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ONALD WHITNEY and Stephen Blanchard 
sat eagerly awaiting the questions and 
answers as Captain William Austin sought 
to interview his housekeeper. 

“When did you see Joan last?” was the 
first question. 

“About five o’clock.” The answer was 
promptly given. 

“And where was she when you last saw 
her?” 

“T saw her go down the street with a dark-faced 
man.” 

“Did you know the man?” | 
“Not personally, though I had heard of him.” 
“What was his name, Mrs. Margeson?” 
“Dago Frank.” 
“What happened before that?” — 
“Well, this Dago Frank came to the door,” the 

housekeeper explained, “and asked if you were at home, 
Captain Austin. When I told him ‘no’, he said he would 
like to deliver his message to the girl in the house. He 
claimed he did not know her name, but that she was a 
very beautiful blond young woman. 

“I did not think anything of it when the girl 
talked to him for quite a while in the hall. I was busy in 
the kitchen. When I came out a few minutes later, the 
two were walking down the street. That is the last I 
saw of her and Dago Frank.” 

“That is all, Mrs. Margeson,” said the captain. 
Donald Whitney sat there pale to his lips. As soon 

as the woman had closed the door behind her, he gasped 
rather than said: 

“This girl—Captain Austin. You called her ‘J oan’. 
Did I understand you right?” 

“That is her name,” the other replied. 
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Stephen Blanchard and Donald exchanged fur- 

tive glances. The latter was obviously in a state of for- 

cibly subdued excitement. He was holding himself in 

check by exerting all the willpower he could muster. 

“Now let me tell you something, captain,” he said, 

his voice playing strange tricks on him. “Quite acciden- 

tally I came in possession of some very disagreeable in- 

formation. A certain man who stands high in the bus- 

iness world of New York, saw Joan and instantly fell in 

love with her. 
| “In my presence he raved about the girl and 

voiced his determination to get her into his possession. 

I might as well tell you that this man is a notorious 

libertine. I have come to the conclusion that the rotten 

scoundrel had the girl lured away from your house, us- 

ing trickery, of course. She must be saved from her 

horrible fate before it is too late. And it is up to us to 

do it.” 
Captain Austin was on his feet. He looked tall 

and terrible. 
“lll tear any man’s heart out who dares to harm 

Joan!” he cried. 
“Probably I’d do worse to him if my suspicions 

prove to be correct,” replied Donald Whitney meaningly 

and very deliberately. 

The captain glanced sharply at the speaker. Their 

eyes met and hung on to each other. It seemed that some 

silent message was being transmitted. 

The young banker broke the momentary silence. 

“TI might as well tell you what is on my mind,” 

he said, his mouth set tragically. “Something—I don’t 

know what it is — causes me to believe that this young 

woman whom you call ‘Joan’ is very near and dear to me. 

In fact, she is my wife.” 

| “Your wife?” Captain Austin repeated, incredu- 
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“Yes, I married her in Paris,” the other went on 
to explain. “We became separated——” He paused. 
But his love-hungry soul cried out: “Joan—Joan!” 

__ “Where did you see her last?” the captain now 
wanted to know. 

“In Algeria, or to be more precise, in Tunis. Some 
day you shall know the circumstances, Captain Austin. 
It would take up too much time to tell you my story 
WO | : 

Captain Austin did some quick thinking. 
This girl had been a passenger on the ill-fated 

Steamer “Cannes”, which had left Tunis bound for New | 
York. And he had picked her up not far from the scene 
of the latest sea disaster. 3 7 ; 

| Again he stared at the young banker standing 
now with his head bowed and obviously in the grip of 
some powerful emotion. | 

“By God!’ he exclaimed. “I believe you are on 
the right track. The Young woman for whom you are 
searching must be Joan, your wife. We must go after 
her at once. Come — come!” | 

“But——” Donald began. 
“There is not a minute to be lost,” the captain 

cut him short. | ; 3 
“The first thing to be done is to find Dago Frank. 

And we have that scoundrel in our hands, he’ll have to 
tell us where he took Joan. I have an idea where to look 
for him. Come with me, boys.” 

Captain Austin took the lead. Donald Whitney 
and Stephen followed close behind. With pale, deter- 
mined faces these three men proceeded down the street, 
then turned to the left at the next corner. 

For perhaps fifteen minutes they walked rapidly. 
The street on which they now found themselves was the 
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other extreme of Fifth Avenue. | 

_ The houses were small. Stores dimly lit displayed 

various small merchandise in partly broken windows. 

There were a number of pool rooms where young 

toughs congregated. Several galoons advertised what 

was being sold there by the. raucous laughter, ribald 

song and coarse jokes, coming from throats soaked with 

moonshine. 
| 

In the front of one of these places, Captain Austin 

stopped. 
: “This is where Dago Frank hangs out,” he said 

to his two campanions. “But we'll have to be careful. 

He is a slippery skunk. And we are apt to find plenty 

of trouble if he has his gang with him.” ° 

Donald ground his teeth. . | 

“We'll take care of him and his gang, too,” he 

muttered. | 

“You bet, we will,” Stephen Blanchard seconded 

heartily. “Let’s go.” 

‘Wait just a minute, boys,” Captain Austin cau- 

tioned. “We can’t afford to give Dago Frank a chance 

to escape. He'll surely smell a rat if we go in together. 

