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SUMIMER YARSTIDMAND SUPRENIE

i

A~ VISIT to Los Angeles County, Winter or
Summer, is one glorious thrill after another

. sunny ocean beaches vie with snow-capped
mountains to charm you. Palm-lined boulevards
lead from teeming cities thru vast citrus groves,
forests of oil derricks, throbbing industrial centers,
peaceful home and farming regions . . . To his-
toric Missions, busy seaports, an ever changing pic-
ture, rich in romance, brimming with opportunities!

Left: LOS ANGELES CITY HALL, AMERICA’S FINEST MUNICIPAL BUILDING
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(Continued from page 40)
love does to you. Well, that is why
I must see it—must.”

But he didn’t understand; neither
did I just then. :

General Wayne came by while they
were talking, and he stopped, star-
ing at the group of us. Then he
said, brusquely: “Let them see it,
Ca.ptam, if they want to. I don't
think it will hurt Bently. This spy
is a brave man.”

They stood the bookman up
against the side of the barn, up
against the stone foundation. He
smiled when they offered to blind-
fold him, and he asked not to have
his hands bound.

“Could I talk to him!” I asked.

I get a quick chill and leave. And
when I look for Mike where he is
supposed to be, my heart sinks. He
ain’t there.

. When I get to the ushers’ room he
13 taking off his uniform. He looks
up at me sadly. “It's no dice,” he
says. “I'm just a pug at heart. Tell
M{t})e}, will you, Timmy ?”’

Did—did anyone see you do it?”

_He shakes his head. = “I invites
him into the lounge alone. He is
one o’ the boys from Ninth avenue
and he makes a crack about my
gloves. Somet’ing ’bout the lily
white McGuire mitts. I tol’ you,”

€ cries bitterly, “if anyone opened

Is t’rap about those gloves—"’
cr cover you up,” I break in.

I'll get the doc to call it a faint.”

He sl‘lakes his head. “No use,” he
Says. “If you’d let me t'row away
th?‘se gloves like I want—"

I cant. I'd get fired for it.” .

. “Then I'm through! A guy my
Size with silk mittens! I don’t blame
that little guy much, even though I
have to paste him one.” He frowns
thoughtfully. “He is pretty quick,
that little guy. Kind of hard to hit.
Maybe my timin’ ain’t right. But
When I get me stren’th, and buckles
down to trainin’—”

I'break in on him again, with more
quivers in my voice. I talk about
Mabel and the sacrifices she has
made to bring him up right. I go
way back to his childhood when

abel nurses him through whooping
cough and measles. I remind him
how she teaches him his prayers and
takes care of him when he comes

ome from that altar boys’ picnic
with his lip split open and both eyes
blackened.

I put everything I got into that
talk, but it is twenty minutes before
I get to him and his eyes fill up. He
grabs my hand again. “Can I have
another chanct, Timmy?”’ he blub-
bers. “Just one more chanct?”’-

“Very well, but not for long.”

The bookman had a funny, tired
look on his face. Until I was close
to him, he had been looking at Jane.
Then he glanced down at me.

“Hello, laddie,” he said.

My eyes were full of tears, so I
couldn’t see him very well now.

“A good soldier doesn’t cry,” he
smiled.

“Yes, I know.”

“You want to tell me that you saw
me hide the paper, don’t you, lad-
die?”

“Yes"l

“And you’re sorry now?”

“I had to do it.”

“I understand. Give me your hand,
laddie.”

White Mitts

(Continued from page 33)

I nod slowly. “Just one miore,” I
tell him solemnly.

It isn’t until a few days later that
I breathe easily again. By that time
Mike seems to have steadied down,
and I don’t keep such a close watch
on the mezzanine. I take my place
at the first landing of the grand
staircase where I belong.

It is about eight in the evening
when two guys pass me on the way
up. One of them is big and one is
little, and I think to myself the little
fellow looks familiar. But it takes
me all of five minutes to remember
where I have seen that pasty face
before. It is the guy Mike has
clipped a few days back. As soon as
I place him I turn and run for the
mezzanine.

I am too late. Mike is gone from
his post and there are funny scuffling
noises from the men’s lounge. No
one seems to notice, because the or-
chestra is playing the overture from
Tannhauser, which is one of those
noisy ones. I dash into the room and
am just in time to see Mike put away
the big fellow with a haymaker to
the jaw. It is a surprise to me, be-
cause I don’t think Mike can do it.

The guy lands on the thick carpet
with a dull thud, and Mike turns to
the little fellow, who 1is looking
scared. “Next time you better bring
your gang,” Mike says. He picks up
his hat, brushes some dust off his
wllcite gloves and turns and walks
out.

I go close to him and whisper in
his ear. ‘“You promised not to
scrap!” I tell him.

