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Con liail not: known where his com
rade was lodged. He became sure of 
the voice. The three guards, perhaps 
a thirst, or for some like reason univer
sally valid with trios of men at night, 
were not holding their post of duty, 
for 1 lie stairway was empty. A talk 
Willi Andrew March was worth a risk; 
it was necessary if they were to work 
together for escape. They would need 
a policy to guide their remaining days 
1n captivity. Anything was better 
tlinn these brooding meditations alone. 
The lire in the young prisoner's veins 
focused to some purpose. He descend
ed the stairs, hut at the foot of them 
discovered that tlie.v had brought him 
no nearer the voice. In fact, there were 
other voices unpleasantly near. He 
went up again and leaned over his 
wall, to learn how the monkey climbed 
up aud down so readily. Quite certain-

. ly now he heard his friend talking. 
The stars were a cool, faint light upon 
the walls, which were rough-hewn. He 
could distinguish the ledge of a win
dow below him, half-way to the 
ground. 

He knotted the silken cloths from 
the. divan in the first room and fast
ened one end of this soft rope to the 
stone bench. It was not difficult to let 
himself down over the rim of wall, 
easing the strain by pressing his knees 
into the depressions of masonry, llis 
loes found the ledge. lie grimly hoped 
that he had heard aright, that March 
was really near. The window was open, 
the prayer stopped. 

"Hello:" 

The stillness of the whole earth 
seemed to originate just at this window 
ledge. Then a hand touched him and 
March whispered: "Don't talk." 

The eider prisoner moved back into 
the darkness, while Con came in at 
the window. Suddenly there began a 
scramble, with stormy blows and a 
rattle. March was at grips with his 
guard, having taken for granted that 
Levington meant to attempt escape. 
Coil sensed this mistake, but it was 
not. a time for explanation. He stepped 
forward uncertainly, his hands l'eint-

tn the Gloom He Leapt at the Larger 
Form, a Desert Soldier Whose Arms 
Whipped About Like Falling Trees. 

ing for battle. In the gloom he leaped 
at the larger form, a desert soldier, 
whose arms whipped about like fall
ing trees. Three throats strained for 
breath, but it was the warrior who 
smothered under a white man's hand. 
He bit Con's palm and that closed tllfc 
brief battle, for it angered Levington 
and he sent in his free hand. The huge 
son of Tau Kuan collapsed. The figure 
of a woman darted from a shadowy 
corner. She was moaning softly, and 
her robe iluttered as she ran out. 

"She will give an alarm," said 
March, panting. 

"Your Kurdish friend?" 
"Yes, she hates me as much as they 

do." 
"Bwatist you refused—" 
Without further words the two pris

oners rtitiunted the window ledge, 
glanced hack through the darkness at 
the motionless guard, a hulking, silent 
figure in dense shadow, and dropped 
to the earth. 

Their fall was considerable. It 
racked their legs, but pain was over
looked in haste. They ran close under 
the western wall of the palace, turning 
at the north end, across the broad 
lawn, to the lane beyond which were 
the dwellings of the fighters. All was 
dark. They met no sentinel. The des
ert scarcely required watching. They 
sped over the heavy dust of the street 
and gained the hlgh-arclied gate. A 
worn ladder was hooked here for an
tique battle uses. From the top of the 
fortification they glanced down at an-
< *her necessary jump, and took it. 

Side by side they ran, following the 
trail of the pack-camels. Behind them, 
within the walls, the aged crier of the 
hours sent up his voice, full to trem
bling with the news. And arousing 
every soldier, a bar of hollow brass 
clanged out into the sleeping city. 

"We tipped over the bumble-bees," 
said Con. 

W 

CHAPTER X. 

Gemmed Eyes. 
Square patches of koresh lay on 

each side of the trail. The mines were 
perhaps a mile or less to eastward; 
and beyond that ridge an iniinity of 
shifting dry naught. The stars sent a 
pallor that was diffused in the fog 
from the ditches. At night these low
lands about the city were cool. The 
black vague hill that was the palace 
was receding into the gloom as the 
two hastened on. The net of distant 
cries was spreading. 