More than likely he’ll be sitting in the rear room with 

one of his Janes. She——’” 

“T don’t care who he is with,” Donald broke in 

impatiently. : “Just let me get my hands on him.” 

The captain held the two others back, and for 

another five minutes they talked in low whispers. Finally 

it was decided that Captain Austin should enter the 

building by a rear door which led directly to the sitting 

room in back of the bar. | 

Donald Whitney and Blanchard agreed to enter 

the barroom through the front and head straight toward 

the rear. 
- With their teeth set the two went in. They saw 
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just what they expected to see. Perhaps a dozen men 
of various ages were loafing about the bar-room. They 
all had evil faces and greeted the strangers with im- 
pudent grins and hostile glances. 

The man in back of the bar, evidently taking it 
for granted that the two well dressed newcomers were 
detectives, made a quick sign to one of his customers, 
who passed it on in the same rapid manner. 

This sign meant: “Hands off and be on your good 
behavior.” 

The capture of Dago Frank proved to be far 
easier than had been anticipated. He was seated alone 
in the rear sitting room. When he saw Captain Austin 
come in, he instantly suspected arrest, and broke for the 
door. 

“Not so fast!” growled the captain. “I want to 
see you!” 

Dago Frank fought viciously to escape, and he 
would in all probability have succeeded if Donald Whit- 
ney and Stephen Blanchard had not arrived just in time 
to take a hand. i 

One blow from the latter’s fist sent the scoundrel 
to the floor. Then he was picked up and thrust upon 
a chair, 
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_ Chapter 104 

DAGO FRANK 

HE EASIEST way to adequately describe 

Dago Frank would be to call him a human 

“rat”, He had all the instincts of these 

pestiferous rodents. He always fought vic- 

iously when cornered. He was treacherous 

and greedy. And he could be bought to 

commit any crime, no matter how atrocious. 

In New York’s underworld the man bore an 

evil reputation. Ordinary criminals rarely 

associated with him. 

Men who sought his society and cultivated him, 

were, like himself, human rats. Dago Frank had fought 

in the Spanish American war, but that was before he 

really began his criminal career. | 

And it must be said to his credit that during his 

early youth he never showed any criminal tendencies. 

But he had an inordinate love for dogs. | 

How he acquired the name of Dago Frank will be 

told later. He was of Irish descent and his right name 

was Frank McKasky. 

He was the son of a poor, but respected family. 

While his training in certain matters had been lax, he 

had a good heart and honesty of purpose. But fate 

seemed to single him out as its victim. 

No matter what mischief was done in the neigh- 

borhood, Frank McKasky was blamed for it. And so 

he became generally regarded as a bad boy. 

At the age of seventeen he enlisted in the army. 

He made a splendid soldier, and in an amazing short time 
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ose to the rank of a sergeant, As Sergeant McKasky | he fought valiantly in the Philippines during the rebel- — 

And now we come to the turning point in the man’s life. . pees 
| _ And again the fates were against him — yes, _ eruelly so. He was accused of having shot a superior _ Officer, when in fact, he risked his_own life to save that _ of another, ee a , | The details of this highly dramatic occurence form intensely interesting reading. For it reveals what was really responsible for Frank McKasky’s downfall and the subsequent totally ruined life. | 

All the evil within him came to the surface as he languished in the prison where he served a sentence for a crime he never committed. : fs | The foundation of this unparalled tragedy was ~ laid when Sergeant McKasky received permission to take his pet dog, “Orphan” aboard the transport “Grant”, bound for the Philippines. — pty pees Major Horton, in command of the regiment, had also taken his blue-ribboned bulldog with him, . , During the ‘trip the soldiers spent much time dis- cussing the fighting merits of the two canines. Of course, Sergeant McKasky maintained that his Orphan could - whip the major’s bull dog. Sie, 
Private Keller, a close friend of McKasky’s, nat- _ urally spoke in favor of the latter’s dog. Many argu- _ ments resulted, but no agreement could be reached, And So the question of superior fighting ability between the. two dogs remained undecided. | ape eae _ The anti-climax came one day as a group of sol- diers engaged in a game of poker, = 3 _. Onee more the argument became hot. This time Private Keller and Corporal Levitt did most of the talk- 
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ing, To a spiritual sally of the latter, Keller retorted: 

“What the Orphan dog would do to that blue- 

ribbon bull would leave no work for the doctors. Three 

cards, please, Mr. Dealer.” | 

The noise of water lapping the bow of the United 

States transport Grant was the only answer to Private 

Keller’s dictum. In the shade of the galley house six 

men squatted around an old gray army blanket playing 

poker. | | 

The question of the better hand was 
decided before 

Corporal Levitt, squadron clerk, spoke in defense of his 

eommander’s thoroughbred bulldog. 

“Tike hell he would.” The tone was mild despite 

the forceful expletive. “Why, the major’s pup would eat 

that mongrel up—eat ’im up.” 

“Oh, I don’t know; I don’t know about that.” 

Keller spoke with critical inflection. “I would just as 

soon bet a couple of month’s pay on the Orphan—ijf we 

could pull the fight off. But the sergeant seems to be 

just as fussy as the major about getting his canine’s fur 

mussed up in a little set-to. 
| 

“Bulldogs have as much right to fight as soldiers, 

and a good dog fight would certainly brighten life aboard 

this frigate.” . | | 

Keller avoided Levitt’s glance as he concluded in 

a hopeless manner: “But I suppose there ain't much of 

a chance of pulling it off.” 
| 

Corporal Levitt dealt the cards rapidly before he 

answered: “I don’t say I can do it, but if you want to 

risk that two months’ pay you spoke of, and maybe some 

other misguided ‘gamblers in your troop want to waste 

their money in the same way, why, maybe it might be 

fixed.” 
Private Keller knew that the corporal’s duties in- 

cluded a supervisory care of Major Horton’s 
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knew when to drop a subject. The card game held his 
attention now to the exclusion of all else. 

