraid there may be—
something else.”

“What?"” asked Clung, with a ring in
his voice,

But Sampson shrugged his shoulders.

I am going to ask you to stop her from
coming here,

The other mngmmd his lips drawing
10 a thin line

“ Give hzr up’“ he asked in a dull voice
that alarmed “ Suppose a wo-

man has one duld—no\lld you ask_her
Suppose a painter

to give the child u

as for the betterment of the
said the other anxiously,  the wo-
‘man would give up the child,
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The pause came

“Tt is true,” said um in a faint voice.

Do s eyes e and et

Sampson with such intensity that it was
iyl physical force.

“Why must Clung give up seeing her?”

 Becase it is bad for her.”

“1s there poison in this air? Ts Clung
a dog who bites? Answer!” and the ring
in W voie, though it was not Joud, hook
Sampson tremendously.

“For the oldest reason in the world,”
he answered, * and for one which you have
already named yourself, Her way of life
is ot your way of life. How would people
speak of her if they knew she stole out
by night to visit—a Chinaman?”

He brought out the word with a brutal

ree.

“ Then I shall no longer be a Chinaman.
1 shall be Clung, a white man

“Clung, a hunted outla, ra a half-

Her friends would turn her from
their doors.”

There was that solemn pause azain, and
then the bitter voice of Clung: * It is true,
a0d the opinions of other pesple are very
loud in the ears of women. My father,

said it.”

queried Sampson with some-

“No, no, no!” cried Sampson. “ Not
that, Clung, in the name of Heaven!”

“And why?”

“ For many reasons.”

He stammering. Tt was hard
and shameful for him to speak the fear
which was in i,

quickly,” said Clung, * and tell
Clung what he must do. Every minute is,,
like a whip on a raw place; Clung is very
tired!”

T will be as brief as I may,” said the
other, ““ and T expect you to keep on meet-
ing me balf-way, as you've done %0 far. In
the first place, she has been very often
ta 00 you, basshe ot2”

A v

 Aud she i gad to e with you?”

‘The head of Clung tilted—the familiar
‘musing smile touched his lips.
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seems very glad,” he mnmmnd,
“Gad!” said Sampson to himsel
Wik s rotie e it a8 of
us!”
He said aloud, gruffly: “ I'm going to ask
yml to have a woman in here with you the
ext time Winifred comes. And when
Wiifred scs you with & woman Tl guar.
antee that she’ll never come back.”
“A woman?” said Clung blankly, and
then be started. A concubine?”
“Not a bit, not a bit!” said the other,
mhlnmng lurmudy 2 But only a girl—a
—t are plenty of them
around lhe lav\n—uhu will seem to be—er
—familiar with you. You get my, point,
ung?”

« She

!
It would certainly be a lie,” said Clung
hoarsely.
 Sometimes a lie is excusable,
 dear boy, you've certainly to
Teforer
“1 have never told a lie,” said Clung

le. Besides,
told little lies

quietly, “ except to say once that my name
was Johin Ring, and once agin that my
ame was Yo

It was so naive that Sampaon had o ite
his lip to keep from smi

. ls ll lhe. only way w dnv: her away?”
said C1

e ibe only sure way,” answered

Sampson.
Clung stiffened, and his hands straight-
ened at his sides; he stood like a soldier
at attention.

“Ti it drives her away,” he said, “it
will mean that she thinks of me now as—
a white woman might think of a white
mani

“Eh?” grunted Sampson.

“For why,” said Clung rapidly, “ should
she care if a dog of a Chinaman has a
Ts it not true?”

mean that she thinks of you in
that way,” amswered Sampson whth 3 hur-
vied anxiety. * God forbid! I'm merely
telling you the sure way of sending her back
and away from you, - And you admit

that ithat is a thing.

“It is true,” said clmg, panting, after
another of those deadly

“And e added:  But il prove —if she
goes when she sees the Chinese girl—that
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she has thought of me as—a white girl
thinks of a white man

“Tm not denying tha

“ And at the very time when T know it,”
whispered Clung, 1 wil kil that thought
in her!”

+T suppose so,” admitted Sampson
erably, “ and yet not altogether, Mere dis-
gust would send her away.”

“And her thoughts of Clung afterward
would be ugly thoughts—pah'—undiean
thoughts, like a disease! "

Sampson could not speak.

“Then to the house of what white man
would you let her go?” asked Clung in the
same faint voice.

“To one of her equals—a man who
moves in her own social circles,” said
son carefully. “Well, to a man like Wil-
liam Kirk, for instance.”

ry he had used that illus-
tration, for a fire came in the eyes of
Ci

Jung.
“Is Kirk a clean man in your eyes?” he
asked scomfully.
“T admit,” said Sampson hastily,

it
you.
one in Winifred's

circles would understand.  She herself has
forgiven him for

“Ts it true?”

“Itis true,” answered Sampson, falling
into Clung’s own manner of speech.

“ And if Clung were a man like William
Kirk?” asked the younger man.

“Then,” said Sampson, “ I assure you I
would not have a word to say. She could
come to sce you every day—and at night

also.

r-u sniled geally on Clung

“Ch understand,”  said
Clung. “He it 'ty to understand; he
is sick and cold inside.”

“And the girl?” asked Sampson as gen-
tly as he could.

“T know no woman,” said Clung

Sampson stared.

““You can hire her to come in and st
about your house for one evening el

“There is no other way?”

“Tf there were, I'd accept it with open
arms, upon my word of honor

“Then Clung will do it.
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Tt was said with such simplicity that
Sarpma could Ly bellre what Be

i —
oIt tme
“ 7 God, Clung, you'e & gentle
man, and'as g iy Keukibl. priv-
Tese of shaking your hand before I go!”
But the hands of Clung were once more
thrust into his sleeves, and Sampson was
suddenly aware that during the entire inter-
view his host had never once sat down.
 Clung had rather,” said Clung, and bis
head went back with that familiar, musing
smile, “Clung had rather remain a dog
of 3 Chinaman than be such & gente

"The teeth of John Sampson licked with
his anger, and then, grown suddenly hot
about the face, he tuned and stumbled out
of the room and into the street, It was a
warm night, but the air felt strangely cool to
his forehead.

CHAPTER XL.
A WOMAN FOR YO CHAL
OMETHING above the door of Yo

very
the knocker the next night.
‘head back and peered anxiously up through
the gloom, and then she made out that there
were wreaths of flowers overhanging the
doorway; the sweet breath of them was
sharp and pleasant, Strange flowers such
as she bad never smelled before, and she
wondered how they had been brought to
the desolation of Kirby Creck. But then,
Clung was a man of mysteries, and as such,
capable of anything.

When the door opened to her she was
smiling in anticipation, and her
tions were correct, for in the little hall she
found at either side tall vases filled wil
flowering shrubs, and the scrolls above the
table were almost covered with festoons of
greenery. A festival occasion, this night of
her coming, and guessing at the pretty
tribute, a flush went up from her throat
1o her cheeks and stayed therc as she en-
tered the inner room.

UNIV
u
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But Clung was not there, snd she had
‘been on the divan for several moments be-
fore he appeared, hastily, and bowed before
her.

He relaxed on his usual pile of cush-
ions and sat with folded arms. staring
straight before him; and he made her, think
of a pleased child which waits to be ques-
tioned about the meaning of a surprise.
Everywhere about the room were the
fowers, the green things which seemed so
priceless in the middle of the desert; they
must have been conjured into existence;
they could not have grown. And the very
dress of Clung showed that it was an ex-
traordinary occasion. His robe was a rich
brocade rustling so stiffly that it was almost
a crackle when be moved. The pigtail was
of enormous length and braided with perfect
symmetry; the skull-cap was embroidered
with golden thread. At length she could
keep in her questions no longer.

“ What is it, Clung?” she asked impetu-
ously. " Is all this in honor of my com-
ing?_Tell me
i When ove ofeny fatherstook  woman

house,”

rested gravely upon her, * he always made
the place pleasant for her coming.
also, has done this.”

“Take a woman in your house?” she
queried, with sudden alarm and, rising, she
noted again that the doors behind her, as
. “What do you mean,

“Only what Ching says, that to-night he

takes 2 woman in his house.”

eyes were very blank as they rested
upon her, but the old tales of the treachery
of the Oriental swarmed back upon her
‘mind and made her blood cold.

“ Clung, have you dared—" she began,
until her voice grew weak and she stopped
‘perforce.

Every door was locked behind her, What
ol e do?

you dared to think of keeping me
here?” she asked at legth, ith 2 much
grief as fear in her voice.

“ You?” queried Clung in gentle surprise,

he softly, once, on the gong
beside him,
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The answer was a little Chinese girl who
trousers and all her dress were of the whit-
est of white silk, and they, like the robes
of Clung, were everywhere broidered with
vich thread of goid. A necklace of jade
earrings of pearl, bracelets of woven gold
i ol eierlds i ahe design of a tiny
dragon—she had never seen so rich a cos-

tume. The face was round and the features
diminutive, but not unplesant, and there
was about her that air of in nement,
i of culre, which ‘e Chiness

about them.

