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IT’S THE{YOE‘;R CROWD THAT SETS THE STANDARD!
O to the younger
crowd if you want the
right word on what towear
or drive or smoke. And
notice, please, that the
particular cigarette they

call their own today is one
that you’ve known very

well for a very long time.
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What a whale of a difference just a few cents make!
e —
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I-Eook What These Cooke
Trained MenareEarning

Makes $700 in 24
Days in Radio
““Thanks to your interest-
ing Course I made over$700
in 24 days in Radio. Of
cou se, thigis alittleabove
the averagebut Irun from
$10 to 340 clear profit every

training hasdonn for me."”
. FRED G. McNABILS,
848 Spring St.,Atlanta,Ga.

$70to$80 a Weel
for Jacquot
“‘Now I am specializing in
autoelectricity and battery
work
to $30 & week and am just
etting started. I don’t be-
ieve thiro is another schoo! in
the world like yours, Your les;
8008 sre a real joy to etudy.’’
ROBGERT JACQUOT,
2005 W.Colorado Ave.,
Colerado Springs, Celo.

$20 a Day for
Schreck

| ence and dependonme asa

aging better than $500 a

ness now. I usedtotna e
| 318 a week.”’
A. SCHRECK, _
Phoenix, Ariz.
$3500 A Year
For Beckett
“*Whenl began with youI

gain,

Company fornishes me
-| with an aatomabile."’

C. O. BECKETT,

108 Maple Heights,

New Lexington, Ohio

S
outtits é P

day; youcansee what your

and make from $70

““Use my name asa refer-

| booster, The biggest thing
& I ever did was answer your
advertisement, I am aver-

month from my own busi-

wag just 4 commou laborer,
from one job to
another, working fcr any-
thing I code get, and that
wasan’t much. Nowmy sal-
ary 19 $3,600 a year and the

1ve
7/

L
Big-

I’'ll show you how.

Earn $3,500 to

Today even the ordinary Electrician
=—the ‘‘screw driver” kind—is mak-
ing money—big money. But it’s the
trained man—the man who knows
the whys and wherefores of Electri-
city—the Electrical Expert—~who is
picked out to “'boss” the ordinary
Electricians~to boss the Bisz Jobs—
the jobs that pay $3,500 to $10.000 a
Year. Getinlineforoneof these “ Big
Jobs.”” Start by enrollingnow for my
easilylearned,quickly grasped.right-
up-to-the-mmute. Spare-Time Home-
Study Course inPractical Electricity.

Age or Lack of Experience
No Drawback

You don’t have to be a College Man;
you don’t haveto be a High School
Graduate. As Chief Engineer of the
Chicago Engineering Works, I know
exactly the ﬁind of training you need
and I will give you that training. My
Course in Electricity is simple, thor-
ough and complete and offers every
man, regardless of age, educationor
previous experience, the chance to
become, in a very short time, an
“Electrical Fxpert,” able to make
from $70 to $200 a week.

No ExtraChargefor Electrical
Working Outtit

With me, youdo practical work—at
home. You start right in after your
first few lessons to work at your pro-
fession in the regular way and make
extramoney in your spare time. For
this you needtools, and I give them
to you—>5 big complete working
outfits, with tools, measuring
instruments and a real elec-
tric motor.

BOOK

MAIL
COUPON

FOR MY
FREE

v 1 Will TrainYo
at Home tofill
Job! 4

It’s a shame for you to earn $15 or $20 or $30
a week, when in the same six days as an
Electrical Expert you could make $70 to $200
—and do it easier—not work half so hard. Why then
remainin the small-pay game, in a line of work that
offers nochance,no big promotion, no big income? Fit
yourself for a real job in the great electrical industry.

L. L. COOKE
Chief Englneer

Be an Electrical Expert

$10,000 a Year

Your Satisfaction Guaranteed

So sure am I that {ou can learn Elec-
t icity—so sure am 1 that after studying
with me, you, too, can get into the “bi
money’’ ¢lass 1 Electrical work, that I wil
guarantee under bond to return every single
penny paid me in tuition, if, when you have

nished my Course, you are not satisfied it
wag the best investment youever made. And
back of me i nmy guarantee,atands the Chi-
cago Engineering Works, Inc., a two million
dollar institution, thus assuring to e very stu-
dent enrolled, not only a wonderful trainin:t
in Electricity, but an unsurpassed Student
Service as well.

Get Started Now — Mall Coupon

1 want to send you ml%gelectrical Book

and Proof Lessons, both . I'hese cost you

vothing and yeu'll enjoy them. Make the

start teday for abrig)ht future in Electricity.

Send in Coupon—NOW.

L. L. Cooke, Chief Instruction
Engineer

L. L. Cooke School of Electricity

2150 Lawrence
Av.Chicago

L.1.COOKE, _The Man

Dept. 71 Who Makes
2150 Lawreace “‘Big-Pay’’
Ave., Chicago

Send me at onee without ¢bliga-
tion your "'il‘g illustrated book and
compléte details of your Home Study
Course in Electricity, including your
outfit and empic oent service offers.

Pleasc mentien this magazine when answering advertisements



Next week’s issue of THE POPULAR STORIES will be opened by a novel by William West
Winter, calied “Bride of the Tiger.” The story is laid in the Sierras, and is about a young
adventurer who, in the wilderness, comes suddenly upon the lair of an Aztec tiger-god and a
mysterious and lovely girl whom the ignorant Indians have deified and wedded to the old idol.
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Suddenly 1 Broke Awa

and Held Them Spellbound

As I review that tense dramatic moment when I electrified that

meeting, it all seems strange and weird to me.
so miraculously in three months from a shy, diffident
to a dynamic, vigorous he-man?

opinion?
LI, my life I had been cursed with a shv timid,
A elf-conscious nature. With only grammar

school education I could never express 1deds “in a co-
herent, self-confident way. But one day my eye fell
upon a newspaper article which toid about a wonder-
ful tree book entitled ‘“‘How to Work Wonders with
Words,'—a book that was causing widespread com-
ment from coast to coast—a book that wns being read
not_only by millionaires, but by thousands of others.
1t discussed men like me and explnined how we could
overcome our handicaps.

At first I was skeptical. I thought these defects
were a part of my natural makeup—that I would
never be able to overcome them. But some subtle
instinct kept prodding me to send for that free Dook.
1 loxt no time in sending for it., as I was positively
amazed at being able to get cost free a book that made
absolutely plain the secreta that most successtul men
have used to win popularity, distinetion, money and
suceess.

As the weeks wore on and I absorbed the principles
of this remarkable method, I became conscious of new
phyxsical and mental energy, a new feeling of aggres-
riveness, and a resurrected personal power that I never
dreamed I pos-
sessed. Then came
“that day in the
general meeting
when the president

Wlhat 20 Minutes A Bay
Will Show You

How to talk before your club or lodge called on the as-
How to address board meetinas sembled depart-
How to propose and respond to toasts 1 5 pl“ 4
How to make a political speech ment heads and as-
How to tell entertaining stories sistants for sug-
anw tlo make after- tdunnter speeches gestions on the

ow to converse interestingty yroposed new pol-
How to write better letters i‘(?\‘ L &
How to sell more goods S

How to trair your memory Three months

How to enlarge your vocabulary previously, X t h e
Mow to develop self-confidence forces of indeci-
How to acgquire a winning personality sion, timidity, and
Ilo:mt:tenzt;engthen your will.power and inz\b'{lit,‘»’ to talk in
How to become a clear, public would have

thinker clear, aceurate |} o1d me to my seat.
How to develop your power of con- snt suddenly that

centration new power took

Hew to be the master of any situation possession of me

and drove me to

Please mention this magazine

How had I changed
“yes’”’ man
How had I ever dared give my

Three months before nobody ever knew I held opinions!

my feet. That wonderful 28-minute dally training at home hac
taught me to forget myself and think only of my subject. Almosl
automatically the ideas which had heretofore lain dormant in a
nental jumbie, new issued wilh 8 vigor, clearness and enthusiasit
that astounded me no less than my boss and associates. And 1
noticed with silent exultation the rabt, intent loek on my audicnce
as my story unfoided itself smouthly and eloQuently.

To-day the men whom I used to greet doferentlally I now meet
with an air of cool equality. 1 am asked to conferences. luncheons,
banguets, etc., as a bebular after-dinner speaker. And my talents
are not confined to husiness matters but have made me an interest-
Ing conversationalist at social affairs. 1 am mcetlng worth-while
peoble, 1 own 2 good Jeb. a good home, a good car. I am the
happiest man that ever lived.

And I frankly and candidly admit that I owe all of these bhlessings
% ﬂsat wonderful little free book ““Hew to Work MWonders with
ords."”’

Send For This Amazing Book

This new method of training iz fully described in a very interest-
fng and Informative booklet which is now being sent to everyono
mailing the coupon below. “Lhis Look is called ‘"How to Work

Wonders with Words.""

N You are told how to
Ow ! Lrlng out and develop
T your priceless ‘‘hidden

knack’> — the natural

sent gift within you—whlch
F ’E“'%%* will win for you ad-
L vancement in position

and salary, ponularity.

social standing, power

and real success. You
can obtain yeur coby
absolutely free Ly send-

North A merican Institate. ing the coupon

3601 Michizgan Ave., Dept. 1757
Chicago, 1llinois

<
North Amcrican institute,
3601 Michican Ave., Dcot. 1757, Chicaga, Illinois.

Please scadd me TREFE and without obligation my ceny nf
I your famous Look ‘‘llow to ork Wonders with Words.*

|Name. ....... DB0050066000060

IAddress ....... SO0 0.0.00 8000000 000000000000
iClly ................................ State....eoicviecinaniann
3 ¢ V. V. UV ¥ %t —— a— -—

when answering advertisements
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F you were in the Chinese quarter

of Pekin to-day and sl uld go
through the shadows of the queer little
crooked streets and long alleyways that
make up the Tung An Che Gor Mar-
ket, you would come upon a room set
down between the flower and the fruit
stalls,

In that room you would find a group
of men sitting about on uncomfort-
able benches with no backs to them,
listening enthralled to one who stands
in the middle. He is the professional
story teller, and apparently his story
is a thrilling one. Now he claps cas-
tanetlike pieces together in his hand
and by this you are to know that horses
are galloping through his tale. And
now he thrums softly upon a stringed
instrument and it is a love scene that
he is enacting.

Apparently the story is a pleasing
one, for his auditors throw him many
copper coins. Here is a man well
beloved by his fellows, this teller of
tales with the gift of the artist to stir
the imagination, to drown out sorrow,
to make a new and fascinating world
for those who would listen to him,

On the shores of all the Seven Seas
to-day men are telling stories after
their fashion, There is no language
that does not contain the age-old
words, “Tell me a story.”

In America we meet this universal
cry for the art of fiction in characteris-
tic fashion. We call together artists of

GOOD READING

CHARLES HOUSTON

imagination and skill and provide for
them, not an audience of a few men
and women coming together in a mar-
ket place, but an audience of thousands
on thousands from one ocean to an-
other, who are hungry for that which
will stir their imaginations, make them
forget and make them remember.

It is such a typically American serv-
ice that is rendered by Chelsea House,
one of the oldest and best established
publishing concerns in this country
when it sends out from its presses the
best work of the best modern fiction
writers at a cost that is within the
reach of all.

Here are stories that have never be-
fore appeared within book covers, sto-
ries of love and adventure, of romance
and mystery. You need not go to dis-
tant Pekin to know the lure of the
story teller, You will find it at no
more seemingly romantic place than
the dealer just around the corner.
Have you read, for example:

A\

PETALS ofr CaTHAY, by Joseph Montague.
Published by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh
Avenue, New York City. Price 75 cents.

Two men sat together in a room and talked
in lowered voices. One was Stuart McVea, a
wealthy eccentric, who bore on his body the
marks of hideous Tibetan torture. The other
was King Keeler, courageous, quick-witted
explorer, who knew his Tibet as an acter
knows his Broadway.

Tt was the strangest of adventures that they
planned. Somewhere in Tibet, eighty miles

Continued on 2nd page following

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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IF YOU WERE
FIRED TOMORROW

If the boss came down with a grouch—or you made a mistake
—And You GOT FIRED, could you get another job at the
same pay right away? Orwould you have to go job-hunting
tike any ordinary untrained man who gets fired? Think it
over! If you are tired of being a cog in a machine—or tired of
working in an uncertain, 2x4-inch job with no future--here
is a real opportunity! Read about it—it may be the big
turning point of your whole career!

Stop Gambli

LEARN

 With Your Futute and

LECTRICITY

WHERE JOBS HUNT MEN AT'50 AWEEK ano UP

ET me make you a real money-maker. p ﬁ :
Let me take you out of the “hired- : ‘
help” class—and start you on the road
to real success, in 90 days. Make up
your mind to say good-bye forever to
precarious, tiresome, routine jobs—
crabby bosses—and low pay that can
never be more than $35 or $40 a week!
You don’t need to tolerate them any

Now inOur New Home
Thia is oor new, fireproof, modern

No Experience or Advanced
Education Needed!

Practically any man can master the “ins-
and-outs’”’ of Electricity — as taught in
the Great Shops of Coyne. You don't
need onebit of previous experienceorany

more than common-school education.
Some of our highly successful graduates never
completed eighth grade.

Jonger!
’ Amazing
Opportunity

moat modern
of all kinds. We now have
est amount of floor space

home n
of dollars worth of the newest and
Elect mipment

P L
devoted to

2 Extra Courses Included

If you aet now—1I'l1 not only allow your railroad fare
to Chicago—but I'll include two big, extra courses

fort and convenience

Eleetricity is calling for trained men—
and Coyne 12-week graduates are among
tﬂe pre;{erred cla.ss.dMany 0;

them have stepped out o

our doors into wonderful jobs I Allow Your
paying from $50 and up a R.R. Fare
week! And our free employ- | RightnowIam
ment bureau gives life em~ | making & speclal
ployment service. man’s railroad fare
to Chicaze from

LEARN A e emortman.
Without Lessons |

Send couponfor

details.
Electricity is surprisingly easy to learn this practical way without books or
lessons. That’'s the secret of Coyne training. All trajning consists of
ACTUAL and PRACTICAL work on fine big electrical equipment—
dynamos, transformers, etc. (Real ones—not models). You learn by doing
—and experts work right with you every step of the way,

COYNE “:i

Dept. 77.01
ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

$00 8. Paulina Street
CHICAGO, ILL.

©

electricity in the world, Every com-

as been ar-

rmu{e‘i to make you happy and con-
e d in

absolutely without charge—RADIO and AUTO-
MOTIVE ELECTRICITY. I also secure part-time
work for many students. FREE employment service
after graduation, too. We help place men in wonder-
ful jobs every week!

SendforFREE Book

Just give mea chance to tell you about
the wonderful thinga that Electricity has
in store for you after 12 happy weeka at
COYNE. Send the counon for my free,
iltustrated book containing over 158
photographA and detalls el my speclal
offer, Ne oblgatlon. Mail it today

Big Book Free

I Coyne Electrical Schoel,

1 H. C. Lewis, Pres., Jdept. 77-01,

| 500 S. Paullna St., Chicago, 1

| Dear Mr. Lewis: B
1 ‘Without obligation, send me your free illustrated
i cataleg and details of your offer.

1

1

I

1

I
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south and west of Lhasa, in a glen nearly
fourteen thousand feet above sea level, there
was a cave, and in that cave a temple. There
Keeler was to go and bring back to McVea a
golden petal, which the latter had hidden thir-
teen years before the story begins. It was a
talisman, and to McVea, the most precious
thing in the world, for it contained one of
life’s most jealously guarded secrets.

Thus Mr. Montague’s story starts and soon
you are with the hero as he penetrates to the
heart of mystic Tibet. A rare, strange story
this, with the scents and sounds of the Orient
permeating it throughout, a story you will put
down with regret when you have finished it
and turn to again and again.

Q

THE GIrL FROM SHANTY ICREEK, by Emart
Kinsburn. Published by Chelsea House,
79 Seventh Avenue, New York City. Price
75 cents.

Under the stars of the California desert
country, a camp fire, and beside it a girl play-
ing upon a violin. Small wonder that when
Sim Fannan, wanderer and explorer, came
upon this scene he forgot the cold beauty
of Eileen Calmar, who was waiting for him
back in San Francisco, and fell head over
heels in love with this girl of the desert
places. For the musician had a haunting
beauty of her own, very different from the
artificial charms of the city girl, and she had
courage, too, as she was later to prove when
she and Sim faced a desperate band of plug-
uglies.

Do you remember “Cudjo’s Cave,” one of
the most thrilling books that ever kept a boy’s
heart thrumming? Well, there-is a cave in
this book, a cave apparently left by the Aztec
Indians, where many an adventure befalls Sim
and the girl of the violin.

There the two lovers were cornered by the
hard-boiled members of the Oshanter Gang
who were after the gold that the Indians had
left, and the account of the defense of the
cave will send your blood tingling as it did
of yore.

Mr. Kinsburn,*master weaver of adventure
stories, has not written a more gripping yarn
Order

than “The Girl from Shanty Creek.”

it from your dealer to-day, if you want a real
blown-in-the-bottle thrill.

\"

owDERED ProoF, by Madeleine Sharps Bu-

chanan. Published by Chelsea House, 79
Seventh Avenue, New York City. Price 75
cents.

Nancy Barnes, wife of the loutish- steward
of the fashionable Dahlgren Country Club,
was a wistful figure. Folks wondered . what
she could see in a man so obviously her .infe-
rior. And then one dawn, on the broad steps
of the club’s swimming pool, they found her
body. She had been murdered. A slight burn
in the palm of her little right hand was the
only sign of any injury.

It was at this time that the neighborhood
was being scoured in search of a mysterious
holdup man who was known as “The Black
Bandit.” When Nancy was found dead, sus-
picion naturally pointed to him and also to
various members of the club who had been
attracted by Nancy.

Then Levering West, the noted detective,
was called in on the case, and from that mo-
ment on, the story moves through a fascinat-
ing succession of clews, baffling even to the
most inveterate lover of detective stories.

A\

HE 'OutLAw TAMER, by David Manning.
Published by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh
Avenue, New York City. Price 75 cents.

Dumb animals and a dumb man. That 1is
the theme of Mr. Manning’s latest Western.
Only it turns out that neither man nor animals
were so dumb as they appeared.

Sandy Sweyn was called “the idiot” by
tempestuous Peter Dunstan, hard-boiled,
scheming rancher, when first Dunstan saw him
driving a power horse up and down along one
track. But Dunstan soon had reason to
change his mind, for Sweyn had a way with
animals that was uncanny.

For all lovers of animals and the great
West this saga of Sandy is written with a pace
and go that makes most memorable reading.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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TJraming

TivinSerice B

o, better job
TorAmbitious BEHLE

/Vcn,/ T

Learn drafting—how tomake andread plans, and the doors of opportunity in g

allmechamca] bm]dmg, and engineering lines swing open for
you! There are more well- paid Drafting jobs open to-
'~ day than in any other one profession or trade. There's
a variety, a fascination to Drafting that will grip you.
No other work is so interesting, so well paid—no other
field offers equal opportunities for quick promotion.

The Draftsman is the Boss of the Works!

Destroy blue-prints and plans, and the wheels of ail
Industry will stop until new ones can be made. Every
move of every workman on the job is controlled by the
Draftsman through bhis plans. Railroads, public works,
buildings of a hundred sorts, machinery, electricity,
automobiles—all manufacturing and construction start
on the Drafting table! That’s the kind of work to get
into, friend. Where you have the same chance as any-
body else to make 8 quick success!

)DRAFTING Lessons FREE!

\ —00 prove you can learn at home in spare time!

You'll be surprised how quwi;dy E’u can jearn Drafting by our
new one-step-at-a-time meth e start you off by doing ac-
tual Drafting room jebs from the very beginning. E

f You Are
Now Earn-
ing Less than
$40 a Week

I guarantec to presare
you for a fine draiting

ocrition, right ia your

ome, in our spare
time; then rguarnntee
to help you find such a
position paving at least
59% rore tlan you earn
today, within 60 days
after you complete this
training, or I will refund
small amount yeu pay
for tuition. We make
this agrecment to Prove
this instruction  will
make you a real Drafts-
man. Back of this guar-
antee are the entire
resovrces and reputation
of this millio::  doilar
institution.

0. C. MILLER
Director Extension Work

The
American School

is tho fist In the homc-
study field to recognize the

need of Guaranteeing _its
courses  with & money-hack
contract, if the tralning fails
to  accomplish _the heneflis
vou exnect. Thus all misk
. douht are eliminaten—
('llher !he training will helD
you to better job and
raise in Dny or it will cost
you nothing. To better carry
mit this important service,
we maint2in & National em-
vlo¥ment  department  whieh
keeps in touch with the em-
ployers of Draftsmen all over
the U. 8. All this withont
extra charge to our Students
and graduates.

efore you

. know it, you are battin t fessional plans like a veteran.
P rOfeSSIonal Cet the first theee lessgng‘-l-tlgvco%pcm bnﬁgs them. Do fh
. ! O. C. MILLER ;I‘belst yaur ability to mas er Drafting at home. W:tbout <08t o
Outﬁt Given! Director Extension Work ization,
You will naturally expect the 1AM 3

American School to give you

the best kind of instruments
and tools with the best kind
of training. This outfit ig
008 enough o use profes-
stonally atter ¥ou timish your

training. Mail couvon for

Uggerittion: _ Dept. D-74, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago
E L L L L LY ' A M~ L B Lk L L E L L 0L 0 0 & 0 & 01 ¢ ' ¢ @ 1] 7]

O. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work )
Araerican School, Dept. D-74, Drexel Ave. and 58th St.,, Chicago. §
Youroffer to send me three lessons free and facts about the oppor-
tunities in Drafting and about your course, looks good to me. It is
understood I am not obligated in any way in making this request.

Nane

Addr

Occupation Age....—

r------r‘
L L L L L Ty yepep—— |
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Classified Advertising

Agents and Help Wanted

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued

Help Wanted—Male

EARN $10 DAILY ailvering mirrors, plat-
ing, refinishing metalware, headllghts, chan-
deliers, bedsteads. OQutfits furnished.  Decle
Laharatories, 1135 Jsroadway, New York.

181G MONLY AND FAST SALES. roaery
owner buys gold Inltials for his auto. You
charge $1.50, make $1.35. Ten orders daily
eusy. Write for particulars and free guin-
pies. American Monogram Co., Dept. 170,
Last Orange, N.

AGENTS—$60-$125 A WEEE.

Free

AGENTS—New Plan, makes it casy to
earn $50.90 to $100.00 weekly, selling shirts
direct to wearer, No capital or experience
needed. Represent a real manufacturer.
Write now for Free Samples. Madison
Manufacturers, 564 Broadway, New York.

MAN BETWEELN 25 AND 65 TO ACT AS
manufacturer’s agent. No Investment neces-
sary. A man with selling experience or wlll-
Ing to learn, whe can command respect and
who s willing to work, will find this a per-
manent business, with a steady Income of

eamples. Gold letters for stores and office 2
mindows. Metallle Letter Co.. 428 N. Clark. T S A moniliy VA @
cago.
IF YOU ARE A MAN WORTHY OF THE .

name and not afraid to work I'll bet you Detectives Wanted

$50.00 you can’t work for us thirty days and

earn less than $200.00. Think I'm bluff-

Ing? Then answer this ad and show me up. MEN—Ezperien ¢  unnecessary; travel;

Openings for managers. Wonder Box sells
on sight. The best selling proposition In
America to-day, Wrlte Tom Walker, Dept,
243, Pittsburgh, Pa.

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR,
Soabs, Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet Goods.
Exverience unnecessary, Carnation Co., Dept.
2860, St. TLouls, Mo.

WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, fur-
nishing everything; men and women $30 to
$100 \xeekb oberating our ‘‘Specialty Candy
Yactories’” anywhere, Booklet free.
¥I]ljtr Ragsdale, Drawer 29, East Orange,
e .

TAMERICA'S GREATEST TAILORING
Line Free. 130 large Swatch Samples.—
All Wool—Tallored-to-Order—Union Made—

sensational low vrice. Get outfit at once.
Address Dept. 191, Goodwear, 844 Adams,
Chicago.

T AGENTS—If you write at once we can
place you as our local Representatlve. $15
a day for full 1ime; $2.00 an hour spare
time. Ezxclusive territory; automobile fur-
nished. An cxceptional opportunity—Ilaves-
tigate immediately. American Products Co.,
9262 Monmouth. Cincinnati,

AGENTS: $13.80 Daily (In_Advance)
Quare time will do. Introduce 12 months"

Guaranleed Hosiery, 57 styles, 39 colors for

Men, Women, Children; Including latest
“Silk to the Top'* Iadles’ Hose. No capital
or cxperlence needed. We (urnish samples.
&l hose for your own use free. New Plan
_\i}iillon Malthews, Road 45010, Clincinnati,
Ohiv.

make secret investigations; reports: salaries;
expengses. Write American Forelgn Detec-

tive Agency, 114, St. Louls, Mo.
DETECTIVES EARN BIG

Great demand. Ezxcellent opportunity, Ex-

perlence unnecessary. Particulars  (ree.

}Vrlll.e, George Wagner, 2190 Broadway, New
ork.

MONEY.

Help Wanted—Female

$6-$18 A DOZEN decorating piilow tops at
home, experlence unnecessary; particulars
for stamp. Tapestry Paint Co., 110 La-
Grange. 1nd.

Salesmen Wanted

$40.00 SCITS FOR $23.50! All one price,
TUnion made of finest quality Virgin Wool.
You don’t have to know anything about sell-
ing clothing. We guarantee your success if

you aro honest and wllling to work. Write
at once. Willlam C. Bartlett, 850 Adams,
Dent. 572, Chicago.

Farm Lands

$10 IS ALL T ASK DOWYN ON 20 ACRES
in Mich. Potato Belt, Very easy terms.
Near markets, lakes, and streams. Wrlte for
particulars now. G W. Swigart, 3-1276
First Natl, Bank BIldg., Chicago.

EARN $120 to $250 manthly, expenses
paid as Railway TraMc Inspector, We se-
cure position for you after corgpletion of 3

months” homne-study course or money re-
funded. YExcellent eppertunity. Werite for
Free Booklet, CM-28, Buslness

Stand
Training lnst., Buffalo, N. Y.

MEN, GET FOREST RANGER JOB:
8125 -$200 me. and home furnished; perma-
nent; hunt, fish, trap, For_ details write
Norlon 268 McMann Bldg., Denver, Colo.

MEN WANTING OUTOOR WOR!
qualify for forest ranger position. Start 8125
month; cabin and vacation; patrol the for-
ests, protect the game; give tourists informa-
lcion. Write Mokane, Dept. M-10, Denver,
olo.

WANT GOVERNMENT SPECIAL AGENT
(Investigator) Position, commence $200 to
$250 month? ''How to Quallfy'' mailed (ree.
Write, Ozment, 308, St. Louls, Mo.

$158-$225 MONTH.
Clerks. Men 18 up. _ 25 coached Free.
Write Immediately. Franklin Institute,
Dept. P2, Rochester, N. Y.

Railway  Postat

Patents and Lawyers

Send sketch or model for
preliminary examinatlon. Booklet (ree,
Fighest references. . Best results, Prompt-
ness assured, Watson E. Coleman, Patent
Lawyer, 724 Ninth St., Washington. D 0.

INVENTI ONS COMMERCIALIZED,
Patented or unpatented. rite Adam
;‘Ilsher Mrg. Co., 223, Enright, St. Louls.

0.

PATENTS.

PATENTS—Write for Guide Books and
‘‘“Record of nvention ¥lank’’ before dlsclos-
ing inventions, Send model or sketch of in-
ventlon for Inspectlon and Instructions Free.
Terms reasonable. Victor J. Evans Co., 767
Ninth, Washington, D. C

INVENTORS—Wrlte for our gutde book,
**How to Get Your Patent,” and evidence of
invention blank. Send wmodel or sketch for
Inspection and Instruction; Free. Terms
rcason.ble. itandolph & Co., Dept. 412,
Washington, D. C.

but couldn’t quite afford.

eople.
missiong
spare hours.

need no experience.

NAME

spare-time money-making plan

Our plan in no way interferes with your regular business.

READ ABOUT THIS PLEASANT WAY OF MAKING MONEY

NO OUTLAY—-ALL INCOME

Here's the one real money-making_ line which involves no delay, no risk, no deliveries, no stock on
hand to go bad or out of date—just immediate spot-cash profits,
Hundreds of men and women—office workers, school teachers, business men.
homes, factory employees, high school and college students (both boys and girls) have found our
a eplendid source of extra funds or a
people are all prosperous and happy because their spare-time incomes provide an extra margin of
funds above their expenses—funds they can casily use to buy the luxuries they've always wanted

SELL US YOUR SPARE TIME

We offer You the same money-making opportunity that is bringing such splendld prosperity to these
Right In your own neighborhood there iz a ready-made business waiting
orwarding to us the renewal and new subscriptions for Sport Story,
trated, and Compilete Stories, which you can easily pick up.
and bonus for the pleasant work of looking after this pusiness for us

We Wlll pay you liberally in both com-

It costs you absolutely nothing and you
Your spare time may bring you as much as $1.50 an honr—sometimes more,
So, as the first step toward your income—

--—---=-----~~~=-CLIP AND MAIL THIS COUPON TO-DAY-------

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION, 79-89 Seventh Ave., New York,N. Y.
Plense send me full details f your casy, spare-time, money-making plan, without obligation.

housewives, stay-at-

second income. These

for you simply by

Picture Play, Far West Illus-

(during your

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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$7.500 A Year! $10,000 A Year

¢. W. Birmingham of Dayton, C V. Champion of Danville,
Ohlo. was formerly a clerk in Illinois, counts it a “red letter
a shop, earning 8§15 a week. day”’ when he first read this
Within a short time he has remarkable book —‘““Modern
increased his earnings 900% so Salesmanship. " He says “It

that, today, he is making $7.500
a vear. The book — ‘‘AModern
Salesmanshlp’’—proved the first
rung In his ladder to Successl

enabled me to learn more. earn
more, and BE MORE!"" Today
he is president of his tompany
and his earnings exceed $19,000
a year!

-and Th
This A

Ambitious Man!
Year or More, Read It Without Fail.

Where Shall We Send
Your Copy FREE?

BO®K ! Just seven ounces of paper and printer's

ink—but it contains a most vivid and inspiring

message that everyy ambitious man should read.
1t reveals the facts and secrets that have led hundreds
of ambitious men to success beyond their fondest ex-
pectations! So powerful and far reaching has been
the influence of this little volume, that it is no won-
der a famous business genius has called it “The Most
Amazing Book Lver Printed.”

This vital book—*“Modern Salesmanship”—econtains
hundreds of surprising and little-known facts about
the highest paid profession in the world. It reveals
the real ¢rut/t about the art of selling. It blasts
dozens of old theories, explains the science of selling
in simple terms. and tells exactly how the great sales

records of nationally-known star salesmen are
achieved.  And not enly that—it outlines a simple
plan that will enable almost any man to master sci-

entific salesmanship without spending years on the
road—without losing a day er dollar from his pres-
ent position.

WHAT THIS ASTONISHING BOOK HAS DONE!

The achievements of this remarkable book have al-
ready won world-wide recognition. The men who have
inereased their earning capacities as a direct result of
reading “Modern Salesmanship” are numbered in the
thonsands. For example, there is E. E. Williams of
('alifornia who was struggling along in a minor posi-
tion at a small =salary. “Modern Salesmanship”
opened his eves to things he had never dreamed of—
and he cast his lot with the National Salesmen's
Training Association. Within a few short months of
simple preparation, he was earning $10.000 a year!
Today he receives as much in 30 days as he used to
receive in 365!

And then there’s E. G. Kingzie of Northville. Mich. He,
read ‘Madern Salesmanshin’’ and found the answer within
pages. He quickly raised his salary from $8 a week to $100 a
week, and 1s now organizing a company of his own. L. A. Tlnnes
of Minneanolts made over £600 the first month after he had mas-
tererl Salesmanship. He had formerly been working_as a machinlst
at $140 a month. And thls amazing bteok led Rohert Ellis of
New Bedford, Mass.. into three promotions and trehled his income.

too,

Please mention this magazine

$1.000 A Week 700%0 Increase
0. D. Oliver of Norman, Okla- F. G. Walsh of Soringfield.
homa., .was local manager of a Mass., was a8 clerk earning
mercantile business for 17 years $1,000 a year, and trying to
~—{finally getting $200 a month. support 8 wife and thiree, chii-
“‘Modern Salesmanship’ opened dren. He bad to do somethlng.

his eyes and started him on the N. 8. T A. training buitt up
road to hig pay. Today he earns his income last year (o $7,286
more in a week than he pre- —an increase of over 700 ver
viously earned tn 5 mowths-—or ceqt.

$1,000 in the last 7 days!

Started By Reading
azing Book! g

Now—For a Limited Time Only—This Remarkable Man.
Building, Salary-Raising Volume Is Offered FREE to Every
If You Ever Aspire to Earn $10,000 a

NOW
FREE

A FEW WEEX8—THEN BiGGER PAY
was nothing ‘'gifferent’” sbout these men when they
Any man_ of average intelligence can duplicate the success

There
started.
they ‘have achieved—f{or rtheir experience proves that salesmen are

made—not born, as some people have foolishly believed.

Salesmanship is just like any other profession. It has certain
fundamental rules and laws—Ilaws that you can master as easily as
you learned the alphabet. And through the National Demonstration

hod~—an exclusive feature of the N. S. A. system of SALES-
MANSHIP trainlnf—you can acquire the equivalent of actual
experience while studying. Hundreds of @en who never sold gonds
in their lives credit a large pertion of their success to this
remarkable tralning.

FREE YO EVERY MAN

If we were asking two or three dollars a copy for “Modern Sales-
manshiP”” you might hesltate. But it is now FREE. We cannot
rge you too strongly to take advantage of this opportunity to see
or yourself what salesmanship has done for others--and what the
National Salesmen’s Tralning Association stands ready and willing
to_do for you. Xind out exactly what the underlying princinles of
salesmanship are—and how you can put them to work for you. Nn

matter what your opinion is now, ‘Modern Salesmanshlp’* will
give you a new Iinsight into this fasclnating and hlghly-pald
profession. 1Mail the coupon now!

Dept.R-320 N.S.T. A,

National Salesmen's Training Assn.,
Dept. R.320,
N T. A. Building, Chicago, Il
Without cost or ohligation you may send me your free book,
“Modern Salesmanship.”

Building,

Chicago, Il1.

AT o o SO B e T S S e s P oS PSP . - PP
Address . . .

Clty oo -
] —
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Make *40 to *100 a week
in Auto ““Up-Keep”

Any man who will take the trouble to ex-
pertly learn the meclmnical and electrical
end of automotive ‘‘maintenance” is sitting
pretty these days. For up-keep has become
nhe RIG-MONEY end of the great auto in-
dustry. They only build 3 million new cars
a year, but there are 22 million antns, trucks,
tractors, taxis and buses IO SERVICE.

Get away from the grease—

BE AN AUTO EXPERT!

Garages, Service Stations, Repair and Electrical shons
arc looking* for EXPERTS —men who are worth $30 to
3100 a swcek. So T urge dou to akm for the Jjob
HIGHER UP. Be foreman. manager or supcrintendent.
Or go jnto business for yourself, YOU CAN—Iif you're
only willing to dcvote 2 part of your spare time to
learning.

LEARN AT HOME—

the quick, sure, easy way!
No studying, ne memorizing, no trade courses—no les-
sons or examinations. Heve Is a better way. You don’t
have to keep a wullllon facts in your hecad—if you
krow where to put your finger on them. Eicven neted
auto englneers have prepared this material, 2,300
pages, ever 2,000 blue prints, wiring diagrams ana IMes-
tratlons. In 5 blg velumes. Jiffy-indexed for instant
reference,

Start with the COUPON!

We'll loan you this AMERICAN AUTO ENGINEER-
ING LIBRARY so you can see for yourself hew other
men JUGST LIKE YOU have Jjumped to better-pajd
auto jobs. By oceasional reading. By LOOKING
UP the answer to problecms as they arise in the day's
work. By using our *“question and answer’ servicc.
At acost less than a fourth of the Drice of trade courses. -

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY
Dept. A.710, Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago

Denl A- 710. Drexel Ave & '58th St., Chicago, ML
Please loan me fnr 15 daya, free, the § volume library of *

‘Auto En-

wineering. |m¥‘ e fow cents delivery charges when books are
received, and 1 hmr the privilege of returning them at your expenso
within 15 days, in which case | will owe you nothing, If 1 decide ta

keep them, 1 will send §2, after days, then §3 a month until yuur
special advertising price of $24.80 is paid.

AHArEES ouunavaiae

Aitach a letter stating emnlnyer s :ntl r'fﬂrenﬂ.‘ s names and l
addresses, or write same plainly in margin.

h--—-—-_—-_-—-_

PLAY PIANO BY EAR

Play populnr song hita perfectly. Hum the
tune, play it by 5 urm_ tion--no
teacher require

daily practice - just twenty brn.-f entertain-
Ing lessons which you master

At Home in Your Spare Time
Send for FREE BOUK. Learn
many styles oll‘l;‘u.-;-c and s)'ncnpl-
o e eeating CHART also,
NIAGARA SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Dept. 217, Niagara Falls, N.Y.

this

Please mention

magazine

NHULEDA

‘Write for my Big 1928 Radio Catalog

—just off the press. Thousands

1w of marvelous ins in nation-

8 ?nr ally advertised goods, All the
regu ATEST lN RADIOS and
encyclope-
dia on Radio,
Al abo t frouble finding.
FREE Log and
Call Book and Cat-

alog. Get your copy to-

day. Send postcard now!

nmcﬂenn Auto & Radlo Mfg. Co.
ARRY BCHWARTZBERG, PRES.

Dept. 543 American Radio Bldg., Kansas City, Me. 3

li-hrtm big money in & big un-
J ‘ﬁ intn auto-painting. Tha
wurwn in 0 I lwlll u'aln you and put
L2 355 £3'560 Lpaeliocd otadr 0.
ake
Or a Paint Shop of Your lhm

no capital needed. Iudepen;!mmc;.wrl will bo

Little or
yours] Let me prove you can have it

New Shop-1, pe Meflmd

inlnxﬂcr

"II I Wm Tw." giving all de-
o ?ﬁ?&'ﬂéﬂhﬁ'ﬁ'ﬁ PAINTING SCHOOL

427 South Ashland Avenue Dept. 108 Chicago, linois

FREE BLUE PRINTS

=0Of gennine valoe to every man. A complete
set of real workmg Blue Prints, .Also i
FREE Book, '‘How To Read Blue Prints.
ththe; %1'- nor.I aﬁ are nowu:: the Bmlﬂmw
ame'’ this will show way in three
ngnlhl to the 8 biggest nn{dﬂuﬁnr jnhnah!: America,
ol‘a ‘lf_.inn o -lrlmln WIH call. Send today.
Dept. 1174118

1V2 require an ambitious person to do smecial advertising work right
i1 your own locality, Pay s cxceptionally large. Work is pleasant
a=d dignified. No previous expericnee necessary, You simply carry
out our instructions, Your full time brings 3-eu a handsome incomo
—spar9 time pays you well. If yow are_making less than $150 a
month write at once for full partlculars. Cests you nothing to inves-
tigaie. I will give you 2lIl the facts so yeu can decide for yourscif.
ALBERT MILLS, Gen. Manager Employment Dept.
7597 Monmouth Ave.. Cincinnati. Ohio.

DMBF.TES DISCOVERY

The noted Evropean, Dr Stem-Callenfel s diabetic treatment,
which allows you to gradually eat what you need, is now
available in this country. i describing this wonderful
et wil b st FREE "OF HARGE

suffexer. Write NOW to

M. RICHARTZ
Dept. 729, 220 W. 42nd St.

New York
= CET RID

OF YOUR PAT

Free Trial Treatment

SN Sent on request. Ask for my “pay-when-reduced”

= offer, 1 have successfuily reduced thousinls of per-

sens  wwithout. starvation (Jiet or Lurdensome cxercise,

often at a rapid rate, Let me send You proof at my
expense.

Dr. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician
_ State of New York, 286 Fifth Avenuo, N. Y., Desk M

JAPANESE 1L,

NEW PROCES--DOUBI-E STRENGTH
merved humanity for 40 years!
NOTHING I.I'HE LT! Thousands uf Testimanials Prove Its Worth.
Relioves rhegmatism, congestion, sore throat, mldl.gia‘
Joints, PAINI Just rub’it on, Onatrial wnll conince you.
by your druggist or anaul nm:e ;\bb{:g;? —nent:'li:;:' !
R mb'\f?d s on S Dept. 18, New Yo

wn St.y Ehﬁ:;:?.hl.

to any diabetic

when answering advertisements
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STUDEBAKER

The Insured Watch.

You save 30% to 50%

An amazing offer! Just $1.00 down brings you
the famous 21-Jewel Studebaker Watch direct
from factory. Balance in easy monthly payments.
Lowest prices ever named for equal quality. By buyingdirect
you save 30% to 50%. Your choice of 80 magnificent, new Art
Beauty cases and dials. Latest designsin yellow, green and
white gold effects. Exquisite thin models. 12 Sizeand 16 Size.
Send coupon for catalog of Advance Watch Stylesand full particulars.
Studebaker Watches have 21 Jewels, 8 Adjustments— Insured for your
lifetime! Insurance Policy FREE! Ladies' Bracelet Watches, Men’s
Strap Watches, Diamonds and Jewelry also sold at lowest prices and
on easy monthly payments. Send coupon for full details.

Mail Coupon For Six-Color Catalog!

The coupon below will bring you a copy of our beautiful new six.color
caselog. Jtcontainscomplete information on watch making. It tells how
you can buy a 21-Jewel Studebaker Insured Watch direct from the
maker—save bigmoney and pay for it in easy monthly payments.

The Smdebaﬁer Watch Company is directed by members of the
famous Studebaker family—known for 75 years of honest dealing.
Over 100,000 satisfied cuatomers own Studebaker Watches—and satred
money by buying them direct. We ship anywhere.

SPECIAL OFFER! Watch Chain FREE!

For 2 Hmited time we are offering a magnificent Watch Chain Free.
To all who write immediately we will include particulars of thus
astounding offer. Offer is limited. Send the coupon N

STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY

Directed by the Studebaker Family—three-quarters
of a centu ¥ of fair dealing

WATCHES + DIAMONDS =« JEWELRY
Dept. WT19 « South Bend, Indiana
Canagian Address: Windsor, Ontario

STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY
Dept. WT719 South Bend, Indiana

Please nend me your free catalog Please aend me freo
D of Advance Watch Styles and de- catalog of Jewelry
tails of your §1.00 down offer. and [Mamonds.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Easily At' :
Home

e
"""“’g*‘_......“ 7 Harns
% ar
Tarbeil

Maater of Magio
who hasmysti-
Jfied magicians

marvelous tricks.

Astonish Your Friends

Gain that magnetic popularity that makes you
the center of any crowd. Business and social
success is assured the man who can perform
mystifying tricks. You can earn big money
either on the side or as a professional, as well
as being the most popular person in your crowd.
Why envy others’ skill? You can learn Magic
yourself, quick and easy.

Earn $250 to $1000 a Month

Evensleight.of-hand, generally supposed to require long
practice, s NOW made simple to learn, For Dr. Harlan
Tarbell, one of the really Great Magicians, has finally
opened :3 the secrets of his profession in a completely
illustrated course offered at a merely nominal cost.
Throughthewonderful Tarbell System youwill be ableto
mystify and entertain your friends with simple tricks
taughtinyourveryfirst lesson. After that Dr, HarlanTa -
bell takesyouthroughthe entire maze of sleight-of-hand,
card tricks and elaborate_stage divertisements. The
apparently superhumandoings of the accomplished ma-
gician becomeas simpleasABCwhenyoujust know how.

Mail Couponfor SpeclalOfter

There is a tremendous demand formagic entertainment.
Clubs,Lodges,Charity and Social affair s—allwill payhigh
feesto the man who knows Magic. Dr. Harlan Tarbell
really gets ashigh as$250foran hal fhourswork right now.
Opportunityeverywheretomake money aside from your
regular occupation. Salesmen find it a tremendous asset.

Find out all about this unprecedented opportunity to |
learn Magic. The coupon brings full details without

any obligation. Mail it TODAY, |

Tarbell System, Inc.

1926 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 14-07 Chicago

Tarbell System, Inc.
1926 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 14-07Chicago

Tell me all about Dr. Tarbell’s new and simple sgstem by
which1 can learn thesecrets of MAGIC. No obligation
on my part.

Name_

Addzress

Plcasc mention this magazine

No Jké to-e_ Bald

Let Me PROVE It To You FREE

What I accomplished on my own head, pictured ahove, I
believel cando for you, provxdeddyou are under 45 years
of age and loss of hair was not caused by burns or scars. Any-
how, I must succeed or you Pay nothing. No apparatus—my
home treatment is simple, quick and inexpensive, oLt 2

Just your name and address and [ will mad
Send No Money you full l'l;xformation with PHOTOGRAPHS,
NAMES and addresses of men and womcn who have successfully
used my treatment for dandruff, faliing hair and parti vlarly for
baldness. Write Now. A poatal will do.

VREELAND'S’ 1407 Euclid-Winggor Bidg.

CLEVELAND, ONIO

+ 911 Pay YOU
5100aWeek

Make $140.00 a week and up, selling our
. fine made-%0-measure, ali-wool gvits,
direct to wearer. Biggest values—positively sell on sight.
Biggest commissions paid in advance. We attend to delivery
and collections. 6 x 9 cleth samples —over 100 styles—
furnished FREE. Ambitious men write at once.

W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., 101 W. Harrison, Dept. K-403, Chicago

World"s

best makes—Und
. wood, Remington, Dliver—
prices smashed to almost balf.

$ - !
2 and it’s yours
in Inte models, completely rebuilt and re-
inlshed brand new. GUARANT

EARS, Send no money—big I

y % eatalog . Trial
shows actual machines in full Get our direct-to-yon easy pay-
ment pinn and 10-day free tri or. Limited time, 80 urits today

|uternat!nl|al 'I‘yv_e_wr!tor Ex.. 186 W, Lake St. Dept. 1089, Chicago

5 WORK FOR UNCLE SAM

3 o 0 3 acat Short hours.
Steady work, Common education sufficient. Wrirte immediately for frea
82-page book with lat of positions and full particulars telling how to
ot them. Franklin Institute, Dept. P282, Ruchester, N, Y.

HEALTHY 140-:300
GOYT J°B MONTHLY
OUTSIDE or INSIDE WORK

Men-\WVomen age 18-50, wanting Forest Ranger, Rail-
way Mail Clerk, Border DPatvol Guard, Mail Carrier,
Special Agent, Matren, and other Govt. Poxitions,
local or traveling, IPor particulars write M. Ozment,
496, St. Louis, Mo.

Men, women, 18 up. Vacations.

Confidential Reports
of Secret Service
Operator No. 38

See hew great detectives work,
More thrilling than Bction. Sent free
to smbitious men to arouse interest in
this great line o f work, so much fn need of able trained
men. Shows how Finger Print identification ploys a vital Dart
tbe work of expert Inveatikatora. Write today—nocbarge.
UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE
3920 Sunnyside Avenue, Dept. 14-07 Chicago, I},

when  answering  advertisements
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Big Men
o
Big Books

If it’s action you want, the thrilling
stories of brave-hearted deeds, then ask
your bookseller to show you the fine,
cloth-covered books that bear the “CH”
mark on their handsome jackets. “CH”
books cost only 75 cents apiece.

There’s something doing all the while
in 2 “CH” book. These books which
have never before been published were
written for men who love the sweep of
the great West, the mysteries of big
cities, the conquest of man over his en-
vironment. Ask your bookseller to show
you these latest titles—

O O RS

' The Brand of
a Good Book

O O Y

TG

New Books
SPANISH NUGGETS ....ccccvevviiiiiananss Emart Kinsburn
MASQUERADE ........c.iiiviniancinnnnanans William Meorton
THE PURPLE LIMITED .................... kHeary Leverage
JUST BUCKAROOS ..............ccunn. Robert Ormond Case
THE LOOTED BONANZA.............. E. Whitman Cbambers
Per Copy

ELA TIOU,

A 79-89 SEVENTH AVE. §

NEW YORK CITY

m::m:.u

N ez M odel
PockerBep

The New Model
among watches!
He’s steady, reliable and unusually good-

Pocket Ben is an ace

looking. That’s why he’s so popular.
Sold everywhere for $1.50.  With luminous
night-and-day dial $2.25.
WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY
La Salle, Illinois

S ——

X
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Dear Mr. Dobe =—

I've been averaging better than $1,000
monthly the past 6 months, There will also
be profits from my patent that your indivi.
dual training enabled me to create and de-
sign. Engineers estimate this patent to be
worth $500,000. 1 owe all this to your in.
struction and the fine advice and help you

have given me.” ﬁ/s( A
Learned Drafting

At Home!

Bowen answered my advertisement and got my Free
Book on Draftsmanship, Won’t youwrite for it, too?
Now? Bowen was then a stationary steam engineer
and knew absolutely nothing about drawing but he
took my s mple, easily understood and quickly learned
course in drafting—without giving up his job. You can
do the same thing, Bowen climbed to success quickly.
See where he says he owes it all to my instruction and
advice. If Bowen did it, why not you! Even if youthink
you might not, you’ve got to admit it’s worth a try.

Write for Free Book!

“Successful Draftsmanship’’

Bowen did! He read it over, He made up his mind
he wanted to take my course in drafting while holding
down his bread-and-butter job.
‘Then he stepped out after Success!
He made it! Sending for the free
book tgav'e him his start. Will you
send for it? It’s a great book about
a great profession, You owe it to
yourself to get it mow. No matter
who you are—where you are—or
what your job is—sendfor it today—
unless you are already making all the
money you want.

DOBE EASY DRAFTING
1951 Lawrence Ave,, Div, 14.07 Chicago J

Only 4 Motions used fn play- /|
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Old Sam Dobbs and ‘“‘Skookum’’ Bill, that hardy pair of prospectors, come to
town, in this story, well heeled in money and ambition, and have a dickens
of a time to keep from parting with thelr bank accounts and bachelorhood.

CHAPTER 1.
THE MYSTERIOUS BOX.

S Mr. William Hutchins—better
and not too favorably known
throughout a vast area of north-

ern wilderness as ‘“Skookum” Bill—
strolled down a business street in the
growing city of Vancouver, he was con-
scious of a vague feeling of disswtisfac-
tion, of unsatisfied lenging hard to de-
fine, but comparable, perhaps, to love,
or to the desire for a smoke or a drink.

But Bill was not in love; he was
smoking an excellent cigar which also
was his eighth that day ; and just before

he had sallied forth from the apartment
in the Hotel Vancouver which' he occu-
pied jointly with his partner, old Sam
Dobbs, he had quaffed a sizable draft
of a fluid smelling of smoke—or creo-
sote—slightly wetted down with Capi-
lano water. On the face of it, he should
have been entirely content. But the sad
fact was that, in spite of unwonted pros-
perity and the ability to satisty all rea-
sonable material wants, Bill was suffer-
ing from ennui.

In the interests of clarity, let us di-
gress briefly. For years with little luck
Bill and old Dobbs had prospected for
placer gold. It had been a hard life—
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for the glamour with which fiction sur-
rounds the vocation of the prospector is
for the most part confined to the fiction
aforesaid.

For years, then, they had subsisted on
a diet of beans, pork, sour-dough bread,
and such meat as could be obtained by
the riflee. They had been fly bitten,
frozen, starved, and now and then nearly
drowned. Occasionally they had found
small pocket placers which kept them
going; but year in and year out they
had made no more money than had suf-
ficed to outfit them scantily and send
them forth again upon the long trail.

Then, by a stroke of good fortune,
they had sold a silver-lead mineral
claim, which they had held for years and
considered worthless, to a wandering
mining speculator. This claim was re-
corded as “Le Chien d’Argent,” other-
wise “The Silver Dog,” and was re-
ferred to disrespectfully by the partners
themselves as “The Dog.” The sum
obtained for it was small, merely five
hundred dollars, but, under the circum-
stances, velvet. With that, plus the
proceeds of a small pocket placer which
they had worked out, they had come to
Vancouver with the frank intention of
“blowing” their stake in the good old-
fashioned way.

And then Dobbs, by a phenomenal run
of crazy luck at poker, ponies and a
flyer in wildcat oil shares, had run their
shoe string up to some seven thousand
dollars before luck had left him.

By tacit consent they had then aban-
doned their original plans for getting
rid of their money as fast as they could.
There was now too much of it. To
them, money in any quantity was a new
thing, a new responsibility ; and they had
had a taste of the good things, the ma-
terial comforts obtainable with it.

They had excellent quarters in a good
hotel; they were clothed in the equiva-
lent of purple and fine linen; and they
fared sumptuously every day. By every
rule of the game, they should have been

content. Sam Dobbs was. Not so his
partner.

On this particular afternoon Bill was
bored. He did not know what to do.
And so presently he turned aside and
entered a resort euphemistically termed
a “beer parlor,” thoughtfully established
by the province to assuage the perennial
thirst of its citizens, to say nothing of
that of hopeful and expectant visitors
from regions of greater aridity, to whom
the legal purchase of real beer by the
glass is but a sweet, sad memory.

-The parlor, like that of a certain Miss
Murphy once celebrated in song, was
neat and clean, and set with tables
capable of accommodating foursomes.
Bill seated himself and ordered a bottle
of beer. He drank it and ordered an-
other, merely to put in time. . Beer was
not Bill’s drink. Like most of his kind,

"he preferred hard liquor which gave

speedy action and more of it. He did
not consider that drinking beer was
drinking, in any proper sense.

When on a “bust” he was accustomed
to use it as a chaser instead of water.
His unvoiced sentiments as to it were in
accord with those of the British inn-
keeper who indignantly denied that any
of his patrons had ever got drunk on
beer—though he admittéd that occasion-
ally one had burst. Bill merely dallied
with this feeble beverage to put in time,
as he might have chewed a straw or
whittled a stick. It produced no uplift
in his mood.

In fact, Bill was lonely, with the lone-
liness of the stranger in a city who lacks
points of contact with its dwellers. So
far he had made no acquaintances worth
mentioning. Bill was a roughneck. His
manner and speech were not in keeping
with his excellent raiment.

Thus his own kind, in resorts such as
he had been accustomed to frequent,
shied from him on sight; and other
kinds in other places on hearing him
talk. His sole companion had been his
partner, and recently that worthy ap-
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parently had found interests of which
Bill knew nothing. For some days he
had seen little of him.

Bill, unconsciously so far, was begin-
ning to long for the life he had been
wont to anathematize with all the re-
sources of .a rich vocabulary. Though
he did not admit it nor even know it,
he longed for the freedom of shirt, over-
alls and moccasins, for the scent of wood
smoke at dawn and dusk, the scents of
tall timber and deep mosses, racing wa-
ter and wet sands, and for the unmapped
leagues of a wilderness as it came from
the hand of the Creator.

No man may escape the influence of
environment.
had taken the place of more human con-
tacts. Bill, in his bitter, roughneck
heart, loved them. They were part of
his life. . -

He wanted his hills, with their tum-
bling creeks and white water from the
feet of hoary, old glaciers, his camps
and the myriad things that went with
them. He had lost them, and he had
gained nothing to replace them.

This having money, he reflected as he
sipped his beer, was not what it was
cracked up to be. There was no kick
even in getting drunk, because he could
do so at any time.

The drunk with the real kick was the
one you had after months of hard work
and privation, of lipdicking anticipation.
Bill did not want to get drunk, mostly
because he could if he liked ; but he re-
flected that he might have to do so in
self-defense, merely to put in time.

He wondered what old Sam Dobbs
was finding to do. For some weeks that
worthy apparently had trod the Path
called Straight without exhibiting any
tendency to stray therefrom into the
Primrose Way. This in itself, in him,
was suspicious.

Bill’'s experience of his aged but
erratic partner was that storm followed
such deceptive calms. A virtuous
mounting of the water wagon presaged
a deep dive. Nor was it necessarily an

For years these things -

alcoholic spree, though it might include
one. :

Dobbs, for all his years, got into mis-
chief with the facility of a healthy boy.
He had the rummaging curiosity of a
terrier for the unknown, the unfamiliar;
and he regarded Vancouver as his oys-
ter, to be opened. Cunning as an old
fox in some respects, beautifully unen-
cumbered by principles, he was as sim-
ple as a child in others. He had no
more self-consciousness than the child,
and in some ways no more prudence.
He was erratic enough when sober; but
when inebriated he was thoroughly un-
reliable.

Since their arrival in Vancouver he
had got into trouble several times, and
out of it by sheer luck. In Bill’s opin-
ion, playing him on form, he was about
due again.

Deciding against a third bottle of beer
as too much liquid ballast, Bill lighted
a fresh cigar and wandered forth aim-
lessly. Now and then he paused to in-
spect window displays. And thus, halt-
ing for an instant before a window of
an establishment devoted to the sale of
confectionery, he saw his partner within.

Dobbs was standing before the candy
counter, behind which, seemingly at his
behest, a young lady was filling a large
and ornamental box with large and orna-
mental candies.

Bill stared at this astonishing spec~
tacle. Dobbs was not a candy addict. It
may be true, as learned men allege, that
a craving for alcohol as contained in
sugar is at the bottom of the candy habit.
But Dobbs had always taken a shorter
and more direct route to satisfy his
alcoholic cravings. He had never turned
his body into a distillery, though he had
made manful attempts to turn the con-
tents of various distilleries into his body.
Why, then, was he buying candy? What
for? Or for whom? Bill did not like
the weather signals. They seemed to
portend storm.

Restraining an impulse to enter and
solve this mystery by direct question,
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he went on unseen. But he halted a few
yards down the street, and waited till
Dobbs emerged, a parcel under his arm.
Dobbs turned in the direction of their
hotel. Bill trailed him for a block and
then caught up. Dobbs’ face at sight
of his partner expressed no special pleas-
ure.

“Oh, hello, Bill,” he said.
just goin’ back to the hotel.”

Bill fell into step.

“What you got in that parcel ?”” he
asked casually.

“In the parcel?” Dobbs repeated.
“Oh, you mean in this parcel? Why, I
got a pair of shoes.”

Having seen what he had seen, Bill
knew that his partner was lying. Sus-
picion deepened.

“You got a new pair the other day.”

“What of it?”” Dobbs wanted to know.

“Well, you ain’t no centipede,” said
Bill.

“These city streets wear out your
moccasins mighty fast,” Dobbs ex-
plained plausibly. “And then, it’s good
to have a pair to change off with.”

Bill let it go at that for the moment.
In the privacy of their apartment which
they shared for purposes of mutual sup-
port in strange surroundings, Dobbs
poured himself a modest reviver from
an extensive stock, absorbed it with sat-
isfaction, lighted a venerable pipe, re-
moved the shoes he was wearing and
wriggled his toes in the larger freedom.
Bill took advantage of this opening.

“Goin’ to put on them new shoes?”’

“I'm goin’ to rest my feet. These
hard pavements is giving me ringbone
or something.

“Let’s have a look at the shoes.”

Dobbs shot him a glance of suspicion.

“What do you want to see ’em for?”

“T thought I might get a pair like ’em
if I liked ’em.” ]
. “Well, you wouldn’t like these,”
Dobbs assured him. “They ain’t the
kind you wear.”

“Let’s see ’em, anyway.”

“I was

“Come to think of it,” said Dobbs
with candor, “I dunno’s I'm goin’ to
keep ’em. They seemed to pinch me a
little bit, and I b’lieve I'll take ’em back.
No use unwrappin’ ’em.”

“You can do them up again.”

“Not neat. They might kick at ex-
changing.”

“Rats!” said Bill.
at them.”

Dobbs, aftér brief hesitation, com-
plied, with obvious reluctance. Slowly
he untied the parcel and removed the
wrapping. This revealed a highly pic-
torial box tied with bright ribbon. And
his start and exclamation of amazement
were of the highest order of art.

“Why, darn me!” he exclaimed, with
every evidence of lively astonishment.
“Them ain’t my shoes, at all! Them’s
candy!”

It would have deceived anybody but
his partner; and it might have fooled
Bill but for what he had seen.

“Funny, how shoes turn into candy,
ain’t it,” he observed with irony. “Just
like one of them old miracles.”

“By golly, I know how it must have
happened,” Dobbs explained ingenu-
ously. “I laid my shoes down on the
counter, and some feller. must have laid
this candy down alongside. Then I
picked up his parcel, and he picked up
mine. Simple, too. Might happen to
anybody.”

“Why, you darned old liar,” his part-
ner accused him, “you came out of a
candy store just befdre I caught up to
you.”

“S’pose 1 did?”

“Didn’t you buy this box of candy .
there ?”” Bill demanded.

“Me?” Dobbs exclaimed.
buy candy for?”

Bill shrugged.

“That’s what I'd like to know.”

“So’d 1,” Dobbs returned with grand
sincerity. “The idea of wme buyin’
candy!”

“Then what were you doin’ there?”

“Let’s have a look

“What'd I
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“l went in to get one of them ice-
cream sodys.”

Bill knew his partner for an able and
resourceful liar, hard to corner. At
times this ability approximated to ge-
nius. In the present case he had his
reasons for refusing to admit that he
had bought a box of expensive candies.
Therefore, he was up to something. Bill
did not think it advisable to tell his part-
ner all that he had seen. It would not
wring confession from him, however
much it might strain his ingenuity. Bill
used craft.

“Well, I feel like a feed of candy, and
I’ll eat some of this.”

“It'd spoil your appetite for dinner,”
Dobbs objected hastily.

“I can fix that with a couple of
drinks,” Bill met this objection with
antidotal wisdom.

Dobbs took high moral ground.

“And besides, it wouldn’t be right.
It ain’t our candy.”

“Some of it’ll be mine,” said Bill, and
reached for the box. Dobbs swiftly re-
moved it from the danger zone.

“No, it wouldn’t be right. It might
work'a hardship on the owner. Maybe
he bought it for his wife.”

“Candy like that!” Bill scoffed.

“Well, for his girl, then,” Dobbs ac-
cepted this reasonable amendment.
“What’s she goin’ to think when she
opens the other box and finds a pair
of number tens! She’d have a right to
claim he’d insulted her.” -

“She’ll open it, anyway.”

“Maybe the feller has found out his
mistake by now,” Dobbs suggested bril-
liantly. ‘“He may have brought my
shoes back and is looking for his candy.
So I'd better take it back to the store
right away.”

“I'll go with you.” Bill offered gener-
ously.

“You're tired, and you sit and rest,”
Dobbs returned, with unwonted consid-
eration. “I’ll be right back.”

Bill did not insist. But that settled

it. Dobbs wished to retain the candies
intact. He would cache the candy in
the check room, and go out and buy a
pair of shoes, to make his bluff good.
That was easy. But why should he
wish to conceal the fact that he had
bought candy?

Bill’s mind went back to an occasion
some years before, when, at a trading
post on the outskirts of civilization, he
had discovered his partner nicely illumi-
nated, squatting on the ground before
two squaws, to whom he was feeding
candy from;a wooden pail, inserting a
fresh piece in the mouth of each with
his own fingers as its predecessor gave
way before grinding and suction.

These saccharine attentions to the two
aboriginal ladies were entirely innocent.
Further, the proprieties were safe-
guarded by the presence of an interested
and applauding concourse, which in-
cluded the ladies’ husbands. The ex-
planation was very simple.

Dobbs, following a difference of opin-
ion with another gentleman as to the
capacity and staying powers- of the
aboriginal stomach, had bet twenty-five
dollars that two squaws of his nomina-
tion could and would consume the con-
tents of a twenty-pound pail of candy
in one hour, the loser to pay for the
candy.

And he had won his bet handily with
both ladies up and ten minutes to go.
After which, as a mark of appreciation,
he had treated them to candy, and had
dismissed them with his blessing and a
bottle of vinegar pickles.

But then, Dobbs’ purchase of sweets
and his conduct generally had been open
and aboveboard. And he had been
drunk like a man. Now it was differ-
ent. He was cold sober, and he was try-
ing to hide his trail.