But the seed he had sown fell on fertile ground. 
Reveille call had hardly lost itself between the sea and 
sky on the third morning following when the dogs were 
brought muzzle to muzzle to make a soldier’s holiday. 

A crowd of men talking earnestly swarmed over 
the forward deck, following the struggles of the two an- 
imals with tense interest. Their conversation went on in 
low tones, after the manner of those who feared inter- 
ruption. The dogs’ masters knew nothing of the fight. 

“Ten even on the Orphan. Ten even on the 
Orphan.” The wager was offered time and again with no 
one heeding; the lure of the fight was stronger than the 
lure of gambling. 

Sergeant McKasky’s dog clearly had the best hold. 
His long underjaw, armed with two-inch incisors, had 
clamped through the other’s throat. The great muscles 
of his chest and forelegs were strained as he tugged and 
labored in snarling fierceness. 

A shrill blast from a boatswain’s whistle trans- 
fixed the group. The two men stooped to tear the growl- 
ing dogs apart, but the effort was vain. Each animal 
sank his teeth more deeply into the flesh as the men 
tugged. | 

“Attention !” 

The command brought the soldiers all standing, 
motionless. An officer, major’s leaves glittering on his 
shoulders, stepped to the center of the group. In a flash 
he had caught the Orphan by the half inch of tail custom 
had left him, then, striking his own animal free with his 
cane, he swung the sergeant’s bulldog clear of the railing 
into the sea. 

The men stood dumfounded. They could not seem 
to realize the full significance of the act until the splash 
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of the dog’s body striking the water made it clear to 
them. 

As Major Horton turned and left the deck, with 
one impulse they rushed to the ship’s rail. They saw the 
dog swimming in the wash of the transport. 

“Man overboard!” The shout rang loud over the 
forward deck to be taken up in different parts of the 
ship. 

“Man overboard! Man overboard!” 
- Ina moment the quiet gave way to stirring action. 

A long, shrieking wail came from the ship’s siren, and 
slowly the thud, thud, thud of revolving engines were 
slackened. 

A dozen sailors swung a boat out on the davits. 
The whole regiment watched in a torment of suspense 
as slowly but surely the swimming dog dropped farther 
toward the stern. 

“Who’s overboard?” Sergeant McKasky shot up 
through the hatch with these words on his lips. ‘“Who’s 
overboard?” he repeated. | 

The blue-shirted figures crowding the rail paid no 
heed. He shouted his question again, when a bark, half 
human in its note of call for help, answered him. 

“It’s my dog, my Orphan! Let me get to him, 
damn you, let me get to him!” McKasky fought his way 
viciously through the rear ranks of the watchers. Sud- 
denly the crowd of soldiers raised a ery of pity, then re- 
coiled from the rail. 

“The propeller! Cut to pieces—poor old Orphan! 
A —-— shame! The man that did that deserves shoot- 
ing! Shooting!—it’s too good for him! Kill a helpless 
dog like that!” 

The phrases came to McKasky’s ear as he stared 
into the sea. He turned at the last words. 

“Who did it?” The sergeant shot the question at 
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~ the group, eyes flashing a challenge that forbade evasion. 

“Why, Mac,” began one of the men helplessly, 

“vou see—you see, it was this way.” | | 

“Tell me how it happened!” The sergeant’s hands 

were at the other’s collar as he spoke. 
“All right, Mac, allright!’ The soldier plunged 

into the story of the tragedy. A queer, grim look came 

into McKasky’s eyes as he listened. 

“__and the propeller hits him, that’s all.” 

“That’s all!’ repeated the noncommissioned 

officer mechanically. Then he burst out in rage: “He 

killed my dog, damn him! My Orphan! [ll get him?” 

In a flash the words he had heard came back to 

his mind: “The man who did that deserves shooting !” 

“P| shoot him! That’s what I’ll do, I'll shoot 

The sergeant lunged down the hatch, and in three 

strides was tugging at the gun rack. Before he could 

wrench a rifle free, half a dozen men surrounded him. . 

“Rasy now. There, nothing like that, Mac.-You'll 

only make it worse for yourself,” they protested. 

‘He killed my dog and I’ll kill him” He repeated 

the words in bitter emphasis as he struggled with his 

would-be pacifiers. | 

“They'll only hang you if you try.” 

“But Pl get him first!” 

“You can’t do it, Mac. You can’t, so what’s the 

use?” McKasky ceased struggling at these words. They 

told the whole story. There was no redress, no justice. 

‘“What’s the use?” The sergeant spoke hopeless- 

| ly, then sank into bunk to lie face down, great sobs rack- 

ing his shoulders. | 

emma 

The first rays of the morning sun shot through the 



38 — 

high branches of the palm trees to dry up the mist that 

rung low in a sand-fringed harbor. A soft breeze full 

of sunlight and the odor of spices swept the decks of. 

three ships, awesome and mysterious, as they steamed 

slowly into the pretty Philippine bay. One slowed and 

-eame to anchor with a rattling of chains that woke a 

chattering protest from a flock of restless parrots. 

