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Mark Truitt decides to leave his native 
. t/iwn nf n»fhoi in wk hi* fortune. His 

> sweetfieart, Unity Martin, encourages him 
In his project. Simon Truitt tells his son 
thai It long has been his dream to see a 

• steel plant at Bethel and asks him to 
return and build It If he ever gets rich. 
Mark arrives in the city and applies to 
Thomas Henley, head of the Qulnby Iron 
works, for a job and Is eent to the con-

,. structlon gang. lie makes a big success 
.:• In that work and Henley promises him a 
Vf. better Job. ' , 

„ CHAPTER V. 

Crossroads. 
It had been an unusually stubborn 

"hard-tap," requiring quick and heavy 
•ledging to break out the hardened 

•"< <1 re-clay and elag In the tap-hole. The 
> -elag »"t had floated on the metal was 

i now dripping Into the cinder pit, send
ing up s shower of golden sparks. 

Roman Andzrejsskl, melter in charge 
^ ef ' the furnace, was watching the 
i. , searched, haggard face of his "second 

helper." That young man, leaning 
with an air of exhaustion and dlscour-
a#ement on his Inverted sledge, was 
coughing violently. He had been just 
three months In the heat and toll the 
open-hearth furnacemen must endure 

W',v. and en unnerving fear was upon him: 
that his steadily waning strength 
would not bold out. 

"Vat lse itt ZlckT" Roman spoke 
in the slow, careful fashion that was 

" • his habit when be used English. 
Mark shook his head. "Tuckered 

oat" 
"Tuckeredt out 7" Roman looked 

?£*W hint gravely. "Ton drink too much?" 
\*l -I don't drink at all." 

"That is* soot. Mlneself," Roman 
explained naively, "I drink too, much. 
Unt »that lss nöt goot. But always I 
hat been very strong. It lss the douple 
tarn," he added. "It lss very hardt 

the young. Later It gets not so 
i' ,lwrdtj-*»metlmee. Vare do you lit?" 
>%' "With a Frenchman in Rose alley. 
i^KOH klltMt stinks! It's too near 

! • -*the mills. I can't sleep for the noise. 
l*m' tired and my head aches all the 

Intime." • 
"Tor two, three days then you must 

tfiMC vork'hrot sleep." 
"f Mark's red eyes darted angry eus-
fMon at bis chief. "I suppose you 

' want my Job for somebody else." he 

"No. You are a goot vorker. Unt 
you." 

'A# the um«." Mark answered dog-
1 «alt when I have to—not bo-

Roman 
"Vat do 

•o not bellet me.' 
his big shoulder*. 

i-J&m self* : 
"Oh, leap and brown bread and po-

Woetty. That's the trouble, I 

fousandt defllsl Zo little* 
here I To« are Ameri-

Vy you not lit 
piaeet" 

| The'Freochiee sort o' think they're 
IrtsMds. They wouldn't understand." 
:s lot Bit here," Roman shrugged 
lis 4wM«n apain, It lss a man must 
|M Mr hlaaself.—Ve vork now." They 

to their task. 
doable turns have an end. The 

on at last At the 
liintaal tor cooling tools Mark washed 

,<mpjr ;tbe (rimy sweat that streamed 
Iwwm his Uses. Then he donned a dry 

a heavy overcoat. Despite 
his overheated body 

when the raw, early April 
ylnd stiack him. 

"Vettl" And Roman was beside 
htm. "I Met decltedt Ton come lit 
hp pay house." 
a -n fees not," Mark answered wear
ily, 1 |Ms you dont want me," 
$:'pt kaf daottedt," Roman repeated, 

hef Men goot Mendts to your 
vill be to us also. I hat 

Mg house. 'It lss still there; you 
ShaS sleep unt not hear the mills. Unt 

-'HyMatka, she lee -goot cook. Unt 
DMs»vy you make friends vlt my Plotr. 
' Bs hass no American friendts." 

