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*(OLIN—Dbe ecaroful!® Oermaine
called after him.

"Right!" he called back reassur-
Ingly. “I've got Lo be too careful,
That's the whols troubls, Don't
worry."

The bank was steep, and at the
top thinly wooded. He clambered
up and began to make his way along
toward the club, At times, through
the trees, he could catch the glim-
mar of the elub's lights, and a* other
moments they were lost to him; but
the river was gulde enough,

His mind wsa probing agalo,
What plan was he to pursiue? To go
atralght to the club, mest them as
& group of gentlomen and sporis-
men, and tell them that hs bad overs
heard n plot to raid the club tonight,
seemed the most logleal and sansible
courss to adopt. He would meet
them all, He would naturally be In-
troduced to Lasarrs,

And suppose, to test him, they did
rak him why, wnder such clroum:
stances, he lhad not brought help
with him from Cap A I'Orage” Well,
he wns a stranger thera himself,
waan't he? He had not known whom
to go to for help, and, bealdos, there
had not heen too much tima to spare.
B0 he had come himselt as quickly
as hes counld.

Undoubtedly that was ths best
thing to do. It guaranteed Lazarre
agalnst any possible susplclon of
having any connection with him,
Colln; and It promised, aimost cor-
talnly, an opportunity of getting
Lasarre aslde for m fow words In
private,

Ha was close to the elub now. The
distance had not been groat—asoma
slx or aeven hindred yards, he
Judged. And now he halted sud-
denly. 4

He had come out on a broad path
that led up from (he water's adge,
and, looking down the path, he could
ser, outlined In the moonlight, n
large hoat moored nlongside n
wharl, One of the club'a blg power
boats, of course. Looking the other
way, he conld ses that, & faw yards
from whera ha stood, the path
awarved sharply In the direction of
the club.

He went on again, and, as he
made the turn In the path, thanks
both to the moonlight and the elub's
window lights which now ahons out
unobscured, he was at once able to
chart his surroundings quit- easlly,
Parhinpa ten yards ahoad of him the
path debouched on a elearing, and
across tho cloaring m ahort distance
away, the elubhouse, facing him,
was now in full view.

And through the trees, thinning
as hie neared the end of Lhe path, he
could see to hialeft a alngle window
light and the shadowy outline of
the power houss that Bouchard had
taliked about. He would like very
much to find out what that power
house concealed. Well, perhaps ho
wonld, even though he wasn't stay-
ing tor the show! 1 Lazarro—

B won just at the edge of the

cloaring now, and for tho seo
ond time since he had left the launch
ke eams to a sudden halt. It waa
imagination, no doubt, for the roar
of the falls, louder now than ever,
would drown out all ordinary
sounds; but It seemed as though he
had heard something stirring elose
at hand,

Ha turned, stared back along the
path, and suddenly leaped to one
slde—too late. Two forms which
seamed to have risen from Lhe enrih
al his fest hurled themselves upon
him, floglng him to the ground be-
fora he had a chance Lo defend him.
nell, These ware “momboera™ of the
club, of course, on guard out here
agalnst another Incursion by the
spY ol tho olher night—and he was
being mistaken for the spy.

"Look hore! he protested, “I—"

A Fronch oath answered him,
Bomething erashed upon his head—
then darknoss.

Colin oame to his senees conscloun
that somothing was bolng thrust
roughly lnto his mouth, eotincious of
& volee speaking In French—but
only vaguely conscloun of the mean.
ing of the words:

YBah! And so you have no cord,

| around that littls tree. Lash his
wrists together, Here's his bell"
Colln fell his‘arms wrenched viog-
leatly nround behind his back, and
| instinctively, though his strength
| ssomed to hive been drained out of

' him, he mads an effort to resist— |

anly to be pushed savagely back on
the ground sgain.

“Hah!" ejaculated the same volee,
“His hend {s harder than I thooght.
Hip littls nap 414 not last long. He
will not make any nolas now to spoll
Dollalre’s plans—and he s well an-
chored so that he cannol rus away
(o' hin friends over there. And, be-
sides, we will bo here until It would
be too late for him to do anything
ABYWMY."

Colin's braln was clearing, He
felt his strengih returning—hut he
lay without movement now, listen-
Ing, Bomething had been sald
about Dollaire, hadn't {t? Two men,
he could see, were crouched on the
ground clope beside him. They bad
spbken in French, and it would ssem
from what they sald that they were
Dollalre's men! Hut here now? Im-
posaibls! His hraln, still alek, was
playing tricks upon him.

“A knlfe would have heen batter,”
came the snarling response. “That
wouldn't have made any nolse
alther."

"‘ ELL, uss it now, If you want

to,” returned the first speaker
shortly, “For me, 1 don't eare. But
you will have planty of killing to do,
my good plgstickar, heforo the night
In over, and sinee this ane hera ean’t
fight agalnst us now, for ma he
doean't eount any more."

“Thanks!" growled the other sar
cantically, “Hut I don't care, me,
elther'" He thrust himself forward

out, "You are fn luck*

Oaggedl, Colin eoulil not have an.
swered If o would, He had closed
hin eyes, striving desperately to
mako sense of what had been eald
about Dollafre, and ho gava no Indl
catlon of belng awars that Lo had
bean addrossod,

“Try your English on him, Bap-
tiste,” laughed the other man. “The
apachoes from Now York don't spank
Fronoh,” y

Baptiste Ignored the sally.

“For the love of God," he grum.
bled Impatiently: “We are all here
long ago! What Is Dolliare waiting
for? He's had time enongh, hasn't
hat"

"For me, I would sny no— be
canso ho n still walling," came the
dry reply. “Listen! Dollaire Is no
fool, e has the cunning of o fox,
that boy! What doea he do tonight
whon he finds out from that fallow
Bouchard that there Is a short way
over the hilla and through the
woods? He comoes that way—thaore s
then no rink of the schooner being
soon by any of them out thers in the
moonlight, And, bosldes, wo save all
that time."

Baptiste answered with n grunt—
and the two lupsed Into silence.

Colin's head throhbed as though
n thousand devils wera pounding
hammaor hlowa upon it, and ss they
pounded they aeemed to mock and
Jeer at him In unholy mirth, Despite
the paln, his mind was lueld now,
funotioning normally again All this
for nothing! He was too late, Dol
Iaire and hls men were already hore.
The start that he had counted on,
tha time enough nnd to spare, had
simply not existod.

Ta go overland, 1f one could, Ger-
maine had sald, would eut the time
in half. He had thought of golng
that way Hlmpelt but It bad never
enterod his head thut Dollalre would
Iand his mon at Cap & V'Orage, It
had taken approximately two houps
1o make the trip in the launch. It
waa Dollalre who had reached here
first with time to spare,

Colin's mind was working In Hitle
Aazhen now as though It were tons
Ing belore him parts of a pleture
puzzls to ba pleced together, La-
roequn and Boldue, taking Pouchard
with them, he remembered, were to
have left the shack to keep thelr
rendozvous with Dollalre ahortly
after he had started back for tha
village, 8o Bouchard, of course, had
boen on Hand to not s gilde,

Bouchard would not have led them
through the village ., , Noone at
Cap & I'Orage would know anything
aboiit 1L . .. The loot of the club
eould ba nnither bulky nor heavy it
Dollalra was prepazed to bring it
hack overland and .. .

(Ceopyright, 1239, Fraak 5. Pasband)
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