The two other vessels swept on toward the tropic 

shore, then, turning as if to a single rudder, great white 

puffs shot out from their gray sides. At once the calm — 

was lost in the thunder of.a heavy bombardment. 

For fifteen minutes singing shells searched the 

hidden places of the jungle, without bringing the reply 

of a single spiteful shot. The blue-shirted figures that 

huddled to the rail of the transport watched with en- 

chanted interest. 
The cannonading ceased as suddenly as it had be- 

oun. Four flags, blue, yellow, red and white, fluttered 

from the yards of one cruiser, the signal for disembark- 

ine. Immediately all was action on the transport. 

Group after group of men found the way into the 

ship’s boats with a clatter of the heavy-burdened. Soon 

the boats put off for the low line of beach, making a race 

for the honor of first landing. Rattling and puffing 

winches worked all day bringing tents and baggage from 

the dark and yawning hold into the sunlight. 

At dusk the three ships, all gray in the twilight, 

slipped silently out of the harbor, leaving a strong sense 

of abandonment in the camp that fringed the beach. 

When the first beams of the morning sun sifted 

again through the green of the jungle, suddenly there 

came out of the forest such a sound as would be made 

by a giant dragon fly. z = 

A high piercing tsing-n—sing-n-n that ended with 

a “tholup” as the seeming insect dove into the bay. An-. 

Fr - Ads ine Aero * 2 " 5 , ‘ ; : ’ Ams 

Pat ea ek Pe a Sa iE eh et st s% bis bol ot Jes a Dao es 



— 879 — 

other sound, brother to the first, sang over the tents on 
the beach. 

A rattle of scattering shots and every man in the camp was intensely active. 
Five minutes of bewildering confusion wherein the hoarse shouts of men mingled with the strident, ner- 

vous notes of bugles, and the regiment stretched itself 
in a long brown and blue line that followed the shore. 

The “tsing-tsinging” of the bullets overhead in- 
creased with the passing of the moments. Here and there 
in the line 4 brown and blue figure would crumple up and huddle to the ground.” 

A thin man, nervously chewing a ragged gray 
mustache, rode to the extreme left of the rank, 

“Major Horton,” he called sharply, “take your 
squadron across that stream and up over those hills. 
That’s where their right flank seems to be. Get round 
them.” — 

“Very good, Colonel.” Major Horton turned to 
his troops, a command, and they swarmed across the 
stream and through the open places of the jungle, 

Catlike from tree to tree the men advanced, halt- 
ing wherever shelter offered, and firing three or four 
spiteful shots at a line of white puffs of smoke that 
Sprang out from the upper crest of a hill before them. 

They made their way deeper and deeper into the 
jungle. Unexpectedly they came to a fork in the swift- 
running stream. 

The major with a portion of the men plunged off 
to the left, but the greater number of the squadron kept 
straight forward. The noise of firing had now risen to 
almost deafening intensity. 

The thick underbrush hid the different parts of 
the regiment, so it was impossible to tell how it fared at 
any point of the attack. 
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“Major, it looks as though they had cut in between 

us and the main party.” An orderly pointed to the right. 

Major Horton turned sharply and walk
ed in the direction 

‘ndicated. A dozen shots coming at an angle to his front 

showed him he was flanked. The man who had called his 

attention to the position whirled about suddenly, clutched 

both hands to his left side, then sank to the ground with 

a low moan. 
| 

Horton turned to what was left of his command. 

“Come back, you men—Kelly, Anderson! Come and take 

up a position over here on the right. We're cut off from 

the main body.” 
| 

The half dozen men huddled back in the position 

*ndicated. Grouping themselves in the shelter of some 

rocks and trees, they began firing with a rapidity that 

showed their desperate plight. 

“Who's got any extra ammunition?” The speaker 

pushed the last five cartridges from his belt and threw 

t aside. “Unhook that belt there ’? Horton pointed to 

a silent figure stretched in the grass. Mechanically the 

man despoiled his dead comrade of his cartridges. 

“The damned -! They-ve fixed me.” An- 

other figure sprawled out on the ground, a stream of red 

pouring from his neck. 

“How much ammunition have you men left?” The 

officer asked the question calmly. With care the three 

soldiers began counting their cartridges. 

“T’ve got eleven rounds, sir,” answered one. 

“And you?” 
“Six.” 

“And you?” 

“Thirteen, sir.” 

“Thirty — and I have seven. Thirty-seven car- 

tridges. Are any of those men living?” The major was 

pointing to the ground. 
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“No, sir.’ Z | | 
_ “Well, the enemy hag got us on three sides now _ 

So we'll have to dron back, reach the edge of the stream, — 
and swim for it. Keep together going back, or they'll - 
rush us.” | | f 

The words were hardly spoken when one of the 
four stood up his full height. Swaying from side to side, 
he dropped. . | 

“‘Anderson’s gone, sir.” Bey 
“Take his cartridges. Now slip back out of this.” 

The three men began the retreat by running very 
swiftly to some sheltering trees that stood up some thirty 
yards in the rear. .There they turned and each fired three 
shots with careful precision. Another dash — and they 
took cover behind a giant rock. 

