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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER l.—John Stuart Webster, 
mining engineer, after cleaning up a for
tune In Heath V%lley, Calif., boards a 
train for the East. He befriends a young 
lady annoyed by a masher, thoroughly 
trouncing the “pest."

CHAPTER II.—-At Denver Webster re
ceives a letter from Billy Geary, his clos
est friend. Geary urges him to come to 
bobrante, Central America, to- finance 
and develop a mining claim. He decides 
to go.

CHAPTER III. — Dolores Ruey, the 
young woman Webster bèfriended, and 
who has made a deep Impression on him, 
as he has on her, is also on the way to 
Sobrante.

CHAPTER IV.—At Buenaventura, capi
tal of Sobrante, Billy Geary, 111 and pen
niless. is living on the charity of “Mother 
Jenks,” keeper of a dramshop. She re
ceives a cablegram from Dolores, telling 
of her coming.

CHAPTER V.—Dolores' father, Ricardo 
Ruey, president of Sobrante, had been 
killed In a revolution led by Sarros, the 
present executive. Dolores, a child of 
eight, was smuggled out of the country 
by Mother Jenks and supported by her 
In the United States. The old woman, 
ashamed of her occupation and habits of 

! Mfe, fears to meet Dolores, and sends 
Geary to the boat to say she has gone 
to the United States.

CHAPTER VI.—Webster, on his way to 
Bobrante. is taken til on the train, and 
Is In a hospital at New Orleans two 
weeks. Geary bungles his mission, Dolo
res easily seeing through his story. She 
greets Mother Jenks ns her friend and 
benefactor. Geary falls desperately In 
love with the girl.

CHAPTER VII.

Webster reached New Orleans at 
the end of the first leg of his journey, 
to discover that lie was one day late 
to hoard the Atlanta—--a banana boat 
of the Consolidated Fruit company’s 
line plying regularly between New Or
leans and that company's depots al 
LImrn and San Buenaventura—which 
necessitated a wait of three days foi 

* the steamer La Estrelllta of the Ca
ribbean Mail line, running to Caracal 
and way ports.

He decided to visit the ticket office 
of the Caribbean Mail line immediate
ly and avoid the rush in case the 
travel should be heavy.

The steamship office was In Canal 
street. The clerk was waiting on two 
well-dressed and palpably low-bred 
sons of the tropics, to whom he had 
just displayed n passenger list which 
the two were scanning critically. 
Their Interest in it was so obvious 
that unconsciously Webster peeped 
over their shoulders (no difficult task 
for one of his stature) and discovered 
It to be the passenger list of the 
steamer La Estrelllta. They were com 
versing together In low tones and Web
ster. who had spent many years of 
his life following his profession in 
Mexico, recognized their speech as the 
bastard Spanish of the peon.

He snt down Jn the long wall scat 
and waited until the pair, having com
pleted their scrutiny of the list, turned 
to pass out lie glanced at them cas
ually. One was a tall thin man whose 
bloodshot eyes were inclfhed to “pop” 
a little—-Infallible evidence In the 
Latin-American that he Is drinking 
more hard liquor than is good for him.

I-lls companion was plainly of the 
same racial stock, although Webster 
suspected lilm of a slight admixture 
of negro blood. He was short, stocky, 
and aggressive looking; like his com
panion, bejcweled end possessed of n 
thin, carefully cultive ted moustache 
that seemed to consist of about nine
teen hairs on one side and twenty on 
the other. Evidently once upon a 
time, ns the story hooks have it, he 
had been shot. Webster suspected a 
Mauser bullet, fired at long range, it 
had entered his right cheek, just be
low the malar, ranged downward 
through his mouth and out through 
a fold of flabby, flesh under his left 
jowl. It must have been a frightful 
wound, but It had healed well except 
at the point of entrance, where It had 
a tendency to pucker considerably, 
thus drawing the man's eyelid down 
on his cheek and giving to that visual 
organ something of the appearance of 
a bulldog’s.