Candy—this kind of candy—in Bill’s
mind, was associated with females; but
Dobbs was not. Dobbs—at least as he
himself stated, and so far as Bill knew
his past—was a hardened bachelor, wont
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to be cynical as to the alleged gentler
sex, full of wise saws and modern in-
stances touching their unreliability and
the dangers ‘attending' association with
them.

Not that Dobbs himself had not had
love affairs. These were related by him
when sufficiently inebriated for senti-
mental reminiscence; but they belonged
to a vanished epoch, that of his youth,
when, he admitted frankly, he had been
““a young hellion without no sense.” He
was wont to ascribe his immunity for
matrimony partly to sheer luck and
partly to a merciful Providence. In all
their years of association, Bill had not
known him to exhibit serious interest
m any woman. But now he was buy-
ing candy!

Bill reflected uneasily that since they
had come to Vancouver a species,of re-
juvenation had taken place in Dobbs.
He had spruced up wonderfully. He
had bought fine raiment; he was bar-
bered and even manicured; he had ex-
perimented with hair restorers, and as
the process of restoration had proved
slow he had bought a wig, around which
clustered incidents that are elsewhere
related.

It was a distinguished-looking wig, of
an iron-gray or Percheron shade. Bill
had withered it with scorn, but to no
avail. Dobbs clung to it. Sometimes he
wore it, and sometimes he did not, pro-
ducing an effect of dual personality. At
night he hung ‘it on the bedpost above
his head, whence it depended with the
effect of a bird’s nest partially dislodged
from its limb. But for some days now
Dobbs had been wearing this wig
steadily.

All these things, possibly innocent.one
by one, taken together gave Bill uneasi-
ness. They pointed to a perilous reju-
venation. Perhaps Dobbs had arrived
at the dangerous age, at which even
men of exemplary lives, husbands and
fathers in Israel, sometimes make fools
of themselves.

When Dobbs returned, he had a
parcel under his arm.

“I had luck,” he announced ingenu-
ously. “The feller had just brought
back my shoes, like I thought he might.”
In proof of veracity he exhibited a pair
of tan shoes of good quality. “It was
his girl’s birthday, and he’d blew himsel f
to that candy. He was glad to get it
back. He said he’d have got in bad
if he’d showed up without it.”

“He wants to look out he don’t get in
worse,” Bill suggested darkly. “First
thing he knows, she’ll make him marry
her.”

Dobbs looked thoughtful for a mo-
ment.

“A man don’t have to marry a woman

just because he gives her candy. I've’
gave lots of women candy.”
“Squaws,” said Bill. ‘“Mary Flat

Duck, and Susie—what—whatever her
name was.”

“I don’t mean them two. I mean
girls, when I was a young feller,” Dobbs
told him.

“It’s a wonder you remember that far
back,” said Bill. =

“A man is only as old as he feels, like
Solomon said,” Dobbs returned jaun-
tily. “The way I feel, I'm just in my
prime.” .

“Quit kiddin’ yourself,” Bill advised.
“I’ll bet them old girls of yours are
gran’mas now.”

“That ain’t my fault,” Dobbs re-
turned. “And anyway, they married
young back where I was raised. Since
we’ve struck this town and been able
to get white man’s grub and licker I'm
feelin’ a lot younger—Ilimber and spry,
and diff’rent every way.”

“You're actin’ diff’rent, too,” said Bill
with meaning.

“That shows,” Dobbs returned with
satisfaction, ‘“‘there’s great stuff in us
Dobbses, give us a chance. Of course,
my dad was cut off sudden at eighty-
four, breakin’ in a team of colts; but my
gran’dad was ninety-two when he was
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taken. At that, it was a Jersey bull took
him. I wouldn’t wonder if I'd live to be
a hundred or so.”

“You won’t have to live so darn much
longer, either,” Bill commented.

“If you feel as good as me when
you're ten -years younger'n what I am
now, you’ll be lucky,” Dobbs retorted.
“Let’s have a drink and go somewhere
to eat.”

“Keep on drinkin’, and you won’t see
no hundred,” Bill warned.

“But I'll see a lot of other things,”
Dobbs returned optimistically. “This
stuff about licker hurtin’ you is ign’rant
temp rance superstition Accordin’ to
science, the main thing is to be reg’lar
in your habits and not to worry. A

drink taken reg’lar keeps you from wor-
t] ”

Havmg applled this scientific prin-
ciple, they made an excellent meil, fol-
lowed by a satisfactory smoke. Then
Dobbs exhibited symptoms of uneasi-
ness.

“Well, I'm goin’ out.
feller I'd meet him.”

Ordinarily, he would have included
his partner in his plans for the evening,
It was plain to the latter that his com-
pany was not desired. Dobbs proceeded
to don a fresh collar and a new tie, and
.to take pains with the adjustment of
his wig. Bill watched these prepara-
tions sourly.

“Sprinkle some scent onto you, too,
why don’t you?” he suggested, with
heavy irony.

“I don’t like it,” Dobbs returned.
smell all right the way I am.”

“You smell,” said Bill, “like a distil-
lery.”

“How do you know?” Dobbs asked.
Which made honors even, Providence
having arranged that a man who has
had even one drink may not detect the
aroma of alcohol on his fellow. And
having completed his sartorial arrange-
ments to his liking, he went forth, leav-
ing his partner flat.

I promised a

“I

AND ‘4 WIDOW 7

CHAPTER II.
LADIES LIKE CANDY.

BILL was lonely. If he had been in

a camp in the hills a hundred miles
from any human being, with the hoot-
ing of a night-hunting horned owl and
the belly-pinched complaints of coyotes
blending with the steady roar of a gla-
cier-fed mountain stream in his ears, he
would have been quite contented with
his own society; but with the racket of
motor cars and trolleys and the cease-
less murmur of the night life of a city
rising from the streets, he felt utterly
alone and out of it.

In all Vancouver there was no hu-
man being on whom he might call for
companionship. In these days there
were not even sympathetic bartenders
with whom the lonesome stranger might
converse. Of course, there were plenty
of bootleg joints and night clubs, but
that evening they did not attract him.
They had not the easy camaraderie of
the old-time bar.

He lighted a cigar and wandered forth
disconsolately. Emerging from the ho-
tel he made his way down street, a lone
fish in a swimming school composed in
his opinion of suckers and sharks in
about equal proportions. Bill had a
profound contempt for and distrust of
the city dweller. His suspicions were
those of the range animal rounded up
and corralled. Internally longing for
companionship, he would have repelled
it if offered, save bv one of his own
kind, with suspicion of ulterior motive.

He found himself in front of a movie
house which that evening offered for
the entertainment of a discriminating
public a film drama of the North as it
is understood in Hollywood. The se-
lected decoy pictures decorating the
foyer depicted a young gentleman, in
costumes ranging from furs to evening
clothes, engaged in defending or kissing
a young lady who seemed to approve
both processes.
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Bill halted and scrutinized with a pro-
fessional eye a depiction of a frontier
rough-house wherein lumberjacks, trap-
pers, miners, Indians and other tough
birds mixed it bravely. In details of
scenery, costume, personnel and action
it differed from all rough-houses in his
extensive experience. It intrigued Bill,
and he went in to see how they got that
way. ,

The opening scene of the drama filled
him with forebodings, which were amply
justified as it progressed. Wijth toler-
ant pity he witnessed the preparation of
a night camp by a bearded old trapper
who seemed to have learned the art in a
girls’ school; viewed the construction
of a pack and the loading and handling
of a canoe with amazement; saw gentle-
men cocooned in furs as for a cold
sleigh drive start thus clad on a long
snowshoe trip; and generally witnessed
an alleged representation of life in the
northern wilderness for home consump-
tion in Alabama. When in due course
the rough-house came along, he found
its technic faulty; like unto none of a
score of merry mix-ups in which he had
played prominent if unpopular parts.

Bill snorted in scorn. The red-
blooded novelist, plus the scenario
writer, had created a North of their own.
His attention wandered from the screen.
And then he became conscious that a
couple of rows in front of him was a
masculine head in somewhat close prox-
imity to another head obviously belong-
ing to a member of the opposite sex.
The latter did not interest Bill; but the
former, in its distinguished ’iron-gray
hirsute perfection, seemed oddly famil-
iar, even in the semidarkness.

Bill craned sidewise for a better look.
And that settled it. The distinguished-
looking head of hair topped the bald
cranium of Dobbs. The old hellion was
with a woman at a movie!

Bill craned again, this time to sur-
vey his partner’s companion. He
could see little but the back of her head

and the curve of her cheek. She was no
flapper, but she seemed to have it on
Dobbs in the matter of years by twenty-
five, at least. :

Having ascertained this much, Bill
ceased to regard the screen and gave
gloomy attention to the human element.
Dobbs and his lady friend seemed not
unduly interested in the play. And just
then Bill saw against the screen the
shadowy hand of his partner rise, hold-
ing a small, dark object in its fingers,
which he advanced toward his compan-
ion’s lips. These opened to receive it.
History, say learned men, repeats itself.
Dobbs was feeding the lady candy!

As the film drama gave signs of
reaching its happy ending, Bill arose
dazedly and withdrew. When he
reached his room he took a stiff drink
to neutralize shock, and grimly awaited
his partner’s return.

To Bill the outlook was cloudy. That
this woman was a gold digger went with-
out saying. But Dobbs was under the
delusion that he still possessed a strong
attraction for the ladies, and there was
no fool like an old fool. Knowing his
partner’s methods, Bill had no doubt that
he had represented himself as a wealthy
mining man. Given this combination,
anything might happen, It was a muddy
crossing. Dobbs was a brand to be
snatched from the burning.

When the brand came in, his bearing
was jaunty. He was even humming
what was obviously intended for a tune.
With an airy greeting, he removed his
outer garments, hung his wig on the bed-
post, rubbed his bare poll in relief, and,
attired in a union suit of cerulean hue,
lighted his pipe and stretched himself at
ease.

“By golly, it’'s good to get peeled
down,” he approved this general result.

“Well, you’re peeled,” Bill com-
mented morosely. “Scalped, too. It’s
a pity you ain’t got a glass eye or a
wooden leg to take off. Then you might
feel real free and unbelted.”



A SILVER MINE

Dobbs disregarded this persiflage.

“What you been doin’ this evenin’?”
he asked.

“Went to a movie.”

“Good show?”

“Rotten. And,” Bill added, taking
advantage of this opening, “there was a
couple in front of me carrying on scan-
d’lous.”

“Ought to have been put out,” Dobbs
commented virtuously.

“They ought to have been run in,” Bill
amended.

“What were they doin’ ?”” Dobbs asked
with interest.

“The feller was feedin’ the woman
candy,” Bill replied.

Dobbs, who was drawing placidly on
his pipe, suddenly exhibited symptoms
of smoke strangulation.

- His partner eyed him coldly

“Yes, sir,” he’asseverated, ‘“he was
feedin’ her candy. Shovin’ it into her
face like an old bird with a worm. Right
in public. What do you think of that,
now ?”’

“Why—uh”—Dobbs seemed to have
difficulty in formulating his thought,
whatever it was—“it’s pretty dark in a
movie house. Maybe you’re mistaken.”

“Not a chance,” Bill affirmed.

“Oh, well,” Dobbs suggested, with
large tolerance, “boys will be boys.”

“Boys—blazes!” Bill snorted. “This
bird was old enough to be a gran’pa.
Wearin’ a wig. And what,” he now de-
manded in direct accusation, “have you
got to say for yourself:”

Many a man, nervous and shaky be-
fore the event, is cool enough in the
crisis itself. Thus up against the iron,
Dobbs recovered poise.

“She’s a darn’ good-lookin’ woman,
ain’t she?”” he said, with brazen satisfac-
tion.

“Is she?”

“You betcha.
too.”

“If she’s a lady, what’s she doin’ with
you?” Bill asked.

And she’s a real lady,
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“You’re insultin his partner re-
turned, with hauteur.

“I ain’t started yet,” said Bill. “A
lady! Would a lady let you ram candy
down her face like a squaw?”’

“Ladies like candy,” Dobbs returned,
with comfortable conviction. “You
don’t know much about women, Bill.”

“I don't, hey!” said Bill, who at.least
possessed experience which should have
made for knowledge.

“Not a thing,” said Dobbs, “if you
think there’s much diff’rence between
women and squaws. All women is
squaws at heart. They may make a
bluff at bein’ diff’rent, but' when it comes
to bettin’ the hand, they know it’s weak.
They know that a man outholds 'em. So
all a man has to do is to play his own
hand like he has ’em, and they won't
call. You act like a buck, and nine out
of ten women will act like squaws.
Providence fixed it that way.” :

Bill refused to debate the obvious
wisdom of this alleged providential ar-
rangement.

“All right,” he said. “A squaw may
slam a knife into you; but a white
woman will roll you. And you want to
remember it.”

“The kind you know will,” Dobbs re-
torted; “but I'm tellin’ you this is a
lady.”

“Yeh, you're tellin’ me,” said Bill.
“But you don’t tell me where you picked
her up.”

“I don’t like that there expression,
‘pick up,”” said Dobbs. “It ain’t re-
fined.”

“Are you?” said Bill. “As much as
a hear. Where did you run into this
dame?” s

“I met her all proper at a dance.”

“She goes to places like that, does
she?”’ .

“It wasn’t that sort of a dance,”
Dobbs returned, with dignity.

“If it wasn’t, how did you get in?”

“I can go to places that ain’t rough
when I get away from you,” Dobbs re-
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torted. “This dance was all tony and
refined. Society folks go there. A pro-
fessor runs it.”

“What kind of a professor?”

“Dancin’ professor. = They
dancin’ there.”

“Are you tellin’ me,” Bill demanded
in amazement, “that you’re takin’ dancin’
lessons ?”

“Well, I’'m sorter brushin’ up a little,”
Dobbs admitted modestly. “I like to be
up to date, and dancin’ has changed a
lot lately. It ain’t near as stand-off a
proposition as it used to be. You get
closer to your work. And I like it bet-
ter.”

“And this dame was brushin’ up, too,
was she?” his partner snorted.

“That’s it,” Dobbs nodded. “We got
introduced, and we danced together.
That was how it started.”

“How what started?”’ Bill demanded,
startled.

“Oh, nothin’,” Dobbs replied airily.
“I mean, that’s how we went and got
acquainted.”

“What’s her name, and who is she?”

“Her name is Mrs. Tolliver.”

“Where’s her husband?”

“That’s sorter hard to say,” Dobbs re-
plied, shaking his head. ‘She’s a wid-
der.” '

“Grass or sod?” Bill queried.

“Sod. Something fetched Tolliver off
his limb a year or so ago.” '

“So now she’s takin’ dancin’ lessons !”

“Well, why not?” Dobbs demanded
impatiently. “You wouldn’t expect her
to shut herself up, would you? It’s hard
enough to be a young good-lookin’
woman, left alone with a lot of responsi-
bilities.”

“Why don’t she look after them in-
stead of runnin’ around to dances?”
Bill commented severely “How old are
they ?”

“I don’t mean kids,” Dobbs explained.
“l mean property. She comes from
Californy, and she has a lot of it back
there. I've often thought,” he added

teach
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meditatively, “that I'd like to live in
Californy.”

“What!” his partner exclaimed.

“It’s a nice climate,” said Dobbs, re-
fusing to meet his eye.

“Look a here, you old stiff,” Bill ex-
claimed, “you don’t mean to tell me
you’re thinkin’ of marryin’ this
woman ?

“Well, I dunno’s I'm exactly thinkin’
of it,” Dobbs replied. “I ain’t made up
my mind yet. Of course, I like my
freedom; but maybe it’s time I settled
down.”

“You’d better get religion, too!” his
partner commented, with withering
irony.

“I might, later,” Dobbs returned. “I
was brung up in a religious home, so I
can pick it up again easy any time I
need it. But there’s no hurry.”

“Lightnin’ will hit you some day,” the
scandalized Bill predicted. “Who told
you this dame had property in Cali-
forny?”

“She did.”

“Uh-huh! And what did you tell her
about yourself ?”

“Nothin’ much.”

“You’re a liar,” said Bill. “I know
your system You told her you were
a big minin’ man, didn’t you?’ -

“Well, I said I had int’rests.”

“And there you are,” said Bill. “She’s
out to trim you. I know that kind.”

“And you sure ought to,” was Dobbs’
acid comment. “F’r instance, you knew
a whole lot about them two society girls
that claimed they was out slummin’ with
their shofer. And they took you for a
ride in a stolen car, and slipped you
some dope in a shot of hooch, and you
woke up in the mornin’ out under heaven
in a vacant lot. Oh, yes, you’re wise,
all right.”

Bill flushed. The episode thus bru-
tally outlined was painful to recall.

“I was drunk, anyway,” he submitted
in defense. “And those girls didn’t fool
me for a minute, only for the hocused
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drink. But you ain’t drunk; you're just
foolish. And the gall of you,” he went
on, with justifiable indignation, “to think
that a young, good-lookin’ woman with
property—takin’ your say-so for it—
would marry a ringboned, spavined,
busted-up, wigwearin’, old mountain rat
like you! Why, darn you, she wouldn’t
look twice at you, except that she thinks
she can nick your roll!”

“Is that so!” Dobbs snorted, deeply
stung by this intimate personal descrip-
tion. “If you think it’s only big rough-
necks, with heads of hair growin’ on
solid bone, that make a hit with women,
you got another guess comin’. ILemme
tell you, brains and manners count with
women.”

the bait been any other claim on earth.
The story of that has been related. Its
bearing on the present situation was
that the partners were in possession of
a duly executed transfer purporting to
convey to them this very claim, for a
stated consideration of five thousand
dollars. Dobbs, with an exhibition of
manual dexterity highly creditable, had
“pinched” this transfer in the confusion
attendant upon the failure of the confi-
dence game aforesaid, and now held it.
As it was unlikely that it would be dis-
puted by anybody, it constituted good
prima-facie evidence of title.

In that respect it was so good that
Dobbs, taking a leaf out of the con
men’s book, had endeavored to sell the

“And where do you win if they do?- claim to a trustful stranger—who un-

his partner demanded.

“That’s all right,” Dobbs returned.
with dignity. “I’ve forgot more about
women than you ever knew.
goin’ around with gals before you were
born.”

“About forty years before,” his part-
ner suggested.

“You’re a liar!” Dobbs retorted, with
heat. “To hear you talk, you'd think I
was a sort of Methusalem.” '

“You might be his uncle,” said Bill.
“You old stiffs ain’t got no sense.
You’ve been puttin’ it up to this dame
that you’re worth a million or so. I’ll
bet you told her you owned the Premier
Mine, and half the Sullivan.”

“Well, you got to put up a front,”
Dobbs defended his alleged flights of
fancy. “She has valuable Californy
properties. And I thought if she had
money lookin’ for investment, I might
sell her The Dog; so I ain’t as crazy as
you think.”

Now The Dog, alluded to before,
was the mineral claim which the part-
ners had been glad to sell for five hun-
dred dollars. Subsequent to their ar-
rival in Vancouver, it had figured in a
confidence game of which they were to
be the victims, and might have been had

I was-

fortunately turned out to be a detective.
This well-meaning effort had resulted in
a visit to police headquarters, on a
charge of attempting a confidence game.
The charge had broken down in face of
evidence of genuine ownership; but
they had been warned to go easy in the
future as to their selling methods. This
admonition had slid off Dobbs as water
from a duck; but it had made Bill a
trifle gun shy.

“Have you forgot what that guy at
police headquarters told us?” he now
demanded.

“Talkin’ through his hat,” Dobbs re-
turned scornfully. “He owned up we
had a right to sell any claim we had.
And The Dog is ours. We got the
papers to prove it.”

Bill took moral ground.

“Do you mean to tell me you'd sell
that hole in the ground to a widow?”
he demanded. For The Dog was high
in the hills, remote from everybody and
everything, and the sole development on
it was their original prospect hole.

“Why not?” Dobbs returned.

“Why, darn it, because she’s a
widow !” Bill protested.

“There’s a lot of sympathy wasted on
widows,” said Dobbs. “Most of them
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are in luck, if they only knew it. And
about sellin’ her this claim, you can’t
tell. It might make her a million. And
all I was goin’ to ask her for it was ten
thousand.”

“All!” Bill snorted.

“Every last darned cent!” his partner
returned magnanimously. “If a claim’s
worth anything at all, it’s worth that.”

“And we were glad to sell it for five
hundred not two months ago,” Bill
pointed out.

“That was our innocence,” Dobbs as-
serted. “We was simple, trustin’ pros-
pectors, and we got stung. We'd ought
to have had more. This is the way to
get it.”

“I don’t stand for sellin’ The Dog to
no widow,” Bill announced. “You talk
about marryin’ this one and settlin’
down! And you’d sell her a hole in the
ground, forty miles from anywhere, so
high up them angels has got to zoom to
clear it with their wings, under snow
most of the year, with no buildin’s and
no trails, and no timber and no nothin’!
Ain’t you got no conscience at all?”

“Too much conscience is as bad as a
weak stomach,” Dobbs returned. “I got
all I can get along with, and sometimes
more. But you don’t savvy the play,
Bill. Now look a here. If she can put
up ten thousand, cash, it’'d be a good
sign, wouldn’t it?”

“What d’yee mean—a good sign?”

“Well,” Dobbs explained modestly,
“it’d help me to decide how my affec-
tions was. And then if I married her,
The Dog’d be in the fam’ly, sort of.
So she couldn’t lose.”

Bill gaped at his partner.

“Do you mean to tell me you’d marry
this dame if she can show ten thousand
bucks?”

“Well, not just one ten thousand,”
Dobbs returned frankly. “It wouldn’t
be enough. I ain’t that merc’nary.”

“By gosh,” Bill stated with convic-
tion, “you ain’t got no more principle
than a wolverine.”

“How much you got yourself?”
Dobbs demanded, with some asperity
and equal justice.

“If I ain’t got none, I got double
what you have,” Bill retorted. “If ever
there was a mean old rooster! And also
one prize darn fool. Why, you old stiff,
if you had the sense of a goslin’, you
know that dame is out to trim you—and
if she does, you deserve it. But all the
same I ain’t goin’ to see you rolled.”

“I can look after my stack,” Dobbs
stated, with confidence. “I was born in
a fox country.” -

“The last time I heard you brag how
wise you were,” said Bill, “you went out
right after, and dropped close to four-
teen hundred in one afternoon and night
on ponies and poker.”

“You can’t win all the time,” Dobbs
defended this depletion of his exchequer.
“I'd have got it back the next day on
a seven-to-one swamp rabbit runnin’ on
a muddy track—only you wouldn’t sign
no check for bettin’ money.”

The reference was to a prudent ar-
rangement insisted upon by Bill, where-
by their capital had been deposited in a
bank, whence it was withdrawable only
by their joint check. This excellent ar-
rangement still subsjsted.

“I kept you from going broke,” Bill
returned. “Only for me, you'd have
blown your whole stake goin’ against
brace games.”

“I could have framed one myself,”
Dobbs pointed out sadly.

“Forget it!” Bill scoffed. “You
had a streak of crazy luck, and it quit
you. This town’s too crooked for you,
and you want to remember it.”

“The town may be some crooked,”
was Dobbs’ reluctant tribute, ‘“but all
the same I win about seven thousand in
her. And before I quit I’ll run it up to
seventy. Or more. All I want is the
chance. When it comes to bein’ crooked,
they got nothing on me. I'll frame
something, and I'll clean ’em like a dog
licks a skillet.”
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“You don’t get no money to gamble
on from me.”

“I ain’t asked you yet. Maybe I'll get
it somewhere else.

“Where?” Bill wanted to know.

“From my wife—if things break
right,” said Dobbs beatifically. “Good
night, Bill, and pleasant dreams.”

Bill’s response to this kindly wish,
albeit couched in phrase distinctly per-
sonal, was balm to Dobbs’ soul. He
grinned in the darkness which followed
a sudden throw of the switch. It was
not so often that he got Bill's goat.
More often, Bill got his. When the
process was reversed he was especially
pleased. Relinquishing his pipe with re-
gret, since smoking in the dark lacks
piquancy, he parked it on a chair by
his bedside conveniently against his
awakening, and passed into innocent
slumber.

CHAPTER III.

DOBBS’ NEW IDEA.

THERE is a hoary tale to the effect

that an old prospector, noted on
earth for mendacious statements, some-
how reached heaven, and there from
force of earthly habit started a rumor
of a phenomenally rich gold strike in the
nether regions. In a twinkling heaven
was cleared of such prospectors as had
attained thereto; and last of all the
originator of the rumor himself joined
the stampede, on the theory that, after
all, there might be something in it.

Old Sam Dobbs was a remarkable liar
when sober, and rather better when
drunk. At the right stage of inebriety
his flights of fancy occasionally had ap-
proached genius. There had been occa-
sions when he had been so good that
he almost believed himself. And there
was this about it, that his best efforts
were entirely impromptu. To jadopt
ring phraseology, he could start a fic-
tional punch from any position, without
telegraphing it.

In the present case, what he had told
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his partner concerning the lady from
California had a very limited basis in
fact to support' the structure he had
reared thereon. That is, he had met her
much as he had stated, had learned that
she hailed from the Golden State, and
was more or less happily widowed ; and
that was really all he knew about her.
Some casual remarks she had let fall
might justify the inference that she pos-
sessed a share of worldly gear; but he
had no definite information as to that.
Before his partner’s personal remarks
had seemed to constitute a challenge to
turn his fancy loose, he had never
thought of matrimony, nor of selling her

The Dog.
At an early hour he awoke from an
untroubled sleep, and immediately

reached for his pipe, lighted it, and
grunted with satisfaction as he drew the
invigorating smoke of the “heel” into
his lungs. He lay smoking happily,
mentally contrasting this pleasant awak-
ening with those of years of casual
camps, when he had thrown off a ragged
blanket and risen stiffly in the chill
dawns, shiveringly to kindle a fire, bolt
a hasty meal of flapjacks and fat pork,
and hit an ungodly trail again. No
more of that life for him, if he knew it.
Them days, in classic phrase, were gone
forever.

Lying smoking in solid comfort, he
reviewed his highly imaginative effort
of the night before, and—here the anal-
ogy to the heavenly prospector comes in
—he began to wonder if there might not
be something in it.

A peculiarity of mankind is the domi-
nance of any one angle of mental vision,
and the large blind spots produced
thereby. Change the angle a trifle, and
the whole view becomes different. What
was obscure may be clear; that which
seemed trifling may suddenly loom as
important. With a new idea things take
on new values.

This was what happened to old Sam
Dobbs; for as he la"y smoking he chanced
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to recall certain references the lady had
made, unheeded by him at the time, to
the remarlsble development of--Cali-
fornia and the increase of real-estate
values, due among other causes to recent
oil discoveries. She had cited the case
of a woman who had bought a few acres
of land for a song, which were now
worth as much as all the songs of the
late Mr. Caruso.

He had thought nothing of it at the
time. But now, because he had lied
merrily to his partner, he got a new
angle of vision. Was it possible that
this case was the lady’s own? She had
been reticent ; but this very reticence now
intrigued Dobbs. Solid people didn’t
brag of their possessions. They didn’t
need to. Indeed, prudence counseled
otherwise. He recalled other stray re-
marks. Was it pgssible that he had been
entertaining unaware a widowed finan-
cial angel?

The more he thought of it, the more
the possibilities seemed to go more than
colors to the pan, to contain at least a
few grains of fine gold. At the very
least, it was worth looking into. He
made up his mind to find out all he could
without delay. What bearing, if any,
this might have on his future relation
to the lady, he left open, to be decided
later.

Dobbs, as has been said, was a hard-
ened bachelor. Marriage in his own
case he had long ceased to regard as a
possibility; but then, he had never con-
sidered the possibility of a helpmate with
money. When Captain Cuttle uttered
his celebrated dictum to the effect that
the bearings of an observation depend
upon its application, he said what is
popularly termed a mouthful.

. Dobbs was a gay old bird, still capable
of flapping a strong wing in breezes of
ladies’ favors, which now unfortunately
seldom blew. As to the ladies, like many
gentlemen of mature years, he now pre-
ferred ’em in their twenties. He re-
garded the example of King David, who,

according to unimpeachable authority,
took a young wife in his declining years,
as constituting an excellent and authori-
tative precedent, if one were required.

The widow, though undoubtedly out
of the twenties, was a pleasant compan-
ion. For one thing, she made no tact-
less references to disparity in age, such
as younger and more frivolous females
had had the bad taste to indulge in, even
when eating and drinking at his expense.

At any rate, having made the bluft
to his partner, he would keep it up.
He would keep Bill guessing.

At this point in Dobbs’ construction
of air castles, Bill awoke; and, as his
cheery morning greeting took the form
of a hearty curse directed at jthe uni-
verse in general, Dobbs recognized that
metaphorically his partner was getting
out of bed on the wrong side.

Bill possessed an uncertain temper,
apt to explode at trifles, or, indeed, for
no obvious reason at all. On the other
hand, serious matters, crises, threatened
disasters found him and left him coldly
calm—an illogical combination by no
fneans unusual in man, the logical. Oc-
casionally, he acquired a grouch while he
slept, and woke with it fully developed.
This seemed to be one of the occasions.

“Good moryging, Bill. Fine morning,”
Dobbs offered brightly, in an endeavor
to check the rising tide—which was as
successful as the fabled attempt of King
Canute, Bill scowled at the sunshine
which dared to invade his lair.

“The hell it is!” he observed, in tones
of deep, personal injury, and looked

“around for something more tangible than

the sunshine on which to fasten a tem-
porary inward resentment against all
created things. He found it in the an-
cient brier which fumed between his
partner’s lips. “What the devil are you
smokin’ that dash asterisk pipe in here
before breakfast for?”’ he demanded, in
effect.

Dobbs was surprised and pained at
this unexpected and unkind reference



A SILVER MINE AND A WIDOW, 15

to his faithful companion and fount of
solace. Never before had Bill com-
plained of his early-morning habits.

“You smoke before breakfast your-
self—when you don’t chaw,” he re-
minded him.

“I don’t smoke a pipe like that,” Bill
returned. “The smell of it’d empty an
Injun tepee.”

“This pipe’s as sweet as a nut,” Dobbs
maintained. “Take a draw of her, and
see.”

“It is, if a bum egg is,” Bill growled.
“*‘Take a draw of her!” Think I want
to poison myself? It’s a'wonder it don’t
gas you and kill you. Ain’t you got no
nose, at all?”

“What nose I got, I keep out of other
folks’ business, anyway,” Dobbs re-
torted, abandoning the defensive as use-
less. “You never kicked about this pipe
before, and I've smoked her for years.
Also, I'll keep on, and if you don’t like
it, you can move. You got a grouch,
that’s all. Take a drink, and run some
water onto your hide, and forget it.”

Bill’s acknowledgment of this excel-
lent advice was forceful rather than
grateful. Nevertheless, he complied
with the first two suggestions. Rela-
tions were still slightly strained as they
descended to breakfast.

Dobbs ordered grapefruit. When it
arrived, he scrutinized it critically.

“What kinda grapefruit is this,
waiter?”’

“Florida grapefruit, sir.”

“Take it away,” Dobbs commanded,
“and bring me Californy. And in the
future no other kind.”

“The Florida fruit is considered su-
perior, sir,” the servitor ventured.

“By the lovely!” Dobbs roared for-
midably. “Are you tryin’ to tell me
what I want to eat?”

Bill eyed his partner as the waiter
retired in disorder.

“Gettin’ partic’lar, ain’t you?”

“] want what I want,” Dobbs stated
succinctly. “Also, I git it.”

“A month ago you didn’t know what
a grapefruit was.”

“Like blazes I didn’t!” Dobbs snorted.

“The first time you ordered them, you
asked for a big bunch of them,” Bill re-
minded him. “When the waiter brought
you a whole one, you claimed it wasn't
what you ordered. And you kicked be-
cause it wasn’t sweet.”

“That waiter was too fresh, and I
was just kiddin’ him,” Dobbs stated re-
sourcefully.

“What did you send back this Florida
fruit for?” s

“Well, T might as well get used to
eatin’ the Californy kind,” Dobbs told
him, with an attempt at coyness.

“Look a here, you old stiff,” said Bill.
“How much were you lyin’ to me last
night. I know you were lyin’, but how
much?”

“Lyin’!” Dobbs exclaimed, in accents
of deep injury. “Me? You’remy part-
ner, Bill, and I wouldn’t—"

“Cut it out!” Bill rasped. “Don’t T
know you? You lied about that candy,
and about them shoes, and you tried to
lie about bein’ at that movie. You've got
so’s you can’t tell the truth except by
accident, and you don’t have many acci-
dents. I believe you lie to yourself
Now, you tell me—is this dame a biscui*
shooter or a manicure, or what?”

“Nothin’ of the sort,” Dobbs denied,
with dignity.

“Has she got any money out of you
yet?”

“Course not. She don’t need to.
Don’t I tell you—"

“Well, she will,” Bill prophesied, un-
heeding. “Old stiffs like you are easy.
She’s stringin’ you like a fish. You
watch your step. I'm tellin’ you.”

“Nobody can work them tricks on
me,” Dobbs scoffed. ‘“And, anyway, she
ain’t that kind.”

“They never are—tll they spring it
on you,” Bill said cynically. He para-
phrased the dictum of the late Mr. Fitz-
simmons. ‘“The older they are, the

!
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harder they fall. Go to it. But don’t
say I didn’t warn you.”

“I won't,” Dobbs assured him, with
pretended gratitude. “It’s mighty kind
of you to wise me up to women, Bill
And I'll try not to lap up no doped
hooch, and not wake up in the mornin’
lyin’ out on ash heaps alongside total
strangers and dead cats. Is there any
other pointers you’d like to give me?”

The additional pointers this reference
called forth from the indignant Bill
dealt with his partner’s future, both
mundane and eternal. Dobbs ignored
their personal nature.

“It’"d be a darned sight better for
you,” he said virtuously, “if you'd quit
your drinkin’ and gamblin’ around in
dives with strangers, and try to live a
decent, respectable life, like me.”

“When do you start it?”’ Bill asked.

“I ain’t been drunk-—that is, to speak
of—for near a month,” Dobbs stated,
with modest pride.

“That means you're due,” Bill told
him.

“No, I ain’t,” Dobbs retorted.
“Course, I expect to take a few drinks
every day, like before meals and when
I feel like ’em. But T ain’t goin’ to get
drunk. TI've cut that out.”

“There’s two times you pull that
stuff,” his partner told him from long
experience. “One is just before you
go on a bat, and the other is when you’re
gettin’ over one.
sprung it when we come in from about
six months up the Dease. And inside a
week you had me barred out of our
shack ; and when I bust in the door, you
were in a corner tryin’ to stand off pink
rats with a pick handle.”

Dobbs did not deny this impeachment.
He regarded the bygone temporary hal-
lucination, thus succinctly outlined,
merely as an interesting episode in a
full life. As an experience, he consid-
ered it educative. Its only drawback in
retrospect was that it seemed to consti-
tute a reflection on his capacity, of which

I remember once you

he was pardonably proud. He was of
opinion that on that occasion he had not
been at the top of his form.

“It was awful hooch I went up against
that time,” he admitted. ‘“But all the
same, if my stummick had been right,
I wouldn’t have been overrun by them
colored rodents. Anyway, it learned me
a good lesson.”

“That you can’t kill them kind of rats
with a pick handle?” Bill suggested.

“Well, I guess you can’t,” his part-
ner conceded. ‘“You've just got to let
’em fade out. But I mean it learned me
it’s bad for the stummick to go six
months without a drink. Since then I've
been more careful of it.”

“T’ll say you have,” Bill concurred.
“It must be pickled good by this time.
And so you will be before long.”

“No, I won’t,”” Dobbs affirmed, with
confidence.

“How do you know you won’t?”

“I guess maybe it’s woman’s influ-
ence,” Dobbs stated reverently. “A
woman’s influence is a great thing, Bill.
You ought to try it. It sort of stiffens
a man against temptation.”

“And it sends some old stiffs bug-
house, if you ask me,” Bill amended
scornfully. “Woman’s influence—huh!
Half the time they drive a man to
drink.” :

“That’s when you're married to 'em,”
Dobbs qualified. “I’'m speakin’ of be-
fore. Why, a girl got me to sign the
pledge once, when I was a young feller.”

“You told me about that,” said Bill.
“You'd got throwed out of the bar the
night before, and it made you sore at
the liquor business. That was why you
signed. And at that, you didn’t stay
with it. Where was this woman’s influ-
ence you talk about?” '

“Well, I'll tell you,” Dobbs explained.
“When she landed me with this pledge,
she said for me to come to her any time
I felt the mad cravin’ for licker, and -
she’d help me to stand off the Demon
Rum. So her and me stood him off the
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next night mighty successful, till her old
man hollered down to ask if that young
squirt—meanin’ me—had brought his
blankets. He was a rough-tongued old
rooster. So to play it safe I stayed away
for sev’ral nights. But the next eve-
nin’ I dropped around, darned if she
hadn’t signed up another young drunk-
ard, and he’d come for help, too. Split
two ways like that, her influence wasn'’t
long enough to go round. But till she
overplayed her hand it was all right.
She was a Meth'dist. Did you ever go
around with a Meth'dist girl, Bill?”

“What’s the difference?” Bill coun-
tered.

Dobbs shook his head sadly.

“I guess it's a matter of taste, like
whisky. Most of it's good, but some
brands hit you a little better and seem
to have more kick, that’s all.”

“Is this darn widow of yours a Meth’-
dist?”” Bill queried.

“By gum, she may be " Dobbs replied.
“That may account for it.”

“For what?” Bill asked.

“For how we took to each other on
sight,” Dobbs explained. “Us Meth'-
dists »?

“You got your gall,” Bill interrupted,
“claimin’ to be a Meth'dist—or anything
else.”

“I was brung up a Meth'dist,” Dobbs
stated, with pride.

“They'd hate to hear it,” his partner
commented.

“Well, you got to be somethin’,”
Dobbs put forward defensively.

“I ain’t,” said the unregenerate Bill.
“I ain’t nothin’.”

“You're a scoffer,” his partner told
him; “and that’s a damm sight worse than
nothin’, as you’ll find out on the last
day.”

“At that,” said Bill, “I’ll take a chance
on gettin’ as good or a better break than
you.”

“I don’t want you nowheres around
me when that day comes,” Dobbs re-
torted. “I hate to lay down on a part-
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ner, but that’s one time when every gent
paddles his own canoe. You bet, when
I pull for the shinin’ shore, I ain’t goin’
to be swamped by your load of sin.”

“You'll be loaded below the gunwales
with your own,” Bill predicted. “The
longer you live the worse you get. And
the latest is tryin’ to skin widows with
minin’ claims. I wouldn’t stand for
that if she was a genuine box-and-sod
widow. But she ain’t. She’s a gold
digger, that’s what !”

“You don’t know a darn thing about
her,” Dobbs pointed out. “Where do
you get off at, makin’ them cracks about
a real, refined lady? I don’t like ’em,
I don’t.”

“Nobody wants you to,” Bill returned.
“If you ain’t got sense enough to see
that she’s out for your roll, I can’t help
it. Instead of you takin’ her with The
Dog, she’ll take you; and she’ll take you
for the count, if you ain’t careful.”

“When you come down to see us in
Californy,” Dobbs said hospitably, “I'll
have a nice, shady spot fixed up in our
orange grove, where you can sit and
drink the best of bootleg and smoke my
dollar cigars while you’re watchin’ my
oil well spout. T’ll sure use you white,
Bill, and so will the wife.”

With which enticing prospect he rose
from the table, and, thoughtlessly leav-
ing his partner to pay both breakfast
checks, disappeared.

CHAPTER 1IV.
A SELLING TALK.

T another Vancouver breakfast table
two ladies discussed Dobbs with a
frankness which would have amazed him
and delighted Bill had either been privi-
leged to overhear. The ladies were Mrs,
Tolliver and a certain Mrs. Jackson.
Mrs. Tolliver possessed dark hair and
eyes, rather pleasing features, and even,
white teeth which seemed to have been
bestowed upon her by a bountiful Provi«
dence, as did her complexion. Mrs,
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Jackson was slightly older, fair, with a
general air of knowing her way about.

“More coffee, please, Laura,” said
Mrs. Jackson. ‘“Well,” she asked, as
she added sugar and cream, ‘“how did
you get along with old ‘Wiggy?' ”

Mrs. Tolliver thus familiarly ad-
dressed, frowned slightly.

“He’s a funny old bird, May. I don’t
know just what to make of him.”

“If he won’t talk about himself, he’s
a new kind of man to me.”

“Oh, he talks; but I don’t know how
much to believe.”

“Get him soused,” Mrs. Jackson
advised practically. “Sometimes they
spill a little truth that way.”

Mrs. Tolliver shook her head.

“You can’t tell what stuff an old In-
dian like him would pull. He always
has a drink or two under his belt, but
not enough to give him an edge. I told
him I didn’t approve of men who
drank.”

“Out-of-date stuff,”
commented.

“I told you he was a funny combina-
tion,” said her friend. ‘He’s an old
reprobate himself ; but at that he doesn’t
approve of modern women—dress, cock-
tails or cigarettes.

“That’s a man for you?” Mrs. Jack-
son exclaimed. ‘“He wants to raise all
the Cain himself. Well, what are you
going to do with him—marry him ?”

“That old roughneck! 1 tried one
husband.”

“I tried two.”

“Well, both yours are dead,” Mrs.
Tolliver pointed out with slight envy.
“They left you well fixed, too. You
took a trip around the world, and now
you winter in California.”

“That was a crazy stunt of yours,”
Mrs. Jackson commented. “Why did
you tell Wiggy you came from Califor-
nia, when you’ve never seen it.”

“I don’t know. Perhaps from hear-
ing you talk about it. I never thought
I'd see him again. He was talking

Mrs. Jackson

about the mines he owned, and I thought
I'd come back with something. You'd
better give me some more dope on it,
too. Maybe I can sell him that bunch
of worthless California oil stock I got
stung with.”

“Do you think he has money?”’

“That’s what I don’t know. I
dropped a hint that I owned considerable
California property, and he pricked up
his ears. He’s coming to take me for a
drive this afternoon, and I'll try to get
a better line on him. I might make an
honest dollar. Who knows?”

“If you’re short——" her friend be-
gan,

“l know you’d lend me money or
give it to me. You’re a jewel, May.
But I make my own living. If I can
get a few extra dollars out of this old
roughneck, it will serve him right.”

The equipage in which Dobbs arrived
early in the afternoon glittered from a
fresh wash and polish, and so did he.
The lady was ready, a most commend-
able if unusual trait in woman, and
Dobbs instructed the driver to head for
Stanley Park and keep driving till
further orders.

Having thus arranged the immediate
future, he turned his attention to his
fair companion, and presently exhibited
a large curiosity as to California and
its natural resources, slightly embar-
rassing to one who had no firsthand
acquaintance with either. The informa-
tion he received would have amazed even
a California publicity bureau; but it
went with Dobbs, who was merely mak-
ing an approach to more personal infor-
mation. When he judged the time ripe,
he tactfully introduced the matter of
the lady’s bereavement,

“It must have been awful tough on
you when your husband left shore,” he
observed, with tender sympathy.

Mrs. Tolliver with a sigh admitted
that it had been.

“What fetched him off his limb?”
Dobbs queried, with kindly interest.
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“Was it sudden, or one of them lingerin’
things?” -

To save trouble, Mrs. Tolliver made
it sudden. A car accident seemed as
good a way out as any. That, she told
Dobbs, was responsible for her widow-
hood.

“Well, it’s better when it’s sudden,”
Dobbs remarked, with comforting phi-
losophy. “It may be more of a shock,
but it’s a darn sight less expensive ; and
if a gent is goin’ to get the gaff he
might’s well get it good and have it over
with. And then, if there’s accident in-
surance, it helps a woman bear up under
sorrow.”

That, Mrs. Tolliver admitted with
womanly resignation, was so.

“Man is as grass,” Dobbs observed,
noting with satisfaction this tacit ad-
mission, “and husbands ain’t no diff’r-
ent. ‘Man wants but little here below,
and don’t want it so darn long,’ like
Solomon says. No, a man don’t want
so much for himself. He can make out
with grub and clo’es and tobacker and a
few drinks a day.”

“My poor husband drank too much,”
Mrs. Tolliver said, with a sigh of regret
for this lovable weakness of the de-
parted.

“Some married men do,” said Dobbs.
“It ain’t to be wondered at. I mean,”
he added hastily, “bein’ so happy, mar-
ried, they take itto celebrate a little.”

“If I ever marry again,” Mrs. Tolli-
ver stated firmly, “it will not be to a
man who drinks.”

Dobbs, who had imbibed a generous
jolt to fortify himself against an after-
noon of drought, and had endeavored
to camouflage the fortification aforesaid
with peppermint, took another mint.

“I take these for my cough,” he ex-
plained. “It’s due to exposures and
hardships in the hills, but it’s clearin’
up. I don’t approve of licker myself,
except as a medic’nal bev’rage. It’s an
awful habit when it gets a holt on a man,
and a real curse if he’s where he can’t
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get a drink. How is it,” he asked with
lively interest, “down in Californy?”

“My poor husband got too much
liquor without any trouble. I'm glad
you don’t drink, Mr. Dobbs.”

“I used to, once,” Dobbs admitted
frankly. “Yes, I used to drink the stuff.
But a girl got me to sign the temperance
pledge.”

“She must have had great influence
with you,” Mrs. Tolliver told him, with
a shade of jealousy in her tone. “Who
is she?”

“Why, I sort of forget her name,”
Dobbs treplied. “I signed up more to
oblige her than because I needed to.
But, havin’ signed, of course I stayed
with it. This was quite a while back,
when I was a young feller. It'd be
pretty close to fort—er—that is, it’d be
about fourteen years ago.”

“Oh, as long as that!” Mrs. Tolliver
sighed in relief. -

“Or, longer,” Dobbs affirmed. “But,
to come back to what I was sayin’,
though a man don’t want much but bare
necessities for himself, it’s diff’rent
when he has a wife. It’s his duty to
provide for her. What’s the use of him

“makin’ the bluff of endowin’ her with

his worldly goods if, when he goes
through them pearly gates, he leaves her
outside to take in washin’?” And as
Mrs. Tolliver concurred in this exposi-
tion of husbandly responsibility, he went
on: “I sure hope Tolliver didn’t drink
it all up, but left you well provided for?”

Mrs. Tolliver admitted that though
the deceased had his weaknesses, they
were not financial. On that score she
had no need to worry, unless cataclysmic
disaster overwhelmed California.

“Now ain’t that fine!” Dobbs con-
gratulated her and himself. “But just
the same, them properties and invest-
ments are likely a worry for you to look

after. There’s a lot of sharks ready to
take advantage of an unprotected
woman.”

Several unprincipled individuals, Mrs.
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Tolliver admitted, had endeavored to do
so in her case. A woman was regarded
as fair game, without the advantage of
n close season. However, with the help
of her lawyers’ and brokers’ advice, she
got along—at which reference Dobbs
shook his head.

“I.awyers just help you to go to law,
and brokers just help you to go broke.
What you’d ought to have is the advice
of some disint’rested bus’'ness man of
experience, who has your int’rests at
heart.”

“But where can I find one?”

“Well, of course, you ain’t known me
long,” Dobbs replied modestly ; “but I've
had consid’rable experience in big deals,
and I'm always glad to help a lady.
Now, since you ask my advice, speakin’
offhand, I don’t like the idee of you
havin’ all your eggs in one basket—the
basket bein’ Californy. They have
earthquakes down there, and now they
got prohibition, which may be mostly a
bluff, but is unsettlin’ to bus’ness, and
makes capital shy and labor discontented.
Them ec’nomic conditions has to be
studied. I b’lieve you’d ought to copper
some of them Californy investments—I
mean pull out of ’em—and put your
money into something up here in B. C.”

“Buy Vancouver property, do you
mean?”

“Gosh, no!” Dobbs disclaimed em-
phatically. “Whatever you do, don’t let
no one talk you into that.”

“But isn’t Vancouver growing?”

“She may be growing,” Dobbs ad-
mitted, “but also she grows too many

crooks. They’ve even tried to trim me,
and you wouldn’t last a minute. No,
don’t invest in no city property. It’s

too risky. Houses burn down and need
repairs, and you can be taxed out of
your boots on vacant lots.”

“Perhaps I should invest in farm
property.”

“That’s worse,” Dobbs told her.
“You talk to any farmer, and he’ll tell
you he’s broke. Nothin’ will grow
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right; and if it did, there’s no market;
and if there was, the freight rates
wouldn’t leave no margin; and if they
did, the commission houses wouldn’t.
He’ll tell you all he’s stickin’ to farmin’
for is the hope that Providence’ll send
a sucker along to buy him out. No,
farmin’ property is a little the worst
investment they are.”

“Then what is there left?”

“Why, there’s B. C.’s natural re-
sources,” Dobbs declared proudly; “and
them’s timber, fish, scenery and whisky
for tourists, and minerals. But timber
burns down and blows down; fish can
quit runnin’; and the government gets
the profits of the whisky, while as for
scenery there’s so much nobody can cor-
ral it.

“So all there is left of safe invest-
ments is minerals, but that’s lots. Min-
erals is solid as the hills they live in.
Nobody ever heard of ore: movin’ till
somebody got ready to move it. It can’t
burn up or blow down. There it is, just
waitin’ to be mined. When you got a
good, producin’ mine, you got something
that turns out millions.

“You look up a hill, and you don’t
see nothin’ but rocks, and maybe a goat
or two browsin’ along the ledges, and
an eagle flyin’ over, and snow settin’ on
the peaks, and she’s miles back from
anywhere. Maybe you say to yourself:
‘Gosh! this stuff ain’t good for nothin’.
What was she made for?’ But there’s
where you’d be makin’ a big mistake,
and also doubtin’ divine purpose, which
is too big for us to savvy. Them hills
was put there for something, and they
was put there to hold ore.

“Pay ore as a rule ain’t on the sur-
face, but down a ways; and the reason
is that if it was on top, where even a
minin’ expert could find it—providin’
he’d know what it was if he did, which
is more than most of ’em do know—
it’d all have been grabbed long ago.

“Now, what was all them great pro-
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ducin’ mines at first? Just hills and
rocks, like I've been tellin’ you about,
with a prospect hole put down by some
ol mountain rat of a prospector, livin’
on beans and bannock and porkypine,
durn near out of tobacker and dyin’ for
a drink, but stickin’ to it in spite of them
hardships. That’s all them mines was
at first. So, when you look at a claim,
you don’t want to see it the way it is.
You want to think you see that bare
hill buzzin’ with industry, with build-
in’s and a compressor plant, and di’'mond
drills and maybe a tram and an ore
dump. You want to have a lot of faith
in that hill. The Good Book says that
faith moves mountains; and that means
ore, because it’s the only thing in ‘em
worth movin’. And right there you got
scriptural authority and encouragement
to buy a mine in B. C.”

“I never heard of that before,” Mrs.
Tolliver confessed, with truth.

“Lots haven’t,” said the commentator,
with equal truth. “It’s one of them
parables that needs to be expounded to
most folks. There’s a lot about nrinin’
in the™ Scriptures, like where it tells
about a place called ‘Gopher,’ where
Solomon got his gold from. Likely they
called it ‘Gopher City’ in them days,
and I'll bet she was a wide-open camp,
judgin’ from other towns we read of.
She’s like one of them lost mines,-be-
cause nobody knows where she was lo-
cated. Still, I'd like to have a try for
her; and the next time I go over to
the Holy- Land maybe I will.” ;

“Have you been in the Holy Land?”
Mrs. Tolliver queried, with interest.
“Do tell me about it.”

And Dobbs, regretting his incautious
remark, hedged.

“There ain’t much to tell about it. It
was hot and sandy, and the flies was
bad, and so was the whis—I mean, it
was hard to get a cool drink. So I
didn’t stay long.”

“But of course you saw Jerusalem?”
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“Oh, yes,” Dobbs was forced to ad-
mit. “I seen her.”

“What was it like? Do tell me,” she
urged.

“Well, Jerusalem ain't so much,”
Dobbs returned. ‘“Fact is, she’s a pretty
dead town. A lot of the buildin’s looked
sorter old, and needed paint. She ain’t
much to look at, now.”

“I am so interested in the Holy Land,”
said Mrs. Tolliver. “Of course you saw
the River Jordan. Won’t you tell me
something about it.”

Dobbs, unable to refuse, did the best
he could. His description included a
steamboat excursion, in the course of
which numerous places of historical in-
terest had been viewed. These included
a rushy point where Pharaoh’s daughter
was alleged to have found the infant
Moses ; a landing and purchase of grapes
at Naboth’s vineyard ; and a drink from
the well celebrated in the triangular
story of Leah, Rachel and Jacob. On
the homeward way, in the moonlight, a
negro quartet had rendered appropriate
song, such as a ditty concerning Pha-
raoh’s daughter and little Moses, and
“Roll, Jordan, Roll.” All this had cost
but one dollar, American money. It was
well worth it.

His auditor listened spellbound to this
amazing travelogue.

“I have a friend who visited the Holy
Land. But she didn’t say anything
about steamers and excursions on the
Jordan.”

“She may have been there in the win-
ter,” Dobbs returned = resourcefully.
“The boats are tied up then on account
of the ice.”

Mrs. Tolliver eyed him with admira-
tion.

“You must have a talk with her about
the Holy Land. You'd have so many
things to compare notes on.”

“Oh, sure,” Dobbs agreed uneasily.
“But, of course, I went through in a
hurry.”
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“And where did you go when you left
the Holy Land ?”

“I came home,” said Dobbs, anxious
to get on familiar ground once more, and
for once regretting his flights of fancy.
“And you bet I was glad to get there.
B. C.’s good enough for me—even Van-
couver. I dunno’s them Old Testament
cities we read about had so much on
her. But we were talkin’ about minin’
investments. All you got to do is to
get you a good mineral claim and de-
velop it, and you got something that’s
plumb safe, ain’t no bother, and’ll make
you rich till you can’t rest.”

“And how much does such a claim
cost?”’

“Well, they ain’t so easy to get, now
—good ones,” Dobbs returned craftily.
“They been pretty well picked over and
snapped up by capitalists. But it just
happens that I know of a mighty good
claim, with all the mineral there ever
was on it right there and not mined out
at all, and I think you could get it for
about ten thousand dollars, cash.”

The price appeared to impress the
lady favorably.

“That doesn’t seem so very much.”

“It ain’t,” Dobbs agreed, regretting
that he had not asked more. “In the
reg’lar way, it’'s worth every cent of
twenty, and you might have to go higher.
We wouldn’t sell to anybody else that
cheap.”

“‘We?"” Mrs. Tolliver queried.

“Me and my partner,” Dobbs ex-
plained. “You see, we got this mine in a
deal; and, though it’'s a wonderful
showin’, we ain’t got time to work it,
account of bein’ tied up in other things.
Speakin’ for myself, I'd be willin’ to
turn it over without much margin, espe-
cially to you. But my partner’s diff’rent,
though I think I can talk him into sellin’.
He wants to keep it till we can develop
it ourselves, account of this phee-nom-
enal showin’ of ore.”

“Is it a gold mine?”

“Well, no, not gold,” Dobbs admitted.
“You can’t expect much gold for just
ten thousand. This is silver-lead ore,
not worth as much a ton as gold, but
more of it. So it’s just as good.”

“I think I should prefer gold,” Mrs.
Tolliver stated. “It would be simply
thrilling to dig my own gold out of the
ground.”

“Well, there may be gold there, too,”
Dobbs urged. “I wouldn’t say there
wasn’t, if you went down deep enough.
It’s funny where you find gold. You
run onto it where nobody ever thought
it was.” In proof he adduced half a
dozen instances illustrative of the truth
of the axiom that gold is where you
find it “So you may get gold in this
claim of ours that you're buyin’,” he
concluded. “But primar’ly she’s a sil-
ver-lead proposition. I wouldn’t want
to deceive you in the least.”

“You're not,”” Mrs. Tolliver assured
him. “I don’t think you could if you
tried. You'’re far too honest.”

Nobody save himself had attributed
honesty to Dobbs for so long that he
might have blushed, had not his ability
to do so been left equally far astern in
his voyage of life.

“It’s my failing,” he admitted; “and
it’s a drawback in some ways, specially
in Vancouver. So mostly I leave these
minin’ deals to my partner.”

“I’d like to meet him,” Mrs. Tolliver
suggested.

“That won’t be necessary,” Dobbs re-
turned discouragingly. “You wouldn’t
like Bill. He’s all right as a partner, but
he ain’t what you’d call refined. And
then he drinks.”

“TI might persuade him to give it up.”

Dobbs shook his head sadly.

“I’ve tried my best to show him the
error of his ways, but it don’t make no
impression on him. I'm goin’ to send
him out into the hills to look over some
properties, just to get him out of the
way of temptation.” And having thus
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disposed of Bill, he returned to the
charge. “This claim I was speakin’ of
would be a real good investment.”

But Mrs. Tolliver did not close then
and there. Instead, she embarked upon
a search for personal information as to
her companion, with special reference
to the financial side.

The information she received was
plentiful, and apparently given willingly,
and was to the general effect that Dobbs
and his partner after many years of
hardships, privations and moving acci-
dents by flood and field, had amassed
wealth, plus extensive mining interests
—which are not necessarily synonymous
—and were on velvet. They were now
preparing to look after their interests
and direct extensive if slightly vague
mining operations.

The trouble with this information was

that in spots it bore a slight stylist re-
semblance to that® supplied with equal
readiness concerning the River Jordan.
But, nevertheless, there might be a basis
of truth. Without doubt Dobbs was an
old prospector, the genuine article, who
had seen the rough of it. Instances
were not lacking in which members of
his fraternity had struck it at last, or,
clinging to a mineral property for years
in spite of discouragement, had at last
disposed of it for a fancy figure, This
case might be such a case.

It being alleged that what is sauce for
the goose should be the same for the
gander, Mrs. Tolliver suggested that
Dobbs consider an investment in Cali-
fornia for himself, with particular refer-
ence to oil shares, which she knew to be
good. She found him unreceptive.

“To tell the truth,” he said, “at the
moment I'm pretty well tied up, and so
is my partner. We've gone into deals
that’s going to take about all the money
we can raisé. And, of course, I don’t
know these here Californy investments.”

“And I don’t know your B. C, ones.”

“That’s diff’rent,” Dobbs maintained.

23’

“You have me to tell you about them.”

Mrs. Tolliver did not press her argu-
ment.

“When you open the office you’'ve
been telling me about, I'll come in, and
we can go into the matter of investments
more fully. Yd much rather talk busi-
ness in an office. And now let us enjoy
the afternoon.”

To Dobbs’ disgust she seemed to con-
sider the Holy Land an enjoyable topic,
exhibiting a keen interest in it and press-
ing for details.

On his native heath Dobbs was an able
and convincing liar. On mining gen-
erally and especially with reference to
his personal experiences in placering, he
could extemporize brilliantly and at
length. But when he ventured farther
afield, his data was limited, and his style
speedily cramped. He had pretty well
shot his imaginative bolt at the River
Jordan, and now found himself at a
loss.

When Mrs. Tolliver at last abandoned
the topic, with a fresh reference to a
traveled friend to whom she wished to
introduce him so that they might com-
pare impressions of Palestine, he
breathed a sigh of mingled relief and
misgiving,

On the homeward way he felt satis-
faction with the information he had ob-
tained as to the lady’s financial status;
modified, however, by the thought that
he must steer clear of her friend, or
in the alternative acquire more accurate
data concerning the Holy Land than
was contained in a sketchy and sadly
tangled recollection of his childhood’s
grounding in biblical personnel and
geography.

It seemed necessary, too, to make a
bluff at establishing business headquar-
ters in the form of an office. It would
give tone, solidity. Yes, an office was
a necessity—especially as he had told
her that they were furnishing one.

When he parted from the lady he felt
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a vague longing which was not a sense
of loss of her companionship. It was
less of the heart than of the stomach;
though in the male these organs are said
by cynics to be intimately connected.
Be that as it may, Dobbs was conscious
of a growing feeling of restlessness, of
uneasiness. He felt the need of a
change, of relaxation, of being braced
up. Mechanically and automatically, his
tongue caressed his lips. They felt dry.

He reflected thaf it was no wonder.
Except for a few drinks a day, he had
been strictly teetotal for almost a month.
Not that this was a record ; but it was a
record for him in Vancouver. Bill had
not hung up one anything like it. Dobbs
felt distinctly superior to his partner.
The more he thought of it, the more he
admired his own self-control, his will
power. There was no telling how far
he would go now along the path of strict
sobriety. He felt that he deserved con-
gratulations. B

“Pride goeth before a fall, and a
haughty spirit before destruction.”
Dobbs, as his partner had succinctly put
it, was “due.”

CHAPTER V.
DOBBS THE SAMARITAN,

’l"HE more Bill thought over what he
had learned concerning his partner
and the lady, the less he liked it. As to
the bona fides of the gentler sex in gen-
eral, Bill was a skeptic. In his experi-
ence, members of it having gained his
simple, manly—if possibly alcoholic—
trust, had purloined his money and van-
ished therewith; and some others had
made most unladylike attempts to stick
knives in him, or had incited their gen-
tlemen friends to similar direct action.
Hence Bill viewed all females with dis-
trust, as predatory beings of man-eat-
ing proclivities.
Bill was under no delusions as to his
partner. Whatever subtle charms the
latter might once have possessed, had

fallen from him with the years. His
present attraction, if any, must be purely
financial. The lady might even marry
him, and trust in Providence for his
early removal. Bill made up his. mind
to block her game. If he told her the
truth about Dobbs’ financial standing,
that would do it.

As a first step, the lady’s acquaint-
ance was necessary; but to hints looking
to this, Dobbs proved impervious; and
when he put it directly Dobbs obviously
stalled. Therefore, Bill made up his
mind to introduce himself. But the back
view of the lady in the semidarkness of
the movie house was insufficient for
purposes of recognition, and he did not
know her abode. Nor would Dobbs sup-
ply this information.

The obvious course was to trail Dobbs,
He tried twice to do so. On the first
occasion he ran to earth in a cigar store
an elderly stranger who wore a gray
hat and possessed gray hair. Some-
where in the traffic he had lost Dobbs.

This had been in the evening. The
next afternoon he tried again. In day-
light the visibility was better, but un-
fortunately it worked both ways. On
Hastings Street, Dobbs met a lady, pre-
sumably the lady. Bill, some fifty yards
astern, was in doubt whether to keep on
trailing or to overhaul them, in which
latter event his partner could not very
well refuse an introduction. But just
then Dobbs chanced to glance behind
him. Bill was not sure that he had
been seen; but a few moments later the
pair entered a department store, and so
far as he was concerned vanished ut-
terly. He prowled the crowded aisles in
vain.

Dobbs came in in time to have din-
ner with his partner.’

“Bill,” he said as they sat smoking
after the meal, “Bill, we ought to have
an office” And, to forestall possible
argument, he added: “So to-day I took
one.”
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“You must have took something else,”
the amazed Bill commented, “and mixed
what you took. Are you drunk or crazy
—or both? What do we want of an
office 7’

“We want one to do our business in.”

“What business?”

“If we don’t do none we’ll have all the
more spare time,” Dobbs replied optimis-
tically if vaguely. “It looks better to
have an office, and it’ll be a place to go.
We can put in an ice box there,” he
added as special inducement. “I’m hav-
ing a sign put on the door, ‘Dobbs &
Hutchins, Minin’ Investments and Se-
curities,” and I'm gettin’ writin’ paper
with the same printed onto it. And TI’ll
get a typewriter, and then we’ll be all
set.”

“You can’t pound a typewriter,” Bill
told him.

“I don’t want %0,” Dobbs responded ;
“nor I don’t want you tryin’ to flirt with
her, neither.”

“Holy mackerel!” Bill
“Do you mean a girl?”

“Sure, I mean a girl. We got to have
one to mind the office and write our bus’-
ness letters.”

“Who to?’ Bill asked.

“To any one we want,” Dobbs replied.
“There’s no law against writing letters.”

“There ought to be—against the kind
you'd write,” said Bill. But after brief
reflection he added more cheerfully : “If
you're bound to have an office, we may’s
well have a typewriter, too. Only pick
out a good one.”

“How do you do it?” Dobbs asked.