They held on here, firing with that deliberation 
they had learned on the rifle range. Shot after shot ex- 
ploded from the three rifles. The grim smiles that con- 
‘stantly stretched the soldiers’ lips were proof of their 
faith in the accuracy of their aim. But the enemy’s fire 
was unceasing. It cut throuch the bamboo twigs, plowed 

Into the earth on every side. 
_ “We'll-have to get out of this,” shouted Horton as 

three bullets ricocheted off the rock with a high singing 
wail. Getting no response, he elanced down to find two 
bodies stretched out on either side. In each forhead was 
the round blue-red mark of a bullet hole. Nervously the 
major placed his hand over each man’s heart. He then 
searched their pockets for cartridges. ' 

“I might as well run for it now,” he half muttered 
to himself, and with the words he wheeled and slunk back 
through the junele. Slipping from tree to tree, he eluded 
the aim of the Filipinos to find a welcome shelter in a 
deep ravine. He took in the position with a quick look. 

“This must lead to the river. I’m safe here.” 
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He scrambled across the rocks to find himself sud- 

denly confronted by a blue-shirted soldier. 

“Sergeant McKasky! Good! What troops are 

coming up? We've been wiped out over here. Take your 

squad down that gully to the left.” 

3 The sergeant stood still. 

The major looked at him sharply. 

“Well, what’s the matter?” 

McKasky sprang forward. cme | 

- “T’ye got you now, damn you! You killed my dog, 

and now I’m going to send you to hell for it. I’ve been 

waiting my chance to get you.” With a sudden twist the 

sergeant wrenched the rifle from the other’s grasp. “And 

I’m going to do it with the weapons God gave me, damn 

you!” As he spoke, McKasky shot both hands at the 

major’s throat. 
In a moment the two men were locked together 

with bodies writhing in tense muscular effort. Straining 

every ligament, they fought and struggled from side to 

side of the ravine. | 

Little by little McKasky brought his right hand 

nearer Horton’s throat. At last with a strong effort he 

was able to clutch his fingers around the officer’s wind- 

pipe. 
Slowly the fingers tightened. Then with a sudden 

backward movement, Horton wrenched free, and swung 

a smashing blow of his fist straight between the serge- 

ant’s eyes. 
Shaking his head with all the fury of an enraged 

bear, MeKasky charged forward again. 

Slipping under the other’s guard, he wrapped his 

arms viselike around Horton’s body, lifted him clear of 

the ground, and started as if to smash him against the 

projecting ledge. 
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rang through the trees. “Thup!” and the form McKasky 
held crumpled across his shoulder. | 

The dead weight sank him to the ground. Work- 
ing free from the limp body, the sergeant sat up. For 
a moment he stared stupidly at Horton. 

“Hell!” he breathed bitterly. “That ain’t right; 
it ain’t right, I tell you. He was mine!” 

McKasky shook his fist impotently at the jungle, 
then turned back to gaze curiously at his companion. 

“Wonder if he’s dead?” 
Mechanically he stooped to search for the course 

of the bullet. A small round hole over the right breast 
marked the spot of entry. A jagged gash through the 
shoulder showed the exit. 

“A clean hole through the right lung. That don’t 
always kill?” 

He slipped his hand inside the blue shirt, and 
pressed his palm over the officer’s heart. 

“Breathing still — and fairly strong.” A single 
bullet sang plaintively overhead. “Got to get him out 
of this, that’s sure. Can’t leave him for the enemy to 
carve.” 

McKasky saw no inconsistency in this. The man 
whom he wanted to kill a few minutes before was now 
one of the wounded. And the enemy were savages. 

There was but one answer. He tore open a 
bandage and quickly bound the wound, Again he slipped 
his hand over Horton’s heart. 

“Beating stronger—got to get him out of this,” he repeated. Stooping, he threw the stricken officer’s 
body over his shoulder. 

Struggling upright again, he started down the 
ravine toward the river. Six scattering shots that cut the bamboo shrubs overhead hastened him onward, 

“Once I hit the river I’m all right. Can’t leave 
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him out here,” he muttered doggedly; “not while there’s 

breath in him.” 

The few shots that had saluted his first steps now 

turned to a ragged volley. Splinters of stone and bits 

of earth jumped before him. 

Pellets of lead spattered against the rock on 

either side. Despite his burden. McKasky staggered in- 

to a jog trot. Suddenly he found himself splashing into 

the water. | 2 : 

“The yiver! I’m all right now—if I can swim him 

across.” 
The ragged volley had now become a fusillade. 

The bullets dashed up the water beyond the soldier until 

its surface seemed beaten by a hailstorm. 

He kicked off his shoes and strode into the stream. 

Half a dozen forms in blue could be seen partly hidden in 

the jungle on the farther bank. 

“There’s some of our boys now—they’ll take care 

of the skunks.” McKasky struck out slowly. Twice he 

sank, drawn down by the dead weight of Horton’s body. 

Then he managed to reach a bit of drifting bam- 

boo. Slipping an arm over this, he made better progress. 

The few blue figures at the river’s edge were then 

joined by others, and soon a steady whistling of bullets 

passed over the head of the swimming soldier. Fewer 

and fewer were the shots that dropped near him in the 

water. 
On he swam, paddling dog fashion through the 

muddy stream. Without warning his knees struck the 

slime of the river bed. He rose to his feet in the water, 

supporting the wounded man with both hands clasped 

under the body. 

He stood thus for a moment laboring to breathe. 