" sl Winfred coud not o would
not quite understand.

* Who,” Winifred asked sharply, s this
person?”

And Clung made answer carclessly, mal
ing the girl sit down beside him in obedic
ence to.his gesture;

“This is a woman of the house of
Clung.”

“A womun?” repeated Winifred slowly,
“A woman?’

And then, after a breathing space: “T
never dreamed that you were married,
Clung!”

“Married?” he repeated, and his eye-
brows arched a little. “No, no!

his shoulders?
handmaid for Clng; he
Tonely.”

“A woman!” whispered Winifred, and
her eyes dwelt on the face of the girl, pale
for one of her race, with a tint like peach=
bloom in her cheeks, slant, dark eyes, and
lite, white eeth.

often been

let us talk,” said Clung. “You
may ik very freely before the giil. She
il understand no mre than te image of

the

e s o e hideous, grin-
ning idol and sat down again.

“Or if you wish,” went on Clung ami-
ably, “ Clung will send the girl away.
is here to come and go at the will of Clung,
Is it not true?”

He tumed 1o the girl and spoke shaply
0 her in Chinese, and she nodded slowly—
and very low, and all the while ber eyes
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were fixed in mute submission upon the race
of the master,

Wit s, and she bud 1o, rein
standing a moment, gripping the
the divan and squinting her eyes ﬁghl while
‘her senses cleared,

The voe of Clug, concemed, eagely
inquiring, broke in upon he

There s & sickness wpon you?” he
asked. ““You are faint? It is true? The
sight of the girl sickens you? Clung will
send her aay!

She forced her eyes open, at that, and
it seemed to her that the face of Clung
had changed, grown grim, and all the fea-
tures were more sharply defined, as though
a pain were etching them more and more

deeply.

“No,” she managed to say at length,
“keep the gir, keep her by you always,
in case you should grow lonely again.”

“But,” said Clung, stepping beside
as she went feebly toward he door, mxm

her way, “but you do not go so soon from
Clung? ' He has many things to say!”

‘Her strength retumed with a sudden out-
burst; she whirled on him.

“Tve heard the last of your talk,” she
said fiercely. “It is tiresome to a white
girl. Stay here and herd with your yellow
e T sl never e you s

walked quickly to the door and
out of the house, but a5 the door slammed It
seemed to Clung that he beard something
like a sob. Or was it only a natural sound
of the night, for the wind was rising?

He remained where he had been stand-
ing, his hand stretched out after the girl,
but his arm fell almost at once to his side,
and his head lifted. He saw the little
Chinese girl staring at him with wide eyes
and blmr.hed lips—blanched in spite of

their
“ Whnt Shall T do?” she asked faintly
m P a4t bl 5 e
™% rose and came to him with her small
painful steps.

“The white woman,” she said, * is pos-
sessed of a devil. She has cast a spell upon
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my master. But T will burn incense and
drive the devil away!”

“Could you do that?” he asked dully.

“ Ah!” she said with a little smile. * The
eart of Wau is very great to serve her mas-
i

“Then go away from me,” said Clung,
“I have no more need of you. I need
nothing but silence.”

i the voceof the devil the white
woman has upon you, and not the
voice of Yo Chn " she said wistfully.

He drew his purse from the loose sieeve,
the purse of wire net worked with the figure
of the dragon, and from it he took gold
pleces and paced them in the smll
of the

“You lreplxd ) said Clung. “ Go!””

Still she hesitated, her eyes large, and
fixed steadily upon him; her lips moved,
but no words came. Then she bowed to
the floor and, turning, went il ber sl
paintful steps from the room.
at 8 table of ehony and on 1t m laid the
gold which Clung had
she went on, her bead was bowed, and
Clung, standing with his head back, and
that half-smile upon his lips, heard the be-
ginning of a sob as the door whi
behind her. He laughed softly.

“ Clung also,” he said, “ Clung also; the
sound of it is growing big in his throat.
But why should be he a woman?”

He gathered himself and pulled the robe
tightly about his breast. He rose almost
to tiptoe and cast out his hand, paim wp,
to the mocking face of e

“T am Clung” he defiant
o1 am Clung, the son of b Clung.

tly—
Ttis

"And e st down i the divan and pro-
duced his long:stemmed pipe, placed a pinch

of tobacc in the bovl lighted i, pufid
twice or thrice deeply; knocked out the
aches, and reflled the miniature bowl, and
50 on and on, smoking until the blue haze
formed in front of him and rose like heavy
incense and drifted across the face of the
idol until it observed the grin and left only
the bright, beady eyes staring down through
the smoke.

0 BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK. Don't forget this magazine is issued weekly, and
that you will get the conclusion of this story without waiting a month,
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But Jim didn't appear to be troubled
that way at all. Did I say that Jim had
probably dropped in for a bite or two be-
fore going home? T take it back. After a
while it began to look as if he had dropped
in for a meal or two, and probably two.

But everything comes to an_end, and
finally, when Louise looked as if she was
going to keel over in a faint or something
the very next minute, and there have beert
times when Tve Tl a Jo better mysell in
some ways, because if Jim ever did tumble
10 us, believe me, there would certainly be
some scandalous doings. Finally the waiter
brought Jim's check, and h paid it. And
then he got up and started to leave—and
stopped.

1 looked for the reason—and saw six of
‘em. One in every exit. Cops! The place
was pinched! 1t was a raid.

It was nothing else; but T want to say
right here that that doesn’t mean that the
place wasn't a decent enough place. It
was. But it was like this: somebody had

riding the mayor, or the police com-

missioner, or somebody, and they had start-

in to clean things up, and they were do-
ing it—regardless.

But of course, right then, all this was be-
side the question. Th question
seemed to be—what

Wl of ‘course there were all sorts of
possibilities, mostly unpleasant; but I
didn’t have the time then, and T won't take
it now, o go into 'em. Here's what hap-

ed: as a general thing these raids are
pulled off without a whole lot of fuss. The
0ps sepaatethe sheep from the goat, and
the sheep are turned loose, and the goat
take a ride on the city; and that's all =
is to it. MBut this one turned out different.

Somebody started something right off the
bat, and in an instant the place was in an
uproar. In the next instant it was a riot.
Men were Bgbting, woren scveaning and
crockery b ed all over the place.

All in all, if you hk me, there is no bet-
ter place o stage a riot than in a restau-

mant. A restaurant sort of lends itself to
the occasion, 5o to say. Anyway, this one
did. As riots go, it was a larb!

And maybe it would give us the chance
we were looking for. 1 grabbed Louise,

varzzory GOoGle

259
started to make a break for an exit, and—
ran spang into a bluecoat!  He gripped me
by the shoulder and

“ Hello, Bud, what's your hurry?”

Tt was Dick Byrnes, an old pal of minc;
a fellow T knew well; a rabid baseball fan.
And if a feller ever needed a friend, this
was cne of the times. So I was going to
Fot it up to Dick to get us out of ther,

2

"“Bud Lok outt” sang Lovise.

T don't know what made me do it—may-
‘e it was instinct—but 1 ducked down and
away, and—sowie/ Jim Riordan connect-
ed with Byrnes in the same place and in
the very same manser at 1 landed on
Jim that day aiter the ball

Now anybody wil tell you that any time
you hit & cop in the eye you have done
Something.  Anyhow, it brought Jim to
reason, and before Bymes could start in
suing ihe wood o i, Jim begen coeg
actoss with his alibl. Bymes, hanging on
e with one hand and his club with
e mm, listened for a moment, and then
he

X, e it fo Sweeney! Say, what dye
thing T am, a sucker? You didn't go to hit
me at alll  Aiming to hit somebody else!

“And believe me, I'm wise to you!
You're Riordan, the ump—and many’s the
time I've ac for a chance to lay m;
Come along with me!”
“ Listen, Dick;” 1 said. “ Just & min-
And T came through with the whole
story, in a hurry. “And so you see” T
wound up, “ it was me he was looking for.
Can't you get us out of this?”

Tt came hard; but it came.  All right,”
srovied Bymes, 11 get you ont o 1"

\[ler we )md e ways—Jit
was pretty bducd, "and dida't seem 1o ho.
tice that T was there—Lovise asked, very
i : “Dad, what under the sun pos-
sessed you—1o hit a cop?”

Jim Started m—lr\'mg to explain
171 idded him.

low many 1 asked him.
“Would you admit I.hll a thing like that

coud happm say, twice
" said Jim, ¢ T 1 apologize?”
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CHAPTER XLI
THE BALLAD OF THOMPSON'S

HE voice of William Kirk went be-

fore him through the night, a great

and ringing voice which the steep
sides of the ravine caught and flung down
again in sharp echoes, so that it was hard
to tell from what direction the sing
came; it seemed 10 be showering out of the
sky.
Kirk galloped his horses straight on
through the door of the stable and brought
him to a long, sliding halt on the boards
within, a thunderous proceeding; and when
he had torn off the saddie he avent on into
the house, singing again.