“Well, get one about twenty to
twenty-five, blondy or runnin’ to red,”
Bill advised expertly. ‘“They’re apt to
be fast workers.”

“And maybe you think you are,”
Dobbs returned. “The one I get will be
about forty, and runnin’ to iron-gray.
There ain’t goin’ to be no bathin’ beau-
ties nor no nonsense around our office.”

“ow about widows?” Bill asked.

exclaimed.
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“That lady may call now and then
to consult me about bus’ness,” Dobbs re-
turned, with dignity. “She wants me to
manage her property for her.”

“Then she’s crazy,” said Bill; “or else
it’s a frame.”

Dobbs scorned to reply. He picked
up a newspaper and began to browse
through it. He speedily exhausted the
general and sporting news, of which he
read only the headlines, and turned to
the page which contained advertisements
of the evening’s theatrical and other en-
tertainments. There his attention was
arrested by one to the effect that an
illustrated lecture on the Holy Land,
past and present, would be delivered by
a gentleman who was a noted Egyptol-
ogist.

Dobbs read with interest. Since his
rash reference to his travels in Palestine,
Mrs. Tolliver had seemed to delight in
bringing up that topic. This seemed to
be an excellent opportunity to post him-
self in the premises. He had no engage-
ment for the evening. He made up his
mind to attend the lecture.

“Let’s go to some show,” Bill sug-
gested at this point. _

“I’'m fed up on shows,” Dobbs re-
plied. “They ain’t got no kick.”

“I know where there’s one
kickin’, if that’s what you want.”

“Shucks!” Dobbs scorned.

“Well, outside of a show there ain’t
nothin’ fo do,” Bill complained.

“There’s lectures and concerts,” his
companion pointed out. “A man ought
to think of more than just bein’
ramused.”

“Why?” Bill wanted to know.

“Why, darn it,” said Dobbs, “he’d
ought to. He'd ought to improve his
mind when he gets the chance.”

“Some ought,” said Bill, with mean-
ing.

“And some,” his partner retorted,
with equal meaning, “ain’t got no minds
to improve.”

with
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“Well, you can’t help it,” said Bill
soothingly.

Dobbs snorted, but forbore retort,
principally because he could think of
none sufficiently scathing.

“This paper tells about a lecture I've
a notion to go to.”

“Temperance?” Bill queried, with
irony.

“No,” said Dobbs. “I've heard lots
of them.”

“Nobody’d think it.”

“Thinkin’ ’s too hard for some folks.
This is a lecture on the Holy Land.”

“What kind of land ’s that?”’ Bill
asked.

Dobbs was shocked.

“By gosh, it’s a fright what you don’t
know! You mean to say you never
heard of the Holy Land?”

“I may have heard of it,” Bill replied,
“but if I did it didn’t stick. Is it one
of them irrigation propositions ?”’

“The Holy Land,” Dobbs explained,
“is where folks lived along back in bib-
lical times.” .

“Oh, that!” said Bill. “Where they
dug up King Tut.”

“Well, thereabouts,” Dobbs returned
largely. ‘“Places like Jerusalem, and
Babylon and the Land of Canyon.”

“What do you want to hear about
them for? Them old people are all
dead, and nobody lives there now but
them sheiks. She’s a busted camp.”

“She wasn’t, once,” Dobbs returned.
“She was wide open. They rolled ’em
high and hard in some of them old
towns. You talk about your civ’lization,
but I'll bet there ain’t a town to-day—
unless, maybe, it’s Chicago—that has
much on them. TI've always been in-
t'rested in them old times, and I b’lieve
I'll take in this lecture. Better come
along.”

“Not me,” Bill refused scornfully.

“Well, see you later,” said Dobbs, and
went forth,

Bill went to a show congenially de-

void of mental-improvement features,
and subsequently shot a few games of
pool. When midnight came but Dobbs
did not, he became suspicious. The at-
tractions of the Holy Land seemed in-
adequate to account for his absence.
Presumably, he had found others.

“T’ll bet the old stiff has broke loose
again,” was Bill’s deduction. “Well, he
ain’t got much money on him, and he
was about due, anyway.” With which
philosophical reflection he went to bed.

Later—much later—he was awakened
by voices and the glare of light in his
eyes. Blinkingly he beheld his partner.
Dobbs was not alone. With him was an
individual strange to Bill. The strang-
er’s garments were old, wrinkled and
frayed, and his facial expression com-
bined furtiveness with the shrinking ap-
peal of a homeless dog. He bore most
of the marks of the down-and-outer.

Bill regarded this derelict with scant
favor, and his partner with rather less.
Dobbs’ appearance and first words con-
firmed his suspicions that somewhere be-
tween the Holy Land and the Hotel
Vancouver he had acquired a velvet
edge. Once more Pride had preceded
a fall.

“Lemme,” said Dobbs, with punctil-
ious formality, slightly marred by de-
cidedly slurred utterance, “interduce a
partic’lar friend an’ ’sociate, Misser—
Misser—whazhoor name ?”’ he asked the
intimate associate aforesaid.

“‘Tink,” ” the latter replied, glancing
somewhat uneasily at the formidable
bulk of Bill uprearing itself indignantly
from the sanctity of repose. In spite
of silken pajamas of lilac hue, Bill
looked the roughneck he was.

“Yeh, Mink,” said Dobbs. “Thank
you, Misser Mink. Shake hands with
my partner, Misser Hutchins. Misser
Link’s ol’ friend of mine, Bill.”

“He is, huh!” Bill growled, not ex-
tending his hand. “Did you find hip it
the Holy Land ?’ :
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“The Holy Land don’t pan out,”
Dobbs admitted sorrowfully. “The pro-
fessor don’t have no inside stuff on the
s'ciety life of them old cities. So I quit
him, an’ take a whirl out of Vancouver.
Vancouver’sh great town, Bill. She’s
due to be great metrollopus. Put her
down in Palestine an’ she’d deliver the
goods.”

“So would you, you old stiff,” said

Bill. “Where did you pick up this
bum?”
“Say ” the gentleman thus slight-

ingly alluded to began in protest.
“Say-—what?” Bill asked coaxingly.
“Nothing,” Mr. Tink admitted pru-
dently.
“Lemme explain, Bill,” said Dobbs.
“Misser Fink, here, is playin’ in hard
luck. So I brung him alorig. Rescue

the perishin’, like we’re told to do. His
story’s awful sad one, Bill.”
“I betcha it is,” sgid Bill. “Them

panhandlers can always spring one.
Have you staked him to any money
yet?”

“He don’t want money,” Dobbs re-
plied. “He just needs a helpin’ hand.”

“He’ll get a helpin’ foot in a minute,”
Bill promised, scowling at the intruder.
“Whatcha mean,” he demanded of the
latter, “by hitchin’ onto this old souse?
Think you were goin’ to touch him, or
maybe roll him? Well, you don’t put
anything over, here. I don’t fall for
no hard-luck spiels. Get out before I
kick you out.”

“It ain’t my fault,” Mr. Tink as-
serted. “Sure, I'm broke. I ain’t got
a dime, and I ain’t got no job, and I
ain’t got no place to go. I told this old
guy how I was fixed, lookin’ for the
price of a flop and cakes, and he tells
me to come with him. So I come.”

“Well, I've been broke myself,” Bill
admitted more kindly. ‘“Here’s a dollar,
Beat it.”

Dobbs with surprising manual dex-
terity intercepted the dollar in transit,
and put it in his pocket.

“My partner,” he informed Mr. Tink,
“didn’t mean to insult you by offerin’
you money. I ’pologize for him. He’s
ign’rant as a pig, and he ain’t got the
finer feelin’s like you an’ me.”

“He gimme that dollar,” Mr. Tink
pointed out anxiously. “It’s mine.”

“Hand it back to him, you old stiff,”
Bill commanded.

“You don’t need money,” Dobbs in-
formed the donee. ‘“Likely it’d ruin
you, like it has lots. You might be
tempted to spend it on strong drink.
When you ain’t got no money you got
fewer temptations. It stands to reason.
Did I offer you money ?”

“No,” Mr. Tink replied reproachfully,
“you didn’t.”

“When you told me your sad story,”
Dobbs went on, “I offered you a helpin’
hand. As man to—hic!—man. I of-
fered you real human sympathy, by
gum!”

“I can’t eat on sympathy,” Mr. Tink
pointed out practically. “It don’t get me
no breakfast to-morrow.”

“Take no thought for the morrer,”
Dobbs returned, with superiority, “and
you’'ll get along. Do I think of break-
fast? Cert’'nly not. Chances is, I won't
want none, anyway. Consider the spar-
rers, like we’'re told to. They toil not,
neither do they spin; and they pick up
a livin’. A sparrer is a real moral lesson.
You go learn from them sparrers.”

The remains of. an excellent early
training were most visible in Dobbs
when he was very drunk. In this condi-
tion, but seldom otherwise, he abounded
in scriptural quotations, often somewhat
tangled, and high moral reflections con-
spicuously absent in his daily life.

“I ain’t no sparrow,” Mr. Tink ob-
jected plausibly.

“Don’t brag about it,” Dobbs re-
proved him. ‘“You may be one yet.
You may be a sparrer, sittin’ starvin’ on
a telefome wire watchin’ the gas bug-
gies go by. You can't tell what you’ll
be. ‘Why should the spirit of moral be
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proud P’—like Solomon said. Be meek,
like you’re told to be, and you’ll inherit
the earth—or six foot of it, anyway.
Broke like you are, you better be damn
meek.”

“Shut up, you old stiff,” said Bill.

“Give him back his dollar, or I'll soak

you in the bathtub till you sober up.
Quick, now!”

And Dobbs, drunk as he was, realized
that his partner would do as he threat-
ened. He held out the dollar.

“Take her,” he said grandly, “with
my sympathy. Sit down, Misser Clink;
you’re among friends.”

“You got your dollar,”
“Beat .it.”

“Ain’t you got no heart?” Dobbs

Bill amended.

mourned. “He’s a human being, Bill?’
“The devil he is!” remarked Bill
skeptically.

“Yes, sir,” Dobbs affirmed, “he’s a
human being. Not only that, but he had
a mother. Hadn’t you?” he appealed
for corroboration to Mr. Tink.

“Yes,” the latter replied, without spe-
cial conviction.

“You hear that, Bill!” said Dobbs
tearfully. “He’s a human being, and he
had a mother. Ain’t that awful sad?
Ain’t that hard luck?”

“For his mother. maybe,”
mitted.

“Looka here——" Mr. Tink began.

“Bill sympathizes with you, Misser
Tink,” Dobbs interrupted. “I’'m goin’
to tell him your sad story. Once, Bill,
Misser Mink was a happy, innocent
child. He was brung up in a r’ligious
home, same as me.

“You both look it,” said Bill.

“In a Meth’dist home,” Dobbs went
on, in tender reminiscence, “with a bath
ev'ry Sat'day night.”

“T'll bet he hasn’t had one since,”
said Bill.

“I have, too,”
spirit.

“He’s had two,”
“That’s lots.

Bill ad-

Mr. Tink asserted with

Dobbs repeated.
That’s what early train-
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ing does. When he got old enough
Misser Mink left home.”

“I’m goin’,” said that gentleman to
Bill. “Thanks for the buck. Soak this
old souse for me.”

The latter sentiment struck a respon-
sive chord in Bill. For the first time he
regarded Mr. Tink without hostility.
The remark seemed to substantiate to
some extent Dobbs’ statement that he
was a human being.

“I'll give you a drink first,” said Bill.
“I been broke, myself,”

“You're a white man,” Mr. Tink ac-
knowledged gratefully. “This old peli-
can don’t hand a broke guy nothin’ but
hokum.”

“You’re ungrateful as the devil,”
Dobbs told him. ‘A thankless bum is
sharper'n a serpent’s tooth,” like the
Good Book says. I'm a notion to slam
you one.”

“Shut up, or I'll crown you!”
Bill.

“This is what I git,” Dobbs mourned,
“for bein’ char’table. My partner’s
agin’ me. The whole durn world’s agin’
me. Human nature’s rotten. I'm goin’
to git drunk!”

“Going to?” said Bill.

“Le’s make Misser Link drunk, too,”
Dobbs suggested generously, forgetting
his grievance. “Le’s all get drunk,”
And he began what he intended for
song :

said

“Come, round up your pack horse, your shovel
an’ pan,

Pull out from that city—they call it Cheyenne;

The Sioux an’ Comanche are lurkin' to kill—

An’ they’ll lift up your hair, in them dreaty
Black Hills.

Say good by to the girls, an’ the barkeep al-so,

For—

This enlivening ditty was brought to
a sudden stop by Bill, who heaved a pil-
low with the full force of his good right”
armn. The songster, reared back in his
chair, in much the attitude of a dog
which bays the moon, struck full in the
face by this missile, went backward with
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a crash. He registered disapproval by
a wild yell which would have done credit
to any Comanche war chief.

“Shut up!” Bill commanded. “We'll
be fired out of this hotel if you howl
like that.” -

“Who throwed that piller?” Dobbs
demanded fiercely. “I can lick him. An’
I will?”

“I did,” said Bill.

“Tha’s diff’rent,” Dobbs admitted.
“What d’you mean by laughin’ ?”” he de-
manded of Mr. Tink. “I’ll lick you!”

“Dry up!” Bill commanded once
more. “First thing you know you’ll have
the house detective up. Keep your trap
closed and I'll give you a drink.”

From long experience he had found
that the easiest way to manage his part-
ner when the latter had reached a cer-
tain stage, was tg give him more liquor.
Then he would become tractable and go
to sleep. Bill produced an unimpaired
quart of the anzsthetic. Dobbs treated
his long-suffering interior to a generous
jolt, and, his grievance forgotten,
beamed upon Mr. Tink.

““Tha’s better,” he announced. “Ain’t
that better, Misser Pink? Good S’mari-
tan, tha’s me. You'd ought to be grate-
ful to me.”

“This big guy,” said Mr. Tink, who
had imbibed an equal jolt with relish,
“gimme a dollar and a drink. What did
you gimme? Hokum, that’s all.”

“I cast my pearls before swine,”
Dobbs retorted. ‘“You was a stranger,
an’ I took you in.  What you kickin’ at?
You got money an’ a drink. It’s all the
angels have.”

“You didn’t give ’em to me,” Mr.
Tink insisted.

“Have ’nother drink,” said Dobbs.
“You need it.” ;

“Maybe I do,” Mr. Tink admitted,
mollified. “You ain’t such a bad old
guy, I guess.”

“I been a sinner,” said Dobbs with
pride. “I could tell you things I've done
that you wouldn’t believe.”

“Nor anybody else,” Bill concurred.

Dobbs’ mind, wandering in an alco-
holic daze, stumbled upon his ‘original
determination to relate Mr. Tink’s life
story to his partner.

“I was tellin’ you about this man,” he
said. ‘“He left his childhood’s home an’
run with the wild bunch., Bad comp’ny
was his downfall. Also licker. Arn’
women.”

“Women, huh!”’ said Bill, with a skep-
tical glance at Mr. Tink’s outward at-
tractions.

“Wor.2n,” Dobbs repeated firmly.
“They’re wreckers. Always was. Look
what Cleopatra done to Samson! All
wreckers. An’ they wrecked Misser
Mink.”

“How did they wreck him?” Bill
asked.

“They married him,” Dobbs replied
tragically. ‘At least, one of ’em did.”

“What did she do besides marryin’
him?” Bill wanted to know.

“My gosh! ain’t that enough?’ Dobbs
replied. “She broke his spirit, an’ she
broke his health. Why, Bill, that woman
actually made him go to work !’

“Well, why shouldn’t he?” said Bill
densely.

“An’ then she framed him into jail,”
Dobbs went on. ‘“Not satisfied with
that, she quits him cold.”

“He’s all tangled up,” said Mr. Tink.
“I could tell you the straight of it, if I
had another drink.”

“Well, take one and let’s hear you,”
said Bill. “There’s no sleep comin’ to
me to-night, I see that.”

CHAPTER VI.
MR. TINK'S SAD STORY.

lT was this way,” Mr. Tink began,
when he had fortified himself for nar-
ration: “I had a job in Winnipeg, and I
married a woman there that kept a high-
grade boardin’ house and did a good
business.
‘v hen I married her, I quit my job,
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to help her out by keepin’ the books and
seein’ that the boarders paid up prompt,
and doin’ the buyin’ and so on. But
after a while she said she’d done all that
herself before we were married, and she
wanted me to get a job. She said she
didn’t want me around the house in the
daytime. I tried to tell her there wasn’t
many places worth goin’ to in the day-
time; and, anyway, I went out every
night. She said it’d be better if I was
out days on some job, and in nights. She
was unreas’nable and narrow the way
some women are when you’re married
to ’'em. Maybe you're married ?”

“No,” said Bill.

Mr. Tink sighed.

“Is he?” he asked, pointing to Dobbs,
who had entered upon a ‘trancelike state
in which he stared straight ahead.

“No,” Bill replied. “At least, not that
I know of.”

“I thought he might be, the way he
was drinkin’,” said Mr. Tink, and re-
sumed: “I tried to smooth my wife
down; but you can’t smooth ’em, not
when you're married to *em. She said
I had to get a job outside; so to keep
peace I went lookin’ for one. I found a
good one, too. It was sellin’ socks, if
she’d knit ’em on a machine in her spare
time, and it was a sure money-maker.
But when I brought the machine home
and tried to tell her about it, she picked
it up and fired it at me. It hit me, too.
So, to give her time to remember she
was a lady, I went out. I stayed out
late to give her better nature a chance
to work.”

Mr. Tink sighed at a bitter recollec-
tion.

“She hadn’t got no better nature,” he
went on, after a brief pause. “When
I come home, account of other places
closin’ up, every door was locked and
bolted. Of course, I was sore, as I had
a right to be, and I hammered 6n the
door. ‘A window went up, and down
come a lot of dirty water on top of me.
She must have saved the dishwater for;
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that. As man to man, I ask you, is that
carryin’ out a promise to love, honor and
obey? Well, I can stand just so much,
and then I get mad. So I started in
to bust down the door.

“Then a cop come along and collared
me. I told him I was locked out of my
house and was tryin’ to get in. She
stuck her head out of the window and
hollered down that I was a man that had
been annoyin’ her for a long time; and
then she shut the window.

“The cop took me along, and I spent
the night in jail. They had me up in
the morning, and the cop said I was
drunk and disorderly, maliciously de-
stroyin’ property, and I got thirty days.”

“Have a drink, Misser Fink,” Dobbs
proffered, coming out of his coma suffi-
ciently to set a generous example.
“Didn’t I tell you his story was sad, Bill.
By gosh, it’s heartrending!”’

Mr. Tink accepted John Barleycorn’s
solatium. )

“When I got out at the end of the
thirty days, I started for home. I had
a few drinks on the way, and do you
blame me? I was goin’ to read the riot
act to that woman. I opened the front
door and walked in, and not seein’ her
I went on up to my room. When I
opened the door of that, up jumped a
strange, red-headed woman with a face
like a battle-ax.

“I backed out quick, but she let a
screech out of her, and a big guy come
bouncin’ out of another room, and the
battle-ax female hollered to him to grab
me, and he done so. I tried to explain,
I told him that was my room and my
wife’s. He cracked me one on the jaw,
and said he’d learn me to call his sister
my wife. I said that'd be the last thing
on earth I'd want to call her, and he
cracked me again. He says I'm a sec-
ond-story worker from Minneapolis he’s
been layin’ for, and he tells his battle-
ax sister to phone for the wagon.

“It turns out he’s a plain-clothes bull,
and I ain’t got a Chinaman’s chance. At
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the desk, he says he’s caught me red-
handed workin’ the house where he
boards. And some more bulls and dicks
come in, and they all take a slant at me
and talk about me bein’ this Minneapolis
bird. When I tell ’em the truth, that
I've been in jail right here for thirty
days and couldn’t have burglarized
nothin’, they give me the laugh. One
guy says that thirty won’t come off my
next stretch.

“Seein’ the truth is no use, I tell ’em
I want a lawyer. When one comes, the
first thing he asks.is how much money
I got. I ain’t got none, and he walks
out on me. I get another, a young feller
that ain’t so strong on professional eti-
quette, and he lets me tell him how it is,
without wantin’ cash.

“He says I don’t seem to have no
legal defense, but he’ll do the best he
can if I'll be honest enough to pay
him out of my next burglary if he gets
me off. After a while I get him to see
that what I've been tellin’ him ain’t a
legal defense at all, but just the truth,
which he tells me ain’t admissible in
evidence, as bein’ irrelevant to the issue.
But he agrees to go and see my wife
and get his fee from her, and find out
what the battle-ax party and her brother
is doin’ in my house. .

“When he comes back, he tells me that
my wife has sold out the house and busi-
ness, lock, stock and barrel], to the bat-
tle-ax for cash, and pulled out. No-
body knows where she’s gone.  And he
wants to know where his fee is coming
from.

“I tell him I give it up, too, and he’s
awful mad. He says the penalty for
obtainin’ legal advice without money
ought to be twenty years’ hard labor,
and would be if the legislature was all
lawyers like it ought to be, instead of a
lot of farmers. But finally he cools
down and tells the bulls how it is. And
when they check up they turn me loose
with a warning.
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“So I get out of jail again, but I ain’t
got no wife, nor no job, nor no home,
nor no money. The last two is serious.
I tried to get work that wasn’t too hard
and paid enough; but most of the jobs
I found fell down on one or other of
them requisites. When a man’s in hard
luck, he don’t get no good breaks at all.”

“The world,” Dobbs interjected, mak-
ing a second sortie from his meditations,
“ain’t run right. No, sir, she ain’t. Re-
cent, she’s going plum’ to the devil.”

“Soare you,” said his partner,

“She’s gittin® wickeder,” Dobbs
mourned. “Folks is gittin’ careless about
how they live. There ain’t no home life
no more. First thing folks know,
there’ll be another flood, just to show
’em. What we need is the old-time
standards, an’ cheap whisky like my
gran’father had. An’ his years in the
land was ninety-two. Only for a Jersey
bull—-"

“Cut out the bull!” Bill commanded.
“I thought you was asleep. For Pete’s
sake, have another drink of the kind of
whisky we got. Ain’t there no fillin’
you up so’s you’ll go to sleep ?”’

“I gotta capacity,” Dobbs announced
proudly. “I got ex’lent capacity. An’
I gotta heart. Don’t worry, Misser
Dink. You’re hired right now. You
gotta good job, an’ consid’rate employ-

ers. Dobbs & Hutchins. He’s Hutch-
ins. But he don’t count. He’s silent
partner. He ain’t got no brains.”

“You crazy old stiff ?
nant Bill began.

“You ain’t got nothin’ to say about
it,” Dobbs interrupted. “You're silent
partner, so shut up. Misser Mink can
run typewriter. He’s hired. Give him
week’s salary, Bill. I would, but I've
spent my money.”

“By glory !”” said the exasperated Bill.
“I’ve a notion to shake the very Judas
outa you!”

“Shake !’ said Dobbs, extending a
wavering hand. “Shake, ol’ partner!
Maybe I'll be quittin’ you. Maybe we

the indig-
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split the blankets. Goin’ to Californy.
Or the Holy Land. Maybe. But always
‘member dear ol’ partner!”

With this touching sentiment, his head
drooped and he passed into childlike
slumber. Bill picked him up as if he
had been a child, deposited him on the
bed and removed his shoes with the
facility of practice.

“Well,” he said, regarding the sleep-
ing warrior, “I guess he’s in for the
night.”

“He can sure lap it up,” was Mr.
Tink’s admiring tribute. He regarded
Bill uncertainly. “How about that job
he spoke of? Is there anything in it,
or was he just drunk?”

Bill reflected. His original hostility
had evaporated. @~ Mr. Tink took his
liquor like a man, and, though presum-
ably on an empty stomach, without vis-
ible effect. It was a strong point in his
favor. Bill had been broke, himself.

“Well, this old stiff got us an office
we don’t need no more’n a catfish needs
matches,” he said. “But I want to know
more about you. What have you been
doin’ since you got out of jail in Winni-
peg?’)

The Odyssey of Mr. Tink included a
variety of jobs throughout the West, of
urban varieties, ranging from dishwash-
ing in restaurants to employment with
a private detective agency.

“Are you tryin’ to tell me you're a
detective?” Bill asked incredulously at
this point.

“I was what they call an ‘operative,’ ”
Mr. Tink explained. “This agency was
mostly a bluff. Maybe a woman would
get the notion that her husband should
be watched; or a man would want his
wife watched. My job would be to
watch. I'd keep tab on the parties, find
out what they did, and where they went,
and who they met.”

Here a positively brilliant idea oc-
curred to Bill. It burst upon him like
an unclouded sunrise. He wondered
why he had not thought of it before. If

he had been given to belief in Provi-
dence, he might have regarded Mr. Tink
as its manifestation.

“Were you pretty good at keepin’ tabs
on folks without lettin’ them know it?”

“It was the best thing I did,” Mr.
Tink replied, with becoming modesty.

“Do you disguise yourself, or any-
thing ?”” Bill queried further.

“You been readin’ crime stories,” Mr.
Tink responded. “Disguises are the
bunk. You can change your hat or coat,
and that’s about all. The main thing is
not to get yourself noticed, and there’s
nothing special to notice about me. F'’r
instance, you wouldn’t pick me out in a
crowd.” o

“I guess I wouldn’t,” was Bill’s trib-
ute to his guest’s low visibility. “You
mean you sort of blend with the bunch,
like a deer in the brush.”

“That’s the idea,” Mr. Tink nodded.
“You might meet me on the street a
dozen times, and unless I did something
to make you notice me you wouldn’t
know you’d seen me before.”

“All right, then,” said Bill; “you’re
hired. You're workin’ for me now—
me, personal, see? Forget that job this
old stiff was talkin’ about. There’s more
money in this. Have a drink, and I'll
spread out the hand for you.”

CHAPTER VIL
THE MORNING AFTER.

ILL arose at his usual hour; but

Sam Dobbs did not. A tentative
morning greeting elicited no response
whatever. Temporarily, he was dead to
the world. Bill breakfasted alone, and
subsequently met Mr. Tink, who, en-
dued with new if inconspicuous raiment
and brightened by a shave, was almost
unrecognizable.

“He’s asleep yet,” said Bill. “T'll give
him another hour and then wake him
up. Stick around and be ready.”

And, when the specified time had
elapsed, he sought his room and partner.
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Dobbs still lay like a warrior taking
his rest, one arm and part of the bed-
ding thrown across his face to protect
his eyes from the unwelcome light of
day. So, perhaps, has many a spent
hero lain recuperating his exhausted
forces the morning after a stricken field.
His partner, however, eyed him with
scant sympathy.

“Hey, Sam!” said he. When body
and mind are exhausted, reveille may
sound in vain. “Sam!” Bill repeated;
“time to make it!”

Dobbs sighed deeply. A repetition by
Bill merely caused him to dig in more
deeply.

Bill knew of two methods which,
though sharply contrasted in type, were
almost equally effective in arousing his
partner when that gentleman seemed
disinclined to face the stern realities of
life. These, for want of better termi-
nology, may be styled respectively the
“fortiter” and ‘““suaviter’” methods. The
former consisted in rudely ripping the
bedding from the sleeper and yanking
his feet to the floor. The necessity to
curse his assailant adequately then
awoke-him completely. The latter and
gentler method, however, Bill had found
almost equally efficacious. Now he
adopted it.

Taking a bottle and a glass, he
brought one against the other in a mu-
sical tinkle. At the same time his tongue
and throat combined to produce sounds
of a gurgling nature. “Tinky-tinkle!”
said bottle and glass; “ug-glug, glug-
ug!” said Bill.. This suggestive sym-
phony was warranted to bring Dobbs
out of any state of coma short of his
last, long sleep. And so it proved now.

The warrior’s ear, struck by these
familiar sounds as by a clarion call to
duty, conveyed a message to his brain.
He stirred, groaned, and, feebly upris-
ing on his elbow, surveyed the field on
which he had fallen.

The view comprised several of those

pathetic casualties technically termed
“dead soldiers” awaiting the burial
squad. However, their pathos did not ap-
peal to Dobbs. Bowing his head humbly
upon his hands, he uttered a clucking or
croaking sound suggestive of the warn-
ing note of a broody hen; and having
thus limbered his vocal organs he ad-
dressed his Maker in the vocative and
possessive cases, in accents of mingled
remorse and reproach, the latter pre-
dominating,

“How’d you like some breakfast,” said
Bill, ‘“startin® with Californy grape-
fruit?” -

Dobbs’ reference to breakfast, Cali-
fornia and its products, was scathing.
Bill proceeded to render practical first
aid in the form of a reviving draft com-
posed of ice, soda, lemon and dry gin.
Dobbs watched its preparation at first
with slight interest, and then with more.
He quaffed the restorative apprecia-
tively, and suggested a repetition. Bill
refused.

“One is lots. Think of that ‘woman’s
influence’ you were talking about the
other day. Maybe that’ll brace you.
You and your talk about bein’ on the
wagon !’ he added scornfully. “Didn’t
I tell you you were due?”

“Well, maybe I was,” Dobbs admitted
sadly. “Still, I guess I had a good time
—if I could only remember it. What
happened to me, anyway ?”’

“How do I know?” his partner re-
plied. “You went to some darn lecture
on the Holy Land. The Holy Land!
And look at you! You come in about
three G. M., tanked to the guards. ’S
all T know.”

Dobbs made an effort to reconstruct
the golden past. Beyond a certain point
his films ran poorly.

“I remember the Holy Land,” he
said. “I had a reason for going there.
She don’t pan out, so I got up and left.
So did another feller. He’dtbeen fooled
on her, too. He thought she was an
auction or something. Later on, he told
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me he’d been looking for a crowd to do
some bus’ness in. I guess maybe he was
a pickpocket.”

“More’n likely—if he hooked up with
you,” was Bill’s polite comment.

“Well, of course, this is Vancouver,”
Dobbs returned tolerantly. “If you’re
too partic’lar about your company,
you're apt to be lonely. Anyway, this
feller said he knew a place where we
could get a drink, and I needed one. So
I went with him. He bought and I
bought. And then a sailor come along
—that is, he said he was a sailor—and
he bought. So me and my friend bought
another apiece to make it even; only it
didn’t, because that made two the sailor
had had on us to one we’d had on him.
So he bought. He was real gentlemanly
—for a sailor—and he had a wad of
money. That made about eight drinks
we had, all in a row.”

“Six,” Bill checked this mental arith-
metic.

“Mcybe I missed one or two some-
where,” Dobbs admitted. “I lost count
after that. Then this sailor wanted to
sing. He had a nice, strong voice, that
you could have heard for :blocks. But
they wouldn’t let him sing; and he had
a nice song, too.”

“What was it?” Bill asked.

“One of them sea songs, I guess,”
Dobbs replied. “It started off pretty
good, but they shut him up. When
they wouldn’t let him sing, he said he’d
dance. He was accommodating, all
right. But they wouldn’t let him dance,
either—that is, not the way he wanted
tO.”

“And a wonder, too,” Bill commented,
with irony.

“It was a pity,” said Dabbs. “He
said this dance of his was all the go in
Zanzibar, or maybe it was Singapore.
One of them hot countries where the
dances come from nowadays. I'll bet
society folks will be dancin’ it, soon as
they get to hear of it. It didn’t seem
right that a sailor home from the sea

shouldn’t have his innocent amusements;
so naturally I sided in with him, and I

" told them he could dance that dance if

he wanted to, or I'd know why. It’s a
good dance, worth seein’.”

“Did he dance it after all?”
queried.

“Not in that place,” Dobbs replied.
“The waiters was a tough bunch. 1
wisht you’d been along; you’d’ have en-
joyed yourself. After they'd throwed
me and the sailor out, my friend come
after us and apologized for takin’ us
there. He said there’d been a change of
management, or, anyway, of waiters, and
he’d never go there again. And he took
us to another place where he said they
was lib’ral minded and anything went.

“There was a colored orchestra in this
place, and a big darky poundin’ a big
drum. The sailor went up and took a
look at him, and claimed he’d met him
onthe Congo. The darky said he didn’t
know them Tennessee towns, and he
come from Waycross, Georgia. The
sailor said he was a liar and a cannibal ;
and he wanted to open his mouth to look
at his teeth to see if they was filed. They
got into an argument that interfered
with the music, and the drummer pulled
a razor out of his pocket. It wasn’t no
safety, neither. But the head guy butted
in, and simmered the drummer down;
and the head guy took the sailor and
introduced him to a lady, and he did
his dance with her.

“It was a good dance, like I tell you;
and pretty soon everybody was tryin’ to
dance it. The sailor was real popular.
Only just then my friend got a message
from his wife to come home bécause
the baby was sick, so he ’pologized for
leavin’ so early, and went. And when
the sailor eome to pay for his next
drinks, he didn’thave no money. I guess
maybe my friend had got it. With a
sick baby, he might need it.”

“How about your money ?”’ Bill asked.

“I lost what I had in my pocket,”
Dobbs admitted philosophically, “but by

Bil}
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that time it wasn’t much. I had my roll
next my hide in a money belt, like it’s
wise to do in this town. And, of course,
I wouldn’t see a sailor stuck, because
where would we be without sea power.
I was goin’ to stake him if I could get
at my belt without undressin’ too much,
’cause I wasn't out to show no one
where my roll was—but while I was
thinkin’ about it, the sailor got into an
argument with the head guy about where
his money had went to.

“They both got a little excited, and
the Bailor said the place was a robbers’
roost, and he slammed the head guy.
Then he picked up a bottle and heaved
it at the music, and it went right through
the darky’s big drum. Then he threw
bottles with both hands, bein’ am-
phibious that way, till he run out of am-
munition. By that time he’d lost most
of the popularity he’d won with his
dance.”

“‘Sailors don’t care,’” Bill quoted
appositely as Dobbs paused in his Odys-
sey of the doughty mariner’s exploits.

“He didn’t seem to,” Dobbs concurred.
“He picked up a table and heaved it
into the Congo drummer that was com-
in’ for him with his razor, all but one
leg that he kept to use, and he done the
best he could with that. You’d have
liked that sailor, Bill. He had class. I
wisht I knowed where to find him.”

“He sounds all right, “Bill vouch-
safed expert approval. “Me, I'd rather
work with a good, solid chair than a
table leg. It seems to swing better. Still,
you can’t always get what you want, and
I guess he was a good man.”

“While he lasted,” Dobbs agreed.
“Sailors is only human-—or partly so—
and Providence is with the most guns,
like Solomon says. They was too many
for him. And they throwed me out, too,
because I was with him. That made
twice. I think there was another time,
later, but I ain’t sure. Anyway, he had
a good, hard head; and when he come
to we dusted ourselves off and went on

to see the sights. And somewhere along
the line I lost him or he lost me. And
after that,” Dobbs concluded regretfully,
“it don’t seem so clear.”

“It’s a wonder you didn’t wind up in
a hospital or twenty foot of water,” Bill
told him severely. “Where did you pick
up that bum ?” ’

“What bum?”

“The one you brought home with
you.”

Dobbs struggled with a poor film,
sadly underexposed, and finally got a
faint outline.

“Oh, him! Now you mention it, I
remember something. He must have
come later. I brought him up here, you
say?”’

“’S what you did,” Bill confirmed.
“He struclkc you with some hard-luck
spiel, and you fell for it.”

“T must have been awful drunk,”
Dobbs admitted on this last evidence. “I
wonder if I gave him any money? I'm
too darn generous; that’s my failing.”

“You didn’t give him a nickel,” said
Bill. “You wanted me to stake him.”

“Then I couldn’t have been so bad,”
Dobhs deduced, with satisfaction.
“What become of him.”

“I fired him out,” said Bill, now satis-
fied that his parter would not recognize
Mr. Tink. .

“You done right,” Dobbs approved.
“These panhandlers take advantage of
kindness. Well, I b’lieve Tl get up.
Fix me another of them drinks.”

“A darn small one,” Bill conceded.

Thus fortified, Dobbs arose. Groan-
ings and splashings from the bathroom
gave evidence that he was experiment-
ing with the water cure. He emerged.
wrapped in a pink crash bath robe, and
proceeded to endue himself with more
formal raiment. This process partially
accomplished, he turned with confidence
toward his bed. As he did so, his ex-
pression changed. He glanced around
the room, and then with deep suspicion
at his partner.
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“Look a here, Bill,” he said sternly,
“is this a joke?”

“Is what a joke?” Bill asked, puzzled.

“Where in the devil’s my toopy?”’
Dobbs demanded.

“Your—what?” Bill queried.

“My wig,” said Dobbs, who had re-
cently partially discovered the word
“toupee,” and adopted it as having class,
with the pronunciation indicated above.
“What you done with it?”

Bill stared at the bedpost where this
article was wont to be parked at night.
It was bare; so was his partner’s cra-
nium.

Now, as has been said, sometimes
Dobbs wore his wig, and at other times
he did not. One never knew when his
cranial baldness would be on exhibition.
True, recently he had worn the wig
steadily. But Bill for years had beén
accustomed to his partner’s lack of hair.
It was his natural condition, as Bill
knew it. The wig was merely an inno-
vation. So that if Dobbs had come in
wigless the night before, he had not no-
ticed anything lacking. Dobbs had
looked natural to Bill. For that matter,
he looked natural now. Bill did not con-
sider himself his partner’s wig keeper.

“I ain’t done nothing with your darn
wig,” he denied. “Ain’t she around
somewhere? Look under the bed.”

Dobbs made search.

“She ain’t here,” he announced.

“Then I guess you’ve lost her at the
lecture, or in some of them low dives
vou was at,” Bill deduced, without sym-
pathy. “Maybe your pickpocket friend
has her. Or the sailor. Do you remem-
ber any one pattin’ you on the head, or
runnin’ their fingers through your hair
and callin’ you their curly-headed boy?
A woman’s influence——"

“You go to the devil!” said Dobbs.
“I want my wig.”

“Well, I ain’t got her,” Bill returned
convincingly ; “nor I ain’t seen her.”

“My gosh!” said Dobbs.

To appreciate his feelings, it should

be said that he had an appointment with
the charming widow for that very eve-
ning. It was an important one, covering
dinner and a dance. But the lady had
never seen him wigless ; and Dobbs cher-
ished the touching belief that it was not
distinguishable from natural hair. To
keep this appointment bareheaded, as it
were, was unthinkable. The recovery
of his wig or the purchase of another
became imperative.

Either solution presented difficulty.
The trail of the night before had been
long and rough. At a certain point of
recollection it vanished. No landmarks
stood out beyond. There was merely a
general idea of direction as a guide.

As to another wig which should match
the original in fit, contour, hirsute splen-
dor and shade, it might be hard to ob-
tain. Wigs in ready-to-wear styles did
not offer a large choice. They did not,
as it were, come in hair lines and pin
checks, in short stouts, erects and stoop-
ings. The better wigs as a rule were
custom made. The vanished one, though
a hand-me-down, had been a perfect fit
purely by chance. It had been pur-
chased through the medium of a most
personable young saleslady known as
“Mademoiselle Lucille,”” who had found
favor in Dobbs’ eyes so far as to sell
him a heavy bill of goods as well as the
wig. He had even taken her to lunch,
with the result that she had told him
a touching story of an invalid brother
who required an expensive surgical
operation to restore him to health. The
story was touching; but the, “touch” had
failed, Dobbs having felt that he was
being crowded ; and since then he had
seen no more of the young lady. But it
was unlikely that this establishment
would possess a duplicate of the wig.

“You got along all right without a
wig,” ‘Bill told him, “Anyway, you can
buy another.”

“You're sure I didn’t have it on when
I came in?”

“TI never noticed. If it ain’t here, it’s
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a cinch you didn’t. You ought to have
wore it in your money belt.”

“They’ll steal even your hair in Van-
couver,” Dobbs said sadly. “I wonder
if I could find them places I got throwed
cut of?”

“Maybe a bird took your scalp to
nest in,”
“Look up in some trees.” And leaving
his partner to complete what in Dobbs’
opinion must be an incomplete toilet,
Bill descended to the waiting Mr. Tink.

“He’s getting dressed, and he’s going
out,” he informed that gentleman. “He
don’t remember you, at all, so he won't
know you. Did he have any hair on his
head when you hooked up with him last
night?”

“Bald as a coot,” Mr. Tink replied.
“When did he have hair?”

“He had a wig, and he’s lost it in the
shuffle.”

“Well, I didn’t pinch it.”

“Nobody said you did. You keep
case on him, and let me know every darn
thing he does.”

“Leave it to me,” said Mr. Tink, with
confidence.

CHAPTER VIIL
ON THE TRAIL OF DOBBS.

ILL left it to Mr. Tink. From con-
cealment, he saw Dobbs leave the
hotel, followed discreetly by the sleuth.
He saw no more of either till nine
oclock that night, when the latter ap-
peared. He seemed weary and footsore,
as if the trail had been long and rough.

“Well?” said Bill.

“You ain’t got a drink, have you?”
Mr. Tink asked pathetically. “I sort
of need one.” He absorbed the restora-
tive gratefully. “Well,” he confessed,
“T lost him.”

“You're a hell of a detective!” was
Bill’'s comment.

“You need bloodhounds to keep track
of that old bird,” Mr. Tink returned,
with conviction. “At that, I stayed with
him pretty good.”

Bill suggested unfeelingly.-
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“Let’s hear you,” said Bill.

Mr. Tink produced a notebook, and
from it, plus memory, took up the fasci-
nating story of Dobbs’ wanderings:

“At eleven thirty a. m. Dobbs appeared in
the hotel lobby, wearing a gray suit and gray
soft hat. Appeared to be slightly nervous.
Probably hangover. Took chew of tobacco
and left hotel by Granville Street exit.

“At eleven forty-two, he paused before a
potice board of hall used for public meet-
ings, and appeared to read notice of previous
evening’s entertainment—same being an illus-
{rated lecture on ‘The Holy Land, Past and
Present” Chose this moment to pass close
behind him, and distinctly heard him mutter:
*This is what started the whole thing{’ He
then threw his chew of tobaccé into the mid-
dle of the poster, and went on.

“His next stop was before a store bearing
the sign: ‘Professor Edouard Cassay et Cie.,
Tonsorial Specialists; Cosmétiques.’

“This professor’s real name,” Mr.
Tink explained in parenthesis, “is Eddie
Casey; and him and his wife Lucy Casey
run the dump single-handed up to a week
ago. Then he went broke against the
races, his creditors grabbed his stock,
and his wife skipped. I found this out
later.”” He referred to his notebook:

“If Dobbs had date there, he was disap-
pointed. This may be explanation of his ex-
pression of disappointment, for again, passing
close to him, heard him say: ‘No darn luck
at alll” He seems to have habit of talking to
himself, which may be due to alcoholism or
senility.”

“It's the hills,” said Bill. “When
you’re alone a lot, you get to thinking
out loud. But you're away off, feller.
That store is where he bought his wig.
Fire ahead.”

“Well, then,” Mr. Tink related, aban.
doning his notebook for freer narra.
tion,” he turned east and went away
down along the water-front district. He
went into a short-order place and got
a plate of ham and eggs, and coffee.
Then he goes into a dump they call The
Chilkoot Pass. Maybe you know it.”

“I've seen it,”” Bill replied conserva-
tively.
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“It’s a sort of a bluff at bein’ a

cabaret,” Mr. Tink went on. ‘“Mostly
it’sa night joint. They seemed to know
him there, because as soon as he got
inside the door the head waiter called
up two others, and they blocked him off
from a table. But after they had talked
for a while, he handed the head waiter a
bill, and they let him sit down. He had
a highball—they call it ‘iced tea’ there—
while he talked with the head waiter.
Then he had another and bought a cigar
and left. I found out afterward that
him and another guy had pulled off a
rough-house there the night before. It
took seven waiters to throw them out.
- “The next place he called at was a
joint they call The Skidroad, run by a
guy called ‘Silver Ike’ Smith, and be-
lieve me, it’s one hard dump. It's a
dance hall and speak-easy, and a sort of
waitin’ room for the morgue unless you
watch your step.”

“Well, the old hellion!’ said Bill.
“He was there, was he?”

“You know the place, do you?”

“I had to shovel my way out of it
with a chair, one night,” Bill admitted.
“Somebody tried to knife me, too.”

“They seemed to know him there,
too,” Mr, Tink resumed, “because when
he showed up the bouncer took one slant
at him and got up to do his stuff.”

“How did this bully’s face look?” ‘Bill
queried, with interest.

“He has a hard map. Sort of worked
cver in spots. Why?”

“I just wanted to know,” said Bill
“I jumped on it, the night T was tellin’
you about, and I thought I felt some-
thing give. Maybe it was only his teeth.
Fire ahead.”

“Well, your partnér made the peace
sign, and handed the bully a bill, and
they seemed to get along all right after
that. They had a drink together. I no-
ticed your partner reached over and took
the ibully’s glass and drank that; and
the bully, after lookin’ at him hard for
a minute, emptied out the other glass

 told me.

and got another. A waiter come along
and I got talkin’ to him. He told me
your partner and a sailor had put the
place on the blink and ruined the orches-

_tra last night, before they were fired

out.”

“Check,” said Bill. “That’s what he
And it's the last thing he re-
members.”

“Well, your partner had a couple of
drinks, and he went on to a Chinese
hotel that has a smoke room ‘beneath
it. He lapped up a shot or so of sam
shu or something there. ‘Next he landed
into a place called ‘Queen Anne’s,’ that’s
a sort of sailors’ boarding house. Anne’s
asblack as a gum boot and weighs about
three -hundred; but she’s a good old
soul. She keeps order with a baseball
bat when she has to, and sells as good
whisky as you can expect.

“But you put even good whisky on
top of the kind they give you at The
Skidroad, mixed up with a few shots of
sam shu, and you’'ll know it. So when
your partner come out of Queen Anne’s
he had a risin’ gauge, and he was step-
pin’ high and walkin’ a little wide.

“He stopped in front of a junk shop,
and then he went in. I looked in
through the window. The boss of the
shop was an oldish bird with a fine mop
of gray hair., He 'used to be an Ar-
menian or a Syrian or a Turk, I'm told.
When they had been talkin’ for a few
minutes, your partner, who had been
pointin’ to this old bird’s head, reached
over the counter and grabbed him by the
hair back of the ears, and near pulled
him off his feet. Then he let go, and
seemed to want to explain. But the old
feller wouldn’t listen. He grabbed up
a sword ‘bayonet off a shelf back of him,
and come a-boilin’; and your partner
didn’t wait for him.

“That whisky,” said Mr. Tink rem-
iniscently, “may have interfered a little
with your partner’s walkin’, but it sure
helped his runnin’. His acceleration
was real good. He come out of that
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shop like he was shotout of a gun. The
folks livin’ in that district are sort of
blasé about ordinary scraps. But, of
course, no one wants to miss a good
knife murder if there’s one comin’ off;
and when a man with a bayonet in his
fist is chasin’ another and yellin’, it
draws spectators. So they begun to
pick up a procession.

“There was acop standin’ on a corner
ahead, but when he saw this Armenian
with the bayonet, he looked up the side
street and he saw a couple of boys
throwin’ rocks at a hydrant, so he went
after them to protect the city’s prop-
erty.

“A block farther on, a car comes out
of a cross street just in front of your
partner; and he jumps into the back
seat and yells to the driver to step on
it, or he’ll be murdered. The driver
took one look at the bird with the bayo-
net, and he stepped on her. He went
up that street like a bat outa Hades.

“That left the bayonet boy and the
crowd flat, and everybody was disap-
pointed, specially them that had never
seen a murder real close. It looked like
a good thing gone wrong. There was a
good deal of unfav’rable comment on
your partner, though some thought the
bayonet boy should have run faster.

“I beat it after the car. I figured the
driver would stop in a few blocks and
get rid of his passenger; but I guess
I was wrong, or I took the wrong turn,
for I never laid eyes on him again. So
I went back over the ground and got
what information I could at the places
he’d been at. And that’s all I know.
I'm sorry I lost him, but that’s how it
was.” ’

“You done the best you could,” Bill
admitted. “When he gets going, there’s
no telling what sort of stuff he’ll pull
What I really wanted was to find out
about a woman he’s been going around
with—where she lives, and who she is,
and so on. You be around to-morrow,
and go after him again. He’s due to

show up some time between now and
morning if something don’t happen to
him, and I guess nothing will. When"
he’s drunk, he has the luck of a dog
with two tails.”

After Mr. Tink had gone, he smoked
a cigar in the lobby, awaiting the pos-
sible advent of his partner. That
worthy not appearing, he ascended to
his room. When he switched on the
light, he beheld Dobbs. That gentleman
was cosily tucked in bed, sleeping the
sleep if not of the just at least of the
profoundly wearied. Above him, de-
pending from its accustomed bedpost
like a guardian angel of his slumbers,
hung his wig, somewhat disheveled but
still of noble hirsute appearance. On
closer inspection of his partner, Bill
saw that his facial epidermis bore nu-
merous scratches.

As Dobbs did not awake, Bill shook
his head, called it a day, and switched
off the light.

CHAPTER IX.
CATS AND WIGS.

HE car which opportunely bore

Dobbs away from the avenging gen-
tleman with the sword bayonet broke
all traffic rules in a straightaway for
several blocks, swung to the right for
several more, turned hither and yon a
number of times, in a manner which
argued a certain experience in the art
of baffling pursuit, and finally came to a
stop in a street which, as it merely di-
vided vacant lots, afforded an unob-
structed view for a long distance.

The driver turned to his self-invited
passenger. ,

“All out !” he said ; and when this sug-
gestion had been complied with, he
queried, not unnaturally: “Weli?”

Dobbs, recovering his wind which had
been somewhat exhausted by his safety-
first efforts, which also had sobered
him, extracted largess from his pocket.

“You saved my life, partner,” said he.
“Here’s a dollar.”
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The driver gazed at him in stupefac-
tion.

“No, no! he said. “Itain’t worthit.”

“I know how you feel,” said Dobbs
appreciatively. “I got the same deli-
cacy. It’s a credit to you, and I won’t
try to force money on you.” He re-
turned the dollar to his pocket. “Have
a cigar, anyway.”

The driver accepted the cigar dazedly,
bit off the end, and inserted the weed
between his right molars.

“Don’t give me a match, too,” he said.
“Gen’rosity like this always affects me.
I got a mushy streak.”

“You got a good heart,” Dobbs com-
plimented him. “You’re a white man.
You wouldn’t see a feller-bein’ slaugh-
tered.”

“Not in my bus,” the humanitarian
admitted. “I got new upholstery. And
now,” he added in brisk, businesslike
manner, “come through. We'll split
right here.”

“Huh?” the startled Dobbs ejacu-
lated.

“Fifty-fifty on your haul, whatever it
was,” the driver elaborated. “I ought
to have more, but that’ll do.”

“Why, darn you,” Dobbs exclaimed
indignantly, “what do you take me for?”

“Cheese, cheese!” the driver chided
gently. “You been stagin’ a holdup
back there, and I want mine.”

“I ain’t neither,” Dobbs denied.

“Don’t lie about it,” said the driver
earnestly, “not to me. Don’t make me
lose my faith in human nature. Don’t
try to hold out on me. Where’s your
gratitude? I save your life—and you
offer me a dollar and a cigar! I thought
you was kidding me at first, but now—
by the glory!” said the driver violently,
overcome by a sudden full realization of
this base ingratitude. “By the glory, I
ought to turn you up!”

“I tell you, I ain’t a holdup,” Dobbs
insisted.

“You may be a Sunday-school superin-
tendent,” the driver conceded, with deep

irony, “or a traveling evangelist. You
ain’t a bad front runner, neither, for
an old guy. But it beats all what a
judge won’t believe. You'll get ten
years; and at your age that’s close to
life. Do you want to die in the pen?
Be reas’nable.”

It took several minutes of heated elo-
quence partially to convince him that he
had not opportunely assisted in a get-
away following robbery with violence;
and he seemed bitterly disappointed.

“My luck always was dead rotten,” he
said. “But if. you wasn’t pulling off a
holdup, what was that guy after you
with the bayonet for?

“Last night,” Dobbs explained, “I
was out seein’ the sights, and in the
shuffle I lost my wig. You can see I'm
a little shy of hair. To-day I started
out to look for it in the places I'd been
at—that is, as near as I could remem-
ber. Comin’ by that murderer’s junk:
store I saw him, and the head of hair
he was wearin’ looked to me like my
wig. I didn’t remember bein’ there; but
a feller can’t remember everything, so I
went in to see about it.

“The closer I looked the more it
looked like my wig, so I told himto give
it to me. He wguldn’t, and he jab-
bered some sort of lingo at me; so I
reached over and caught him by the hair
iback of the ears to pull it off. And
darned if it wasn’t his own nat’ral wool.
And then, instead of apologizin’ for de-
ceivin’ me, he grabs up that sword from
a shelf back of him, and comes for me.
So I beat it, and jumped in your bus,
And do you blame me?”

The driver looked at him and shook
his head. Still shaking it feebly, he got
into his seat and started his engine.

“They say,” he observed, “that there’s
one born every minute, and the old ones
are the worst; also that it takes all sorts
of folks to make up a world. Ain’t it
the truth?” With which philosophical
reflections he let in his clutch and rolled
sadly out of Dobbs’ life.
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The latter, left alone in a part of
Vancouver to. him, surveyed his subur-
ban surroundings with disgust. The
Skidrod and sam-shi beverages dying
mn him, together with his physical ex-
ertions, produced an effect of lassitude
and a taste that almost bore fur. He
felt cast down, discouraged. His search
for his wig seemed futile. The only
thing to be done was to have another
made to match it, as closely as his recol-
lection of its vanished glories would
permit. Sorrowfully he turned toward
the more inhabited sections of Vancou-
ver.

He had no desire to retrace the route
he had followed that afternoon. In the
zigzag course taken by the rescuing
car, to some extent he had lost his bear-
ings. He knew he ‘was headed for home,
and that was all.

Thus he 'began to traverse a section
of the city inhabited by the proletariat.
The humble homes of workingmen
clustered thickly, as did their progeny.
The latter were amusing themselves
with the happy abandon of innocent
childhood. As Dobbs took a short cut
through a lane behind a back yard sur-
rounded by a high ‘board fence, a fiend-
ish caterwauling, mingled with shouts
of youthful glee, assailed his ears. He
looked over the fence. From a clothes-
line, tied together by their tails, de-
pended two cats, which were making
earnest efforts to disfigure each other
with their claws, to the edification
of a mixed company of half a dozen
stnall boys and girls, devotees of “clean
sport.”

Dobbs was largely tolerant in mat-
ters of amusement, both youthful and
adult, and conceded, as he demanded,
a reasonable freedom in the pursuit of
happiness. But he felt that this was
going too far,

“Hey, you little devils, take down
them cats!” he commanded.

“They ain’t your cats,” a spokesman
volunteered; and added appreciatively
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to a friend: “Gosh, ‘Slimer,’ lookut the
fur fly.”

Time being of the essence of rescue,
Dobbs went over the fence with an agil-
ity highly creditable to his years. The
group of spectators scattered. Grasp-
ing the cats by the tails he endeavored to
lift them from the supporting line, He
created a diversion to the extent that
one of the felines, a large, iblack male,
twisted upward and let go what tech-
nically may be termed a right hook, rak-
ing the rescuing hand with a set of
highly efficient claws. Dobbs jumped
back, wringing his hand, to the unstinted
applause of the spectators.

“Serves you darn well right, ol’ but-
tinsky,” the same spokesman voiced
public opinion. But he listened with re-
spect to Dobbs’ outspoken comment, as
opening vistas of verbiage theretofore
concealed from his youthful ken.

Dobbs opened his knife and cautiously
endeavored to sever the unblest tie
which bound the felines’ tails. In this,
after several attempts, he was success-
ful. The cats, loosed, fell. One darted
for safety; but the black, falling in con-
tortions, chanced to strike his rescuer’s
leg above the knee.

Without delving deeply into the psy-
chology of the cat, it may be said that,
if not arboreal, it is at any rate a climber.
When assailed, it turns instinctively to
higher things. Altitude to the average
cat connotes safety. Again, a cat,
though normally calm and dignified,
viewing life with inscrutable eyes, may
be shaken from its wonted poise by an
event cataclysmic, so to speak. To be
suspended by the tail in an enforced
twosome with a fellow-feline is such an
event. A cat, in fine, may become rat-
tled and act on impulse rather than on
matured judgment. That cat did, to
Dobbs’ sorrow.

Possibly it took Dobbs’ leg for a tree.
At any rate it took to it like a tree. Dig-
ging four sets of climbing irons into
Dobbs’ bark, it ran aloft nimbly to his
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right shoulder, and around his neck to
his left shoulder.

To employ ring phraseology, Dobbs
was short with a left swing. The cat
put a right to the ear and a left to
the head without a return. Dobbs broke
ground, and the cat forced the fighting.
The cat opened a cut above Dobbs’ eye,
and hooked a left to the nose. Dobbs
bieeding badly. The cat’s round.

- They went to a clinch, and the crowd
went wild. On the breakaway—which
was accomplished by Dobbs tearing his
assailant loose and hurling it violently
from him—the cat landed a long fare-
well left and hit the ground running,
its tail as big as a fox’s brush and its
opinions of mankind in general rising
to high heaven.

So did Dobbs’ opinions concerning
cats. In an inspired outburst of im-
agery highly instructive to the young
who gleaned several priceless rhetorical
jewels therefrom, he voiced his senti-
ments as to all felines as he endeavored
to stanch his wounds.

“Hey, mithter,” offered a youthful
toxicologist to whose speech the recent
loss of two upper incisors imparted a
fetching lisp, “a cat’'th bite’th poitthon.
Tho'th itth clawth.”

“Maybe he’'ll die,” a golden-haired
damsel of eight suggested hopefully.
“Maybe we’ll see him do it.”

“They won't let him die here,” a mas-
culine wet blanket interposed. ‘“They
take them to a hospital to croak.”

“When folks die of dog bites they
bark,” the young lady stated expertly.
“I betcha he’ll meow an’ spit. I hope
we hear him.”

Further prognostications were cut
short by the appearance of the gentle-
man who owned the house appurtenant
to the back-yard arena. He was a very
large and solid gentleman of viking
mold as well as ancestry. He was in
his shirt sleeves, and he was smoking
tobacco in a pipe and chewing tobacco
in the form of snuff. There was an air

of primal calm about him, as of moun-
tains. He ran a cold-blue eye over the
intruder.

Dobbs returned this gaze with some
apprehension, To Dobbs’ eye he bore
an unwelcome resemblance to another
gentleman of berserk tendencies who
had swept out an entire camp in the
Cariboo, using an ax as a besom. The
viking spoke. His voice was a rumble
as of distant thunder in the hills.

“Hey, you faller, vat in hal you ban
do in my yard?”

“Them young hellions,” Dobbs ex-
plained, with what he felt to be feeble
description, “had tied two cats together
by the tails.”

The viking considered this evidence
of youthful genius calmly.

“Dey ban your cats ?”’ he inquired.

“Course they wasn’t,” Dobbs returned.
“I'm tellin’ you they'd tied their tails
together and hung ’em up on your
clothesline.” ‘

The viking eyed the line critically.

“She ban gude strong line,” he as-
serted with confidence. “She hold up
more as two cats.”

“Goldarn it!” the exasperated Dobbs
elucidated; “them cats was rippin’ each
other to pieces!”*

The information made little impres-
sion.

“Cats ban cats,” the viking announced
incontrovertibly. “You gat your face
scratched bloody. Vat you butt in for?”

“Great Pete!” Dobbs exclaimed in
disgust; “ain’t you got no common hu-
manity ?”’

The viking scratched his head doubt-
fully, and seemed to receive inspiration
from Dobbs’ scratched visage.

“Ay tenk mebbe de voman gat some
in de house,” he said. “You come in
and vash, and she rub it on.”

Dobbs gave it up. But he accepted
the invitation to cleanse his wounds.
This he accomplished at a tin basin on
the back porch, his ablutions being
watched hopefully for signs of rabies by
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a concourse of the young. However,
he balked at the alleged healing balm
tendered him by the viking's wife.

This ointment, evidently a home brew,
was in a tin can which originally had
contained salmon. Apart from the con-
tainer, doubt seemed to be cast upon the
antiseptic properties of the contents by
finger marks, edged with stove blacking,
and by the further circumstance that it
held a dead mouse. Dobbs delicately
pointed out the corpse.

“Yohn Vesley,” the lady accused one
of the youthful concourse, “you put dead
mice in de salve by?”

“Didn’t,” the accused John Wesley
denied succinetly.

“Val,” the lady accepted this denial,
“den mebbe I guess de mice he et some.
She ent to eat; she’s to rub in. You tek
some oﬁ' de side vere de mice isn't,
meester.”

‘But Dobbs refused as tactfully as he
could, and left the premises by the back
way. He passed down a lane with back
yards and vacant lots on either hand.

His soul which should have been sing-
ing over a good deed accomplished, was
bitter within him; and his face and
hands smarted. He felt that the So-
ciety for the Prevention of Cruelty to
Animals should specifically state that
cats were outside its scope. Divine pur-
pose, if any, in the creation of cats,
Dobbs felt, was obscure. They might,
indeed, be proper subjects for vivisec-
tion, and might with advantage be substi-
tuted for guinea pigs and rabbits for in-
oculation with diseases in the interests
of science; but otherwise, in Dobbs’
view, cats lacked raison d’étre.

He felt so strongly on the subject
that, seeing a large, fat, yellow tabby
roosting comfortably on a board fence,
he looked around for a missile with
which to register his disapproval of the
entire feline genus, and found a section
of a brick.

The cat was sleeping in the sun, high
above canine perils, perchance dreaming-
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of succulent mice. Dobbs took a care-
ful stance, went back slowly, and let the
brick go with a perfect follow-through.
If anything, there was too much follow
through, which is said to impart punch
and give distance. The missile topped
the cat, little more than grazing its fur,
and went on its way, even, to Dobbs’
startled eyes seeming to rise in flight
with a slight hook, which brought it in
line with a kitchen window.

As the cat, aroused from dreams,
sprang high in air and vanished, there
was a crash of glass and a bloodcurdling
feminine shriek. Above the fence, with
the sudden effect of a jack-in-the-box,
appeared a gardening trowel clutched in
a muscular hand, followed instantly by
the visage of a gaunt and angular and
highly indignant lady whose tongue,
even as she appeared, was framing
phrase of bitter reproach to small chil-
dren. But, seeing a male of mature
years, she hastened to amend this accu-
sation.

“You miserable, low-down old brute,
what do you mean by it?” she de-
manded.

“Me, ma’am?” Dobbs returned, with
the best simulation of innocence he could
produce in this sudden emergency.

“Ves, you"’ the lady returned, ‘with
energy. “I thought at first it was one
of them boys.”

“So it was, ma’am,” Dobbs assured
her earnestly.

“Then where is he?” the lady de-
manded, glaring around.

“He run away,” Dobbs extemporized
brilliantly. “I tried to catch him, but
he was too quick for me. He was a
young tough with freckles and a dirty
face.”

“I don’t believe you,” the lady told
him. “You threw a stone at my Flora,
and you broke my kitchen window, and
I'll have you jailed for it.”

“You're mistaken, ma’am,” Dobbs
pleaded. ‘I love all animals, ’specially
cats. My poor, dead sister taught me
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to love ’em. I'd be the last man on
earth to heave rocks at 'em.”

“He’s lyin’, Miss Crull,” a childish
voice piped behind Dobbs.
brickbat at your cat. I seen him.”

Dobbs turned and beheld a loathsome
little girl of years some nine or ten. She
held a dilapidated doll upside down by
one leg, thus early in Dobbs’ view, be-
traying a tendency toward infanticide.
With her was a male of about equal age,
of a low and lowering countenance. A
slingshot protruding from his pants
pocket indicated that in later life he
might become a gunman and perhaps
end in a wired chair. Dobbs hoped
so. This male now confirmed the girl’s
testimony :

“I seen him, too.” ;

Dobbs surveyed these voluntary wit-
nesses with repulsion. He felt that King
Herod, and, in a lesser way, the Prophet
Elisha, had the right system in dealing
with children. In his opinion, instead
of reprobation through the centuries,
that monarch deserved a stately monu-
ment. At the moment he would have
been willing to contribute to one.

But as the weight of evidence seemed
to be against him, he had recourse to a
plan sometimes efficacious with hostile
witnesses.

