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Chapter 72 

Apache Charley 

JUNT HARCOURT seemed to be in a rare 
good humor when he returned from his 
visit to the prison. He felt like a man who 
has just discharged an unpleasant duty. He 
had granted Mignon Faraget’s request, and 
in return he had received a smile he read as 
indicating that she would grant him any 
favor he cared to ask. 

But his arrival at such an’ unwarranted é 
conclusion showed only too plain how little he knew 
about women of Mignon’s type and character. 

At dinner that evening he drank more wine than : 
usual. With the quick rise of his spirits came the imag- 
inary realization that his long battle with the beautiful 
young French girl was won. | 

He felt sure that she would capitulate without 
question upon his next visit to her villa. 

Later, as he sat in the library, complacently puff- 
ing at a cigar, he continued indulging in the most pleas- 
ant thoughts. But he was disturbed by the sudden en- 
trance of his secretary, Ramong. 

“What is it?” he inquired with some irritation. _ 
“Major Barkley is here, Your Excellency,” the sec- 

retary announced. 
“What does he want?” with more irritation. 
“IT do not know, Your Excellency,” Ramong ans- 

wered. “But he says he is very anxious to see you.” 
Count Harcourt pondered a moment. 
“Alright, send him in,” he ordered. 

Copyright MCMXLI by 

The La Salle Publishing Company 

Chicago, IIl. 



— 612 — 

The Governor of, Algeria had an inkling why 
Major Barkley called on him at this time. A dark frown 

clouded his face. For the major was a close personal 
friend of Armand Duverne, his brother-in-law. 

Presently the visitor was ushered in. 
He was a tall man, slightly past middle age. He 

wore the uniform of a soldier of France. He saluted his 
superior officer. | 

“Ah, I am glad to see you, major,” cried Count 
Harcourt, holding out his hand as he uttered this false- 
hood. “Do you know, I was just thinking about you. -To 
what circumstance am I indebted for this pleasure?” 

Major Barkley’s clean shaven countenance was 
grave. 

“T come as the representative of Monsieur 
Armand Duverne,” he replied. 

“Then you are his second, major?” 
“Yes,” admitted the visitor, standing very erect. 

“TI hope Your Excellency will not take offense. I could 
not evade his request.” 

“Why, of course not,” the other laughed. “That 
is perfectly alricht. As a soldier and a man of honor 
you were obliged to act in the capacity of a second for 
him. The rules of every duel require thot.” 

He paused for a second or two, then added: “By 

the way, how is my dear brother-in-law? Has he suffic- 
iently recovered from his recent illness to be able to meet 
me on the field of honor?” 

The major shook his head slowly. 

“T am afraid not,” he responded. “However, he 

says he feels strone enough to meet you. And he is anx- 
ious to have the matter disposed of. Are you ready, 
Your Excellency?” 

“Always ready for such ieuthag as that.” the 
Governor of Algeria declared pompously. ‘When is the 
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duel to take place?” 
“To-morrow morning at five o’clock sharp.” 
“And the place, major?” 
“The south end of Lafayette Park.” 
Count Harcourt hesitated a moment before he 

asked the next question. It was one of greater import- 
ance. 

“What — what are the conditions?” he inquired 
at last. 

“The conditions,” Major Barkley replied, “Ar- 
mand Duverne leaves to you since you are the injured 
party. It is your privilege to name the weapons. Which 
do you prefer, swords or pistols?” 

“Oh, pistols, of course,” the count retorted with 
a confident grin. “And an exchange of three shots at 
a distance of fifty feet. Be kind enough to inform Mon- 
sieur Duverne that I shall be at the south end of Lafay- 
ette Park promptly.” He paused. “Let’s see, the hour 
set for the duel is five o’clock to-morrow morning, is it 
not, Major Barkley.” 

“That is the time,” the latter said somewhat 

stiffly. “I shall appear to act for Armand Duverne. May 
I ask whom you have chosen as your second.” 7 

“No-one as yet,” was the quick reply. “But my 

choice is the man who nows fills the position of a private 
secretary. Monsieur Jacques Ramong is an. officer in the 
reserve corps and thus qualified to act in the capacity 
of my second. I hope you have no objection, maior.” 

Major Barkley had to fight his strong inclination 
to object. 

But the grounds: upon which he could base the ob- 
jection were of an entirely personal nature. That he 
would be overruled by Count Harcourt, he knew. 

Upon several occasions Jacques Ramong had 
given ample evidence that he was utterly unfit to oecupy 
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the hich post of private secretary to the Governor of 

Algeria. pa ors \ | 

Instead of being honest and above board, he was 

secretive and sneaky. | | 

But in spite of the man’s glaring faults, Count 

Harcourt retained him. That there was some hidden 

reason for this, Major Barkley had long suspected. 

However, he could not resist saying: 

“T will be frank enough to admit that Monsieur 

Ramong, in my estimation, is hardly fit to act in an affair 

of honor. But I suppose I shall have to submit to your 

choice.” | | 

Count Harcourt laughed boisterously. 

“Why, my dear major,” he cried, “vou are doing 

Jacques Ramong an injustice. Although he wears 

civilian clothes, he is a soldier at heart. His honor has 

never been questioned within my hearing. I insist that 

he act as my second to-morrow.” 

