
THE IDAHO RECORDER. SALMON. IDAHO.

Trey O’ Hearts
Version of ths Motion Picture Drama of the S ta o  Nu m  

Produced bjr tko U unraal Film Co.

By LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE
• f  " T A .  i  H .n fcr,"  -  B ram  f l o * . "  "  T h  B iec* B ag .“  ak .

Ulartrsted with PWegrapts b a  Ik  Pictan P n k d ia

Copyright, 1814. fcj Leals Joseph Va

NOPSIS.
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trouble. After bring- 
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his passengers and—not 
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than a quick run 
iries. In furtherance of 
plans of Mr. Alan Law 
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t on speed and catch up 

in order that he might 
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are was the grievance— 
argalned to be shot at 
And precisely that out

go put upon them during 
it to the moment of res-

^ppy Mr. Barcus who pre- 
affair. This gentleman

heavy man, but active and infuriated. 
He fought like a demon unchained. It 
was all very exciting. Mr. Law was 
even beginning to enjoy it when he ; 
heard a woman shriek. At tne same 
instant revolvers began to pop.

Mr. Law released his foe almost as 
quickly as he was released. Both rose 
as bne man, to find Judith Trine be
side them, a little smile of excitement 
playing round her lips as she looked 
up the track and watched the special 
slow down to a stop—several persons 
on the hack platform plying busy trig
ger-fingers all the while.

As these last threw open the plat
form gates and dropped to the ballast, 
still perforating the air with many bul
lets, Mr. Law, Miss Judith Trine, and 
that late belligerent, the engineer, 
turned simultaneously and sought the 
rear of the tender.

On the opposite Bide they found 
Rose Trine and Mr. Barcue standing 
uncertainly above the body of the fire
man, who. It appeared, had  stunned 
himself in falling and remained in
sensible.

The appearance of Law and Judith 
from behind the tender, closely pur
sued by the engineer, who was in turn 
closely pursued by gentlemen with re
volvers, stirred Barcus and Rose to ac
tion. Alan passed him at a round 
pace, pausing only long enough to seize 
Rose and drag her with him toward 
the special.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
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n t  several seconds he was 
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Pullman.
“Come Inside," Law suggested, "and 

Introduce me to the brakeman. I pre
sume 1'Vb got to fix things up with 
him—”

"If there's really any doubt in your 
mind as to that," Barcus said, rising, 
‘T don't mind telling you you’re right."

He paused as Alan entered the car 
before him and was greeted by a storm 
of vituperation that fairly blistered 
the panels of the Pullman. Mr. Seneca 
Trine, helpless In his Invalid chair, 
thus celebrated his introduction to the 
young man whom he had never before 
seen whose life he had schemed to 
take these many years.

Alan made no effort to respond, but 
listened with his head critically to 
one side and an exasperating expres
sion of deep Interest Informing his 
countenance until Mr. Trine was 
out of breath and vitriol; when 
the younger man bowed with the slight
est shade of mockery In his manner 
and waved a tolerant hand to Barcus

“He has, no doubt,” Alan inquired 
"his own private cell aboard this car?'

"Yas, suh!" Barcus agreed, aping 
well the manner of his apparent caste 
and color. "Ain’t dat de troof?"

"Take him away, then,” Alan re
quested wearily—"If you please.”

“Yas, suh!" Barcus replied, with 
nimble alacrity seizing the back of the 
wheeled chair and swinging It round 

a spin up the length of the car.
Before Trine had recovered enough 

to curse him properly, the door to his 
drawing room was closed and Barcus 
was ambling back down the aisle.

His grin of rejish at this turning of 
the table« on the monomaniac proved, 
however, short lived. It erased itself 
In a twinkling when Judith shouldered 
roughly past him, wearing a sullen 
and forbidding countenance, and flung 
herself Into the drawing room with 
her father.

The cause of her temper was not 
far to seek: at the far end of the car 

! Alan was bending solicitously over the 
! chair in which Rose was resting. One 
j  of his arms was around her shoulder.
! Her face was lifted confidently to his.

Barcus mused morosely on his ap- 
1 prehension of trouble a-brew, simmer
ing over the w axing fire of that strange 
woman's Jealousy He didn’t like the 
prospect at all. If only Alan and Rose 
hadn't been so desperately in love 
that they couldn't keep away from one 
another! If only Alan had been sen
sible enough to outwit the woman and 
leave her behind when he started In 

! pursuit of the special! If only there 
j had not been that light engine In pur- 
I suit— as Barcus firmly believed It must

Alan standing his watch on the obser 
vatiou platform, in company with 
Rone; nod the train booming along 
through an unoouth wilderness of arid 
mountains, barren mesas, and nun- 
smitten flats given over to the desolat* 
genius of sagebrush.