He found John Sampson, in a state of
great agitation, walking up and down the
room. There was a cigar in his mouth,
unlighted, but chewed to the edge of the
wrapper.

“Shut up!” commanded Sampson. *1
can't think with this infernal minstrel show
of yours going on

“And why think?" asked Kirk in his

MULE,

“Such as what?” said the smaller man,
and he halted with his arms agaressively
akimbo.

“Why,” answered Kirk carelessly, * eat,
and -sleep, They're both
better things than thinking.  Thinking,
‘Sampson, has worn the hair off your head
And look at my shock?”

He ran his fingers through it so that it

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for April
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stood up on end, and burst into a thunder-
ous laugh. Then he began agai
“0ld “Thompson, he bad an old gray mule,
And he drove him around in  cart
He loved that mule and the mule loved him
With all his mulish heart ™

“Kirk!” shouted Sampson. “In the
name of God, stop that damned racket!”
But the big man now sat in a chair that
nd groaned under his weight, tit-
ed back, his face tumed up to the celling,
His pause was only to take breath, and he

again:

“When the rooster crowed old Thompson knowed
day was a-goin’ to break;

And that mule—"

“ Kirk!” yelled Sampson.
“ Well?" queried the musician.

“1f you won't stop T'llleave the house!”
“What's the matter, man?”

“That infernal racket will drive me
mad.”

“Stop your walking, sit down, and for-
get your worries. What is it?  Winifred
stillz”

“ Winifred always,” moaned Sampson.

And he literally collapsed into a chair
and mopped his forehead. Kirk grinned
broadly upon him. Sampson sat up with
a jerk that threw the purple blood into his
forehead and shook his fist at the younger

man.
“When " — he thundered — * when are
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you going to do what you promised—take
the girl in hand?”

“When I get tired of Kirby Creek,” an-
swered the other coolly. At present I
find it interesting—very!”

 Where've you been !or the last forty-
eight hours?” asked wearily,
shrugging away the ﬂmught of his last
question, and then his eyes sharpened t0 a

 you've been off
by yourel trying fonrgu what happened

the hai the other day?
Ha, ha.lu‘hn' \\cll lad, those who won't
take advice have to by experience.

dhrown away—ha, ha, ha! I tell this
when we get North!”
“Don't hurry with your story,” said

Kirk with twisting lip and a pale face.
“Wait till you see what happens with the
second load of gold.”

of Yo Chai—playiog the way you play!
The first money you lost was what you'd
lready won. "Ths st b will e your

own coin!
“ Perhaps,” said Kirk, and smiled mys-
teriously, for he was again of the
boxes of old and dust which he had taken
from the cave of the Night Hawk and
‘poured into his saddle-bags that night. All
the readily convertible coin of the bandit
was in his load, and it made a
but a richer cargo than that which
bome into the house of Yo Chai on the
back of & e the da Leluce.

At where s Wi pow?”

*She stated from the house an hour

" said

“Then we might as well gnmbed now.

T 2 bo pear midaight before she reuma”
“ Other nights, yes,”

“but tonight, T think-Gad knows how 1

‘ope it—will be her last trip to Yo Chail”
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He rose and resumed his hurried pacing
of the floor.

“Talk of something else,” he command-
ed. “Tll go mad if I let my mind dwell
m that girl of mine!”

“What shall we' chatter about?” said
Kirk, and he yawned.
Anything—what the whole town is

“ The murder of Charlie Morgan.”
“ Eh?” queried Kirk sharply, for some-
how that brief and brutal word shocked
him. * Murder?” he repeated.
 Murdel” sodded Sacpscn.  Der
able, cold-blooded murder! The Night
Havk epio. Strnge bow long they let
that fellow roam aroun

“ Strange, indeed,” wd Kirk, and
smiled carelessly.
“}hvmly\mhmdlhonlthtnmdu?"
“Not a word.”

going

through the Night Hawk’s tersitory. Well,
he started, and that devil met him and
shot him down in cold blood. Didn’t even
take the poor devil's money. They found
it all in the mule-pack.shortly after they
located the body to-day. Think of it,
Kirk; think of the cold-souled fiend who
would shoot down an old man like that!”

 Rotten,” said Kirk with dry throat.

The town is wild about it,” said Samp-
son. _“Even the Chinaman-—your friend
Yo Chai—is up in arms and has offered a
reward for the apprehension of the Night
Hawk. Seems that Yo Chai had befriend-
od d Morgs g saked bin wih gru

and supplies when be started on his trip

the time before last. Now he wants
‘blood of the Night Hawk, but T suppose
even the Chinaman’s money can’t t.”

“ Neither his money nor his luck,” said
Kirk.
pson tumned swiftly oo b

You say that in an odd way,” be mur-
mured thoughtfully.

Kirk frowned.
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* Don't look at me like that, Sampson,”
he said coldly.

“In what way?”

“By God, I won't stand for it!” thun-
dered Kik, vith a sudden, raad rage

** Sampson, 1 swear there's an accasation

“Are you

Kink et s s in tight knots and
forced the fire out of his eye.

“ Nothing,” he said in a strangled voice.
“The fact is, Sampson, my nerves haven't
oem of the best et soce st devn Yo

Chai got the money from me yesterday.

“Let it go at that,” muttered Sampson,
and then he started at the memory of what
e bad seen, and looked partly with awe
and partly with curiosity at Kirk. “ Why,
man,” he said softly,  there was

with a fourish of his
‘ponderous hand. “ Utter nonsense,
. Bt wiath st

doox opessd, od Whired
stood in was very

e
hite; her eyes Elmed a0 if with wearintes
or some kindred emotion. Her expression
s 50 srang that Sampacn jumped o s
feet and fairly ran to

another day. I'm tired of the place.
Sick of it!”

And she vanished into the room. Samp-
son caught Kirk by the shoulders and

" e cried softly.

“‘To-morrow we start.

“ To-morrow evening! Then I take my
last whirl at Yo Chai to-morrow afternoon.
But what has happened?”

Yo Chat
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“ Damn him!  T've stood enough from
him. Il

“ Hush, lad! Neither of us is worthy
of kissing the shoes of that—Chinaman!”

CHAPTER XLIL
THE COUNTERFEIT MAN.

HERE are some places where two
‘make a crowd, in spite of the old say-
ing, and certainly in no place could

it have been truer than in those early days

in Kirby Creek.

On the day when William Kirk rode into
town with a muledoad of gold to gamble
away in aa effort to break the bank of Yo
Chai’s gambling-house, the whole town
turned out and stayed hour by hour watch-
ing the historic game. ~ Yet, only two days
Iater, when he went under identical cir-
cumstances with a far larger sum to wager,
men hardly tumed their heads 1o watch
‘him pass. It was an old, old story. Had
it not been seen before? And were they
the men to care for a twice-told tale?

To be sure, there were a few who bad

and been told of them,
they would hardly Now
formed a comparal crowd watch-

lowing the dealing of every card, and in a
deadly silence they played. It was M
poker again, but this time, as though lu
itself had wearied of the persistence of wu-
Fam Kirk, it held steadily against him.
His gold coin passed across the table, and
after that the gold dust was weighed and
followed the coin duly, and then the nug-
, and last a considerable stock of jew-
els, and still the river of misfortune caught
up the chips of William Kirk and carried
them away 10 the side of Yo
There was stupor to which
Kirk could attribute his defeat this day.
He touched no liquor, and there was no
spell cast over him by the steady eye of
the gambler, and still he lost. His wits
were than they had ever been be-
fore in his life, and in spite of himself there
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was forced upon his brain the conscious-
ness that he was struggling against a force
which in some mysterious way was greater
than his own. He laughed at the ides,
tried to sneer it away, but it persisted.

And he commenced to study the face of
Yo Chai between hands. He sat, as usual,
with his head rather far back, and his
shoulders bowed forward in the stoop of
middie-age. Yet there was a change som-
where in him from the Yo Chai against
whom Kirk had played only a few days
efc eatur

that hinaman was weary, weary t0
death. 1t was like playing against a ma-
chine. Half the glamour from
the

Half the sting was taken from defeat,
also. It was not like being beaten by a
machine. 1t was like witnessing the tri-
umph of an sutomaton. But as the game

it exercised a_dlarifying power

over the mind of Kirk. It convinced him
gadualy that the West s 1o ‘place for
been a mis ‘was an

mm of wild acton into which he bad
fallen under the govemance of impulses
beyond his control. But this machinelike
loss of his money made him yearn 10 be
back again in the North, among his fel-
Teason counted,

than the quickness of his hand or his Juck
as a gambler.

What did it mean in the life of Kirk?
‘Was it the end of his descent into the prim-
itive? Was it the beginning of his furn to-
ward culture again? The time came when
e had no more money, but he was anxious
now to rid himself of every cent he had
taken from the Night Hawk. It was like
the act of washing his hands of the past.
He hunted through his pockets and finally
found & small sack of canvas which had
been in the largest money box of the Night
Hawk, though why it had not been turned
in with the other contents of the box he
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coubd not tell. Perhaps it had been the
last haul of the outlaw, and he had kept it
still in the small'bag for that reason. This

was in itself a large stake—fifty {wenty-
dollargold-pieces, all freshly minted.