"Do you suppose," suggested Lev
ington, "that we can keep under cover, 
and perhaps manage to get a beast of 
some kind, and then sprint for the wa
ter hole?" ... 

Con realized very well that the near
est water hole was a matter of days, 
once they left the zone of fertility. 
Food was yet to be considered, and a 
city was rising to seek them out and 
punish. But he felt the need of cheer
ing his friend. 

"We can get into the vineyard." he 
continued with enthusiasm lie did not 
feel, "anil the fruit will serve for wa
ter, too—and lay for a camel—and you 
still have the guidebook on your foot." 

Andrew March laughed miserably, 
lie saw what his friend was trying to 
do. 

"Why not knock at the gates," said 
March, "and demand water and provi
sions for our return trip?" 

"Well, we blundered out here," said 
Levington, "and half the planet was 
bucking us—stones for rain, and spin
ning dust instead of a breeze, with a 
few robber giants on the side—so may
be we can break away for home 
again." 

"I don't mean to be sarcastic." said 
March very humbly. "1 understand 
you. You are trying to make me feel 
happier. But I do not dodge the re
sponsibility. I was grossly seliish. My 
work, and all my hopes, led me here. 
And I wanted a partner, to face the 
Gobi, some one strong anil young, who 
didn't take himself seriously, some one 
with the ability to lose decently. It 
had to be an artist. You were the one 
I found. But I did fiot want it to mean 
sacrifice. I made myself believe we 
should not actually lose. I held cer
tain dreams. They were beautiful, 
they baited you, as they baited me 
long ago, and always. But I am done 
with dreaming. Tau Kuan is death to 
all dreams except that yellow fantasy, 
itself. It is so cold—do you know what I 
mean? The hand that guides it is the 
archetype of inflexible purpose. The 
empire is not contained within the 
walls. It spreads beyond the Gobi, in
to Dory street; yes, and further, a, 
web of horror. It does not spring 
from life. The only human being with
in those walls has been slowly and 
fully poisoned. She can never know 
life. You have seen that." 

March paused, and Levington shiv
ered. They peered into the darkness 
ahead. One direction seemed as un
profitable as another. Far to the rear 
the base of the palace showed red in 
torch reflection, and the brazen gong 
ceased its pulse of alarm. March 
asked; 

"Will you try to forgive me?" 
Con spoke quietly. "You are forget

ting something. You are the differ
ence between the past and future to 
me. Suppose I had found my man 
that night, away back in Cincinnati: I 
should have far thicker walls bother
ing me tonight, and ail the rest of my 
nights. Why do you forget that you 
are the man who got me out of all 
that? You were a federal officer, and 
ought to have jailed me. Instead, I 
owe every minute of my freedom to 
you. I don't know now why I wanted 
to shoot him up, I can't recall his name 
or his face, but I was out to get him, 
and would have finished strong, only 
you came in front of me, and—why. I 
nev^r began to live until after you 
took me home that night! 

"I used to stand on Hush street 
bridge in Chicago and, if I was far 
enough gone. I could think I was look
ing at the Thames and the lights of the 
British shipping, or I'd think 1 was an 
Arabian caliph, nosing about my own 
city at night. Only it needed a big 
thirst to shift the globe around that 
way and make a Greek waiter look 
like the king of Asliainede in disguise. 
I've looked over toward Brooklyn and 
told myself I was on the Bund at 
Shanghai. But it couldn't be done that 
way. I was close to the rocks. You 
seemed to know what I wanted. You 
opened the world. Do you think I 
would back up, even if I could? You 
did not halt me. It was understood 
that I should probably die along the 
way, in the Gobi. It's been a grand 
passage." 

"Thanks, boy," returned the elder 
man. And in the twilight their hands 
met aud gripped an Instant. 

