rould say, “and, after that, the match with
ne Big Feller.”

“ And then we go traveling,” said August,
reamily, “Vienna and Berlin and Dres
en__;_'n

“Huh!"” said Garrity.
rith Cork and Dublin? *

“Q, well,” said August with resignation,
'T suppose we see them, too, en? "

“ Sée that! ” bragged Martin, proudly. “ He
un’t worrying about this coon. He ain’t
wen worrying about fighting the champion.
), I tell you, this boy ain’t got a nerve in
1is hody! "

That evening, just at dusk, August sat
ilone om the front porch of the cottage inhal-

ing the fragrance of the roses and drinking

‘“ What's the matter

Suddenly from
behind Charchill’s
corner there rose
a terrifying shape.

—in the guiet beauty of the scene. From the
dining room at the rear of the house came
- faint murmurs; the camp followers were
engaged in their nightly game of craps, but
the ¢ries for “ Big Dick, the bartender,” and
“ Eighter from Decatur” seemed very far
away. August’s feet were on the porch rail-
ing, but, in reality, August was miles away
erom anything - which savored of fighting
wd violence. In fancy, he was where the
ue of the distant mountains was beginning
turn purple and the long shadows were
eeping ever the cafions and ravines.
Out of the stillness of the evening there
ame a creaking, whinihg sound, a false note
1 the sympheay of the dying day. It sharp-
ned te a squeal of protest, amd August
qurned his head. Along the vellow, dusty
‘oad eame a gucer loeking vehicle. At first
ugust thought it was only a heavily loaded

ragom, but as it came peaver he made ocut

ne limes of a hearse—a rusty, black hearse;
s curtains drawn and its shabby plumes
erking stiffiy as the creaking wheels jolted
n and out of the ruts in the roadway.
Avgust was conseious of a sense of resent-
wentt, What business had a hearse to be

—-Jut at this time in the evening, and on this

 quiet country road? But, to save his life,
he- could not have taken his eyes off the
‘hing. 2

The somber equipage drew abreast of the
fhouse, and then, for the first time, Angust
noticed the driver—an immensely tall, cadav-
erous looking man in a biack frock coat and
an old fashioned t(-vepibe hat,

As If in answer to August's scrutiny, the
tall driver turned his head, and August saw,
with a vague and unidentified tremor, that
the driver was a Negro, as black as the
hearse upon which he rode and of which he
seemed so much a part. Through the gath-
ering glbom the whites of his eyes were
plainly visible, and, turning his ‘ong neck,
the Negro continued to stare at August until
the hearse was fifty feet down the road, the
wheels keeping up their constant, whining
song.

August rose, shook himself, and went into
the cottage, whare he played pinechle with
Martin, but, try as he might, he could not
efface the haunting memeory of the hlack
hearze and the black driver.

The next wight the same thing happened
again. Once more the creaking hearse came
out of the dusk, and the same Negro driver
favored August with a long, deliberate stare.
That night August could mot keap his mind
on: the ecards.

On the third night August found himself
listening for the first faint whine of the
wheels. Aneother man might have gone
inside; but not August Tiembach. The thing
had taken hold eof his imagination, and he
found himgelf thinking over and over again:

“What does it mean? What does it
mean? "

That was his first sleepless night. Garrity,

in: the next room, heard the giant thrashing

about in his bed, and attributed it to nervous-
ness.  He rose and tiptoed to the door.
August was sitting by the side of his bed
looking out of the window upon the road.

“G'wan back to bed!” said Carrity,
roughiy: “What’s the matter with you,
anyway? Are you worryin' about that
coon?” ” X

“What coon?”
undeniable start.
“Why, this Churchill.”

asked August, with an

~

“No,” answered Augusi, .onestly. “I
wasn’t thinking about him at all.”
“Well, then,” demanded Garrity, “what's

eating you? Are you worryin’ about any-

thing? "
“I don't know, Martin,” said August, heav-
ily. “Y don’t know. I just can’t seern to get

te sleep.” =
“ Aw, forget it!” scolded Garrity.
back In the hay and go to sleep!”
Ohkediently, August rolled himself ini his
blankets, but sleep would net come, “and
in the morning he refused to touch his
breakfast. =
“'They’re all like this before = big fight.”
said Martin to the sparring pertmer. “I
used to worry my head off toward the end

“ Get

Ll

of my training. But that was when I'd
been some time in the game, We'll have
to kid this feller along and keep him cheer-
%) et

“A swell chance!" said the sparring part-
ner, moodily. " Yesterday he rammed me
with that right hand and loosened three
teeth, and all the sucker would say was that
he thought I was going to duck it.”

