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CHAPTER VIII—Continued. 

"A word In your ear, senor," he 
•said, his voice and manner gayly Im
pudent, his words low so that they 
reached no ears but those he intended 
to hear. "Twenty thousand dollars 
now, immediately, or I give you my 
-word as a gentleman that when the sun 
is up you will rush to me, trying to 
make terms, and I shall then answer 
you by demanding fifty thousand!" 

The threat in the man's voice again 
disturbed Stanway. He had a feeling 
which he could not entirely reason 
down that Torre meant what he was 
saying. Then he looked at the half 
dozen stern-featured, faithful servants, 
who served the De la Guerra as old 
subjects served a beloved sovereign; 
saw them watchful, armed, eager for 
an excuse to fling themselves upon 
their two captives; and, frowning at 
his own fears, he went to his room. 

His windows faced westward and to 
the south. 

H e stood before one of them which 
looked to the border, half ready to ex
pect a rush of cavalry through the 
olive trees. 

He saw the olive trees sway to the 
little, warm wind from the south; 
watched his window curtains pulsing 
slowly like one breathing; noted how 
the moonlight gilded the ripe fruit 
-upon the orange trees, and, with a last 
look toward the eastern wing of the 
house, where a little balcony jntted 
•out among roses, he jerked down his 
shade, fastened his window, placed a 
revolver upon the chair at his side, 
and went 'to bed. 

A low, insistent rapping at his door
way awakened him. 

Stanway sat up in bed, a sudden 
-shiver of uneasiness upon him. 

"Who it is?" he called sharply. 
"It is Lugo, senor. Senor Torre 

sends me with a message. It is to 
-come to the drawing-room immediate
ly. He has something to say to you. 
He says it is very important. He in

s i s t s you come to him before it is 
-three o'clock—within fifteen minutes." 

"He has his nerve," muttered Stan
way. "Tell him to be more explicit or 
t o go to the devil." 

*SI, senor." 
Lugo chuckled his approval, and 

hurried away through the still house. 
Stanway lay back upon his bed and 
closed his eyes, only to open them 
quickly to stare into the darkness of 
his room. 

He was remembering those forebod
ings which had come to him with Tor
re's veiled threats; he was feeling an 
uneasiness which he could not drive 
•out. Torre had sent for him in the 
middle of the night— 

Again he sat up, groping for matches 
•and a candlestick. In the little yellow 
glow he saw that it lacked but ten 
.minutes of three. He sprang out of 
'bed, drew on his clothes hurriedly, anjd 
liastened to the drawing-room. 

"Ah, senor, you are very kind." Tor
re's smile was full of mock-politeness. 
""To trouble yourself so at the lightest 
wish of a guest is—" 

"Get down to business If you have 
any," Stanway interrupted bluntly. 
'•What is it?" 

"I want a word with you In pri
vate," Torre answered quietly. The 
man was fully dressed and now rose 
from the couch upon which he had 
been lying. "There is no objection to 
the others being dn the room, but at 
least let us stand at the far side of the 
chamber so that they may not hear." 

"If you have anything to say, say 
i t aloud," Stanway retorted. "I am 
tired of your way of doing business, 
Torre. Now, what is it?" 

Torre shrugged. 
"Then I shay be silent," he said 

carelessly. "I think that you are mak
ing a mistake, senor." 

Was be? Stanway didn't know. He 
looked about the room. Juarez 
seemed to be sleeping heavily upon 
his couch; the vaqueros, seven of 
them, sat along the walls or lounged 
about the room, each man of them as 
watchful, his eyes as keen'hnd sus

p ic ious as at the beginning of their 
vigil at dusk. • 

And yet, in spite of all this secur
ity, in spite of the fact that Stanway 
and the De la Guerra servants were 
armed and their two prisoners un
armed, the rancher had the odd" feel
ing that there was a weakness in his 
position which he could not see, but 
which was very plain to the smiling 
Torre. And then his curiosity de
cided him. 