Whatever turmoil was imaginable 
within the city, the Americans were 

too far away to hear it, and the se
crecy of the dark gave them a kind of 
leisure, with also a stimulation. They 
continued rapidly beside the gray 
ditches, not particularly heedful of di
rection. They jumped over the inter
secting arms of irrigation, and at mo
ments caught the low gurgle of spring-
water. It occurred to Con that his 
borrowed eastern garments were very 
practical. The linn, broad sash and 
twisted breeches gave support as he 
cleared the ditches, the sandals were 
snug and curiously satisfactory, lie 
was not so sure that he was wholly a 
western person. He no longer mar
veled at his blouse, with its inner pock
ets and folds. 

Once he thought that an advance 
guard of the pursuers had overtaken 
them. Tlie.v stopped short to listen, 
but heard nothing. March was uneasy. 
Con, who felt that there was nothing 
further to be lost, was almost indiffer
ent. He could not think his way clear. 
It was grimly unpleasant to remember 
what they had done to March's guard, 
but one crime more or less in the. eyes 
of Tau Kuan did not matter now. 
There came the sense of some one be
hind them, but there was no sound in 
the pale breath of the ditches. Con 
noted a low shape like a dog, across, 
the nearest ditch. Quickly a second 
joined it. Two figures hurtled out of 
the gloom and landed at the white 
man's feet. They were the hunched 
and deformed little men of the sand
hills. a dozen or more, and they broke 
into talking. Their arms were like 
meial bands upon Levington. The 
gong had reached them and brought 
them up out of their warrens. It 
seemed they were animated by curios
ity and a natural malice more than by 
the idea of reward. 

Struggle was unavailing. These 
miners had terrible arms, despite 
bodies that were shrunken and gro
tesque. March was speaking in native 
dialect. Levington was borne off his 
feet, lifted over the last ditch, anil 
then deftly stretched face downward 
upon the sand. March was pleading. 
The hills were near. 

Con did not understand the appeal 
March was making, but was surprised 
at the force of it. They were listening, 
reluctant, like some blind evil turned 
aside for a moment. March went on 
fervently. 

Points of light were low toward the 
city, the torches coming out. , It 
seemed that the gray-haired man's «tr-
gtiment had an effect, tor Levington 
was picked up as before, and carried. 
In the confusion he saw that they 
were not going in the direction of the 
city. The bones of their shoulders hurt 
his back. He was unable to turn. 
Forty paces of this and they paused. 
March repeated his phrases. Leving
ton was allowed to stand upon his 
feet, but his hands were held. Then 
the group ran with him up the hill. 

"What did you say?" inquired Con. 
"I reminded them that they have no 

more love for the city than we, and 
that our enemy is their enemy." 

"What made you think of that?" 
"They are slaves, worse—" 
This was cut short as the workers 

let go Con's wrists, and lie pitched feet 
first into perfect blackness. The fall 
was giddy; then a scramble down an 
incline of loose earth. Choking with 
the dust, he could not guess to what 
depth he was sliding. Something 
came down upon his head, and this 
was Andrew March. 

"You asked them to take us in?" 
"Yes. It occurred to me that they 

do not love their masters. I referred 
to that, and promised everything I 
could think of, if they would not turn 
us over to the horsemen." 

The center of the world gave forth a 
speck of light that was a torch. The 
party that had come up at the sum
mons of the distant gong was close 
about the white men again at the base 
of the shaft, which seemed endlessly 
large; and other torches were coming 
nearer out of blackness. Still it was 
not clear to Con why the miners did 
not take them to the city. The hover
ing figures in the cavern seemed half 
afraid, half spiteful. March was doing 
his Uest in Chinese. 

The torches threw a serried glare 
on the rock walls of the underground 
passage. It was low hut very wide. 
In another chamber, to which the pris
oners were led, the roof was higher, 
of ragged sandstone, and the floor had 
been swept. Here was the settlement 
of workers, every one deformed below 
the shoulders. 