“ My last stake, Yo Chai,” he said care-
Jess,  the last coin I toss across this table.
To-morrow 1 leave the town. A quick
chance for this thousand, Yo Chai. What
say? Flip a coin heads or tails for the
stake?

“It ds good,” said the mechanical voice
of Yo Chai. “ Throw your coin.”

itk peled cut 3 bli-dolar e Jogged
it a moment in the paim of

“T'm going to lose,” he u.\d ‘nonchalant-
ly. T know it beforehand, perfectly well.
But though I've lost a lot of money to you
toight, Yo Cial, I'e gained something

retumm that's worth a lot more than any

o Here ot Heads for mel”

The half-dollar fickered in the air and
rasg on the table—tails|

“T knew, you see,” smiled Kirk, and he
bowed to the proprietor. “ If you want to
‘play with me again, Yo Chai, you will have
o follow me a long way, I hope!”

, he tumned from the dais
nnd walked law:n‘l the door. The dull
eye of Yo Chai tumed after him. He was
& rich man from the work of the s tree
days, but no starving beggar could have
fooked aiter the portly form of Tk v
such bitter envy as showed in the face of
Clung the moment the back of the big man
was tumed. He watched it through the
door, and then he began to gather in the
coins icaly. But as he did so,
something stopped him. He one of
the coins so that the light struck full across
it. Then, with greater haste, he picked
‘them up, one after another, and examined
hem with painful care, as 1 he were doubt
ful of their value. The usual group of five
was settling around the-table for their ses-
sion of draw-poker, and one of them asked:
oWt b 1, Yo Cla, conteteie? Comn-
Seret money, Vo Cha

Clung stood with "he coin held 10 the
bright light. It was like all the of
there was a small line cut with a sharp

UNIV
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knife across the tails side of the twenty-
dollar gold-piece. He tossed the last coin
into the drawer.

Then he laughed a long time, softly, his
nead back, and a marvelously evil light in
“his

eyes.
Counterfeit money?” he asked at last
in ki g vice. o, but » counie-
fet mal A comteteh !, ba,

He bmke oﬁ' and said gravely to the
tlemen, Yo Chai plays no

“Fied, Yo?” asked one of them.  No
more play to-night?”
“No said Clung,

more play forever,”
and tumed from the dais.
And from that moment he middiesged

ik you éould come both d.y and mgm
i you were a man like William Kirk!”

is
behind the desk in the little comer office
of the house.
“Let the house be closed,” he said ab-
ruptly at the door of the office.

¥ Cloed?” repested ahe olber, suining
at the master.
- Closd,” s Clung frmly ot once”

“ But for what reason: players are
just arriving. For it resonsThe
night is bardiy begun!’s--

“1t has to be purified,” seid Clung, and
with that enigmatic reply he turned on his
heel and went straignt to-his house.

The doorkeeper, a5 usaal, bowed o the
very fot before the master

the seryapts,” said Clung in Chi-

nae,, & Clll them at once, and say
Yo Chai will speak with them in his hail.”
He went to his divan and sat among the

, cross-legged.
Almost at once the servants came, hur-
rying, and they were marshaled before him
in single line by the doorkeeper. Besides
him there were four, for the house of Yo
Chal was excstingly wel served.
e sa ou have served Yo Chai”
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bowed as if at a given signal, and

- ol ey low. Ridog, ther pigais
ison and slapped against. their

—
He said: “ Yo Chai has eaten well, he

has lived in a clean house, he has slept in
a quiet bed.”

Once more they bowed, and once more,

Toariing thir pigals depved sgsne
i backs,

e “‘This is the Jast day of your
service with Yo Chai.”

‘They bowed again, but this time the big
dwrkeepamiaed;hnlewhnnn ery odd-
out of keeping with his bulk.

I there & one amoug e, b i, -
ing a vicious little eye upon the smallest,
oldest, and most withered of them all—if
he  there is cne among us who has not pleased
Yo Chai—if there is one among us like @

monkey who talk-talks all day
and_does mothing, let the maste

sticks. Also, we will throw him afterward
out upon the street. But do not let the
master send the rest of us away. He i
our father. We are his children. We sleep
when he sleeps, we watch when be wakes;

money. He is poor. See! we will serve for
nothing for many days.”

“Tt-is true,” said the chorus.
i s ple

They grinned in unison and bowed again.
“ But nevertheless you must go.”
Like automatons that could not do of.hzr-

“Not one of you has offended Yo Clai.
You are his children,

them.
and to pass into another life.

He will lose

UNIV
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all that is his, even his name, and therefore
his children must leave him. Yo Chai will
sit here and wait. His children will hasten
and prepare the things that are theirs.
Also, if they see other things about the
bouse which they can carry, and which
they cherish, they are welcome to

also.
They bowed again, and were gone like
leaves before the wind. Thereafter, for the

Vaking the word of thek * father » at it
most_extreme value. Finally, when he
struck his gong at the end of an hour, they

S
“We have been paid,” they protested,
‘3em timeddhe vae o our wetched e,
We have been paid many
Nevertheless,” said Vo Cha, Chai, sill smil-
ing, * you shall be paid again.

And_he pulled from one of those capa-
cious sleeves his purse of wire-net engraved
with the form of the dragon. From this he
shook out a little handful of gold for each
of them, emptying the purse. ‘They bowed;
they almost beat their forcheads on the

. They called the blessings
of a thousand gods upon him, and Clung
st ol e e it M b g bk
and that musing smile touching at the cor-
ners of his lips. Then they were gone.

But before he had a chance o rise the
door opened again and the big Mongol
Siood onee more belore him. He prostrated
bimsll acost at foll length, and Crung
knew with a sudden thrill that this was the
prostration of a man who knew the ways
of the Imperial court of China

* Rise, my son,” said

The big Chinaman stood erect.

““These,” he said, and his contemptuous
thumb indicated the other servants who had
already passed through the door, “ are not
worthy, but Gee Wing has seen many times
and great masters. There is danger coming
to his master. Gee Wing will come also.”

““Would you follow Yo Chai, Gee

“ Around the edge of the world,” said
the big Mongol.
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“ But 1 go north into a cold country,”
said Clung.

“ Gee Wing laughs at the cold.”

“It cannot be,” said Clung. “ Yo Chai
is goiig where no other Chinaman that ever
lived could follow.”

d he smiled strangely.
e Wing prosrated bimsel aain. Then

e is only one door at which Gee
Wing cannot stand guard for Yo Chai,” he
said sadly. “ Farewell.”

And he also was gone, and the door
banged heavily behind his hurrying feet, and
the long echo went mourning through the
house. A

CHAPTER XLIII.
PURIFICATION.
Blrr there was 1o mourning in the man-

thing approaching a quiet happiness, and a
phrase came over and over again on his
soundless lips.
He went directly to his wash-room, filled
a tub with steaming water, threw off his
Chinese robes, and stepped in. The change
was almost_instantaneous, and when he
stepped out his lean, muscular body was a
pure white. For the long wearing of the
yellow stain and the life indoors day and
had removed the last vestige of the
tan from the skin of Clung. He removed
the long pigtail; his black hair was cropped
short.

Then from the closet of his own room
he brought out hidden clothes, the common
wear of a cow-puncher. About his waist
he buckled a belt of cartridges with a heavy
forty-five swinging low in its holster. He
drew the gun and spun the cylinder, and
2 e did o his head et back once more
and the familiar musing smile vas again on

ent the gun was back in its
holster the attitude of Clung changed
sharply. He stood with his feet close
together, and his eyes glancing restlessly
about, so that he gave the impression of
one who had stolen into a house where he

UNIV
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had no place. Finally he left the house
by the back door, and in the stabl

saddled a gray horse—a beautiful animal,
whose slender limbs would scarcely have
supported for a single mile the bulk, say,
of Wi Kirk but the weight of Clung
‘would rxl eas even on that delicately
Tounded back.  This horee Clung saddled
with painful care, looking again and again
to the saddle-blanl to make sure that
there was not the slightest wrinkle. Then
he threw on the saddle and adjusted the
standing

like a fine panter surveying a critical stage
of his canvas.

With the horse saddled and bridled and
ready for service, Clung left the little
stable and walked around both the gaming-
house and his own dwelling, noting with
his eye the distance between his buildings
and the nearest structures. In every case
it was considerable, and he nodded his head
with satisfaction. Completing his detour
he went straight back to his dwelling and
started energetically to work. From every
room of the house he brought forth the
choicest possessions, silks, brocades, gold
and silver work, porcelain vases of price,
paintings on silks, and screens of great
price; furiture of cunningly jointed bam-
boo and of ebony.

things he heaped rapidly around
the feet of the big, squat idol in a growing
pile. At the corner of the pile he placed
censers and lighted them, so that four
columns of fragrant smoke rose and shook

again bearing a long, richly figured jewel-
case and dipping into this he tossed over
the idol, and among the heaps of silks,
handful after handful of gems in radiant
showers. Last he tore from the entrance-
hall the four scrolls with their Chinese
inscriptions, and crumbled these at the base
of the pile; Tast of all he drenched the entire
‘mass with oil.