Webster gazed after them whlmsl- 
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in hate to wiu.v up some night
and find that honibre with* the puck
ered eye loaning over me. By the 
way." he continued, suddenly appre
hensive, “do you get much of that 
paraqueet travel on your line?"

“About 80 per cent, of it is oX color, 
sir.”

Webster pondered the 80 per-cent, 
probability of being berthed In the 
same stateroom with one of these 
people and the prospect was ns re
volting to him ns would he an unin
vited negro guest at the dining table of 
a southern family. He had all a 
Westerner’s hatred for the breed.

“Well, I want a ticket to San Buena
ventura.” he informed the clerk, “hut 
I don’t relish the Idea of a Greaser in 
the same stateroom with me. I won
der if you couldn’t manage to fix me 
with a stateroom all to myself, or at 
least arrange It so that in the event 
of company I'll draw a white man.”

“I’m sorry; sir, but I cannot guar
antee you absolute privacy nor any 
kind of white man. It’s pretty mixed 
travel to all Central American ports.”

“How many berths In your first- 
class staterooms?”

“Two.”
Webster smiled brightly. He had 

found a way out of the difficulty. “I’ll 
buy ’em both, son,” he announced.

“I cannot sell you an entire state
room, sir. It’s against the orders of 
the company to sell two berths to 
one man. The travel Is pretty brisk 
and it’s hardly fair to the public, you 
know.”

“Well, suppose I buy one ticket for 
myself and the other for—well, for 
my valet, let us say. Of course,” he 
added brightly, “I haven’t engaged the 
valet yet and even should I do so I 
wouldn’t be at all surprised If the ras
cal missed the boat!”

The clerk glanced at him with a 
slow smile, and pondered. “Well,” he 
said presently. “If you care to buy a 
ticket for your valet, I’m sure I 
shouldn't worry whether or not he 
catches the boat. If my records show 
that the space is sold to two men and 
the purser collects two tickets, I think 
you’ll be pretty safe from Intrusion.”

“To the harassed traveler,” said Mr. 
Webster, “a meeting with a gentleman 
of your penetration Is as refreshing 
as a canteen of cool water in the des
ert. Shoot!” and he produced a hand
ful of gold.

“I will—provided I have one empty 
cabin,” and the clerk turned from the 
counter to consult his record of berths 
already sold and others reserved but 
not paid for. Presently he faced 
Webster at the counter.

“The outlook Is very blue,” he an
nounced. “However, I have one berth

m

“The Outlook le Very Blue."
In No. 34 reserved by a gentleman 
who was to coll for It by two o’clock 
to-day." He looked at his watch. "It 
Is now n quarter of one. If the reser
vation Isn’t claimed promptly at two 
o’clock I shall cancel It mid reserve 
for you both berths m that room. If 
you will be good enough to leave me 
your name and address I will tele-’ 
phone you after that hour. In the 
meantime, you may make reservation 
of the other berth In the same state
room. I feel very confident that the 
reservation In No. 34 will not be called
for, Mr.—er---- ’’ ,

“Webster—John S. Webster. Ton 
are very kind. Indeed. I’m nt the St1 
Charles.”

’’Be there at a quarter after two, 
Mr. Webster, and you will hear from 
me promptly on the minute,” the clerk 
assured him; whereupon Webster paid 
for one berth and departed for his 
hotel with a feeling that the clerk’s 
report would be favorable.

True to his promise, at precisely a 
quarter after two, the ticket clerk 
telephoned Webster nt his hotel that 
the berth In No. 84 had been canceled 
and the entire stateroom was now Bt 
his disposât _____ . j

"If you will he good enough to give 
me the name of your valet,” he con
cluded. "I will fill In both names on 
my passenger manifest and send the 
tickets to your hotel by-messenger Im
mediately. You can then sign the tick
ets—I have already signed them as 
witness—and pay the messenger.’’

“Well, I haven’t engaged that valet 
ns yet," Webster began.

“What’s the odds? He’s going to 
miss the boat, anyhow. All I require 
Is a name.”

“That ought to be a simple request 
to comply with. Let me see!”