Major Barkley bowed perfunctorily. © 

“Very well, Your Excellency,” he acquiesced as 

eracefully as he could, “then I have nothing further to 

say. Until to-morrow, then.” | 

With a stiff salute he turned about face and de- 

~ parted. 
The moment he found himself alone, Count Har- 

court broke into an unpleasant laugh. For perhaps a 

minute he stood there, staring out of the window, then 

he rang the bell. aes | 

His private secretary responded to the summons 

quickly enough. : | 

“My dear Ramong,” the Governor said, coming to: 

the point at once, “I have chosen you to act as my second. 

Of course, you know that-I am to meet my brother-in-law 

on the field of honor. Well, the hour is set. To-morrow 

morning promptly at five o’clock, we will go to Lafayette 
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Park and settle the quarrel.” 
The private secretary expressed his appreciation 

in a few words. 
“Now let the servants bring us two bottles of our 

best wine,” His Excellency, the Governor, went on jovi- 
ally. “I want you to drink to my success. For I shall 
need all my skill and cunning to-morrow. - Armand 
Duverne may prove a tough adversary.” 

“Ah, but you will beat him,’”’ Ramong said confi- 
dently. ‘You are the best shot in France.” 

“How did you know that we were to fight with 
pistols?” the count exclaimed. 

Jacques Ramong blushed uncomfortably. 
“Well, Your Excellency,” he answered with an 

ingratiating grin, “I was in the adjoining room. With- 
out really intending it, I happened to overhear a part of 

your conversation with Major Barkley.” 
While this constituted an admission that Ramong 

‘had been eavesdropping, Count Harcourt passed it up 
with a slight frown. , 

“Order the wine,” was all His Excellency replied. 
Jn a few minutes these two men were seated with 

two bottles of the best Bourgundy between them. Count 
Harcourt was again in a splendid mood. He drank freely 
and talked much. 

He frowned darkly when a servant entered sud- 
denly with the announcement that a rather suspicious 
looking man insisted upon seeing him. 

“Who is he?” he demanded harshly. 
“The man refuses to give his name, Your E:xcel- 

lency.” 
“What does he want?” 
“T asked him that, Your Excellency, but all he 

would answer was that he must see you personally on a 
matter of great importance.” 
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Count Harcourt was about to instruct the servant 

to send the visitor away. He was not ina mood to listen 

to the tale of a stranger. Too often they came to him 

with stories of fancied wrong. | | 

“You better see him, Your Excellency,” the 

_ private secretary spoke up. “He may be the bearer of 

an interesting message.” 

“Very well,” the count addressed the servant. 

“Send the man in.” 

A little later the visitor was ushered into the 

room. , | 

The man was dressed shabbily. His unshaven 

face made him look less clean than he really was. With 

an old cap crushed in his hand, he remained standing at 

the door. 

Count Harcourt could not suppress an angry exX- 

elamation. How dared this utterly disreputable looking 

‘ndividual invade the governmental palace at such an 

hour? | 

A thing like this had never occurred before. His 

first impulse was to have the servants throw him out 

bodily. 
Again the private secretary intervened. 

“Byamine him thoroughly, Your Excellency,” he 

whispered. “If you send him away without a hearing, 

you may regret it.” . 

The count nodded. 

“Well, what do you want?” he asked, still angry. 

“Sneak quickly. I have not much patience with men of 

your type.” 5 

The man at the door grinned impudently. 

Before he began to talk he advanced further in- 

to the room, his furtive eyes becoming fastened on the 

glasses filled with wine. He whetted his dry lips. 

“T have come to tell Your Excellency,” he said in 
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a low, croaking voice, “that a certain prisoner has been 
allowed to escape. The man-is an American. Perhaps 
you have heard of him. His name is Donald Whitney. 
For more reasons than one, it should be your desire to 
recapture him.” 

Count Harcourt was not prepared for this. What 
did the man mean? If the American had escaped from 
prison, it was up to Colonel Gautier to recapture him. 

“T don’t like the way you talk, and I don’t like 
your attitude,” he cried. “Why should it become my de- 
sire to go after an escaped prisoner, and especially this 
one? You better make yourself scarce before I have you 
locked up. Be gone at once.’ 

The man did not move. . For a moment h- fumbled 
with his cap. Then he said: 

“Tf you send me away like that you will live to re- 
gret if, Your Excellency. Please believe me, I have come . 
here to render you a service. I am in possession of a 
secret that will be of tremendous interest to you.” 

“Ts that so?” the Governor said in a mocking tone. 
“Tf that is the case, out with it. What do you know?” 

“Before I-tell you, you.must grant me a favor,” 
came back. “I will tell you everything on a certain con- 
dition.” | 

The count sprang up. 
“What? You dare demand conditions?” 
“T do, Your Excellency,” the other replied, un- 

afraid of the Governor’s sudden wrath. “And you will 
agree with me afterward that you have made a good bar- 
gain.” $ 

Once more Count Harcourt was persuaded by his 
secretary. : 

“At least make him a promise,’ Ramong whis- 

pered. ‘“‘You don’t have to keep it afterward.” 
“Alright,” agreed the Governor. “Name vonrr 
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condition.” ee 
“You must give me a written pardon,” came back. 