Half a dozen soldiers rushed waist high into the stream 

and brought the two men ashore. : 



Two rifles were strapped to make a stretcher, and — four men hurried off with the wounded man. McKasky 
watched them with blood-shot eyes. No one came to shake his hand. | 

Instead he found himself being regarded with 
open suspicion and hostility. | 

He had hardly turned to go when someone tapped 
him on the shoulder. 

“So you went and done it,” said an unfriendly voice. | ; 
Sergeant McKasky faced the speaker, Private Bushnell whom he keenly disliked. 

_ “Done what?” he demanded. 3 
“Drilled the major for ‘killing your dog.” 
“You are crazy!” the accused man shouted. “I 

did not.” . | | 
“Tell that to Sweeney,” the other retorted and 

walked away. : 
But bad news travels fast. In less than an hour 

_ the entire camp buzzed with the story that Major Horton 
had been shot and that he was not expected to live. 

McKasky sulked in his tent. His anger was hotly 
aroused to the highest pitch. He had just made up his 
mind to go to the colonel and tell just what had hap- 
pened, when a corporal came in acompanied by two sol- 
diers with bayonets fixed. | 

“You are under arrest, McKasky,” said the cor- 
poral. es 

“What for?” the sergeant cried, paling. 
“You know what for. Come along.” 
That was the only satisfaction Sergeant McKasky 

got until the day of the courtmartial He was then for- 
mally charged with having killed Major Horton. His 
vehement denial fell upon deaf ears. | 

A number of witnesses declared they had heard 
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McKasky swear that he would shoot the major for hav- 
ing killed his dog. And upon that evidence he was con- 
victed. Ten years at hard labor at Leavenworth was the 
unjust sentence pronounced upon him. 

What these ten years did to McKasky seems in- 
credible. He came out with a feeling of intense bitter- 
ness against the government and the world in general. 

Ten of the best years of his life he had been com- 
pelled to spend in prison, an innocent man. 

He hated the uniform of a United States soldier. 
He hated every police officer he met on the streets. He 
was the avowed enemy of decent society, and he craved 
to get even somehow with someone. 

* Immediately upon his arrival in New York he em- 
barked upon a career of crime. Being arrested was no 
longer a novelty to McKasky. 

The last stretch of three years he did at Sing- 
Sing, brought him the nick-name “Dago Frank.” It hap- 
pened that there was another prisoner of the same name 
serving a sentence for burglary. And often when.the 
name of McKasky was called, both men would answer. 

Finally McKasky, because of his sun-browned and 
swarthy features and coal black hair, was given the nick- 
name of “Dago Frank.” 

Once more at liberty, he became the confidential 
2 friend of every known crook and criminal in New York’s 
te notorious Eastside. 
a He was ready for anything provided it paid. He 

was a dangerous enemy and a treacherous friend. High- 
waymen, burglars, murderers and white slavers became 
his associates. 

It was said of him that he could be trusted only 
in one thing: he never failed to keep his end of the bar- 
gain when he was hired to “croak” someone. And the 
former soldier took his killing seriously. He did it in a 
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cold, business-like manner showing no mercy to man or 
woman. 

“Dago Frank,” as he was called now, had lost 
every human instinct. Nor had he any fear of danger. 
He laughed sneeringly at those who sought to warn him. 

“Tll take what’s coming to me when the time 
comes,” he would say. “Don’t ever worry about me.” 
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Chapter 105 

FELLOW CROOKS 

AGO FRANK seemed to know what to ex- 

pect when Captain Austin rushed in upon 

him as he sat in the rear of the barroom. 

Instantly he had visions of another prison 

sentence. That was why he fought so des- 

perately to get away. But when he found 

himself attacked by two more men with 

equally determined faces, he bowed meekly 

to the inevitable. 

He had quickly jumped at the correct conclusion 

that these men were not detectives. On former occa- 

sions of a similar nature there had always been some fast 

gun-play. 
“What do you fellows want with me?” he asked 

complainingly. 

“Oh, we just want to have a chat with you for a 

little while, Frank,” the captain replied. “You remem- 

ber me, don’t you? I helped you out of a little trouble 

a few years ago.” 
“But what’s the idea of handling me so rough?” 

Dago Frank shot back as he looked at his coat with a 

sleeve nearly torn off. 

“You'll get a new coat if you play fair with us,” 

Donald Whitney spoke up. 

| “T always play fair,” the scoundrel answered, try- 

ing hard to assume some semblance of dignity. “No pal 

ean ever accuse me of double-crossing him.” 

Captain Austin and Whitney exchanged glances. 

“You better lock that door, captain,” the latter 
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“What for?” the outlaw demanded. ; 
“To keep you in here and to keep out any of your — 

friends who might take a notion to come to your aid, eh 
he was told. : 
é Dago Frank shifted uneasily in his seat. Thiswas 
not at all to his liking. Being locked in a room with Ey: 
these three men presaged trouble. And the odds were 
‘decidedly against him. | 

- But he remained silent when one of them ee 
a chair, placed it directly in front of him and sat down. 

The other two took positions on either side of him. _ a 
Captain Austin began by saying in a harsh tone: 

“Frank, we'want to know what became of the 
young woman you lured away from my house about five 
o’clock this afternoon. Come clean now. No use trying 
to lie out of it.” 

As expected, the ‘scoundrel entered a vehement 
denial. 

“Why, I was not near your house this afternoon, 
captain,” he cried. “I was over in Brooklyn and—— 

Captain Austin had him by the throat and was 
shaking him. 