“You're a pair of da—er—that is,
you're mistaken, my little dears,” he
amended his original statement. And
he craftily exhibited to their innocent
gaze a half dollar lying surreptitiously
in his palm.

The reaction of the female to the sight
of real money was instant, feminine and
satisfactory.

“It wasn’t him, after all, Miss Crull,”
she changed her testimony promptly.
“It was just a man that looked like him.”

But the male, naturally lacking in this
fine intuition, with the characteristic ob-
stinate density of his sex, stuck to his
original statement.

“It was too, him! I seen him pick up

“He t'run a -

the brick and let ding at your cat. There
wasn’t no other man at all. And you're
a little liar, Hetty Maguire!”

“You're another!” his companion re-
torted. Having adopted a new faith,
she pursued it with fervor and evangel-
ical ardor, as well as highly creditable
invention. “Don’t you believe him, Miss
Crull. I seen the man. I seen him
fire the brick and run. He was a big
man with black whiskers, and he looked
like a tramp. And you were going to
plug Miss Crull’s cat, yourself, with your
slingshot, Mike Brady. You know you
were! You’re a fibber, and a bad, bad
boy, and you'll go to the bad place, and
I'll laugh! So there. Mister Mike
Brady !’

“You wanted me to plug the cat, you
little tattletale,” Mr. Brady accused the
betrayer. “You seen it on the fence, and
you come and told me now was a good
chance to plug the old maid’s cat. But,
of course, I wasn’t going to,” he con-
cluded virtuously.

“You were, and you'’re a fibber,” Miss
Maguire contradicted him flatly. “Fib-
ber, fibber! You were, you were, you
were!” And, swinging the unfortunate
doll as a flail, she brought it with force
against Mr. Brady’s ear, while at the
same moment she kicked him violently
on the right shin. Mr. Brady there-
upon cast chivalry to the winds, and
battle joined. They went to it vi-
ciously, with a technic which argued ex-
perience. ‘

“Are you going to let them little chil-
dren kill each other, you old brute?”’
Miss Crull demanded.

Dobbs, who was enjoying a ringside
position and cheering on his suborned
witness, felt himself forced to interfere.
He caught Mr. Brady by the scruff of
the neck and shook him.

“What do you mean by hitting a lit-
tle girl, you young beast?”” he demanded.
“You'd ought to be ashamed of your-
self.”
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“An’ fwat do yez mane be batin’ up
me la-ad, yez ould blagyard?” a hoarse
voice behind him demanded. “L’ave
him go, now, or I'll alter th’ map iv
yez!”

Dobbs let go promptly, and beheld a
red-faced and red-headed female of
truculent mien, decidedly in the heavy-
weight division, who furthermore com-
ported herself as a champion.

“You, wid th’ hamburger face,” the
lady further addressed him—“fwat do
yez mane by ut?”’

“He was beatin’ up this little girl,”
Dobbs explained.

“An’ fwat av ut?” the lady returned,
with maternal tolerance. “Growin’ lads
must have some divarsion. An’ anny-
ways, she’s a Maguire. I'm a notion
to slam ye one.”

“Do, ma!” Master Brady encour-
aged her. “He fired a rock at Miss
Crull’s cat, and bust her winder.”

“Shut up!” his mother commanded,
enforcing discipline with an open-
handed box on the ear. “Fwat’s the
rights of this, Mary Crull ?”

She got them, so far as Miss Crull
knew them. Miss Crull, on the prin-
ciple that the weight of evidence was
riearly even, and that a bird in the hand
was worth two in the bush, demanded
indemnity for her window from Dobbs.
This was enforced by Mrs. Brady in no
uncertain terms.

“Yez'll pay her, or I’ll get a cop,” she
announced.

Thus outheld, Dobbs surrendered.

“All right, I'll pay to save trouble,”
he agreed. “How much is your win-
der worth ?”

“Ten dollars,” Miss Crull replied.

“Ten blazes!” Dobbs protested. “The
pane’s worth about fifty cents.”

“Make it twinty, Mary,” Mrs. Brady
advised. “He’s got the money.”

“Twenty,” Miss Crull amended.

“But——" Dobbs endeavored to ex-
postulate.
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“Me cousin’s on this beat,” Mrs.
Brady cut him short. “An’ then ye
t'run the rock at her cat, causin’ her
mental anguish, like the law says. A
judge’d give ye sixty days; but us
women is weak enough to be mercifuller.
Call it twinty-five, Mary!”

But Dobbs settled at twenty, and de-
parted, breathing maledictions. Around
a corner, he heard a patter of childish
feet behind him, and turning beheld
Miss Maguire, brandishing a sad frag-
ment of her doll.

“Where’s my half dollar, mister?”’
she inquired. “I fibbed the best I could
for you.”

Dobbs, looking at her youthful in-
nocence, was touched.

“So you did,” he admitted. “Angels
could do no more. Here’s a whole dol-
lar, sissy. Darn it, here’s two dol-
lars. You’re the only human being with
a heart in Vancouver. Keep on as
you're going, and some day you'll drag
down big money—if nobody catches you
at it.” And, with this word of kindly
encouragement in the right path, he went
on.

Several blocks farther on his way, he
passed by a vacant lot between two hum-
ble residences. On this lot several small
boys were disporting themselves in what
to Dobbs was a new game, presumably
invented since his own youth.

One boy was crouched on hands and
toes near another, who, crouched like-
wise in this posture, pranced about ut-
tering sounds of which “Ba-a-ah!
ba-a-ah!” is a fair phonetic rendering.
This second youth’s chin was adorned
by some grayish material fastened to his
head by a string. He now shook his
head threateningly, and plunging for-
ward butted the first youth violently.
This youth, though shaken, maintained
his poise. He then arose, shook himself,
and addressed his assailant.

“My turn!” he cried joyfuly, and
reached for the whiskers.

AND A WIDOW
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Dobbs addressed a smaller boy, an en-
vious bystander.

“What are they playin’?”

They were, he learned, playing a game
known as “Goat-in-the-ring.” The ring
was drawn in the dirt. If the boy in
the ring was butted out of it or over-
thrown, he had to stand a second as-
sault. If not, he himself donned the
goat’s whiskers and did the butting.

At this moment a certain familiarity
in this appendage, which was now being
donned by the second boy, struck Dobbs.
Only the vivid imagination of childhood
could have endowed it with capricornian
resemblance. As its new owner crouched
for attack, Dobbs sprang forward, seized

him, and snatched the appendage from.

his chin.

It was sadly disheveled, somewhat
muddy, and burs and foreign material
clung to it; but even in its fallen estate
it was recognizable. Dobbs identified
it beyond doubt. But his action brought
a howl of indignant protest.

“You gimme that back!” its quondam
wearer demanded.

“Where did you get my wig, you
young cuss?”’ Dobbs asked.

“It ain’t yours—it’s mine,” the youth
insisted. “You gimme it back!’ And,
stooping, he grasped a stone.

His example was contagious. Since
the time of David, and likely prior there-
to, boys have been handy with stones.
Dobbs had no desire to emulate Goliath,

“Here’s ten cents for it, sonny,” he
offered practically if frugally.

“I don’t want no ten cents.
my goat’s whiskers !”

“Well, here’s two bits,” Dobbs raised
the ante.

“I want them whiskers.”

Dobbs might have raised again, but
for precipitate action on the part of a
youth who lingered on the outskirts of
the discussion. This youth, when the
clan had armed, had chosen for his mis-
sile a handful of Vancouver’s real estate,

I want

which, as it chanced to be mingled with
a recent rainfall in natural proportions,
he had molded expertly into a true
sphere the size of a baseball. This he
now projected at the interloper.

The ball of mud struck Dobbs in the
neighborhood of the right ear, with a
soggy sound, and distributed itself
shrapnel-wise over the surrounding area
of his person. Besides being high in co-
hesive qualities, its fragments also were
adhesive, and it made a mess of Dobbs.

In the West, in the days when every
gentleman went armed, a single shot
sometimes provoked a fusillade. It did
so now. Dobbs found himself the target
of a general bombardment by expert
gunners.

Instant retreat from an untenable po-
sition is sound strategy. There are times
when even the bravest may run like a
man. To fight a gang of small boys is
much like standing one’s ground against
a disturbed nest of wasps. It may be
magnificent, but it is not war.

For the second time that afternoon,
Dobbs ran. Like the unfortunates con-
demned to run the gantlet, he was pur-
sued by a yelling horde. And he ran
directly into the arms of the law, as per-
sonified by a gentleman known officially
as Police Constable Flaherty, No. 28,
who was related in cousinly degree to the
mother of Master Michael Brady.

Constable Flaherty barred Dobbs’
strategic retreat with a blue-clad arm.

“Now then, now then,” quoth he, go-
ing to the very kernel of the situation
with keen intelligence, “what th’ devil
is this about?”

“Them young cusses are rockin’ me,”
Dobbs complained. “One of them
busted a mud ball onto me. Don’ta man
git no protection in this town?”’

“He stole my goat’s whiskers,” was
the counter accusation. “He grabbed
them and run.”

“Oho !’ said Officer Flaherty sternly.
“A goat’s whiskers, is ut! That'’s croolty
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to animals, and assault, besides larceny,
as well. Where’s th’ poor goat, b’ys?”

“What he calls his goat’s whiskers is
my wig,” Dobbs stated. “I lost her last
night, and they’ve darned near ruined
her, playin’ some fool game.”

“A wig, is ut?”’ said Officer Flaherty,
bending a stern gaze upon it.
more like a burrds’ nest, an’ a last-
year’s wan, at that. An’ how come ye to
lose it offa yer bean?”’

“I was takin’ a little walk last night,”
Dobbs stated candidly, “and I took my
hat off to cool my head, and right then
some feller snatched off my wig and
run.” ,

“How did yeez lads come by the wig?”

“We found it lyin’ in the street.”

“On yer say-so the wig may be yours,”
Officed Flaherty admitted to Dobbs re-
gretfully. “But how come yer map to
be all scratched up?”

“A cat done that.”

“A cat!”’ Officer Flaherty exclaimed,
with sudden enlightenment. “So you're
that felly! I've been hearin’ iv yez.
There’s an alarm out f'r yez. Yez tried
fr to-hold up a Syrian or the likes,
named Bananas or the likes, an’ yez
made yer get-away in a high-powered car
dhruv be a confed’rit. We’ll get him
later. Then, yieldin’ to a maniacal im-
pulse to croolty, yez catched two poor
cats, an’ hung them over Ole Swen-
strom’s clothesline. When detected, yez
tried to blame it on innocent childher.
After that, yez t'run a brick at another
cat, an’ bust a taxpayer’s windy. Like
enough yon wig is a disguise, enablin’
yez to lead a double life. Come along.
There’s a free ride comin’ to yez.”

Dobbs’ explanations and entreaties
were unavailing. So was an enticing
offer of currency.

“You're a devil of a cop? he voiced
amazed disgust at what he considered
an abnormal attitude. “But then,” he
added bitterly, “you ain’t got no sense,
so 1 guess you qualify.”

“It looks

He eyed the “wagon” when it arrived,
with deep repulsion. It put him in mind
of a dog catcher’s van. The fact that it
had running rights over everything but
the fire department, brought no solace.
In unwelcome state he rede to police
headquarters, where after a long wait he
was paraded, luckily for him, before the
gentleman who had investigated the
charge of attempting to promote a con-
fidence game when he and Bill had tried
to sell The Dog to a detective.

“What, again!” said this gentleman,
with an air of pleased surprise. “And
to what do we owe the pleasure of this
second visit?”’

He heard the conflicting stories of
captive and captor, with a twinkle of
amusement in his cold eye. He already
had checked up on Dobbs and Bill, and
accepted the former’s explanation nearly
at par.

“Boys will be boys,” he said genially.
“But, Mr. Dobbs, doesn’t it occur to
you that a gentleman of your years, who
presumably carries money on his person,
would be well advised to avoid places
such as you say you were in last night?”’

“It took seven waiters to throw me
and that sailor out of one of them,”
Dobbs stated with modest pride; ‘“and
they were husky waiters, too.”

He left police headquarters without
a visible stain on his character, and hav-
ing fortified himself with a meal at the
nearest café, decided to call it a day. It
was then night, and he had broken his
engagement with the widow, but that
could not be helped.

A cautious survey of the hotel lobby
disclosed Bill in converse with a stranger
whose face seemed vaguely familiar,
though he could not place it. Not wish-
ing to be confronted by his partner just
then, he dodged around to another en-
trance, and unobserved ascended to his
room. There he inspected his features,
and once more voiced his opinion of cats.
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He took a hot bath and two mansize
drinks, and laid him down to rest wearily
but triumphantly. He eyed with satis-
faction the retrieved wig, pendent above
him on the bedpost. He felt the satis-
faction of the soldier who has saved the
regimental colors. Something attempted,
something done had earned a night’s re-
pose.

“By gum, I got her !’ he muttered, as
he relaxed with a deep sigh. “There
ain’t nothing that beats perseverance—
except luck.” With which philosophical
reflection—which is strongly recom-
mended as a practical variant of the “La-
bor omnia vincit” maxim of our youth
. —he passed into innocent slumber. -

CHAPTER X,
THE FRAME-UP.

BILL awoke in the morning to see hia

partner before the mirror making
careful survey of his features. He
shook his head sadly at the result of this
inspection, and, turning his attention
from his natural attractions to the artifi-
cial, began to pick foreign material from
his wig.

Bill yawned mightily and sat up in
bed. Then he got a full view of his
partner’s countenance.

“What in thunder you been doin’ to
your face?”’ '

“She is scratched up a little,” Dobbs
admitted.

“You look as if you'd been tryin’ to
kiss somebody, and picked the wrong
person,” said Bill. “Or was it your darn
widow ?”

“I got these scratches tryin’ to stop a
runaway,” Dobbs informed him,

“A runaway lion?” Bill inquired.

“A runaway horse.”

“How could a horse scratch you up
like that?” :

“It wasn’t the horse. He drug me
through a bunch of bush with thorns
on it before I could stop him.”
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“Well, what did you want to stop him
for?” :

“There was a-girl ridin’ him,” Dobbs
confessed, with modest reluctance, “and
he'd got plumb away from her. As a
man, I couldn’t do no less.”

“Just like a movie!” said Bill in ad-

miration. “Was the girl hurt?”
“Not to mention, Just shook up a
little.”

“Did she kiss you?”

“That’s all you think about,” Dobbs
reproved him, with dignity. “She was
mighty grateful. She said I'd saved her
life; and maybe I did.”

“You ought to get a medal for it,”
Bill commented, with irony.

“That’s what her old man said,”
Dobbs returned. _

“Did you save his life, too?”

“No, I didn’t. Him and his daughter
had been out ridin’ in Stanley Park, but
he wasn’t right with her when her horse
bolted. When he come up, he was as
grateful-as she was. Nothing would do
but I must go home with them.”

“Of course, he wouldn'’t let you walk,”
said Bill. ‘“He pulled a cayuse for you
out of his pants’ pocket, didn’t he?”’

“You think that’s bright, don't you?”
Dobbs retorted. “If you had brains, it
might strike you he could phone for
his car.”

“Was it a horse car?”

“Not so’s you'd notice. It was about
the size of a Pullman. The shofer was
dressed up like a French general, and
he brought out an English-lookin’
flunkey with him to take the horses.”

“Was this flunkey sittin’ up in the
front seat with the shofer ?’ Bill asked
with interest.

“I guess so,” Dobbs returned, slightly
puzzled. “Why?”

“I thought he might have been sit-
tin’ back with the butler,” said Bill. “Go
right ahead and tell me some more.
You’re doin’ fine.”

“I won’t tell you another darn’ word,”



A SILVER MINE AND A4 WIDOW 49

Dobbs refused, in dudgeon. “Only that
them people live in a big house up on
Shaughnessy Heights. And the old man
has the best whisky I've tasted in years.”

“All right,” said Bill. “And now tell
me how you got your face scratched.”
But he wrung no confession from his
partner, who admitted nothing unless
caught with the goods, and then but sel-
dom.

“If you don’t believe me, I can’t help
it,” the latter returned, with the sad
dignity of the misunderstood, and re-
sumed the task of cleaning his wig.

“Well, where did you find your darmn
wig, then?”’ Bill asked. “Perhaps you
can tell me that, without.lyin’ like a gov-
ernment witness.”

“I won’t tell you nothin’,” Dobbs re-
plied, and stuck to it.

Bill, baffled, dressed with speed and
descended to the ground floor, where he
found his special investigator awaiting
his appearance.

“I told you he’d show up all right,”
he informed that gentleman. “When I
went up to the room about an hour
after you’d left, there he was in bed and
asleep. He wasn’t drunk to speak of,
because he’d taken off his boots and
clothes. He has his wig back, and his
face is all scratched up, and he lies about
how that happened. You go after him
to-day, and see if he meets that darned
woman. Find out all about her you can,
and let me know.”

Dobbs, afger-breakfast, took it easy in
the seclusion of their apartment, ap-
parently recuperating his forces. He
seemed disinclined for further conver-
sation, and Bill let him alone. At the
end of an hour he sallied forth without
announcing his destination. Nor did he
return.

Bill put in the day.

About nine o’clock that night Mr.
Tink appeared. He seemed even more
weary and discouraged than on the pre-
ceding evening.

“You look as though the whisky had
run out,” said Bill. “Have you lost him
again?”

“I got him spotted,” Mr. Tink replied.
“He’ll stay put for an hour or so. After
to-day, I guess I'm through.”

“You're gettin’ paid,” Bill pointed out.
“Tll raise the ante, if it ain’t enough.
Only I want some action for my stack.
I want some dope on this widow.”

“I guess there ain’t no widow,” Mr.
Tink returned wearily.

“Course there is,” Bill insisted. “I
saw him with her.”

“You might have thought you did,”
Mr. Tink admitted. “This is two days
I've been shadowin’ that partner of
yours, and I'm free to confess he sur-
prises me.”

“What did he do to-day?” Bill asked.

“I better tell you the whole thing,
startin’ from the beginnin’,”” said Mr.
Tink. “When I tagged onto him this
morning, he went down street sort of
keepin’ track of the window signs like
he was lookin’ for some place, and at
last he turned into a map institute.”

“A what?” Bill queried.

“A beauty parlor,” Mr. Tink inter-
preted. “They got a professor there
that’s a wiz on camouflage, like paintin’
out shiners, and trimmin’ cauliflowers,
and so on. He used to be a bartender,
and he does a good trade among the
leather pushers. So your partner went
in there, and when he come out he had a
nice three-coat enamel job, natural fin-
ish, over them scratches, so that they
didn’t show at all; and his wig had been
vacuum cleaned or something. It was
fluffy and pretty like a squirrel in the
spring. Takin’ him all in all, the old
feller looked slick and smooth as a spring
bird. Science sure has made great
strides.”

He shook his head solemnly in mute
admiration of recent scientific advances,
and resumed:

“He went on down street, lookin’ at



50 THE POPULAR STORIES

himself in the store windows like a
woman with a new dress, and the next
place he hit was a hotel where they’ve
moved the bar, all but the brass rail, up
to a back room on the fourth floor. He
had two gin fizzes there, and a rickey
for luck, and he come out bright eyed
and steppin’ high. He went in to a
gents’ furnishin’ store, and bought him-
self a cane and a pair of red gloves,
and a new necktie, yellow and red with
a green stripe runnin’ diagonal, and put
’em all on. Then he hit a cigar store,
and come out smokin’ a cigarette.in a
holder a foot long.”

“Cig’rettes!” Bill gasped. “Him?”

“Well, he was chewin’ tobacco, too,”
Mr. Tink put forward in extenuation.
“He went along and come to an office
buildin’ and took the elevator. I took
it the next trip and got off at the floor
the elevator boy told me that necktie had
got off at, and there was an office with,

‘Dobbs & Hutchins, Minin’ Invest-
ments,” on the door. Is that your
office ?”’

“I guess so,” Bill replied. “I’ve never
seen it. It’s another of his crazy no-
tions.” 7

“It looked to me like it was head-
quarters for a woman’s convention of
some kind,” Mr. Tink went on. “The
cage I come up in was full of girls, all
headed for this office. So I asked one
of ’em what was the idea. She showed
me_an ‘ad’ clipped from a paper. This
is it.”

Bill read:

Wanted—Experienced female stenographer
able to work a typewriter and fix up business
letters to look right, also to spell good. Good
pay for a good one. Apply in person person-
ally to Room 512, Helmer Building, between
11-12 o'clock, Wednesday.

“They applied, all right,” said Mr.
Tink. “They crowded the office and
overflowed into the corridor. Pretty
soon they begun to go as well as to
come; and then they all went in a bunch,

all but that cute little thing I spoke to.
She landed the job.”

“And he told me,” said Bill thought-
fully, “that the stenographer he’d hire
would be old, and a little gray.”

“You ought to see this one,” said Mr.
Tink.

“Maybe I will,” Bill returned hope-
fully. “Fire ahead.™

“I stalled around,” Mr. Tink went
on, “and after a while she come out.
‘So you made it, sister, I says. ‘What
sort of a job is it?’”

“‘What’s it to you?’ she says.
showed her a five. ;

“‘Well, she tells me, ‘the boss is an
old gink dressed up like a spiced ham
and smellin’ of gin. He’s either a nut
or a crook, so I don’t know how good
the job is. And if you're a dick, I've
never seen him or it before to-day.’

“‘Never mind what I am,” I says.
‘what has he given you to do so far?

“‘All I’'ve done so far is to take some
dictation,’” she says. ‘It was fierce, the
worst ever. Part of it was to people
like the Guggenheims and Consolidated
Smelters about . minin’ properties he
wanted to sell ’em. There was some
letters to private parties, offerin’ them
minin’ claims or shares in minin’ com-
panies. I guess he must have a sucker
list, but he ain’t workin’ Vancouver with
it. The letters was all to points outside.
But he gave me instructions that when
a certain lady comes in to see him, I'm
to butt in with phony messages about
big minin’ deals. And if you’re goin’
to make a pinch,” she winds up, ‘tip me
off so’s I can do a fade-out first. It
don’t do a workin’ girl no good to be
mixed up with these here Wallingfords.’

“I told her it was all right, and to
keep copies of a few letters, ’specially
any to women. She went out to lunch,
and I stuck around pretty close to the
door, and I heard your partner usin’ the
phone. Then he come out and headed
for a café, and there he met a woman.

So I
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What sort of a looker,” Mr. Tink asked,
“did you say this widow was?”

Bill described the lady as accurately
as he could from his limited opportunity
for observation.

“I guess it's the same party,” said
Mr. Tink, with a sigh. “I can tell you
all you want to know about her.”

“Good work,” Bill congratulated.
“Spill it.”

“Well,” said Mr. Tink, “I told you
there wasn’t no widow. And there ain’t.
This woman, if it’s the same one you
mean, is my wife.”

“What!’ Bill exclaimed.
sure?”’

“A man is darn apt to know his own
wife. Sure, she’smy wife.”

“Well, thank the Lord for that!’ Bill
commented, with unwonted piety.

“I don’t know why,” said Mr. Tink
gloomily, “and diff’rent here. When I
come to check up on my blessin’s lately,
she ain’t been in the rack.”

“I mean,” Bill explained, “that if she
ain’t a widow he can’t marry her.”

“I wouldn’t be so darn sure,” Mr. Tink
doubted pessimistically. “He looks to
me like a man that’d commit bigamy. If
he hasn’t, it’s likely because he’s over-
looked it.”

“It ain’t bigamy unless you’re married
already,” said Bill; “and he ain’t mar-
ried.”

“How do you know?” Mr. Tink re-
turned, with deep suspicion. “I'd say
he had most of the white man’s vices.
And, anyway, my wife’s married.”

“You ain’t dead,” said Bill; “so she
won’t marry him. Not reflectin’ on her
at all, my tumtum is she’s just playin’
him for a sucker. He told her he was
a minin’ millionaire; and she told him
she was a rich widow from Californy.
That way, it’s a stand-off. He’s tryin’
to sell her a mineral claim we own; and
I'll bet she has somethin’ worth about
as much that she’s tryin’ to sell him.”

“She had a lot of bum California oil

“Are you

shares once,” said Mr. Tink. ‘“She paid
two hundred good dollars for em, at ten
cents a share. And I wanted to put that
money on a horse at the time,” he added
sadly.

Bill thought it over. With a per-
fectly good husband among those pres-
ent, he felt relief. The situation, how-
ever, seemed to hold possibilities.

“Now look a here,” he said at last, “I
want to learn this old rooster a lesson.
This is a good chance. Now, here it is.
Your wife run out on you back in Win-
nipeg, and you find her here in Van-
couver runnin’ around with him to
movies and cafés, and so on. Naturally,
you s’pose he’s responsible for alienatin’
her affections, bustin’ up your happy
boardin’ house, and so on. Anyway, you
got a right to s’pose it. You're a
wronged and desp’rate husband, see?”

“Am I?” said Mr. Tink doubtfully.

“Sure you are,” Bill afirmed. “So
what you do, you watch your chance, and
then. you stick a gun against his stomach
and tell him to pray and make it

snappy.” '
“You don’t mean me,” Mr. Tink ob-
jected. ‘I ain’t no gunman.” .

. “When you got a gun against a guy’s

belt you can’t miss him,” Bill pointed
out. “He knows it, too.”

“It might go off,” said Mr. Tink, with
apprehension. “The darn things do.
And then it’d be murder. They hang
folks for murder in this country,” he
added, with regret for this shortcoming
of the law as administered in Canada.

“It couldn’t go off, because it'd be
empty,” said Bill. “l wouldn’t have the
old stiff hurt for a million dollars, of
course. I just want him scared, to have
the laugh on him and learn him some
sense. All you do is put the fear of the
Lord in him.”

“T ain’t no evangelist,” Mr. Tink ob-
jected further. “You don’t stack me up
against a rough old bird like that with
no empty gun. Look at how many wait-
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ers it took to throw him out of them
dumps.”

“And look how he run from that old
rooster with the bayonet,” Bill pointed
out encouragingly. “And, besides,” he
added, “he’d have a guilty conscience.”

“Conscience!” said Mr. Tink. “Him?”

“Well, anyway,” said Bill, “a gun
proddin’ your stomach makes you stand
without hitchin’, take it from me. And
he’s scared of guns, same as any man
that’s seen ’em work. All you got to
do is to carry a hafd face. It’s a
cinch.”

“S’pose I do this,” said Mr. Tink,
weakening  slightly—“what  happens
then?”

Bill, whose plans had gone no further
than the discomfiture of his partner, re-
flected.

“You can shake him down if you
like,” he suggested. “I’ll see that he has
a hundred in his clothes, and that’ll be
your rake.”

“You don’t get me holdin’ up nobody
for money,” Mr. Tink objected, with
decision. “If he makes a squeal I land
in the pen.”

“Well, I'll pay you a hundred for the
job myself,” Bill offered generously.
“That’s good money. And when your
wife sees you with this gun KR

“My wife!” Mr. Tink exclaimed.

“She’s going to call at this office he’s
got, to talk business with him,” Bill
returned. “That gives you a good
chance. You throw down on him with
the gun, and ask him where he wants his
body sent; and if she tries to talk, you
shut her up.”

“Did you ever try shuttin’ up a
woman you're married to?” Mr. Tink
asked pathetically.

“The trouble with you,” Bill told him,
with the superiority of bachelorhood, “is
that you've played the wrong system.
From now on, you want to deal ’em out
like a buck to his squaw. He does the
runnin’ around and the thinkin’; and

she stays in camp and does the work,
and everybody’s happy. If she ain’t, he
beats her up a little, and it’s all right.
Women like the rough stuff. So when
your wife sees you with a gun, she’ll
know you’re a hard guy, and she’ll want
you back.”

“She might take it away from me,”
Mr. Tink suggested contra.

“My Lord!” Bill exclaimed in dis-
gust. “Are you a man or a mouse? I
tell you, all you have to do is to carry a
hard face, and she’ll be beggin’ you to
eat her cookin’ again. We’ll pull this in
the office, because nobody’ll butt in
there; and besides, I want to see the
fun. When we find out when she’s
comin’ there, I'll tell you how to work
it.”

“That stenographer of his’ll tip us off
for a five-spot,” Mr. Tink suggested
brilliantly.

“Stake her to it,” said Bill.
money well spent.”

“It’ll be

CHAPTER XI.
SOLOMON SAID IT.

OLD Sam Dobbs having consumed an

excellent if lonely lunch, turned to-
ward his office, with the brisk step of the
hustling business man. S$o far nobody
had called there save gentlemen selling
insurance and sets of the world’s best-
bound literature. But, though from a
business standpoint the office seemed to
lack raison d’étre, Dobbs liked it. Its
possession gave him a sense of impor-
tance; and then, it was a place to rest
his feet.

Further, he liked his stenographer,
Miss B. Cooney. As yet he had not as-
certained what given name this initial in-
dicated. He intended to find out. “Miss
Cooney” seemed too darned formal
Miss Cooney, besides being able to make
a typewriter talk, and being a good
speller—at least so far as Dobbs was
able to check up on that attainment—
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was a nice bit of scenery, restful to his
aged eyes.

So far, Bill had not visited the office,
and Dobbs hoped he would not; for a
visit would explode a fiction to the effect
that the stenographer was a lady of ma-
ture years, with a grayish bob, slightly
lame, with eyes a trifle on the bias. This
information apparently had discouraged
Rill.

On this particular afternoon the ex-
istence of the office was to be justified
by a visit from the widowed Mrs. Tol-
liver. Dobbs hoped she would come
prepared to talk turkey. Anyway, he in-
tended to talk it. He was going to make
a manful effort to sell her The Dog,
whether he sold her himself or not; and
so when he reached his office he pro-
ceeded to arrange his stage setting.

“The lady I told you about will be
here at three. o’clock,” he told Miss
Cooney. “When she comes, you tell her
I’m mighty busy signin’ dividend checks
for the shareholders of one of my mines,
but that I'll see her. Did you fix up
them checks to read like they was for
a dividend, like I told you?”

“Yes, Mr. Dobbs.”

“That’s a good girl,” her employer
approved. “Sort of scatter them around
on my desk so she’ll see them, and put
some more papers there to make it look
like bus’ness, When her and me have
been talkin’ a few minutes, you come
in and tell me those parties in Seattle is
callin’ me up on long distance about that
big deal for that group of mines.”

“Ten minutes—Seattle—group of
mines,” she said, taking notes. “Yes,
Mr. Dobbs.”

“Then after a few minutes more, you
bring me in that option for fifty thou-
sand I agreed to give that English syn-
dicate on that placer-dredgin’ proposi-
tion.”

“Yes, Mr. Dobbs.”

“Well, then let it ride for a while,”
Dobbs instructed, after some thought.

“And last of all, bring me in that tele-
gram offerin’ fifteen thousand for The

Silver Dog mineral claim.”

“Yes, Mr. Dobbs. Is that all?’

“It ought to be enough, I guess,”
Dobbs decided. “Don’t forget any of
i '

“I don’t forget much, Mr. Dobbs.”

“You're a good girl,” said Dobbs,
“and you'll get along.”

“I’'m working for you,” said Miss
Cooney humbly, “and, of course, I want
to do as I’m told.”

“That’s right,” said Dobbs.
an intelligent young woman.”

‘T want to do as I'm told,” the intelli-
gent Miss Cooney repeated, “even to
phony calls, and options and wires. I'm
just a poor working girl, Mr: Dobbs,
but I gotta conscience.”

Again to quote the dictum of Captain
Cuttle, the bearings of an observation
depend upon its application. Eye met
eye. Miss Cooney’s expressed a simple
trust in human nature—that is, in
Dobbs’ human nature. Dobbs’ ex-
pressed pained disillusionment. After
a long moment devoted to practical mind
reading, he laid a five-dollar bill upon
Miss Cooney’s desk. The young lady
beamed.

“Oh,” she said, in childlike surprise,
“is this for me? Thank you, Mr.
Dobbs.”

“Don’t mention it—or anything else,”
said Dobbs. “You was born hereabouts,
wasn’t you?” he queried, with apparent
irrelevance.

“They tell me so,” Miss Cooney ad-
mitted, with the proper pride of a na-
tive daughter.

“I can tell it without being told,”
said Dobbs; and he entered his own
office to await the arrival of his fair
visitor.

When the latter at last was ushered
in by the native-born Miss Cooney, he
welcomed her cordially, but with the
slight abstraction proper to one im-

“You're
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mersed in large affairs on which his
mind had been concentrated.

“Don’t let us be interrupted, Miss
Cooney,” he instructed. “If that Eng-
lish syndicate’s engineer comes, tell him
to call to-morrow.”

“Yes, Mr. Dobbs.
dividend checks now?”

“I’m not quite through signin’ them,”
Dobbs stated. “Let ’em wait.”

Miss Cooney closed Dobbs’ office door
and went directly to the telephone, where
she called a number. Getting her con-
nection, she uttered but two words, “All
right,” and, returning to her desk, began
to type industriously.

Dobbs with few preliminaries went
directly to business. The preliminaries
included directing his visitor’s attention
to the dividend checks, as being proof
of material rewards for trust in his in-
vestments. He then proceeded to give
authentic instances of mineral claims
which had turned out to be bonanzas,
and arguing from the general to the par-
ticular, endeavored to convince his cli-
ent that The Dog was such a claim.

Though the lady listened, she did not
jump at the chance to-become the owner
of this potential source of wealth. Even
when Dobbs exhibited a substantial frag-
ment of silver-lead ore—procured at a
junk shop at a cost of fifty cents---she
did not enthuse. Indeed, she showed a
disposition to stray from minerals to oil,
with particular reference to certain valu-
able shares of the latter which she held.

Miss Cooney as per schedule an-
nounced Seattle upon the phone, and
brought in an option for signature.
Dobbs met these interruptions with busi-
nesslike brusqueness. Then he spread a
map upon his desk and pointed out the
precise location of The Dog in the ex-
act center of a rich—if so far unproved
~—mineral belt. In close proximity to
his companion, he bent over it.

At the sound of an opening door he
turned his head, expecting to see Miss

Shall I mail the

THE POPULAR STORIES

Cooney, who was about due with the
fifteen-thousand-dollar telegram. But
instead of the scenic Miss Cooney, he
beheld a stranger whose features some-
how were vaguely familiar. However,
his eyes did not dwell upon the strang-
er’s physiognimy, but focused instead
upon the latter’s hand which seemed en-
tirely full of gun. It was a very large
and very long gun, and it seemed to
bear directly upon that spot in Dobbs’
physical structure where reposed khis
recent lunch. Dobbs was seldom the
prey of indigestion, but at the sight he
felt a decidedly gone and sinking feel-
ing.

“S-stick ’em up!” the intruder or-
dered. His voice was slightly shaky.

But Dobbs did not cavil at that. His
hands shot ceilingward with celerity.
His fair companion emitted a stifled
scream.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “It’s him!”’

“Shut up!” said the holdup man thus
flatteringly addressed.

“T won’t shut up.
speak ‘to me like that?
gun down!”

Instead of obeying, the intruder took
a slightly hesitant step forward and
prodded Dobbs ungently in the stomach
with the muzzle of the weapon. This
human contact appeared to inspire him
with more confidence. It inspired Dobbs
«with decidedly less.

“Uh !’ he acknowledged the prod. “Is

How dare you
Put that nasty

- this a holdup, or what?”

“You’ll see what it is,” the other re-
turned ferociously. “I’'m goin’ to blow
your heart out.”

Now, though this sanguinary predic-
tion was uttered in a manner which Bill
would have described as ‘“hardened,”
somehow it fell short of carrying com-
plete conviction to Dobbs, whose back-
ground contained varied experiences in-
cluding knowledge of men who had been
rightly considered “bad.” He had seen
gunmen, and crazy men with guns, and
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this one did not ring quite true for
either.

Dobbs possessed nerve enough on oc-
casion; but like most men who have an
intimate knowledge of firearms he had
a heartfelt respect for them. Though
this holdup man did not look like a
killer, neither for instance did Billy, “the
Kid,” nor a number of deadly gentle-
men celebrated in history, to say nothing
of more modern homicidal practitioners.
True, his voice had been a trifle shaky,
and so was the hand that held the gun.
But a shaky hand may possibly indicate
a twitching trigger finger. Dobbs would
have preferred more steadiness all
around. In his view, a nervous man
wasn't fit to be trusted with a gun.

“I wisht you’d point that thing some
other way,” he suggested.

The holdup man laughed a bitter stage
laugh.

“You think you can bluff it out, do
you, you old home wrecker?”’

“What d’you mean — ‘home
wrecker ? ”’ Dobbs asked.

“You wrecked mine, and bust up my
married life!” the holdup man declared.

“I never seen your darned home, nor
your married life, neither,” Dobbs dis-
claimed indignantly.

But here the lady took a hand.

“Joe Tink,” she exclaimed, “you listen
to me!”

“Less outa you, woman!’ Mr. Tink
ordered royghly, to her manifest amaze-
ment. “I’'m runnin’. this show, and I'm
doin’ the spielin’, see? You're my wife,
ain’t you? And you run out on me in
Winnipeg, didn’t you? And I find you
here with this old rascal, don’t I?
There’s only one thing to do, and I'm
goin’ to do it.” And to indicate possible
action, he prodded Dobbs again.

“Set your brakes a minute,” that gen-
tleman pleaded, “and quit jabbin’ me
with that gun. There’s cards missin’
outa this deck. Do you claim this lady
is your wife?”

“And darned well you know it!”” Mr.
Tink replied.

Under the circumstances, Dobbs con-
sidered chivalry incompatible with
safety.

“You claimed you was a widow ?” he
said to the lady, reproachfully.

“Well, I might have been, for all I
knew,” she replied casually. “I was
trying to look on the bright side. A
married woman has to, now and then.”

“Is that so?” snapped Mr. Tink, mo-
mentarily forgetting his role of avenger
in natural husbandly annoyance. “You
hoped I was dead, did you?”

“I wouldn’t say I really hoped it,” the
lady replied conscientiously; “it looked
like too long a shot. And now you’ve
found me,” she went on with bitterness,
“I s’pose you figure to live off of me
without working, same as you did back
in Winnipeg.”

“Livin’ with you was work enough,
and no union hours, neither,” Mr. Tink
retorted.

Dobbs, who had been inclined to con-
sider himself the victim of a frame-up,
began to revise his opinion in the light of
this exchange of amenities, which
seemed to point to genuine marital rela-
tions. In his view, they were behaving
like a real married couple. But a more
important thing was that, in his natural
indignation, Mr. Tink had allowed his
attention and the gun’s muzzle to stray
from Dobbs.

This was decidedly faulty technic.
Though the years had stiffened and
slowed him, Dobbs was still fast enough
on occasion; and his ability to make
quick decision and act on it was quite
unimpaired. His sinewy old hand shot
out and grasped the gun barrel, jerking
it aloft while his other hand caught the
wrist. With a twisting wrench he
gained possession of the weapon, and
promptly reversed it upon its late pos-
Sessor.

“You may be a genuwine husband,”
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he said, “but you’re a devil of a gunman.
You sit down and behave yourself while
we talk things over, or you’ll have a real
widow.”

“Not outa that gun,” Mr. Tink re-
turned sulkily. “There’s nothing in it.”

Dobbs verified this statement by im-
mediate inspection, and experienced
lively disgust. To be held up and
prodded with an empty gun hurt his dig-
nity. In the society he had been ac-
customed to frequent, such things were
not done.

“Don’t you never do nothing like that
again,” he said sternly. “It’s no better
than suicide. I might have had a gun
myself. Now tell me what you were
doin’ this on. If your wife run out on
you in Winnipeg, I may’s well tell you
I ain’t been there since 1890, and I ain’t
never seen this lady till a week ago.”

“You don’t know your own luck,” said
Mr. Tink gloomily.

“And I didn’t either—till I married
you,” the lady put in, with equal pes-
simism.

“Well, what are you doing in Van-
couver, and what are you doing in this
old bird’s office?”

“I’m keeping a boarding house, same
as I did in Winnipeg,” the lady informed
him, with a defiant glance at Dobbs. “I
changed my name, too, so you wouldn’t
be apt to find me. As for what I'm do-
ing in this office, this nice old gentleman
deals in oil shares as well as mines, and
he’s going to buy those California oil
shares I've had for so long. - You said
you would, didn’t you?”” she appealed for
information to Dobbs.

“Why—uh—maybe I said I might,”
Dobbs admitted reluctantly. ‘““That is,
if you don’t want too much.”

“You can have them for what I paid—
ten cents a share. And I've only two
thousand shares.”

If there is a subtle difference between
a prudent and a safe investment, this
looked to Dobbs like the former.

“Well, I guess_T'll take them,” he de-

cided.

~“And you can pay me for them now,”
the lady suggested briskly, producing a
package of certificates from her hand
bag.

The only bank account Dobbs had was
a joint one with Bill; but that could
not be helped. He began to make out a
check.

“Why don’t you married folks fix up
your troubles and go to housekeepin’
again?” he inquired.

“I might—if he’d go to work at some-
thing,” the lady returned.

“I’'m working now,” Mr. Tink re-
turned, glancing longingly at Dobbs’
check book.

At this juncture Bill entered. He had
intended to do so before. As he had
planned the campaign, he was to come
in when Mr. Tink had had time to
scare Dobbs thoroughly. But owing to
the unexpected scenic attraction of Miss
Cooney, his entry was not as prompt
as he had planned. Indeed, it was con-
siderably delayed. Now, to his unspeak-
able disgust, he beheld what was ap-
parenty a friendly disarmament confer-
ence, with the armament reposing peace-
fully upon his partner’s desk.

Dobbs’ expression when he beheld
his partner was slightly startled. He
shot him a glance of deep suspicion.
Then he rallied his forces.

“Come in, Bill,” he said cordially,
“and shake hands with my friends, Mr.
and Mrs. Tink, from Winnipeg.”

“Pleased to meetcha,” said Bill, look-
ing the reverse.

“You're just in time to sign a check
with me,” Dobbs went on cheerfully.
“I’m buyin’ a few oil shares.”

“What !” Bill exclaimed, favoring Mr.
Tink with a dark scowl

“Just a little flyer,” Dobbs stated care-
lessly. “Sit down here and sign.”

“What’s that gun for?” Bill asked, to
gain time for thought.
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“That’s a paper weight,” Dobbs re-
plied. “There’s nothing in it. Sign
here, Bill.”

Bill signed dazedly. Dobbs presented
the check to Mrs. Tink with a flourish.

“Well, good-by, folks,” he said kindly.
“Now things are all right, and I hope
that you’ll be as happy as you deserve
to be.”

Still dazed, Bill watched the with-
drawal of his ally with the lady. Some-
how, his plans had gone wrong. There
seemed to have been a reconciliation.
Had Tink sold out to Dobbs? But he
could not inquire without revealing his
own part in the affair, which, under the
unexpected present circumstances, would
make him look foolish. e was forced
to maintain a front of ignorance.

“Who were them people?” he ven-
tured.

“Just a couple I've met,” Dobbs re-
plied airily. “They’ve been fussin’ a
little, the way married folks do; but
I've give ’em some good advice, and it’s
all fixed up now.”

“It looks more like they give you a
con talk about them oil shares,” Bill sug-
gested darkly. ‘“Have you sold The Dog
yet?”

“I’m afraid that sale has fell through,”
Dobbs admitted with regret. “Fact is,
that lady got a sudden call back to Cali-
forny.”

“It must have been a darn sudden
one,” Bill commented.

“She got a telegram her sister was
dyin’,” Dobbs returned sorrowfully.
“It’s awful sad. They was right fond of
each other.”

“Was her sister a widow, too?”’ said
Bill.

“No,” Dobbs replied; “she was just
engaged to be married. Well,” he went
on, as Bill allowed this interesting in-
formation to sink in, “it’s gettin’ late.
I'll tell my typewriter she can go home;
and then we’ll go.”

“She’s gone,” said Bill. “She wanted

to get away early because she has a
party to-night.”

“She never said nothin’ to me about
it,” Dobbs observed, with suspicion.

“Maybe it was sort of sudden—like
your widow’s telegram,” said BIll
“Didn’t you tell me,” he accused, “that
your typewriter was an old girl with
gray hair?”

“I had to let that one go,” Dobbs ex-
plained. “The work was too hard on
her eyes.”

They walked homeward, each busied
with his own thoughts. As they passed
a confectionery store, Bill suddenly
checked.

“I want to get something in here.”

Bill’s purchase was a five-pound box
of the most expensive chocolates. Dobbs
stared at him.

“What you goin’ to do with them can-
dies?”

“They’re for Bee?” Bill replied care-
lessly.

“‘Bee?” ” Dobbs queried, at a loss.

“Miss Cooney,” Bill elucidated. “Her
front name is Beatrice, and I call her
Bee for short.”

“Why, darn you, you never seen her
before to-day!” Dobbs exclaimed. .

“Well ?’ said Bill calmly.

“You better have them candies sent—
if you know where she lives,” Dobbs
suggested. “They might come in handy
for the party she has to-night.””

“They will,” Bill returned. “The
party’s with me, and I've heard you say
that ladies like candy.”

Dobbs that night sat in lonely state.
He was in undress uniform; his wig
adorned the bedpost; his faithful pipe
was between his teeth, and he was think-
ing hard. From time to time he stimu-
lated his mental processes with a reviv-
ing draft, and from time to time he
shook his head.

“I been double-crossed, somehow,” he
said aloud, in the hahit he had acquired
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of years in the hills, as the result of his
lucubrations ; “and Bill, he knows about
it. But he ain’t sayin’ a word, and that
means he’s been crossed, too. It’s darn
funny. I wisht I could remember where
I seen that Tink’s face before.” And
after some moments’ concentrated
thought, faint recollection came to him,
gradually clearing. “By gum, I got it!
Now I got the hock card. I seen him
talking with Bill in the hotel lobby. But
how did Bill get hold of him? Darned
if T know. But that explains the empty
gun, too. When I took that away from
Tink, naturally the deal come to a full
stop. Bill horned in just a minute too
late. And now he can’t say nothing.”
He grinned with satisfaction and

helped himself to a generous liquid re-
ward of merit.

“Anyway, I'm out of it good,” he re-
flected further. “All I'm shy is a little
money, and it was worth it. But Bill,
he’s sittin’ into a hard game, if I know
the signs. That young woman ain’t
nothin’ short of merc’nary. I'd fire her,
but it wouldn’t do no good. Bill’s plumb
obstinate when it comes to women.

“Solomon sure gave the right steer to
Samuel,” he soliloquized thoughtfully.
“‘Samuel,” he says, ‘you beware of the
widders, grass or otherwise!’ And if
there’d been typewriters in them days,
I'll bet that sagacious old king would
have dropped the loop of his wisdom
over them, too.”

Next week there will be a novel that will entertain yow as much as this one,
thowugh in a different field. “Bride of the Tiger,” by William West
Winter, is laid amid the wmysterious wildernesses of the Sierras.

In interest, in action and in beauty it excels. Next week—
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OH, RATS! -

lN Bournemouth, England, a health resort, they take rats seriously—to the

extent of offering twenty-eight cents for each rat killed. One of the city em-
ployees last year earned four hundred and thirty-five dollars in this rather un-
pleasant but highly laudable manner.

THE VITAL SPOT

THE other day in Lexington, Kentucky, a young colored man so  seriously

displeased his girl friend that the lady up and shot him through the
heart. Yes, literally and actually through the heart. The bullet entered the
organ through the front wall of the left ventricle and passed out through the
rear wall. B

But did that stop Doctor Waller O. Bullock from doing everything possible,
and even something one would not think possible? Not in the least. A blood
clot temporarily impeding the hemorrhage, Doctor Bullock went right ahead and
sewed up the wounds, and the next day the patient was conscious and taking
nourishment.
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EPISODE II—THE DOG STAR

Scene: Hollywood.

In the first episode, Peter Pratt, unsuccessful as a prize

fighter, became chauffeur to Abe Gooltz, a film producer of the pirate class.
Peter met Annabel Green, Gooltz’s little star, who urged him to educate him-

self.

Peter, in love with Annabel, is doing his best. These episodes are sep-

arate stories, each showing, however, Peter Pratt’s progress in life and love.

R. ABRAHAM GOOLTZ,
M president of Epitomy Films,

was in conference with his
scenario editor, Mr. Peter Pratt. 1t
was what is called in Hollywood a story
conference, and the subject was the plot
of the film soon to be made with the
dog star, Napoleon.

“Now, Pete,” said the producer. “We
got to get a story, see? In the big stu-
dios they have a lot of high-priced bums
to brifig in scenarios, and they pay them
awful prices. I heard of one that got
twenty thousand dollars for a story he
made up out of his head, and then the

supervisor threw it in the wastebasket
and fixed up a good one himself. We
got a dog, see? He’s the hero. All we
hev to do is think up a yarn, a good ex-
citing story about a feller and a girl,
only we let the dog do the big stunts
the hero does when it ain’t an animal
pitcher.”

Mr. Peter Pratt nodded gravely.

“I get yuh,” he declared.

“The hero owns a dog that is a won-
derful dog, and it’s the dog that saves
the girl from the railroad track, and
drags her out of the river and goes for
help when they have her tied up in the
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burning house. So she marries the fel-
low in the end.”

“Seems to me the dog should get the
credit.”

“Don’t be funny. Now I got some
ideas, and you tell me how you like
them.”

He began to read from a typewritten
sheet, while Peter Pratt leaned his chair
back against the wall, tucked his feet in
the rungs, and half closed his eyes. He
was very tired, for e had been working
from twelve midnight until eight a. m.,
and had reported at the studio at nine.

To-night he would secure a few hours’,

sleep, unless Annabel Green permitted
him to spend the evening with her.

Peter Pratt had been a preliminary
fighter until he had been knocked out
in the first round three times in succes-
sion; and then he had worked as a
chauffeur for Abe Gooltz, unal Annabel
Green, a beautiful little picture actress
with whom he had {fallen in love, had
shown him plainly that she could not
associate with a menial. Ambition had
sprouted in the soul of the youth. To be
worthy of Annabel, he would pull him-
self up in the world by his boot straps,
so he resigned his job as Mr. Gooltz’s
chauffeur, for which he had been paid
wages, and became an official in Mr.
Gooltz’s one-man film company, which
gave him social standing but no re-
muneration.

Thus it happened that he worked on
the night shift as dishwasher in Tom-
my’s lunch room on Hollywdod Boule-
vard for twenty dollars per week, which
enabled him to pose as a critic while
Mr. Gooltz read him dog stories. He
was a very sleepy critic.

Abe droned on and on, and Peter
dozed. Suddenly a line penetrated his
consciousness.

“The villain™ pointed his gun at the
noble dog, but he fell down and pre-
tended to be dead as the shot was fired ;
so the villain went away. Then the dog

lifted his head and smiled at the audi-
ence.”

“How could a dog smile, Abe?” he
demanded.

“Gee, that’s so!” said the producer.
“You see, I made this up out of a book
by just crossing out the name of the
hero, ‘Marchmont Meadows,” and writ-
ing in ‘dog;’ but, of course, the dog
couldn’t smile. I stickin that he wagged
his tail. You’re a good editor, Pete.”

Peter Pratt beamed and determined to
listen closely. Maybe he could demon-
strate his value some other way.

“Then the villain got the girl and the
dog in a cabin. He blocked all the win-
dows and nailed the door and set it on
fire. But the dog climbed up the chim-
ney, got on the roof and came back
with the United States cavalry.”

“Aw, say, Abe,” objected the critic,
“that don’t make sense. The dog ought
to get the fire department. What good
are the cavalry to put a fire out?”

“They look better, riding to the rescue,
and all they got to do is bust in the door
and save the girl.”

“Well, you got the dog climbing up
the chimney. Dog’s can’t climb.”

“That’s all you-know about it. This
one can. I show him going into the
chimney”—he pronounced it chimley—
“and then I show him coming out on
the roof.”

“But they ain’t got sharp claws.
Everybody knows that.”

“The people ain’t intelligent.
see a thing, they believe it.
this dog climb a tree.”

“You can't.”

“Sure. Lay the tree on the ground

If they
I can make

-and make him walk on the trunk, and

then up-end the pitcher.”

“What kind of a dog do you s’pose
they think it is?”

Abe grinned.

“A wonderful dog. A movie dog.
They don’t want to see ordinary dogs.
I’'m going to make this one leap from
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the ground to the top of a three-story
building. Tie a wire around his body
and then paint out the wire.”

“When you going to start?”’

“We ain’t got the story yet. Don’t
you ever have any ideas, Pete? All you
do is knock—a reg’lar editor. Say,
here’s a couple of dollars. Go down
to the butcher’s and buy three pounds of
sirloin. We got company for dinner.
That’s why Minnie, my wife, ain’t here
to-day. She’s house cleaning.”

So the scenario editor turned into an
errand boy and went out to buy three
pounds of steak. He was profoundly
dissatisfied -with his situation, but he
didn’t know what he could do about it.
Peter was in the film business because
Annabel Green was a picture girl. He
was working for Abe Gooltz because
Abe had promised to engage Annabel to
play the feminine lead in the dog film,
whenever that masterpiece was ready for
shooting, and Abe’s reason for keeping
him around was not in the least compli-
mentary.

The crafty little Russian believed that
the patrons of the sort of picture houses
where his economical films were shown,
were completely lacking in intelligence,
and he considered Peter Pratt a mag-
nificent example of the moron mind.
What pleased Peter would please the
public; what Peter didn’t like was not
apt to go well.

There are several amazingly intelli-
gent dogs in the film business; but their
owners sell their services for very high
prices. The dog star, Napoleon, had to
be an ordinary dog, and he wasn’t always
the same dog.

Abe had found that the dog owner,
after a picture was made, demanded a
living wage for his beauty; so it was
more profitable to dismiss him and hire
a new dog. Napoleon was a trade name
that belonged to Abe Gooltz. It had to
be a collie; but Hollywood was full of
collies, and Abe was full of tricks by

which a common or garden variety of
collie could blossom forth as a marvel on
the screen.

Of course, it took a long time to get
results with an untrained dog. An enor-
mous amount of footage was wasted;
but film was cheap, his camera man was
non-union and earned fifty dollars a
week, and Abe directed his own pic-
ture.

One week after the story conference
which has been reported, the cast of
“Almost Human” was called together in
the office of the Epitomy Film Corpora-
tion. Annabel Green was there. She
wore a cunning little dress of brown
silk, sheer silk stockings, and a pair of
adorable, tiny brown slippers. On her
head was a large, brown.straw hat, be-
neath which her thin, eager, fascinating
little face peered out. A rather cynical
smile rested upon her pretty lips.

Peter Pratt was there in a blue suit
which was beginning to be shiny; but
he wore a clean collar, polished tan
shoes, a yellow necktie, and his face was
no longer disfigured by the marks of the
fist of Mickey Murphy, who had ended
his career in the ring. Annabel occa-
sionally glanced at him with partial ap-
proval.

The leading man was Arthur Rex,
who was handsome in the rather effemi-
nate manner so admired by many lady
patrons of picture theaters. If Arthur
had had an opportunity to appear in a
few important pictures, no doubt he
would have been insufferably conceited.
As it was, he was only mildly objec-
tionable.

Peter Pratt glowered at him and
wished Mr. Rex would say something
which would give him an excuse for
beating him up. It was intolerable that
this pup would be permitted to embrace
Annabel Green in the film that was to
be.

Abe sat at his desk, with his straw hat



62 THE POPULAIR STORIES

on the back of .his head, in what is a
dignified position for a producer—
stretched back in his swivel chair with
his feet upon the shelf of the desk. Be-
fore him was a typewritten manuscript.
Mrs. Gooltz, who had typed it, sat with
dignity at her machine, thin-lipped,
alert, watchful ; Abe, unguided, might do
or say something he would be sorry for.
The dog star, Napoleon, was not pres-
ent; but his owner was there, a shabby
man in clothes spotted with automobile
grease—for his business was operating a
gasoline station.

Annabel, Rex and the dog were the
permanent cast of “Almost Human.”
Other actors, when needed, would be
hired by the day. Peter Pratt would
make his screen début in the great prize-
ring scene when he fought the hero and
was knocked out by that gentleman, de-
spite the fact that Arthur was twenty
pounds less hefty.

“We start shootin’ Monday,” said
Abe. “You furnish your own wardrobe,
Annabel, and you got to have an eve-
ning gown.”

“I haven’t got an evening gown,” re-
plied the girl. “If you’ll give me some-
thing on account of the last picture, I'll
get one.” ;

“T’ll lend you one of mine,” said Mrs.
Gooltz quickly.

Annabel lifted her eyebrows and re-
garded the rather plump figure of the
producer’s wife.

“It wouldn’t fit, Mrs. Gooltz.
fifty dollars.”

“I know where we can get one for
twenty-five,” the lady replied. “I’ll go
with you, dearie, and pick it out.”

Annabel threw a whimsical glance at
Peter, then nodded.

“I got to get an advance of fifty dol-
lars,” declared Arthur Rex, “because my
room rent\is due to-night.”

“So?” asked Abe. “We got a va-
cant room in my house. You move in
till the pitcher is finished, and I'll only

I need

charge you ten dollars a week and take
it out of what’s coming to you.”

The gasoline man coughed sugges-
tively.

“I got to be shown you ain’t goin’ to
hurt my dog. I got to be with ‘him all
the time, and you got to pay me what I
lose at the station.”

“Peter,” said Abe plaintively, “they’re
all trying to hold me up. “You go down
to Los Angeles and buy me a better dog
than he’s got for ten dollars.”

“I might send my wife with the dog,”
reflected the gasoline man.

“For the pup you get twenty-five dol-
lars a week, and your wife’s time ain’t

worth nothin’,”” Abe assured him.
“Take it or leave it.”
“I take it.”

“Do I get paid for being an actor?”’
demanded Peter Pratt.

“0Oi, oi,” groaned Abe Gooltz. “You
turn on me now. You get five dollars
a day every day you work. Now, folks,
I ain’t made of money; but I got a great
story here that I fixed up myself from
a book, and this fillum is going to be a
knock-out. When the pitcher is shown,
you'll all get good jobs, and your hound,
Mr. Wilkins, will probably get hired for
big money. Anybody that ain’t satisfied,
say so, because Hollywood Boulevard is
full of actors out of work, and as for
dogs, they ain’t enough fleas to go on
them all.”

“Where do we work ?”’ asked Arthur
Rex.

“Venice. We shoot some scenes on
the beach in the morning and we use
the Egyptian ballroom in the afternoon
for the swell society scenes. Don’t for-
get bathing suits.”

“It costs money to get to Venice,”
Annabel informed him.

“You report here at seven thirty and
I take you all down in my car.”

“Can I get ten dollars?”’ demanded
Arthur Rex.

Abe drew a small roll of greenbacks
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from his trousers pocket and handed it
to the leading man.

“Give me twenty-five cash and I'll buy
my own gown,” Annabel suggested. At
a nod from Mrs. Gooltz, the producer
accommodated her.

“How about me?” queried the gaso-
line man.

“When the week is up, your dog gets
his.”

Peter Pratt did not ask for money,
he knew better.

“Venice,” on the ocean front of Los
Angeles, fifteen miles, incidentally from
city hall, began as a real-estate scheme
to build a city of canals in the manner
of the Bride of the Adriatic, but after
the name had been registered and one
canal dug, the promoter gave up, and
the place developed as a regulation beach
resort, with a pier, bathhouses, an ocean
boulevard and a multitude of hot-dog
and hamburger-sandwich stands.

Almost any fine day one may see mo-
tion-picture cameras grinding on the
beach and beautiful young women in
bathing suits, with movie make-up dis-
figuring their classic features, romping
upon the sands to the orders of direc-
tors. There are also regular bathers
who try to break into the pictures, but
are gruffly shooed away unless mob
scenes are desired.

On Monday morning the antique but
expensive car of Abe Gooltz, driven by
Peter Pratt, containing Abe, who wore
a golf suit and a white sport shirt;
Annabel Green, lovely as usual ; Arthur
Rex, very distinguished; the gasoline
man, who took the first day off, and Na-
poleon, the dog star, arrived in Venice.

Napoleon was a large collie, reddish
brown, who thrust his pointed nose over
the door of the open car and barked at
all and sundry passers-by.

Folowing in a flivver came Jake
Linder, the camera man, also in golf suit
with loud stockings, his box reposing
on the floor of the car, his tripod neatly

folded, his spectacled eyes glued to the
road as .he drove, his ear alert for
strange rattles in his ancient vehicle. It
was evident that the Epitomy Film Cor-
poration meant business.

Annabel and Arthur went at once to
their respective bathhouses, where they
got into their bathing costumes and
painted their faces—‘putting on beach
make-up,” they called it. Peter Pratt
was used to carry suit cases to a se-
cluded spot on the beach where Jake
Linder was setting up his camera upon
a low, wooden platform. Abe turned his
golf cap to the rear, magically produced
a small megaphone from the ether, and
was at once a motion-picture director.
He also donned smoked glasses because
the glare of the sun upon the water was
almost blinding, then rolled up his
sleeves almost to the elbow.

Napoleon, the dog star, curled him-
self up in a big ball and shut his eyes,
betraying all the nonchalance of an ex-
perienced actor.

“Jake,” cried Abe, “get that pose. We
may need it.”

Peter Pratt threw himself upon the
warm sand, pulled his hat over his eyes
and dozed.

Presently he stirred, and sat up. An-
nabel, who had just come from her bath-
house, was seated beside him. She wore
a green bathing suit.

“How do you like me?” she asked,
with a shy smile.

“My gosh, Annabel!” he exclaimed.
“You're grand.”

“Peter, your expressions!”  She
sighed. “When are you going to give
up that dishwashing job?”

“When I get something better.
to eat” ~

“But if you found some decent, hon-
est work in the daytime——"

“Then I couldn’t be around the stu-
dio.”

“You're wasting your time. Abe is
just using you for a man-of-all-work.

I got
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You’'ll never get anywhere with him, and
you’ll never earn a decent living.”

“I ain’t got no trade. I'm a bum
fighter ; you won’t let me be a chauffeur,
you don’t want me to work in a res-
taurant. I thought maybe I could be
an actor.”

“You've got to educate yourself,
Peter. Your grammar gives me creeps.
I'm awful grateful to you for the way
you came to my rescue outside the res-
taurant the other night, but I really can’t
be keeping company with a shiftless per-
son like you. I'm saying this for your
own good. You'll never make an actor;
you’re not handsome enough, and you’re
not ugly enough.”

“What am I going to do, then,” he
groaned.

“Hey, Annabel,” cried Abe through
the megaphone. “Come over here and
pat the dog.”

The actress rose obediently and ap-
proached Napoleon. She patted him and
he lifted a sleepy face, gazed at her in-
differently, and thrust his nose between
his legs again. Camera working.

Arthur Rex now joined the party. He
wore a two-color bathing suit, white
shirt and black trunks with a white
belt. Peter noted with pleasure that his
shoulders sloped a trifle, though his arms
were muscular and his legs looked
strong. But his painted face caused Pe-
ter to curl his lip in disgust. Until
now it had not occurred to him that a
picture actor must plaster himself with
cold cream and mascara.

Rex tossed Peter a bath robe as he
passed.

“Take care of this for me, Pratt,” he
commanded, and did not give the young
man time to resent it. Continuing, he
joined Annabel and, quite unnecessarily,
for the camera was not working, passed
his arm about her waist. Peter crouched
for a spring; but Annabel smiled up at
the leading man, then quietly released
herself from the embrace.

“I got to kill that guy,” Peter Pratt
assured himself, with a ferocious scowl.

Making a picture, except when an
elaborate set and a multitude of per-
formers are being used, is a very tedious
business, and when it depends largely
upon the vagaries of the canine mind,
it is infinitely more dreary. With a
trained dog it would have been bad
enough, but Napoleon had no notion of
what it was all about, and nobody ex-
cept Abe Gooltz would have had the pa-
tience to work with him at all.

Many hours passed, and the temper
of all was affected by the hot sun and
the monotony, including Napoleon’s,
who had the natural snappish disposi-
tion of a collie.

Annabel grew weary, Arthur Rex be-
came ugly, Abe’s fatigue took the form
of insulting his actors and camera man,
and only Peter Pratt was happy, be-
cause that man-of-all-work, half dead
for lack of sleep, had dropped into a
deep slumber on the warm sand and
had rested peacefully for four hours.