“And this pardon must contain a clause forbidding 

prison officials or police to re-arrest me.” 

Count Harcourt and Ramong stared at one an- 

other. 
“Then you are also an escaped prisoner,” the lat- 

ter remarked. 
“Yes I am,” the visitor admitted. 

‘“What’s your name?” thundered the Governor. 

“Oh, you have heard of me,” the man answered, | 

“- grinning. “My name is Charles Walker. But I am bet- 

ter known as Apache Charley.” 

Count Harcourt and his private secretary were 

both on their feet. 
The latter swiftly opened the top drawer of the 

desk and clutched the revolver hidden there. And he 

would have fired had not his master prevented it. 

There was no need going to that extreme now. 

Apache Charley was in their power. 

“So you are Apache Charley,” said the count, 

walking up to the man and looking him over. “I re- 

ceived notice of your escape from prison. Apache Char- 

ley,” he repeated, “the most dangerous killer from the 

Montmartre.” | : 

The criminal straightened up, assuming an in- 

~ jured air. 
“Your Excellency, I have never killed a man with- 

out giving him a chance,” he declared. “And whenever 

it became necessary, it was in self-defense. Please be- 

lieve me when I say that.” | 

The Governor uttered an incredulous laugh. ~ 

“T might just as well believe that Napoleon is still 

the Emperor of France,” he sneered. “Well, my man, 

you surely took an awful chance in coming here to-night. 
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Are you armed?” | 
Apache Charley turned every one of his pockets 

inside out. 
“You see, I carry no weapon, Your Excellency,” 

he said. 
| “That much the better, my friend,” responded 

Count Harcourt. “I am ready to believe, however, that 

you came here with the intention of bringing me some 

important information — information of peculiar inter- 

est to me since it concerns the escape of the handsome 

young American. 
“And I am frank to say that I do not blame you 

for wanting to sell this information for a price. My sec- 

retary here will write the pardon you ask. It will be un- 

conditional with my signature attached to it. Will that 

satisfy you?” | 

“Tt will,” returned. Apache Charley. “But before 

I speak I want to read the pardon over. Will you order 

your secretary to write it at once?” 

“You are a cautious scoundrel,” laughed Count 

Harcourt, now dominated by curiosity. Then to his sec- 

retary: “Monsieur Ramong, do your share in helping 

me oblige this gentleman. You know where to find the 

official form for such purposes.” 

The Governor’s secretary wasted no time. He 

filled out the printed form, then handed it to his superior 

to sign. 
Without hesitation Count Harcourt affixed his, 

simnature. When he handed the pardon to Apache Char- 

ley, several paper bills went with it. The outlaw gave 

voice to his pleasant surprise in a manner characteristic 

of him. 3 | 3 

“Not so many words, my friend,” the Governor 

interrupted him. “I want you to give me that important 

information at once.” 
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Apache Charley waited a moment before he spoke. 
First the paper containing the pardon and the money so 
generously given, had to find a secure resting place in 

his pocket. 
“Well, it is just this, Your Excellency,” he said 

then, “Donald Whitney, the handsome young American 
prisoner is at present the guest of Mademoiselle Mignon 
Faraget.” 



Chapter 73 

BIRDS OF A FEATHER > 

HE THREATENING glint of temper had 
risen in Count Harcourt’s eyes, but he man- 
aged to subdue a violent betrayal of it. 
After all, exasperating as it was, he had ex- 
pected something like this. Every little de- 
tail in connection with his visit to the prison 
rushed into his mind. There could:not be 
the least doubt that Mignon Faraget had 
fallen in love with the unusually handsome 

American prisoner. 
He recalled the look of horror on her face as Don- 

ald Whitney was being fastened to the whipping post. 
She had pleaded for him as only a woman, suddenly 
crazed with love, can. 

Of course, the girl - contrived to set this Am- 
erican prisoner free. And the method employed was not 
an unusual one. | | 

' Count Harcourt himself, upon several occasions, 
had used the same method. Money lavishly spent always 
brought success. 

But the more he thought about the matter, “the 
harder it became to control his anger. Then jealousy, 

fierce and ominous, rose above that. 
If Mignon Faraget harbored the handsome young 

American in her villa, she had become untrue to him in 

thought, and perhaps also in deed. He had been re- 
placed in her affection by another. This, he refused to 
believe. | 

“If I find that you have lied to me!’ he hissed, 
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seizing Apache Charley by the throat, “T’l] have you shot 

without further ceremony es | 

“T have told the truth,” the outlaw eried, trying 

to squirm out of the Governor’s grasp. “I swear, Your 

Excellency, every word I spoke is as true as gospel. 

Please, let me go.” 
| | 

The Governor flung the scoundrel away from him — 

with a motion of angry disgust. | 

‘What I want to know is this;” he shouted, “Did 

you see the American enter Mademoiselle Faraget’s villa 

with your own eyes, or have you that information from 

hearsay?” 7 

“T saw it with my own eyes,” the other answered, 

gasping for breath. 