Out of the red-lighted press of these 
came a figure hut slightly more erect 
than his fellows. H.e was dark of skin, 
but his eyes were full and did not 
slant or pinch. His bared throat was 
significant of strength and poise, from 
no mean ancestry, but his knees locked 
and jointed pitifully, as from some 
calamitous accident. 

"Friend," he said in a low voice. 
It was music to hear the English 

word. 
The miners were waving torches of 

bitumen over their large heads. The 
length and agility of their arms was 
ape-like. They looked to be a race of 
Asiatic changelings, their hair coiled 
into little caps, one or two showing 
queues, and all with the peculiar mal
formation of spine. Every eye 
gleamed upon Levington. 

"Friend," replied Oon. 
"Tlie.v come for you," said the dark-

skinned person who stood before tlie 
crowd. 

"Down here?" 
"Yes. All where." 
"Hide us. Give us protection, 

friend." 
"Yes. You say you befriend us." 
The speaker turned to March, who 

answered: "Yes. We will, if you pro
tect us now. We come from the most 
powerful country in the world. Help 
lis return to it." 

"No, no!" said the dark-faced man. 
"I beg of you!" urged March. 
"Gobi too big, too big." 
"Talk of that later. But hide us 

away now." 
"They see your footprints, and ask 

us. What?" 
"Say that we were killed and thrown 

in the ditches." 
"Yes," said the speaker of English. 
He turned to confer with several 

others, in a rapid monotone. 
Con said to his friend: "What Is 

he?" 
"Looks Arabian," replied March. 
The speaker had heard the word, 

and he turned sharply, with a smile 
parting his lips. From the waist up 
lie was a handsome man of forty. 

"Yes, Arab," he said. "Fifteen, big, 
I was, at sea. I know your country-
Saint Lawrence, Buffalo—" 

"Niagara Falls," offered Levington. 
''Ah, yes!" exclaimed the sailor from 

Arahy. He smiled more broadly at the 
recollection. "Twenty year — yes— 
twenty—that. Does she fall continue?" 

"Yes," replied Con, Joining in the 
sniile. "How did yoti come here?" 

"Caravan. The sea weary me, fif
teen years more now. Caravan from 

a 

"Friend," He Said in a Low Voice. 

Djarobed. Ah! She never destina
tion, never. The riders appear one 
day at evening—you know?" 

"I know," assured Levington. 
"They—spoil me," said the Arab, 

glancing down humorously at his 
"spoiled" legs, and Con winced. "But 
come, my two friends." 

The relief was dreamlike to Con. 
He realized that no physical effort on 
his own part could help; in fact, he 
was perilously near to trusting in God, 
and this seafaring Arab, who had fif
teen years ago answered the call of 
the Sha Mo, was the very hand of 
Providence. Con wondered how strong 
the hand might be. The desert seemed 
further away, to be under it. But in 
memory lie could hear the penetrant 
singing of the hollow brass through 
the night. Chee Ming would not give 
up easily. 

There seemed a limitless multitude 
of the earth-dwellers, moving in quiet 
disorder through the cavern every
where. Levington had an uncanny 
sense of being under the crust of the 
earth. They led him to an adjoining 
chamber, as large as the entire palace. 
The floor of this second cavern was 
riven across, and a long greenish line 
of flame wavered in the warm air. 
Through and between the gently leap
ing blaze, he saw a great host of faces. 
The gas hissed as it was consumed 
along the lips of the rock, and cast an 
expansive glow upon the high walls, 
where were a number of black holes. 
In each shadowy pocket were human 
beings, looking down upon the stran
gers. Con distinguished women, who 
were gaunt, and small but not so bro
ken as their husbands. 

In the limited '"iiinese vocabulary 
of Andrew March, and the nearly for
gotten English of the Arabian sailor, 
assurances were hastily exchanged. 
The telling factor was the Arab's high 
opinion of Buffalo, the port of grain 
and hogs. March agreed to bring five 
hundred troopers to stop the produc
tion of koresh, and so free the work
ers, if they aided liiin to escape from 
Tau Kuan and' the Gobi. Remember
ing the wealth of Buffalo, the Arab 
interpreter was ready to believe that 
this could he done. 
, "Come," repeated the Aral). 