Still his work was not done. Passing
through a door in the right wall of the
house he stepped into the gambling-house,
and on the central dais which had witnessed
50 many of the triumphs of Skinny Wallace
and of Yo Chai he piled up small tables
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and chairs in profusion. Going to the office
in a comer of the roomy building, he un-
locked the safe and brought out, in several
trips, its contents of paper and gold. With
this he topped the pile of the pyre. And in
turn he erected two o'.hn s.mnu pvlhs at
‘widely separated poinf ‘buildis
drenched each with qumuus of il.
all the preparations complete he stood back
and surveyed his work. The three piles
leaned around different pillars of wood,
supporting the roof of the wide structure.
Finally he twisted a scroll of paper into
a hard roll, lighted it, and ran from pile
to pile, touching each with the mmh 1..
answer, there was a slight flash
and torrents of yellow flames rollad uwp > e
piles and licked with broad tongues at the
He did not delay to watch the con-
the gaming-house of Yo Chai,

touched the rich pile about the feet of the
aning idol and tood ey for an rsant

t0 see the smile of the image, terrible
through smoke and yellow flame.

‘Then he darted into the stable, swung
into the saddle on the gray, and rode out
into the main street shouting at the top of
his voice: * Fire! Haloo! ~Firel”

It was unnecessary to rouse the town with
his voice.  Already the fire of the central
pile n the ganing-house had eten though

roof, and now a great yellow arm was
rndnng up into the heart o the sky again,
again. At that danger signal
Jels of exctement and alarm sounded 1 8
bundred places. Out of saloons and dance-
halls-a throng poured into the streets in
the space of a few seconds.
deputy sheriffs appeared and took
command. They divided the crowd into
gangs. Part of them formed lines with
buckets and began to wash down the roofs
and sides of neighboring buildings so that
they might not kindle from the heat of
the gaming-house. Three other bucket-lines
attacked the gaming-house itself by as many
doors, battering down partitions with axes
to get at the flames more freely.
bucket-line beat in the front part of the
flimsy wall of Yo Chais house and attacked
the flames there.
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But plainly it was a hopeless struggle to

beat down fires. ey were too care-

fully started, and the frame buildings went

up with a puif and a roar like so many piles

of tinder. ~Still the bucket-lines persisted
in their labors for an obvious reason.

Yo Chai’s chief clerk was among them,
running here and there, wringing his long-
nailed fingers and shrieking out directions,

leas, offers of reward to the rescuers.
Twenty dollars for every man who helped
quench the flames; fifty dollars for every
man who put in an hour’s work; a hunds
dollars for every man on the spot when the
flames were quenched. That offer called in
the other bucket-lines which were pouring
streams of water steadily over the roofs and
walls of the near-by houses. Moreover, it
was plainly seen that on that windless night
there was no danger that the fires would
jump from the big gaming-hall to the neigh-
botiag dwelngs,

So peaceful was the air that the four
yellow and red-stained columns of flame
over the gaming-house and the dwelling of
Yo Chai rose in steady towers, leaping
higher now and again as if they were trying
to kindle the stars above them, but never
shaken from side to side by any gust of

shelved away s if it were heavier than the
air, and settled in a broadening roof down
t the streets of the town, thick, choking.
Inside the gaming-house, in spite of the
steady streams of water from the buckets,
flames had swept across the floors in
red tides of fearful heat. The faces of the
foremost frfighers were bltered and
raw. They staggered back in groups,
blind, mlmg, aad collapeed on. the street,
Vet others rushed up against the flames to
take the places of the men who were
exhausted.

Hysteria had selud ﬂle workers. Some
of them at the flames and
cursed  horribly; oums were laughing,

And an intoxi-
cated man with a half-empty flask in his
hand recled down the sidewalk opposite,
the gaming-house singing at the top of hi
voice, %0 loudly that the sound penetrated
through the hubbub of the crowd.
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Suddenly Clung saw his five servants.
ey stood in a line, one behind the other,
each with his hands thrust into alternate
sleeves, and they looked upon the conflag-
ration. with calm, unmoved faces. One of
the deputy sheriffs rushed up to them and
required them with curses to aid in the
rescue work, but they shrugged their shoul-
ders and remained impassive witnesses.
Clung worked his horse a little closer to
them, curiously. The flames beiched more
wildly above the buildings and cast a bright
lght over the group of Chinse. Something
was w leaming on the face of the
g Mongol who had kept the door of Yo
Chai. And as if inspired by the coming
of Ciung, the others Hited their heads to:
gether and gave voice to a wild, discordant
wail, repeated monolonaaly over snd ovs
again, a lament for the d i
was their understanding o bow Yo. (Iul.
their father, had purified himself for an”
other life into which no Chinaman that
had ever lived could follow him.

‘There was a roar of descending timbers,
ending in a boom and crash, and a vast
shower of sparks darted up into the night
and went out. That flare of light picked
the whole town out of the heart of the
slght and gave it back 1o the day for an

N Waas seesil sd began shouting
encouragement to the workers; but ob-
viously the end was near. The house of
Yo Chai was now a roaring bonfire, and the
flames mgpz up the outside of the walls,
vomiting  through u;
columns. The two deputy sheri
e chit clek of Yo Chat.” He spoke 1o
them, shaking his head, and when they
turned away he flung the edge of his mantie
over his face and tumed avay into the
crowd. Then the deputies went among the
crowd and ordered that the useless fight be
given over. The majority obeyed willingly

enough, but a few, either too strongly
tempted by the offers of reward, or clse

forcibly back beyond reach of the flames.
Then a horror caught the minds of men
-my from the actual fire for a moment.
A horseman who had recently ridden into
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the crowd was observed to be fighting with
his horse. The brute was pitching madly
in an efiort to shake the rider off and get
closer to the flames. At first the men of
the crowd laughed and cheered on the horse,
for it seemed like a game. But then the
rider was heard screaming for help. Half
a dozen leaped forward 1o catch the reins
of the frantic animal, but at the same in-
stant it worked the bit into its teeth,
straightened its head with a jerk that tore
the reins from the hands of the master, and
loped sraight (ot the e of e
‘The rider tossed up his arms with a yell
ir. The yellow flare of fire framed
him, h\- bat off, his hair blown back, and
was drowned by the roar of the
men of the cromd. and the shrick of the
women. At the very edge of the wall of
flame the rider flung himself from the saddle
and struck the ground; the horse sprang on
into the flames.

Striking the wall, everywhere undermined
by the fury of the flames, a whole section
of it gave way and crashed down before
the wild horse. Its neigh of agony rang
back; it echoed shrill over the sudden
e of the crowd, sad then the poce/
beast was seen, e gap which it
had broken dovn in e wall gaoping sl
further into the heart of the wilderness of
flames. Yellow hands of fire reached from
every side against the animal, and it
svervd here and there ke 8 dodging polo
pony through the mass of red and yellow
flames. ~ Straight on it held toward one of
those three piles of steadier fire from which
the conflagration had started, and into this
with a great leap the horse flung itself.

Apparently it struck with its whole weight
the central pillar of the hall, already mostly
caten through by the fire, and now the pillar
of wood buckled before this blow, and the
roof directly above came lunging down With
a gigantic flurry and outward puff of flames.

There was a yell, human in its piercing
pain, superhuman in its terrible volume;

d then only the roar of the fire, and
Clung saw men who had witnessed, perhaps,
a score of gunfights, now cover their eyes
with their hands.

He turned his gray horse, which was
trembling with excitement, and wove his
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way through the dense crowd and out onto
an open lane. - He rode with his face toward

the purky o the sar. e stiched
his empty

o ﬁm said Clung, * and into a
new life!”

He urged the gray t0 a gallop and went
swiftly up the ravine.

CHAPTER XLIV.
THE NIGHT HAWK'S HORSE.

WO things drew \Kirk back to the
cave of the Night Hawk when he left

the house of Yo Chai that night. The

first was a desire for a final sight of the

the strength and wild beauty of the black
stallion.

His reason convinced him that he must
zever 9 near he plce agan, bor. the
emotion was greater

e s s 10t 1ok e Virgin
away with him. The image was in itself &
great treasure, no doubt, but it seemed to
Kirk that it was the baleful influence of
those diamond ees which had induced him
10 step out of the lawful path o 1t lad
once tempted Spenser years befor
hale i atar and ot the Jewels of the
cave should stay where they were.

But he could not bear the thought of
leaving the black stallion o die of starva-
tion in the cave. ly the fine animal
had gone twenty-four hours without water;
1t would be a short imple act of
charity 1o send a bullet through the brain
of the horse.