“ow did you happen to be there? and how “ 

“With Your Excellency’s permission, I will ex- 

plain,” Apache Charley proke in eagerly. “Last night as 

I passed through the underbrush along the road which 

leads to the prison, I saw a closed automobile coming. The 

lights were dimmed and the chauffeur drove very, very 

slowly. 
“T smelled a rat at once. Some intrigue was afoot. 

When the car stopped, I kept hidden and watched. Be- 

fore long a man came running. He was out of breath as 

he reached the spot where I lay flat on the ground. In 

the moonlight I recoonized him at once. He was none 

other than Donald Whitney, the American prisoner. 

“Of course,” the outlaw went on, “I suspected at 

once that he had made his escape. As he went on, I fol- 

lowed him. Just as I surmised, the closed automobile was 

waiting for him. 

“Without saying a word to the chauffeur, he 

jumped into the car. As it drove off, I managed to find 

a resting place on the frame which holds the spare tire 

in the rear. Thus lI was-carried along without either the 
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driver or the American knowing it. 
“After quite a ride the automobile: stopped in 

front of the villa occupied by Mademoiselle Mignon Far- 
aget. The American entered at once, and through a 
window I saw her receive the man in the friendliest man- 
ner. 

“T suppose,” Apache Charley ended with an ugly 
grin, “when a beautiful woman like Mademoiselle Fara- 
get allows an escaped convict to visit her at a late hour in 
the nicht, she must be more than merely interested in 
him. What I saw during the next thirty minutes leads 
me to believe that she is desperately in love with him.” 

Count Harcourt swore viciously. Wild with jeal- 
ousy and rage, he reached for his revolver. 

Turning to his private secretary, he cried: 
“Tf I find that this man told me the truth, Mignon 

and that damned American must die. I'll kill them both ‘ 
this very night. By God, I’ll show them that they can’t 
| ee 

“But Your Excellency,” the secretary broke in 
respectfully, “you must not forget your plan for to- 
morrow at an early hour. Wouldn’t it be better to think 
of that now? You will need a steady hand and a clear 
mind. Your very life may depend upon these.” 

The Governor of Algeria shook his head. 
“IT can not let this other matter rest until after 

that without taking quick action,” he declared fiercely. 
“T would be worse than foolish. By to-morrow morning 
the American may have left Mignon’s villa.” 

. “No danger of that, Your Excellency,” Apache 
Charley spoke up. “Young people in love with each other 
do not separate so quickly.” 

“That is my opinion,” the secretary agreed. 
“There are several reasons why this escaped American 
prisoner is bound to remain at Mademoiselle’s villa for 
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some time to come.” : 

In the discussion which now followed the notor- 

‘ous Paris outlaw suddenly found himself treated like an 

equal by Count Harcourt and the latter’s private secre- 

tary. . 

| He displayed so much wit and cunning that his 

suggestions always found willing ears. 

“My friend,” said the count at lenoth in a con- 

fidential tone as he addressed Apache Charley, “I feel 

inclined to give you a position in my officiel family.” 

The scoundrel gasned with exnectation and Joy. 

| “Your — Your Excellency!” he exclnimed, “Td 

give my life for you. I'll serve you faithfullv and well.” 

| “T believe you will,” the Governor renlied thoucht- 

fully while he studied Apache Charley for a moment. 

“And I need a man like you, Of course, you will have 

to change your manners. Suitable clothine will do much 

to remove all connections with the past.” 

Count Harcourt’s decision so far es the outlaw 

was concerned, did not meet with any outburst of en- 

thusiasm on the part of Jacques Ramong, the Governor's 

secretary. 

He gave ample evidence that he disliked the idea. 

And occasionally, as his furtive eyes met those of 

Apache Charley, they held an expression of fear. The 

outlaw appeared to be vastly amused. And not without 

reason. In this Jacques Ramong he had discovered an 

old acquaintance. 

Yes, he became quite sure of it as he continued 

to scrutinize Ramong’s clean shaven features. 

_ There had been a time, not so lone ago, when this 

same man went by another name. And he had worn a 

beard so black that he was taken for an Italian. 

“T want you to take our friend unstairs and give 

him some different clothing,” Count Harcourt’s voice 
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came peremptorily. “Come, my dear Ramong, you seem 
to be in a trance.” 

“Yes, Your Excellency,” the latter cried, spring- 
ing up. | | 

He made a motion to Apache Charley, who fol- 
lowed him from the room with alacrity. 

As they reached the second floor and stood in the 
big hall, flanked on both sides by many doors, the outlaw 
seized Jacques Ramong by the arm and swung him 
around. 

“What do you want?” demanded Jacques with 
sudden anger. 

“Keep cool, my friend,” the other warned. “Yor 
and I have met before, haven’t we?” 

“We have not!” came back most emphatically. 
“Oh, yes we have,” the other persisted, erinning. 
“T tell you we haven’t!” Ramone denied stubborn- 

ly. “And we must not stand here in the hall and argue. 
Come into this room with me and Ill fix you up with some 
decent clothes.” 

Apache Charley followed him, seeming somewhat 
in doubt. 

He watched the man closely as he moved about 
in search of suitable wearing apparel. But the more he 
watched this Jacques Ramone. the more he became con- 
vinced that he was not mistaken. 