"You might get tired of me." 
. lot Then vM I tell yon," said 

simply. "Also, yon vill tell 
1 US, van you get tlredt of us. Unt you 

npt fee cbargedt too much. You 
äbma'T" 

Mark hesitated, then laughed grim-
H7- "WW I soma!" 

tSootl" Roman laid a kindly hand 
"MW*. shoulder. "Now vill you 

sseunt aot vork till the coldt lss 
ft# Tffl «ose tomorrow?" 

iai the matter arranged, they part-
gljiä J 

big only by com-
with three room tenements, 
a. «atet street on one of the 

>Ma. Mark was tacked 
IV •••! M a third story room. Not even 

lively than in months 
hafwtlll fertile, could conceive 

eaway bed and rocker, rag carpet 
*s «WI ebalette; table aa the trappings 

ef tawy. put it was clean and eon»-
Its wSn4ewe' sweet 

air far vUeh his country 
«MS starvlM and,the mlHs 

as a subdued, not nn-
jnmWa. Also, ImmsMurable 

tfMre mm H that house k bath-
«ak; Ms rtiüiaaw- npoe It 
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did the rest of R» 

h7 Käste's arts, fell 

-tie' woman who after twelve years in 
America had learned hardly a word of 
English. Piotr was a greedy, usually 
stillen boy of eighteen, Bt"! in high 
school, always bent over bis trouble
some books. He had a club foot and 
the heavy labor of the mills was not 
for him. 

"Piotr lss a goot boy," Roman con
fided to Mark, "but he lss ashamedt 
that he lss Hunky. I am not ashamedt. 
He beliefs ven he lss smart with his 
books he vill be American. But," the 
father eighed, "Plotr lss not smart." 

Also, there was Kazla. 
At first Mark gave but passing no

tice to the girl who moved so quietly 
around the house, waiting on the table, 
sweeping and sewing. Having certain 
standardr. of beauty, he carelessly de
cided that she had none of it. 

What hopes Roman • may have cher
ished from the preeence of a young 
American in his home were not at 
once realized. 

Even when Mark had regained much 
of his strength, the fear of physical 
collapse always hung over him. There 
was no night or morning when he did 
not return ready, after bathing and 

Also, There Waa Kazla. 

eating, to seek his bed. Even with 
all the rest he could get his former 
bodily freshness and eagerness never 
returned. 

He did not mean to be selfish. 
Sometimes at the end of a msal he 
caught Roman's wistful glance and 
felt uncomfortably that he waa fall
ing In an obligation. But always he 
went straightway to his room and 
his precious sleep, adhering rigidly 
to his routine—toil, eat, sleep and toil 
again, hoarding his strength as a mi
ser hoards his gold. Had not Roman 
said, "A man must be for hlmaelfT" 
And always there floated before him a 
picture so sweetly pathetic as almost 
to Invoke tears: Unity, the faithful 
Penelope, trustingly awaiting her ad
venturing lord's return. 

Thus the life fashipned him. It was 
no longer self-denial that he might 
earn gratification at another time, but 
self-oontrol lest he go down in the 
melee. » 

But one night he discovered Kazla— 
the real Kazla. 

-iV-

CHAPTER Vli 

Melting Ore. 
A gentleman, who must pass down 

In history as Mr. A, led to the dis
covery. Mr. A, an oarsman who could 
propel his boat five miles an hour In 
still water, undertook to row twenty-
three miles up a river whose current 
ran two and one-half miles an hour, 
and back. The problem was: In how 
long did Mr. A accomplish this feat? 

And upon Plotr fell the duty of find
ing the solution. Plotr felt painfully 
incompetent 

"Na mllosc Bogal" When Plotr 
dropped back into Polish, deep emo
tion was stirring. 

It was at the end of supper on a Sat
urday night when the other shift 
worked and Mark's rested for twenty-
four hours. That day Henley, passing 
the furnaees, had spoken to by 
name, leaving a glow that had not sub
sided. 

"What's the matter, Plotrf" 
*1 cant work this problem." 
"Let me see it." It we could but 

measure our impulses! 
Plotr looked up astounded. "Do yon 

know algebra T" 
"A little." Mark took up the book. 

"Hmml What* zf Why, that's easy." 
He sat down and quickly worked 

out the problem. Then he led Plotr 
slowly through the equations thrioe, 
alter which he let the boy begin un
aided a stumbling but finally success
ful pursuit of the elusive x. 

While Piotr waa Sounderlng, his 
new mentor Mit some one behind him. 
-Ha glanced around and caught Kasla, 
her arms füllet unwashed dlshee.look
ing at Mm. The wonted indifference 
had fled before a look of surprised 
lattrat Mark stared. Incredulous; 
It seemed not the same taaa But the 
new look vanished jtnstanUy. He had 
a seese of baflleneat, as If he had 

Won a rare picture just as a 
drawn. 