"Come," he said after a brief mo
ment. And then again: "Now, what 
i s i t r 

He had stepped to the far corner of 
t h e room, motioning two of the loung
ing cowboys out of earshot. Torre, 
•debonair, his manner gracefully in-
-dlfferent, stopped at the big mahog
any table to light his cigarette at one 
of the candles and came to Stanway's 
side. 

"Thank yon, senor," he said, his 
voice very low now, his words guard
e d so that none but the rancher 
night hear them. T o r this l a t a the 
T-*ay of a kindness to me, aitaasjgb 
you do sot know that ye*.." 

"It i» net Meant that nay, as fessp 

your thanks," returned Stanway. 
am waiting." 

"Bueno. Now first I want yon to 
remember this: I am in the position 
to be the key to the situation, and 
you must see that. If for any reason 
the vaqueros in some sudden fit of 
rage should seek to put a violent end 
to my gay little existence—" He 
shrugged. "It would be like a man 
in a prison cell destroying the key 
to his liberty, senor." 

"Go on. Needless to say I don't 
understand." 

"You will in a moment." He 
glanced at his watch. "It is almost 
three. This you must understand: if 
such a thought should come into the 
vaqueros' bloody minds I shall look to 
you as my protector. 

"Now"—his air, his smile, his very 
carriage eloquent of a laughing im
pudence, he stepped close to the 
shuttered window—"now something 
is going to happen." 

Suddenly his band shot out and a 
pane fell from the window, broken 
into many pieces, tinkling upon the 
carpet. Torre put his face to the 
opening he had so rudely made and 
called out sharply, aloud: 

"Ahora, companerosl Strike I" 
A revolver flashed into sight hi 

Stanway's hand; a revolver was in 
the hand of each vaquero in the 
room. The air was charged with ex
pectancy. 

"Watch him!" called out Stanway. 
"Jerk him back from the window!" 

While he was speaking he had 
struck one of the candlesticks from 
the table; Gaucho had understood 
and had put out the other lights. The 
room sank into swift,' impenetrable 
darkness. v 

Three of the cowboys had thrown 
themselves upon Torre, dragging him 
back, holding his arms pinioned at 
his sides. Stanway, with no minute 
lost, threw open the shutters, raised 
the window and peered out into the 
night. f 

It was very still. He could see 
little enough, but his straining eyes 
ran back and forth along the wall of 
the house and were certain that there 
were no lurking forms there. His 
ears told him of the heavy breathing 
of the men behind him, but brought 
him 'ho sound Of men without. 

"Remember, senor," called Torre, 
his panting voice telling of the treat
ment he was being accorded by men 
who hungered to take justice into 
their own hands. "Remember about 
the key!" 

Stanway closed the window and the 
shutters, calling to Gaucho for a 
light. The flicker of the match 
•showed him Torre in the grip of the 
three men, his face looking a little 
pale, his eyes very bright. 

"If we are attacked," cried the 
rancher sharply, "it is Torre who has 
given the signal. Remember he is 
not to go free," * 

Fierce fires leaped up in the sav-. 
age eyes of the vaqueros, and the 
big, brown, muscular hands corded 
ominously. 

A clock somewhere in the house 
struck—one, two, three. Stanway 
counted, every sense on the alert, his 
mind expecting, his heart dreading 
he knew not what. 

And then came the thing he had not 
looked for. 

It was a scream—a woman's 
scream, rising sharp through the 
sudden silence, telling of sudden, rude 
awakening, of blind, gripping terror. 

"The senorita I" shouted Gaucho. 
"Madre de Dlos! They are killing 
the senorita!" 

CHAPTER IX. 

The Key. 
Stanway had already recognized the 

voice coming to them faintly from 
the far eastern end of the building; 
a great fear for Teresa had already 
leaped out upon him, and he had 
flung open the door, running toward 
her rooms. 

"Remember!" shouted Torre after 
him, "If I die—" 

"Gaucho. Esteban, come with me!" 
colled Stanway, his voice cutting 
through Torre's swift words. "The 
rest of you stay with your prisoners. 
Do not harm them—until I comeback. 
They alone can help us save your 
master and mistress. But if they try 
to escape then shoot them like dogs!" 