He waited until he was fully dressed, then he 
turned to Count Harcourt’s private secretary with these 
words: 

“I wonder if you’d care to hear a little story, my 
friend. It is about avery pretty girl by the name of 
Jeanne Garnier. I met her at the prison of S+ Piore..”” 

Jacques Ramone changed color. The other tho- 
paused but finally went on: 

“She was sentenced to serve twenty years for 
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complicity in the murder of her rich uncle. She and I 
became quite good friends during our confinement at 
St Pierre. From what she told me I gathered that she 
was a victim of circumstances. 

“The man who claimed to be in love with her com- 
mitted the deed. It was a clear case of murder, robbery 

being the motive. The man P 
“T am not interested in your story,” the secretary 

interrupted with increasing uneasiness. “Come. The 

Governor is waiting for us.” 
“Your master will have to wait a minute or two 

longer,” Apache Charley persisted quietly. “About this 

—this Jeanne Garnier,” he continued in a slow drawl— 

“she had some influential friends who had her case re- 

opened. 
“The man who really did the killing, was tricked 

into betraying himself. While the girl was freed, he re- 

ceived a life sentence. : 

“But he was a shrewd scoundrel. When I pay 

him this compliment, I speak from my experience with 

him. His master mind conceived a plan which made our 

escape comparatively easy. You know, my dear Ramong, 

when I heard your voice for the first time to-night, my 

mind drifted back to the days of St. Pierre. 

“You haven’t changed much, my friend, except 

in appearance.” ‘The speaker looked Jacques Ramong 

squarely in the eyes. “In your, movements you still re- 

semble a panther. Your face is the same, even without 

the whiskers. Now don’t try to bluff it out. 

“ve got your number. I can’t help but wonder 

at your nerve,” Apache Charley concluded. “And I won- 

der, too, whether Count Harcourt would still retain you © 

as private secretary if he knew that you are an escaped 

convict like myself. I don’t suppose you would like the 

idea of me telling him, would you?” 



Jaeques Ramong had wilted long before the other 
finished speaking. Apache Charley had recognized him. 

~ “Alright,” he growled. “You’ve got me. But 
you and I can’t afford to quarrel. You will need me and 
I need you, as you will see in the near future. Why not 
work together? If we play our cards right we might 
become independently rich in a few years. The a 

here in Algeria is fine.”’ 
“Suits me,” agreed Apache Charley, then the two 

criminals shook hands. 
When they returned to Count Harcourt’s private 

office, they found him pacing the floor impatiently. 
“We are ready, Your Excellency,” the secretary 

announced. 
Together the three men left the governmental 

palace. In a closed car they were driven to the garrison 

of Tunis. Count Harcourt at once sent for the officer in 

charge and make known the object of his visit. 
“This matter must be kept secret, of course,” he 

ended confidentially. “I want six trustworthy men.” 
Count Harcourt was given the help needed for the 

task at hand. And now they proceeded toward the villa 

occupied by Mignon Faraget. It was decided to enter 

without causing any excitement. 
The American fugitive must be caught without 

Mignon Faraget becoming aware of it. 

Apache Charley received the commission of pick- 

- ing the lock in the door through which they intended to 

gain entrance. 
At first he met with no success. Count Harcourt, 

burning with fierce jealousy and constantly growing im- 

patience, stood beside the outlaw and swore soft fly to 

himself.. 
“If we can only get in,” he muttered. “I know 

every room in the villa, And I think I know where to lo- 
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cate this damned Yankee.” 

Finally Apache Charley opened the door noise- 

lessly. Like so many dark shadows Count Harcourt and 

his men entered. Not a single word was spoken, the 

only means of communication being the sign language. 

P Ds Rx 
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Chapter 74 

CAUGHT! 

ONALD WHITNEY stood in the center of 
the room, his face ghastly white and 
trembling in every limb. He was stunned 
at the stupendous revelation which had 
come to him. Joan — his own beloved Joan 
had called him, and he was near enough to 
hear her pitiful voice. He wanted to answer 
her, but his voice would not respond. 

“Donald — Donald!” again came the 
plaintive cry. “Oh, help me!” 

This seemed to galvanize him into action. His 
mental forces, already keenly alert, swiftly removed phy- 
sical sluggishness. 

There was no time to ask himself questions as to 
why Joan was under the same roof with him. To be 
near her — to be reunited with her, was his first im- 
pulse. 

“Joan — Joan!” he called. “Where are you?” 
No answer came. He ran along the four walls, 

tapping here and there, frantically trying to attract her 
attention. 

Again and again he called her name, his heart con- 
tracting sharply. His efforts were rewarded at last, but 
not in the manner he so anxiously expected. 

Instead came a shrill scream, like that of one in 
mortal agony. Then a short commotion, and then the 
dull sound of someone falling to the floor. 

Donald at once took it for. granted that Joan had 
been overcome by a fainting spell, induced no doubt, by 
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rearine his voice. 
He was auite sure of the direction from whence 

her eviag for heln hed come. And now, as he anickly ex- 

amined the wall, he discovered a hidden door. He turned 

the knoh ond found it locked. | 

With every ounce of his strength he endeavored — 

to open it by force. 
.. With the breath whistling throuch his clenched 

teeth, ha worked like a madman, At last the door eave 

way. The crash sounded like a sharp thunderclap. Don- 

ald fell with it, then pieked himself up. 