“I read a book once, Mr. Webster, 
and the valet In that book was called 
Andrew Bowers.”

“Bowers Is a fine old English name. 
Let us seek no further. Andrew Bow
ers It Is."

“Thank you. A11 you have to do 
then Is to remember to sign the name, 
Andrew Bowers, to one ticket. Don’t 
forget your valet’s name now, and ball 
everything up,” and the clerk hung up, 
laughing.

Half an hour later a boy from the 
steamship office arrived with the tick
ets, collected for them, and departed, 
leaving John Stnart Webster singu
larly pleased with himself and at 
peace with the entire world,

A “large” dinner at Antoine’s that 
eight (Webser had heard of Antoine’s 
dinners, both large and small and was 
resolved not to leeve New Orleans un
til lie had visited the famous restaur
ant), and a stroll through the pictur
esque old French quarter and along the 
levee next day, helped to render his 
enforced stay In New Orleans delight
ful, Interesting, and Instructive. For 
Sunday he planned an early morning 
visit to the old French market, around 
which still lingers much of the pic
turesque charm and colorful romance 
of a day that Is done—that echo of 
yesterday, as It were, which lias left 
New Orleans an Individuality as dis
tinct as that which the olden, golden, 
godless days have left uponSgan Fran
cisco.

He rose before Six o’clock, there
fore; found a taxi, with the driver 
sound asleep inside, nt the curb In 
front of the hotel ; gave the latter his 
Instructions, and climbed In.

Opposite Jackson Square the cloy
ing sweetness of palmetto, palm, and 
fig burdened the air. Above the 
rumble of the taxi he could hear the 
distant babel of voices In the French 
market across the square, so he 
halted the taxicab, alighted, and handed 
the driver a bill.

“I want to explore this square," he 
said. He had recognized It by the 
heroic statue of General Jackson peep
ing through the trees. "I’ll walk 
through the square to the market, and 
you may proceed to the market and 
meet me there. Later we will return 
to the hotel."

A Creole girl—starry-eyed, beauti
ful, rich with the glorious coloring of 
her race—passed him bound for the 
cathedral across the square, as Web
ster thought, tor she carried a large 
prayer book on her arm. His glance 
followed the girl down the walk.

Presently she halted. A young man 
rose from a bench where he evidently 
had been waiting tor her, and 
bowed low, his hat clasped to his 
breast, as only a Frenchman or a 
Spanish grandee can bow. Webster 
saw the Creole girl turn to him with a 
little gesture of pleasure. She ex
tended her hand and the young man 
kissed It with old-fashioned courtesy.

John Stuart Webster with reverent 
and wistful eyes watched their meet
ing.

"Forty 'years old," he thought, “and 
I haven’t spoken to n dozen women 
that caused me n second* thought, or 
who weren't postmistresses or biscuit 
shooters! Forty years old and Pve 
never been In love ! Springtime down 
that little path and Indian summer In 
my old fool heart. Why, I ought to 
be arrested for failure to live !"

The lovers were walking slowly, 
arm la arm, along the path by which 
the girl had come, so with a courtesy 
and gentleness that were Innate la 
him, Webster stepped out of sight be
hind the statue of Old Hickory; for 
he did not desire, by his mere pres
ence, to IntruUe a discordant note In 
the perfect harmony of those two hu
man hearts. He knew they desired 
that sylvan path to themselves; that 
evidently they had sought their early 
morning tryst In the knowledge that 
the square was likely to be deserted 
nt this hour.

The young man was speaking as 
they passed ; his voice was rich, pleas
ant, vibrant with the earnestness of 
what he had to say: with a pretty 
little silver mounted walking stick he 
slashed at spears of grass alongside 
the path ; thé girl was crying a little. 
Neither of them had seen him, so he 
entered n path that led from them at 
right angles.