And he was gone, running swiftly 
through the long hall, his words 
floating back across his shoulder, the 
heavy boots of Gaucho and Esteban 
pounding just behind him. 

Door after door he flung open as 
he raced on through the darkness, 
waiting for no candle. He came at 
last to the broad stairway leading up 
to Teresa's rooms, Gaucho and Este
ban at his heels. 

Here there was light, a candle burn
ing low upon the floor at the side of 
Pedro's couch. And Pedro— 

•They have killed him!" ^ It was 
Gaucho's voice in a little expression
less grunt. 

Pedro lay upon the floor at the side 
of his couch, his body half covered 
with the blankets which had fallen 
with him, bis face very white, a 
of Mood across temple and 

Celestino.the vaquero who had spent 
the night at Pedro's side, was not t s 
be seen. 

Stanway, rushing up the, stairs, his 
revolver in his hand, bestowed only 
one look upon the unconscious Pedro 
and rushed at the door of Teresa's 
room. 

The door was locked. He called. 
There was no answer. Everything 
was perfectly still. He knocked at 
the door loudly, calling again. And 
now, when silence answered hlmr a 
great fury swept through him, his 
brain seemed to be on fire, his voice 
seemed to him to come from a great 
distance,, as he shouted for ap ax. 

The ax came, but he had not waited! 
for it. A heavy chair had splintered! 
against the oak panels, but the panels 
themselves were no obstacle to the 
fury of his attack. They burst at 
last, his hand found the key in the 
lock upon the other side of the door, 
the doer w a s flung open. 

Nothing, nothing but emptiness and 
a 'wild disorder which told, had 1 e 
needed the telling, of the girl's ab
duction r 

That cry of hers had bespoken a 
struggle, brief and ineffectual. 

And Teresa was gone with nothing 
behind to show whither. 

Stanway ran through all the rooms 
of her dainty suite, calling. Silence 
and emptiness were his answers. He 
threw open the windows to her bal
cony. 

"Horses." he shouted. "Gaucho, 
run to the stables. They are taking 
her across the border!" 

The vaquero, too, heard the thud 
of running hoofs out there in the 
darkness beyond the Oranges, under' 
stood, and sped upon his errand. 

"Here is poor Celestlna, senor," said 
Esteban. He was kneeling on the 
little landing a few paces removed 
from the spot where Pedro lay. "I 
think that he is dead. They have 
struck him on the head. Jesus Ma
ria ! but it is a nasty blow, and from 
behind." 

Stanway scarcely heard the man. 
He v was looking for a ladder, seeking 
to see how Teresa had been carried 
from the house. 

There was nothing. 
He thought that there had been 

many men here; that a man below 
had caught the girl in his arms as 
she was dropped down to him; he 
shuddered at the thought, and once 
more was running, now down the 
stairs, which he took almost at a 

•bound, through the dim corridors, and 
toward the drawing room. 

"The senorita f several voices were 
clamoring at him. "Have they 
harmed her? Blood of the Savior, 
have they dared lay hand upon her?" 

"She is gone," he answered crisply. 
"Listen, companeros. This ts the 
work of Torre yonder. You know that. 
But you must not harm him—yet! 
There is time. See that he does not 
escape. If he does not bring the se
norita back to us safe, unharmed— 
then we shall know what to do, shall 
we not, companeros?" 

They answered him by silence and 
the quick turning of black, fierce eyes 
upon the man who had this second 
thing to answer to them for. Torre 
summoned his old bravado and the 
smile which went with it. 