(TO 1313 CONTINUED.) 

New Substitute for Gold. 
What Is said to a seviceable substi

tute for gold is obtained by combining 
ninety-four parts of copper with six 
parts of antimony and adding a little 
magnesium carbonate to Increase the 
weight. It is said that this alloy can 
be drawn, wrought, and soldered very 
much like gold and that it also re
ceives and retains a golden polish. 

MANY YOUNG PEOPLE COULD AS WELL CARE 
FOR COW AS TO MANAGE CALF FOR YEAR 

i/*r, > 
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He is a Boy Scout by Profession, but He Is Building a Business Future 
by Keeping a Good Cow. 

(Prepared by the United States Depart-
• ment of Agriculture.) 

If you started out to find, among 
the boys of today in the United States, 
the one who is to become the first man 
in the world in relation to dairying, 
the first place you would go would not 
be a cotton farm in South Carolina, 
would it? But that would have been 
the place to go on that mission 30 
years ago. The present chief of the 
dairy division. United States depart
ment of agriculture, would have been 
the bojh You would have found him, 
probably, chopping cotton or maybe 
plowing corn <1r cutting wheat with an 
old-fashioned cradle. And you might 
have picked him for a leader in any 
one of half a dozen agricultural lines, 
but not for dairying, because there 
was no market for milk in his com
munity. 

How a Dairyman Was Made. 
How do you suppose he happened to 

become a dairy specialist? Well, his 
aunt gave him a heifer one time. He 
cared for the animal, fed her, milked 
her, sold her calves and kept the 
money, and generally felt that the cow 
was liis. His interest in that cow
led to bis Interest in all cows. 

That is one of the illustrations that 
the department of agriculture might 
cite in beginning its work of encour
aging the formation of boys' cow clubs. 
There are many calf clubs. Banks 
have done a great deal toward encour
aging boys to own calves. -The plan, 
ordinarily, is to lend a boy money to 
buy a calf, which lie keeps for a 
year, then sells, and repays the bank. 
The dairy specialists believe that there 
should be cow cluRs, also—and there 
are a few already. A boy can borrow 
money to buy a heifer about ready to 
freshen, and make her pay for herself 
in from one to two years, provided, of 
course, that there is an available mar
ket for his milk or cream. 

One of the objects sought, of course, 
is to interest the boy in cows and in 
dairying, but the dairy specialists be
lieve that they S'ee a way to use the 
cow for deepening the boy's interest 
in other things. They propose, wher
ever it can be done, that the cow be
come the basis of the boy's arithmetic 
at school. 

For the average boy, it is pointed 
out, arithmetic is not related to life. 

The figures are not symbols—they are 
just figures. Every problem is an ab-> 
stract 4 times •?, or 6 per cent of 385. 
extremely tiresome and uninteresting, 
because it does not connect with any
thing that the boy knows in his every
day life. 

Making Dead Figures Live. 
But if multiplication means four 

pounds of cream from the boy's own 
cow multiplied by 40 cents at the 
creamery door, or if percentage means 
the portion of the milk that can be 
sold as cream, then arithmetic becomes 
related to life, because it deals with 
the things that the boy touches and is 
interested in. It is possible to base v 
the whole of the boy's arithmetic on 
his work with the cow. lie would 
keep track of all the feed she con
sumes, the cost of the feed, and later 
on the nutrition ratios from time to 
time. He would keep track of the 
milk produced, the fat it contains, how 
much butter it would make, and what-, 
it would be worth at varying prices 
for different grades of butter. Some
where along tlie line iie would figure 
the cost of raising a calf and balance 
it against the price the calf would 
bring. He would learn arithmetic, get 
a basis of business, and become a prac
tical dairyman and cattle husbandman. 