Whatever had been the tenor of the 
communlcntlon between father and 
daughter, Judith eventually emerged 
from the drawing room in an ominous 
temper. Barcus, coming drowsily 
•way from his compartment at the 
same time, was jarred wide awake by 
sight of the foreboding countenance 
she wore; and after a moment of doubt 
followed her hack to the lounge at the 
rear of the car.

He got there in time to see her at 
rigid standstill, staring steadfastly at 
the two figures so close together on 
the observation platform. Bnt on 

: hts appearance Judith shook herself 
together, snatched up s  magazine, and 
plunged wrathfully Into an easy chair,

I burying her nose between the pages of 
; the publication with every Indication 
of deep interest In its text.

Mr. Barcus, however, had learned 
the lesson of bitter experience to the 
effect that the outward bearing of 
Mise Judith Trine was no sura Index 
to her Inward humor—unless, that is. 
It might be taken to Indicate the di
rect contrary of Us semblance; 
though even this was no reliable rule. 
Reminding himself of this, he there
fore invented a morbid Interest in an
c h o r  magazine—round the edge of 
which he kept a wary eye upon the 
young woman.

For all her exasperation, Judith con
tained herself longer than might have 
been expected. Her continued show 
of placidity, Indeed, lulled Barcus Into 
a dangerous feeling of security. Per
suaded that she meant to behave, he 
gradually ceased to watch her as nar
rowly as at first, and lost himself In a 
morose reverie whose subject was the 
seemingly permanent mourning Into 
which he had plunged his face and 
hands for the purposes of his mas
querade—staining them a shade of 
ebony upon which soap and water and 
scrubbing had no effect whatever. And 
he had Invented a moot excruciating 
method of revenging himself upon the 
druggist who had taken advantage of 
his confidence and sold him the ln- 
eradlnble dye—when be was roused by

'"Will you be good If I let you out?"
"Perfectly."
"No more shenanigan?"
"1 promise.”
"Word of honor?"
"If my word of honor means any 

thing to you- you have It."
"Well . . .!” he aald dubiously.
In the same humor he turned and re

leased the knob; promptly Judith 
opened H wide and swept out Into the 
corridor, her mood now on# of really 
fetching mockery.

“Thank you so much!” she laughed 
Into his face of discomfiture; and drop
ping hlm an Ironic curtsy, she turned 
forward and swung into the drawlug 
room occupied by Trine.

"Wonder what she put thst on for?” 
he speculated, with reference to the 
aukle-long Pullman wrapper which Ju 
dith had seen fit to don during her 
period of captivity. "Heaven knows 
It's hot enough without wearing more 
clothing than decency demands . .
But you never can tell about a worn 
an . . .  1 bet a dollar I've made s
blithering ass of myself—letting her 
loose at ail!"

He took his doubts aft, commun? 
i  eating them to Alan and Rose.

And his long conference with Alan 
and Rose on the observation platform 
afforded Judith ample opportunity in 
which undetected to suborn the trafn 
crew to treachery.

Whether she did or not. this is what 
happened In the course of the next 
hour: the special was forced to take a 
siding to make way for the California 
limited, east-bound; and when thin had 
passed, the engine of the special 
coughed apologetically and pulled 
swiftly out, leaving the Pullman stalled 
on the siding.

From the rear of the tender the 
brakeman and fireman waved affecting 
farewells to the indignant faces of 
Alan and Barcus when they showed In 
the front doorway.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

Hand Car.
"Well!" Mr. Barcus broke a silence 

whose eloquence may not be translated 
in print—“can you beat It?"

"Not with this outfit,” Alan admit 
ted gloomily.

"But—damn It!—we've got to."
"Profanity—even yours, my friend—
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be—loaded to the guards with Trine's 
unscrupulous hirelings!

No telling whe^ they might catch 
up!

The fear of this laet catastrophe 
worked together with his fears of Ju 
dith to render that night a sleepless 
one for Barcus. He spent It In a chair 
whence he could watch both the door 
to the compartment Judith had chosen 
for her own (formerly Marrophat* 
quarters) and the endless ribbons of 
steel that swept beneath the tracks.

But nothing happened. He napped 
uneasily from time to time, waking 
with a start of fright, but always to 
find nothing amiss Ever Judith 
stopped behind that closed door, and 
ever the track behind was Innocent of 
the glare of a pursuing headlight.