“ Praise be,” sald Martin, “he’s still got
the wallop. He’'ll be all right when he gets
in the ring.”

But the next night, and the next, the black
hearse moved slowly past the training quar-
ters, and always when August was alone
on the porch. 7The big fighter slept little
those nights, and when he did, his rest wasg
disturbed by dreams of a tall, cadaverous

*

Negro, whose white eyes bored through and .

through him like hot gimlets,

On the night before the battle there was a
pale moon, and at 2 o'clock in the morning
August, lying wide eyed on his bed, with
every muscle set and tense, heard a sound
which drew him creeping tc the window,
with cold shivers playing up and down his
backbone. Out of the dark to the south
came the unmistakable whining of wheels
and the soft, muffled thud of shod hoofs. A
black shape loomed against the yellow rih-
bon of the roadway, seemed to hang for an
instant motionless, and then moved forward
at a snail’s pace.

Hardly daring te breathe, August watched
every detail of the loathed vehicle emerge
from the darkness, complete to the last tat-
tered plume. There, on the box, was the
tall Negro driver, his upturned face ghastly
in the moorlight and his white eyes fixed
steadily upen August’s window. August
gshrank back behind the curtain, but he felt
those eyes even in the dark. When he
dared to look again, there was the hearse,
standing in front of the house, the driver’s
face still upturned te the window.

Martin Garrity, asleep in the next room
and dreaming of money, leaped eut of his
hed at the sound of a strangled cry, and an
instant later he was shaking August by the
shoulder,

“For the love of heaven, Owgust, don't
take on like that! Youw're worse than a
woman withh the hysteries! .What's the
matter? ™

It was five minutes before August could

oan -

“Seem -lak to me,” he remarked to Fete
Gilman, “as if that Duteh boy ain’t happy
this evenin.’ He shook hands all right, but
his hand was as cole as a lizard’s tail. Pete,
you reckon he’s nu'vous?”

“ Shouldn’t wonder,” said Gilman.
up and get these glaves on!”

Martin Garrity watched his protégé with
the eye of a hawk, and found nothing amiss
with his bearing. )

“He's forgotten all about his scare last
night,” thought Martin. - “I used to be the
same way; all right when I got into the
ring.”

Almost before August realized it, he was
standing in the angle of the ropes, listening
to the final announcement of the referee..

“These men have agreed—iwenty rounds
~—gtraight Queensberry rules—winner to be
matched——"

“Remember now, Ov'&gust *» Martin was
gaying as hie leaned over from behind. “Re-
member! Get in one on his jaw as soon as
you can. This coon ain't game, and he
won't stand the gaff. If he won't mix it with
you, feel him out for a while, but get in that
good slam at his jaw as soon as he leaves
an opening.”

“Sure!” said August. “ Bure!”

“ Are you all ready, down there?” whis-
pered Pete Gilman. *“ As soon as the bell
rings, up with you on that chair!”

There was an instant of silence. The ref-
eree glanced at the timekeepers and then
swung his right hand. into the air.

“Let her go!” he cried.

As the bell clanged, August took a step
out of his corner toward the middle of the
ring, but what was that commotion in the
other angle of the ropes? Suddenly from
behind Churchill’s corner there rose a ter-
rifying shape—a tall, cadaverous Negre in
a rusty, black froek coat with white cotton
gloves on hig hands, and, herror of horrors!
an ancient stovepipe hat upon his head! And

“ Hurry

‘the eyes of this apparition—the large, white

eyes—were fixed upon Angust in a stare
that every nerve of his body remembered.

Some time after that August awoke with
a shudder. In his nostrils there was.a
strange, penetrating odor which eaused him
to gasp and move his head from side to side,
as if to escape from it

“There, now,”

tell him, and Martin strode to the window.._ Yrecognized as belonging to Martln Garrity.

and drew the curtain aside.