“Toan — Joan!” he called once more. 

The room was in devikness. With feverish haste 

his fineer slid alone the well, trying to locate the custom- 

ary push button. But there was none. | 

Ho would have civen half of his wealth for a single 

match. He searched his nockets frantically and in vain. 

“Then it occurred to him that in the absence of a push 

button the licht is turned on at the socket of the olobe. 

With both of his hands raised. he felt for the 

chandelior or a slobe suspended from the ceiling. 

This time he was on the richt track. An instant 

later the room svranz into brilliant licht. And there, not 

more then three feet away from him, huddled in a cor- 

ner, lay Joan. | 

“Joon — Joan, my God!” he gasped, about to 

throw himself upon the prostrate form. | 

A noise: comine from another door deterred him 

‘only fora moment. He followed his natural inclination 

and hueeed the virl to his bosom, calling her by every en- 

dearine terms his love-hunery heart could susgest. 

“Sneak to me, darlin!” he begged. “Oh, speak to 

me. It is I, Donald. Thank God, I have found you at 

last.” | 

Donald remained utterly unaware that Mignon 
7 
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Faraget had entered the room and she stood near the 
door, watching the scene with green eyes. She looked 
like a veritable demon in her furious jealousy. 

“How very — very pretty!” she said in a mock- 
ing tone. “What a pretty love scene. It is a shame to 
intrude upon it!” 

At the sound of her voice Donald relinquished 
Joan and quickly rose to his feet. It only required one 
glance to realize the frightful ‘change in Mignon. 

He hardly recognized her with those distorted 
features. 

“Now I can understand why you repulsed me,” he 
heard her say with a harsh laugh. “You love this girl 
whom you call Joan. What a fool I was to let her come 
here and hide. But she shall not have you, Donald Whit- 
ney. Rather than give you up to her, I’ll kill you both!” 

Donald realized swiftly that this love-crazed girl 
meant every word she uttered. 

“You can kill me,” he answered, desperate. “If 
it will bring you any degree of happiness you can snuff 
out my life. For only death can separate Joan and I.” 

His words had hardly left his lips, when Mignon 
lifted the hand which had remained hidden in the folds 
of her dress. In it she held a revolver, an automatic of * 
the latest make. 

“No, Iam not going to kill you without giving you 
a chance,” the love-crazed girl said, her white features 
convulsed wit jealous emotion. 

“What chance do you propose to give me?” in- 
quired Donald stoically. 

“You must leave that woman there,” replied Mig- 
non with a vicious nod toward the huddled figure on the 
floor. “She shall not have you. Leave me alone with 
her. Go!” 

Whitney did not move. There was not the least 
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doubt in his mind as to what would happen to the help- 

less Joan if left alone with this jealous fiend. 

With his arms folded across his breast he con- 

fronted Mignon, a cold smile twisting his lips. 

“T propose to stay in this room until——"_ 

| “You better go if you value your life,” the girl 

cut him short. “I’ll count three. This will give you 

‘enouch time to get out. One — two——”’ Before she 

eould count three, a harsh voice came from the door. 

“Don’t shoot, Mignon,” it said. “Let me take care 

of that fellow. I’ll see to it that he won’t trouble you 

again.” 
Donald turned quickly. But he showed neither 

surprise or fear when he beheld Count Harcourt stand- 

ing there. And back of the latter appeared several sol- 

diers with guns drawn. 

That he would be re-arrested and returned to 

prison, he knew. It seemed that all the world had risen 

against him. 

There was no pity in Mignon Faraget’s gleaming 

eyes. The glance she gave him was one of malicious tri- 

umph. | 
Then came Count Harcourt’s sudden command: 

“Get that man. He is an escaped convict, Take 

him back to prison at once!” 
| 

The young American, fred with the determina- 

tion to resist arrest, straichtened up to his full height. 

They were not going to take him without a struggle. 

Now hat he had found his dearly beloved Joan, he 

eould not bear the thought of being separated from her 

again. 
But to wage a fight against such overwhelming 

odds was sheer madness. It only resulted in a brutal 

punishment which might have been avoided. 

The Governor of Algeria stood by, grinning dia- 
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bolically as Donald was subdued by brutal force. 
They bound his hands securely behind him, and 

then, as he leaned panting and helnless acainst the wall, 
one of the soldiers struck him on the mouth. 

_ “Damn you!” the Yankee hissed defiantly. “I 
dare you to do that with my hands untied!” 

“That’s enough,” Governor Harcourt interfered. 
“Take the man away and guard him closely. Don’t give 
him another chance to escape. If he does, I’ll have the 
entire six of you shot.” 

Donald’s bloodshot eyes rested pityingly and long- 
ingly on the form huddled on the floor. 

Ah, if he could énly exchanse a few words with 
Joan. But she did not move. And there was not the 
least indication that she would recover from her swoon 
during the next few seconds. 

“Away with him!” the count shouted, incensed at 
the American’s obvious reluctance to consent to being 
dragged from the room. 

-< Further resistance availed Whitney nothing. With 
his head bowed he was forced to submit to the inevitable. 

_.. Surrounded by six soldiers,-each one of them 
ready to shoot to kill at the least sign. of intended flight, 

_ he realized his utter helnlessness. 