Think the Idea Over. 
Not every bov, of course, is in posi

tion to do a tiling like that. The big
gest limiting factor, it is realized, is 
the schoolteacher.. There are a great 
many teachers of rural schools who 
could not teach dairy arithmetic; and 
there are a great many others wlco 
could teach it if they had time, but. are* 
so busy that they could not give it the 
necessary attention. But, all over the 
country, there are neighborhoods 
where the scheme would work, and 
in practically every neighborhood there 
are some boys who could just as well 
manage a cow as grow a calf for a year 
and then sell it. 

Tlie department does not expect that 
the thing will become general all at 
once, but suggests it as a matter to be 
thought over by boys, parents, teach
ers, progressive bankers, and others. 
And the thinking along this linefeed 
not be confined to boys, either. Therev 

are probably nearly as many girls as 
there are boys who could very well un
dertake the management of a cow. 

CROPS PRODUCED IN 
DIFFERENT SECTIONS 

Nearly One-Half of Corn Is From 
Five States. 

Northwestern States Raise Most of 
.Wheat, While Louisiana Leads With 

Rice—Bulk of Potatoes Come 
From Northern States. 

Although most of the crops of this 
country are produced in many of the 
states, if not all, it Is not generally 
realized that a large fraction of the 
national crop, perhaps most of it, Is 
the product of a few states. Speak
ing for 1919, it may be said that near
ly one-half of the great corn crop is 
found in the five states of Iowa, Illi
nois, Texas, Nebraska and Indiana. 
Kansas contributed one-fifth of the 
winter wheat crop; North Dakota, 
Minnesota and South Dakota nearly 
three-fifths of the spring wheat and 
seven-eighths of the flax seed; Penn
sylvania and New York, nearly two-
thirds of buckwheat; Louisiana, about 
one-lialf of the rice, and that state, 
California, and Texas nearly seven-
eighths. 

Tobacco is highly concentrated in 
Kentucky and North Carolina, from 
which more than one-half of the crop 
came. Texas, Georgia and South Car
olina produced more than one-half of 
the cotton; Alabama, Texas and Vir
ginia more than one-half of the pea
nuts; Wisconsin and Illinois 42 per 
cent of tlie clover seed. 

Nearly one-half of the oats grew in 
Iowa, Illinois. Texas, Minnesota and 
Wisconsin; two-fifths of the potato 
crop In New York, Michigan, Wiscon
sin, Minnesota and Pennsylvania; 
more than one-half of the barley In 
California. South Dakota, Minnesota, 
Kansas and North Dakota and of the 
rye. North Dakota. Michigan. Wiscon
sin, Minnesota and Nebraska. 

ALL SCRUB SOWS DISCARDED 

Florida Farmer Not Satisfied With 
Quality of Stock He Was Keep

ing Disposes of Females. 

Two purebred sires and 20 head of 
scrub female live stock were the prop
erty of a Florida farmer a short time 
ago. Not satisfied, however, with the 
quality of stock kept, he disposed of 
ail his scrub sows, nine in number. 
Likewise, he Is incubating 50 eggs of 
standard-bred poultry as a basis for 
a well-bred flock to replace his scrubs. 

These facts, reported to the United 
States department of agriculture in 
connection with the movement for bet
ter live stock indicate that progress
ive live stock owners are not satisfied 
with the ownership of pure-bred males, 
but desire to improve the female stock 
as well. 

Old ewes cannot be profitably fat
tened for market. v. 

A good rape pasture should carrj 
20 pigs to the acre for the season. 

• • • 
Horses and mules have been fed 

silage successfully and economically. 
* • » 

Good western merino ewes bred to 
tlie Shropshire buck will provoSvery 
good. 

« • • 
Dipping Is the only practical way to 

rid sheep of ticks and lice, say expe
rienced sheep nien. 

• • • 
Pigs fed com on good pasture need 

about one-half as much skimmed milk 
for each pound of corn. 

• • • 
Too many farmers follow the prac

tice of weaning pigs when too young, 
many being weaned at six and sevea 
weeks of age 