So he urged his horse to a steady canter
and arrived quickly at the mouth of the
tunnel. While he was still in the passage,
and while the sound of his footsteps in the
sand surely could not have reached into

main part of the cave, be heard the

snort and then the shrill whinny of the
stallion; and the sudden sound stopped his
heart with a strange misgiving. It seemed
o Kirk that there was a note of anger as
el as triumph in the neigh. For be it
remembered that he was at the end of his
third step back into the primitive, and his
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mind was open to more clemental influences,
and moved in almost childlike veins of
superstition.

So it was that when he had lighted the
torch in the cave he held it high above his
head and approached the stallion with
rather cautious steps. The large brute
lifted its fine head and tumned toward him
with distended nostrils. In his very ear it
trumpeted a greeting, a challenge, perhaps.
For there was little of welcome in its aspect.
The small ears were flat back on the neck,
and the big eyes gave back the light of the
torch with a greenish-yellow gleam. Per-
haps it was the lack of water which had
maddened the horse.

But when Kirk came closer the stallion
bared its teeth and lunged at him like a
biting dog. He shouted and jumped back.
‘The display of temper did not irritate him;
rather, it rouset in him a fierce desire to

master the brute and a feeling of joy in the

combat. He drew his revolver and
it for th shot, siming suarly between the
eyes of the h

Vet s, hand Towered. Fur o pictre
came to him of how
Black down the caon on that ight vlhu\
he had met and slain Charlie Morgan, an
B the salon bad galoped fke & ot
and nois Also, the anger of
the dumb brute wis like the anger of a
man who knows that he is about to be shot
down for no crime. It became more i
cult for Kirk to press the trigger than it
would have been for him to murder a
defenseless human being.

He cursed, and raised the revolver again,
but once more his hand faltered and fell.
He thought now of riding the stallion down
one of the riding-paths in the park, and
how all eyes would go over to him. There
was not a mount in the riding academy to
compare wih ths cne. o' be s, there
was some danger of appeari Ki
Creek with a black mnum, [or Lhe \:g\u
Havk was known to have ridden a mount
Bt he conkd prove with 8
thousan t he was not the Night
Haw e b boen i I th far Norh
in the very height of the outaw’s carer.
He made a sudden resolution to take
black away with him. The silver \\rgm

&
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and all the ]mls of plundex could remain
here in the eternal night of the cave, but

o would cary away Lheg\m the horse, and
the poniard of Spenser.

Having made up his mind to the thing,
he set about leading the horse to water. It
was no easy task, for the horse still acted
as if in a frenzy. He had to take a half-
hitch with a rope around the nose of the
brute, and when the horse reared and struck
at him with its forefeet, he bore down
heavily on the rope, shutting off the stal-
lion's wind and nearly choking it. He
kept up the pressure until the stallion stag-
gered with glazing eyes. Then he released

the grip of the rope a little and led the
borse to the pool of water.

et all the way he had to keep half
urned toward he animal, for the minute
his back was turned he felt that the ears
of the stallion would lower and the fire
come back in its eyes. At the pool the
black plunged its nose whole inches into the
water and drank, but before it had ﬁmshsd
e dhafe Kk, pulled up fs ead. galn

There was another furous dislay of v
per, but Kirk knew too much about horses
o let the half-far brute take its il
of water. He pulled the stallion back into
the cave, tied its head short to the stall,
and taking off his saddle from his horse at
il o e bl i e
and placed it on the

Then he placed the u»ch in a crevice of
the rock near the silver Virgin and looked
his last upon the image, and as he led the
horse into the mouth of the passage it
seemed to Kirk that the black diamond
eyes of the Virgin turned and followed his
leaving.

1t was 50 242y ko e she g fone
down the tunnel, and again and again
stallion lunged forward against the rope in
its desire to reach the man. He choked
the black down, and kept him at a safe
distance until they reached the mouth.
‘There, as before, the stallion crouched like
a dog and wriggled its way out to the open.
Kirk put his other horse on a rope and
started hack up the ravine.

It was a difficult progress. When his

horse approached too close, the black.
lashed out with vicious heels, and even

g
2
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when the led horse lagged behind
end of the rope the stallion kept sidling
and flashing grim glances back to the other
animal, as if it waited for the opportunity
to jerk avay from the controlling hand of
the master and make an attack.

Kirk enjoyed the very ferocity of the
animal. 1t filled him with a rather foolish
pride o think that this wild charger was

the

him, the elastic and easy spring of the legs,
he felt that he had at his command a speed
which no other beast on the Southwestern
desert could ival. Here wes he sere of
* the thousand hair-breadth escapes of the
Night Hawk; it was perfectly single,
other horse could follow the speed
Charger for o single e, i own mount,
indeed, had once almost ridden down the
mount of the Night Hawk, but that had
een because his horse was fresh and the
‘black stallion weary from long days of hard
riding.
Prancing and side-stepping like a dancer,
the black made its way up the ravine, and
in front of their cabin Kirk hallooed., The

No
T

the doorway. He was smoking a cigar that
was tilted up at a sharp angle—a sure sign
of self-satisfaction and a general content
with the world as he found it.

“ Bring out a lantern and take a look at
a piece of real horse-flesh,” suggested Kirk,
and when Sampson came out again, carry-
ing a lantern, Kirk tossed him the rope of
the led horse and put the black through a
few paces, making him rear and plunge,
and finally <\d1|ng him o Sampson with
high, prancing steps. He had to twist the
head of the Mack lar 1o s shoulder be-
fore he could bring him to stand before
pson_clenched bis teeh s
grunted his admiration, a puff of smoke
issuing from the end of his cigar.

“A horse that is,” he agreed, and he
stepped about to view the stallion from
every angle with a horse-lover's appreci
eye. “Td pay you a cool couple of thou-
sand for that horse—if 1 could ride him;
but taking all things into consideration, I

H
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think you'd better take out a heavy life
insurance if you intend to keep the truie

TR ik e v L

When et up i the peacelul North,
Saﬁ\pmm "B black il give me 8 touch of
Southwestern excitement now and then.”

“ Southwestern deviltry,”
son. * But where did you pick hi

“From a poor devil who was broke and
drunk. He would have sold the black for
the price of a drink just then, but 1 paid
him five bundred, and he nearly wept for

They I ek vhen they se this borse
in the park,

SThey it o eyl also run 10 get
out of the way. Lok out, there! Hel
ave a piece out of your knee in a moment.”
Not a bit,” grinn T can read
his mind, T tell you; this horse is after my

own heart.”

“ After your new heart, perhaps,” said
Sampson, “but in the old days, Kirk,
you'd have rather signed your death-war-
rant than climb into that saddle on that
bome, T wsh the ai of Kty Creek of
fected me in this way, Kirk,” he added

o bt wistully, * and T4 thirk T4 found
e fountan of youth. Pl up your nag
and let's go in and talk to Winifred. She's
in a bad humor, Kirk, and sits there daring
me with her eyes to ask questions about
what happened to her last night.”

* And what did happen?” asked Kirk.

“The devil!” broke out Sampson, and
pointed down the ravine.

A tongue of yellow flame like a waving
hand of fire soared above the roofs of
Kirby Creek.

CHAPTER XLV,
THE LAST RIDE. B

NIFRED!" be calle.
by Creck!”

“ Fire in

e to the door at once.
And the three stood watching i wonder the
growing flare of light. Tt mounted higher.

e by one, on either side of the original
column of flame, appeared three other yel-
Tow towers which, in a few minutes, rivaled
e fst fames i height, The ight secmed
to reach from one crest of the ravine to
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the peaks on the other side, and all of
Kithy Crosk was bahed o yelow Ighe.

“ Shall we ride down?” suggested Ki
“What about it, Winifred?”
“The fire’s already dying down,” she

said, “ and it will be almst out by the time
we arive. Besides, it's not spreading.”

“What's the matter, Winifred?” asked
Kirk maliciously. “ You're not keen for
anyhing these aya.”

ing except to leave this drop-
pmg—oﬁ' peml. of the world,” she answered
wearily.

And as she was tuming back into the
house her father said in a low voice: * Gad,
1 think its the place of Cl—of Yo Chai!”"

Winifred stopped short at the door.

“The place of Yo Chai?" she echoed
sharply.

«Look!” answered John Sampson.

Their place on the side of the ravine was
at a considerable elevation above the town
of Kirby Creek, and as the fire lighted the

the entire sweep of the
they grew accustomed to the flare, the
could see with perfect distinctness that it
was from the broad roof of the gambling-
house that the fire was belching.

B deil? mmttevel Seipa {5t

. Woat, diference.docs it make?” said
the girl coldly. * Perhaps he’s in the flames
—he probably is, to save his gold. But
what_difference does it make—one dog of
a Chinaman more or less in the world?”

“But burned to death!” said Sampson.
“Gad! how horrible.”

“Bah!” snorted Kirk. *Let him go.
After all, a gambler takes his chances, even
with fire. Let him go.”

“Burned to death!” repeated the girl,
and she tumed with a muffled cry and ran
into the house.

“What's up with her?”
suspiciously.

“ Some day 1'Nl tell you, lad,” said Samp-
son, deeply moved. * But now let's go in
t0 her.”