Torre did not speak, but, turning 
away, made a cigarette. Captain Ju
arez, seemingly Just awakened, threw 
his blanket aside and sat up on his 
couch, his eyes roving from face to 
face, coming to rest at last upon Tor
re's as though he were awaiting a 
leader's move. His eyes were a* 
grave as Torre's, his sense of a crisis 
as clear. • , 

(TO BE, CONTINUED.) 
a - -

Paradise. 
There Is nothing that Is nearer to* 

you than heaven. Paradise and hell, 
into which of them are you inclined, 
and to which of them you tend to 
walk, to that In this lifetime yon are 
most near. Ton are between both; 
and there Is a birth between each of 
them. You stand in this world be
tween both the gates, and yon have 
both the births in yon. God beckons 
to you In one gate, and calls you; the 
devil beckons you in the other gate 
and calls you; with whom you go, with 
him you enter In. The devil hat 
la his hand power, honor, pleasure a n i 
worldly Joy. On the contrary, God 
has In his hand crosset, persecution. 
misery, poverty and sorrow; but In the 
root of these Is a lire; In the fire t h e n 
Is light, and In the light the virtue, 
and in the virtue the paradise.—Jacob 
Boehme. 

On the Pike. 
The old national pike, that magnifi

cent road that used to run from Mary
land to Illinois, witnessed some sharp 
brushes of fast driving and many an 
adventure of travel. The New York 
Tribune tells one story about Henry 
Clay, who was sometimes called the 
-Father of the Turnpike." He was 
traveling along the pike In a coach, 
when the horses ran and spilled him 
out headlong Into the miry road. "Me 
harm done," he said when the 
rushed to pick him up. "Only a 
mixture of Pennsylvania taul 

d a y r 

SO. CAROLINA i l l 
E 

Ex-senator McLaurin Tells cf 
State-Owned Cotton Ware

house* at Home. 

LIKE N. D. WHEAT PLAN 

Farmese Store Cotton and Borrow 
Money on Receipts—Hold for Bet-

ter Prices—North Carolina, 
Louisiana, Texas Adopt 

Plan. 

Bismarck, H. D.—Ex-eenator John 
L. McLaurin of South Carolina is one 
of several nationally distinguished men 
who came to North Dakota to aid in 
defending the new industrial legisla
tion from special interest attack. 

He brought with him the story of 
8outh Carolina's success with state 
owned warehouses for cotton and the 
adoption of the system by several other 
big cotton states. 

The slump In cotton prices during 
the first monthe of the war put the 
entire South in bad shape. It was the 
time of the "buy a bale of cotton" 
movement and a number of other 
quack and semi-quack remedies for 
serious market conditions which forced 
the cotton grower to sacrifice his crop 
in the early fall. 

Then United States Senator Mc
Laurin and a few other progressives 
worked out the state system of cot
ton warehousing to protect the grow
ers and succeeded in getting it 
through the legislature. 

Plan Succeeds. 
State-owned warehouses were eith

er leased, bought or built and the 
farmer was given a warehouse receipt 
for his cotton. It was then expected 
that the farmer could borrow the lit
tle money he needed in the near fut
ure on this security and hold his cot
ton for a better price. In short, It 
w&s the same plan which North Da
kota has now devised for storing and 
lending on wheaj. 
40916—W. N. U — Pbur Rardin 

But the local South Carolina banks 
refused to accept the receipts as se
curity, not because they were not good 
security but because the banks feared 
to offend the middlemen and to give 
aid to a "socialistic" venture. 

McLaurin then took a big sheaf of 
this cotton paper to New York City 
and came back with money at a rate 
below anything the South had known. 
Thus the day was saved. When the 
local bankers found that New York 
City financiers were willing to grab 
at their hitherto exclusive territory, 
they discovered that warehouse re
ceipts were excellent security. 

North Carolina, Louisiana, and Tex
as have since adopted the state-owned 
warehouse plan. 

State Bank Needed. 
The system, however, has not had 

smooth sailing because it makes more 
Independent a class of producers whom 
powerful private interests have tried 
to keep under their thumbs. Bankers 
and insurance agents were able to 
place many obstacles in the way. 

Senator McLaurin then began to ad
vocate state banking to finance the 
state-owned elevators on the princi
ples followed in North Dakota and 
state insurance. These measures have 
stirred up a campaign against him sur
passing In bitterness the campaign 
waged for state-owned warehouses 
and his personal campaigns with 
"Pitchfork" Ben Tillman for the sen
ate seat. 