“You'll come clean or I'll choke the truth out of 
you, you damned rat!” he thundered. “What became of 
the girl?” 

“I don’t know,” came back defiantly. “I never 
saw her, and I was never near your house. Cut — it out 
—captain,” he gasped as the latter’s 9 tightened 
about his throat. 

But Captain Austin, new in a towering rage, 
seemed determined to make pee his threat. 

_ Literally he attempted to choke the truth out of 
Dago Frank. And he would perhaps have —— him — 
if: Donald Witiney had not interfered. 
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“Tet me talk to him,” said Whitney. “Perhaps I 

have a language that is more effective.” | 
With these words he drew.a fat roll of bills from 

his pocket. He peeled off several of the fifty dollar de- 

nomination and laid them on the table. The man’s eyes 

widened with greed. | 

“This money is yours if you tell me the name of 

the man who hired you to lure the blond young woman 

from Captain Austin’s home,” the young banker offered. 

‘Don’t be afraid. Ill protect you as far as I can. Come 

on now. And don’t beat about the bush.” 

Dago Frank, without a moment’s hesitation, be- 

trayed the man in whose pay he was. 

“Sidney Adler,’ he murmured. 

“Ah, I thought so,” Donald remarked to Captain 

Austin. True to his word he handed the money to Dago 

Frank, then turned to Stephen Blanchard. “You go for 

the police. Better bring several men. There is a station 

in the next square.” 

Blanchard rushed out'of the room, and was gone 

only a few minutes. When he returned he was accom- 

panied by a police lieutenant and two men. 
Donald at once drew the officer in charge. aside 

and engaged him in a whispered conversation. The 

moment the lieutenant heard Sidney Adler’s name men- 

tioned, he grinned knowingly. 

“So that hound has been up to the same trick 

again,” he said. : 

| “No question about that,” Captain Austin inter- 

posed as he stepped over. “This hound seated over 

there,” indicating Dago Frank, “let the cat out of the 

bag. He claims that Sidney Adler paid him to get the 

girl away from my home.” : 

~The lieutenant spoke a few words to the two 

officers with him. A moment later Dago Frank was 
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taken to the police station. 
“Who is the complaintant in 1 this case?” the lieu- 

tenant wanted to know then. ‘Whoever it is must swear 
out a warrant for Sidney Adler’s arrest.” 

“T am,” Donald Whitney spoke up quickly. 
“The young lady abducted — is she a relative of 

yours, sir?” 
“A very close relative, lieutenant,” the other ans- 

wered with a slight blush. “She is — she is my wife.” 
The lieutenant nodded and made a few notes in 

his little book. 
’ Presently the party of three, accompanied by the 

lieutenant went to the police station two blocks away. 
While Captain Austin and Stephen Blanchard remained 
in the background, ithe young banker:from Richmond 
was introduced to the inspector in charge of the district. 

Inspector Morrison asked Whitney to be seated 
and they went over the case together. 

A keen judge of human nature would at once have 
noticed that the inspector’s eyes expressed no surprise 
when Sidney Adler was accused of being a white slaver. 
‘ In fact, he nodded his head in a manner which 
seemed to indicate that he had expected just that kind 
of a charge. 

“T want to have that man arrested at once,” Don- 
ald demanded. 

“Of course, you do,” the other agreed, his eye- 
brows lifting-slightly. ‘A warrant will be prepared and 
I'll serve it myself.” 

Whitney glanced quickly at the police officer. 
“Ah, then you know where to find him, Inspector 

Morrison?” 
“T know where he owns a fine house on Hudson . 

Drive,” the latter retorted. “If we are lucky enough to 
find Sidney Adler at home, he’ll be arrested immediately. 
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But he is a very slippery man and hard to eatch. How- 

ever, you may rest assured that I will do my best.” 

“Thanks,” said the young banker, then rose. 

“By the way,” the officer added, “in case Adler is 

arrested, you will have to appear against him in court 

to-morrow. Where can I notify you?” 

Donald named the hotel where he and Stephen 

Blanchard were staying, then took his departure. 

On the way home he and his two companions 

agreed to go to police court together the following morn- 

ing. They felt sure that they had enough evidence to 

convict Sidney Adler of white slavery. . 

Perhaps thirty minutes later Inspector Morrison 

left the police station with a warrant for Adler’s arrest 

in his pocket. 

There was a peculiar smile on his face. And that 

smile remained as he boarded a taxi and had himself 

driven to Sidney Adler’s home in New York. He was at 

once admitted into the house by a butler. 

“Yes, Mr. Adler is in the library, sir,” the latter 

said in answer to the inspector’s query. 

Inspector Morrison did not wait to be announced. 

The manner in which he entered the library showed that 

this was not his first visit. And the greeting he received 

was that of an old friend. 

“Well, Inspector Morrison!” Adler cried as he 

rose and extended his hand. “Glad to see you. What’s 

on your mind this time?” ae 

The police officer did not reply at once. He walked 

over to the table, helped himself to a cigar, then sat 

down and lighted it. Not until he was puffing com- 

placently did he speak. 

“Sidney,” he began, grinnig wolfishly, “I have a 

warrant in my pocket for you.” | 

“A warrant for me?” the other laughed. 