“Come and look!” said the manager,
stemxiy “There’s nothing there. A hearse?
I tell you, you dreamed it. ~ You've had a
nightmare, Owgust, that's what ails you.”

After & time Martin bBelieved that he had
eonvinced Auguet Lembuch of the unreality
of the noeturnal mkm.

“Just to think,” muttered the manager,

-, as he again sought his repose, “to think of

& big slob like that havin® nerves! And
secin’ things, toof rn be glad when this
fight is over.”

Sledgehammer Garrity sat on a rubdown
table in the dressing room: of the fight
-pavilion. He seemed almost cheerful.

“It's the fight that will divert him,” said
Martin, sagely. “ You see how much better
he is already. Listem; mow, Owgusi. Waste
no time with this eoom: Ga right after him.
He's got a jaw like a pie crust. Give him
the olét one-twe: the left to the belly and the
right to the faw: O, man, but it’s a fine
house they have out there!”

“That's good,™ said August.
you want me teo box this coon?”

“ And don"t

“Divvle the bit!™ said Martin, emphat--
- fcally.

“ Hang it on him the first round, if
you ecan. Come on, now, weTre gein’ out.
Gather ap them buckets and things.”

August strode down the aisle to the ring
with the manner and bearing of a rveal
champion. After all, here was something
to keep his mnind off hearses and such un-
pleasant subjects. The crowd gave ,him a
hearty, weicome, for he was the favorite,
save in a portion of the gallery set apart
for the persons of color.

Churchili, ¢ chunky, eoal black Ethiopian,
with an immmense mop of woolly hair was
already in hic corner. He leaped across the
ring and showed every tooth in his head as
he offered lifs imnmen+e bluck paw to August.

“ Al T says,” chuekle@ Churchill, “is may
de bes" man win, white or black!”

“The winner will Ee white! ” snapped Mar-
tin Garrity. “ You beét your spare woel on
that, .coon.”™ :

“That,” said Churchill, who seemed to be
2 jovial soul, with & sense of humer, “is a
matteh which we two gen’leman am about
to decide, ar’ not with ouall mouths. eitheh!”

He pranced bBack te hiz corner, immensely
pleased with himeczlf :
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“There, now, you're coming out of it, all
right. Easy.” Martin was pressing a fat,
green hottle of smélling salts to August's
nose. August blinked a few times and looked
about him. He was back in the dressing
room, which seemed overfull of strange
faces, in which, despite his dazed condition,
August read sympathy or repmach

“O-0-0-ht” grunted August. “Did you
see it, Martin?"”

“Did I see what?”™ Martin’s voice rose
almost to a yell. “I saw you walk right
up to that coon and drop your hands at your
sides, that’s what I saw! And you let that
eoon cop you with the first punch! Did I
mee it!™

“Yes, sir,” said one-of the reporters, “it
seemed to me that he stuck out his jaw to
be hitt®

“PDo you think he was doped?” chimed
in another earnest searcher for information.

“Yes!” said Martln bitterly. “He was
doped with what dopes most of ’em, a good
wallop on the chin, the big Dutch pig!™

But August minded none of these things.
He went quietly back to steep, and it took
two doetors an hour to bring him to con-
sciousness again.

“He’s had a shock of some kind,” said
one of the medical men, *something beside
the blow.”

“That’s it!'™ said T&a.rtin, savagely. “Get
himn an alibi of some kind, because he needs
one bad.” :

At the same moment “Bud” McManus
and Pete Gilman were sitting down ta a

thick beefsteak in the back room of an all

night restaurant, with a eold quart on the
fioor beside them.

“ You're a marvell” said Bud, lifting his
glass,

“Well,” eaid Gilman, modestly, “ there's
a lot of angles to this fight game, and a
smart fella has to know ’em all. This was
&4 good game to work on a Dutchman, but
it"wouldn’t de to try it on an Irishman.”

“And why not?” asked Bud. “An Ivish-
manshas got a goat to be got the same ag
anybody else.”

“Because,” gsaid Pete, “an Irishman
would have loaded up a scatter gun with
slugs and sheot old ‘“Sad-face’ plum off that
hearse! A little more of the grape, Bud?*
[Copyright:  1919: By the Bell' Syndicate, Ine}
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said a voice, which he dimly
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