He had proceeded but a few feet 
along this trail when, through a break 
In the shrubbery ahead of lilm. ho saw 
two men. Brief ns was his glimpse of 
them. Webster Instantly recognized 
the two Central Americans he had 
seen In the steamship ticket office twq 
days previous. - _

They were not walking ns walk two 
men abroad nt this hour for a con
stitutional. Neither did they walk as 
walk men churchward bound: A 
slight, skulking nlr marked their prog
ress, and caused Webster to wonder 
Idly what they were stalking.

He turned Into the path down which 
the two men had passed, not with the 
slightest idea of shadowing them, but 
because his destination lay in that 
direction.

Both men had forsaken the graveled 
path and were walking on the soft vel
vet of blue grass lawn that fringed It !

“Perhaps I’d better deaden my hoof 
beats also," John Stuart Webster 
soliloquized, and followed suit imme
diately. ____

He had scarcely done so when the 
men ahead of him paused abruptly. 
Webster did likewise, and responding 
—subconsciously, perhaps, to the re
membrance of the menace in the 
glance of the man with the puckered 
eye—lie stepped out of sight behind a 
broad oak tree. Through the trees 
anil shrubbery he could still see the 
lovers, who had halted arid evidently 
were about to part.

Webster saw the young man glance 
warily about; then, apparently satis
fied there was none to spy upon them, 
ne drew the girl gently toward him.

Drew the Girl Gently Toward Him.
She clung to him for nearly a minute, 
sobbing; then he raised her face ten
derly, klswd her, pressed her from 
him, and walked swiftly away without 
looking back.

It was a sweet and rather touching 
little tableau ; to John Stuart Webster, 
Imaginative and possessed of a ro
mantic streak In his nature, it was 
more than a tableau. It was a mov
ing picture!

“I suppose her old man objects to 
the young fellow," he muttered to 
himself sympathetically, “and he can’t 
come near the house. They've met 
here for the fond farewell, and now 
the young fellow's going out West to 
make his fortune, so he can come back 
and claim the girl. Huh! If he wants 
her, why the devil doesn’t he take 
her? Hello! By Judas priest 1 Now 
I know whiit those two paraqueets are 
up to. One of them is the father of 
that girl. They’ve been spying on the 
lovers, and now they’re going to cor
ner the young fellow and shingle him 
for his nerve.”

The girl had stood for a moment, 
gazing after her companion, before she 
turned with her handkerchief to her 
eyes, and continued on her way to the 
cathedral. Webster heard her sob
bing as she stumbled blindly by, and 
he was distressed about her, for nil 
the world loves a lover and John 
Stuart Webster was no exception to 
this universal rule.

“By George, this Is pretty tough," 
he reflected. “That young fellow 
treated that girl with as much gentle
ness and courtesy ns any gentleman 
should, and I m for him nnd against 
this Idea of corporal punishment. 
Don't you worry, Tillle, my dear. I'm 
going to horn Into this game myself 
If It goes too far."

The two dusky skulkers ahead of 
him, having come to another cross
path, turned Into It and came out on 
the main path In the rear of the young 
man. Webster noticed that the pair 
were still walking on the grass. He 
padded gently along behind them.

The four were now rapidly ap
proaching the old French market, and 
the steadily rising babel of voices 
speaking In French, Italian, Spanish, 
Creole pntols and Choctaw, was suffi
cient to have drowned the slight noise 
of the pursuit, even had the young 
man s mind not been upon other 
things, and the Interest of the two 
Central Americans centered upon their 
quarry, to the exclusion of any thought 
of possible Interruption.

Webster felt Instinctively that the

two men woniq rusa auu mime a con
certed attack from the rear. He 
smiled.

“I’ll Just fool you two hombres ■ 
whole lot," he thought, nnd stooping; 
picked tip a small stone. On the In
stant the two men, having approached 
within thirty feet of their quarry, 
made a rush for him.

Their charge was swift, but though 
It was, the tittle stone which John 
Stuart Webster hurled was swifter. II 
struck the young man fairly between 
the shoulderblades with a force suffi
cient to bring Hm out of his senti
mental reverie with à jerk, as It were 
He whirled, saw the danger that 
threatened him; send—sprang to meet 
tt.