He is smiling in a wistful sort of

way. “Know who that guy is?” he
asks.
“I don’t care who he is. You

shouldn’t—"

“He’s Kippy Wallins and he rates
pretty high. He’s fightin’ at the Gar-
den next week.” He shakes his head
a little. “It must be great to put
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I went back to Jane then, and she
put her arm around me, holding me
gso tight that it hurt. I was still
watching the bookman.

“Sir,” the bookman called out, “you
will see 'that my superiors are in-

formed. My name 1is Anthony
Engel. My rank Brevet Lieutenant
Colonel.”

General Wayne nodded. Then the.
rifles blazed out, and then the book-
man was dead. . . .

But that night, Jane said to me,
just as though I were as old as she,
and as understanding:

“You see, Bently darling, he would
have never delivered that message.
He was going to give it up, all of
it, because he loved me. . . .”

away a guy in a fight like that.”

I do some quick thinking. This
Wallins is going to come to soon, and
he’s going to be awful mad. “You're
transferred to the balcony,” I say,
“peginning now. And you needn’t
mention this to Mabel.”

But I reinstate him in a week.
When Mike behaves himself you can’t
help being a sap and liking him and
trusting him. I stay with him that
first evening and watch him work.
Everything is going fine. Then I see
a big, square-jawed sailor coming
along, and with him the same blond
babe that Mike finds for himself the
day he starts to work, and I am
worried.

But nothing happens. Mike recog-
nizes the blonde and bows without
smiling and takes the ticket stubs
from the gob, who gives a friendly
nod and asks, “How’s the pitcher,
bud?”’

It is a great satisfaction to hear
Mike start his answer. It sounds
like he’s got it down pat. He quotes
from the Ushers’ Manual, and he
quotes perfectly. Oh, too perfectly.
What he says is, ‘“The comments

have been very favorable, sir or
madam.”
The blonde giggles. “Make up

your mind,” she says.

“Wise guy, huh?” says the sailor,
getting pink under the ears. “Maybe
you’d like to come outside with me a
minute ?”

“Ushers are not allowed to frater-
nize with the patrons, sir or madam,”
says Mike. '

The sailor’s neck now turns turkey
red. He leans forward and his eyes
blaze and he whispers fast in Mike’s
ear. Mike takes it. Then I hear
something about “pretty white
gloves” and Mike stops taking it.
“C’mon,” he growls. “The lounge.”

I try to get in front of them, but
the sailor pushes me aside. The
blonde grabs my arm. “Stop it!”
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company now, what shall be -said to
me for this active assistance in your
escape?” His voice was gloomy, his
face drawn and white.

“Could you not plead that you had
but pretended to go with me to seize
on my private papers?” suggested
the ingenious mind of Raleigh.

“I could. But shall I be believed?
Shall 1?” His gloom was deepen-
ing to despair.

Raleigh was stricken almost with
remorse on his cousin’s account. His
generous heart was now more con-
cerned with the harm to his friends
than with his own doom. He desired
to make amends to Stukeley, but had
no means save such as lay in the
power of that currency he used.
Having naught else to give, he must
give that. He plunged his hand into
an inner pocket, and brought forth
a handful of jewels, which he thrust
upon his kinsman.

“Courage,” he urged him. “Up,
now, and we may yet win out and
home, so that all will be well with
you at least, and you shall not suffer
for your friendship to me.”

Stukeley embraced him then, pro-
‘fle_sting his love and desire to serve

im.

T HEY came to land at last, just be-
low Greenwich bridge, and almost at
the same moment the other wherry
grounded immediately above them.
Men sprang from her, with the ob-
vious ' intent of cutting off their
retreat. .

. “Too late!” said Raleigh, and
sighed, entirely without passion now
that the dice had fallen and showed
that the game was lost. “You must
act on my suggestion to explain your
Presence, Lewis.” .

_“Indeed, there is no other course,”
Sir Lewis agreed. “And you are in
the same case, Captain King. You
must confess that you joined with
me but to betray Sir Walter. I
bear you out. Thus, each support-
Ing the other . . .”

“I'll roast in hell before I brand
mygelf a traitor,” roared the captain
furlously. “And were you an honest
man, Sir Lewis, you’d understand
my meaning.”

.So, 80?” said Stukeley, in a quiet,
chked_ voice. And it was observed
that his son and one or two of the
Watermen had taken their stand be-
side him as if in readiness for ac-
tion. “Why, then, since you will
have it so, Captain, I arrest you, in
the King’s name, on a charge of
abetting treason.”

The captain fell back a step,
stricken a moment by sheer amaze-
ment. Then he groped for a pistol
to do at last what he realized he
should have done long since. In-
stantly he was overpowered. It was
only then that Sir Walter understood
the thing that had happened, and
with understanding came fury. The
old adventurer flung back his cloak,
and snatched at his rapier to put it
through the vitals of his dear friend
and kinsman. But he was too late.