Voices close by awakened him, and
through half-closed eyes he saw Anna-
bel and Arthur Rex standing near him
and discussing him.

“What on earth do you see in that
oaf, Annabel?” the actor was asking.
“He’s just a sodden brute, and he wasn’t
even a good prize fighter. I saw him
knocked out in the first round at the
Hollywood Stadium by three different
pork-and-beaners. I could beat him my-
self, though he’s a bigger man than I
am.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure of that,” she
countered.

“T think you've got a crush on him.”

Annabel laughed scornfully.

“You’re crazy,” she declared. “I’'m
just sorry for the poor child. He’s pa-
thetic. Stupid, but very good-hearted.”

“l saw you walking with him one
night.”

“I couldn’t help it. I didn’t want to
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hurt his feelings when he happened to
come along. You see, he had done me
a favor.”

“A girl with your beauty could go a
long distance in this game if you met
the right man.”

“I have my eyes open,” she said. “Do
you think you are the right man, Ar-
thur?”

“I’m going up to the top and nothing
can stop me,” he said grimly. “Come
on. Abe is calling us.”

For a long time after they had walked
away, Peter Pratt lay there and suffered.
So that was what Annabel really thought
of him. He was a poor child, dumb,
pathetic.  Although they were good
friends, she had been ashamed to admit
it; despite the fact that she allowed him

to spend evenings in her home, she pre- -

tended that it was a casual meeting that
Arthur Rex had happened upon. He
gfoaned. Probably she was right. He
was ignorant, uneducated, unable to
make anything of himself. unworthy of
the friendship of a rising young film
star. But he didn’t think he was stupid.
He had never had a chance—that was
it—but some day he would show her.

As for Arthur Rex—Peter wasn’t so
stupid that he didn’t see his game. He
was just one of those sheiks, and he was
making up to Annabel. So he thought
he could beat up Peter Pratt. Peter,
badly as he felt, grinned. He knew that
he had been the toughest rough-and-
tumble fighter on the San Francisco wa-
ter front, a demon in a street fight, with
a punch which had laid out two-hun-
dred-pound bullies off the sailing ships.

Something happened to him, though,
when he stepped into a prize ring. The
hright lights bothered him, the crowd
distracted him, and he could not help
listening to the comments of the audi-
ence.

But to get Arthur Rex alone, with or
without gloves—what a glorious thing
that would be! He would fix Arthur so

that he would have to play heavies in-
stead of heroes in the future. Even
an audience wouldn’t take his mind off
the business of mussing up that, sonceited
and evil-minded sheik.

A shout from Abe recalled him to his
situation, so he climbed to his feet and
slouched after the little company which
had packed up and was going. A dozen
boxes and suit cases had been left for
him to tote. ‘Man-of-all-work” was
right. Abe was kidding him calling him

" “scenario editor” and promising to make

an actor of him. He was a porter and
without pay.

Annabel had vanished into the bath-
house to change, and Rex had gone into
the men’s bathing pavilion. Napoleon
was curled up on the sand asleep, his

.owner a dozen feet away, also sound

asleep. The camera man was well down
the beach, and Abe was waiting for
Peter.

“Look here, Abe,” the put-upon one
protested. “If you’re going to use me
for a stevedore, you've got to give me
money, see?”

“Sure, I’ll give you money. You get
five dollars for the day just the same as
if you was an ector,” replied the pro-
ducer, grinning. “Now hustle them
bags. We got some good shots on the
beach. It’s too bad there wasn’t a
drowning accident while we was here,
but I ainjt always lucky.”

There is no use in following the ca-
reer of the picture during the next few
days. Abe had a genius for finding free
sets. He invaded a palace in Beverly
Hills, whose owner happened to be ab-
sent, by bribing the caretaker with a ten-
dollar bill, and thereby secured some
scenes of what the French call “grande
luxe.”

He found an abandoned cabin in the
woods in Laurel Canyon, shot his cele-
brated chimney-climbing act and then
set the cabin on fire, being fortunate
that he didn’t also burn up the vegeta-
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tion of the entire canyon. From a piece
of discarded film he got his ride of
the rescuing cavalry—it had cost the
company which originally made it a lot
of money to shoot that scene—and grad-
ually he accumulated rolls of film that
might be cut and pieced into a semblance
of a melodrama.

Willy-nilly, Napoleon was getting on
the film as a wonderful acting dog, de-
spite his intense dislike of his alleged
master, Arthur Rex; and Annabel was
doing better acting than she realized.

To Peter Pratt, Annabel had been
very distant lately, and the boy. grieved
but followed like the dumb animal she
had told Arthur Rex that he actually
was.

He informed himself that she was
heartless and cold and mercenary. Yet
how sweet she could be when she
wished. She had declared to him he
must cease his visits to her home because
it made people talk. He knew he had
Arthur Rex to thank for that depriva-
tion; but it enabled him to enter the
night school in Hollywood, where he
frowned three evenings a week over
rules of English grammar, American
history—he was shockingly unfamiliar
with the deeds of his own ancestors—
spelling and arithmetic.

He was the only native-born Ameri-
can in the class, which was composed of
Greeks, Italians and Japanese, and this
spurred him on to harder study. Sleep?
He snatched an hour here and there and
slept twelve hours on Sunday. With his
marvelous constitution, this sufficed.

Arthur Rex picked on him; and Peter,
fearing that Abe would send him about
his business if he laid hands on the actor,
suffered this, also; for he would ‘have
died if he could not follow Annabel

Despite the fact that she had turned
against him, he did not blame her; for
he saw no reason why such a girl should
reciprocate the affection of such a per-
son as himself. When the chance came,

he would show her—but where was the
chance?

The day finally approached when Pe-
ter would make his début in the films.
For a few dollars, Abe had secured the
privilege of using the ring of the Holly-
wood Stadium. From an ancient news
reel, the astute producer had secured
several hundred feet, showing the Sta-
dium packed with people and fighters
weaving in and out upon the distant
ring. These shots he would alternate
with close-ups of the fighters.

For the sake of the girl he loved, Ar-
thur, “champion amateur” of the State,
was going up against the “middleweight
champion,” Peter Pratt. ILaugh that
off! For once Napoleon would play a
secondary role, but in the last round the
dog star would come into his own ‘to
save the occasion.

A heavy man, who had bet everything
upon the champion and who saw him
about to be beaten, would draw a re-
volver and point it at the hero. But
Napoleon, who was present with the
heroine, would leap at the man’s throat
and disturb his aim. Then the hero
would proceed to pulverize the big pro-
fessional. That was the way Abe had
laid it out. Poor Peter would have his
wish to get Arthur Rex alone in a ring,
but he would be an actor, not a fighter.
It would be his business to permit the
leading man to use him for a chopping
block and finally flop on the floor in the
presence of Annabel. He was on the
point of rebellion, but he couldn’t throw
Abe at the last moment. He liked the
little man. )

The day before the Stadium scenes,
they were again in the woods of Laurel
Canyon, and it was the lunch hour. He
saw Annabel stroll out of sight among
the trees, then he saw Arthur Rex arise
and follow stealthily. To his distress
Abe had been compelled to hire a score
of extra people for the woods scenes;
and so their acparture was noticed by
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none but Peter, whose eyes always fol-
lowed Annabel.

Peter rose, laying down a half-eaten
hamburger sandwich,‘/and trod in the
footsteps of the leading man. Even if
the girl had discarded him, he was still
watching over her.

A hundred yards into the woods and
he heard 2 stifled scream, whereupon he
broke into a run. He stopped short at
a small clearing.

There Arthur Rex had grasped Anna-
bel in an embrace, while he was attempt-
ing to kiss her upturned face. As Pe-
‘ter gazed in dismay, she uttered again
a smothered protest, whereupon Peter
plunged down upon them like a furious
grizzly.

A mighty hand grasped the collar of
the leading mian and tore him from the
girl, a second hand seized the seat of
his trousers, and then he was lifted and
thrown a dozen feet, landing in a heap.
Annabel had toppled over upon being
suddenly released.

“Get up, you!” cried the infuriated
Peter Pratt. “Get up and get the beat-
ing of your life.”

“Why you gutter pup, you miserable
dishwasher ! snarled Rex, leaping to
his feet. “I’ll knock you for a goal, you,
with your glass jaw !”

Annabel sprang between them.

“No, no!” she exclaimed. “You must
not hit him, Peter. You might mark
him and ruin the picture.”

“To hell with the pitcher!” shouted
Peter Pratt. “T’ll show that four-flusher
that he’s got to keep his hands off you.”

He pushed her to one side and bore
down upon the actor, who stood in
proper defensive position; but Annabel
rushed in again. *

“You mind your own business, Peter
Pratt!” she exclaimed. “I can take care
of myself. How dare you interfere?”

“He was kissing you, and you was

yelling for help,” said Peter heavily,

puzzled.

She placed both her hands on his chest
and pushed him away from his antag-
onist.

“Peter,” she said, in a low tone. “Per-
haps I wanted him to kiss me.”

The boy’s hands fell to his side.

“Oh,” he said heavily. “Oh, was that
it?”

Annabel was blushing like a peony,
but she nodded her head vigorously.

“Let him come on, Annabel,” urged
the angry Arthur Rex. “I can knock
him out with one punch.”

“You be still,” she commanded. “Pe-
ter, clear out of here.”

Peter Pratt thrust his big fists in his
pants pocket, hunched his shoulders, and
moved disconsolately away. Annabel’s
eyes followed him, and there were tears
in them which, unfortunately,” he
couldn’t see.

“Darling !’ exclaimed Arthur Rex,
from-a few feet behind her. “You
should have let me punish the brute.”

Annabel swung around on the ball of
her foot, and the fury in her face caused
the actor to step back in astonishment.

“You!” she snapped. “You thing!
Peter would have cut you to pieces and
ruined the picture. I wish I had let
him.”

“You told him you wanted me to kiss
you,” he protested.

“It was the only way to save your
life. He would have murdered you, and
it would serve you right, you beast !”

Rex lifted expressive eyebrows.

“So that’s it?” he returnéd. “You
have got a crush on him. Well, Anna-
bel, darling, when I get him into the
ring to-morrow, I'm going to show you
what a hunk of cheese he is. I'm no
pugilist, but I know how to use my
hands, and I’ll lay him out so cold that
it wilk take six doctors to revive him.”

Her answer was a laugh, and she fled
back to the company which was still
lolling on the grass. Rex followed
slowly and thoughtfully.
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The Hollywood Stadium—an area of
vacant seats, save for the two rows at
the ringside, filled with volunteers who
gave their services for the sake of seeing
a fight. Cameras on an improvised plat-
form level with the ring. Klieg lights.
Annabel, holding Napoleon by the collar,
in the front row. A few seats away a
heavy, hired for the day. The gas-sta-
tion man beside Annabel to sic the
collie on the heavy. Abe, himself, offi-
ciating as referee. The buzz of the
working camera.

And then came Peter Pratt, a shabby,
blue bath robe over his shoulders, fol-
lowed by two louts in shirt sleeves, his
face sullen and heavy, a pair of eight-
ounce gloves on his big hands. He
swung himself into the ring and dropped
upon the three-legged stool thrust under
him. Minus make-up, in the glare of
the lights, Peter was ghastly and incred-
ibly ugly.

There followed Arthur Rex, hand-
some as a statue, who also lifted himself
into his corner with ease, a black robe,
gold embroidered, over his shoulder, his
make-up as effective as always. The
cameras shot themy both, then were si-
lent.

“Now, listen,” commanded Abe, who
was a grotesque figure as referee, in
shirt sleeves and white duck trousers.
“You boys mix it, ‘cause this has to look
like a real fight; but you pull your
punches, Pete, and don’t touch his face.
Mind what I tell you.” .

“All right,” mumbled Peter, who kept
his eyes upon the canvas and refrained
from glancing at Annabel.

“You can hit him as hard as you like,
Arthur,” said Abe. ‘“But be careful not
to touch his jaw. He goes out easy.”

There was a titter around the ring at
that, and Rex grinned wickedly.

“T’ll say he does,” he sneered.

Peter made no reply. How he longed
to go after the grinning dog. But Anna-
bel was fond of Rex, and even if she

had thrown him, Peter, down, he
couldn’t do anything to hurt Annabel.

They boxed about a minute, and Ar-
thur landed heavily with his left upon
Peter’s stomach. Peter hit him a dozen
times, but pulled his punches.

The champ has to take the first
rounds,” Abe instructed. “Just in a
minute, Arthur, let Pete hit yer in the
solar plexus and dive. The bell saves
yer. “Don’t hit him hard, Pete.”

The second round was also Pete’s, ac-
cording to the scenario, but he winced
at the weight of the blows which he had
to allow Rex to land. The fellow was
striking him with all his might while he
was supposed to pull his punches. For
this there would be a reckening some
day.

The bell saved Arthur, according to
schedule, at the end of the round, and
there was to be one more with its dra-
matic climax.

From his corner the leading man sud-
denly cried :

“The lace on'my right glove is broken.
Get me another glove or fix this lace.”

One of his seconds promptly pulled
off the glove and replaced it with a new
one. Peter sat like a log, utterly unin-
terested.

“Now, when I say the word, Pete, you
stick out yet chin and let him hit you.
Then you go down and out. All ready
with Napoleon. This is Artie’s round,
Pete. He plasters yer.” This from
Abe.

Bell. Cameras. Arthur rushed his
antagonist and began to jab him in face
and stomach, always with his left. Pe-

ter, by amazing self-control, did not hit

back, though Rex was always wide open
and didn’t seem to know how to use his
right. He heard Napoleon snarl, Anna-
bel scream, and knew the business with
the pistol was coming off according to

schedule.
“Now!” called Abe. “Chin out,
Pete.” Arthur drew back the right.
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Slam! Everything grew black for Pe-
ter Pratt. In the regulation manner, he
crumpled up and hit the floor with a re-
sounding thwack.

He didn’t hear Annabel scream: “Oh,
you coward!” Nor Abe shout angrily:
“What was the idea of hitting the kid
like that ?”

“He has a glass jaw,” Arthur Rex
retorted. “Here, you fellows; take these
gloves off.”

He leaned over the ropes and his sec-
onds pulled off the gloves. And Na-
poleon, who had done his stunt and was
loose, suddenly snarled, leaped for one
of the gloves, tore it from the second
and ran with it to Annabel, whose eyes
were glued upon the recumbent figure of
Peter Pratt. The dog was nudging her
hand, and, mechanically, she took the
glove from his mouth.

“Here, give that back,” commanded
Arthur’s second, who had followed the
dog.

Annabel held the glove in her hands,
and suddenly she screamed.

“Abe !’ she cried. “There is some-
thing hard in this glove.”

“Give it to me,” commanded the sec-
ond ; but she thrust it behind her, while
Arthur Rex grew pale beneath his
make-up.

“0i, 0i!” cried Abe, dropping over the
ropes. ‘“Let me see it. “Out of the
way, you bum?!’ he exclaimed to Rex’s
second. He grasped the glove, felt of it,
and emitted a yell. “You lowlife! You
had a hunk of lead in the glove. Catch
him, fellows > For Arthur Rex was
getting out of the ring.

“Maybe he killed the poor boy,” cried
Abe. “And he put out his chin so you
could hit it. No, he didn’t kill him—""
For Peter Pratt was sitting up, but look-
ing around in a daze.

“’m all right,” stammered Peter.
“That was a terrible blow I got.”

“Bring that bum back in the ring,”
commanded Abe Gooltz. The little

man seemed to have grown a foot, so
great was his purpose. He helped Peter
to his feet, where the young man swayed
unsteadily.

“Did he break yer jaw?” asked Abe
solicitously.

Pete felt of it and shook his head.

“It’s pretty tough,” he said. “I'm
feeling better, though.”

“He had a hunk of lead in the glove,”

said Abe. ‘“Pete, can you go on fight-
ing?”
“He did?” exclaimed Peter Pratt,

“Give me a chance at him!”

“Listen, folks,” said Abe to the small
but excited audience. ‘“You just seen a
dirty trick. Now, we took all the se-
quences of this fillum, and Arthur Rex
ain’t needed no more. He hit Peter with
a hunk of lead in his glove, and murder
ain’t enough for him. How’d yer like
to see a finish fight?”

“No, no, Peter!” cried Annabel, try-
ing to climb into the ring. ‘“You're
badly hurt.”

“The man is at least twenty pounds
heavier than I am,” growled Rex. *“I
won’t fight him.”

Peter walked unsteadily to the ropes,
where he saw the white face of Anna-
bel Green.

“Are you afraid I'll hurt him, Anna-
bel ?”’

“No!” she cried.
hurt you, Peter.”

The boy threw back his shoulders,
drew in a breath of air, and grinned a
slow smile.

“Let me at him,” he commanded.

“I protest!?’ came from Arthur Rex.

A snarl from the little audience si-
lenced him.

“All right,” said the leading man,
making the best of it. “I can lick him
without a loaded glove.”

“Jake,” commanded Abe, “camera!
We may need this. Ring the bell.”

The two men were not so unevenly
matched, despite their difference in

“I'm afraid he’ll
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weight, for Rex was quite fresh, since
Pete had pulled all his punches—while
Pratt was battered from three rounds
of punishment and still groggy from the
wicked blow of the loaded glove. If he
had really had a “glass jaw,” that blow
would have smashed it.

In desperation, Arthur Rex forced the
fighting, and for the first round landed
three blows to Peter’s one; but Peter
Pratt’s head was clearing and the min-
ute’s rest was just what he needed.

When the bell rang, he leaped into
the center of the ring, and then the little
throng saw an exhibition of jabbing and
thrusting which thrilled them to yells.
Peter was blocking the blows of his ad-
versary and contenting himself with left
pokes, nearly all of which landed upon
the countenance of the horrified actor.
When the round ended, he protested to
Abe Gooltz. '

“Make him stop hitting me in the
face,” he demanded. “It’ll ruin me for
pictures.”

“I should worry,” Abe returned, grin-
ning. “I can’t use you any more.”

The third round was a repetition of
the second, until Arthur, without the
blow landing, threw himself upon the
floor.

“Get up,” commanded Abe.
wasn’t even hit.”

“I was, I'm knocked out,” the actor
protested.

Peter Pratt reached over and lifted
him to his feet.

“Now put up your hands,” he com-
manded.

Arthur, seeing his guard down, sud-
denly swung an uppercut which landed
flush upon the other man’s jaw, and
waited to see him topple over. But
Peter shook his head -and grinned his
slow, steady grin.

“I'm beginning to like it,” he said.
“Set?”

Arthur Rex threw himself into an
attitude of defense; and then a big

“You

glove, driven with terrific force by a
right arm, crashed through his defense
and smashed into his perfect Grecian
nose, flattened it upon his face, and
felled him as a butcher fells an ox with
a sledge hammer.

“Call it off, Abe,” said Peter. “I'm

satisfied. That guy’s profile won’t ever
be any good any more.”
" The delighted crowd carried him on
their shoulders to the dressing room—
as it happened, the same room he had
occupied upon the night of his last un-
fortunate fight. And while he got into
his street clothes, the door opened and
in came the manager of the Stadium,
who had banished him from the fight
game a few weeks before.

“T saw it all, Pratt,” he said. “You're
there. The trouble with you was stage
fright, I guess, when those hams
knocked you out in the first round.
Now, if you’ll sign up with me as your
manager, I'll put you in charge of a
first-class man and make a champion out
of you.”

Peter Pratt shook his head.

“No, sir,” he replied. “I’m very much
obliged to you, but I've fought my last
fight.”

“Man alive, Tl make you a cham-

pion!”
“No, sir. I don’t want to be a cham-
pion. I'm going to make good some

other way.”

“You're a fool!” snapped the man-
ager.

“Tell me something I don’t know,”
he said, with a characteristic smile,

The next visitor was Abe Gooltz.

“Vell,” he said, “I s’pose I got to say
good-by to you. The manager told me
you was going to be a champion.”

“Nope. I turned him down. I ain’t
interested in that kind of money.”

“Any kind of money will buy things,
Pete.”

“I’'m going to stick at being a scenario
editor,” he persisted.
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“You’re a fool,” said the producer.

“Sure I am. I like being a fool.”

“Vell, come around to-morrow and
I'll show you the rushes of this fight.
So long, Pete. Oi, what a scrap that
was! If I could only have sold admis-
sions.”

When he was washed and dressed, he
started to leave the Stadium, but was
delayed by having to shake hands with
most of the persons who had witnessed
the massacre. Standing in the entrance,
tapping her little foot impatiently upon
the ground, was Annabel Green.

“Oh, Pete, I'm so proud of you!” she
exclaimed, when he went over to her.

“Hum!” he grunted. “Thought you
said prize fighting was brutal.”

“It is, but it’s fascinating when the
one you like wins.”

Pete stared at her in wonder.

“But I thought you liked him.”

“You're a fool, Peter Pratt,” she said.

“Yeh? That’s what everybody says.
You told me you wanted him to kiss

you.”

“Well,” she said slowly, “I didn’t.”’

“But if you didn’t, why didn’t you let
me murder him yesterday?”

“It was the picture, Peter. If you
had marked him up, it never could have
been finished.”

“The pitch-picture,” he said, begin-
ning to grin. “Say, Annabel?”

“Yes, Peter ?”’

“Can I come up to see you to-night,
Annabel ?”’

“You’re going home with me now to
dinner.”

“But you can’t be seen walking up
Hollywood Boulevard with a dish-
washer.”

“You are a fool,” she smiled, as she
took his arm. ‘“Mother has been won-
dering where you were. She’ll be glad
to see you.”

“Gee, that'll be great,” said Peter
Pratt.

And they walked the length of the
boulevard in broad daylight, and stopped
in Paulais’, which was full of picture

people, for an ice-cream soda.

Follow Peter’s progress in the next episode, “The Man-eater,” in the next issue of
THE PopurLar Stories—October 8ith.

Y

GIDDAP!

SOME people have been speculating on the possible results of Edsel Ford’s

purchase of an old-time surrey. One of the ideas is that the horse might
come back into favor, after all, but that, if he does, new and separate highways
will have to be built, for the automobile roads are not good for hoofs.

The horse, though, has seen its day. To-day we want speed. The machine
has been started and it can’t stop, any more than education can stop. Mankind,
in the last hundred years, has stepped on the accelerator, and we’re on our way,
though gosh only knows where to. The horse will be used in many places,
where automobiles are useless, for some time yet, but it is a safe bet that Dobbin
will not come back. Entirely outside of any sentimental consideration, the horse
is nothing more than a means of locomotion, and the engine has supplanted that
means so superbly that, out of sheer necessity, we must keep to the engine. There
will be horse lovers for years and years, but there is no question that transporta-
tion by animal power is primitive, unsatisfactory, and doomed to a swift end.



IN SIX PARTS—PART 1

Author of ‘' The Gateway of the Sun,"'

Gun Smoke and his horse, Watch-eye, jump the gate and get away with their

strong-arm cheating.

CHAPTER 1.
THE RACE TRACK.

LINE of gaunt ponies stood
drooping in the sun before the

saloon at riotous Portales.
There the mountains, stretching wide
arms, had inclosed in a broad valley
miles and miles of the grassy plains;
and at the entrance “Scorp” Plunkett
had built a fence and a gate, as a- sym-
bol of his power. A huge log, counter-
balanced and held down by chain and
padlock, blocked the road in front of
his house; but to those who rang the
bell and asked leave to pass he gave
his consent—at a price.
The trail came winding down from
the high summit of Horse-thief Pass,
worn deep by the feet of many fat

Had it not been for the low-down ambush shooting

steers pushed over the divide at night;
but at the head of the broad canyon,
and from there to Portales, it led off
as straight as a race track. All the
pebbles had been picked from this
mile-long strip of straightaway, so
smooth and pleasing to the eye. And
few there were who, coming on it
mounted on a good horse, could keep
fromi testing the animal’s speed.

Across the road from the saloon, on
the gallery of the “Big House,” where
Scorp Plunkett dwelt in state, a surly
mastiff lay watching the trail; and, at
a thudding of flying feet, he raised his
head inquiringly, barked once, and
glanced at the door. It opened and a
long, bony nose was thrust out. Eyes
as hard as granite sought out the clat-
ter up the road.
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winnings, after “Scorp’’ Plunkett and his foreman, Murrah, try to do a little
done by “Cutthroat” Charlie, Gun Smoke would have made a clean get-away.

A cowboy on a pinto horse was rid-
ing down the track, putting his mount
through its paces as he came. He trot-
ted, he single-footed, he broke into a
canter; then, with a rollicking yelp, he
jumped his horse into a gallop and set
him up with a flourish before the gate.
The dogs behind the house came rush-
ing out to bark, the mastiff skinned his
teeth and rose up; but not a soul stirred
or came out to make him welcome, and
the stranger reached for the bell.

At its jangle the saloon door showed
a flash.of staring faces, which disap-
peared as quickly as they came; then
Scorp Plunkett stepped out on the gal-
lery of the Big House and eyed the
newcomer appraisingly. He was a
young man—almost a boy, except for
his size--—-and everything he had on

spoke of money. His hat was clear
beaver, pressed down over yellow locks
that had been spared the shears over-
long. His boots were alligator topped.
Bridle and spurs alike were heavy with
silver ornaments. Only his six-shooter
was wooden handled and plain.

“Hello, thar, ‘Big Boy!” hailed
Plunkett, summoning up-a jocular
smile. “Whar you goin’?”’

“Down the road, uncle,” answered
the stranger genially, ‘“down the road
toward the setting sun. So if you’ll
kindly raise your gate I'll be on my
way. Or, if that’s too much trouble,”
he added, “T'll just ask Mister Watch-
eye if he can jump it.”

At these words the attentive pinto
nosed forward and sniffed the gate,
then backed up and nodded his head.
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“You see?’ grinned the cowboy.
“He says he can do it.”” But Plunkett
stepped waspishly forth,

“Jest a minute, young man,” he said,
as the saloon door became suddenly full
of heads. ‘“What’s yore name, and
whar'd you git that smart hawse?”

“Name’s ‘Gun Smoke,’” answered
the stranger. “There’s my card.”
And he flipped a big cartridge from his
belt.

“Oh, I see,” sneered Plunkett, thrift-
ily picking up the cartridge, “you’re
one of these ba-ad men that’s been
drifted out of Texas, a jump or two
ahead of the sheriff. But you ain’t
told me whar you got that hawse yet.”

“Oh, that’s a secret,” laughed Gun
Smoke; “but he’s mine, all right. Ain’t
you, Watch-eye?”’ he inquired indul-
gently.

The pinto, whose glassy eyes seemed
always on the watch, nodded his head
and arched his neck, and Gun Smoke
patted him proudly. But Plunkett
turned toward the group of hard-look-
ing cowboys, and at a signal their
leader stepped forth.

He was a tall, swarthy Texan with
the still, dark eyes which so often go
with Indian blood; and he moved with
the agile swiftness of a panther as he
strode over and inspected the horse.

“What you think, ‘Quick?” de-
manded Plunkett significantly. “That
hawse ain’t got a brand on him.”

“Well, maybe that shows,” put in
Gun Smoke, “that he hasn’t been stole.
T raised him, myself, from a colt.”

“Can he run?” inquired Quick
Murrah, with a dubious smile; and Gun
Smoke’s jovial mood returned.

“Can you run, Watch-eye?” he asked
solicitously. =~ The pinto nodded and
pawed the ground.

“Huh! Some trick hawse!” jeered
Quick contemptuously. “Never did see
a pinto that could run. They’re all
inbred; got no staying power. Gimme
a solid-colored hawse, every time.”

For the first time the laughter died
out of Gun Smoke’s gray eyes; but he
answered the gunman quietly.

“All right, pardner,” he said. “You
can have all you want of them, as long
as you leave my pinto alone. And now
if you gentlemen will step away from
that gate I'll hop over it and be on my
way.”

“What’s your hurry?” demanded
Quick Murrah insolently. “Having a
long-distance race with the sheriff ?’

“Is that any of your business?” re-
torted Gun Smoke belligerently. “You
may be out here for your health, your-
self.”

“I'll make it my business,” flashed
back Murrah, “if you give me any more
lip. But it’s the custom with us, when
a stranger comes through, he’s ex-
pected to buy the drinks. Otherwise,
we turn him back and the sheriff gits
him, shore.”

He burst out into a hectoring laugh,
in which all the others joined, and Gun
Smoke saw he was caught.

“All right,” he said, and swung down
and dropped one rein to the ground.
But as he started toward the door of
the saloon he saw one of the gang lin-
gering behind. He was a small, wiz-
ened-up man whom Gun Smoke had
marked from the first; for, half hid-
den beneath his gray beard, there was
a sinister white line, the mark of a
hangman’s rope. He was “Cutthroat”
Charley, a horse thief, driven out of
Colorado for his crimes.

“Keep away from that horse,”
warned Gun Smoke. “He looks gen-
tle, but he’ll eat you alive.”

_Then with a last swift glance at
Watch-eye, who stood as if nailed to
the ground, he led the way to the bar.
‘At his elbow lounged Quick Murrah,
a glint of mischief in his eyes as he
turned to squint down the line; and
his two brothers beyond, both small
and swarthy men, answered his wink
with knowing smiles. There was
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something in the wind, perhaps only
another sly trick such as they prac-
ticed on unwilling guests; but as they
drained their glasses Gun Smoke
looked them over warily, dropping a
bill on the bar as he finished.

“Drink that up, boys,” he said, turn-
ing quickly toward the door. “I'm due
in Las Vegas, right now.”

“No! Have one on me!” protested
Quick Murrah insistently. Before Gun
Smoke could answer there was a yell
from outside that made every man
whirl about.

“I knew it,” grumbled Gun Smoke,
and as he hurried out the door he saw
Cutthrcat Charley on the ground.

“What’d I tell you?” he demanded
as the horse thief jumped up and broke
for the door. Behind him, his ears
set back, his teeth snapping viciously,
the gentle-appearing pinto followed
close on his heels, and even Scorp
Plunkett laughed.

“The chalk-eyed devil kicked me!”
cried Cutthroat, as he turned back,
cursing, at the door. “I didn’t go near
him, but he——"

“You'’re a dad-burned liar!” blazed
back Gun Smoke. “You tried to steal
him, you whelp. Now git! I told you
to look out.”

He started toward the horse thief,
and, as that one turned and fled, Gun
Smoke whirled and swung up on
Watch-eye. In that moment the savage
creature had changed to his former self,
a gentle, well-trained horse, and Gun
Smoke reined him toward the gate.

“T'll pay you fer that!” howled a
voice from behind the house ; but Gun
Smoke only smiled. .-

“You tell your dog,” he said to Plun-
kett, “if he goes to barking at me I'm
liable to ram this down his throat—
and pull the trigger.”

He patted the holster of his wooden-
handled pistol, but Quick Murrah only
laughed.

“Aw, that’s old Charley,” he ex-

plained. ‘“He’s kinder touched in the
haid. Ain’t never been quite right since
they hung him, up at Pueblo, for rid-
ing off on another man’s hawse. But
say, pardner, before you go, that’s an-
other custom we have. When a man
comes through hyer on a running hawse
like yourn we like to match a race.”

“Seems to me,” complained Gun
Smoke, “you folks are full of customs.
But Watch-eye ain’t no quarter horse,
and I can’t stop, nohow.”

“Yes, vou can,” broke in a voice from
the top of the gate; and Gun Smoke
saw that Murrah’s brothers had
perched themselves on top of it, to
keep him from attempting the jump.

“You got lots of time,” advised
Quick. “I reckon we can match you
for a half, then.”

“No, my horse can’t run,” protested
Gun Smoke. “I’d be glad to accom-
modate you, but the best he can do is
a mile.”

“All right!” agreed Murrah. “Any-
thing for a little excitement. TI'll match
you for fifty dollars.”

“With what?” inquired Gun Smoke
cautiously.

“With that little old roan, right out
thar in the corral. John, bring up
Lightfoot, will ye?’

He turned to his younger brother,
who dropped down off the gate, and
Gun Smoke ran his eyes over Light-
foot. He was a long-legged, rangy ani-
mal, built for speed rather than en-
durance, and at sight of him Watch-eye
snorted and pawed the ground

“Can you beat him, old-timer?” in-
quired Gun Smoke; and Watch-eye
nodded violently.

“Come on! Tl bet ye fifty!” urged
Quick Murrah. ,

Gun Smoke looked about at the hard-
faced gang of cowboys and scratched
his yellow head dubiously.

“Suppose I'd happen to win?” he
suggested. “Would you let me go out
the gate?”
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“Like a bat!’ laughed Quick. “And
take yore money with you—I don’t
care if it’s a thousand dollars. We'll
jest ask Mr. Plunkett, owner of the
Z 1 P outfit, to hold the stakes. All
right ?”

Gun Smoke surveyed the rugged
countenance of Zimiriah Plunkett and
nodded assent, though reluctantly. He
had heard of the cattle king, whose
herds grazed from the Rocky Moun-
tains to the line of the Panhandle in
Texas; but, seeing the man himself and
the cowboys he had gathered about
him, some inner prompting bade him
beware.

“Now here,” he spoke up. “I'm
game to bet on my horse, but it’s got
to be on the square. If I win I want
my money. And I figure on getting it,
too. So let’s come to an understand-
ing, right now.”

“Aw, sho, sho, boy!" spoke up
Plunkett. “I reckon you’ve heerd my
name. You leave the stakes with me
and you’ll git 'em—if you win. These
boys is only funnin’!’

“Good enough,” agreed Gun Smoke.
“I'm full of fun, myself; so I'll raise
you to a hundred dollars.”

He drew out a roll, and Quick Mur-
rah’s eyes snapped.

“I’ll see you,” he mocked, “and raise
you a hundred more. You can’t run
no sandy on me.”

Gun Smoke peeled off two bills and
handed them over to Zim Plunkett, bet-
ter known as “Old Scorp” by his ene-
mies, and Quick Murrah counted out
his own. Then, hastily thumbing over
the remnant, he placed it in the hands
of his boss.

“Thar’s two hundred and sixty
more,” he stated, “if you figger you’re
due to win.”

“I certainly do,” responded Gun
Smoke, “or I wouldn’t bet a cent.”
And, with the battle lust in his eyes,
he covered the bet and turned to the
staring gang.

“Step up, gentlemen,” he said, “if
you happen to be feeling lucky. TI'll
back old Watch-eye, in the mile, up to
the last dollar I've got.”

He counted the rest of his money;
and, after a conference among them-
selves, the Z T P punchers matched it.

“That’s a good gun you got thar,”
suggested Murrah, as Gun Smoke
stripped down for the race. “How’d
you like to put it up against mine?”

He unbelted his ornate six-shoater
and passed it over for inspection, but
Gun Smoke had already observed it.
The head of a long-horned steer was
beautifully carved on the mother-of-
pearl handle, the guard and lock were
inlaid with gold; and yet, for a mo-
ment, Gun Smoke hesitated.

“You cain’t ride with it, nohow,”
went on Murrah. And, impulsively,
Gun Smoke agreed.

“All right,” he grinned. “I'll bet
everything I've got, except my horse.”

“You bet hawses with me and you’ll
leave hyer afoot,” bantered Quick as
he swung up on his mount, “because
I'll tell you, right now, this nag is a
racer. He’s never took nobody’s dust.”

“He’ll eat .mine,” promised Gun
Smoke, as he started Watch-eye up the
track; and Murrah looked back and
laughed. The pistols and the money
were in Gun Smoke’s big hat, but it
was not the custom with the-Z I P
outfit to let strangers decamp with the
loot, especially when they bet their guns.
Win or lose, thought Murrah, the
stakes were as good as his; and he
rode rollicking up the course.

“How’ll we start?”’ he asked.
yourself.”

“Makes no difference to me,” boasted

“Suit

Gun Smoke. “Down at the finish is
where I win. Come on! Let’s whirl
and start!”

They were riding neck and neck, a
good mile from the gate where Plun-
kett and his cowboys stood watching;
and, like the flash of a gun, Quick Mur-
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rah whirled his roan, leaving Watch-
eye twenty feet the first jump. He
gained twenty feet more in the next
few jumps, and, although Watch-eye
struggled valiantly, he was far behind
at the quarter post and farther yet at
the half. Murrah looked back and
whooped hectoringly, the cowboys toek
up the cheer; but to stout-hearted
Watch-eye the race had just begun,
and at a word from Gun Smoke he
started.

For the first half mile he had run a
steady pace, while the roan had been
fully extended; but now, when Gun
Smoke shouted his war whoop in his
ears, the pinto seemed to find his
strength. Looking back as he passed
the three-quarter post, Murrah was as-
tounded to see Watch-eye close behind
him. He was running like the wind
now, his great nostrils flaring wide as
he came hammering down the course;
and, grinning confidently through the
dust, Gun Smoke was riding like a boy.

With a curse Quick Murrah applied
whip and spur at once. The roan
jumped and broke its pace. Then, with
a rush, Watch-eye closed up the gap,
and they were running neck and neck.
Murrah was beaten, and he knew it,
for Lightfoot had shot his bolt, but
there was still one tricky chance.
Reining his horse over suddenly, he
hurled its shoulder against the pinto,
hoping to knock him from his feet in
mid-air ; but the sturdy Watch-eye gave
back buffet for buffet, and the next mo-
ment went thundering past.

The race was won, but at every
stride Watch-eye uncorked new sources
of speed. With his neck stretched out,
his glassy eyes gleaming wildly, his feet
drumming a victorious tattoo, he came
flying down the track toward the dis-
gruntled group of cowboys, while Gun
Smoke still urged him on. Behind, eat-
ing’ the dust that the pinto flung back,
Lightfoot labored beneath whip and
spur; but the heart had gone out of

him, and he quit before he finished, a
good hundred yards from the line.

Cowboys scattered right and left as
Gun Smoke set up his horse and
dropped off before Zimiriah Plunkett.

“All right,” he said, “gimme that
hatful of money.” But Old Scorp held
up his hand.

“Jest a minute. Jest a minute,” he
answered. ‘“Mr. Murrah seems to have
something on his mind.”

“He Navajoed me!” accused Quick,
flogging his horse up to the crowd.
“Run into me—knocked me plumb off
the track. I claim that money on a
foul”

“Foul, nothing!” flared back Gun
Smoke. “You run into me. And I
beat you, fair and square.”

He reached out to grab the stakes
and make his escape, for it was evi-
dent he had fallen among thieves; but
Zimiriah Plunkett pushed him back.

“Navajo ridin’ is barred,” he said.
“You lose, Mr. Gun Smoke.” And he
looked up at him with a leering smile.

Gun Smoke glanced about swiftly at
the crowd of grinning cowboys, the
high gate, and his waiting horse. Buf
his pistol was in the hat, along with
Quick Murrah’s, and he knew now why
Murrah had bet it. Yet, guileless as he
seemed, Gun Smoke had foreseen this
very thing, even before he put up his
gun. He had sensed from the start that
the gang was out to trick him, and he
had taken a few precautions of his
own. Slipping one hand under the
Mexican sash which he had wom for
riding, he whipped out a short, flat
pistol.

“I'll just take those stakes,” he
stated ; and when Plunkett jerked back
he slammed him over the head with his
gun. Then, with one swift grab, he
snatched up both the six-shooters,
throwing his pocket pistol into the dirt.

“How about it?” he inquired, turn-
ing their muzzles on the gang; and the
cowboys stood rooted to the spot.
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Gun Smoke thrust the two guns into
the slack of his waistband, while he
slung the two belts over one arm.
Then ramming his hat, money and all,
firmly down on his head, he swung up
on Watch-eye, keeping them covered
all the time.

“The first yap that shoots, I'll shore
git ’'im!” he warned, and turned the
dancing Watch-eye toward the gate.

He bounded toward it in crouching
leaps, gathering speed as he ap-
proached, and plunged over it as lightly
as a bird. Gun Smoke turned, gun in
hand. But the cowboys had had
enough.

“Ah-hah, hah!” he laughed.
with a whoop he galloped away.

And

CHAPTER IL
SANCTUARY.

UN SMOKE'’S hat was full of
money, he was over Scorp Plun-
kett’s gate, and the road lay open to
the south. But as he galloped away,
Watch-eye shied at a low bush, almost
throwing his rider to the ground. Gun
Smoke rose up, clutching the horn,
and over the top of the bush he caught
the sinister gleam of a gun; then some-
thing struck his leg, knocking his boot
from the stirrup, and he grabbed for
the horn again. Some assassin, lying
in wait, had shot him from ambush,
but his leg seemed as good as before.
Gun Smoke rose up in the saddle
and saw Cutthroat Charley, the horse
thief, crouching behind the bush. The
pistol was still smoking, and, as he
looked, it spat again. Then Gun
Smoke fired twice, and the horse thief
went sprawling, flapping his arm like
a bird with a broken wing. He leaped
up and grabbed his gun again, as if
preparing to shoot left-handed, and
Gun Smoke swung low and rode.
Back at Portales he could see the
gang running out with their rifles.
There was the whine of bullets going

past. But Watch-eye never faltered,
and Gun Smoke rose up, laughing, as
the last of their rifle shots ceased. The
gate had been thrown open, and horse
after horse came galloping in his wake.
Gun Smoke reached down and patted
Watch-eye on the neck, and the horse
fell into a long, easy lope.

“Stay with it, boy,” he said. “They
can’t ketch you, and I know it. We'll
show that bunch of hounds they can’t
ride or shoot or nothing! And come
sundown we’ll lose ’em, to boot.”

He glanced up at the sun, which had
descended in the west until it almost
touched the top of the mountains. In
an hour it would be down, and, as
darkness mantled the plains, he could
circle and throw off his pursuers. They
came on, now, in a compact body, in-
stead of stringing out down the road,
and, though at the end of every mile
they were farther and farther behind,
they did not abandon the chase. Gun
Smoke had never heard of Zim Plun-
kett’s night riders, who scoured the
plains to wipe out his enemies, but there
was something about their confidence
which somehow dashed his spirits, and
he searched the rugged canyons as he
passed.

Each was -formed like the gateway
at treacherous Portales—a narrow
opening between low cliffs, then a
broad, inclosed park, and, beyond, the
shadowy ridges of the heights. Tram-
pled cow trails led up the washes, which
meandered out across the plains, to be
lost in the coulees below ; but the main
road led south, skirting the edge of the
hills, and Gun Smoke held resolutely
on. For what had he to fear, with
Watch-eye between his knees? On the
trail he was tireless as an antelope.

The sun set in splendor behind the
jagged peaks. But as Gun Smoke
scanned the heights a sudden weakness
came over him, his brain whirled, and
he felt himself swaying. He recovered
himself instantly, then, with growing
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alarm, he ran his hand down inside his
left boot. In the chase he had barely
noticed the bullet hole through his boot
top, the sting’ which had turned to an
ache. But as he felt the warm wet-
ness his senses reeled again—he was
hit; his boot was full of blood.

Gun Smoke came to, clutching the
pommel, the faithful Watch-eye sway-
ing under him to keep him from fall-
ing to the ground; and, as he saw in
the distanhce the bobbing heads of his
pursuers, he held fast and urged his
horse to a gallop. If he halted by the
wayside he would be beaten and robbed,
perhaps killed, by the vengeful riders.
It was necessary to quit the road and
seek out a hiding place where he could
rest and bind up his wound.

An open trail appeared before him,
leading off up a canyon, and he took it
on the run, regardless. Then a fence
appeared before him, across the neck
of the entrance, and he braced himself
for the jump. Watch-eye hesitated, for
he was tired, then bounded nimbly over
it, his hoofs touching the upper bar as
he passed. They were in a pasture
now, where a stream ran down through
the willows, and, though the shadows
were gathering fast, Gun Smoke could
see a slab cabin, set back against the
slope of the hill .

He reined toward it and shut his
eyes, holding fast with both hands;
but, as he came up at a lope, there was
a sharp challenge from the doorway,
a woman’s scream, and the flash of a
gun. It blazed out in his very face,
and, at the roar, Watch-eye shied.
Then, with a heart-breaking thump,
Gun Smoke landed on his head, and the
world became a blank.

It was light when he came to, and
soft, unfamiliar hands were brushing
the matted hair from his eyes. He
stirred, then lost consciousness again,
and at last, far away, he heard a woman
crying.

“What’s the matter?” he muttered,
and suddenly two scalding tears
splashed down on his grimy cheek.

“Are you dead?” a small voice fal-
tered. He looked up quickly, then
moaned and closed his eyes. Above
him there hovered a face such as he
had seen in pictures of angels, a woman
with broad brows and an aureole of
dark hair, and her brown eyes were
infinitely sad. Perhaps he was dead
and this fairest of all angels was min-
istering to his needs. He moved his
dry lips and whispered for water. A
cool gourd was pressed to his mouth.
He drank then, slowly, rolling his eyes
as he looked around, and sank back
with a sigh. Everything that he saw
was strange, and a great weariness held
him in its thrall.

“I—I thought you were dead,”
spoke up the tragic voice again, and
Gun Smoke summoned a smile.

“Nope,” he answered. “Thought I
heard the angels singing, but it

The frightened face moved closer,
her fragrant hair brushed his cheek,
and suddenly the angel smiled.

“Then you’re going to get well,” she
said; and Gun Smoke felt water on his
brow. His head seemed big and very
sore, and the sting of open wounds
suddenly aroused him.

“Say, where am I?” he demanded,
trying in vain to sit up. He was in-
side a cabin made of Lhewn stakes, set
side by side, and the girl who leaned
over him, searching for wounds on his
bloody head, was not an angel at all.
She was frowning now, though her
eyes were still tearful.

“You’re in Heck Blood’s cabin,” she
answered vindictively, “and I shot you.
Why didn’t you stop?”’

“Search me,” grumbled Gun Smoke.
“Who the hell is Heck Blood? I don’t
remember this place.”

“Well, Heck Blood,” she informed
him, “is the man you came to kill. But
daddy had gone to town, and I got you
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in the door. I can’t find that bullet
hole anywhere.”

“It’s in my leg,” protested Gun
Smoke. “What you want to shoot me
for? I was hurt, and I came here for
help.”

“Which leg?” she demanded, and
when she jerked off his left boot she
gave a cry and sank to the floor. “Oh,
I've killed him!” she moaned. “But
why didn’t you stop? Your boot is
full of blood!”

“Never mind,” mumbled Gun Smoke.
“Tie a rag around the hole. And, say,
what'd you do with my horse?”

_He sat up quickly, his eyes rciung
wildly, but she pushed him resolutely
back.

“You lie still,” she ordered, “if you
don’t want to die.”” And, gazing at
him sternly, she opened up his bloody
wound and bound it tight with a cloth.
“Now,” she said, “who are you, any-
way? And what are you doing up our
canyon?”

“Name’s Gun Smoke,” he stated. “I
got shot, back at Portales, and come
up here for help.”

“Got shot!” she repeated, looking
him over in dismay. ‘“What—again?
Oh, now I know he’ll die!”

“Something hit me in the head,” he
responded dully. “But, say, I want my
horse!”

She felt his head over anxiously,
then stepped to the door as the hounds
bayed a fresh alarm.

“Somebody’s coming,” she
nounced. *“Down at the gate.”

“It’s them Z I P cowboys,” he said.
“l remember, now—they chased me
down the road. Then I turned off up
this canyon—but, say, can you see my
horse ?”’

‘“He’s right out there,” she answered.
“Aren’t you one of Scorp’s night rid-
ers? I took you in the dark for Quick
Murrah!™

“No!” he burst out peevishly; but,
with a quick, triumphant movement,

an-

she dangled an ornate pistol before his
eyes.

“Where’d you get this gun, then?”
she demanded. “That belongs to
Quick Murrah, and I know it!”

“I won it in a horse race,” he re-
plied. She tossed her head, smifing du-
biously.

“And I suppose,” she went on, “you

won this hatful of money, too? Not

that 7 care!” she ended defiantly.
“Sure, I won it,” he cried. “But

they wouldn’t give it up. So I hit

Scorp over the head and took it away,
from him. Then I jumped over the
gate and was making a get-away when
some feller shot me from the brush.”

“You lie down,” she ordered, laying
a hand on his brow; but Gun Smoke
was not to be denied.

“No!” he insisted. “I want my horse
in here. Them fellers will steal him.
Open the door and he’ll come right up.”

He put his finger inside his mouth
and gave a long, shrill whistle, and the
next minute there was a thud outside
the door. The girl peered out the key-
hole, her face set in disbelief; then she
sprang to a loophole and looked out.

“They’re coming,” she said in a
hushed voice. “It’s the night riders,
to burn our cabin.”

“Well, let my horse in,” he clamored,
“and’ 'l whip the whole shooting-
match for you. Here, Watch-eye!
Now, open the door!”

For a moment she hesitated; then,
at a snort by the keyhole, she snatched
open the door and stepped back. Like
a soldier under orders Watch-eye paced
soberly in, and she slammed the door
behind him and grabbed her gun, a
huge repeating rifle. She thrust it out
the loophole just as the horsemen came
galloping up.

“Hello, thar!” hailed a voice.

“Hello, yourse’f!” she answered
back defiantly, “and don’t you come no
nearer! I know you, Quick Murrah,
so look out!”’
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“Aw, sho, sho, Johnsie!” appealed
Murrah, from the darkness. “We ain’t
come to burn down yore house. We're
after a hawse thief, and we’re going to
git him, too, so you might as well
open up.”

“You keep away!” she shrilled, “or
I'll ill you full of lead! And when
my daddy comes back he’ll sure make
you hard to ketch, if you try any fool-
ishness with me?”

She pulled back the hammer, and at
the click of the lock there was a star-
tled silence outside.

“All we want is that man,” spoke up
a placating voice. “We-seen him go
in thar, Johnsie.”

“You did not!” she replied.
you can’t have him, anyway.
care if he is a horse thief.”

“And we want that hawse,” added
Murrah.

“You tell her to go to hell!”” admon-
ished Gun Smoke, from the bed. But
Johnsie answered never a word.

“He’s a bad man from Texas,” went
on Murrah, after a pause. “Done shot
one of the boys up at Portales and hit
old Zim over the haid.”

“Good for him!” applauded Johnsie.
“T hope he kills all of you.”

“Ain’t liable to,” responded Quick,
“because we aim to string him up. He
robbed Mr. Plunkett of a whole hat-
ful of money, and rode off on his black
pinto hawse.”

Johnsie glanced over at Watch-eye,
who was black with white markings,
but she kept her gun out the loophole.

“We seen you lead his hawse in,”
ended Murrah, “so you might as well
give him up.”

Gun Smoke woke up suddenly to the
fate which was in store for him, if this
woman yielded to their demands. He
would be hanged as a horse thief,
strung up to some tree by Quick Mur-

) rah and his lawless gang, and yet he was
' too weak to move. On his bed lay the
pistol he had taken from Murrah, but

“And
I don’t

’

his hand was too weak to lift it, even
when he summoned all his strength. He
fell back, half fainting, and, like a man
in a dream he heard the angel voice
speak.

“You git out of heah,” she cried
in the softest of Southern accents, ‘“or
I’ll shoot every one of you—you cow-
ards! This man is in our house, and
what would daddy say if he heard I'd
given him up?”

Gun Smoke drifted away, then, into
a land where ghostly voices came dimly
to his ears; but the sweetest voice of
all had a soft, Virginia accent. And
he knew that one angel was his friend.

CHAPTER 1IIi.
THE RUSTLER’S DAUGHTER.

UN SMOKE was roused from his
faint by a low snort in his ear, the
anxious nudge of a velvety nose. It
was Watch-eye, standing over his bed.
In the light of a tallow dip Johnsie

Blood regarded them curiously, her

hair thrown back, her hands leaning on
the gun which had made the dreaded
night riders retreat.

“Hello, Watch-eye,” he muttered,
and at the sound of his master’s voice
the pinto whinnied and shook his head
joyously.

“He seems to like you,” spoke up
Johnsie, and Gun Smoke stroked his
nose.

“Bet y'r life,” he murmured. “We're
pardners.”

“Quick Murrah claims you stole
him,” she said; but Gun Smoke only
grunted.

“Keep away from him,” he warned;
“he’s a one-man horse. If you touch
him, he’ll eat you alive. I know that
horse.”

“Oh, no,” she laughed, “he wouldn’t
bite me.” And she laid a small hand
on his neck.

Watch-eye threw back his ears, and
his glassy eyes gleamed wickedly, but
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Gun Smoke spoke sharply from the
bed.

“Watch!?’ he commanded, “don’t
bite the lady. She’s our friend, and a
danged good friend. You'd better go
away, ma’am,” he added.

“Not much!’ answered Johnsie, her
hand still on Watch-eye’s neck; and,
while he snorted and snapped his teeth,
she patted his neck. ‘“Now you go
away,” she ordered, and Watch-eye re-
luctantly obeyed.

“He’s been standing there,” she
smiled, “ever since I lit the candle—
but I've got to find that other bullet
hole.”

She flexed his arms experimentally,
then examined his broad chest and felt
of his other leg.

“Where does it hurt?” she ques-
tioned anxiously.

“It’s my haid!” he insisted, and she
burst out laughing.

“I reckon youre from Texas,” she
said.

“Of co’se I am,” he answered, “but
how did you know?”

“When you talked about your
‘haid,’ ” she mimicked. “I’ve heard

”»

‘’em say,” she went on, as she felt his
bruised scalp, “that you Texans can’t
be hurt in those parts, and now I surely
believe it. Because I'd swear that’s
where I shot you.”

“Maybe your shooting isn’t so good,”
he suggested maliciously. “T've seen
girls that couldn’t hit nothing. Most of
’em are like that.”

“Don’t you worry about my shoot-
ing,” she retorted. “I noticed that
Quick Murrah and that gang of night
riders were glad enough to let me
alone. But, say, I know you’re going
to recover—youre able to talk back
to your nurse.”

“Heh, heh—yes,” mocked Gun
Smoke, “and T know where you came
from, too. I can tell by the way you
say ‘about!””

“Well, where am 1 from?’ she an-

swered tartly. ‘““That is, if it’s any of
your business.”

“You're from Virginia,” he stated
confidently. “That is, if you're not one
of these F. F. Vs. from Missouri.”

“Now you quit mocking me,” she
warned, “or I'll put your old horse out
and make you lie down and keep still.
But I might as well tell you we are
one of the ‘first families’—and we'’re
not from Missouri, either.”

“Just water-bound in Arkansas for
a couple of years, eh?” he jested. She
laughed as she shook her head.

“No,” she said, “we’re from Texas,
ourselves; but my dad is one Texan
that won’t admit it. The worse they
are, it seems, the prouder they are of
it. Look at old Zim Plunkett and
Quick Murrah!”

“That’s a hard outfit,” admitted Gun
Smoke. “If it hadn’t been for my
horse T'd never got away from there
alive. But old Watch-eye took one
jump and crow-hopped over that gate.
And me with all their money and ev-
erything.”

“Yes, and Quick Murrah says you
done stole that horse,” she repeated;
but Gun Smogke pretended not to hear. .

“First they made me buy the
drinks,” he ran on garrulously, “and
then they tried to rib up a horse race.
But, nope, there was nothing doing. I
told ’em Mister Watch-eye couldn’t
run, except a mile. Well, all right,
they’d run me a mile, then; and when
we got through betting all our money
was in my hat. Then I put up my six-
shooter against Quick’s little piece of
jewelry, and old Scorp held the pot.

“But I knowed all the time they were
figuring to rob me, so I tucked a lit-
tle pocket gun right down inside my
belt here. And, sure enough, they
claimed a foul. I just tapped old Zim
over the coco with my pistol, grabbed
the stakes, and swung up on my horse.
And the next minute old Watch-eye
was plumb over the gate and running
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like a bat out of hell. T’d’ve made a
clean git-away, only that feller with
the cut neck laid in wait for me and
plugged me from behind.”

“Do you expect me to believe all
that?” she inquired sarcastically.
“Then you lie down, while I bathe
your ‘haid.” Because I know very well
you couldn’t jump their gate. And
Quick claims you stole that horse.”

“All right,” returned Gun Smoke,
turning ugly, “you show me the man
that can lay-a hand on Watch, and T'll
make him a present of the horse. But
until then I don’t make no apologies to
nobody. You’re my horse, ain’t you,
Watch?”

Watch-eye came over promptly and
laid his head on Gun Smoke’s shoulder,
“and Johnsie almost believed him.

“Well, all right,” she said. “What's
your name, then? I know it isn’t Gun
Smoke.”

“You wait till I get well and go
back to Portales. I’ll show ’em if that
ain’t my name!”

“Yes, but you won’t show me,” she
reminded him; but Gun Smoke did
not seem to care. He moved about
uneasily and glanced around the room,
then coughed and came to the point.

“Excuse me for mentioning it,” he
said, “but I haven’t had anything to
eat since yesterday. And losing that
bootful of blood has sure left me hun-
gry. Have you got a little something
you can spare?*

“Why, sure!” ghe answered quickly,
and then she checked herself. “That
is,’ she qualified, “if you don’t mind
beef, straight. We haven't got an-
other thing in the house.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” agreed Gun
Smoke, with another glance at the bar-
ren room. ‘I could eat a roast mule,
stuffed with firecrackers.”

She smiled at him half-heartedly and
hurried into the other room, where he
heard her fanning up a blaze.

“You see,” she apologized, “dad has

’

got lots of enemies, amd—and he
doesn’t go to town very often. But
to-day he took mother and they went
down to Barcee. Zim Plunkett is try-
ing to move us.”

“What for?” demanded Gun Smoke.

“Oh—because he ‘doesn’t like us,”
she answered evasively. “We had trou-
ble with him, back in Texas.”

“That old wolf is sure bad; and he’s
going to come to a bad end,” predicted
Gun Smoke, as he listened to the pop-
ping of grease. “Is that some of .his
beef you’re cooking?”

“Sure is!” she responded easily.
“Dad won't eat any other kind. He
says it doesn’t taste the same.”

“Uh-huh!” grunted Gun Smoke, and
nodded his head sagely. So Heck
Blood was a rustler, and his dark-eyed
daughter had been raised on company
beef. He sighed, for only a short time
before he had thought that Johnsie was
an angel. True, she had received him
as rustlers’ daughters were likely to
do—with the whang of a gun when he
charged—but she had more than made
up for that trifling discourtesy by the
way she had stood oft Quick Murrah.
She was the fighting child of a fight-
ing sire, and pulling yearlings from
old Scorp was hardly in the category
of stealing. It was almost commend-
able, considering the circumstances—
and yet he sighed again.

Like all true cowmen, he had an
aversion to petty larceny and the small-
scale pilferings of nesters. It was the
resort of sordid minds, untuned to the
high emprise which builds up big herds
with the running iron. To ride forth
on the range and brand mavericks and
orejanos smacked of the days when
cattlemen were kings; but to camp
down in some canyon and kill a cow
at a time, for beef, was too much like
common. stealing. But while he sighed
for her, Johnsie was sighing for him
—because she knew Gun Smoke
couldn’t be his real name.
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“Here it is,” she announced, as she
brought in a broad platter; but as Gun
Smoke wolfed down the meat she re-
garded him sadly, for he did not look
like a horse thief. His brow was high
and wide, his bruised features clean-
cut and regular, and there was a logk
in his eyes that stirred something within
her, a dim longing to protect him from
harm. _

“Where’d you come from?” she
asked at last; and he gave her an imp-
ish grin.

“Where do all cow thieves come
from?” he parried.

“What do you mean?” she flared up
fiercely. “Are you hinting that my
dad’s a cow thief? He never did a
crooked or dishonorable thing in his
life. These cattle’that he takes are his!”

“How do you mean?” inquired Gun
Smoke, working away at_the juicy steak.
“You mean they’re his when he gits
them ?”

“No; they’re his already!” she
stormed. “Zim Plunkett stole them
from him!”

“I see,” smiled Gun Smoke. “He’s
just stealing them back again.” And
she gave him a look to smite him dead.

“A man in your line of business,”
she said at last, “and traveling under
a flag, to boot, ought to pick and
choose his words a little more. My
dad is a gentleman, I'll have you to
understand, and he never stole any-
thing—ever!”

“My mistake,” bowed Gun Smoke.
“I stand corrected, madam. Proceed,
and let’s get this thing straight.”

“You think you’re smart, don’t
you?” she commented acidly. “But
I'll tell you, all the same. My folks

moved from Virginia after the war,
but dad had a little trouble out in Kan-
sas when Quantrell’'s guerrillas got
after him. So ‘we moved down into
Texas, and dad had lots of cows—only
nobody would come and buy them. We
just couldn’t find a market, at any

price. Well, it was three years ago
that Zim Plunkett came through.the
country, hunting up old Confederate
soldiers and buying their cattle, cheap.
Dad had been a soldier, too—he was
a colonel under Lee—and when Plun-
kett came to the house and said he’d
served the Confederacy, why, natu-
rally there was nothing too good for
him.

“Poor dad,” she sighed, “he’ll never
make a business man! He puts too
much trust in strangers. Anyway, he
sold old Scorp two thousand head of
cattle for ten dollars a head, and took
his note. And what does Plunkett do
but move them up to the Panhandle,
and then across the line into New Mex-
ico! He bought cattle from everybody
—forty-five or fifty thousand—and
now he won’t pay the notes.”

“Why not?” demanded Gun Smoke
innocently. '

“Why, because the notes are out-
lawed! He’s moved out of the State
of Texas. And he intended to do it,
all the time!”

“I see,” nodded Gun Smoke.
can't collect.”

“That’s just what we’re doing?’ she
stated savagely. “And it makes me so
mad when some stranger, like you, says
my father is stealing beef. These steers
that he kills have got his own brand
on them, and I'd just like to ask you
if you consider that stealing? Well, of
course not! He’s taking his own!”

“Why, sure!” shrilled Gun Smoke.
“More power to his elbow! I'd like
nothing better than to take on as a cow
hand and run off a few, myself.”

“And we settled right here,” con-
tinued Johnsie vindictively, “although
dad just hates a nester. But we've
been here for two years, and Quick
Murrah and all the rest of them can'’t
make us move—not an inch! They’ve
murdered those poor homesteaders and
run off their stock and burned down
their cabins by the hundred; but they

“You_
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can’t move my dad, because he knows
he is right! And, what’s more, he’s
a fighting Blood!”

She nodded her head vigorously, and
Gun Smoke glanced at her rather quiz-
zically.

“And I reckon,” he added, “you’re
a fighting Blood, your own self. Well,
there ain’t any colonels in my family,
but I'm a first-class fighting man, my-
self.”

“Either that or a first-class liar!” she
answered, and then she broke down
and laughed.

“Well, there’s no use pretending,”
she said. “We've stuck here, but we
haven’t enjoyed it. And old Scorp
will get us yet. We're the only home-
steaders that have settled on his range
that the night riders haven’t moved.
But we’re trying to hold on until the
railroad comes through, and maybe
that will tame things down.”

She sighed and turned away to peer
out through the loophole, and Gun
Smoke gazed at her in silence. She
was not the kind of woman that was
found m two-roomed cabins, with gun
holes under the eaves. There was, in-
deed, something very appealing and
feminine in this daughter of bold Colo-
nel Blood.

“Say,” he said at last, “if there’s any-
thing that I can do for you, don’t hesi-
tate to say the word. And if those
night riders come back, you just help
me outside the door and I’ll smoke ’em
up with these.”

He patted the two six-shooters, but
she only smiled wryly.

“I don’t need any help,” she said.
“I just hate that Quick Murrah, and
if T ever get a bead on him—that's
how I came to shoot you. But when
I turned you over and saw it wasn’t
Quick I—I couldn’t help it—I cried.”

“You sure did me a good turn,” he
nodded, “when you saved me from
that bunch of killers. They'd've
plugged me in a minute if I'd fell by

“the road—that’s why I turned up your

canyon.”

“I—I'm glad you came, anyway,”
she stammered at last. “It gets kind
of lonely, sometimes.”

“Well, I'm gladder than you are,”
he answered, noting e blush that
crept to her brow. ‘“Because I might
have rode by here and never knowed
you were in the world.”

She glanced at him shyly, then
turned back to her loophole, and Gun
Smoke bit his lip. Something told him
that if he talked he was more than
likely to say something which on the
morrow he would bitterly regret. But
she was really such a wonderful girl!
And as he watched her he wondered if,
after all, the words were better un-
said.

There was a shot from down the
canyon, then the rattle of pistol fire
and a terrific baying of hounds.