They found her huddied on her bed,
weeping hysterically. And when her father
tried to comiort her she fought him awa

“Keep your head high, Winifeed,” he

c Goc gle

asked Kirk

21

pleaded.  “ There's not one chance in
twenty that he’s caught in the fire.”

“You don't know,” she said, and sud-
denly she s clinging to e father, sil
weepi ‘ou don't know, but 1 do. 1
Can amgst sec bim strt shat ire with b
own hand. O, dad! Ob, dad!”

Hush!” he said, patting her back with
clumsy tenderness. ~ Hush, 1y dex, for
iyl all tur out l it in the end
w can it for him?” she said, almost
" T tell you it’s the end of—of

ﬁcxczlm
Yo Chai
* One dog of & Chinaman mare or less—
ear.” p

I quote your own words, my
“T saw the shadow of it in his eyes,

she said. T saw the coming of it wlmn X
D-d yellow or white,

t ki ke Jefl I the workl. And T

alone. " Oh, God! how utterly alone, dad.”

“ Hush!” he said again with a shaking

voice, “or Kirk will hear.
Yes, Kirk!" She sat upnyn the tears

gone. 1t it had not
“ Well?”
1 hate the ground he walks on.”

M‘r: Do you still hold that old slip against

“Dad,” she said suddenly, * what a foo
what a weak and cruel and sclfish fool &
woman can be.”

She broke away from Sampson and stood

ect.
“We leave in the moming,” she said,

yor
quited down, Wnired.  You're A hys-
terical now.”

And she hughgd in such a way as he had
never heard befor

o you think that anything matters
now? T was never calmer in my life.”

She proved it, it seemed, by the absolute
quiet in which she set about packing their
few belongings which they had taken into
the mining camp, and Kirk and Sampson
sat in utter silence watching her with a sort
Through the window they saw the
fire had passed its height, and now the
flames fell, and there was only a red glov:
over the town and a faint red spot in the
sky of the night above Kirby Creek, like a
grim sign
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And while that red sign of wrath was still
plainly visible in the sky above the town,
a voice called from the night—" William
Kirk!”

They were silent in the room; the girl
turned strange eyes upon the door.

“William Kirk!” called the voice again,
not loud, but with peculiar carrying power.

And Winifred sank into a chair and
cowered.

* Clung!
ghost of Cl

“ Clung?” cried Kirk, and he sprang up,
bis face termible. ,* Who said Clung?”

* William Kirk!” called the voice again.
My God!” said the big men. It is
Clung!™

For God's sake, Kirk!” pleaded Samp-
son, “don’t go out! It's murder if you
do?”

“ Murder?” growled Kirk, and he flung
Sampson away with the slightest motion of
his hand. * What does an old fool fike you
know about murder?”

“ William Kirk!” called the voice.

“ Don't go!”

Damn: um’“ t.h\md:xcd Kirk.
to stay he ‘whipped puppy becay
adogietn hll(-bmed Chink yells outside

! she said in a faint voice. * The

-'AmI

e door
And following the roar of his voice, he
threw open the door. In the night he made
out a slender figure on a gy} horse, holding
the black stallion by the rei

" Who's there?” he shouted.

“ Clung. Your horse is ready.
ready, Kirk?”

* Damn you, ycs!
What d'ye want’

~- To ndg mm you, Kirk.”

Are you

Ready for anything!

\ !ong distance for one of us, and a
short time to ride it in

And Kitk, bareheaded as he was, strode
through the door. He was trembling, but it
was the huntingdog's tremble o{ eag

“Close the door!” said Clung

And Kirk obeyed mlwmlu(llly.
wondered why he obeyed, and also
wondered why he hated that quiet voice so
profoundly.

Now, outside the house, away from the
glare of the lamps within, the light of the

he
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»Google

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

risen moon was suficiently clear for
him to make out distinctly the face of him
he had known as Clung. Thinner, perhaps,
and marvelously pale; a single glance, even
by that dim light, was sufficient to show
that there was no trace of Chinese blood in
this man. For his face seemed to actually
shioe, 30 profound was its pallr.  Kirk
alted.

g

 Why do you want me?” he asked again.
And he found himself looking into the
muzale of a revolver which had been con-
jured out of thin air, and behind it was the
‘well-known, musing smile of Cl
“T have the horse of the Night Hawk,”
aid Clung, * and now 1 want to see his

gur

" Denn you!” said Kirk, after a lttle
pause.

“ Move slowly,” sai lung calmly, ““ and
pul out the gun with e butt towerd me.
That is

He took the revolver and slipped his fore-
finger under the barrel. Then he turned to
Kirk again, and with a smile of positively
womanly brightness.

“It is true,” said Clung. “ Now take
your horse and ride on with me—shead.
T will give you your gun again when the

comes!”

And he slipped the weapon into the hol-
ster on the side of his saddle.

CHAPTER XLVL.

cLuNo! £

& ICH way?” said Kirk shortly,

as he obediently reined the black
stallion in front.

“Tt makes no_difierence,” said Clung
calmly. ** No matter what way you go the
end is the same.”

And Kirk understood. As soon as they
reachel some desered pce In the raving,
Clung would restore the weapon to him and
they would fight it out on equal grounds.
That was good. One last battle before he
leit the Southwest and retumned to ‘the
chained life of the North. And in that bat-
e he could wipe out the one spot against
him, remove the one thing he had fearcd.
Clung! “




CLUNG.

He cursed with a savage satisfaction and
urged the stallion to 2 gallop; but with the
first few swinging strides a change came
over him; his heart grew light, his brain
half dizzy. He glanced back over his shoul-
der to make sure that Clung was not even
then growing larger in his saddle.
was at a little distance, and il m soul
as before. et the dizziness persi
Kirk knew that he was afmd S5
ot been that he was galloping in front, he
kept saying to himseit,al would have been
well, but now he seemed to be fleeing, and
the very act of fiight filled him with a
foolish panic.

Moreover, he was beginning to think. He
hated Chung for the very sufficient reason
that he had once wronged him. And he
dreaded Chung for many other reasons. He.
remembered how Clung had dropped out of
that chair and had suddenly bad two revol-
vers leveled upon_him. remembered
some of the stories of Clung’s exploits
which John Sampson had picked up on the
streets of Mortimer. He remembered with
surpassing vividness how Marshal Clauson,
famous gun-fighter though he was, had ap-
proached the disarmed Clung with caution
and manihsl fear, even at a_time when
Clung was y enemies with lev-
el fans, 1f Clauson feared, there Tmast
be some superhuman power about the
fellow.

Clung! The very sound of the name was
like a promise of death. It went through
him like a knife. Chung!

And now the speed of the black stallion
was bearing him swiftly and smoothly to his
death. It suddenly came to him that he
might use that speed for another purpose—
escape!  Certainly the gray of Clung would
never be able o catch them. Erom that
instant he bided his time. ~Finally, as they
reached a_boulder-strewn portion of the
valley, he began to pick an extremely zig-
zag course, twisting here and there among.
the monstrous rocks, some of them as large
as small houses. And Clung, at times, fell
out of sight.
seeing a clear lane between the rocks shead
of him, Kirk buried his spurs in the flanks
of the stallion.

The startled animal sprang ahead at rac-

sutea GO gle
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ing s Tnstantly wu..d him came the
halloo of Clung, but he leaned over the sa

dle-bow and plied the spurs again an and
again. There came no lollmvmg shot, but a
Touder rattle: of hoofs behi He
looked back and made out in lhe clear

hardly a chance of one in ten that even as
great’a magician with the gun as Clung
could strike him with a bullet by that un-
certain light and from a racing h¢

So he spurre the black salton ag again and
yelled back his defiance at Clung? in the
space of a few minutes the outlines of Clung
were blurring to indistinctness behind him.

And it was then that he noted a change
‘in the gait of the black. His stride began
to grow less smoothly elastic. It jolted and
jarred the Ndet Aoz the g sl
head high and to one side
and meighed a8 if t gve direction to-the
pursr: Kok cara s strock the orse
between the ears with his clubbed hand.

In response, the stallion reared at a full
halt, and came down bucking. By the time
Kirk could straighten him out and start
him running again, Clung was once more

Yion journeyed at a lsbored pace, coming

And his ears were flattening
mt Wi neck. The spirit of an obsti-
mate devil seemed to be in the animal. And
now the distance between them grew peril-
ously short, and shorter. The stallion was
traveling at hardly

lop. Kirk accepted the inevitable.
rage at the horse had raised his couraze
agai i take lace of

in, or i pli
courage. He pulled the willing horse to a
stop and swung from the saddle;
was on the ground at the same instant, and
only a few paces away. He tossed the gun
t0 Kirk and it flashed in the moonlight and
then rattled on the rocks at his feet.
“Pick it up,” said Clung, his voice
shaken a bit from the wildness of that night

gallop. “Pick it up, Kirk, and begin.
Clung will wait!”
Clung wi k remembered

how, not long before, he also had waited
waited with an absolute certainty that

NOIS AT

ANA-CHAMPAIGN
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Charlie Morgan hots. He
ew what was the mind

of Clung—what fiefce und subducd exul
tation that made him tilt his mm in the
his

king like a leat
“ Shoot and be damned: " said Kirk, in
a sudden frenzy, and he threw his arms high
above his head.
“The cold voice of Clung cut through him

“You murdering dog," said the voice.
“ You murdering cur!