He sees the need in South Carolina 
of an organised farmer movement to 
protect what has already been 
achieved and t s make progress possl-

* WAR COST IN LIVES • 

* Statistlcaas place the number * 
* of lives lost by the different na- * 
* tions involved in the world war * 
* just closed and the number of * 
* casualties at the following fig- * 
* ures: * 
* Lives Lost. Casualties * 
* United States 58,478' 262,723 • 
* Great Britain 658,665 3,049,991 * 
* France . . . . .1,100,000 4,000,000 • 
* Italy 500,000' 2,000,000 • 
* Russia 3,500,00 5,000,000 • 
* Belgium . . . 50,000 300,000 • 
* Servia . . . . 160,000 200,000 • 
* Roumania . 200.000 300,000 * 
* Germany ...1,580,000 4,000,000 • 
* Aus.-Hung. 2,000,000 4,500,000 • 
* Turkey . . . 250,000 750,000 * 
* Bulgaria . . . 50,000 200,000 * 

* Total ...10,097,143 24,562,714 • 
* To these figures which include * 
* only the fighting forces should * 
* he added as many more non-com- * 
* batant men, women and children * 
* who were victims of the fight- * 
* ing, of starvation or of starva- * 
* tlon diseases. Also practically * 
* all the people except the favored * 
* profiteers have felt the serious * 
* pinch of war. No one of the • 
* nations with these figures in * 
* view can find any profit in war. * 
* If we put the war question to • 
* the people who have borne these * 
* losses, there would never be an- * 
* other resort to arms. * 

UP-TO-DATE FARM LOAN FACTS. 

The grand total of loans closed by 
the Federal Land bank to March 31, 
1919, was $198,609,626. The total is 
divided among 79,949 farmers. The 
Spokane JWash.) district shows the 
largest number of successful borrow
ing farmers, the number being 11,727. 
The St. Paul (Mifln.) district is next 
with 10,886. 

The official figures also show that 
since the beginning 185,643 farmers 
have applied for loans, or more than 
twice the number who have been suc
cessful in closing loans with the bank. 
Would-be borrowers to the number of 
63,435 were evidently turned down 
by the bank and 30,666 withdrew or 
cancelled their loans after they had 
been granted. The first figure would 
tend to show that the bank is rigor
ous In applying loan rules and the 
latter would support the common con
tention that the bank is too slow in 
getting money to the farmers. Part 
of the delay is due to the hostile 
agencies through which the bank must 
deal in such work as searching titles 
and a part may well be due to lack of 
administrative efficiency In the bank 
itself. 

Compared with the mortgage loan 
needs of the American farmers, the 
amount put out by the farm loan bank 
is, of course, very small indeed. 
North Dakota farmers alone carry at 
least $100,000,000 more in mortgages 
than the bank has so far loaned. But 
the bank's competition, is effecting 
changes in rates and terms in favor 
of the farmers throughout the nation. 
As Its work grows Its influence on 
outside loans will be even more pro
nounced. 

The ragged farmer's child hoeing 
and picking cotton, the dairyman 
whose family cannot afford to eat but
ter, the carpenter who builds nests 
for other birds and none for himself, 
the bookkeeper who records many a 
fortune for others but none of his 
own—these and many other things of 
similar kind we see in what we are 
told is the last word In civilisation. 
The people, however, are going to add 
another word or two. To "profits," 
which is the mainspring of this pres
ent so-called civilization, they are go
ing to add "of farmers and workers." 

American Federation Convention 
Opposes Intervention and 

Favors Irish Republic. \ 

LIGHT 

Vote of Delegates Favors Aiding) 
Thomas Moeney in Getting a Fair 

Trial But Is Against General , 
24-Hour Strike on July 4. 