“And now, my dear Mionon,” Count Harcourt 
said, turning to the latter. “I hone vou will be kind 
enough to explain. How did this American come to be 
in the same room with her?” pointing to Joan’s quiet 
figure, still on the floor. 

But Mignon Faracet was not yet ready to answer. 
She dare not. admit that she had freed Doneld Whitney 
because she loved him. Count Hareourt would show her 
little mercy if he learned the true state of affrirs. 

“I want the truth!” he growled, advancing a step 
toward her. “Out with it!” 
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‘Why, Felix, dear,” the girl protested, flashing 

him one of her most seductive smiles. “I never heard 

you speak like that before. Of course, I’ll tell you the 

truth. And Iam so glad that you came. I needed you. I 

was just about to kill this escaped convict.” 

“Yes, so I noticed,” he returned, looking at her 

suspiciously. “But how did he get here? Did you have 

a hand in procuring his freedom?” 

_- « “£?” Mignon laughed. “How absurd, Felix. Why 

should I be interested in this American? Where in the 

world did you get that notion? Of course, I admit I felt 

sorry for him. But that was all.” | 

Court Harcourt stared hard at the girl. The ex- 

pression in her dark eyes was now one of injured inno- 

cence. ‘ 

Her red lips were drooping at the corners and 

then began to quiver as a prelude to breaking into sobs. 

It was hard to resist this lovely creature in that mood. . 

“PMélix,” she spoke again, her voice soft with per- 

suasion, “I hope you do not suspect me of harboring a 

disloyal thought. I love you only. You ought to know 

that by this time.” | 

His anger began to disappear and with it went 

most of his suspicion. 
It was quite possible, he argued with himself, that 

Apache Charley had been mistaken. Men of his type 

usually jump at conclusions. 

“Mionon,” he murmured, ‘Sf T have done you an 

injustice, I am sorry. But you ought to be able to tell 

me how the young American prisoner came into this 

room.” 
“That is just the thing I am not able to explain,” 

she answered readily. “He must have entered the yard 

from the alley in the rear. And he surely had a good 

reason for wanting to be near her,” indicating Joan. “I 
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heard him call her his sweetheart and beg her to speak to 
him as I came in. 

“TI was never more surprised in my life, Felix. This 
’ whole aggravation could have been avoided if you had 

not insisted upon me hiding that blond girl here. You'll 
have to take here away now. I don’t want a repetition 
of what happened to night.” 

“It shall be done,” he acquiesced. “But, please, 
keep her here another day or two until I decide what is 
to be done with her. You'll do that, won’t you?” 

She flashed him one of her most alluring smiles. 
“You know I’d do anything for you, Felix,” she 

purred. “Anything,” she repeated. 
And then she put her arms about his neck and 

kissed him. 
Count Harcourt was one of those men who are 

apt to forget a good many things, and condone a good 
many things in a beautiful woman. 

When she begged him to leave this room and join 
him in having a cup of,tea, he followed her readily. 

Jacques Ramong and Apache Charley, who had 
remained at a respectful distance during the argument 
between the count and Mignon, now came from their hid- 
ing place. 

Apache Charley uttered: a cry of surprise the 
moment he-saw Joan. | 

“By God!” he gasped as he studied her pale feat- 
ures. “I know that girl. I and:a pal of mine found her 
on the steps of a church in Paris.” 

“You — you did?” asked Count Harcourt’s sec- 
retary. 

“Yes, we did,” replied the other. “We had every- 
thing planned and took her to the Black Horse Inn. Some 
fellow dressed like a sailor butted in and took her away 
from us. Gosh, who would have thought that I would 
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see her again in Algeria.” 
For a long moment the two scoundrels eyed one 

another. Then both grinned. 

“T think I know who this sailor was,” Ramong 

said, his voice toned down. “You know,” he added mys- 

teriously, “as the private secretary of the Governor of 

Algeria I come in touch with a good many people in every 

walk of life. I have an opportunity to meet Count Har- 

court’s most intimate friends and the members of his own 

family.” 
Apache Charley did not catch the drift of what 

was being said. 

“Well, what about it?” he demanded. “You are 

not telling me a thing.” 

“No?” Count Harcourt’s secretary was still 

grinning. ‘When the proper time comes V’ll enlighten 

you, my dear friend. And I'll make this prediction: if 

we play our cards right, you and I will have enough 

money to live in comfort and ease during the rest of our 

lives.” 
3 Arm in arm these two men walked from the room. 

It was very late. In front of the villa still stood the Gov- 

ernor’s closed car. Evidently the latter still lingered in 

Mignon Faraget’s treacherous arms. 
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Chapter 75 

THE DUEL 

OWHERE in the world are the early morn- 
ing hours more beautiful than in Algeria. 
‘The climate of this far off country is like 
that of sunny California. Flowers bloom 
the entire year. The trees never shed their 
foliage and the native birds never cease 
singing. And during the morning hours 
all nature seems at its best. 

On this particular morning two men 
were walking slowly through Lafayette Park. One of 
them looked rather pale, like a man just arisen from a 
sick bed. 

The other wore the uniform of a soldier of 
France. He walked erect, and with strides the other 
could barely measure. 