Nor did anything untoward mark the 
progress of the morning—unless, in
deed. Judith’s protracted sessions 
with her father behind the closed 
door of the drawing room were to be 
counted ominous.

Ever since lunch-time tbs girl had 
been closeted with her father; Barcus 
had been getting some well-earned and 
aoraly-needed rest la bis q uartan ;

Struck the Caboose With 
the sudden flight of a magazine across 
the car, mlsslug his head by a bare 
two inches, and the bang of a chair 
overturned by Judith as she Jumped 
up and flung herself furiously toward 
the door.

Just what had happened on the ob
servation platform Barcue didn’t know, 
but he could readily believe that the 
lovers had just Indulged In some espe
cially provoking and long-drawn-out 
caress.

He overhauled Judith none too soon. 
In another moment she would have 
had her sister by the throat—If her 
purpose had not been to throw Rose 
bodily overboard, as Bar* us suspected 
Happily, he was as quick on hie feet 
as Judith on hers; and almost before 
he had grasped the situation, he had 
grasped her—had seized her arms and 
drawn them forcibly behind her back, 
at the same time swinging her round 
and endeavoring to propel her back 
through the doorway

It was a man-size Job. For the ensu
ing five minutes he had his hands full 
of violently resentful and superbly 
able-bodied young woman Only with 
the greatest difficulty did be succeed 
In wrestling her up (he aisle and to 
the door of her compartment, where 
an even more furious resistance for 
some additional minutes prefaced the 
ultimate closing of the door upon the 
maddened Judith. Even then he might 
not draw a free breath; there was no 
way of locking that door from the out
side; and he dared not leave go the 
handle, lest the girl again fly out and 
renew the battle.

Waving aside Alan’s proffer of as 
sistsnee. be acidly advised that gen 
tleinan to return to bis poet of duty 
and not let bis infatuation blind him 
to wbat might at any moment loom 
up on the track behind them, Barcus 
stoutly held the door against the girl's 
attempt to pull It open and through 
another period when she occupied her
self with kicking Its panels as If hope 
ful of breaking a way out. A long 
pause followed. He heard no sounds 
from within. And wearytng, be won
dered what the devil she was up to. 
Then her voice penetrated the barrier. 
Its accents calm and not uuamiabla:

"Mr. Barcus!”
"Hello!” he replied, startled "Wbat 

la it, Miss Judith?"
“Please let me out."
"Not much."
"Oh—please!"
Struck by the fact that she hadn’t

Crash Like the Explosion of a Cannon.
won’t make this Pullman move without 
an engine."

"All the same, we can’t stop here 
like bumps on a log, waiting for that 
gang of thugs to sail up In the light 
engine and cut our blessed throat# " 

Mr. I-aw answered this unanswer 
able contention only with a shrug 
Then, stepping out on the forward 
platform of the Pullman, he cast 
hopeless eye ovpr Ihe landscape.

Raw, rugged hills hemmed In the 
right of way, hills whose vast flanks 
were covered with dense thickets of 
mesqulte, chapparal, sagebrush and 
cacti, the haunt of owls and rattle 
snakes and—solitude. No way of es 
cape from that pocket In the hills otb 
cr than by the railroad Itself

He lowered his gaze to the tracks 
and siding—and started sharply.

"Eh—-what uow?" Barcus Inquired 
with Interest.

"Home thoughtful body has left an 
old hand car over there In the ditch," 
Alan replied "Maybe It Isn't beyond 
Bervlce—''

“With me supplying the horsepower,
I suppose!"

“Horse Isn’t the word,” Alan cor
rected meticulously; and escaped the 
other's wrath by dropping down to the 
ballast and trotting over to the ditch, 
where the hand car lay 

"Looks as if it might work.” he an
nounced "Come along and lend me a 
hand."

"Half a minute,'' Barcus answered, 
dodging suddenly back Into the car.

When he reappeared, after some five 
minutes. Rose accompanied him, and 
Barcus was emlllng as brilliantly as 
though nothing whatever was wrong 
with his world

“Sorry to keep you waiting, old top," 
he explained; "but I was smitten with 
an Inspiration. Tbero didn't seem to 
be any sense In letting the amiable 
Judith loose upon this fair land, so I 
found a coll of wire In the porter's 
closet and wired the handle of tha 
drawing room door fast to the bars 
serosa the aisle. It'll take her some 
time to get out, now, without assist
ance."

Ten minutes more had passed before 
the two grimy and perspiring gentle
men succeeded in placing the hand car 
upon the tracks.

"It's s  swell little band car," Bar
cus observed grimly; "no wonder they 
threw it sway.”