The fearful unbelief is unbelief in 
yourself.—Cariyle * 

Atlantic City, N. J.—The annual ' 
convention of the American Fed
eration of Labor, meeting in this 
city, has at times pleased both | 
conservatives and progressives. 
In general, the trend has been 
progressive, although the army of ' 
press correspondents hunting for j 
evidence of standpatism have I 
found enough to give the country • 
a contrary opinion. 

The resolution of the conventfon 
urging the withdrawal of Ameri- ; 
saw troops from Russia and the- ; 
resolution urging the recognition 
of the Irish republic are certainly 
beyond what the conservative 
leaders, such as President Gom-
pera, have expressed' hitherto. A 
resolution asking the lifting of the 
blockade of Russia, however, failed 
to pass. 
The defenders of the- latter resolu

tion made a strong fight on the floor,. 
placing their case on humanitarian 
grounds of bringing relief to people 
whose production was held' up by the> 
blockade. The opponents agreed to 
withdrawing troops, but turned down 
travfe relations on the ground that it 
might strengthen the Bolsheviks. 

Indorses Light Beer. 
The most spectacular action of 

the convention was the indorsement 
of light beer and wines, and the large 
delegation which took a flying trip to-
Washington to demonstrate against 
absolute prohibition. Tho strongest 
fight against the move was made by 
the radical faction led by Duncan o f 
the Seattle Trades and Labor assem
bly. While many of the radicals voted1 

for the measure as well as the most 
of the conservatives, the radicals saw 
in it the danger of creating a vicious 
side-issue which would detract atten
tion from serious economic problems. 

Some of the conservatives, on the 
other hand, probably welcome- it for 
this reason. They have made a serious 
effort to check the movement for inde
pendent labor politics, but with little 
success. State after state, such as 
North Dakota, Pennsylvania, Washing
ton, New Jersey and Illinois; have 
forsaken the two old parties in the 
hope of finding real remedies for 
great problems by securing political 
power. The prohibtlon question makes 
a handy4 side-issue to divide the pro
gressive ranks. 

On the other hand, the hundreds of 
thousands of organized workers in 
liquor industries who will be thrown 
out of their customary employment 
suddenly, present a powerful' human 
appeal to other union men. 

Action on Mooney. 
Friends of Independent political ac* 

tion by labor, in co-operation with the 
farmers, are reported to be anxious 
to keep the question off the floor of 
the convention. The movement has 
such impetus at the present time that 
an indorsement is not needed. On 
the other hand, the officials of the 
federation who find much preBtige in 
dickering with the two old parties 
for legislative crumbs and offices, 
might marshal enough strength to 
turn down such a resolution. 

Action on the Mooney case taken 
by the convention has been cleverly 
distorted by the press. Mrs. Mooney 
appeared before the convention and 
made a stirring appeal for a new trial 
for her husband and Warren Hillings, 
now in prison on perjured testimony. 
A resolution in favor of a 24-hour 
strike as a means for securing an
other trial, in which the perjured tes
timony could be reviewed, was turned 
down by the adoption of a substitute. 

This provided that the executive 
council should use "practical means 
to secure a new trial for the accused," 
and on the other hand censured the 
International Workers' Defense league 
"for having assumed power to poll 
the members of international unions 
on the sympathetic strike proposed 
for July 4." 

The decision appears to break over 
the relative seriousness of the Moo* 
ney case.- One side sees that if the 
notorious frame-up of one labor leader 
is allowed to stick, no honest labor 
leader is safe from similar attack. 
The other side sees ft as largely a 
personal matter of getting one man 
out of jail. The conservative labor 
leaders and officeholders, such as Sec
retary of Labor Wilson, naturally are 
inclined to this view because they are 
in little danger while there are ad
vanced labor leaders more hated by 
the special privilege opposition. 

The Irish are having a hard time 
under foreign military occupation. If 
a man walks with a slouch, he is ar
rested for showing signs of intoxica
tion; if he walks sprightly ana) erect. 
he is arrested for drilling. 

Washington authorities are still! 
worrying over the problem of how to* 
give decent conditions to over 2,000,-, 
000 soldiers and sailors without imi 
proving conditions for the rest of na, 