And then the revolver was tossed to the
ocks from the hand of Clung
g band aganst my band, Kirk

our
Will you fght that wa
“That way?” Mkmcd Kick,
Tous.
And then he made a cautious step nearer.
Sl Clung made rio effort to recover his re-
volver, now an impossible distance away.
“ God!” whis Kirk, and his fierce
joy nearly choked hlm and cast & haze be-
Tore his ey

incred-

. mg hands and slowly
clenched them; the sense of physical supe-
riority.

“ You crazy—Chink!” he said Il Inl
and Iughed, bending back hi head
suicidal foo .

And in lhe middle of his laugh the slen-
«der man leaped into action. At his forward
spring the broadbeimed ht was blown
from his head. glimpsed a lean, pal
lid face, and lhen the grip of a thin hand
tore like a hot iron at his throat.

He beat the hand away and smashed at
the white face. His hand lunged through
empty air, and a bony fist crashed twice
against his face. He tumed. grappled,
ted the slender body above his head with
absurd ease, and dashed it on the ground;
but the body twisted, catlike, in the air,
landed on hands and feet. and recoiled like
a bounding spring in the face of the big

% e those hony hands tore at
his throat like the talons of a bird, and
vhen Kirk, gasping, toe that murderous
grip away, skin came w

Clung, whmmg soitly like a fighting dog
in his eagerness, leaped in again. Again
Kirk struck, and again his fist missed that
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swerving figure. The constricting fingers
were at his throat. With a yell he clubbed
his huge fist and beat down on the head of
Clung.

‘The very weight of the blow drove the
other vy, staggriog,but s Kirk rushed
in pursuit, again the two bony fis
against his face with audible -mp-cu cut-
ting the skin like kniv

* Charlie Morgan!” said Clung, as he
slipped away and circled, ready for another

“Think of Charlie Morgan,

“ Damn you and him!” cried Kirk, and
rushed again with swinging arms.
'I‘he agile form, as if the wind of the

at moment.the foot of Kirk rolled on a
pel:hle and he dropped to his knees. There,
a little to the right, he saw the gleam of
the revolver which Clung had thrown away
the moment before. He lunged with his
whole weight forward and down and man-
aged to lock his fingers around the barrel
of the gun. No time 1o reverse his grip and
take the weapon by the butt. For the fin-

is throat were workmg toward
Kirk

gers at his
the Wmdplpe, and once they sei;
raised the- revalver and ssshed it down
en the head of Clung

He flattened on his back—limply. And
Kirk rose and stared at the helpless form.
Then he laughed, like thunder, and the
side of th

He dropped o his knees be-
side the figure which lay with arms thrown
out, crosswise; his hands on the
slender throat—how slender it was—one
gip would crush it to the neck bone—
and he shook the prostrate form furiously.
He would bring the fellow back to con-
sciousness before he throttled him; make
him look his death in the face before he
went to it 'l

And he succeeded in bringing back
Clung Wi eyes opened and he
roaned.

“Look up!" said Kirk. “ Look up at

your master and beg, you swine, beg for
your life!”
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But u-e ﬁngus of Clung, as his arms lay
closed

i et comfortably
palm of his hand—a stone with rough edges.

“How shall I beg?” he gasped, and drew
in the hand, bearing the stone, to his
shoulder.

“Offer money!” snarled Kirk, “ or offer
service all the days of your life. ' Offer, and
see what Kirk will do:”

“ Good!” said Clung, and he smote with
the stone between the eyes of Kirk.

A weight of suffocating hugeness dropped
upon him, almest. !r‘ngh(l him and blood
ran hot across his face. He managed to
iggle out from beneath. i lay prone
upon his face, and Clung leaned over the
man and listened with an ear pressed
against the baek for a heartbeat. - He
caught no motion. So he straightened and
stood up, wiping the blood from his face.

“Tt s goﬁd » whispered Clang again.
“Itis very

‘The black iLg\lmn‘ which had stood with
pricking ears and head high during ‘the
combat, now approached cautiously, sniffed
at the fallen Gigure, and then with flattened
ears.pawed at ‘Kirk’s body. That alone
was a sufficient proof, to Clung, that the
‘man was dead.

S0 Clung swung into his saddle and head-

m
the body of Kirk nor to the right toward
Kirby Creek.
CHAPTER XLVIL
THE END AND THE BEGINNING.
Kirk was not dead. The blow had
not fractured the skull, as Chumg
hastily concluded, but had merely

stunned the young giant. He lay for some
time prostrate. A sharp blow on the-shoul-

painful mn he Mu:hﬂ'l his head to one
side in . dare.

He saw the great black stallion with fo-
foot raised to strike again, and ears flat
tened back Fike a demoniac.
brought complete sensibility back to Kk
Fie reled swity from beneath the impend-

o Google

ing stroke and started to his feet, whereat
the horse was wpon him with a leap, reared,
and struck furiously.

But the rage of defeat and the torment
of the pain in his head gave Kirk e
strength and agility of a
leaped in and 1o one side, grasping at e
reins and jerking them down with a force
that pulled the stallion down upen all four
feet. - Before he could rear agnin and strike,
Kirk had planted one foot in the stirrup
and was swinging into the saddie. His other
foot, “however, in that awkward effort to
mount, was passing over the back of the
animal heel down, and the whirling rowel
caught and slashed the hide of the stallion
from the hip down toward the flank.

‘The big black leaped forvard, throwing
Kirk off his balance. He strove frantically
to tegain his position, gripping with bo
o3, and in 30 doag &vivng che
Tight foot, with its spur,

ing with pain and fear, leaped up into the
air and came down stifflegged. The jar
shook Kirk completely from his scat and
he floundered to the

at the same instant, lunged forward at a rac.
img speed, and the left foot of mok, -
ing in the stirrup, was firmly jammed.

He was jerked forward and through the
‘air, landing several yards away with a ter-
rific crash that deprived him of his senses.
The stallion, frantic with fear of the weight

ine and toward the cave of the Night
Hawk the stallion raced and crept ﬂ“vngh
the mouth of the tumnél: into
recess where the silver Virgin mm by
the flicker of a dying torch the stallion drew
at Jast and stood stil, and turned his small,
fine head, and stared with yellow eyes at
the formless thing which stil dragged be-
hind him

And it was at about this time that John
Sampson and Winifred, sitting in fearful
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silence in the shanty, heard the clatter of a
galloping horse stop before the house, heard
Steps mount the front steps, saw the door
swing open, and in the lighted rectangle
stood a slender man with & very white
(m, doubly white because of the red smear

forehead. His eyes were stead-
|ly e the girl.

she rose, her lips parted and’her
eyes slnnng with a wide and bright fasci-
nation.

“Winired!” called John Sampson

The steady eyes of Clung turned upon
him for a single instant and he could not
words were frozen in his

speak agai
throat

o the gl cromed the foce, and
(Th

e
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passed through the door, and the door closed
behind her. Instantly the gallop of a horse
began, and rattled away over the rocks.
Then life returned to John Sampson.

He rushed to the door, threw it wide, and
running out into the moonlight he cried
at the top of his voice:

“ Winifred: "

There was nothing in sight but the shad-
ows of the rocky walls; and all he heard
was the far, departing rattle of hoofs upon

ocks.

“Winifred:” he called again

And the side of the ravine gave back the
word like a mocking whisper close to his
ear.
end.)
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CLAYTON began replacing his curios
in their cabinet, then paused: with
unseady g e picked up &

ething that ought to inter-
est you, Tom,” he jested, yet with an u
der current of seriousness. lh.mnu it in
Bagdad—for an unmerciful price. The old
Tobber wha. sad it awore that A had been
engraved Ly Solomon hlmsdl and had all
sorts of magical pow
Macdonald examined the litte stone curi-
It was'a flat, oblong bit of onyx;
graven on ooe sde xas the paralogram
ith crossed diagonals anciently called lhe
“Sul of Solomon.” In each of four:
tiny triangles thus made was et
character of some unknown tongue. He

»Google

6}/ " Ernest M. Poate

touched them half reverently, some old
strain of Celtic mysticism stirring in his
canny Scotch blood.

“ They are supposed to be Chaldean,” ex-
plsioed i b Thars e ¢ Womd ot
er’ you read about in the * Arabian
it you hald the talisman up and
pronounce that word, it will break all evil
spells—so old Ali Baba said. We called
him that because he was more than equal
bk i v Ltk l e

. hnded back the stoe, and
followed Ci (lalem into_the other room.
A uu<| pretty casy,” apologized the der

himself a drink. The de-
Cante elinked against the gass ede s0 that
a few drops of brandy spattered on the
table. still shaken by some ob-

irops
He w
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