“Oh, they're trying to kill daddy!”’
she screamed, and Gun Smoke grabbed
for his guns.

“Pack me out there!” he shouted,
“where I can get a clean shot at them.
I'll watch your cabin. You jump up
on Watch-eye and ride down and give
‘'em hell!”

“No! They’re coming!” she re-
plied. “You stay where you are. I
can tend to those cowards alone!”

He listened, and above the chorus of
baying hounds he could hear the rush
of galloping hoofs. But just as he
heaved up and went hobbling toward
the door she leaped down and snatched
him back.

“It’s daddy!” she cried. “Can’t you
hear him cuss?’ And Gun Smoke
dropped back on his bed.

The cursing of Colonel Blood, which
was of the frontier variety, was
brought to a sudden stop by the ap-
pearance of his daughter, who bounded
out the door into his arms.

“Hello, daddy!” she cried. “I'm all
right. Hello, mother! Did you bring
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the things?
was here.

thief!” she whispered.
right inside!” she added.

“A hawse thief!” repeated the colo-
nel in a voice that shook the timbers,
and the next moment he strode through
the door.

“Well, by thunder!” he stormed, as
he saw Gun Smoke reclining on his
bed. “It seems to me, for a total stran-
ger, he’s making himse’f strictly at
home. And what the devil is this?
Has he moved in, hawse and all?”
And he stood staring at the nonchalant
Watch-eye.

“Keep away from that horse,”
warned Gun Smoke belligerently, “or
he’s liable to take an arm off. And if
I ain’t welcome, T’ll sure make myself
scarce—I don’t let no man call me a
horse thief !’

He faced the bearded colonel, whose
bleak, stone-gray eyes were fixed on
him with arrogant scorn; but before
her father could speak Johnsie flung
herself between them and came to Gun
Smoke’s defense.

“That’s just what Quick Murrah
called him, when he wanted to string
him up. But I told him you’d never
forgive me if I gave up a man that was
our guest.”

“Certainly not I’ asserted the colonel.
“But how come he’s a guest heah? Did
you invite him into our house ?”’

“No, I—I shot him! But I thought
it was Quick Murrah! And then—
can’'t you see?—I was sorry!”

“Why, yes, yes, my little dove,”
soothed Blood, patting her head. “I'm
very sorry if the gentleman is hurt.
But what was he doing heah to make
it necessary to shoot him? Now tell
me the truth!” And he smiled.

“Well, he claims,” she faltered, “that
he got in a fight at Portales and they
shot him in the leg when he left. And
when he was riding by he got weak—
and they were after him. So he turned

And, oh, Quick Murrah
They were chasing a horse
“And he’s

off up our canyon. But I didn’t know
that, and when he rode charging up, I
shot him, but I didn’t mean to.” ‘

“You never shot me at all!” pro-
tested Gun Smoke stoutly. “I got this
leg up at Portales. And, since the fire-
works are all over and nobody hurt,
I think I'll just bid you, one and all—
good-by!”

He hobbled over toward his horse,
his eyes blinking angrily, but the colo-
nel waved him back.

“Never mind, young man,” he said.
“You are welcome to remain heah. But
that hawse will have to go.”

“If he goes, I go!” answered Gun
Smoke defiantly. “I don’t want Quick
Murrah to get him.”

“Is it necessary,” demanded Blood,
“to turn my house into a stable?
Heah’s my wife, suh, and my daugh-
ter——"

Gun Smoke bowed to Mrs. Blood
who met his glance with a quick smile,
and bowed again, but sulkily, to John-
sie; but as he took Watch-eye by the
bridle and started for the door the
women both spoke up at once.

“Very well,” assented the colonel,
with a snort, “the law of hospitality
1s sacred. You can keep your hawse,
young man, any place you damn please,
as long as my womenfolks are satis-
fied.”

He glanced at his wife, a small
woman with soft, brown eyes and a
tired, but appealing, smile; and she pat-
ted his hand approvingly.

“We are sorry,” she said, “that our
accommodations are so meager, but you
are very welcome, Mr. ”

“Er—Gun Smoke,” replied the stran-
ger, and, after a startled glance at her
husband, Mrs. Blood extended her
hand. Gun Smoke bowed and shook
hands in silence, then turned his sullen
eyes to the man who had called him a
horse thief. The colonel blinked, then
gravely offered his hand while he mur-
mured welcoming words.
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“My daughter,” he added. ‘“Mistuh
-—er—Gun Smoke. I judge you're al-
ready acquainted.”

“Yes, sir,” he responded; but John-
sie came bravely forward and offered
her lily-white hand.

“You'd better lie down,” she sug-
gested, and pointed to fresh blood on
the floor.

“Just throw me down a robe,” ob-
jected Gun Smoke. “I don’t want to
occupy your bed.”

“No, suh!” protested Blood, sud-
denly recovering his poise, “our bed is
none too good for a guest, and espe-

cially for one who is hurt.,” And,
drawing Gun Smoke’s arm over his
shoulder he helped him back to the
couch.

It was made of rawhide thongs,
stretched tight over a hewn frame;
but as Gun Smoke sank back it seemed
like a bed of down, and already Mrs.
Blood had taken charge. Heating wa-
ter over the fire, she washed the throb-
bing wound, where the bullet had
passed through his leg, and before Gun
Smoke knew it he had sunk into a
slumber from which he did not awaken
until dawn.

To be continued in the next issue of THE PoPULAR STORIES—October 8th.
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A STRANGE FAMILY

ON Fifth Avenue, New York, in the heart of the ultra-fashionable and ex-

pensive shopping district, there stands an old-fashioned residence, entirely sur-
rounded by business houses. For years real-estate men have made strenuous
efforts to buy the place, so that they might tear the house down and put up a
modern commercial structure. They have offered enormous prices-—the land
occupied by the house is assessed, for tax purposes, at over a million dollars, and
the yard is put down for a million more—but always they have been met with a
very definite refusal. The family policy, they were given to understand, was to
buy real estate, not to sell it.

What about the family that has this one-sided policy? There were six sisters
and one brother. The latter died many years ago. To-day there are three sisters
left, only one of whom resides, during part of the year, in the Fifth Avenue
house. One of the others, a widow and the only one of the sisters who ever
married, is blind and lives in the utmost seclusion on her Long Island estate. The
remaining sister has been for some time an inmate of a private sanitarium for
the mentally unbalanced. These three aged women own together real estate
worth nearly one hundred million dollars.

In the Fifth Avenue residence there is no telephone, no electricity, no eleva-
tor, or any new-fangled device whatsoever. We recognize an exaggeration, which,
nevertheless, points a truth when we hear that, with the exception of the one who
married, none of the sisters ever went to the theater, rode in an automobile, or
used a telephone. The whole family, it is said, were always extremely aloof,
and seemed to desire the least possible contact with the world and with their
fellows,

Here, surely, is a terribly strange little clan. Something plainly went wrong,
very wrong, somewhere. One wonders what, But, wishing to be happy, one had
better not wonder too much why.
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By the author of ‘'The Fowler String,” Ete.

Silas Tipping not only knew jewels, but he knew men and women.

Sayre Pickering
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Nor did

his judgment fail when the Princess Piritoff came to him to sell some pearls.

HERE is somewhere in the
make-up of every man an in-
stinct, some  vestigial trait

which has descended to him from the
days when he wandered, a hairy and
fearful being, through the primeval
jungle, depending on his sixth sense to
warn him of approaching danger when
none was apparent to any of the other
five. In Silas Tipping this sense had
been strongly developed during his
more than forty years in the business
of purveying jewels to those fortunate
enough to be able to afford them, and
he had had cause, more than once, to
bank heavily upon this instinct and to
thank it heartily when it had brought
him out of some threatening difticulty.
In a business where trifling errors may
mean so much, either in dollars and
cents or in personal and commercial
reputation, in a business of necessity
so dependent on a belief in the other
fellow’s honesty, he had unconsciously

brought this instinct to a high degree
of efficiency, and its slightest warning
was enough to send him, metaphorically
speaking, well into his shell.

Silas’ appearance belied, in almost
every particular, this strange sensitive-~
ness of his. To the eye, he was the
type of solid citizen—good natured,
jolly, easy going, bearing his sixty
years with a genial dignity that never

-rose to the superficial level of pom-

posity, and heavy, in a comfortable,
dependable way, with a weight that be-
lied his height. Above the honest
squareness of his face his gray hair,
still plentiful for all his years, was
brushed into a careful part; his eye-
brows, thick and bushy, overhung blue
eyes that had the faculty of changing
from their usual kind wisdom into ac-
cusing flames before which the flaw in
stone—or in man, for that matter—
could not remain hidden. A gray mus-
tache, severely cut, lent a false seri-
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ousness to the pleasant smile that rested
habitually on his lips. The impression
which was gained by one who saw Silas
Tipping was one of squareness, physi-
cal and moral. One saw the uncompro-
mising honesty of the man, his abso-
lute dependability, in a trade which in-
sisted upon that quality—made it the
one essential for success. And it was
upon this rock that Silas had founded
his house.

His dress was unobtrusive and rarely
varied. Quietness and quality in adorn-
ment was the rule of his business, and
his clothes bore out this principle. His
shirt was white and spotless, his suits
dark and well tailored. His one lux-
ury was a starched bosom and cuffs,
which he always wore, except on the
warmest days. He rather liked the
bulge of the front of his shirt as he
sat down, and he preferred the formal-
ity of the stiff cuff and the freedom
it gave to his wrists.

Silas’ store was furnished and deco-
rated according to the same rule of dig-
nity and restraint. Nothing in its
scheme of things detracted in any way
from the splendor of the wares which
he had to sell. The walls were paneled
in soft, rubbed walnut; walnut chairs,
upholstered in tapestry, were provided
for the comfort of his clients, and wal-
nut tables covered in black broadcloth,
the better to set.off his brilliant com-
modity, were placed in the most ad-
vantageously lighted spots. Gray che-
nille covered the floor, and gray cur-
tains hung at the windows. The cases
of jewels, lighted by hidden flood
lights, were ranged round the walls,
leaving the greater part of the floor
space free.

Silas’ clerks were trained to keep out
of sight when not actually engaged in
waiting on their customers, and the
only person constantly in view was a
modestly uniformed giant who tended
the door, passing in the worthy, and
ready, at all times, for any emergency.

One November morning one of
Silas’ floor clerks, a smiling and eager
youth named George, welcomed a lady
near the door, and, at her request, sped
across the showroom into Silas’ com-
pact little private office, where the old
gentleman was sitting in his swivel
easy-chair, drumming with his broad,
carefully kept fingers on the edge of
his table. George handed him a large,
white visiting card. Silas took it and
read, in fat script across the middle :
“Princesse Piritoff.”

He looked up at George inquiringly.

“What's she like?”

George bubbled and gestured to show
the futility of mere words. Silas
smiled, and requested that she be ad-
mitted. He stood beside his table and
welcomed a woman who fitted George’s
eloquent picture to a T. In his years
of interviewing beautiful women, Silas
had seen many who beggared descrip-
tion, but the Princess Piritoff left that
word destitute indeed. A close, blue
toque permitted devastating glimpses of
a perfect complexion, perfectly applied
upon perfect features; a rich sable stole
was thrown back to permit a firm,
white column of throat to be seen;
and an orchid made a pastel foil for the
rich warmth of the princess’ coloring.
She smiled as she swept into the room,
radiating an aura of some exotic and
tantalizing perfume. She flashed upon
Silas a row of even teeth, white and
gleaming between richly crimson lips,
and a glance from her violet eyes—
long. lashed and dreamy eyes, able to
entangle weak man in their rays and
to draw him, unresisting and eager,
into their bottomless depths. He bade
her be seated, with all the courtesy at
his command, and she sank gracefully
into a chair across the table from him,
crossing her knees and drawing Silas’
eye with the flash of her gleaming
slipper.

She placed a small and exquisite
portemonnaie on the table before her
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and, throwing back the sables from her
lovely throat, leaned toward Silas, who
had resumed his own chair. She was
a beautiful, colorful, and altogether al-
luring vision in the soft grays and
browns of Silas’ office. = Her beauty
was reflected from the cheval glass in
the corner, and was perfectly framed
in this place designed with artful care
to set off the quality of Silas’ gems.
He watched her, fascinated at first;
but, in the midst of his fascination,
and like an electric shock, he felt the
prod of his faithful warning instinct so
keenly that he almost exclaithed aloud.
He looked at her more closely and with
a keener perception, as he asked her in
what manner he could be of service to
her. She was perfection—almost.
Somewhere—in the angle of her eyes,
in the lips—somewhere there was Circe
and Lilith. Silas nodded, inwardly, to
himself, and patted his instinct on the
back. She spoke with a voice that was
gentle and cultured, in perfect Eng-
lish, but with just a trace of accent that
defies transcription.

“Mr. Tipping, some friends have rec-
ommended you to me. I have not come
here for myself, but for my sister. She
has had misfortunes, and is forced to
sacrifice some of her things to have
money. I have offered to help her my-
self, but she will not hear of it. She
has most of her jewelry from her hus-
band, whom she has left, and she will
not really miss it. She will sell it all,
rather than accept our aid. These
friends, they tell us that you are a gen-
tleman and honest, and will give us
the best treatment. My poor sister—
she cannot leave her house. And I
have come to you for her. Will you
help us?”

All this was said in the most appro-
priate manner. A lift of the wonder-
ful violet eyes; a pleading look cast
into Silas’ own kind blue ones; a pursed
lip; a splendid, outflung, open-handed
gesture of great-hearted charity; and

a turn of the wrist which changed it
into an entreaty—all formed a plea to
soften the heart of the most stony. It
was a performance of high order, and
Silas watched it carefully, to the ac-
companiment of the ceaselessly reiter-
ated wamning of his still, small voice.

“May I see the pieces, princess?”

“But yes! I have them here!”

Hastily, enthusiastically, she fumbled
with the small bag and laid a silk hand-
kerchief, rolled up into a clumsy pack-
age, on the table before him. He un-
did it, while the princess waited.

The handkerchief contained a pearl
necklace and an emerald ring. Silas
picked up the necklace first, and, though
his examination of it was casual in the
extreme, to all appearances, yet every
detail of it was being impressed on his
busy mind as his eyes and fingers went
easily over it. He counted the pearls
visually, without ‘the aid of a check-
ing finger, a most difficult and uncer-
tain proceeding. He made the tally
eighty-three. They were fairly large,
the center one weighing, to that eye
long trained to associate size and mass,
about sixteen grains. The ends looked
to be about three grains. The whole
string should weigh four hundred
grains. Not gem quality by any
means, but heavy. Many of the pearls
were pitted and dimpled; some had be-
come worn slightly barrel shaped, some
were irregular; and Silas thought the
thing should average about twelve dol-
lars base. The clasp was a small mar-
quise diamond, weighing perhaps a
carat, surrounded by a row of tiny,
brilliant-cut stones set in platinum.
One of the small diamonds had been
lost from the setting, leaving a small
hole about the size of a pinhead, which
showed black in the gleaming metal.
He noted in his memory all the facts
which he would have to use later in
the intricate calculation necessary to de-
termine its value. and turned to the
ring.
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It was a ring of gold, very evidently
manufactured abroad, for the orna-
mentation of the mounting was in rose
diamonds, and no American jeweler
will use even the smallest of the duller
rose-cut stones, when he can get a bril-
liant to put in its place. The emerald
itself was of a fine color, but badly
flawed. It was an almost square stone,
with the corners deeply cut. It had
several scratches on the table and
showed other signs of wear, but none
of sufficient consequence to injure ma-
terially the worth of the stone. It
weighed—Silas tossed it in his hand
unconsciously to determine by the feel
of it how much of the weight was
mounting and how much emerald—
about eight carats. It would bring
somewhere in the neighborhood of six
—no, the color was good—seven hun-
dred a carat. Say, six thousand for the
ring. The necklace-he would have to
figure later.

He laid the pieces down and looked
up at the princess. He was a little in
the dark as to why his instinct had
warned him. He had expected to be
shown something of indifferent or no
value, for it had been his experience
that when one of these people had lit-
tle to sell and hoped to get much for
it, their sales talk was usually accom-
panied by the allurements which the
princess had thrown out. The jewels
were usable and good. 'There must be
some other reason. He banked on his
instinct.

The princess was still fishing. She
folded her hands on the table, twist-
ing her fingers in a very pretty gesture
of supplication. and suspense. She
leaned toward him, so close that he
could see the soft down upon her cheek.
He rubbed the side of his nose with
his finger and looked beyond her. He
must get away from that perfume and
those eyes and all the rest of it, to
some place where his thoughts could
function unhampered.

“Can you help us, Mr. Tipping?”
breathed the princess, very near his
cheek.

Silas was silent for an instant. The
necklace was an extremely tempting
piece. It could be resold quickly and
easily, either as it was or broken up,
pearl by pearl. The ring was as good,
of its kind. Large stones of fine color
are always in demand. It was a strong
temptation to close what would be a
very advantageous deal then and there,
but he could not disregard the warning
of that drumming little voice in the
back of his head.

“My dear princess,” he said finally,
“in a matter of this sort I really hesi-
tate to make up my mind so quickly.
Won’t you give me a day or two to
think it over? If I may have a little
time, I can very probably make you a
much better offer for the pieces than I
can now. That will give me a chance
to review the possible markets for such
things and to find out that one which
will give you the most for your sister’s
jewels. Leave them with me, if you
can, or, at any rate, let me look about
a bit before I decide.”

The princess’ face fell.
evidently very near to tears.

“Oh, Mr. Tipping! I am so disap-
pointed! I really could not leave
them! If you are not able to help
me, of course I shall try somewhere
else.”

“Please do not take my refusal as
final, princess. All I ask is a few days.
Take them with you, if you wish. I
can describe them sufficiently to inter-
est any one who might be looking for
such things. Leave me your telephone
number, and I will get in touch with
you as soon as possible. That is a
much more satisfactory method. If
you are unsuccessful in disposing of
them advantageously anywhere else,
call me up, and I will try a quicker
way. Won’t you do that?”

“If you are sure that is the best way,

She was
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I suppose I must. What is your tele-
phone number, Mr. Tipping?”

Silas reached into his card pocket,
the upper right-hand pocket of his vest,
where he kept his cards loose, ready,
for just such occasions as this, and
handed the princess one. She nodded,
and a smile brightened her violet eyes
once more. She asked for his pencil,
took it, with a touch of her fingers on
his, and wrote. a number on the cor-
ner of her own card, which was still
lying on the table. Silas rolled the
jewels up again in the handkerchief,
and she tucked them and his card into
her bag and rose.

“I am really disappointed, Mr. Tip-
ping, but I'm grateful, too.” She laid
her hand on his arm, and his warning
voice faded, for an instant, under the

anzsthesia of her touch. It did not
quite die, however. “I know you will
help us if you can. Won't you?”

Silas was voluble in his assurance,
and bowed her sympathetically from
the store, noting with mild amusement
the look of mute adoration on the face
of the stalwart who kept the door.
Then he went back to his office, shak-
ing his head to clear it from the influ-
ence of perfume and violet eyes and
feminine charms in general. He
‘thanked his gods for that saving in-
stinct of his, realizing that his door-
man, to judge from his expression, was
ready now, on the shortest of acquaint-
ance, to do or die for the princess. He
sat down at his table and drew a sheet
of paper from the drawer, for he had
two problems to work out—the value
of the necklace and the motives of the
princess.

Working quickly, but with that
deadly accuracy which must be acquired
by every successful jeweler, he set
down the figures he had gained from
his examination of the necklace, in the
intricate calculation which he had to
make to determine its value. He
looked at the result with a curious

pursing of his lips. Of course, his fig-
ures were approximate, his weights
were only estimated, and his judgment
of the base price of the necklace might
have to be changed upon further ex-
amination; but he set down thirty
thousand dollars for the necklace,
added six thousand for the ring, and
arrived at a grand total of thirty-six
thousand dollars—a sum which would
probably be of great help to the prin-
cess’ unfortunate sister.

Now, why had his instinct warned
him? He went over the scene. Here
was the woman, beautiful beyond
words, to start with, perfectly gowned,
appealing, alluring. What was wrong
with her? Of course, she used her
charms; but then, many women did
that with no wrong intent. Something
else, there was. Her story! Of course!
It was full of holes! Suppose she did
have a sister who was hard up? Then,
why did she not buy the necklace her-
self, if she had the money to offer her
sister in the first place? Silas sat up.
That was it! That story, which was
much too well and glibly told, was a
fake !

Granted that, what was the real rea-
son she wanted to sell the goods?
Stolen goods? Not likely! They
would ha've been offered loose, one at
a time, and the emerald would have
showed signs of having been recently
cut, in an effort to change its weight
and appearance. Besides, there were
too many places where she could have
sold the things, and no questions asked,
without coming to him. Smuggled?
Perhaps. Very likely. Yes, by gum!
Smuggled stuff! The whdle thing was
clear to him now. She had smuggled
them in to wear, had been frightened,
somehow, and was desperately trying
to dispose of the evidence. She was
not a regular, or the same rule would
have applied as to the stolen-goods hy-
pothesis. He shook his head, thinking
of the futility, the smallness, of such
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a creature; and, having solved the
problem to his satisfaction, dismissed
the whole matter from his mind. He
had almost succeeded in forgetting the
necklace entirely when, not three days
later, it was laid on his table by Tom
Harris, his stone buyer.

In every establishment such as Tip-
ping’s there is a rear entrance, more
closely watched and carefully guarded,
perhaps, than is the front. Here, through
steel grilles, the salesmen for importers
and manufacturers come all day long,
one after the other, to show their goods
and to solicit orders for the making and
repairing of pieces. It was-Tom Har-
ris’ job to see these salesmen, and to
weed out of the goods they had to sell
whatever he considered suitable for
his immediate needs or otherwise
worthy of a place in Tipping’s stock.
These things he took, either buying
them outright or on a memorandum
bill, showing them first to Silas, when-
ever possible, for the latter’s final ap-
proval. He had received the princess’
necklace from a young man on the
other side of the grille, had carried it
over to the light of one of the great
windows that brightened the working
space of Tipping’s, and had examined
it with interest. Then, with his ex-
pressionless buying face, he had asked
the price, had told the salesman to wait,
and had carried the necklace in to Silas.

Silas looked up at his entrance. Har-
ris came in and slid into the chair op-
posite his employer with that easy in-
formality that grows out of long and
pleasant association. He laid the neck-
lace on the desk and pushed it over
to Silas with his finger. Tipping picked
it up, looked at it, looked at Harris,
and again at the necklace; then laid
the string down and rubbed his eyes.
He picked it up again and examined
the clasp carefully, turning it over and
over. He looked up at Harris once
again. His face was inscrutable.

“Whose stuff is this, Tom?”

“Bob Ashe brought it in, Mr. Tip-
ping. It's the first thing he’s shown
me that I think we might use. It’s a
good buy at the price, and it’s full of
usable stuff.”

At the sound of Bob Ashe’s name,
Silas Tipping had given a deep gasp,
as of fear and pain ; but he had quickly
controlled himself, and Harris had
been so interested in the piece he was
showing that Silas’ involuntary move-
ment had escaped him. Silas gripped
his soul with the iron hand of his will,
and spoke again in his normal voice,
fingering the necklace.

“Bob Ashe, eh? Yes!
he want for it?”

“He wants twenty-two thousand for

What does

the string. That figures out around
ten dollars base.”
“Yes. Not so bad.” Now that he

had brought his mind back to its regu-
lar channels of consideration again, his
attitude was one of speculation. How
had Bob Ashe got hold of this thing?
The poor kid! He frowned and rubbed
his nose, settling himself so far into
his chair that the bosom of his shirt
rose in a beautiful arc over his chest.

“Listen, Tom. Tell Bob I'd like to
keep this for a few days. And find out
whether he’s had any repairs made on
the clasp, will you?”

Harris hurried out, leaving the neck-
lace with Silas. Tipping looked at the
cursed thing again, and groaned. It
was the same necklace—no possible
doubt of it! Same markings on the
pearls and all. Now, how in thunder!

The very morning of the princess’
visit, Robert Ashe, the son of Silas’
oldest and best friend, had called upon
him to announce that he was about to
enter the trade on his own account,
and Silas, one of the trade gods, had
made him heartily welcome. Ashe,
young and very self-confident, had sat
across the table from Silas, prattling
of his new office, his prospects, his vast
experience, and the worlds he expected
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to conquer. He was a pleasant fellow,
but very young, very callow, and Silas
had heard him and welcomed him more
for the sake of his father than for any
great benefit to the trade which he might
bring. Silas had sat back, his square
chin resting on the upper segment of
his shirt bosom, big, bushy brows
drawn down over his kindly eyes, and
had regarded the venturesome youth
from the eminence which had only been
reached by a long and uphill road that
had been forty years in the traveling.
He nodded occasionally, and threw a
word now and then into the steady flow
of Bob’s talk. He could not but ad-
mire the supreme confidence of the
youth.

“You see, Mr. Tipping, here I've put
in six good years working for some-
body else. Started in running errands,
learned to string pearls, kept the regis-
ters, handled the stock, and finally went
on the road for ’em. I don’t deny that
it’'s a good firm. But, thunder! they
don’t pay a man near what he’s worth.
I figure I know the game now about
as well as most men, and I'm out to
make money! In and out! That’s me!

Buy it quick and sell it quick! Small
profits and lots of ’em! Ain’t that
right ?”

Nod.

“Pll run up and see you often. I
know the kind of stuff you want. Fine
goods, and a good buy when it’s right.
Ain’t that it? Let me in on the calls,
will you, Mr. Tipping? Loose stones
and pearls. No mélées or other small
goods. I haven't got the capital to
tackle that long-time stuff yet. Think
I'l]l take a flyer in the secondhand line,
too. Lots of money in that. Buy stuff
from estates and people who need ready
cash. Get it cheap and sell it cheap.
That’s the ticket, eh ?”’

Silas nodded and straightened in his
chair. He could wish old Rob Ashe a
bit better boy, perhaps. But, Lord, he’'d
grow! He’d grow!

“All right, Bob, I'll keeep in touch
with you. Where are you going to be?”

“I haven’t got a card yet, but, here,
give me one of yours and I'll write it
down.” .

Silas fished a card out of his pocket
and tossed it over. Bob wrote his
name, his new address, and teJephone
number on it, and passed it back. Silas
scanned it, and thrust it again into his
pocket. The men rose, and Silas
walked back with Bob to be sure that
Tom Harris knew of his advent into
the trade.

Now, still fingering the necklace of
the Princess Piritoff that had been
brought to him by that same Bob Ashe,
Silas came out of his reverie with a
start that brought his swivel chair
down to level with a bang. He thrust
his hand into his card pocket again,
and drew out all the cards that were
there. He shuffled them, and found the
back of every one blank.

Then, with a quick throb that set the
skin of his back tingling and brought
perspiration out on his glowing fore-
head, he knew what had happened. He
had put back into his pocket the card
upon which Ashe had written, and had
given it to the princess not an hour
later, on that same morning. Now he
almost groaned aloud. Poor Bob!
And, worse, he thought of the crime
he had unconsciously, or, rather, care-
lessly, committed against the trade.
For the honor of the trade, which had
been Silas’ father and mother, the pro-
vider of his bread, and the mainstay
of his whole existence for forty years,
had been violated, and through him!

The standards of that broad control,
that irresistible current which draws
those bits of stone and color from the
far corners and the dark depths of
earth and ocean, had been broken! Rob
Ashe’s son was one who deserved well
at the hands of Silas, particularly at
the start of his career, but the trade—
what he had done there was crime un-
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speakable! Silas thought of his care-
lessness and groaned aloud, a bitter
sigh. Smuggled goods are contraband,
anathema. Their acceptance consti-
tutes that letting down of the bars
which the trade is united to fight with
its 'last breath. Silas imagined the
princess and Bob Ashe together. Why,
the boy must have been like a bird un-
der the hypnotic eye of a snake! If
. certain things could only be learned
otherwise than by experience! He
straightened up, his mind busy. It
wasn’t too late yet. He sat, with wrin-
kled forehead, the necklace dangling
from his fingers. Harris stood again
in the door. B,

“Here’s Bob’s mémo on the necklace,
Mr. Tipping. He says he had a small
diamond set in the cluster of the clasp.
He’s tickled to death to leave it.”

Silas nodded.

“All right. I've got a lead on a
string like this. I think I can sell it.
I'l! let you know about it later on.”

Harris went back to his work, and
Silas laid the necklace on the table and
studied it with unseeing eyes. He
shook his head slowly. No! there
wasn’t any doubt about it. The thing
was queer. His instinct hadn’t served
him so well for forty years to go back
on him now. It was too bad that Bob
Ashe was mixed up in it, but it was
worse that he, Silas Tipping, had let
down the trade so carelessly. How
easy it was! Well, Bob, had taken a
fiyer in the secondhand line with a
vengeance! Silas searched in his desk
drawer for the card of the Princess
Piritoff, and, in a few seconds, was
talking to her over the telephone. Her
voice sounded soft and cool in his ear.

“This is Mr. Tipping. Can you come
to see me this afternoon? I have some
word for you about your things. Oh!
I see! You still have the ring, though?
Good! Then I may expect you? Very
well. Good-by!”

He hung up the receiver for an in-

stant, then called Ashe’s number, leav-
ing word for that young man to call
upon him right after lunch. After that,
with his plan ripe in his head, he went
to his own lunch, feeling greatly at ease.
He returned just in time to meet Bob
in the elevator. They went into Silas’
office together, and sat down at the ta-
ble. Silas went directly to the point as
soon as they had settled themselves.

“Bob,” he said, “I'm afraid I’ve got-
ten you into a peck of trouble.”

Ashe looked up in surprise.

“You've gotten me into trouble?” he
asked. ““How?”

“That necklace you showed me this
moming. You bought that from a
very beautiful woman with a Russian
title, didn’t you?”

Ashe nodded, a strange look on his
face. Silas noticed this, and interpreted
it to indicate a growing uneasiness, nat-
ural in one who has just gone into the
trade, and who should be a little sus-
picious of every transaction. Ashe did
not speak, however, and Silas went on :

“Now, I'm very much afraid that
this necklace you bought from the prin-
cess was smuggled. I haven’t any
proof, just my idea, but I've been fool-
ing with this stuff for so long that
when I feel this way about a thing it
generally turns out to be so.”

Ashe sat quiet, his hands clasped
tight upon the table. He looked at
Silas obliquely, from under his lowered
eyelids. Silas thought he was taking it
very well, and admired him for it
Then the young man spoke, with an ap-
parent effort.

“Well, suppose it is
Where do you come in?”

Silas had dreaded this question. An-
swering it involved making a confes-
sion which he dreaded, for he knew
that it was going to lower his prestige
in Ashe’s eyes. Quietly Silas told him
of giving the princess the card upon
which Bob had written his address:.
“So, you see,” he concluded, “it’s really

smuggled.
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my fault that she came to you, and if
“the necklace is smuggled, it’s up to me
to get you out of it.”

Ashe sat through this recital, tap-
ping the table. When he spoke, his
voice was faintly sarcastic in tone.

“I’m sure it’s kind of you, Mr. Tip-
ping, to take such an interest in my
affairs, but I really think I can take
care of myself. If the necklace seems
so queer to you, just give it back to me,
and T'll get out of my troubles with-
out bothering you.”

A touch of pride, perhaps commend-
able; but Silas disregarded it, driving
right on:

“The princess will be here any min-
ute now, and I'm so sure of that stuff
that I'm going to put it right up to
her. She’ll either have to produce a
customs receipt or buy it back from
you.))

Ashe rose. His expression showed
that he was annoyed.

“Mr. Tipping, you've had a wonder-
ful time butting into my affairs, haven’t
you? I think I can still do one or two
things for myself, than}s. That neck-
lace is all right. Wonten like the Prin-
cess Piritoff don’t smuggle.”

Silas rose with him, his voice still
calm.

“Sit down, Bob. I'm not trying to
make a fool of you. If that necklace
isn’t smuggled, I'll apologize hand-
somely to the princess and to you, and
I'll buy her emerald ring from her in
the bargain. I'm butting into your af-
fairs because they became mine when
you tried to sell that necklace to me.
Isn’t that so?”

Ashe nodded, seating himself again.

“All right,” Silas continued. ‘“Now,
if that necklace is smuggled, whoever
has it is in for some serious trouble,
isn’t he? I suspect that I've gotten you
into this mess, indirectly and uninten-
tionally, and I intend to get you out
or eat crow myself. Don’t you see,
Bob, too, what it means to the trade to

have that stuff floating around? It
means that you and I and the princess
are all crooks, and I don’t want that
possibility hanging over me, at any rate,
nor you either. That’s why I'm but-
ting in.” He looked up as George ap-
peared in the door and signaled that
some one was waiting. Silas nodded
and rose. “Here she is now. Just sit
tight, and we’ll straighten this out.”

The princess entered and, though for
just a moment a little taken aback,
greeted each with a friendly and en-
thusiastic  handclasp. “My two
friends!” she cried, with a happy lift
of the brows over those bewitching vio-
let eyes. Silas acknowledged her greet-
ing with a bow, Ashe with a smile and
a look which was intended to mean
volumes. Silas seated the princess, and
the two men resumed their chairs.

“Princess,” said Silas, “I have had
a grave suspicion about the jewelry you
showed me the other day. If.I am
wrong, I am ready to apologize hum-
bly. Tell me, frankly, was duty paid
on them when they were brought into
this country ?”

The princess looked up, astonished
and a little hurt.

“Way, Mr. Tipping! Of course!

"They are my poor sister’s things. I

told you that!”

The violet eyes were brimming. The
little blue toque tilted back so that the
full battery of those destructive fea-
tures could be trained on Silas, who,
impervious to their attack, pressed his
question. =

“Are you sure? Can you prove it?
Have you the customs receipt ?”

He leaned forward as he spoke, send-
ing his words home forcefully.

The princess drew back, even her
trained composure slightly shaken by
the suddenness and power of his on-
slaught.

“Why—why——"

Ashe broke in, protector of woman-
kind!
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“Never mind all that! Remember
that the Princess Piritoff is a lady and
not to be spoken to in this fashion!”
He rose, and was about to suggest that
the princess do the same. Then Silas,
too long confined within the grip of

“his control, thundered :

“Sit down!’ He threw into his voice
a rasp that the most hard-boiled drill
sergeant would have envied. Bob sa\t.

“It was smuggled, wasn’t it?”

The princess fought against the in-

evitable. She drew herself up, regal
in her rage.

“I am not here to be——"

“All right! I haven’t finished yet,

by a long shot. If that necklace is all
right, then you will have no objection
to going with me to the customhouse
and checking up your receipt. If nec-
essary, we’ll go with an officer. I'm
willing to take a thance on a lawsuit.
What do you say?”

The princess relaxed. She sank back
into her chair with a little shrug and a
one-sided smile of resignation. Ashe
sat very still and was very pale.

“Of course, Mr. Tipping, they were
smuggled! T really had no intention
of selling them when I brought them
into the country, but’—a gesture—
“things happened! You would not buy,
but you very kindly gave me the name
of Mr. Ashe, so I went to him.”

Silas frowned. “I'm sorry you did
that. Mr. Ashe happens to be a pro-
tégé of mine, and the fact that you
went to him makes it necessary for me
to take steps which I might not other-
wise take. I shall tell you now, my dear
princess, that I intend to prosecute.”

“Just a moment, Mr. Tipping!” The
princess’ face lost some of the soft
bloom that graced it. “Your innocent
young protégé knew all about it!”

Silas swung around to Ashe, deep
color flooding his face for an instant
and then fading, leaving it a hard,
strange, marbly white. His eyes lost
their smile and became two brilliant
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points before which Ashe’s eyes wav-
ered and slowly dropped, while the
young man’s own color grew until his
face was crimson to the roots of his
hair. Silas fought his way through the
fog of surprise and pain that envel-
oped him.

“You knew this, Bob?”

Ashe nodded.

Silas’ head was beginning to clear,
His anger and pity struggled within
him. What a fool! What a shame!
He got firm control of his tongue, and
spoke in a quiet voice, but one which
penetrated like a steel drill.

“Well, Bob, you’ve had a short but
very interesting career as a jewelery
haven’t you?”

Ashe looked up, startled

‘“‘Have had?” Why?”

“Because yau’re all through now "
Silas leaned forward, driving his words
home without gesture of any sort, but
each one seemed to leap acfoss the ta-
ble. The princess sat, an interested
spectator. “You don’t think for a min-
ute that I'd let you get away with this,
do you? I admit I innocently started
you in this mess; but if you didn’t have
the sense to drop it, when you knew
about it, you're through!’

Ashe sat, stunned. He spoke, and
his voice and manner were far from his
cocky, self-assured air of a short while
ago:

“Listen, Mr. Tipping, nobody knows
about this but us three. Can’t we for-
get it? That necklace is a good buy,
and we’ll all make a profit.”

Silas leaned back, scarcely able to
believe his ears.

“You mean you want me to keep my:
mouth shut and buy the necklace? Are
vou crazy ?”’

“No! No one on earth would know !
How could any one ever find it out?”,

Silas sat for an instant, looking down
at his hands as they lay on the table.
He was having trouble keeping his tem-
per within bounds. He looked at Ashe
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again, and Bob quailed under the hard
brilliance of those blue eyes. .

“Bob, you don’t know what you're
talking about! This deal is crooked and
nasty! Because you’re Bob Ashe’s son,
I'll get your money back for you and
fix it so that you can give up your busi-
ness quietly; but you must leave the
trade.
I do your father.
through!”

“Wait a minute!
quit?”

“If you don’t, T'll spread the word
among the big stores on the Avenue,
and they’d just as soon have a raving
maniac with a gun in their offices, after
that, as they would you. No man can
exist without their trade. You prom-
ise me that you'll start tleaning up your
business within twenty-four hours and
I'll keep my mouth shut. I'm only giv-
ing you this chance because of your fa-
ther. Otherwise, I'd be at the phone
right now!”

Ashe sat, still sulky, and with a look
of righteous martyrdom on his face.
The princess gathered her things about
her and made as if to rise. Silas turned
to her more swiftly than one would
have suspected possible in a man of
his age and bulk.

“My dear princess,” he said, “you will
please keep your seat. You do not go
out of here until I am through, unless
you go with a policeman. Do you un-
derstand ?”

The princess subsided, thinking of
the uniformed giant at .the door; but
her eyes glowed red for an instant.

“Now,” he said, “what have you
done with the money he paid you for
the necklace?”

“Ah!” It was a quick-drawn breath.
“I shall not tell you!”

“My dear princess! I'm not bluffing
you!” Silas smiled, a queer little one-
sided smile. *“You answer my ques-
tions, and you may go home with your
necklace. You refuse, and we shall all

No, Bob, you're

Suppose I don't

I owe the trade even more than'

go down to Bowling Green. And you
can imagine what would happen there.
Make up your mind !

The princess caught her lip between
her teeth, and looked long at Silas, a
look in which there was none of the
honey which had sweetened her
glances when she had tried to sell him
her jewels. Her face was now white,
save where her carefully applied com-
plexion- made red blotches on her
cheeks. She looked at Ashe, in a de-
spairing hope of getting help from such
a broken reed, and got only a pleading
grimace in reply. She clasped and un-
clasped her hands nervously, and
finally, dropping her eyes, she whis-
pered the name of the bank. Silas
tipped back his chair and took a book
of blank checks from his table drawer.

“Good! Now we’re getting some-
where! Please fill out a check for the
amount. I have a fairly wide acquaint-
ance at that bank, and I can easily get
the cash. Make the check out to
‘Cash,’ by the way, princess.”

He sat, smiling his little, impersonal
smile, while the princess wrote, her pen
scratching viciously into the paper. She
finished, and Silas drew the book to-
ward him. He tore out the check and
passed it over to Ashe.

“That right?”’

Ashe looked at it and nodded. Then,
urged by some last forlorn hope of
saving himself, he said pleadingly:

“See here, Mr. Tipping, can't we
straighten out this matter? I tell you,
the whole thing would never have been
known at all if you hadn’t happened to
be mixed up in it. I hate to give up
my business just at the start. You'd
never tell about this, would you, prin-
cess?”’ He turned to her with a smirk
of conciliation.

She looked at him, contempt in every
line of her.

“Do you think I’'m a fool ?”’

“There! You see, Mr. Tipping, the
princess can be trusted. Take back
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this check and give me the necklace,
and no one will ever know! What do
you say?”

Silas sat, listening, his head sunk on
his shirt basom. He looked first at
Bob and then at the princess, and the
fact of his silence and something about
his expression gave them hope. They
sat tense, all eager to hear him accede
to Ashe’s plea. He straightened up,
finally, with a sigh, and dropped his
hands to the arms of his chair.

“Bob, I told you that this was a rot-
ten mess. It would still be one if we
three were the only ones that knew
about it. You don’t seem to care
whether it’s dishonest or not. I'll show
you that it’s dangerous, too. If this
became known, you and the princess
would both be liable to fines, and per-
haps other punishment, and your repu-
tation would be ruined. Now, some
one does know of this, besides us. I
don’t know who it is, but I'll prove that
to you, and, if I can, I'll prove to you
that the way out that I'm offering you
is the best thing in the world you can
do.”” He turned to the princess.
“Now, please answer my questions. A
moment ago you said that you had no
intention of selling the necklace when
you brought it into this country. What
changed your mind? Some one threat-
ened to give you away, didn’t he?”

The princess hesitated, looked quickly
at Ashe, and nodded.

“Who was that?”

“My maid.”

Ashe sat up suddenly.

“Why didn’t you tell me this?”

“You never asked me!”

“Very well,” Silas went on. “Your
maid knew. Then what?”
“I had to discharge her. She threat-

ened to tell, then. Bwut”’—and here the
princess smiled a small smile of tri-
umph—‘“yesterday morning I took her

back! And now we are good friends
again! She would not tell for the
world! So, you see w

“There you are, Mr. Tipping!” Ashe
broke in. ‘“Now everything is all
right! See? T knew it would be!”

Silas went on, disregarding Ashe.

“Is this maid of yours where she
can be reached? All right! You get
her on the phone and tell her to come
down here. I want to talk to her.”

He handed the telephone across the
table to the princess, who got her num-
ber and began to chatter in French.
Silas touched her arm. ‘“English,
please!” The princess glanced at him
contemptuously and asked, in tones of
great affection, some one whom she
called Melanie to come down to Mr.
Tipping’s right away, like a good girl.

Silas settled back in his chair and
rocked gently.

“Bob,” he said, “here’s my proposi-
tion: If I can’t prove to you that this
thing would ruin you far worse than
ever I could, I'll shut up and let you
get away with it. T'll turn crook my-
self, because I'll know the whole world
is wrong. The maid will be here in ten
minutes, and then you’ll either leave
the trade and the city, or you’ll walk
out of here with the necklace and I'll
never breathe a word to a soul.”

He reached into the drawer again
and drew out the necklace as he spoke.
He laid it on the table and looked at
it, a grim smile on his face. He poked
it with his finger and looked up at Ashe.

“Hardly worth while chucking your-
self away for that, is it?”

Ashe said nothing, but rose and
walked moodily to the window, where
he stood with his hands clasped behind
his back, looking out. The princess sat
silent, her eyes cast up at a corner of
the ceiling, avoiding the glance of
Silas, who amused himself by playing
with the necklace. The princess drew
a compact from her bag and patted her
nose with a tiny puff. They waited in
silence for a long quarter of an hour
before George ushered in a tiny, neat
brunette, who looked inquiringly at the
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princess, one hand resting against the
edge of the door. Silas rose.

“Come in.” He pointed to the chair
from which Ashe had risen, and the
maid slipped into it, while Ashe moved
over and stood at the end of the table.

“Melanie,” said Silas, “I want to
ask you some questions, and madame
has been so kind as to permit you to
answer them. Is that not so?”

The princess nodded, smiling gently
at Melanie.

“Good! Now, Melanie, the princess
has told us that there has recently been
some unpleasantness between you two.
Is that right?”

Melanie looked at the princess in sur-
prise, and then at Silas, who nodded
encouragement. As the princess gave
her no sign, the maid answered :

“But yes, monsieur!”

“But that is all over now, isn’t it?”

“Ah! Yes! Madame has taken me
back! I am so glad!” Melanie
reached over and touched the princess’
hand with adoring fingers. Ashe, his
hands thrust deep into his pockets,
smiled and rocked back and forth on
his heels.

“You threatened to tell that the prin-
cess had smuggled some things into this
country, didn’t you, Melanie ?”

“Yes, monsieur!” It was a whisper
of contrition and shame. “But not
now! Oh, no!”

“That’s a good girl! It would have
been very easy for you to do that, you
know. Just go to the customhouse,
tell your story, and that’s all. Then, if
they found that what you told them
was true, they would even give you a
reward for telling them. But you will
never tell, will you?”

“But no, monsieur!”

“Good! Now, Melanie, I want you
to tell me just what it was that made
the princess discharge you. What did
you do ??

“I—monsieur—I——"  She looked
up quickly to meet the princess’ gaze,
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which had suddenly lost its charm for
the second time that afternoon. She
looked again at Silas, and hesitated.

“Go on!” He nodded.

The princess spoke: ‘‘Melanie!”

Silas touched the princess on the arm,
and crinkled the check which she had
written and which he held in his fingers.
“Go on, Melanie!”

“Keep still, Melanie!” said the prin-
cess.

Silas half rose from his seat and
looked steadily at the princess, who met
his gaze for an instant and then dropped
her eyes. “Go on, Melanie!”

Ashe had ceased to rock, and stood,
transfixed, his mouth open.

“Monsieur, it was because of mon-
sieur, the brother of madame. He lives
with madame, and it has been his pleas-
ure lately to annoy me with his atten-
tions. It is not I who am fooled by
them, monsieur! I am no innocent to
believe that anything is meant by these

pleas. I protest to him. I—I have
done more, on occasion. I have
slapped. Unfortunately, = madame

chanced upon us just as monsieur had
succeeded, after some difficulty, I can
assure you, in kissing me. She judged,
perhaps, hastily—and I—well, it was no
fault of mine from the start!”

“That is not so!” The princess, who
had sat with waning color and waxing
choler through this story, leaned sud-
denly toward the maid and swept the
table with a gesture. ‘It was all your
fault, salope! Ever leading him on!

.Seriousness! No! Money! Money!
Mon Dieu! Petite—"
“Ah, non! Ah, non! C’était lui,

voild! Madame est bien injuste! Ah,
non! J'en ai eu trop, moi! Je suis
fimi!  Et cette fois——"

“Silence!” The princess had risen
and towered over her servant. Her
rage destroyed every vestige of the
carefully compacted loveliness she had
worn. She caught Melanie by the
shoulder, and would have shaken her
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had not Silas intervened. Ashe, rooted
to the spot, looked on with bulging eyes.
Silas stepped between the two women.

“Itis enough!” cried Melanie, break-
ing again into Bnglish and on the verge
of angry tears. “I will not be called
so! He is a pig! A pig! I would
not go back there for millions! He
shall not touch me again!”

“And the jewels?” said Silas quietly.

“Ah! T shall tell! I shall tell every
one! Madame, a smuggler! A thief!
Madame, a >

“Silence! Little beast!”

Silas seized them each by an arm.

“There, there! Calm down! Calm
down!” He looked at Ashe, who
seemed to come rapidly out of the daze
into which the scene had cast him. He
stepped forward and picked up the
check where it had fallen on the table.

“You win, Mr. Tipping!” he said,
his voice low, his eyes fixed on the floor.
“T'll get out! What do I do with
this?”

Silas seated the two women, the maid
by placing her bodily in the chair, the
princess with a look.

“Go back and tell Tom Harris to
come in here!”’

Ashe left and returned with Harris,
who looked in inquiringly.

“Tom,” said Silas, “I’ve just made
a cash transaction for Bob, here. He’'s
got a check for the amount of the deal
on the Citizens’ National. Go down
with him and get the money, will you?
They know you down there, don’t
they? I’ve got to entertain these young
people for a while. Come right back
here, Tom, when you get the money.
Give it to Bob at the bank, because he’s
going on a trip, and he hasn’t much
time to get ready. Good-by, Bob Ashe!
Good-by, and good luck!”

Silas smiled up at Ashe, a smile of
infinite sadness and pity. “I’m sorry,
Bob,” he said, when Harris had gone
for his coat and hat. “I had to do it.
It was either you or the trade, you

101

know. I wish it had been any one else
in the world, and that’s straight!”

Ashe stood in the doorway, fingering
the check. He nodded.

“Mr. Tipping, I guess—I don’t know
but I ought to thank you for this. Will
you shake hands?”

Silas jumped up and went to him,
grasping his hand in a tight clasp.

“Of course! Keep in touch with
me! TI'll help you in any way I can,
but one. Good-by, boy! You'll for-
give me, some time!”

“Yes, sir! I—I guess I'm sort of a
fool!”

Silas smiled. “Sort of, maybe! But,
Bob, you’re a long way from being en-
tirely one! Go on and make good, but
not in the trade!”

“No, sir! Good-by, Mr. Tipping!”

Silas sat and smiled at the princess
and her maid. They sat rigid. Silas
looked from one to the other, and be-
gan to speak, addressing neither.

“If a person smuggles goods into
this country,” he said, in the manner
of a professor expounding an axiom,
“and later repents, she may declare the
articles and retain lawful possession of
them by paying the duty and a small
additional fine.”” He turned abruptly
to the maid. “Melanie, I hope you re-
member what I told you a moment ago.
The customhouse is downtown, at
Bowling Green, and can be reached by
taking the subway to Bowling Green
station, or by taxi. I don’t know which
would be the quicker way. Now, I
have some work to do, and I must bid
you ladies a good afternoon!”

He rose, and the two women, pushing
each other in their eagerness to get
away, crowded through the door. Silas
sighed and sat down again, settling the
bosomn of his shirt in a beautiful curve.
Then, throwing back his head, he
laughed aloud to himself.

“That’ll be quite a race to the cus-
tomhouse! I'd like to see it! And, by
gum, I hope Melanie wins!”
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ﬁ "IN SIX PARTS—PART K
By the author of “ Lightnin’® Calvert,’’ Ete.

The dramatic story of Bolt Gary, tornado of the gridiron!

The college town of Bolton had contributed a president, an ambassador to a European
court, and many other notables to the United States. Time was when Bolton College held its
own both in scholarship and athletics. Back in ’96 Bollon’s prestige had .been at its height, for
then the great Humph, superstar of the gridiron, had made the name ring across the country.
But Humph had gone to war and had been killed. Now Bolton had slowly settled into the
position of a fresh-water college, in scholarship mediocre, in athletics negligible. Still, how-
ever, a few scions of the old families held to the old traditions, and strove to raise their college
to its former standing. But the old spirit was dormant. Judith Dearing, a girl of fifteen, and a
member of one of the old families, felt the spirit keenly within her, as did her brother, Tony,
and Tony’s friends, Joe Blackstock and Rex Huneker—also of the ancient stock. Now Judith,
out driving with her friend, Marie Burdet, ran out of gas; and suddenly along came a ridicu-
lous-looking young man on a bicycle. She stopped him and sent him for gas, and learned that
he was a “sandlotter,” a nonuniversity football player, one of those who play merely for fun
when not working. Some time later, Judith witnessed such a game. The ridiculous young
man, whose name, she learned, was Bolt Gary, was one of the leading players. Judith resolved
to tell her brother, Tony, about him. Tony was on the Bolton team.

CHAPTER VL ing over the model of a carburetor.
Trade did not seem too flourishing. He
was in greasy overalls, sleeves rolled
EVERAL days later Dearing and high, and a primitive lunch lay half
Blackstock drew up at the Empire eaten on the table.
with a flat tire. It was the lunch Most of Dearing’s preconceived opin-
hour and Gary was alone, in a little ions and prejudices went overboard right
workroom off the main building, tinker- there. This man was neither the vil-

GARY COMES TO BOLTON.
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lage Lothario he had imagined, nor the
oaf Marie had pictured. And, if phy-
sique went for anything, he was born
for the gridiron. Dearing saw with ad-
miration - the perfect combination of
speed and strength it denoted. Nor
was there anything loutish in Gary’s
speech or manner ; he chatted with them,
answering the impersonal questions of
chance visitors, without embarrassment
or forwardness.

And while he talked, he worked, jack-
ing up the car and ripping off the tire
with expert ease. He did not volun-
teer any information, but he was neither
taciturn nor talkative. He conveyed the
impression of being very sure of him-
self, of knowing what he wished to do
and doing it. And, whatever his years,
he also conveyed the impression of age.
Dearing suddénly began’to think of him-
self as very young, which was a decid-
edly novel sensation.

“Your name’s Gary, isn’t it?”’ he said,
when the tire had been replaced. “We're
from Bolton College, and one of our
scouts saw you play the other day.
How’d you like to play for Bolton?
Let’s talk.it over.” Dearing had had
no intention of approaching the matter
in this blunt fashion; he had meant to
probe and cross-question and then, if
properly satisfied, .confer the great honor
with an appropriate gesture.

Gary did not seem unduly impressed
nor even greatly astonished. He looked
at them in his steady unwinking way,
finishedw iping his hands on-a piece of
waste, and then led the way to the little
workroom.

“That all depends,” he said.
you members' of the team?”’

“I'm Dearing, manager of the varsity,
and this is Blackstock, the captain,” said
Tony, with proper impostance. “We're
taking the word of ,our scout that you're
a pretty good player; but you'd better
understand right at the start that we
aren’t offering any monetary induce-

“Are
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ments. Bolton never. did that sort of
thing. If you come at all, you must
come as a genuine student.”

“How much would it cost?” asked
Gary.

“Why, that all depends, too,” replied
Dearing.

“We heard,” said Blackstock, “that

you wanted to go to college. That
right?”

Gary nodded.

“Well, and we heard,” continued

Blackstock, “that. your circumstances
would now permit it. I mean that now
you've no one to consider but yourself.”

“You mean you heard of my mother’s
murder ?”" said Gary, flushing darkly.
“If I ever lay hands on those respon-
sible——" He checked himself, and
continued quietly: ‘“Yes, now I've no
one to consider but myself. I want to
go to college, but I've no money except
what I earn.”

“Well,” said Dearing, “Bolton can
offer you mno inducements but itself.
That may mean nothing to you, but it
means everything to us. And maybe
some day it would mean a lot to you,
too. There’s a scholarship in engineer-
ing, but the exam is pretty stiff. I guess
we could manage to have you sit for it if
you thought there was any chance of
your passing. Anyway, if you aren’t
afraid of work, we could get plenty for
you to do.”’

“You want me to come and play foot-
ball for Bolton?’ said Gary. “And in
exchange you give me a free scholar-
ship, a firstclass technical education?
I've heard of the Bolton engineering
course. Well, that seems a fair bar-
gain.”

Dearing was nonplused by this blunt
statement.

“We don’t know that you’ll be able to
make the varsity,” he said. “Anyway,
you couldn’t play for.a year. We don’t
know if you’re even good enough for
the freshman team. And there’s no free
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scholarship about it; you'll have to earn
it. We don’t play ringers in any shape
or form. If you don’t pass, you don’t
get it.”

“I’ll pass,” said Gary. “I meant to
try for it, anyway, next year. If I
can sit for it now, so much the better.
I'm twenty-three, and I'm not getting
any younger. And I'll make the varsity,
too. I'd play this year only for the rules.
One dollar and a half, please, for the
repairs.”

That was practically the whole of the
interview, and Dearing was at a loss
whether to laugh or swear, He compro-
mised by doing both. ’ _

“Judy made one mistake at any rate;
there’s no fear of that fellow being
snapped up before he knows his own
value. If he’s half as good as he thinks,
I'll say he’ll do. And, darn it, he charged
us top price for those repairs! He
should get on in the world. You’d think
he was doing Bolton a favor by coming
to it!”

“Well, maybe he is,” said Blackstock,
with a rueful smile. “I guess even a
sandlotter, if he’s anything of a player,
wouldn’t consider it a treat to be beaten
by Merton and Stevenson yeat after
year. I don’t size up this hombre as a
bluff and braggart, ‘Runty,’ even if he
isn’t all he thinks. It doesn’t do any
harm to have confidence in yourself, and
I guess we could do with a lot of it in
the team. We've got into the way of
thinking we’re only fit to be beaten. You
can’t do much if you don’t think you can.
I like this hombre.”

“So do I,” admitted Dearing. “Of
course, he won’t win the scholarship, and
he mightn’t pan out good enough even
for the scrub, but we want him, anyway.
A fellow like that should be helped
along. He’s ambitious. But the idea
of speaking of it as a business proposi-
tion!”

“Well, stripped of its nice covering,
that’s what it is, isn’t it?” asked Black-
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stock, grinning. “Gary’s a business
man, accustomed to earn his living since
he was a kid. I guess that’s what makes
him so old in ways. We must seem like
kids to him, in a way. He means to get’
on in the world, and he has the sense
to see that education pays. He wants
an engineering degree and he’ll earn it
any way he can. Evidently, since his
mother’s death, he had it figured out
about coming to Bolton. It’s purely a
business proposition with him, and may-
be we’re buying a pig in a poke. But
anyway, : vet he lives up to his end of
the bargain. He seems that kind.”

There is only one more upsetting char-
acter than the man who boasts about
what he can do, and that is the man who
carries out the boast. Martin Gary did
not boast but he had no claims to false
modesty; he said he would win the
Humphry Bolton scholarship, and he
did. Not only that, but he won it with
the highest percentage in the history of
the college—and it was a very difficult
examination that year.

Sturges had turned a sympathetic, but
just, ear to the representations of the
three musketeers.

“There is nothing in the conditions,”
he said, after due scrutiny, “prohibiting
sitting for the scholarship this term.
The point has never been raised, but it

_'has become a matter of precedent that

the entries should close in June. Still,
if the scholarship is open, there is noth-
ing in the letter of the law, though there
may be in the spirit, against holding the
exam when, and as often, as we choose
during the college year.

“But, gentlemen, let me say that. if
this candidate should win it, he will be
worthy of it. I am mere than willing
to do all I can for athletics, and espe-
cially the football team, but, of course, it
must be consonant with the spirit of Bol-
ton. There must be no weakening of
our traditions. It is far better to have
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no athletic reputation than one that can
be called in the slightest question.

“I need not say this to you gentlemen ;
but the varsity as a whole must under-
stand that football, though every legiti-
mate endeavor shall be made to further
it, has not become the sine qua non.
Members of the team who are condi-
tioned in their studies shall not be eligible
to play.”

Thus, if Prexy considered he was
stretching a point in the interpretation
of the law, he squared his conscience by
having the exam uncommonly stiff. He
was delighted at the result; while Pro-
fessor Amery, of the engineering course,
was enthusiastic.

“The best papers I've seen since I
took this chair,” he pronounced. “Mr.
Gary should make a very brilliant stu-
dent. He has more than a touch of
genius, I may say, and his range of
knowledge covers a field far outside the
questions. Where does this young man
come from, and who taught him:?”

Gary received the news of his great
success with obvious pleasure but little
surprise. Dearing was vastly more as-
tonished than he, Blackstock far more
excited. /

“Thanks very much,” he said, in an-
swer to their hearty congratulations.
“I’m mighty glad, but I thought I’d pass.
I didn’t see how I could help it, after
the work I'd put in. I guess you can
get most things if you keep after them
hard enough.”

When the news became known gener-
ally in Mercersville, he received more
than congratulations. Success is never
an unmixed blessing. The proprietor of
the Empire Garage, Job Samuelson,
came to him in astonishment and in-
dignation. The garage had never beena
success until Gary took hold, but his
emoluments had not kept pace with his
remployer’s prosperity. Samuelson con-
sidered that because he had been the first
to give Gary a job that he held a sort
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of lien on his services for life. Now he
grudgingly offered an increase in sal-
ary and, when he found it vain, burst
into a torrent of abuse.

“Only for me,” he said, “your ma
would have starved when you was in the
army. Yes, she would—no matter what
pay you sent her. I seen to it that she
always had plenty of work to do. And
you’d have starved, too, when you come
back. Yes, you would. I gave you a
job, learned you all you know. And
now, by heck! you leave me flat, kick
the ladder from under you at a mo-
ment’s notice. That’s all the gratitood
you have, all the return I get for all I
done for you and your ma. You mean
to get on, and you don’t care who gets
off.”

Gary listened attentively, looking at
the other in his steady, unwinhing fash-
ion.

“I guess you exaggerate what you did
for my mother and me, don’t you? She
earned her money, just as I earned mine,
didn’t she? But you were kind to her,
she said, and for that reason I’ve taken
less money here than I could have got
other places. Don’t think I didn’t know
my own value, Samuelson. I stayed be-
cause I wanted to help you out. Now
my mother is dead, this business is pay-
ing, and we’re quits. You know I can
leave at a week’s notice, just as you can
fire me, and I'm going to. You didn’t
teach me anything. I taught myself. I
don’t see any reason for you to take it
this way, or why we shouldn’t part
friends.”

“There ain’t no other way to take it !”
snapped Samuelson. “You ain’t the
character I thought you was, Bolt Gary.
You ain’t got no loyalty nor gratitood
nor nothin’. All you think about is get-
tin’ on, of gettin’ somethin’ for nothin’.”

Gary laughed.

“Well, I never got it here, Samuel-
son. And I'd be a fool to pass up this
chance.”
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Next there came a deputation frotn
the Mercersville Athletic Club, headed
by Elijah Somers. The iron molder had
accepted his broken collarbone with phi-
losophy, in the same spirit that he had
blacked Gary’s eye, but now he was de-
cidedly upset. What was all this blah
about getting a free education at Bol-

ton? Of course, there couldn’t be any-
thing in it.
“What! You really mean it?” he

barked, in answer to Gary’s rejoinder.
“Say, what kind of a deal is this? Ain’t
you signed on with us to play the sea-
son? Well, what if there ain’t no con-
tract? Mean to say you’re gonna quit
us cold, leave us flat—-"

“I couldn’t play this season anyway,
Lige.”

“Rats! Mean to say you won’t be
playin’ football at Bolton? Ain’t that
what they got you for?”

“T’ll play on the scrub later on, but
that won’t be a regular game in public.
I wouldn’t think of doing that. I’m in
mourning. Work on the scrub will just
be part of the college course. They'’re
making athletics obligatory again.”

“Yah!”’ said Mr. Somers. “Tell that
to Sweeny. You've run out on us,
Gary; sold out. You're lettin’ us down
just when you’re most needed.”

“I don’t look at it that way.”

“Ain’t no other way to look at it,” said
Somers, unconsciously echoing Samuel-
son. ““This scholarship stuff is all bunk,
and you know it. You couldn’t win
nothin’ like that, no more'n I could teach
a goldfish to knit. How much are these
rah-rah boys payin’ you?”

“Not a cent, Lige, believe it or not.
And I won the scholarship fair and
square. Well, laugh if you like. I've
done what I can for the Comets, helped
develop a team that will whip Four Cor-
ners and Willow Hollow, and now I’'m
through.”

“And we’re through with you,” de-
clared Somers. “If we win this season,
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it won’t be because of anythin’ you done.
You’re some loyal member, Gary. You
been bought, and that’s all there is to it.
I don’t mind a fella makin’ all he can on
the side honest, but he had ought to
have some loyalty. The Comets was
good enough for you—"

“That’s enough,” said Gary. “You
may think what you like, but you can’t
say it here. Clear out or I'll hammer
the lot of you!

There were few who saw his side of
the matter or realized the honor that had
been done the town by his winning of the
Bolton scholarship. There was envy
and jealousy. Those who thought or
knew that the winning of it was genu-
ine, found other points on which to in-
dict him. Mercersville was no longer
good enough for him. He was trying to
be a college boy; he was the silk purse
and sow’s ear. The little town hummed
with all sorts of ridiculous stories. The
real reason he had got the scholarship
was that he had saved the daughter of
the president in an automobile wreck.

It was Gary’s first taste of the price
demanded of success. In a small, a very
small, way, he had dared to emerge from
the ruck, raise his head above the com-
mon herd, and.all the envious and mali-
cious took a crack at him as though striv-
ing to -beat him back into obscurity.
Former friends seemed to become ene-
mies for no reason at all.

“I helped Samuelson a lot. 1 helped
the Comets a lot,” he thought. “I did
all T could as long as I could. And now
you’d think I'd been trying to ruin the
town for years. It’s funny.”