"Wbat'a the difference bow It looks.

Somewhere far back along the line a 
locomotive hooted mournfully.

"It's got to!" Alan replied, helping 
Rose aboard. “If we can only get out 
of sight before they get her#—"

“Don't worry," Barcus advised: 
"that's a freight whistle."

"Maybe you can distinguish the 
whistle of a freight from thst of s  pas
senger train—-1 don't say you can't; 
but I'll take no chances on your Judg 
ment being good. Hop aboard here If 
you’re coming with us!"

81owly the hand car stirred on Its 
grease-bungry and complaining axles; 
slowly It gathered momentum and 
surged noisily up the track as Alsn 
and Barcus. on opposite sides of the 
handlebar, alternately rote and fell 
back; slowly It mounted the slight 
grade to the bend In the track, rounded 
tt, lost sight of the stalled Pullman 
on the siding and began to move more 
swiftly on a moderate down grade 

Behind It the thunder of an ap
proaching train grew momentarily tn 
volume, lending color to the theory of 
Mr. Harcua that what they had heard 
had been the whistle of a freighter 
rather than of the light engine. But 
just as Alan was about to advocate 
leaving the tracks and taking the hand 
car with them, to clear the way for the 
train, Its rumble began to diminish, 
grew lees and beautifully less, and was 
stilled,

"What do you make of that?" Alan 
panted across the racking bar.

"The obvious." Barcus returned 
"The freight has taken the siding to 
wait for some other through train to 
pass. We'll have to look sharp and be 
ready to Jump.'!

The grade became a trace more 
steep; the car moved with leas relue 
tance.

"Let go," Alan advised: “It'll coast 
down the balance of this Incline—and 
we’d better save our strength."

But they had barely regained their 
breath and mopped the streaming 
sweat away from their eyes when 
second whistle, of a different tone 
startled both back to their task.

Catching the eye of Barcus Alan 
nodded despairingly.

'Afraid It’s all up with us now," he 
groaned; "that Bounded precisely like 
the whistle of the light engine.”

Sure It did!" Barcus agreed, "It 
wouldn't be us If we had any better 
luck. The salnta be praised for this 
grade!”

For all Its age and decrepitude the 
hand car made a  very fair pace at the 
urge of the two who rose and sagged 
again without respite on either side 
the handlebar; and the grade was hap
pily long, turning and twisting like a 
snake through the hills.

A little grace was granted them, 
moreover, through the circumstance 
(as they afterward discovered) that 
the light engine had stopped at the 
siding long enough to couple up Trine's 

ullman—thus automatically ceasing 
to be a light engine, and becoming a 
special.

It was fully a quarter of an hour be 
fore the growing rumble of the latter 
warned the trio on the hand car, Just 
as It Rained the end of the grade and 
addressed Itself to a level though tor 
tuoue stretch of track.

And at this point dlacovery of Ihe 
switch of a spur Hue that shot o(f 
southward Into the hills furnished Alan 
with his Independent Inspiration.

Stopping Ihe hand car after It had 
Jolted over the frogs, he Jumped down, 
set the switch to shunt the pursuit off 
to Ihe spur, and leaped hack upon 
the car

Hardly had they succeeded In work
ing the hand car up round (he shoulder 
of the next bend when the special took 
the switch without pause and the roar 
of Its progress, shut off by an Inter
vening mountain, was suddenly stilled 
to a murmur.

But even so. there was neither rest 
for the weary nor much excuse for 
self-congratulation; the rumble of Ihe 
special was not altogether lost to hear
ing when the thunder of the freight 
replaced and drowned It out.

Of a sudden, releasing the handle
bar, Alan stood up nnd signed to Dar- 
cus to imitate hie example

“Well- ?" this last panted,'when he 
had obeyed.

"Jump off—leave the hand car where 
it*Is—they’ll have to stop to clear It off 

I the track."
"And then?"
‘Til buy a lift from them If It takes 

{ my last dollar In the world." Alan 
j promised. "It's our only hope, We 
j can't keep up this heartbreaking bust- 
I ness forever—and It can't be long be

fore Trine and Marrophat discover 
their mistake!"

wltb such patience as she coula me» 
ter. r

The whistle of a locomotive over
taking the freight sounded the signal 
for her to take action on her cherished 
plan.

Rising, she glanced out of the open 
door. A curve In the track below the 
freight, laboring up a sleep grade, en
abled her to catch a glimpse of a head
light, followed by a string of lighted 
windows. Indicating a single car: the 
special, beyond a doubt.