The man, who so evidently not yet in the best of 
health, was Avinaind Duverne. His companion was Major 
Barkley. _Both were waiting for the arrivai of Count 
Harcourt and the latter’s friends. 

For promptly at the hour of five Duverne and his 
brother-in-law were to face each other in a duel to the 
death. 

“T wish this matter could have been settled at some 
other time,” Major Barkley was saying apprehensively. 
“You seem far from strong enough to give a good ac- 
count of yourself, Armand.” 

“Please don’t worry about me, my friend,” tho 
latter answered, his lips twisting into an ironical smi> 

“But I am worried,” the major insisted. ‘T: 
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entirely too cool for you to be out. Your frail health 

will not permit such exposure. If you were to suffer a 

set-back, you might not recover.” 

: Armand Duverne paused and put a hand on his 

friend’s shoulder. | 
“T could not allow this matter to drag on without 

creating the impression that I am afraid to face Count 

Harcourt,” he declared. “I am afraid he must have al- 

ready formed such an opinion. Physically I am well able 

to give a good account of myself. I may seem a trifle un- 

steady, but once I feel the pistol in my hand, I'll have 

perfect control of myself.” 
Major Barkley took both of Armand’s hands and 

held them for a little while. 
“You must gain absolute control of yourself, my 

dear boy,” he said. “That is imperative. You may rest 

assured that Count Harcourt comes with the firm inten- 

tion of killing you. He is not the kind of a man to show 

you the least consideration.” 

“Why, I do not desire any,” replied Duverne. 

“T —_. I wish the quarrel between you two might 

have been settled in some other way and without blood- 

shed. It seems a shame to ” Major Barkley paused 

as the other broke in with some vehemence: 

“No, it couldn’t be done. Nor would I have it any 

other way. Count Harcourt’s insulting treatment of 

my sister demands a satisfaction involving the shedding 

of blood. I shall kill him or he must kill me. Please do 

not say anything more about it. There is no other alter- 

native.” | 

Major Barkley pulled out his watch. 

“Still fifteen minutes of five,” he murmured ner 

vously. “I hope the count and his second will be on time. | 

I dread waiting. Ah. I believe they are coming now.” 

But the crunching sound of the gravel was caused 
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by a lone pedestrian. An elderly man, gray and very 
professional looking, approached. 

“Who is that?” asked Armand in a whisper. 
“That is the physician whom I engaged,” reés- 

ponded the major. “I am sure either you or Count Har- 
court will need him.” 

Armand Duverne’s handsome face showed a 

weary smile. 
He held out his hands as he was being introduced 

to the doctor. The latter appeared to be a kindly gentle- 

man judging by his manner of speech and sympathetic 

eyes. 
“T hope with all my heart that my services won't 

be needed,” he said. “There ought to be a way for the 

two combatants to settle this quarrel amicably.” 

Major Barkley was just about to explain why this 

was out of the question when Count Harcourt, accom- 

panied by his private secretary, hove in view. 

Introductions were in order. Armand Duverne 

bowed coldly to Jacques Ramong. He already knew him. 

The physician murmured a few words as he shook hands 

with the count. 
“Did you bring the pistols?” inquired Major 

Barkley of the latter. 
“Here they are,” the secretary spoke up, lifting 

a flat black case he carried. 
“Are they identically alike, Monsieur Ramong?” 

“Absolutely, Major Barkley,” came back. “It is 

your privilege to examine them. Please do so at once.” 

While the other stood a few feet away, the major 

opened the case and looked the weapons over carefully. 

He seemed rather surprised when he noticed that both 
pistols were already loaded. 

“Why was this done?” he inquired, turning to 
Count Harcourt. 
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“Ty save time,” the count declared. 

Once more Major Barkley examined the weapons. 

So far as he was able to ascertain, everything was as it 

should be. But to make sure, he took it upon himself to 

hand out the pistols. 
) 

“Alright, gentlemen,” he said then. “Please take 

your positions.” 

He walked away, a distance of fifty feet. Armand 

Duverne followed him. Nota word was spoken. Return- 

ing alone, he showed Count Harcourt where to stand. 

“Now, gentlemen,” he spoke again, “before we 

proceed further, it becomes my duty to give you an Op- 

portunity to settle your quarrel without bloodshed. 

Therefore I ask you if you are willing to submit to 

friendly arbitration. The very fact that you are close 

~ relatives ought to make a difference. 

“Your wife, Count Harcourt, is Monsieur Du- 

verne’s sister. No matter which way this affair termin- 

ates, she is bound to suffer. Iam sure she would not like 

to see her husband or her brother killed in a duel. Won't 

you consider? It is my wish that you become recon- 

ciled.” 
| 

Armand Duvérne remained silent. He bowed 

slightly. This was an indication that he was open to a 

friendly argument. 

But not so Count Harcourt. : 

“Why waste time?” he shouted angrily. “TI in- 

sist that we proceed in the manner agreed upon. Noth- 

ing will satisfy me except blood.” 

“T am sorry,” said Major Barkley. 

For a moment he looked at Armand Duverne. The 

latter stood there, pale, but determined. He seemed un- 

usually handsome. While his features were pale, his eyes 

were bright. 
Continued in next number 