There were few to see him off at the
station, and there was more than one
ironic cheer or sneering observation as
the train pulled out. The adherents of
the Comets who had bet on them beating
Four Corners and Willow Hollow, wers
especially virulent. Mr. Higgins was
one of the few sincere friends, almost
the only person Gary was sorry to see
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the last of. Thus had his former popu-
larity waned.

He came to Bolton with a reputation,
not as a gridiron star but as = “greasy
grind.” The three musketeers had said
nothing of his alleged football prowess,
except to Sturges, nor could they believe
that his success in this respect would
measure up to anything he had shown in
the classroom. They simply mentioned
casually to Traynor that the new freshie
might prove material for the scrub. And
Traynor laughed.

Every winner of a scholarship at-
tracted a certain amount of attention,
but there were special features in Gary’s
case that aroused more than the usual
interest. Professor Amery was not
given to enthusiasms, and even Prexy
had made public mention of the bril-
liance of the achievement. Nor is it
common for a son of the forge to dis-
play such brilliance. Report had it that
he was a blacksmith. Plenty of men
had worked their way through Bolton,
in one capacity or another, but they had
never had a blacksmith.

Gary caused much curiosity and talk,
so much that Marie Burdet found it
necessary to modify her original attitude
somewhat. No one had been more
astounded at Gary’s success, but now
she said that she had fully expected it.
She sought to make capital out of her
chance meeting with him, even intimat-
ing that it was she who, recognizing his
ability, had suggested his trying for the
scholarship. >

“But, of course,” she finished, “he’s
socially impossible. Wait till you see
him.” Gary was merely a temporary
topic of interest, and he could never be
in her set, but she could afford to patron-
ize him for a time.

The curious were disappointed when
they did see him, Marie further sur-
prised. Curiously enough, he did not
wear overalls nor a leather apron, not
even jazz clothing. Of course, he could
not indulge his fancy for lurid colors,
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common to his class, because he was in
mourning. But somehow, he looked
actually distinguished, far from the
clown she had seen in the makeshift
football togs.

Marie, who just “happened” to be
passing the station at that hour, consid-
ered that she could safely venture on
a bow. She did so want to know, to
be the first to know, if it was true he
meant to shovel coal in order to help
out with his living expenses. Of course,
the scholarship could pay for little more
than his fees. Well, she could play Lady
Bountiful with the family furnace.

But Gary did not see her. He saw
Dearing, who had come to meet him,
and Dearing tqok him over to the car
where Judy was sitting.

“This is my sister,” he .said. “I be-
lieve you’ve met before. In fact, it was
she who put us on to you.”

“You said that some day maybe you’d
come to Bolton and put it back on the
map,” said Judy, as she offered her
hand. “Well, now you’re- here.”

“And only for you I shouldn’t have
been—at least not so 'soon,” replied
Gary, in his sober fashion. “I guess
you’ve a lot to forgive me for, Miss
Dearing. I said things that day—of
course, I knew from the start you were
going to the Hightstown game

“Of course you did. But I'll forgive
anything—even being called ‘Johnny’—
if you play for Bolton like you did that
day for the Comets.” A

“My sister is very young,” said Tony
tolerantly. “She’ll grow up some day.
Stick your things in the rumble and T'll
take you to Chatterton’s Block. Next
year maybe you can get a room on the
campus. We'll see.” -

Chatterton’s Block on College Street
was to Bolton what Old Brick Row is
to New Haven. Presumably, it was
once occupied by a gentleman by the
name of Chatterton, but for years and
years it had been occupied by Tom,
Dick and Harry, become the official
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domicile of the genus freshman and
upper classmen too poor or obscure for
better quarters. But many considered
there could be no better anywhere. This
old rookery, in spite of its many ma-
terial drawbacks, contained the essence
of, not only college life, but that of the
world in general. Here freshies, what-
ever their standing, were pitchforked
into the hurly-burly and had to make
good their footing.

“You’ll have the honor of rooming
with a second-year man, Jack Ransom,”
said Dearing. “He’s on the varsity this
season, too. He doesn’t mind a freshie
who has won the Bolton.”

There was no question if Gary
minded. He was in a new world of new
values. In spite of his winning the Bol-
ton, of what he could do or could not do
on the gridiron, his own utter insignifi-
cance as a freshie was impressed on him,
nicely but emphatically. And Gary ac-
cepted it as he had accepted the army
discipline. He fully realized the honor
Dearing was doing him by showing him
round like this, introducing him here
and there, taking him over the college
grounds.

And Dearing spoke of it later to
Blackstock and Huneker.,

“It must be awfully hard for him be-

cause he has never been to prep school,.

never been farther than the fourth grade
in the grammar, and so he doesn’t know
the ropes. He has been out'in the world
so long that it must seem ‘to him like
learning the rules of a kid’s game. But
he’s anxious and willing to learn, enter
into the spirit of the thing. And he has
an appreciation of things I never ex-
pected; it’s not all mechanics with him.
The place has made a great hit with him.
He appreciates its beauty far better than
many who have been born here. You
know the view you get of the Old Town
from the quad? When the sun is sink-
ing and the mist creeps up, and the lights
in the crooked streets begin to flicker
like fireflies, and——" -
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“Order! Order! said Huneker
sternly. “None of that burbling. Have
you caught the flu?”’

“Well, darn it,” continued Dearing
apologetically, “you know how I love
the old place, but that chap somehow
made me see things about it I'd never
seen before, or that I'd taken too much
for granted. ‘It’s great! he said. ‘Sim-
ply great? And then he quoted a lot
of stuff from ‘Sesame and Lilies” To
hear him spouting Carlyle like that——""

“Carlyle didn’t write ‘Sesame and
Lilies,” you fathead,” said Blackstock.
“You’re a whale of a junior! Every-
body knows it was Emerson. Well,
maybe it wasn’t, but, anyway, it wasn’t
Carlyle. He only wrote stuff like “The
American Commonwealth.’ ”

“You're mixing him up with Gibbons,
brother of Mike, the boxer,” said Hune-
ker.

“Shut up,” said Dearing. “I’'m tell-
ing you about Gary. He said the Old
Town reminded him of Stevenson’s de-
scription of Edinburgh in ‘St. Ives. 1
think that was the book. And then he
pointed out what I'd never thought of
before—that it’s the only place of its
size built entirely of brick and stone.
He’d never been here before, of course,
and he’d never seen anything but wooden
houses. And then, as we stood there,
the chimes started and he took off his
hat. It was just as if he was in church.
Honest. ‘I’ve heard about them,” he
said, ‘but they’re more beautiful than
any words. I've heard about Bolton,
enough to make me want to come here.
It’s a great privilege to be identified in
any way with such a place. It’s not
merely what you learn; it’s the atmos-
phere, traditions.’

“He’s a queer mixture,” finished
Dearing. “For the next minute I spoke
about reporting for the scrub, and he
said ‘To-morrow I'll set about earning
my right to stay here.’””

“But he earned it by winning the Bol-
ton.”
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“No,” said Dearing, “he doesn’t look
at it that way. I suppose he’d have won
it next year, anyway, but, owing to us,
he has saved a year. And he looks on
years like money. I suppose you do
when you get along in the twenties.
We’ve saved him that, and in payment
he has to play football. That’s his end
of the bargain. It’s on a business basis,
and I guess everything is business with
him. He seems to have the soul of a
poet, the mind pf an engineer, and the
heart of a financier. Maybe his mother
wrote sonnets and his father belonged
to the railroad union.”

“No,” said Blackstock, “his mother
took in washing and his father ham-
mered horseshoes. So they say in Mer-
cersville. This tale of him being a black-
smith didn’t come entirely from Ad
Steen. .Of couyrse, it doesn’t matter who
or what they were.”

“Not a rap,” agreed Dearing. “I like
this chap more, the more I see of him.
The funny part of it is that he thinks
—-no, believes—that he’ll make the scrub
hands down. And it isn’t just brag like
I thought. Anyway, if he doesn’t, if
he’s a football dud, we’re the better for
having him. He has the makings of a*
true son of Bolton.”

CHAPTER VIL
A GLORIOUS DAY FOR THE SCRUB.

GARY’S first day at Bolton was mem-

orable in several ways. Many dif-
ferent and wonderful stories have been
told about it, just as there have been
many different accounts of how he first
came to the college. For he was des-
tined to become, not merely the most
talked about man in the town or State,
but the whole country.

His roommate, Ransom, had in-
structed him in many of the mysterious
rules of this new college game, talking
far into the night, for they had taken to
each other from the start. Both were
poor, both from little manufacturing
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towns, and Ransom also was determined
to get on in the world. But he was not
clever like Gary; his studies came hard,
and it was not for nothing that he was
willing to room with the winner of the
Botton. This freshie could help him,
and he had pictured a spectacled physical
weed who, in exchange for being taken
under his wing, should clear up many a
dark spot acqyired in lecture hall and
classroom. This highbrow should be-
come a sort of private tutor or grind.

But Ransom had soon found himself
talking as one man of the world to an-
other, adopting an attitude he had never
contemplated, just as Dearing had done
in his first interview with Gary. But
there were one or two things he forgot
to mention, and Gary learned them for
himself the following morning.

Gary was walking alone across the
campus, when some one bellowed:
“Hey, you, frosh!” But, not associat-
ing this name with himself, Gary con-
tinued blithely on his way.

He was overtaken, whirled roughly
about by a very large young men who
was built like a cube. He had blue eyes,
red hair and a temper. He was indulg-
ing the temper. °

“What d’you mean by steamin’ ahead
like this?” he demanded. “When I tell
you to stop, freshie, you stop. Hear
me?”

“Oh, were you speaking to me?” said
Gary.

“You're a mighty fresh freshie, aren’t
you?” demanded the other. “But you’ll
lose some of your bloom. What do you
mean by coming on the campus with
that collar ?”

Gary fingered the stiff-starched article
in question.

“What’s the
good enough?”

“No more of your cheek! Go home
and take it off or I’ll do it for you!”

“The devil you will,” said Gary; and
the next moment they were at it.

It was Beach, the varsity center, and

‘matter with it? Isn’t it
= ~
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his nickname was a snare for the un-
wary. He was not blubber but good,
hard beef, and rough-house was his mid-
dle name. But he did not succeed in re-
moving the offending collar, though it
soon ceased to be-an article of adorn-
ment. It was a fierce encounter, while
it lasted, and nothing like it had ever
been seen on the Bolton campus. That
a freshie should dare dispute the au-
thority of an upper classman, let alone
black the eye of a star member of the
varsity !

Beach was down for the second time
when a crowd of scandalized juniors and
the warning cry of “Tutors!’ hurriedly
shifted the scene elsewhere. There fol-
lowed explanations, with Dearing and
his friends comprising the court.

“I didn’t know. I didn’t mean any-
thing,” said Gary earnestly, when he un-
derstood the situation. “I didn’t know
he was an upper classman. I didn’t
know it was the rule that freshmen must
only wear soft collars on the campus. I
thought he was just trying to razz me.
I. wouldn’t knowingly do anything
against the college rules and discipline.
I want to play the game as it should
be played, but I'm darned ignorant. I
apologize, Mr. Beach, and I hope you’ll
forgive me. I'm ready for all the pun-
ishment that’s coming to me for strik-
ing a superior officer in barracks.”

“You mean in the eye,” said ‘Fatty’
amiably, as he applied a cold knife blade
to the swelling optic. “And I guess you
were the one that displayed superiority,
forget it, big fellow; it was as much
my- fault as yours—mebbe more. See
that you report for the scrub this after-
noon. I guess you could win a scholar-
ship at slugging.”

Thus Gary leaped into further promi-
nence, ere he had been twenty-four hours
in Bolton, and he was hailed as a hero
by his class when the news got about.
But he was humiliated, distressed over
the incident.
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“I acted like a roughneck,” he said to
Ransom. “I should have known that
the campus was like the parade ground.
This scrapping, anywhere and every-
where, has been paved into me with the
dirt of the gutter. I wish you’d told
me about that collar. It’s a darned
good thing they didn’t make a rule that
freshmen mustn’t wear pants.”

“There’d be as much sense in it,” said
Ransom. “It’s hard to remember all the
fool rules and regulations. I'll tell you
another, while I think of it; no freshie’s
allowed to attend a hop at Mike’s.
That’s a cabaret where the village dames
do their entertaining. I’'ve told you the
rules about the Bolton Inn. We’re plas-
tered all over with fool rules, not only
freshies but everybody.”

“The rules aren’t so foolish, though,”
said Gary. “Sentry go seems silly, but
it’s a necessary part of the army dis-
cipline. It’s not the rules themselves
that matter, but what they stand for. A
new man ought to be put over the jumps
or he’d never learn his place.”

Ransom laughed.

“Well, you’re lucky to be able to see
it that way. I call most of them a darned
nuisance. We shouldn’t be treated like
kids. Nobody obeys any more than he
can help. Rules were made to be broken,
anyway. You seem to take everything
too seriously, including this scrap with
Beach. Why, you’ve made a friend for
life! Anybody who can whip Fatty
may have his shirt.”

“He’s a fine sport,” said Gary; “but
that doesn’t excuse me. College is like
the world, Ransom; it’s meant to fit you
for the battle of life. But I'm learning
the lesson backward. I never was at
school like you. Its laws should be taken
seriously, like the laws of the bigger
world. T've a lot to unlearn in ways. I
want to be a good citizen here, and you
can’t be a good citizen anywhere if you
don’t obey the law. That's first prin-
ciples.”
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Ransom laughed again and slapped
him on the back. His handsome face
expressed genuine liking, if derision.

“You’ll get over this, old ‘Sobersides,’
when you’ve been here a while and be-
gin to feel the pricks of some of the
fool rules.. You’re a queer duck, Gary—
winning the Bolton and flooring Fatty
Beach! And, even if you can’t see it,
one is as big an honor in its way as
the other.”

“They’re college boys; I'm a man.
Where’s the honor in that?”

“Ha! ha!” laughed Ransom. “Gee,
but you’re old! Methuselah had nothing
on you. But you’re not too old for the
scrub, I hope. I suppose you've never
had a chance to play football 7’

“No, not much.”

“Well, if you want to make the scrub
—and every one does—TI'll teach you all
1 know, give you the individual coaching
that Traynor can’t or won’t. And in
exchange you can shed some of your
light on my class work. I never pre-
tended to be long on the white matter.”

“I’ll do what I can for you,” said
Gary, “in every way. Aren’t you my
bunkie ?”’

His first appearance on North Field
was in the regalia known to Higgins’
pasture, for he claimed with pride that
he had come prepared with football togs.
He was early, and he raised a laugh
from those who failed to recognize him
as the hero of the morning. The varsity
regulars had not appeared, and Traynor
was trying to show the prospective full-
back candidates how to drop kick and
punt. His remarks were as bitter as his
face. Females were not admitted to the
field—Traynor’s language alone would
have barred them—but Judith Dearing
had a recognized seat in the bleachers
which she now occupied. Rain or shine,
closed gates or open, she never missed
a practice. No one considered her a
female.

“Ye gods!” said Traynor, wiping his
perspiring face. “You couldn’t kick a
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hole in a doughnut! Not one of you.
What have you been doing all your life?
You’ve got nothing but wooden legs—
and heads, too. Haven’t I shown you a
million times how to put the pep in it,
time the——" He paused as Gary wan-
dered up.

“What circus are you from?” asked
Traynor, surveying him from head to

heel. “This isn’t the diamond nor yet
an aviation field. Where’s your air-
plane?”

“I came to play football, Mr. Coach.”

“You don’t say! What position do
you play?”’

“Well, half back and tackle, but I can
play most any if I have to.”

“You’re the most modest guy I ever
miet,” remarked Traynor. “Still, it’s a
breath of air to meet somebody who even
thinks he can play. For I don’t. Here,
let’s see you drop a goal. Don’t be shy
about it.”

He suddenly flung the ball full bang
at Gary, an old trick, but the latter
caught it with expert ease between chest
and arm. Then, with the same mechan-
ical ease, his toe crashed against the
pigskin and it shot in a long, mounting
curve straight over the distant posts.
They were decidedly distant. This kick
was on the forty-something-yard mark
and against the wind, and Traynor’s
command was in the nature of a joke.
It was a good joke, and Miss Dearing
hugged herself in silent appreciation.

“Say, what’s your name?” asked
Traynor, with suddenly narrowed eyes.

‘(Gary.”

“Well, Gary, do you always kick like
that?”

-“When I get a chance.”

“You needn’t worry about chances,”
said the coach grimly, and turned to
Dearing who had come up. “Here’s a
scorer, a lad who can kick if he can do
nothing else. That’s something. He
says he can play anything, and we’ll soon
see.”

They saw sooner than they expected ;
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saw as the whole country saw subse-
quently. The stories told of that day
have not been exaggerated. It was the
most memorable day North Field had
ever known and it marked an epoch in
the history of Bolton. For a great dia-
mond of the first water is not discov-
ered every day, nor every year, whether
at Kimberley or Yale. And in Humphry
Bolton’s case it had been expected, while
here it was not, not by any but a girl
of fifteen who sat in the bleachers and
hugged herself.

First they put Gary in at tackle, and
what had been a paper defense of the
scrub suddenly became a stone wall on
that wing. Then they shifted him over
against Ransom, and the same thing hap-
pened with that seasoned gentleman. On
every drive aimed at him, Gary spilled
Ransom, broke through and smeared up
the play before it was well started. The
varsity had practically no backfield to
cope with, even though Dearing himself
had gone in. Next they gave the scrub
the ball and shifted him behind the line,
first at full back and then at right half,
and the futile scrub offense immediately
became a menace.

By this time every regular was in
line against him, and Traynor, yelling in-
structions right and left, seemed dying
to get into the battle himself. And it
had become a battle royal, of one man
against eleven. There was no one to
open holes for him, but he tore them
open himself, widening a crack into a
gash ; and, once in, he screwed and bored
his way as long as he was able to wig-
gle an arm or leg.

He crashed between Beach and Ran-
som and made his gain, and, with the
poorest sort of interference, skirted the
ends against two such capable men as
Blackstock and Huneker. He straight-
armed clear, and, once clear, nothing
could stop him. Ransom was very fast
for his weight, but Gary infinitely faster.
No one had the heels of him, not even
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the ends. Nor was this all ; he instilled a
new spirit into the scrub that it had
hitherto woefully lacked. Here was
something to rally round, a center of at-
tack and defense, an example to follow.
They developed initiative, a spirit of
fight, the will to win. Shattuck, his run-
ning mate, brought out hitherto unsus-
pected qualities, and Rogers, the quarter-
back, became a strategist, now that he
had such a weapon to use. Even the
threat of that weapon proved a great
asset; for Rogers soon discovered that
the enemy was so busy watching Gary,
fearful of him getting clear, that Shat-
tuck and the full back received less and
less attention. Consequently, they were
able to make gains, on delayed passes
and fake plays, that otherwise would
have been impossible.

That was a glorious day for the scrub,
now for the first time welded into some-
thing approaching a coherent whole, and
they drove the varsity down the field
time and again. Gary went over the line
seemingly at will, once on an end run
of seventy yards, and kicked two field
goals. It was a glorious day for every-
body, for Bolton’s star that had waned
and set, gave promise of a brilliant
resurrection.

“He’s as great as Humph Bolton!”
exclaimed Dearing enthusiastically.

“Greater,” pronounced Traynor.
“Bolton was a one-position matn. This
fellow’s great at everything, though half
back is his best. He’s the greatest all-
round player I've ever seen, and I've
seen some. He’s a natural-born star of
the first magnitude. He has a nose for
the ball. Why has he never been heard
of?”

Dearing explained the circumstances.

“It’s no disgrace to be scored on by
him,” said Traynor. “Given any sort of
help and he’d score on any varsity. He’s
so good that we daren’t let him know
just how good he is.” ;

“You’d be some twenty-odd years too
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late if you tried,” said Dearing. “I
guess he was born with a knowledge of
his own value.”

“Not much! He wouldn’t be wasting
his time here if he knew how good he
was. There’ll be no keeping him, once
the big universities see him. I could get
him with the best to-morrow, and with
the biggest inducements.” A

“No, you couldn’t, Traynor, so you
needn’t try. Gary isn’t that kind. He
wanted to come to Bolton in the first
place because he had heard a lot about
it. But even if he didn’t like the col-
lege, it wouldn’t matter. He has made
a bargain and he’ll stick to it. That’s
his style.”

“Well,” said the coach, “we’ll see. I
tell you he’s the greatest natural player
I ever saw, and, if he gets half the recog-
nition he deserves, he’ll be mighty hard
to keep. If we could only play him this
year—I suppose there isn’t a chance?”

“Not an earthly. Rules are rules at
Bolton.”

“Well, then we’ve got to keep him
under our hat. He’s a gold mine, any-
way, even if we can’t work him in public
right away. He has put life into a
corpse. That guy Shattuck’s a comer
for one. Things are looking a lot better,
and next season we ought to clean up.
You can make the schedule anything you
like. That’s the value I put on this fel-
low. But I'd like to kitow where he
really learned to play football A man
can’t be born with everything.”

Gary laughed when they asked him.
He was the only one who saw nothing
marvelous orsmysterious in his perfor-
mance. K

“It’s funny,” he said, using his favor-
ite expression. “They said it was aston-
ishing when I won the Bolton. Every-
body did. You spend a lifetime learn-
ing to do something the best way it can
be done, and then they say: °‘It’s queer
how some people have the knack of
doing things.” Old Samuelson, my boss,
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said that the first time I took down an
engine. Just because he had never
taught me, he thought I couldn’t teach
myself.”

“But you can’t have been playing foot-
ball all your life!” protested Blackstock.

“It depends on what you call playing,”
replied Gary. “Some folks might call it
work. I studied it, rigged up a tackling
dummy, practiced all the angles of it—
but it was play to me. And, in one way
or another, I've been playing since I
could walk. I was crazy over the game,
just as all kids are crazy ever some
game. I wanted to be a great football
player some day when other kids wanted
to be firemen or cowboys. That’s all
there’s to it. I guess you can make your-
self most anything if you try long and
hard enough.”

“Not only yourself, but others,” said
Ransom. “You made a proper fool out
of me. You're the one I was going to
teach football to!”

Dearing was so elated that he hugged
his sister before quite realizing the enor-
mity of the action.

“I take it all back, sis. You were
right : that day at Mercersville was the
best you ever spent in your young life.
You're a great scout, even- if you are
only a kid girl. T’ll gize you that old
sweater of mine. Honest. You deserve
it. I guess it isn’t too much to say
that you've saved Bolton like the geese
saved Athens, or whatever the blooming
town was.”

CHAPTER VIIL
THE STIRRING OF THE CORPSE.

THE big team was only in embyro, but
already it was being spoken of in the
college among the knowing, as though it
were the famous team of 1896. “Next
year, when Gary can play.” That was
the slogan. ‘“We don’t care what hap-
pens this season, but just wait until
next!”
Yet they did care what happened dur-
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ing the present season, and it mattered
a great deal, seeing that the child is the
father of the man. It mattered that they
actually beat those doughty foes, Steven-
son Tech, six-nothing, and held Merton
to a tie. Nothing like it had happened
for years. People were amazed at this
sudden stirring of the corpse, yet there
was little that was amazing about it.
Miracles have a way of looking very
commonplace when properly analyzed
and understood.

Gary had brought the old spirit back
to Bolton; not only that, but a genius
for the game that was far more than
physical. He proved a greater coach
than ‘Pug’ Traynor, and the latter was a
big enough man to be the first to admit
it.

“You really don’t need me here,” he
told Dearing, with a wry smile. “That
fellow knows as much as I do, and then
some. What’s more, he can get it over
better. For one thing, they’d break
their necks trying to please him.”

This was true, popularity is a great
lever, and already Gary was becoming
the most popular man on the campus.
Nor was this due simply to his football
prowess. A man may have all the abil-
ity and fame in the world and yet be the
most hated. He often is. Perhaps the
keynote of Gary’s popularity—for he
certainly spent no more money than he
could help, and was even regarded affec-
tionately as something of a tightwad, a
name that never earns affection any-
where—was his understanding of, and
sympathy for, the under dog. He had
been an under dog himself so long that
he knew all about them. .

Then he had a patience and toleration
that was almost middle aged. Traynor
was an admirable coach in many ways,
and; of course, there was no thought
of letting him go, but he lost his temper
and called names when some struggling
aspirant failed to learn quickly enough.
He tried to get by invective what Gary
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got by encouragement. Gary never lost
his temper, never ran out of patience;
he was never too tired nor busy to go
over the same thing time and time again.

Even giving Traynor and everybody
else their due, which is considerable, it
is impossible to overestimate Gary’s in-
fluence on what was to be the team of
the next year. Every afternoon he was
among the first to appear on North
Field, the last to leave. He was keep-
ing-his part of the bargain; if he could
not play football that year, he could
teach. And teach he did. He became
the supreme sacrificial goat for the var-

_sity, laughing at the danger of injury

or being preserved in a glass case. His
value as a trial horse was incalculable ;
if an attack got past him it was good, if
a defense failed against him, it was bad.
He was the test of failure or success.

Then he labored with individual mem-
bers and at the end of the long day—
he had stoked a line of furnaces at six
in the morning—would go grimy and
happy to the gym for a shower and rub-
down before starting the mental work of
the evening. And this work embraced
more coaching, hammering higher
mathematics into the handsome wooden
head of Jack Ransom.

It was Gary who saw Ransom’s real
football strength, and suggested his be-
ing switched behind the line.

“He’s a good enough tackle,” he’ said
to Traynor; “but don’t you think he’d
make a better half? He’s got the speed
and punch. We could develop a tackle
easier than fill that hole.”

Traynor was not the gort to reject
this suggestion, gnd it proved a huge
success, like the finding of Shattuck,
who had been promoted from the scrub.
These two, under intensive coaching, be-
came the two best halves that Bolton
had known for years, while they found
a capable full back and had another—
Cummack, the freshman—in the locker.
There were other experiments, many
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others; but this was by far the most
important, Ransom especially promis-
ing brilliance, '

Thus the miracle was wrought, and
those who saw the despised Bolton beat
Merton that year would not have won-
dered had they seen all that preceded it
on North Field. It was wrought by pa-
tient, but intensive endeavor and co-
operation. Somehow the spirit of Bol-
ton had returned, and it imbued the high-
est and lowest. Football was once more
popular, thanks to Sturges, and the col-
lege had one of the greatest players that
ever lived. They believed that, from the
janitor and groundkeeper to the faculty
and president. Let State talk of Ad
Steen, other big universities of their All-
American stars, but next season they
would see something.

And next year the team would be in
being, a tried machine without flaws and
with Martin Gary the driving force. It
should be a great year. Traynor be-
lieved this, too, and worked his hardest
to bring it about. If he had not the
spirit of Bolton, he had one that served
him just as well. He had his daily
bread to earn, and he was out to make
a reputation as a coach. He saw him-
self hailed as the discoverer or developer
of Gary, another Fielding Yost. Dear-
ing had promised to reéngage him the
following year, if the present season’s
results justified it. After seeing Gary
in action, Traynor had doubly deter-
mined that they should.

The season closed with the drawn
Merton game; and Gary, in recognition
of his services and the position he had
attained in the college, was made a mem-
ber of Alpha Delta Phi.

By this time Marie Burdet had dis-
covered that, whether socially impossible
or not, he was a person worth cultivat-
ing, not for his own sake but that of
the reflected glory. Other people were
taking him up, even if he did stoke fur-
naces, and it was her ambition to be in
the forefront of every popular event.
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But it was easier to “take up” Gary
in theory than practice; he had little
time for social diversions, less talent, and
no inclination to be patronized by any-
body. He did not act the clown, how-
ever, at such functions as he could not
avoid; indeed, he further astonished
those who said: “Wait till you see him
in a Tux.”

But he did not look like a waiter nor
bear himself like one. He did not say,
“I don’t dance,” but, in his blunt fash-
ion: ‘I -can’t dance.”” He joined the
“stag line” with dignity, but palpable
boredom, and made his escape as soon as
possible. But if Judith Dearing was
there, he sat out most of the program.

Judy could dance, and dance well;
but there were few to ask her. Joe
Blackstock always did as a matter of
pleasure, a few others as a matter of
duty or policy. Marie’4 card was scrib-
bled full, half a dozen aspirants for
every number, while Judy could count
herself lucky if she got six, all told.
She did not mind, nor, indeed, did she
care to dance with everybody. And she
minded less if Gary were there. Every-
thing has its compensations.

They talked of many things, Gary and
she, but never of themselves. It was
mainly of football and the team, then
sober discussions about books and auto-
mobiles, politics and the law of gravity
and if the moon really was inhabited.

Those, including Marie, who won-
dered what they could find to talk about,
would have been surprised, as no doubt
they themselves were. But they grad-
ually passed this stage; and Gary, when
he wished to tease her, called her “John-
ny.” He became an occasional informal
visitor at her home, at Blackstock’s and
Huneker’s, but nowhere else. Even
these visits were very occasional, and he
never went to Mike’s or the Bolton Inn.

Ransom could not understand this, be-
ing essentially the close-harmony, uku-
lele type of undergraduate. His sing-
ing and dancing were on a par with his
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undeniable good looks ; he was high spir-
ited and very likable in many ways. Col-
lege, he considered, was a place for
playas well as work, and he meant to get
all the fun out of it he possibly could.
What if the hops at Mike’s were given
by girls from town, waitresses and such?
Weren’t they as good as any one else?
Couldn’t a fellow have good fun with
them? Everybody was entitled to a bit
of fun, waitresses included. It was their
only chance of mixing with the college
set. “The Lord knows,” he said, “that
this place is a monastery enough with-
out shutting -yourself up in a cell. Come
out of it, old Sobersides.”

“Im too old, for one thing,” said
Gary. “I’d like to kick up my heels at
times and cavort about like a young
ass, but that’s a part of college life I can
never know. We're only at that age
once. Yes, I'm only two years older
than you; but years don’t make age.
And I was never cut out for this gay
life, like you.”

Ransom sniffed.

“Piffle, grandpa, all pifle. Why, all
the flappers would lose their hearts to
you, if you’d only give ’em half a chance!
Aren’t you the big, strong, silent guy
they see in the movies—where they have
to be silent? They keep asking me all
the time why I don’t bring you. I'm
not kidding. And they aren’t the only
ones, either. It’s mighty decent of you
to play wall flower with Dearing’s kid
sister, but you’ve paid off any obligation
there long ago.”

“It has nothing to do with any obliga-
tion,” said Gary. “I like Miss Dear-
ing a whole lot.”

Ransom laughed.

“Oh, sure. But you could meet a real
looker if you wanted to. Why, there’s
Marie Burdet, the queen of the bunch!
Money and looks, too. You even turned
«down an invitation to her home, didn’t
you?”

“I can’t play bridge, any more than I
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can dance. I never had the time or
chance to learn.”

“You could learn soon enough if you
wanted to. Haven’t I offered to teach
you?”

“I've no time for those kind of les-
sons.”

“You'd think you were going to drop
dead of old age at any moment,” said
Ransom. “You’re some queer duck, all
right. I only wish Marie Burdet had
handed fne such an invitation; I’ve been
fishing for one long enough. You know
she doesn’t care a hoot if you don’t play
cards or dance. A gir} doesn’t want you
for that, stupid.”

“Maybe I know what she wants me
for better than you.” ;

“I guess youre becoming infected
with this Old Town complex,” said Ran-
som. *“You don’t turn down an invita-
tion from the Dearings or Blackstocks
or Hunekers and that crowd, but you
give North Bolton the air. Just because
Miss Burdet’s old man made his dough
in sausages——"

“That’s claptrap,” laughed Gary. “If
I prefer the Old Town to North Bolton,
it has got nothing to do with Miss Bur-
det or anybody there. I'd be a fine one
to look down on a.man who made sau-
sages, when my own father made horse-
shoes. If he made good sausages, more
power to him.”

“Then it's true your old man was a
blacksmith? I suppose that’s where you
get your shoulders. Well, between you
and me, my old man peddled collar but-
tons. But it’s just fellows like you and

.me, who come from nothing, who fall

for this aristocracy bunk. We pretend
to despise it until some blue blood takes
us by the hand, and then we become
more snobbish than the worst of them.
That’s the danger I want to warn you
against, while you’re warning me against
places like Mike’s. These old families
have taken you up, but don’t get the idea
you’re one of their crowd. It’s only be-
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cause of what you've done for the foot-
ball team, and what they expect you’ll
do. If you fell down on them, you'd
soon see where you stand.”

“Nonsense.”

“No, it’s not. They talk about the
traditions and the spirit of Bolton and
all that, but it wasn’t meant for outsiders
like you and me. They say all men are
equal on the campus, but that’s blah, too.
You weren’t equal the day you met
Fatty Beach, and you never will be
even, if you become the greatest star.
You'll always be a roughneck no mat-
ter what they pretend. There will al-
ways be Dearings and Hunekers and
Blackstocks and there will always be you
and me.”

“I don’t see it that way” said Gary.
“There will always be upper and lower
classmen prominent and obscure; but the
freshie becomes the sophomore and the
obscure can become prominent if he
wants to. You seem to have got the
wrong slant on this equality proposition.
When Lincoln said that all men were
born equal he didn’t mean that the prince
becomes the pauper or the loafer the
captain of industry. There’s no auto-
matic magic formula like that. He
meant that all men had an equal chance
under the law to become what they like.
You may say that the man who is born
rrich has a far better chance than the one
is born poor, but it all depends what
use each makes of his chances. Any-
body can stand poverty, simply because
ke has got to, but there are mighty few
who can stand wealth. ~

“Equality on the campus is the same
thing. We all come here with equal
chances, and money or birth has got
nothing to do with it. You don’t come
here to try and climb the social ladder;
you come to fit yourself for the game of
life. It depends on yourself what you
get out of college, out of anything.

“And these old families, who've been
identified with the college for so long,
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have a right to their pride ; it’s not pride
of money or place, but of worthy en-
deavor and accomplishment, They are
the custodians of its traditions, the in-
culcators of its spirit. There’s nothing
to stop what you call an outsider becom-
ing a true Boltonian, just as there’s noth-
ing to stop a foreigner becoming a true
American. It all depends on himself.”

Ransom laughed and clapped his
hands. )

“Going in for the declamation con-
test, eh.. I guess Dearing suggested the
subject. Well, if you believe all that—
I used to, myself, when I came here first.
Talk as you like, we really don’t belong,
and maybe you’ll see it some day. All
they want of me is football, too. I'm
good enough to be a frat member, and a
whole lot of things, but I’m not good
enough to be asked to Dearing’s table.
Oh yes, we're all equal. If you take my
advice you'll come out of your shell and
come down to Mike’s and make some
real friends.”

“And if you take mine,” said Gary
good humoredly, “you’ll remember what
I said—enjoy yourself, have all the fun
you like, but watch your step.”

Thus the season passed and the
Christmas holidays came, bringing with
them A d Steen, who had added to
his football laurels, State winning the
championship, thanks in great part to his
scoring ability. He was second choice
that year for All-American left half,
even the first choice of a few critics.

Ransom went home to his widowed
mother ; but Gary, now having no home,
remained in Chatterton’s Block which,
though outside the college precincts, was
under its jurisdiction. A superinten-
dent, an ex-army sergeant known famil-
iarly as “Bow-wow,” lived on the prem-
ises and saw that certain rules and regu-
lations were enforced. There was plenty
of freedom but no license.

Ransom had invited Gary to his home,
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but warned him that he should have a
very thin time of it.

“It’s a hole of a place,” he said, “and
there’s nothing to do but sit around and
count the new graves in the cemetery.
I’ve got to go, because my mother’s
pinching to send me through college;
but you don’t.”

“T couldn’t go, anyway” said’ Gary.
“I want to get after that carburetor, now
that I’ve a chance.” He had brought the
model with him, among his few belong-
ings, and it had become a stock joke
with Ransom who called it “Lizzie.”

At this moment a gorgeous roadster
came down College Street; and Gary,
who was standing at the window, re-
marked on its beauty. “It’s a Peugeot.
Who owns it?”

“It beats me how you can tell every
make of car at a glance,” said Ransom.
“There’s only one person round here
that I know of who owns that amount
of money on wheels.” He left the suit
case he was packing and came to the
window. “That’s him,” he said, with
ungrammatical envy.

“Who is he?”

“Why, that’s Ad Steen you've been
hearing so much about. If you’d half
his coin, you wouldn’t be wasting your
time trying to make a carburetor that'll
never sell, or working your way through
here. He’s a fine illustration of that
bunk you were talking the other day,
about us all being equal. He never did
a stroke of worksin his life, and he never
will. His old man owns Bolton Hall,
and I guess pretty nearly every penny he
made reeks to high heaven. But what’s
the odds? They’ll soon be one of the
vid families. Nothing counts these days
but money.”

Gary met Steen eventually at.the
Dearings, where the other did not fail
to show his amused astonishment at
Gary’s presence. If there is love at first
sight, there is also hatred, though that
is too strong a term to apply in this case.
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But certainly there was mutual dislike,
if not active animosity, before the eve-
ning was over. The fault was entirely
Steen’s. For seemingly no reason at all,
he went out of his way to be politely
unpleasant, just as he had called Gary
the “honest blacksmith” and decried his
ability when Judith Dearing first spoke
of him. Though he himself now en-
joyed so much football prestige, he
seemed to grudge granting the smallest
amount to Gary.

He made subtly ironic comiments
about the rejuvenated team, the aston-
ishingly excellent season just closed and
the assistance Gary had rendered. He
seemed even to resent the fact that the
latter was on such friendly terms with
Judy. He appeared to resent everything
that Gary said or did, and succeeded in
making everybody thoroughly uncom-
fortable.

“He’s had a drink or two,” explained
Huneker, the optimist. ‘“Been celebrat-
ing quitting the training table. He,
didn’t mean anything.”

But Steen’s attitude did not improve
throughout the holidays, and it reached
something of a climax the night of the
Blackstocks” New Year’s dance. That
he had obviously been celebrating the
coming of the new year, as, on the
former occasion, he had celebrated the
passing of the training table, served as
little excuse to his host, who took him
to task about it.

“I hate tb say this,” added Blackstock,
“but I don’t propose to have a guest in-
*sulted in my house, particularly a fellow
like Gary. Oh, I know you didn’t say
anything directly, but those remarks
about people whose mothers took in
washing =

“Well, so his did, if it comes to that.
She was a common vulgar washer-
woman who could hardly read or write.
You ask anybody in Mercersville. And
everybody knows what his father was.
Democracy is all right, but you’'ve got
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to draw the line somewhere. It’s ridicu-
lous that he should be received like
this. You needn’t get mad, Tony. I'm
meaning the best. I've heard more than
one tale about him, you see.”

“You'd better take them somewhere
else,” said Dearing shortly. “This sort
of talk doesn’t do you any good. We
know Gary, if you don’t.”

“Well, maybe you do. But there
should be limits to offering inducements
to a sandlotter.” It’s one thing to make
him a present of a scholarship, another
to give him the run of your home and
to—"

“What's that?”’ demanded Dearing,
Blackstock and Huneker in unison.
“Are you suggesting that he didn’t win
the Bolton on his merits?”

Steen saw that he had gone too far.

“It’s nothing to me whether he did or
not, though there are different ways of
winning things,” he muttered. “Yes,
and ‘buying things, too. I guess this col-
lege isn’t different from any other, and
I wasn’t born yesterday. I don’t have
to be told things that maybe you think
I shouldn’t be told.

“But I’m telling you things you should
know. This fellow Gary doesn’t belong,
and maybe you’ll see that some day.
He's a mercenary, that’s all he is. He
came from nothing and he’ll end there.
He’'d throw you down to-morrow, if he
got a better price, just as he threw down
the Comets. And he has a bad name
about other things ”?

They told him he had better go, and
he lurched down to his waiting car, call-
ing them fools for making such a friend
of Gary.

“‘When the drink’s in, the wit’s
out,’” quoted Dearing, as they watched
him go. “He would never have said that
about the Bolton if he’d been quite
sober. It shows what he really thinks.
If he keeps hitting it up like this when
he has broken training, he won’t be a
star half back long.”
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“No, he’ll be a full back,” grinned
Huneker. “Of course, we knew he
hadn’t much love for Bolton; but what
makes him so darned down on Gary?”

“Oh, it’s easy enough to understand,”
said Blackstock. “You remember that,
even as a kid, Ad used to get ratty if
anybody was praised more than himself.
Of course, he doesn’t believe half that’s
been said about Gary, but all the same it
has taken a lot of wind out of his sails.
He’s no longer the supreme football
hero. It’s just plain jealousy. Of
course, we mustn’t let Bolt know what
he said about him.”

Blackstock did not add that he thought
it more than football jealousy. Dearing
would have roared at the mere idea of
his “kid” sister evoking the pangs of
jealousy in anybody, but Blackstock
considered it highly probable. He had
the eye to see what others did not; Judy
had great charm of manner, and she
was giving promise of a beauty that
might surpass that of the college widow
herself. Steen, who had long been the
first string in Marie Burdet’s bow, had
shown signs to Blackstock, if none other,
that he was not unaware of this.

Yet there was another factor whereof
even the discerning Blackstock knew
nothing. ‘

CHAETER IX.
HIS BUNKIE AND LIZZIE.

OWARD the end of the Easter holi-
days, and after a late football session

at the frat house, Gary came into his
rooms one night to find Ransom toler-
ably drunk. It was the first time he had
seen him in such a condition, though he
had reason to believe that the other was
no ardent admirer of Mr. Volstead.

“Sh’all right,” reassured Ransom.
“Bow-wow didn’t shee me. Anyway,
I’'m perfec’ly shober. Never more per-
fec’ in m’ lifsh. Jush been havin’ a
little fun.”

“Mike’s, I suppose?”’
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“You've gueshed it firsh time.” Ran-
som nodded approvingly. “Clever duck.
Won the Bolton, didn’t you? Yesh,
Mike’s. Fine plashe. Why don’t you
come down? Don’t matter if you're a
freshie. Rules are made to be broke.
Shteen wash there. Fine fellow, Shteen.
I wash all wrong about him. He’sh a
true Democrat. Had a big flashk of the
real prewar shtuff.”

Gary waited a few hours until Ran-
som’s state of perfect sobriety had di-
minished, then he threw a glass of ice
water in his face, yanked him into a
chair, and sat down opposite him. Ran-
som had fought, but, powerful though
he was, proved no match for the other.
Gary had not lost his temper; he was
good humored but inexorable. .

“We’re going to have a talk,” he said.
“This has got to stop, Jack. Not only
the booze, but that waitress at Mike’s.
You know who I mean.”

Ransom swore, became abusive. He
would thank Gary to mind his own busi-
ness. Flossie Bing was a lady, even
if she had to work for her own living.
A perfect lady, and a fine looker, too.
“She’s as good as any Dearing or Black-
stock, even if she wasn’t born in Bolton.
I’'m a Democrat, and this aristocracy
bunk will never get me as it has you.
I'm a true Democrat and I don’t care
who knows it.”

“You're a fool, that’s what you are,”
said Gary dispassionately. “And I'll tell
you now what I didn’t like to say be-
fore. If you're not invited to the homes
of fellows like Dearing, it’s because of
the company you keep in the town.”

“T’ll keep any company I like! And
I'll do anything I like, too!”

“No, you won’t.”

“Who says so? Who'll stop me?”

“I’ll stop you,” said Gary. “And, if
I can’t do it with words, I'll do it with
fists. If you’re the kind thiat has to be
hammered to get some sense, I'll ham-
mer you. By gravy, I will!”
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After a battle of eyes, Ransom’s wa-
vered and he said sullenly:

“There’s no call for this silly talk.
I'm not the only fellow who takes a
drink once in a while.”

“You'’re the only fellow in the football
squad that does; and if Traynor and
the others knew about it, you'd learn
something.”

“We aren’t in training now. A fellow
has a right to some fun during the holi-
days.”

“It depends what you call fun,” said
Gary. “It ‘wouldn’t be much fun for
your mother, if she saw you this way,
nor to the football team. You’re being
false to both of them, and, what’s more,
false to yourself. It doesn’t matter
what I or anybody thinks of you; it’s
what you think of yourself. And you
know darned well this isn’t playing the
game. Your mother’s pinching to give
you an educatdion, and you're throwing
money you can’t afford to the bootleg-
gers. We're depending on you to help
make the team worthy of the team of
’96; we're straining every nerve, doing
all we can, while you're rotting yourself
with hooch.”

“Aw, quit preaching. What’s a drink
once in a while? Doesn’t Ad Steen,
even if he is a star——" ;

“I’m not talking of Steen or anybody
but you. You're breaking the house
rules by coming here in this condition,
and you'’re forcing me to wink atit. You
say it’s none of my business; but, every-
thing else aside, you're my bunkie, Jack,
and I've my duty to do by you. And I
tell you now, if you don’t take it one way
you'll take it another. You'll cut this
out or I'll hammer it out. Which’ll it
be? You’ll hear no more preaching.”

“That’s a fine way for a freshie to
talk to a second-year man,” said Ran-
som, with a sudden grin. Then he got
up and clapped Gary on the back.
“You’re a queer duck, all right, you and
your idea of duty. And I bet you’d do

)
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it, too. Well, I don’t want any ham-
mering from you, Marty. If you can
lick Fatty Beach, I guess you could lick
me easy enough.” _

“If T couldn’t, I'd keep at it till I
could,” said Gary, looking at the other
in his unwinking fashion.

“I believe you would,” laughed Ran-
som. “I guess you’d do anything you
set your mind on. It’s lucky for me you
haven’t thought of murder.”

“There’s too much good in you, Jack,
to be spoiled by the bad that’s in us all.
I care a whole lot what happens to you.”

“Thanks,” said Ransom. ‘‘Same here.
T'll cut it out, Marty. That’s a promise.
I guess you didn’t say anything I didn’t
know.”

Perhaps this was the real beginning of
their friendship, a friendship that deep-
ened and strengthened with the pass-
ing days and became such an influence
even on the gridiron. Ransom’s casual
words had covered much genuine emo-
tion and feeling. He admired Gary in-
tensely, not merely his athletic prowess
but his character, even if he could not
quite understand the latter. In his cyn-
ical experience, this “‘queer duck” was
the only one who practiced what he
preached. That fact condoned the
preaching.

Gary, on his part, admired Ransom
for qualities that he himself lacked, no
doubt placing a falsely high value on
them. He was fully aware of his faults
and failings, but these in themselves had
their power of attraction. He cared for
Ransom as the strong cares for the weak.

Yes, they were straining every nerve
to make the team worthy of the team of
'96 ; and, following this memorable talk
with Gary, Ransom worked harder in
every way than he had been doing. This
-was made the more necessary by a sud-
den warning from the faculty that if he
was conditioned again in his studies he
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would not be eligible to play on the team.
Gary’s own class work was brilliant in
spite of the hours he put in on North
Field and he even found time to redou-
ble his efforts at grinding Ransom.
“You needn’t worry about him,” he
told Dearing. “I’ll see that he’s eligible

. to play.”

Already some report of the miracle
that was being wrought at Bolton had
got abroad, of the new spirit which im-
bued every one, of the excellence of the
team that was in being, of the star work
of Gary. Thanks partly to this and the
past season’s record, Dearing was suc-
ceeding in arranging a schedule that
greatly surpassed in quality anything of
the previous ten years.

All the backfield, and, indeed, the
whole team, worked as one man; but
between these two, Gary and Ransom,
an understanding had grown up that
seemed little short of uncanny. It often
happens, and the team is indeed fortu-
nate that possesses such an ideal com-
bination. From a state of weakness, the
college suddenly had a backfield that it
had never known since Humph Bolton’s
day. Gary was the great scorer, and
every cog in the machine worked with
the single aim of making chances for
him.

To all intents and purposes, Gary and
Ransom were one cog. With the former
to interfere or start a fake run, the
latter’s potentialities as a ground gainer
became suddenly trebled. Alone, Ran-
som was bright, but, aided by Gary’s
great light, he became brilliant. These
two not only thought out and developed
trick plays, talked them over and ana-
lyzed them in their room of nights, but
they brought off impromptu ones that
could not have succeeded with any other
combination. A glance or a nudge and
one knew what sudden plan had leaped
into the other’s mind.

To be continued in the next issue of THE PopuLAR StTORIES—October Sth.
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When Bill’'s mining partner skipped out with a clean-up, Bill swore he’d get his
revenge when they met—and he did, but in a way that he hadn’t dreamed of.

T is a cinch that if you were to take
at random two men out of a crowd,
and drop them down in a log shack

in the midst of wilderness, you could -

not prophesy the sequel. It might be
all right. And it might not.

Take the case of Bill Atkinson and
Pete Bellairs, out at Eagle Creek. Even
when the partner is selected—as Bill had
selected Bellairs—instead of come upon
by chance, all may not go well ; for there
is a great' difference between seeing a
man in a crowd and seeing him alone in
the mountains, day in, day out.

Atkinson, placering, had felt the need
of social intercourse and so invited Pete
to join him. He liked his views as he
heard them during chats in the rear
room of Thurman’s tobacco store, or in
the lounge of the XKootenay Hotel. He
was a great man, by his talk, this Pete
Bellairs, for a square deal, doing the fair
thing, being white; and Bill, being the

very opposite of a cynic, never thought
that perhaps the talker might not be the
doer.

But the close contact out there in the
wilderness around Eagle Creek revealed
all. Perky and bumptious was Bellairs.
And a talker. He talked on and on;
talked at work on the sluice boxes;
talked all evening. He talked in his
sleep. He, himself, was the chief topic.
And he had an exaggerated opinion of
the importance of Pete Bellairs. Some-
times Atkinson was interested, some-
times felt weary, but even then had ready
his, “Well, do you say so!” and, “Well,
who’d have thought it I’ when his head
reeled from the chatter. But he kept
telling himself Pete was a good fellow.
For Bill’s long suit was tolerance. He
had evolved a secret assistance toward a
quiet life. When he was greatly irri-
tated over anything he did not resort to
the old device of counting ten before re-
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plying. He did not reply at all. He
said to himself:

“Pass!”

The hills had taught him that spirit
of detachment. It was not worth while
to get agitated, or angry, or any way
“het up” about things. He didn’t take
umbrage at, “Fancy you knowing So-
and-So ’—So-and-So being some min-
ing-world bigwig whom he had men-
tioned; or at, “Oh, you knew that, did
“you?”’

Nevertheless, Bill was glad when Bel-
lairs felt the need for town and went
thither. And as he passed from sight
on the trail, something happened to the
hills and the woods for the older mam.
They wore again their good aspect for
him. They were a refuge, a home, not
a prison where he was confined with
that—well, that damned runt! He got
it off his chest after Pete was gone,
heaved a sigh of relief at having a rest
from keeping a grip on himself. The
very creek, it seemed, brawled down the
gulch to another tune.

“Well,” he addressed the trail down
which his partner had gone, “I sure
drew a blank when I drew him. The
damned runt, with all the talk about be-
ing a man, and being white, and being
honest-to-God, and all the rest of it!”

Yes, it was good to be alone. When
Bellairs was around, Bill felt very lone-
some ; but with Bellairs gone he did not.
That’s what it had come to. Feeling so,
he tried to be balanced. He laughed
as he shoveled, and, trying to be fair,
said to himself :

“Oh, maybe I get his goat in other
ways from what he gets mine. Maybe
he’s sick and tired of me. Maybe he’s
putting up with me just as good and
hard as I am putting up with him. He
certainly lets out often enough that he
doesn’t think me of much account.
‘Fancy you knowing hiuw!” The gall!
Aw, to hell with him! But all the same,
when he gets my goat, I’ve got to freeze
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on to this notion that it is no doubt fifty-
fifty, and that maybe I’m getting his.”

Pete returned in five days, snuffling,
and with the news that in town there
was an epidemic that they called “flu”—
as it sometimes seems they call almost
any epidemic for which the doctors have
on dope except orange juice. His whole
manner was that he was thé valiant lad,
afraid of nothing.

“They’re scared stiff of it in town,”
he scoffed. ‘“Dying like flies. The un-
dertakers have an extra staff of coffin
makers at work. But it doesn’t fizz on
me. I’m not scared of catching things.”

However, he had caught it and was
sore afraid. He was not able to work
next day and, at Atkinson’s suggestion,
went to bed. Bill made an onion broth
of some tried and proven recipe of his
own, and gave the patient that. It was
assuredly a febrifuge, and Pete sweated
in the blankets, talking on as usual, tell-
ing many queer stories to which his
partner paid no heed. Atkinson knew,
anyhow, that fever talk is not evidence,
that in delirium a man may babble much
bunk, tales despicable but untrue, even
about himself. :

Two days after Pete got out again it
was high time for a clean-up at the
workings. But Pete was too weak, after
his shot of the so-called fly, to do much.

And as for Atkinson—just then he"
saw things through a haze, the sluice
boxes outside and the bunks in the cabin
all oddly mixed. He wanted no supper
that night. He went to bed with his
clothes on, growing weary of undressing
by the time he had his shoes off. He
flopped on his bunk, vaguely hauled the
blankets over himself, and knew little
more thereafter for several days.

It seemed as though he was both in
his bunk and shoveling sand into the
boxes—on and on, on and on. He got
distraught over vague and shifting cal-
culations, forced on him by the fever.
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He was making an onion broth for Pete,
it seemed, but without onions, with gold
nuggets, and they didn’t make good
broth. And voices were whispering, on
and on. Now and then, as in a movie
fade-out, he saw Bellairs loom and fade.

But at last he opened his eyes from a
sleep in which he had not been totaling
up impossible sums and trying to do im-
possible things. He saw the shack
normally again, not like a mile-long tun-
nel with the table at the end of it, and
door and window puzzlingly now on one
side, now on the other. It wasa normal
cabin, with a normal sun-shaft coming
through the window and laying an ob-
long of mellow radiance on the floor.
The whisper of the creek was going on,
like a creek, instead of like voices of
conspirators.

He felt very fresh, and at the same
time very weak. He waited for Pete to
come in, just stretching out and resting
there, instead of tossing in fever. But
Pete did not come. He had made the
clean-up alone, and then pulled stakes.
It seemed impossible, but thus it was, as
Atkinson discovered when at last he be-
gan to crawl around. The evidence was
cumulative and had to be accepted. Un-
believable! And yet it was true, too
true.

Pete’s pack sack was gone. He had
made the clean-up over at the creek and
run away with it. It must have been
tempting, Bill considered bitterly. Some
clean-ups brought them but “wages,”
some, in that erratic place, ran high for
days on end. Weak from his sickness
Bill lurched from the flumes to the shack
and back again, unable to comprehend
such perfidy.

For days he was as one stunned, but,
crawling at last into town for supplies,
he learned that Bellairs had indeed gone
in with a sack of dust to the bank and
summarily disappeared from Kootenay
City.

“Yes,” he said, in a queer level voice,
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“he left me after he had the fluu Wanted
a change. Foot got itching.” But he
thought his own thoughts.

There was no partner for him there-
after! He had known that there were
crimes and evil men, but he had not im-
agined that there were such as Pete
Bellairs. He was disappointed, very
much disappointed. He had to talk
about it—out loud. Not only to him-
self, but to the conjured up image of
Bellairs he talked after he got back to
Eagle Creek. Any chance pagser-by—
though such came but seldom—might
have heard his voice:

“Aha! My partner, Bellairs! So we
meet again! Say, listen. Listen hard.
I want to tell you something. I want
to tell you what I think of you.”

And then the telling.

Or sometimes it would go like this:

“Well, well, Pete Bellairs! ‘Windy’
Bellairs! The white man, the man who
couldn’t run a skin game! Well, I left
it to chance. I wasn’t going to hunt you,
for you weren’t worth it, but I said to
myself: ‘If ever I do meet him again
I'll have a word with him.” Now, you!
Prepare to meet thy God. Take that!
And that!’

And he would let drive at empty air
with his fists, dashing across the cabin
to pursue, with knock-out blows, a re-
treating phantom. He who was wont
to whistle much at chores by the door—
peeling potatoes, slicing onions, mixing
batter for the flapjacks—never whistled
at all. No easiness of heart found out-
let so any longer. He had become mo-
rose, prone to mutterings in place of
whistled airs.

And eventually he left Eagle Creek.
The main cause was his own realization
of the fact that, if he continued to brood
over the desertion by Bellairs, he would
go mad. Out at the cabin on Eagle
Creek he did so brood. It rankled too
badly. He had altered the position of
the table in the cabin to make the place
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look different from what it had been in
his partner’s time. Not being able to
exorcise memories of the man by that
change, he had removed Pete’s bunk
and used it for firewood. He would
never have another partner, so one bunk
would serve. If some stray traveler,
off the track in the hills, ever dropped
in on him he could give the guest his
bunk and make a shake-down for him-
self on the table—or the floor, for that
matter. It was one thing to discuss with
himself the traitorous Pete, but entirely
another when, at the end of such
speeches, he smacked empty air with the
flat of his hand and cried out: “Aw, you
worm !’ That was going too far.

“L guess I got to have a change of
scene,” he told himself finally.

Pack sack on back he hit the trail for
the road to town. There he sat a while,
looking out at the snow, in the hotel
rotunda, twisting his thumbs; and then
one day was seen no more in Kootenay
City, or in the Kootenay country.

A new “excitement” in Cassair lured
Bill thither. Cariboo Ford was in the
building, the carpenters’ hammers mak-
ing a din all day. The Commercial Bank
had just established a branch there.
There were a town hall, a fire hall, a
hospital, all in the course of construc-
tion, the hammers going all day. But
men of Atkinson’s type did not stop long
to listen to the hammers. They arrived,
took out miners’ licenses, and trudged
away into the big silence, with the
wonted impedimenta on backs, accus-
tomed to packing such loads.

Over the first hog-back, Cariboo Ford
might have been a thousand miles away.
But every here and there in the silence
of these forests and the roar of these
creeks, was a trickle of smoke at morn-
ing and at night—some lone prospector
cooking his meals. They washed for
color. They picked for floats. They
followed their gleam by tributary creeks
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and wandered in the high country,
searching for mother-lodes. ~

There Bill forgot his partner of Eagle
Creek. He was not a haunted man any
longer. The mountains here looked good
to him. The old spell of the search for
precious mineral was on him and the old
joy of being in the wild, joy of the life
as well as the quest, taking care of him-
self there, coping with it.

The snow, in the high places, was not
yet gone, despite all the thrushes pip-
ing their one clear note in the valleys,
and the squirrels chattering in the
woods. A creek that had given him col-
orful floats led him above timber to these
primordial places. At night they were
quiet, in frost and starlight, but by day,
under the blaze of the sun, there rever-
berated ever and again the crash of rock
slides loosened by the melting snows.

The great silence would be broken by
a din like the upsetting of many loads of
steel rails; and Bill would raise his eyes
from the place where he was picking
and turning over the rocks, or swirling
sand in his pan, and would watch the
slide go down on its awful turmoil,
boulders changing direction at every im-
pact, now rolling straight, anon leaping
sidewise, next rolling straight again,
and then off at a tangent. Then the last
crash of the big rocks in the forests be-
low, the splintering of trees, and a drop-
ping fire of little smashes above, as the
smaller stones slid into new formation
on the slopes.

One day, after such a slide and up-
roar, he stared and broke out: “What
the——" On the edge of the slide that
he had been watching something dark
rolled and came to rest.

A bear, he decided, recently out from
its hibernation, had been knocked over
by one of the deflected rocks as it rooted
in a cleared swath. But, puckering his
eyes at the thing, he was doubtful; and
the shape of the sprawled object even-
tually drew him to the place. He had to
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find out what it was. As he came
nearer, and saw what it truly was, he
quickened his pace. A man lay there in
a contorted position.

gled pulp; but he had been on the edge
of it. He lay, now, in grass, wet grass,
drenched by the melting of the upper
snow.

As Bill drew nearer he heard a moan
and the man moved. At once Atkinson
was utterly matter of fact, as one of
his breed naturally is at such a time. It
was a moment not for sentiment, but
for cold, keen consideration of what was
to be done. He clambered on, upward,
toward the prone man, who groaned
again and struggled up on an elbow, a
hurt creature caught by the implacable
wilderness, in the same sort of fix as an
ant wounded by the edge of a passing
hoof, in the same sort of fix as a trapped
lynx. He tried to rise, but fell.

Atkinson focused his gaze on that
writhing body.

“Spine all right,” he commented to
himself. ‘“He can twist around.”

With that he was at the man’s side.

“Hullo, partner!” said he. “You're
up against it, eh?”

Balanced on a spread palm the man,
at that voice, looked up. And, standing
over him, Bill Atkinson looked down.
So. They had met.

“If ever I meet you,” he had said to
himself. “I ain’t going to hunt you, be-
cause you're not worth it. But if ever I
come across you Take that! Take
that!”

The moment, then, had arrived. It all
swam vividly into Bill’s mind, the cabin
on Eagle Creek away down in Kootenay
—the treachery. He drew back a foot
to plant a kick on that face, and then—
then the pathos of it took hold on him.
The man was hurt, caught by the re-
morseless wilderness—the wilderness
which could also be kind, but didn’t care
one way or the other.

Had he been in -
the full slide he would have been man--

tained a compound fracture.

THE POPULAR STORIES

He stifled his old rage and bent over
Bellairs.

“Well, let’s see where you are hurt.
Can you move the arm that’s been be-
hind you? Bring it round. You can!
Oh, I see—it’s dislocated. Well, I guess
I can fix that. How's the legs?”

Bellairs drew one up.

“Can you press down on that foot?”
asked Bill. “Yep. How about the
other? H’m, broken. Well, T’ll see
what I can do. But I got to get you
down to my camp first. Some more
rocks may come settling down here.
Now, wait till I get a holt to lift you
on my back.”

Bellairs was again unconscious when
Atkinson got him to his camp at timber
edge and, under his lean-to of cedar
shakes—snug as a shingle ropf—Iaid
him on the deep mattress of boughs.
There he came round again. The arm,
Bill found, was out of socket at the
elbow.

“This’ll hurt,” said he, and, holding
Pete’s elbow in his left hand, with the
right he gave the forearm one expert
tug and a slight turn. The elbow
clicked. The arm was straight ; but Bel-
lairs flopped face forward in a dead
faint.

Bill flicked a pan of water behind his
ears, brought him round, and made a
sling for the arm.

“Just you keep that way a spell,” said
he. “And now I got to see this here
leg.”

The leg, to his cold annoyance, pre-
sented a surgical problem beyond his
skill. Tt seemed that there were some
small ankle bones broken, probably by
the first bléw, from the rock that had
knocked him down. In trying to rise
he had possibly fallen again, and so sus-
Certainly
the leg was brokep above, also.

“I’ll do the best I can,” said Atkin-
son, “but you don’t want to be crippled
and have a dud leg for the rest of your
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life. I'll do what I can, and then I got
to get you to Cariboo Ford.”

He thought that Pete had already rec-
ognized him, but it seemed that the man
must have been half-stunned till then
and had not, actually, done so. It was
after his rescuer had cooked a meal and
propped him up, handing him a mug of
tea, that recognition came. Bellairs
moaned, took a reviving swallow, drew a
long quaking breath. Then he looked at
Bill, and there was a sudden dropping
of his jaw, a gaze of horror. He had
seen something entirely unlooked for.

“What you look at me like that for?”
snapped Atkinson. “I know you. 1
know who you are.
didn’t?”

A moment later he added:

“I ought not to, have said that. All
right. Now see here. All I ask of you
is that you keep your mouth shut. Don’t
you talk to me. Don’t you say a thing.
I'll get you down. But honestly, if you
talk to me I'll—I’'ll knock your head
off!” ‘

The rage he had doused out flamed
again. He bit through the mouthpiece
of his pipe, and raised a fist to smash it
in that face before him. On his fore-
head veins stood up like cords. Then,
in his attempt at control, he shook in all
his frame.

“Aw, I shouldn’t have said that,” he
said finally,. “You're up against it.
Forget it! TI'll see you through.”