Without hesitation, since the train 
was not running at speed, she dropped 
out to the ballast, wheeled smartly 
about, caught the handbar at the sod 
of the box car aa It passed and swung 
herself up between It and the caboose.

A trifle later the freight gained tha 
summit of the grade and began to run 
more smoothly.

Climbing to the top of the box car 
she peered keenly through the gloam
ing, which was not yet so dense that 
she might not discern two heads pro

•TAi*

loet her temper on bearing his refusai, aa long aa It w ill go?" 
be hesitated. j 'B ut will UT*’ Bereu* doubted,

CHAPTER XXXV.

Cabooee.
For once. In a way. It fell out pre

cisely as Mr. Law bad planned and 
prayed.

Constrained to pull up In order to re 
move the obstruction from the track, 
the train crew of the freight choked 
down Its collective wrath on being pre
sented wltb a sum of money. In tb# 
bo[>es of further largesse It lent its 
common ear to Alan's well worn tale, 
which had so frequently proved useful 
in similar emergencies, of an eloping 
couple pursued by -ao unreasonlngly 
vindictive parent; and had Its hopes 
rewarded by the pHce Alan bargained 
to pay in exchange for exclusive use 
of the caboose as far aa the nest town 

So thst It was not more than ten 
minutes before Rose wan settled to 
rest In such comfort as the caboose af
forded. while Alan and Barcus sat 
within Its doorway and smoked 

Neither he nor sny other aboard the 
freight suspected for an Instant that. 
In the box car next forward of the ca
boose, a woman In man’s clothing lay 
perdu*, now and again chuckling 
impishly to herself In anticipation of 
the time and the event she was biding

Judith Uncoupling the Caboose.

trading from the window of the ap* 
rial's engine, one on either side.

At a venture, ehe snatched off bel 
coat aud waved tt wildly IQ the sir.

An arm answered the signal fron! 
one window of Ihe purgalug loccrno 
live.

Marrophat, of course!
She turned and peered ahead. Th* 

freight was approaching a trestle that 
spanned a wide and shallow gully.

So much the better!
Dropping down again between th* 

cars, she set herself to solve the prob
lem of uncoupling the caboose.

In this she was successful Just at 
the last car rolled out on the treatle

It* own Impetus carried the cabooee 
to the middle of the trestle before II 
stopped.

As this happened, Alan and -Baretts, 
already warned of an emergency by 
the slowing down of the car, and for 
some time alive to the fact that the 
a pedal was again In pursuit, leaped 
out upon the ties and helped Rose to 
alight. 1

Already the last of the freight was 
whisking off the trestle. Its crew thus 
far unconscious of their loss

And behind them the *i*eclsl was 
plunging forward at unabated speed.

There was no time to execute tbelt 
plan of the first desperate instanl—to 
ran along the lies to safety on th* 
solid earth: the distance was too
great; they could not possibly make I t  

With common Impulse the two men 
glanced down to (he bottom of th# 
gully, then looked at each other with 
eyes Informed by common Inspiration.

Barcus announced In a hrea'h: 
"Thirty feet not more "

Alan replied “Can you hold th# 
weight of the two of us fur half a min
ute?"

Barcus shrugged: "I can try.
might ns well even If I can't '

While speaking, he was 
himself between the t l e s . J

"All right." he announced .•briefly. 
With a word to Rose. Al în slipped 

down beside Barcus. shift* 4 lit* hold 
to the body of the latter, arifl climbed 
down over him until he was Supported 
solely by the grasp of his two hands 
on Barcus’ ankles

Instantly Rose followed him. slip
ping like a snake down over the two 
men »III she in turn hung by her gra#p 
on Alan's ankle*, then released hot 
hold and dropped the balance of tb# 
distance to the ground, a scant t#s 
feet, landing without Injury

A thought later Alan dropped lightly 
to her side, staggered a trifle, recov
ered and dragged her out of ihe way 

Barcus fell with a heavy thump and 
went upon hi* back, but demonstrated 
his lack of Injury by Immediately pick
ing himself up and Joining the other* 
In a mad scramble for safety.

Overhead the special engine, hur- 
tllng onward like some titanic bolt, 
struck the cabooee with a crash Ilk* 
the explosion of a cannon It collapsed 
upon Itself like s thing of pasteboard.

That It had been constructed ol 
more solid stuff was abundantly 
proved by the shower of timbers, spllB 
te n  and broken Iron that rained aboit) 
the heads of the fugitives.

For ell that, the gods smiled upoa 
them for their courage; they escaped 
without a scratch.

(TO BE CONTiNL'KAJ