“Bravo !” yelled Webster, and ran tc 
his aid, for he had seen now that II 
was to be knife work. Tragedy In
stead of melodgnma.

The man with the puckered eye 
closed in with such- eagerness It war 
apparent to Webster that here was 
work to his liking. The young man 
raised his light cane; but Pneker-eye 
did not hesitate. lie merely threw up 
his left forearm to meet the expected 
blow aiuied at his head, lunged for
ward nnd slashed vlcldusly at the 
young man’s abdomen: The lattes 
drew back a step, doubled like a jack
knife, nnd brought Ills cane dowa 
viciously across the knuckles of his 
assailant’s right hand.

"So it Is thou, son oft a nie." he 
called pleasantly In Spanish; “I fool
ed you that time, didn't I?" he added 
in English. “Thought I would aim 
tor your head, didn’t you?"

The blow temporarily paralyzed the 
assassin’s hand; he dropped-the-knlfev 
and as he stooped to recover It with 
Ills left hand, the young man, before 
retreating from I’op-eye, kicked Puck
er-eye in the face and quite upset him. 

“Stop It!" shouted Webster.
I’op-eye turned his head at the out

cry. The man he was attacking fell 
Into the position of a swordsman en 
garde, and thrust viciously with the 
ferrule at the face of the pop-eyed m;tn, 
who, disregarding Webster’s approach, 
seized the cane In his left hand and 
with a quick, powerful tug actually 
drew his victim toward him a fO»t be
fore the latter let go the stick.

Before lie could give ground' again 
I’op-eye was upon lilm. He grasped 
the young man by the latter’s left 
arm nnd held him. while he drew back 
for the awful disembowlllng stroke. 
As his long arm sped forward the hook 
of John Stuart Webster's heavy cone 
descended upon that flexed arm In the 
crook of the elbow, snagging It 
cleverly.

The knife never reached Its destina
tion !

“You would, would you?" said Web
ster reproachfully, and jerked the fel
low violently around. Ttie man he had 
rescued promptly struck Pop-eye a 
terrible blow In the face with his left 
hand and broke loose from the grip 
that hail so nearly been his undoing; 
then Webster tapped tile assassin a 
meditative tap or two on the top of his 
sinful bend for good measure nnd to 
awaken In him some sense of llie Im
propriety and futility of resistance, 
after which Webster turned to dis
cuss a similar question of ethics with 
Pucker-eye. ,

Tile scar-clieeked man was on his 
knees, groping groggily for his knife, 
for lie had received a severe kick un
der the chin, and for the nonce was 
far from dangerous. Stooping, Web
ster picked up the knife; then with 
knife nnd cane grasped in his left 
hand he seized Pucker-eye by the nape- 
with his right and jerked him to his 
feet. The assassin stood glowering at 
him in a perfect frenzy of brutish, in
articulate fury.

"Take the knife away from the 
other fellow before he gets active 
again," Webster called over his shoul
der. “I'll manage this rascal. We'll 
march them over to the market and 
turn them over to the police." He 
spoke in Spanish.

"Thanks, ever so much, for my life," 
the young man answered lightly, and 
In English, “hut where I come from it 
Is not the fashion to settle these argu
ments In court of law. To call an 
officer Is considered unclubllke ; to 
shoot a prisoner In this country is 
considered murder, nnd consequently 
I have but one alternative and I advise 
you, my good friend, to have a little 
of the same. I'm going to run like the 
devil."

And he did. He was In full flight 
before Webster could glance around, 
and in an instant he was lost to sight 
among the trees.

“That advice sounds eminently fair 
and reasonable," Webster yelled after 
lilm, and was about to follow when he 
observed thnt the young man had 
abandoned h!s pretty little sllvcr- 
chnsed walking stick.

“ThByt's too nice a little stick to 
leave to these brigands,” he thought, 
anti forthwith possessed himself of It 
and the pop-eyed man's knife, after 
which he tarried not upon the order of 
his going but went, departing at top 
speed.

The young man he had saved from 
being butchered was right. An en
tangling alliance with the police was,
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