He carried the injured man on his
back down through the forests, down
among the pines, down through the great
silent, dusky cedar woods, where the
cariboo moss hangs from the branches
like plummet lines, accentuating their
utter hush. There was many a halt on
the way, but not for long. Atkinson had
staying power. :

At Cariboo Creek he left Bellairs, with
a blanket over him, to follow the sign
of a recent passage of horse hoofs into a
lateral gulch. He knew there was a

Did you think I
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prospect there, on which a crew of six
worked, and that they kept a couple of

- pack horses for getting their supplies

out. He made his plea. There had been
an accident to a prospector, and could
he have the loan of a horse? Why,
sure! Want any help? Want one of
the boys along? No, he could make out
himself, he guessed.

It was on the way back out of the
draw that another spasm seized him.
Bellairs was not there before him to
touch his sense of pity by his helpless-
ness. He remembered the Eagle Creek
treachery and his promise to himself if
ever he encountered Bellairs to fix him.
He'd do it yet. He was a fool to go to
all this trouble for a man like that, wha
hadn’t the sense of pity in him. He'd
fix him. Nobody would know.

And then across a broadening of Cari-
boo Creek, that some called Cariboo
Lake, a loon called. The reason for it
was beyond Atkinson to analyze, but al-
ways, at the call of a loon, some note in
its voice, he was filled with a sense of
the bigness of the wilds, the easy ways
of the slow seasons, the utter folly of
feuds and angers and rancors. Why,
he might be dead himself, to-morrow.
Life was short. The wilderness was
very old. Pass, so to speak.

So Bill brought Bellairs to Cariboo
Ford, trudging ahead of the pony on
which the injured man sat, a washed-out
look in his blue eyes. There was no
speech. They had no desire to speak.

His task accomplished, the patient left
at the new hospital of that new city of
Cariboo Ford, Bill passed again to the
trail, to take the borrowed horse back
and return to his search in the high
country.

And suddenly, as he rode, he broke
forth in gay whistling. Somehow the
memory of Pete’s treachery rankled no
more. It didn’t matter. It didn’t
amount to a row of red apples. ‘“Pass!”
he whispered to himself.
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Chief Gitchee Mah-nin thought to use his college education to lift his people out of the
ruck. He had hard going, but got encouragement from the Indian agent’s daughter.

HE more he considered the mat-
ter, the more convinced he was
that there was but one straight-

forward thing to do—before he did
other things. And young Chief Gitchee
Mah-nin proceeded to do it. He went
to William Edgecombe, Indian agent
for the Sioux reserve at Beaver Lake—
and got just about what he had expected
in the line of lethargic indifference, if
not of actual abuse. But, on the other
hand, he got infinitely more out of that
visit than his young and fervent heart
had ever dreamed of. Which is life’s
usual balance.

Chief Gitchee Mah-nin (Great Iron-
wood), by his people also called Keh-
kah-tah Wehn-doh (Man Who Knows

Much), was an evolution of Indian and
Scotch ancestry. The blood of the
Sioux, those proud, lone fighters of the
prairies, as yet fairly untainted by the
vices which civilized centers exude, had
united with the blood of the conquering
Bruces who had made Scotch history,
and the Scotch of the indomitable Car-
lyles who had made Scotch literature, to
produce a leader which no race seems
to give to posterity oftener than every
hundred years or so.

In the University of Saskatoon, where
his education had been paid for by a
Scotch great-uncle, Bruce Warnock, as
he was known there, had distinguished
himself as a brilliant debater, an orator
of impassioned fervor and scintillating
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eloquence. When he had refused a po-
sition with a future in journalism on
the Prairie Beacon, and had accepted
instead the Chieftainship of Beaver
Lake Reserve, his white friends had
marveled. “Genius gone to the prairie
dogs!”’ they called it. But Bruce War-
nock, Chief Gitchee Mah-nin, had his
own ideas about that. He had dreams
of which he didn’t speak to his white
friends. And as chief of even a little
reserve he considered those dreams
could better be realized than as a writer.

From the portals of possibility
dreams of a great Indian federation
beckoned to him alluringly. Through
the murk of tremendous obstacles and
difficulties, his faith in his race’s future
glimmered bright. The shocking deple-
tion of his race’s population through
the ravages of. the diseases and vices
of civilization, the apparent apathy into
which they had sunk because of the
whirlwind changes which for a century
had rushed past their eyes, were among
the problems with which he grappled.

The older Indians were still bewil-
dered over those cyclonic changes. It
was upon the younger men, then, that
the young chief built his hopes. For
they had accepted those changes and
were adapting themselves to the differ-
ent environment. Incapable.of com-
peting with the astute, energetic and
often unscrupulous white trapper, even
that occupation was now gone. Re-
mained but one means of livelihood:
the land could be made to yield.

When  Chief  Gitchee Mah-nin
knocked on the door of the Edgecombe
cabin, it was opened by a girl. And
such a girl! Almost the young Indian
blinked his eyes. For it was just as if
the sun had suddenly flashed out from
behind a dark cloud. But for the dark
shadows under her eyes, which pro-
claimed her of Indian origin, Nancy
Edgecombe would have passed for a
Castilian beauty.
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“Is Mr. Edgecombe in?” the chief
asked, raising his hat.

“Yes; father is in.
in?”

The young Indian stepped inside.
Edgecombe was reading—which was
about all he ever did, besides fishing, his
favorite sport.

“Oh—yes—uh—<hief,” Edgecombe
grunted in greeting, dragging his eyes
from his book.

“Won’t you be seated?” Nancy in-
vited, placing a chair opposite her
father. With a murmured, “Thank
you,” the young chief dropped into the
¢€hair.

Somehow the interview was not start-
ing off with the easy swing, the com-
posure, to which he was accustomed.
A strange shyness had gripped him.
He had not counted upon seeing the
agent’s daughter; he was under the im-
pression that she would have returned
to school. Edgecombe’s wife, a full-
blooded Assiniboine squaw, he had met
before. She sat beside the stove, some
mending in her lap. Her face was tired,
sad, and bore few traces of the beauty
she was said to have possessed over
twenty years before.

To tell Edgecombe of the lawlessness
of his son, Artie Edgecombe, and his
associate, Joe Chauvin, the half-breed,
would not be easy in the presence of
the agent’s wife and daughter. Artie
Edgecombe was a bad lot, but the young
chief had no desire that the boy’s
mother and sister should hear of it from
him.

“I came to speak to you, Mr. Edge-
combe, concerning affairs at the re-
serve,” the chief began. His English,
of course, was perfect.

Edgecombe closed his book reluc-
tantly and leveled his pale-blue eyes on
the young chief in grudging invitation
to proceed.

Chief Gitchee Mah-nin felt his shy-
ness increase. And he knew that with

Will you come
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“shyness his language became stilted, di-
dactic. But he plunged into his subject.
“In the two years in which I have
been the chief of this reserve, Mr.
Edgecombe, I have tried to work for
what I thought was the betterment of
my people. Up to a few weeks ago
the results were not discouraging. As
an aid to health, they have consented to
living in their tepees in summer. They
are beginning to till their land, and we
have added considerably to our acreage
by buying or homesteading land adja-
cent to the reserve. In time we shall
be hauling our surplus wheat to Three
Pines Station, and perhaps in time the
railway may come to meet us.”

The agent looked frankly bored. His
face expressed an utter lack of interest
in the future as it affected any and all
Indians.

“But now,” the young Indian went
on, disregarding the expression on
Edgecombe’s face, “I see all my plans
and the work so far accomplished
doomed to failure, unless—"

He paused and glanced at the two
women. The girl sat embroidering a
cushion top in wild roses. Wild roses!
That was what she reminded him of.
The delicate coloring, the faint, far fra-
grance of roses on the prairies. On
her mobile face was a thoughtful look.
The mother’s face, however, expressed
no more than a drab interest in her
homely task.

“Unless T can secure your help and
influence in—in eliminating something
which is destroying my work,” the chief
finished.

“And what is that?” Edgecombe
asked briefly, uncompromisingly. The
mere suggestion of effort to the agent
was, the Indian knew, extremely dis-
tasteful. In point of general laziness
and worthlessness Edgecombe could
compete with the laziest, most effort-
less Indian on the reserve.

The young Indian looked down at his
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small, well-booted feet, then resolutely
in Edgecombe’s face.

“I have every reason to believe,” he
said, measuring his words, “that liquor
is being sold to my people.”

Edgecombe  scraped his chair.
“How’je know? Uh—yuh’d have to
have some proof for your statement,
chief, you know.”

“I have—several,” the Indian re-
turned quietly. ‘“One is that the other
night one of our Indians came home
drunk, beat his wife and drove his chil-
dren out of the tepee. That sort of
conduct is rare among Indians, you
know, Mr. Edgecombe.”

The agent gestured widely. “Tut,
tut! Quite common among Injuns,
chief.”

The eyes of the young Indian nar-
rowed slightly; the lines of his mouth
set a little. But his voice was soft and
musical as he answered the other.

“Mr. Edgecombe, you know that that
sort of thing isn’t common among In-
dians, except where they have come
into contact with the white man.
Drunkenness is a gift of that malady
we call civilization.”

Edgecombe’s brows met in a scowl;
he gestured violent dissent.

“Perfect rot you talk, chief! Where'd
we all be, I'd like to know, if it wasn’t
for civilization?”

“I can tell you where the Indian
would be, Mr. Edgecombe. He’d be
all over this continent, unrestrained,
owning all the land he once did, hunt-
ing the game he killed for his food only
as he needed it; instead of being pushed
back from East to West and confined
to a few acres of land, with no game
left for his food!”’

Nancy Edgecombe had leaned for-
ward as the young chief talked. Her
eyes were bent on him fixedly, her lips
slightly parted. The squaw-mother, her
work fallen into her lap, sat with down-
cast eyes. Her manner suggested an
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interest purely impersonal, almost apa-
thetic.

Edgecombe stared at the young In-
dian for a few seconds in speechless
amazement.

“Well, I'm damned!” he swore fin-
ally. “Of all the impudence!” He
paused again, as if incapable of~ex-
pressing forcibly enough his convictions
as to such absurdities. Then, with a
snort like the blast of the ram’s horn
before the gates of Jericho: ‘“Who
should all this continent belong to, I'd
like to know? To a set of worthless
Injuns that wouldn’t develop the coun-
try? The white man owns this entire
continent”’—he leaned forward impres-
sively—‘“because he’s got brains!
That’s why " And he sat back again.

“By sheer weight of mass and gun
power the alien white man owns this
continent, Mr. Edgecombe,” the Indian
came back coolly. “He has crowded
against my race, dominated it and re-
duced it to a few thousands. In every
way we have lost by contact with the
white man.”

The young Indian’s voice was coldly
intense ; he was making a supreme effort
to keep a rein on his temper.

Edgecombe broke into a cackle of in-
sensate laughter, more expressive of
rage than mere words could be.

“Mass and gun power! He-he!
You talk like a speech from the throne,
by gad! Is that all they taught you at
the white man’s college?” The agent
nervously jerked at his whiskers, then
fumbled in his coat pocket for his pipe.
He drew it forth, clamped his teeth
upon it, then looked around helplessly
for his tobacco.

“Nancy,” he rasped irritably,
“where’d you hide my tobacco ?”’

There was the barest flicker of a
smile on Nancy Edgecombe’sred lips
as she rose, found the plug of tobacco
on the window sill and handed it to her
father. As she turned to take her seat
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again, her dark eyes met and locked
with the dark, serious eyes of the young
chief. For an imponderable moment,
as deep answers deep, his eyes flashed
back indefinable feelings to hers.

Edgecombe cut a fill for his pipe,
lighted it and began to smoke furiously.
The chief’s eyes came to rest again on
the irate Englishman and regatded him
gravely.

 “T'm a beautiful bungler!” the young
Indian mentally scolded himself. “Too
much debating at college! I rise to an
argument like a bass to a frog! T've
got him in a lovely fever! Perhaps if
I apply a little more mustard, it may
help—even if it does blister! What a
man for an Indian agent!” He waited
for Edgecombe to resume the offensive.

“If you think at all, you know as
well as T do that the white man has
done a lot for the Injun,” Edgecombe
began again impressively, with less edge
to his voice. Evidently he felt better
now that he had something to bite on.
“A whole lot,” he repeated. “Take our
religion, now, for example——"

“Your churches, you mean?”’
Indian smiled his shadowy smile.

“Yes, our churches—our religion—
our religious institutions,” the agent ex-
plained jerkily, with the air of one who
must be patient with a stupid pupil,
“the religion of the one true God,” he
enunciated didactically. “Why, look
here: to have Christianized even one
heathen race is a whole lot, you know !
And I consider we've done that for the
Injuns.”” He puffed vigorously on his
pipe as if he had made an irrefutable
statement. °

There came a tint of flame into the
young chief’s eyes, but his smile was
still misty as he answered.

“Then you consider us a heathen race,
Mr. Edgecombe? To be sure, our reli-
gion is very much like the Greek folk-
lore and much older than the Aryan
Christianity—if age has anything to do

The
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with paganism. But we make no pre-
sumptuous claim that our religion is the
true one. But I wonder, now, if your'
religion is any finer than ours?” He
smiled as if considering the premise.
“Our Gitchee Manito is really, I sup-
pose, our concept of nature—his voice
is the voice of all living creatures, his
smile is the sunshine, his breath the
wind, his benediction the rain we need.
I confess, Mr. Edgecombe, that your
white man’s conception of God rather
puzzles me at times. Somehow He
seems to me to have been created in
your own image. He threatens with
hell and encourages with heaven. You
put collection in your church plate as a
sort of rental for your mansion in the
skies. Our priests are, I expect, rather
far behind the times, for they scorn any
reference to a fee, and they aren’t
sophisticated enough to-have a place of
torment.”

Nancy’s brown eyes twinkled. She
smiled approvingly at the young Indian.
“I rather fancy her sympathies are more
red than white,” he thought.

Edgecombe started violently, shot his
daughter a glare and scowled threaten-
ingly at the chief.

“You dare to revile Christianity !” he
roared. “For very little I'd report you
to my government! You've too much
liberty with your tongue! The Church
is our very finest institution—not some-
thing to be scoffed at by an Indian! If
you’d said all this two or three hundred
years ago, they’d have given you ¢

“‘The thumbscrew and the stake for
the glory of the Lord?! ” Gitchee Mah-
nin quoted softly.

Nancy Edgecombe looked at the In-
dian with sparkling eyes and lips parted
in laughter. His white teeth flashed her
an answering smile. The pale blue eyes
of Edgecombe glared at him.

“You’ve got too damned much educa-
tion for an Injun!” the agent broke out,
his voice thick with rage. “And if it
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hadn’t been for that one-quarter Scotch
in you, you couldn’t have learned any-
thing! It seems to me that when you
had the good luck to get an education,
the least you might do is to give the
Church credit for the schools it has
established for your race. But, of
course, you couldn’t expect gratitude
from an Indian!” There was a calcu-
lated insult in the agent’s words.

The Indian smiled, but his lips were
a trifle merciless.

“As to the Scotch in me, Mr. Edge-
combe, I confess I am rather proud of
it. Itisthat of the great Bruce himself.
To your reminder that we owe to the
Church our schools, I may say that I
should be grateful if L didn’t think that
the churches, by their petty denomina-
tional jealousies have really hindered
education among my people. Their
chief efforts seem to be directed toward
securing a greater number of converts
than their rivals. And your astonishing
variety of creeds has worked confusion
in the minds of my people. We have
the Roman Catholic law, the Protestant
law, the civil law and the Indian law—
and none of them are adapted to the
particular needs of my people. I think
we’d do much better to return to Indian
cults and ceremonies,” The chief rose,
hat in hand.

“But we have got away from the ob-
ject of my visit to-night. We have dis-
cussed everything from liquor to laws.”
He smiled disarmingly. “And I may
say that it has been a real pleasure to
me to talk with a cultured, educated
gentleman.”

Edgecombe looked slightly mollified ;
the glare left his eyes.

The chief continued :

“What I really came about was to
ask your help in cleaning up that dive
of Joe Chauvin’s, for the sake of my
people—and of your son.”

The agent started violently.
—what’s that? My son?

“What
Artie?
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What have you got to say against
Artie?”

“Nothing, Mr. Edgecombe. But
your boy is at an age when a place like
Joe’s is a terrible menace to him. Artie
has time on his hands”’—he could have
put it stronger—‘he’s a gay, likable
chap and the young Indians of the re-
serve, who shouid learn how to work
instead of loafing, are very likely to
pattern after a young fellow they like.
You are not aware, I suppose, that Artie
is at Joe’s a great deal?” The chief
looked searchingly at Artie’s father.

“No; I’'m not aware of any such
thing!” Edgecombe snapped. “The
boy’s almost of age now, and I don’t
see that he has to give an account of
his doings to any one!”

The chief’s quick eye saw a delicate
tinge of color rise from Nancy’s throat
and mount to her cheeks.

“But surely, father,” she began, “if
Artie is——"

“Artie’s all right!” her father snapped
her off. “I'll listen to no tales against
him from any one! Artie is an Edge-
combe and will always be a gentleman,
don’t forget that! It’s in his blood to
be a gentleman!” He waggled his head
in heavy emphasis,

“Very well, Mr. Edgecombe—if
that’s how you feel about it,” the chief
said a trifle wearily. “I see then that
I need expect no help from you? But
remember: if anything happens to your
son, you'll have only yourself to blame
for it.”” He moved to the door.

“Come again, Chief Gitchee Mah-nin
—if you have enjoyed the evening,”
Nancy said, her manner quite casual.
But her eyes twinkled. (Her father
frowned.

“Thank you—I may. Good night,”
and the young chief left the cabin.

“‘From frantic boast and foolish
word Thy Mercy on Thy people,
Lord?” he murmured as he turned
toward his own tepee. ‘“No wonder
Artie is so worthless! He’s never had
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to work, and he boasts that between
him and a title there’s only a childish
old uncle with oodles of money. So he
won’t work, but hangs around Joe’s,
puffing at bad cigars to help him ex-
press the manhood being born in him!
He’s terribly like his father. Looks like
him, too. Now, the daughter——"

The serious eyes of the young chief
became dreamily reminisce:ait.  His
firm mouth relaxed, his swinging stride
slowed down to an aimless saunter; he
walked as if under a spell. Chief Git-
chee Mah-nin, Great Ironwood, Keh-
kah-tah Wehn-doh, Man Who Knows
Much, had met up with magic—the
magic whose name is Woman.

At the end of half an hour’s rehearsal
of the evening’s events, during which
time he had recalled every flash of
Nancy Edgecombe’s dark_eyes, each
curve of her red lips, the half-amused
lift of her well-formed eyebrows, the
music of her voice, he- shook himself
impatiently.

“Dreaming again! She may be half
Indian and the daughter of a worthless
Indian agent, but she’s out of my reach!
Strange! But it’s always the fruit out
of our reach we desire to pluck. As
things appear to be shaping, it might
have been better if I had accepted that
job on the Prairie Beacon. 1 should
likely have accomplished more for my
race there than as chief of this remote
reserve, with its problems of regenera-
tion. My dreams have winged too near
the sun!”

Chief Gitchee Mah-nin now found
himself in the somewhat paradoxical
position of being both very happy and
rather miserable. For he was surf-
boarding high on the crests of happiness
and floundering in the troughs of
despond, by turns. From his frequent
secret meetings with Nancy Edgecombe
he would return feeling anesthetized,
only to face the hard actualities of the
problems of the reserve.
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That raid on the cabin of the breed,
Joe Chauvin, had terminated very badly.
In fact, it couldn’t have been much
worse. The crop of troubles which had
sprung up as a result of that raid had
thrown back a hundred years the ful-
fillment of his dreams, the chief con-
sidered. And instead of diminishing,
the troubles seemed to be accumulating.

With the constable of the reserve, he
had raided Chauvin’s cabin, and had
found Artie Edgecombe, with four or
five young Indians, drinking bad
whisky. In the surprise and uproar
which had followed their entrance, the
constable had been struck on the head
from behind with a bottle. The chief,
each strong hand gripping an Indian,
had heard some one yell: “Run!
You've killed him!” And one young
Indian and Artie Edgecombe had run.

Next day the fugitive Indian had
been caught and was now in Edmonton
jail. The same day Artie Edgecombe’s
canoe had been found on the lake half
full of water. From that discovery
there was but one conclusion to which
to come: in the wild storm of the night,
attempting to escape across the lake,
Artie Edgecombe had been drowned.

When questioned privately by the
chief, Artie’s squaw-mother had con-
fessed that Artie had first run home,
had told them he had killed the con-
stable, and had taken food and blankets
in his canoe, planning to get to Three
Pines railway station, some miles east
of the lake,

“T tell his father that night you talk
to us that Artie is in bad company,”
the squaw told the chief with a dry sob,
trying, with Indian stoicism, to conceal
her grief. “But always he say to me
that Artie is an Edgecombe. And
Nancy, she tell him, too, that you speak
the good truth. But he swear at us and
say we better mind our own business,
no Injun talk to him ’bout an Edge-
combe. Always he talk like that.”
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“Father doesn’t mean half he says,”
Nancy spoke up in palliation. “It’s just
his way, and he was fond of Artie. If
only he had cared more about him in
the right way!” Nancy’s dark eyes
were full of unshed tears.

But her mother shook her head. Her
Indian passivity and reserve had crum-
bled somewhat under her son’s disgrace
and tragic death.

For days the young chief and the
Indians of the reserve had dragged the
lake for the boy’s body. But the swift
current of Big River, of which Lake
Ah-mik was but an extension, had no
doubt carried it downstream, and not
until the warmer waters of the follow-
ing summer could they hope to get it.

In the meantime William Edgecombe
went about dry-eyed, stony-faced,
breaking out occasionally into wild tor-
rents of abuse of Indians in general,
and in particular of the Indians of Lake
Ah-mik Reserve.

“Artie was an Edgecombe,” the
young chief overheard the agent say to
the missionary who came to offer com-
fort. ‘“What harm was there in the boy
sowing his wild oats! Sooner or later
he’d have pulled himself together—the
Edgecombes always do. I see now,
when it’s too late, that I should never
have brought him up among these In-
dians!”

“Yes, yes—a fine young fellow. I
am sure,” Mr. Wodehouse soothed.
“Great pity his associates hadn’t been
young men of his own class.”

The listening chief had smiled grimly
and had murmured, inwardly: “I think
so, too, Reverend White Sir—for the
sake of the Indians!”

Gitchee Mah-nin saw his dreams, his
plans for his people dissipated like snow
under a Chinook. He forgot that eggs
have to be broken to make an omelette,
The peace of the reserve was broken
up; the attention of the R. C. M. P.
was focused on the once inconspicuous
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and law-abiding Lake Ah-mik Reserve.
And the Indian agent for the reserve,
holding his position under the zgis of
a vicious system of political patronage,
was a mountain that could not be re-
moved.
now turned to open hostility.

~ But, in the opinion of the chief of the
reserve, there was, if possible, a result
vastly worse than all these.
few weeks the reserve had been rocked
to its depths by the revival of old super-
stitions and fears so deadly to all the
work he wished to do.

For Nay-budgh Min-is, the Island of
the Dead, midway of Lake Ah-mik and
for half a century the burial ground of
the reserve, had lately become the haunt
of a windigo. An old Indian who had
fished in the early morning near the
island, had brought back to the reserve
a fearsome story of some things he had
seen and heard that morning. From
the dense foliage of the island had come
sounds of the blows of a huge ax and
strange, hollow sounds which only a
giant could make. Unmistakably it was
the windigo’s drum.

The old men of the reserve told of
having last heard of the windigo far
to the North, in the Barren Lands. In
one night, with his mile-long stride, he
had come down to the Island of the
Dead for better hunting grounds, and
had taken up his abode in that place of
awe. And now, though no man ever
went to the island for any purpose but
that of burying his dead, it was plain
that no one could go there now even for
that purpose. So the cannibal-giant,
for lack of human victims, would soon
become hungry and would leap across
to the mainland for his food.

In vain their young chief argued,
reasoned, even threatened. The old
men, their sunken eyes still wearing a
bewildered look over the cinematgp-
graphic procession of changes, stub-
bornly shook their heads.

His former indifference had

In the past’
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“This is Indian medicine,” they told
their chief. “You have been much
among white men and understand their
medicine better than you understand
Indian medicine. Sounds are made by
substance ; there is a windigo on Nay-
budgh Min-is.”

And that settled it. The younger
men, though they had progressed ma-
terially beyond the old men, felt that in
matters spiritual it was well to listen
to their elders. So to their young chief,
the man who knew much, they gave
rather apathetic attention.

“To the devil with their old windigo
and his drum!” their young chief swore
fervently in his desperation. “What
next, I wonder!”

So, since the current of reform and
progress had suffered a setback, Git-
chee Mah-nin decided to follow to its
source another current which, from the
dawn of life itself, had flowed sweet
apd strang from the great fountain head
of love. Had not the wise men fol-
lowed the star? And in all the spangled
firmament of stars none was as bright,
as lovely as Nancy Edgecombe.

Their wooing was as warm, as color-
ful and glowing as the Indian summer
itself. As nature moves in no formal
lines, these children of nature decided
upon an informal course of action. If
the consent of Nancy’s father to their
marriage could not be obtained—and
not until the heavens should be rolled
back as a scroll was he likely to give it
—they would marry without his con-
sent. The Indian agent of a neighbor-
ing reserve, who was a friend of Gitchee
Mah-nin’s, would perform the cere-
mony. Not only did Edgecombe now
cordially hate the young chief, but he
had become harsh to both Nancy and
her mother. But before they took that
final step, Gitchee Mah-nin would go to
her father and ask his consent. That
was the honorable, and the Indian way

to act.
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Accordingly, Chief Gitchee Mah-nin,
looking very trim and modern in a suit
of soft gray tweed, but with his heart
filled with the lover’s ancient fear of a
prospective father-in-law, went again to
call on Edgecombe. He found him
down on the lake shore, calking his old
punt. The agent looked up sourly as
the good-looking young Indian stood
before him.

Any one but Edgecombe would have
been impressed with several things as
he looked at the young chief. His face
showed disbelief in many things, tolera-
tion of most things, and a nervous
tonicity of character well leashed. His
body, slight and wiry, suggested untold
stores of vitality.

The chief came to the point at once.
And when he had ceased speaking, there
was, for several seconds, an appalling
calm.

It was broken by a verbal tomado
which seemed to whirl and eddy about
the beach. The young chief had not
thought there could be so much unused
fuel in William Edgecombe.

“You damned black baboon!” The
agent’s voice was a bellow of rage.
“You infernal, impudent red skin! Ask
me for my daughter—a white man’s
daughter!”

For a moment his mouth worked in
soundless anger; his whiskers twitched
like a cat’s. The young chief made no
reply, but smiled his misty smile.

“Who do you think you are, you dirty
gopher? An old family like mine!”
Then in quieter, but more densely
hostile voice: ‘“You wouldn’t under-
stand me, of course, if I told you I
come of a titled family with large es-
tates—a title given by His Gracious
Majesty, King George the Third of
England—"

“And my family,” the young Indian
cut in, his voice soft, illusive, “was an
old family when yours began!  We
owned all this country”—he waved a
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slender brown hand in a gesture to in-
clude the whole continent—‘“and got
our title from no other than from Git-
chee Manito.” His perfect teeth flashed

" a smile into the agent’s magenta face.

Edgecombe essayed an answer which
ended in an incoherent mumble. He
waved his arms in a semaphoric sweep
and yelled:

“Get out of here before I send a
bullet through your red hide!”

The Indian met the other’s congested
glance squarely.

“I'm sorry you are not reasonable in
this matter, Mr. Edgecombe,” he said
evenly. “I realize now that I should
not have asked your consent to marry-
ing Nancy. It is not the white man's
way. Good morning, Mr. Edgecombe.”

But as he retraced his steps to his
tepee, the smile left his face; his jaw
set a trifle.

“No; it is not the white man’s way!
The white man takes what he wants in
any way he can get it. For my present
purpose his way is a good way!” And
he smiled.

In the lilac glow of a mid-September
evening a canoe glided through the still,
shadowy waters of Lake Ah-mik and
landed under the dusky pines below the
Edgecombe cabin. Out on the lake a
mile to the north, the agent sat in his
punt, fishing—which was what he did
every evening in good weather. Fish-
ing was one of the set habits of his set
and inelastic life. Up in the cabin a
tired, sad-faced squaw watched anx-
iously from the window.

Nancy Edgecombe, her lips and
cheeks scarlet as the autumn maples,
her eyes bright as the star of love itself,
stood in the pines’ shadows waiting for
Chief Gitchee Mah-nin.

No words passed between the two.
Lips need not move when eyes can so
eloquently speak. The young Indian
leaped lightly to the shore, with one
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hand took her suit case, with the other
helped her into the canoe. As he
shoved off, he waved a hand to the
squaw at the window.

There was not enough air to stir a
cobweb. But overhead, where tempera-
tures adjust themselves, the young In-
tian noted a hurried movement among
the low-lying, lilac-gray clouds. In the
northwest a smoky nimbus rolled“head-
long, curtaining the light of departing
day.

They both paddled. Their canoe
darted like a swallow over the shadowy
waters. Half a mile out the air began
to stir; little gusts of wind broke up
the lake’s mauve surface. The weather-
wise eyes of the Indian read the signs
of a wind storm sweeping down from
the northwest. Half a mile from the
Island of the Dead the wind had become
almost a gale. He had to shout to make
himself heard.

“We’ll have to run for the island,
Nancy,” he called .to her. From her
place in the bow she nodded consent.

With the wind directly on their backs,
he faced the canoe for the island. Over
his shoulder the young Indian had
caught a glimpse of Edgecombe’s punt,
half a mile back. The agent was then
pulling up anchor.

“Strange for Edgecombe to have
waited so long,” he thought. “But a
punt with good oars can defy any
wind.”

Darkness closed in as suddenly as if
a vault door had shut against the light.
But just ahead of them the Indian made
out the vague blur of the island. To
the south of the Island of the Dead was
another, smaller island. It was sep-
arated from the larger island by a nar-
row strait. To avoid being swamped
it was necessary to find this strait and
so get to the sheltered east shore.

By the Indian’s perfect sense of
orientation Gitchee Mah-nin found the
opening. With foam snarling after
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them to their gunwales, their canoe
raced through and came to rest in a
sheltered bay.

“And now I'm afraid we’re going to
have to break into Indian superstition
and camp here until the wind goes
down,” he announced with a laugh.
“You don’t mind, do you?”

“‘With thee I nothing fear,”” she
sang lightly. “But what is the super-
stition ?”

“That no good luck can come to any
one who lands here for any purpose but
to bury his dead!” he chanted in sepul-
chral tones.

“It is well to be warned!” she re-
turned in mock-serious voice. “But
bury me deep on the lone praire-ee, so
that the windigo giant may never find
me!” she improvised to the air of the
famous prairie song.

To that Gitchee Mah-nin made his
reply with arms that were as strong as
the ironwood for which he was named.

“And now we’ll have a fire,” he said.
“A fire, the Indians believe, is the only
thing that will scare away a windigo.”

So they jested as, by the flare of a
little heap of birch bark he peeled from
a white veteran on the shore they gath-
ered firewood.

The night had grown chill and the
heat of the fire was pleasant. Hand in
hand they sat before its cheerful blaze,
dark eyes flashing messages of warmth
in the fire’s red glow, their young hearts
singing the age-old litany of love, a song
as old as man, but to youth always new
and as fresh as spring leaf buds.

Behind them the forest, in Stygian
darkness, was a whispering temple of
gloom. The lap, lap of the water on
the shore was a lonely sound. A loon
cried up-wind; in the distance could be
heard the surge and resurge of the
waves as they beat on the island’s west
shore. A spooky, eerie spot, the young
Indian admitted to his practical self.

Under the narcotizing glow of the
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fire a silence, a spell which is born of
happiness, fell on the two. There was
peace there, he told himself, the ease-
ment of a backwater of life. After all,
was not the Indian apathy better than
the constant struggle, the “climbing up
the ever climbing way?”’ The world
was pretty much like a can of fish-
worms—the stronger, fatter few crush-
ing the weaker, thinner ones; all
squirming in their cosmic dirt, strug-
gling to be on top. Life was a sort of
madness, an illusion—and perhaps his
own dreams and plans had been the
most illusory sort of madness.

The fire began to die down; the trees
encroached nearer the fire, the sky’s
roof hung low over the swaying tree
tops.

Then from out the windy night, faint
and far, but standing out distinctly
above the soughing of the pines, the
lapping of the water, came a sound to
the young Indian’s ears.

In a moment he was all alive.
got to his feet, but as if casually.

“More firewood,” he explained
briefly.

Out of range of the firelight, ear to
the ground, he listened. It came again,
@ noise like an Indian tom-tom.

Tump-tump, tump-tump!

Chief Gitchee Mah-nin was an heir
of the ages, with all the traditions and
superstitions possessed by every race of
every age. The Indian part of him told
him that this sound was the dirge the
windigo played for his victim before
the killing. For that was the windigo’s
way—the way of the rattlesnake which
warns before he strikes. For one long,
suspended breath he was Indian, in the
grip of a fear of demons and dark
which has come down from the Pleisto-~
cene ape-man. In the next breath his
fear vanished before common sense and
a startling possibility, Hastily he gath-
ered some wood and strode back to the
fire,

He
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“That sound you hear, Nancy”—he
smiled reassuringly—"“may be a log on
the rocks of Little Cedars Island—but
it may be a boat, too. I'm just going
to slide over there and investigate.
Back in no time.” And the next minute
he was down the bank and into his
canoe. N

The wind had calmed a little. He
shot across the few yards of flying
spray like a leaping fish. He crossed
the narrow island to the west side. The
moonlight, breaking fitfully through
scudding clouds, for a few seconds
shone full on the rocky shore of the
little island. Straight in front of him
lay what had caused those drum beats.

Out in the sultry calm of that Sep-
tember evening William Edgecombe sat
fishing—as for almost every evening of
his life he had fished. And as he fished
he dreamed—as .all his life he had
dreamed. But to-night his dreaming
took the form of mournful meditations
on his dead son.

For almost thirty years William "’
Edgecombe had lived and moved and
had his indolent being in a fog of an-
cestral glory. The youngest of the
three sons of Sir Arthur Edgecombe,
Bart, with no career. save that of a
young gentleman of too much leisure,
the only startling thing William had
ever done was to forge a note on his
uncle, William Edgecombe. When
found out, he had run from his uncle’s
red wrath and the law’s long reach to
Canada. There he had drifted from
East to West on the tide of immigra-
tion, ashamed, afraid to go home again,
And finally, from pure lack of eftort,
had become pot-bound in a government
position which, he considered, required
no work and little attention.

On the prairies, where hotels were
likely to be a few hundred miles apart,
he had taken a pretty Assiniboine squaw
to keep house for him, and it may be
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set to the credit side of his account
with life that before Artie was born,
instead of deserting her, he had mar-
ried her. For marrying a squaw, he
comforted his family pride by remem-
bering he had a famous precedent in
the great Lord Strathcona whose wife
was a full-blooded squaw. Neverthe-
less he knew in his secret heart that
whatever glory there was in belonging
to a noble family, the glory belonged to
his ancestors. With the contrariness of
some people who have made a failure
of their own lives, he sought relief for
his inner shame in open disdain of the
Indians and frequent references to his
cwn noble, white family.

So, reclining importantly on his gene-
ological dust heap, with a small income
from his eldest brother and the salary
of his government position, Edge-
combe’s life for some years had been as
serene as a bamyard pond. But now
this long serenity had been broken up.
His son, on whom he had centered so
many hopes, so much family pride, was
drowned; and an Indian wanted to
marry his pretty daughter. Worse still,
his daughter wanted to marry the In-
dian. Indians! How he despised
them!

In fact, he told himself, as he sat in
his old punt, that he hated them.
Hatred was a tonic; it kept his blood
from congealing to the ice-water of de-
pression. With rage in his heart, he
could go about without seeing too much
of the pitying glances that benumbed
him. But alone on the lake, that de-
fense dropped from him.

“Oh, Artie, my boy!” His voice
broke in a dry sob, the hand which held
his fishing rod trembled from his sup-
pressed grief. “It might all have been
so different! But you were an Edge-
combe—cowards, all of us! And I
made you into a coward! If only you
hadn’t run that night—if I hadn’t run
years ago!”
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His rod hung limply in the water
while the tears coursed down his
cheeks. At last, dully, he noticed the
wind-disturbed water, and he lifted a
pain-seared face to the darkening skies.
The cloud-curtain of wind was moving
rapidly down from the northwest.

He hastened to pull up anchor; an
equinoctial gale had caught him. His
oars, with rowlocks loose in their worn
sockets, lay with spoons-over the water.
Around one of them the anchor rope
was looped. He jerked up the anchor
—the oar left its socket and floated off
on the wind-ruffled water.

With something like panic Edge-
combe took his seat in the stern to
paddle the broad, clumsy punt. But the
rising wind struck the broad sides of
the flat-bottomed craft and spun it
around like a compass on a liquid base.
There was nothing now to do but to
crawl to the center of .the punt and
shield himself from the chill wind by
crouching low in the bottom. If the
calking in his old boat held, he would
drift across to the other shore. But
from the direction of the wind he
thought that shore would probably be
the west side of the Island of the Dead
or of the smaller island near it.

Black night closed down. It might
have been half an hour later when he
was roused from a half-frozen stupor
by a jar and dull thud of his punt. He
raiSed his head and looked around.
Right in front of him in dim outline
was Little Cedars Island. He got
stiffly to his feet to be ready for.a leap
ashore.

The punt struck the rocks and re-
bounded. Edgecombe’s feet went from
under him. His head struck the seat
and a void of blackness descended upon
him,

The moon shone from thin, skittering
clouds in faint adumbration. By its
faint light Chief Gitchee Mah-nin made
out a form in the bottom of the half-
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submerged punt, the bow of which was
caught on a flat boulder. With each
climbing wave the punt rose and
thumped upon the rock, the water,
which poured through its rapidly open-
ing seams, slushing over Edgecombe as
he rolled from side to side. In a short
time the old craft would fill, and the
man in its bottom would drop into
Phlegethon.

At college his Rugby team mates had
called Bruce Warnock “The Terrible
Trinity.,” To getinto that pitching punt
and drag out an unconscious man whose
weight was greater than his own, re-
quired the agility of a squirrel, the sup-
pleness of an eel and the strength of a
gorilla. By means of that combination
he did it, however.

As he laid his burden upon the rocks,
the scudding clouds laid bare the moon
for a moment. The‘young Indian drew
in his breath sharply; then he stooped,
felt Edgecombe’s heart and found it
still functioning.

“Stunned—and so am I!” he said.

“What are the red gods trying to do
with me!” he asked himself as he pad-
dled across the narrow strait with his
unconscious burden. - “It begins to look
as if my people are right when they say
it’s unlucky for an Indian to land on
Nay-budgh Min-is except to bury his
dead. Looks as if the luck’s with Edge-
combe! But I am sure that his great
and honorable house would not care to
owe to a mere Indian the life of one
of its noble family! What’s he going
to do, I wonder, when he comes to and
finds his daughter with the ‘lousy
gopher” I’'m much afraid that the
wind, the windigo and the devil himself
are all against me to-night!”

The wind moved the scraggly hair on
Edgecombe’s lined forehead as if in
pitying caress.

“Poor old fellow!” the young Sioux
murmured commiseratingly. “His gods
have served him a rotten deal, too. His
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idolized son drowned because of the
Indians and one of the hated race wants
his daughter. No wonder he seeks re-
lief in a sort of furor loquendi!”

When Edgecombe opened his eyes
they rested first on his daughter who
bent over him; then they lifted to the
young Indian who looked down upon
him. After that one look of incredulous
bewilderment, Edgecombe closed his
eyes again as if to ponder the problem
of what he had seen.

“Where am I?” Edgecombe mur-
mured presently, gazing now full-eyed
at the young chief. “What’s that—
that Injun doing here?”

“That Injun” thought it better to
steal away for more wood.

“He has about the same tender re-
gard for me a veteran rattlesnake would
have!” he laughed to himself.

" Things could scarcely be more mud-
dled, he thought as he stopped to pick
up some firewood. His dark eyes were
as sober as the fir trees around him.
In a few weeks everything seemed to
have gone flooey. Just as he had
thought he saw ahead of him the dawn
which was fo end the Indians’ two hun-
dred years of night. But it was still
black night—blacker than this virgin
forest of the Island of the Dead. Vice,
tragedy, superstition, each had followed
on the heels of the other like rapid fire.
And the last was worse than the first.
To the simple, accepting Indian mind,
hearing was believing. The wrndigo
drum had beaten the knell of his hopes.

His thoughts broke off as if shot
asunder. For again, out of the night,
came again a distant drum beat.

T um-tum-tum—tum-tum-tum! In
regular, rhythmic beats of three. This,
at least, was no boat on the rocks! The
young Sioux stood grim-faced, tight-
lipped, staring into the darkness.

Tum-tum-tum tum-tum-tum!  The
sound now seemed to come straight on
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the wind from the depths of the forest.
The Indian’s black eyes narrowed.

“Something there, all right! Well, I
think I'll just take a peep at the show!”
And like a comet’s flash he darted out
of the line of light and his lithe form
was soon lost in the darkness.

Liike an Indian on the blood trail, he
dodged, from tree to tree. And ever
near zoomed the drum beats. The

scurrying clouds were flying from be-

fore the face of the moon ; intermittent
flashes of light penetrated to the forest
floor.

T um-tum-tum——

Suddenly, like a searchlight thrown
upon an actor in a theater, a shaft of
light shot down into an open space.
Not twenty yards away stood a man—
not a giant, but, the slender, youthful
figure of a man. In his hand he held a
wooden club; at his feet lay a large,
hollow log. As the club descended on
the log in regular strokes, the blows
gave back the drum beats.

“Ah-h?” The young Indian’s ex-
clamation was almost audible; his black
eyes flashed in a Strange excitement.
Then he rushed.

He covered the intervening space
with his best college hundred-yard
sprint. Before the arm which wielded
the club could cease beating, it was
caught in a grip like a crocodile’s jaws.

“Now, my young buck, stop your
little windigo tattoo and come with
me!” the Indian addressed the drum-
mer. ,

All the resistance went suddenly from
Artie Edgecombe’s arms. He crumpled
up like a concertina, but the Indian
jerked him to his feet again.

“No you don’t!” the chief said
sternly. “If you can beat a drum, you
can walk! Mush !’

“Not to be hanged—my God, chief,
not to be hanged!” . Artie’s voice
begged; his eyes were supplications.
He clutched the chief’s arm in terror.
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“We’ll see about that later, Artie,”
the chief evaded coolly. ‘“You're com-
ing with me, but first I want you to tell
me what’s at the back of your little
windigo game.” He gazed compellingly
into the thin, white face of Artie Edge-
combe, his strong fingers still gripping
Artie’s arm.

“I—I didn’t mean to kill the con-
stable when I hit him—honest to God I
didn’t, chief! Joe yelled that I had
killed him—I ran home—grabbed some
food and clothing and got into my
canoe. I made for the island when the
storm came on—sent my canoe adrift
to make ’em think I was drowned.”

The chief nodded. “Clever!
on!”

“To-night I was asleep in my hut
there”’—the Indian’s quick eyes took.in
the little green shelter of pine boughs
a few feet away—‘“and when I woke
up I saw a fire. I thought it was the
police come to get me—thought maybe
some one had heard me chopping down
the trees for my shelter., Then I re-
membered the story of the windigo the
old Indians had told me, and I thought
if I pounded this hollow log and made
a noise like a drum, they’d run.”

He spoke in sharp, staccato jerks, as’
breathlessly he poured out his story.
His eyes, feverishly bright, were
sunken ; even under the scrub of beard
his cheeks showed hollow.

“Just about starved, poor beggar!”
the chief thought pityingly. “No means
of getting away, and yet he’d sooner
starve than hang!” Aloud, he said:
“You are going to tell all this to the
Royal Northwest Mounted, Artie.”

The boy shivered violently. “I can’t,
I can’t! They’ll hang me!” His teeth
chattered like ice in a jiggling jug.

“No they won’t! And Tl tell you
why they won’t—presently. Now:

Go

- you’ll tell the Mounties what you did

that night at Joe Chauvin’s ?”’
“Yes—yes!”
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“You'll swear to the whole truth,
even if it means that your chum, Joe,
is kicked off the reserve?”

“Yes!

“And take the place”—the chief’s
voice was deliberate, slow—*“of the In-
dian who is serving your time?”

“Yes—yes! Just give me one more
chance! I've had all these terrible
weeks here to see what I've done—what
I haven’t done, I mean—how worthless
I've always been! I don’t mind prison,
but I can’t—I can’t hang!” He shook
with the ague of fear, of weakness; the
veins weltered out on his thin temples.

“I only hope you mean all this, Artie.
I don’t want a worthless brother-in-
law.” The young chief smiled queerly.
“And you know, yourself, that you've
been considerable of a curse, Artie—to
your parents, to the Indians and to me.
It isn’t nice, you know, to be so much
of a nuisance to people that they say,
‘Good riddance!” when the nuisance is
drowned!”

Chief Gitchee Mah-nin compressed
his lips grimly.

“Now, Artie, I'm going to tell you
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something, and I'm going to see that it
doesn’t weaken your good resolutions
any. The devil has a way of turning
monk when he is sick, then turning
devil again when he is well, you know.
You didn’t kill my constable that night.
And you’ll probably serve only a few
weeks in jail for the crack you gave his
skull. If you hadn’t been such an in-
fernal coward, you’d have saved your-
self and your family all this suffering!
You should think more of the family
name!” The chief smiled ironically.

“Remember, Artie, you can be a real
help to me. And the first and best
thing you are going to do for me is to
tell my old men how you played the
windigo. Your little story will put us
back to where we were before you be-
gan to act like a young fool.”

The Indian released his hold on
Artie’s arm. The boy tried to speak,
but no words came. Tears of relief
and shame coursed down his cheeks.

“Now that you know what you have
to do, Artie, we’ll go over to the fire.
“We’ve a little family party there,” and
the chief smiled mysterieusly.

COTCISRLAMIN ARSI e

THE LAST MAN’S CLUB

SEVERAL days ago the Last Man’s Club held its final dinner in New York.

Many, many years ago, a group of young Civil War veterans formed the
club, and agreed to meet every year—until no member should be left alive. And,
year after year, the chairs have become more and more empty, until to-day there
are only three occupants. At the final dinner an ancient bottle was opened, and
the old toast was spoken by stooped, white-haired patriarchs.

There is something in this that appeals to our ancient heritage of fatalism.
It is the same quality that makes Robert Louis Stevenson’s story of the suicide
club rather appealing. It is the old spirit of uncertainty, and though in this case
and in the case of Stevenson’s story it is applied somewhat morbidly, it still can-
not be denied that uncertainty is the keynote of our interest in life. Not long ago
Boyden Sparkes wrote a novel which appeared in these pages, called “The
Obituary Lottery.” It concerned a real lottery, but the counters were not placed
on a board; they were placed invisibly upon the lives of prominent people.

Uncertainty makes life interesting. It is the unexpected that charms. That
is why we like to read stories, or attend plays and motion pictures. That is why
we like transatlantic flights, murder trials, railroad trips. If it were not that
we are always expecting something new and different, a new impression, around
the corner, life would be very dull, indeed.



HIS is the second number of the

weekly PopuLar. At this moment
of going to press, it is too early to hear
what you thought of the first one. We
want to hear from you. The price is
fifteen cents; it is on the news stands
every Thursday. The covers are a lit-
tle different from those of any other
fiction magazine, and we flatter our-
selves that the contents are different,
with a different tang and taste.

* % % *

DO you like the outdoors? Not the
outdoors *of the crowded beach or
the paper-strewn park, but the woods
where there is_still virgin timber, the
mountains that few folks ever get to
climb, the seas that are still uncharted.
Europe, at present, is filled with
American tourists. They are spending
good American money there because the
natives of those parts know how to
capitalize their outdoors. You can do
Italy and France and the Black Forest,
you can visit the lakes of England and
the Highlands of Scotland. Everywhere
you go you will find a bysy hotel pro-
prietor and an obsequious guide.
outdoors over there has been done to
death. There are no unbeaten trails.
Every place you go, some thousands
have been there before you. There can-
not be any of the joy of discovery in a
land where everything possible has been
discovered long ago.

% * * *

OVER here it is another story. There
are thousands of miles of the U.
S. A. where no white man has ever put
his foot. There is absolutely virgin
forest as near to this office as Vermont,
and if we stray up to Canada or go west

The

of the Mississippi there are more new
countries to be seen than any one will
see in this generation.

Y * * * *

EE America first,” is not such a bad
slogan. We remember, after a
long, heartbreaking climb, standing on a
windy summit high in the Presidential
Range in New Hampshire. Looking
west we could see tumbled heaps of
mountain and gniles away the silver
glint of a great river. On the other side
of the river were more hills and the
trees that grew upon them were so close
and- green that from our high eminence
they seemed like moss. '
“Those,” said a friend, “‘are the Fran-
conjas. That forest there is utterly un-
spoiled. No one has ever cut a tree
down there. It is first growth, virgin
forest.”
It looked it.
ference.

One could tell the dif-
* * % *

lF you get off the train at Flagstaff,

Arizona, you will find a charming lit-
tle town growing up the side of a steep
slope and towering over it the snow-
capped summits of the San Francisco
peaks. The Alps have nothing on them.
The Alps have all been climbed, but not
the San Franciscos. Twelve thousand
feet high they smile at you in the light
of the setting sun and say: “No man
has ever put his foot here. We are still

unspoiled.”
* * * *

CROSS the peaks, either in a motor

or on horseback—it is too dry and
far to go on foot—and you slip down a
long slope to the edge of the cedars.
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The cedars all stop growing at one lati-
tudinal line as if they had made an
agreement about it. After that you are
in the Painted Desert. And it ¢s painted.
There are no hotels there, nor serv-
ants nor cabs; but nature has laid on
the colors in her own fashion so that
you need no guide or cicerone to tell
you that this is a beautiful sight.

* * * *

ACROSS the Colorado and up toward

Utah you can look north and see the
great height of Navajo Mountain and
the untracked ranges of the Henry
Mountains with the snow still lying on
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them in summer. These are things
worth seeing. And there are plenty
more places just as much worth while in
western Canada.

A. M. Chisholm takes you out West
in the present issue. Dane Coolidge
takes you to the Southwest with the first
installment of the best serial he has ever
written. Fred Maclsaac takes you to
Hollywood, and if you don’t like it there
try a fresh-water college town and the
snap and excitement of good football
with W, B. M. Ferguson. The next
number is just as much of an outdoor
number as this is. Read Porurar
Stories and see the world.

G A RABLA L
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The Pooular Stories

In the Next Number, October 8, 1927

BRIDE OF THE TIGER

—Novel

The Progress of Peter Pratt
Episode III—The Man-eater.

GUN SMOKE
A Six-part Serial—Part II.

The Opportunist
The Sculping Kid
Adios

THE DOLLAR GOD
A Six-part Serial—Part III.

WILLIAM WEST WINTER

FRED MacISAAC

DANE COOLIDGE

ROY NORTON
MARK REED
HOWARD R. MARSH

W. B. M. FERGUSON



ADVERTISING SECTION

ENTYNE

..and Sile./

Chew

(s

PEOPLE always notice your teeth when
you smile. Don’t let them grow dull or discolored.
Chew delicious Dentyne and keep your teeth snowy

white. You’ll love the Dentyne flavor.

K EEPS  TTHE TEETH “WHITE:*
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The BladesMen Swr o

EITHER
SET ~~

50

With Two
50¢ Pkgs
of Blades

Interchangeable
Blades 50c¢ for
package of 5

AN APPEAL TO REASON

OMMON sense tells you that the
safety razor with the best blade is the

one for you to use. It's the blade—nothing
else—that takes the beard off your face.

Durham Duplex Bladesare made of the finest razor
steel imported from Sweden. They are the long-
cst—that saves time, one stroke does the work of
two. Thcy are thick and strong—Yyou get the heart
of the steel only for an edge—we grind away the
rest. They are hollow ground—that gives you the
keenest and most lasting edge.

Each and every blade is hair tested before being packed.

The Durham Duplex Razor s’iv'es you the sliding diagonal
stroke—cutting your beard instead of scraping it off.

DURHAM-DUPLEX RAZORCO., Jerey Gity, N.J.
Factories: Jewsey City; Sheffield. Eng.; Paris, France;
Toronto, Can. Sales Representatioes in All Countries.

Special Offer 25c

Take this coupon to irour dealer or send to us and get a
genuine Durham-Duplex Razor with only one blade for 25¢

' Durham Duplex Razor Co. quey City, N. J. (Address for Canndn |
0 Pearl St., Toronto, Can.) ! enclose 25¢ for razor and blad
l Check type preferred. AF] —]0 I
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Full grain tan calf
oxford—one of many
styles—and all solid
leather construction.

JUST that extra “snap and go” that puts
you over the line among men whose
appearance wins instant approvall

Lewis Shoes have it. They are always
made to meet the samc fixed standards of
excellence in style and quality of leather—
not to fit a fixed price. Lewis Plus Fives,
Lewis Big Sixes, Lewis Royals are always
plusvalue. And the pricesrange from $5—
or a few cents more when honest leather
costs us more—up to $7 and $7.50.

Thereare 50 Lewis styles-—allsolidleather
shoes that score where style and stamina
count. Nearby dealer’'s name on request.

Ghe

The Lewis Shoe Company
North Abmgton, Mass.

ewWls
Shoe
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AFTER SHAV

HERE IS A GOOD BET

Have you ever tried Listerine after shaving? vigor. Then, over your face will steal a
You will like it. lingering and delightful sense of coolness
such as you have never known before.
And as it cools. Listerine also heals—
takes the smart and burn out of tiny
wounds left by the razor and lessens the
danger of infection. (Go ahead and
try Listerine this way. We dare

We are so certain of this that we are
willing to risk the cost of this page to tell
you about it.

After your next shave, just douse Lis-
terine on full strength and note

you. Lambert Pharmacal Com-

pany, St. Louts, Mo., U. S. A,

results, Immediately, your skin
will tingle with new life and

LIST

—the safe antiseptic
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FAR WEST

ILLUSTRATED

The Illustrated Western
Story Magazine

IF you want high-class stories of Western adventure—
IF you want them illustrated by good artists —

IF you want to know the real West, not the West as
it happens to appear to an author who has never lived
there and become acquainted with its men, mountains,
prairies, herds of cattle, et cetera—

IF you want the best works of such authors as Max
Brand, George Owen Baxter, Clem Yore, and others,
who have established enviable reputations as writers of
clean, vivid, Western adventure—

THEN you’ll want Far West Illustrated because Far
‘West lltustrated brings the real West to the North,
East, and South in picture and in story.

Give it a TRIAL

Special Introductory Offer—5 months for 75 cents
If You Act Now

—— e e exen Fjll in this blank and send it with Your remittance — == e m— e = — -
Far West lllustrated, 79 Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y.
Yes, I want to give FAR WEST ILLUSTRATED a trial. 75 cents is inclosed.

NAME

STREET

CITY STATE

Add for postage; Canada, 15 cents; Foreign, 30 cents.
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Never before
in all watch history
two watches
as popular as these
INGERSOLLS

Yantee $1.50; Yenkee Radiolite 32.25;
Wrist $3.50; Whrist Radiolite $4.00

WANTED AxtWome
AND WOMEN
With ambition_and industry, to distribute Rawleigh’s

Household Products to steady users. Fine openings near
you. We train and help you so you can sell up to $20¢ a week

or more, No experience ne essary. ‘h’ -
Pleasant, profitable, dignified work. rite tOday

W. T. RAWLEIGH CO.
Dept. NY5367 Freeport, il

PILE SUFFERERS!

24 Hour Relief
or

Money Back

Pile Ointment

Send at once for Karnak Ointment in a
plain wrapper. Guaranteed to relieve in
24 hours oryour money back. Mailadol-
larbillor money order. The First National
Bank of West Chester, Pa.,isourreference.

KARNAK CHEMICAL COMPANY
129%% W, Market St., West Chester, Pa.

i {V:'H you pay this penalty?

Py

orvhea penalz’zes 4 out of 5

What a grim penalty Pyorrhea exacts for neglect! It
spreads its poison througb the system, undermines
health, destroys precious youth and beauty. And four
persons out of five after forty (and thousands younger)
get caught in its relentless grip.

Yet with reasonable care, you need never fear Pyor-
rhea. If you havetcnder, bleeding gurms see your dentist
at once for an examination. And start the habit of
using Forhan's for the Gums.

Used regularly and in time, Forhan's thwarts Pyorrhea
or checks its vicious course. It firms the gums and keeps
them healthy. It protects tecth against acids which
cause decay. It keeps them snowy white.

Forhan’s, the formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. §., con-
tains Forhan's Pyorthea Liquid, used by dentists every-~
where.

Safeguard your health. See your dentist twice a year.
Start using Forhan’s today and use it regularly morning
and night. Teach your children the same good habit.
-Play safe—get a tube today. Ac all druggists, 35¢ and 6oc.

Formula of R. J. Forban, D. D. §.
Forhan Company, New York
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WHOA, THERE!

You Mustn’t Pass This Page
You’d Be Missing Something

153

Well, now that you’ve stopped to read this, you expect something unusual,
even while you secretly know it’s only an advertisement. Well, so it is; it’s an
advertisement intended to tell you about another magazine that is also worthy of
your attention. But it’s something more than that, too. Ever stop to think
what a magazine means to you? Do you fully realize that there are live, human
people behind a magazine, who are spending their lives opening doors upon new
worlds for you to see? These people—authors, editors—hold the magic keys to
those doors—doors opening upon the most colorful nooks of the world, the most
interesting dramas. There’s no limit to the number of doors, and each new one
shows you fresh charms, new impressions, places, and happenings and people—
and when you’ve finished gazing, and the doors close slowly, what stores of rich
memories you have gained!

O 00O

The magic doors of
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open onto every kind of storyland.

OO0 O

In the next issue—October 8th—there are stories of the Sierras, of Holly-
wooad, of the Southwest, and all sort of places, and the authors are those who
assuredly have that great power to bring them within your own horizon

DANE COOLIDGE WILLIAM WEST WINTER
FRED MacISAAC MARK REED ROY NORTON
W. B. M\. FERGUSON HOWARD R. MARSH

and others

=
=
=
=
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Stop Us1ng aTruss

STUART'S PLAPAO-PADS are different from
the truss, being mechanico-chemico applicators, |

boyt. E-222
108
N- State St.
made self-adhesive purposely to hold the distended | Jewelers

BROS.&CO. 553 "
muscles securely in place. No straps, buckles or
spring attachcd—cannot #lip, so cannot chafc or press | > W
against the pubi(: bone. ,’I‘housands have success- | Gmai”eﬂ‘amm

fully treated themselves at home without hindrance | D' '

from work—most obstinate cases cenquered. —Soft as |
CASHOR CREDIT

velvei—easy {o apply—inexpensive. Awarded Gold
SEND NO MONEY!

Medal and G-and ’rix. Process of recovery js na urul,

8o no subsequent use tora truss. We prove FREE
Have one of our beautiful Dia-
mond Rings sent to you today!

Awarded it uy sen.ine Trial of PLAPAO abSuIUCCly
Gold Medal Write nume on Coupon und send TODAY.
You don’t need to send arg
money—examine it FRE

Plapao Co., 668 Stuart Bldg., St. Louls, Mo.
Don’t pay adrwnny until you

Name.
haveconvinced yourselfit's the
4 bilggest value ever offer-
ed to you in such high grade,
beautiful merchandise. Our Dia-
monds are beautiful, blue white
gems set in solid 18-k white gold
rings, magnificently hand
carved and engraved. Or=-
der today —we ship at
once. Credlt terms
to suit your conven-
jence.

CHELSEA HOUSE| | =5 =
P opular Copyrights gty EE

fa c¥ win& epds, 15 Jowelsmsalm-nl,

Return mall will In ing Free Trial Plabao.

TEN MAGAZINES fﬂr 10*

The smartest, m05t:ntereating, entertaining
and instructive Magazine in Americal 10

weeks for only 10c. Special introductory of-
fer. Nomagazine likeit. Fullof important
facts, pictures and the best, most popular
fiction. For all members of the family,
Send name, address and 10c immediatelyl
THE PATHFINDER, Dept, K-1, Washington, D. C.

THE PHANTOM ALIBI
MARK TURNS WEST

ON THE TRAIL OF FOUR
STRAIGHT CROOKS
POISONOUS MIST

THE PURPLE LIMITED

COWGIRLS—PLUS
THE INCA'S RANSOM

RAINBOW LANDING Frank Lillie Pollock

Mary Imlay Taylor

Gordon MacCreagh
THE LOOTED BONANZA E. Whitman Chambers
JUST BUCKAROOS Robert Ormond Case

Gordon MacCreagh

Henry Leverage

&ull’lut nd $80 00 8 ath
The biggest and fastest selling line of V&atﬂ;:md
. atches =
cloth-covered books. Ask your druggist Pc‘mlmt“dm
i < ass Inspection
your bookseller to show you any of MAMTON HoL992. 21 Jpurl AL
these latest titles. TR Q"u‘.'fs”“(';.u $55
2":’."’%‘."&&5‘-‘%’7” ELGIN'S ls-l}“!ﬁf RaYMOND. 21
FAST MONEY Eugene A. Clancy "‘tms houmnam"din - Gold mﬁ& $55
THE GREEN BAG John Paul Seabrooke [ I w0 § o ILLINOIS * BUNN spgcul..« 21
LENNISTER OF BLUE DOME James Rober s 52.50; 12 Dia S0, gﬁ:;]u Y%::rsqu.uwr&.ﬁung&cotd
TWO-GUN GERTA C. C. Waddell and Carroll John Daly mm,, “o 5m.,,m s I:nun. .. .$~°

David Manning
Howard Fielding

Showing shirt samples and writing

orders.
Henry Leverage week. \We send you all samples and

MASQUERADE William Morton supplies FREE uand show You how
SPANISH NUGGETS Emart Kinsburn o mukj biz profits, full or spare
THE AWAKENING OF ROMOLA Anne 0'Hagan wf’ﬁe'muﬁﬂ?’.:fc;"lamtfcmh‘:g FREE
MARCIA Anne 0’Hagan HOWARD SHIRT COMPANY

George Gilbert Dept. 59, 1213 W. Buren,

Many earn $60. te 375. a

Chicago, I,

THE CRIMSON BLADE Madeleine Sharps Buchanan

THE AMATEUR DETECTIVES Christopher B. Boaoth

THE GLACIER GATE Frank Lillie Pollock FREE B°°k T

WILD BILL Joseph Meontague te

RIM O’ THE RANGE If you have

prostate disorder —bladder

(] Ot
Pl trouble—get up frequently at night, there

Ethel Smith Dorrance and James French Dorrance

should be positive and rapid relief for You—
without drugs er massage—without Dain or dlscomfort—
privately at home. @ur free book tells all. Doctors, Oste-
opaths, Physical Culture directors, Sanftarium expets use
and endorse eur method. Easily used. Very simple, No
matter what you hiave tried or hew old your c¢ase our meth-
ods will bring results or money hack. Write for free illus-
70-89 SEVENTH AVE. trated hooklet. Wo it now. Relief Is at hand.
! NEW YORK CITY THE ELECTRO THERMAL CO.
7674 Main St., Steubenville, Ohio
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hOt us: We

And Iaem’s ]mw

to make
1T

FUDGE CENTER: 1% cups
pure cane sugar; 4 teaspoon
creamery butter; 1 cup rich,
full cream milk; 1 cup corn
syrup; white of one egg.

CARAMEL LAYER: 4 tea-
spoons creamery butter; 1%
cups corn syrup; 3 cups rich,
full cream milk; ){ teaspoon
sait.

PEANUT LAYER: 3 cups
prime No. 1 Spanish whole
nuts, roasted in oil {hulls re-
moved ).

CHOCOLATE COATING:

Melt one pound pure mi.g
chocolate.

wc'mt

home-made canclq'

Eager appetites clamor for this famous

home-made candy that has salisfied the urgent
alates of millions

Its Oh chry'-—or:igmally home-made
and still made the home-made way. Oh Henry!
is like home-folks —‘diamond in the rough™
no frills or tinsel -but when that urge for real
home-made candy is upon you just walk up to
the nearest candy counter and say

Oh Henry_!




Rﬂ}{/}f across the counlry
NATURAL TOBACCO TASTE
ts winning a welcome
unparalleled in all

cigarette history . . .