Hands seized upon him, and he
found himself held by the men from
the wherry, confronted by a Mr.
William Herbert, whom he knew for
Stukeley’s cousin, and he heard Mr.
Herbert formally asking him for the
surrender of his sword.

Instantly he governed himself, re-
pressed his fury. He looked coldly
at his kinsman, whose face showed
white and evil in the growing light
of the early summer dawn. “Sir
Lewis,” was all he said, “these ac-
tions will not turn out to your
credit.”

He had no illusion left. His un-
derstanding was now a very full one.
His dear friend and kinsman had
played him false throughout, intend-
ing first to drain him of his re-
sources before finally flinging the
empty husk to the executioner.
Manourie had been in the plot; he
had run with the hare and hunted
with the hounds; and Sir Walter’s
own servant Cotterell had done no
less. Amongst them they had
“cozened the great cozener”—to use
Stukeley’s own cynical expression.
Even so, it was only on his trial that
Sir Walter plumbed the full depth of
Stukeley’s baseness; for it was only
when he learned that his kinsman
had been armed by a warrant of im-
munity to assist his projects of es-
cape, so that he might the more

_ effectively incriminate and betray

him; and Sir Walter discovered also
that the ship in which he had landed,
and other matters, were to provide
additional Judas fees to this be-
trayer.

IF to_escape his enemies Sir Wal-
ter had had recourse to artifices un-
worthy the great hero that he was,
now that all hope was lost he con-
ducted himself with a dignity and
cheerfulness beyond equal. So calm
and self-possessed and masterly was
his defense from the charge of
piracy preferred at the request of
Spain, and so shrewd in its inflam-
Ing appeal to public opinion, that
his judges were constrained to aban-
don that line of prosecution, and
could discover no way of giving his
head to King James save by fall-

ing back upon the thirteen-year-old-

sentence of death against him.
this they now ordered execution.
Never a man who loved his life as

dearly as Sir Walter loved it met.

death as blithely. He dressed him-
self for the scaffold with that ele-
gance and richness which all his life
he had observed. He wore a ruff
band and black velvet wrought night-
gown over a doublet of hair-colored

satin, a black wrought waistcoat,

black cat taffety breeches and ash-
colored silk stockings. Under his
plumed hat he covered his white
locks with a wrought nightcap. This
last he bestowed on his way to the
scaffold upon a bald-headed old man
who had come to take a last look at
him, with the observation that he
was more in need of it than himself.
When he had removed it, it was ob-
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served that his hair was not curled
as usual. This was a matter that
had fretted his barber Peter in the
prison of the Gatehouse at West-
minster that morning. But Sir
Walter had put him off with a
laugh.

“Let them comb it that shall have
it,” he had said of his own head.

Having taken his leave of t}le
friends who had flocked about him
with the observation that he had a
long journey before him, he called
for the axe, and, when presented to
him, ran his fingers along the edge,
and smiled.

“Sharp medicine,” quoth he, “but
a sound cure for all diseases.”

When presently the executioner
bade him turn his head to the east:
“It is no great matter which way a
man’s head stands, so that his heart
lies right,” he said.

THUS passed one of England’s
greatest heroes, indeed, one of the
very makers of this England, and
than his death there is no more
shameful blot upon the shameful
reign of that pusillanimous James,
unclean of body and soul, who sacri-
ficed him to the King of Spain.

A spectator of his death, who suf-
fered for his words—as men must
ever suffer for the regardless ut-
terance of Truth-—declared that
England had not such another head
to cut off.

As for Stukeley, the acquisitive-
ness which had made a Judas of him
was destined, by a poetic justice,
ever desired but rarely forthcoming
for knaves, soon to be his ruin. He
was caught diminishing the gold
coin of the realm by the operation
known today as “clipping,” and with
him was taken his creature Man-
ourie, who, to save himself turned
chief witness against Stukeley. Sir
Lewis was sentenced to death, but
saved himself by purchasing his par-
don at the cost of every ill-gotten
shilling he possessed, and he lived
thereafter a bankrupt of means as
he was of honor. .

Yet before all this happened, Sir
Lewis had for his part in Sir Wal-
ter Raleigh’s death come to be an
object of execration throughout the
land, and to be commonly known as
“Sir Judas.” At Whitehall he suf-
fered rebuffs and insults that found
a climax in the words addressed to
him by the Lord Admiral, to whom
he went to give an account of his
office.

“Base fellow, darest thou who art
the contempt and scorn of men
offer thyself in my presence?”

For a man of honor there was but
one course. Sir Judas was not a
man of honor. He ecarried his
grievance to the King.

James leered at him. “What
wouldst thou have me do? Wouldst
thou have me hang him? On my

soul, if I should hang all that speak
ill of thee, all the trees of the coun-

try would not suffice, so great is the
number.”