& 
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Yes,” Inspector Morrison went on, “I told you — 
once before that you’d be eaught sooner or later selling 
young girls to rich New York rounders and Chinamen. _ 
It looks to me as if they have got the goods on you this - 
time.” | cae | “ht ge coempre ws 

__ “The goods on me?” Adler laughed again, “Quit 
your joking.’’ ‘S4p | 

“This is no joking matter.” The inspector took a 
_ few more puffs and looked at the burning end of his 
cigar. “You know, Sidney, I have always been a good 
friend of yours. I could have sent you up several times 
for the same offense. What I’ll do this time depends 
entirely on your attitude toward me. Now you better __ 
come clean. Where is this blond young beauty?” 

Adler attempted a denial, but he was stopped 
quickly. | | 

“T might as well tell you that Dago Frank was 
the one who squealed on you,” the police officer said 
sternly. “He——” | | 

“The dirty hound!’ came the interruption in-a low. 
hiss. “So he has double-crossed me. I’ll fix him for that, 
believe me. He’ll be croaked before twenty-four hours 
are over.” oe 

“It can’t be done, Sidney,” the other responded. 
~“Dago Frank enjoys the safety of a nice little cell.” 

_ “Then you must release him!” Sidney Adler was 
on his feet, pacing the floor witha black frown on his 
face. “Yes, you must release him,” he repeated. “Dago 
Frank must be put out of the way for keeps. Why, if he 
is allowed to speak in court against me, I’ll be ruined.” 

“Very likely you’d be ruined, Sidney. And it is 
more than likely that you'll spend the rest of your life 
at Sing-Sing. I can prevent that, and I will if you will 
come across with—say about ten thousand.” | = 

Adler was pacing the floor again. He knew he | Pea 
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~ eould not refuse what In
spector Morrison asked. 

| “Alright,” he said finally, “Tll give you 4 check 

for the amount.” 
ge | 

| Inspector Morrison shook his head. | | 

“You know I never liked checks,” he declared. 

“Pyrthermore I could not afford to take any chances in 

a case like this. I’d sure be in bad if it became known 

that I cashed a check for ten thousand
 signed by my dear 

old friend Sidney Adler. I must have cash.” 

 &Byt I have not that much cash money in the 

house,” the other protested. | 

“Give me what you have and ge
t the rest from the 

bank,” said the crooked police officer. “T’l] be back to- 

morrow about this time.” : | 

| Sidney Adler did not hesitate. He went to his 

desk in a corner and pr
ought forth a big roll of bills from 

a small hidden drawer. Inspector Morrison counted the 

money, then shoved it in his pocket. 
ie 

“T’]] be in for the balan
ce to-morrow,” he averred. 

“And, listen,’ he added in a confidential tone. “You bet- 

ter keep under cover for the present, Sidne
y. And after 

to-morrow take a nice vacation for a month or so until 

this thing has blown over. Understand?” ps 

*¥Xes, I understand,” the other grinned.” 

* met its 4 
pd Vane | 4 

=) tees od 

to fertitsat es 

abbas 

ce 2 

é 

Fen. ai reas a5 or 5 ag , 34 fat SA toarty it Grego ass lin ati: ot AA semioL 2 

ie iek Bat Sout 

i 

rae - 2 

Pees Ae at Mes 12% BAe AAS 

ie! ety: 

uel ge teehee PRS Riera or 



ee 

Chapter 106 

AN EMERGENCY CALL 

~e- — 11 T WAS late in the morning when Donald \Z NY Whitney entered the hotel dining room for his breakfast. His face wore a worried expression because he had expected to hear from Police Inspector Morrison that Sidn Adler was unde 

ews he so anxiously 
He could not un- 
elephone with the & up police headquarters but each time he retraced his steps, | 

| He regretted the te 
friend, Stephen Blanchard 

wetter a 
re trom his apart 

along he stopped and o 
to the police station in 

came in. He removed 
and rose. 

“Ah, Mr, Whitney,” he cried. “I am sure glad to See you. I was about to cal] you up at your hotel.” | “Well that won’t be necessary now,” the obviously unwelcome visitor answered. “I am here, inspector. What is the good news? I Suppose you arrested Sidney Adler.” - 
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“T did not,’ was the disappointing retort. 

“No? Why not?” 

“For a simple reason, Mr. Whitney.” 

“And that is?” 

“The bird has flown,” Inspector Morrison said in 

a steady voice, though his eyes evaded those of the other. 

“Yes, sir, that skunk must have gotten wind of what was 

about to happen. When I called at his house on Hudson 

Drive one of the servants informed me that Sidney Adler 

had left the city.” | 

Donad swore softly under his breath. Not for a 

moment did he suspect that this officer, sworn to uphold 

the law, was deliberately lying to him. He turned away 

for a moment. 

“But we got him, inspector,” he exclaimed after 

a painful pause. “That beast must not be allowed 
gs 

“He'll be nabbed,” Inspector Morrison assured 

Whitney. “I am about to take the necessary steps now. 

I have here,” pointing at a document on his desk,’ a 

minute description of our friend Adler. A copy of it will 

be forwarded to the police chief in every city and small 

town in the country. It is only a question of time now. 

We must wait.” 
“Wait—wait,’ Donald mumbled to himself. “My 

God, how long.” 

“T would suggest that you remain in New York 

for at least another two weeks,” the police officer went 

on. “Dll notify you at once when Adler has been ar- 

rested.” 
Whitney asked a number of questions, but none 

of the answers he received could assuage his feeling of 

bitter disappointment. His Joan was in terrible danger. 

Even now, some fiend might be trying to destroy her. 

Continued in next number — 
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