I" he Malaiin aft, clapping PSotr 
. not heard the 
-WeH make a 

ef you yet. Pete." 

"And will you help me with that 
sometimes?" >, 

"Sure. Sometimes," Mark assented 
recklessly 

But Plotr was Insatiable. "Every 
night?" 

"Well, no," said Mark, recovering 
caution. "Not every night. I can't—" 

"Of course not, Piotr," Kazla cut In. 
"He can't waste time on a stupid little 
Hunky." 

"I'm not a Hunky," Plotr resented 
passionately, addressing Kazla but 
for Mark's benefit, "any more'n you 
are. We are—we were—Poles. But 
we're Americans now. Why, I've 
almost forgotten how to- talk Polish— 
except to the Matka," he added con
scientiously. 

"Will you help me tonight?" he re
turned to Mark, with less assurance. 
"It's Caesar. And I am stupid," he 
sighed. 

Mark, though repenting his rash
ness, could not well refuse. For an 
hour they listened while Caesar unc
tuously told how he had taught the 
conquered Verclngetorlz his place-
But Kazla was not at any time pres
ent during the lesson. At last, yawn
ing mightily, Mark arose. He went 
up to his. room, bearing Piotr's awk
ward gratitude and followed by a 
look of humble admiration it is prob
ably well he did not perceive. 

But the incident had its sequel. 
He found a light burning dimly In 

the narrow hallway before his door, 
and coming out of his room—Kazla. 

"I was fixing things," she ex
claimed, indifferent as ever. 

"Thank you, Kazla." The room, as 
he remembered It, had been in perfect 
order. He stood aside to let her pass. 

She took one step and then stopped 
abruptly, looking up at him with sud
denly hostile eyes. 

"What," she demanded, "did you 
come here for?" 

He smiled—the smile of age for a 
naughty but amusing child. "Because 
your father asked me, I guess." 

"But you know Latin and algebra and 
things." 
' "Why, what's that got to do with it, 
Kazla?" 

"We don't. We're Just mill-workers 
—and Hunkles." 

He was not schooled In the reading 
of voices, but he caught bitterness 
there. He looked at her more Intent
ly—and morejdndly. 

"What," sfia repeated resentfully, 
"did you come here for? You don't 
like us. You won't have anything to 
do with us. You eat, then go up to 
your room and stay there. We thought 
you were coming to be friends with 
Piotr"—an alihost Imperceptible pause 
—"and me." 

"I come up to sleep, Kazla. You see, 
I was pretty near on my last legs 
when I came here and I need all the 
rest I can get. I'm not used to work 
in the mills and I guess I'm not so 
strong as I look. If I'm going to get 
ahead, I've got to do it while I can 
stand the work. Besides I didnt think 
you cared whether I liked you or not" 

"I don't," she declared, with a little 
upttlting of her chin; It was a beauti
fully molded feature. The movement 
called his eyes to the slender yet 
strong and rounded throat. He won
dered that these beautiee had escaped 
his notice. "I don't. But Plotr and 
Uncle Roman do." 

"Uncle Roman?" It was the first 
tlmp he had heard the phrase. "I 
thought he was your father, Kasla." 

"No. I—I have no father." 
"Ohl" He assumed a bereavement. 

On a sudden pitying Impulse he put 
out his hand and laid It on her bare 
forearm; the flesh was smooth and 
firm. "That's too bad, Kazla." 

And then, most unexpectedly, the 
curtain was drawn aside for him. 

"I won't be pitied I" With the cry 
fell away the Kazla he had known, as 
did- Cinderella's tatters. In her place 
stood a girl who seemed taller, whose 
head was held in a fashion peculiar, in 
his books, to very proud and fine 
ladies. Her eyes blazed defiance. She 
snatched her arm away. "Here they're 
all ashamed. But I ain't ashamed. I 
won't have you pity me." 

This was mystery. But he did not 
press her for an explanation. He was 
more Interested In another phenom
enon. 

"Do you know you're mighty good-
looking, Kasia?" 

The angry crimson deepened. 
"You're laughing at me. You're—" 

"But Vm not laughing." He caught 
her arm again, gently. 'Tm only sur
prised. I didn't think you were. But 
you are—when you're Interested or 
mad. Only please don't be mad, be
cause—" What was this unconsidered 
thing he was saying? The words ran 
on—"Because I want to be friends 
with you. Dont you want me to 
stay?" 

For a silent moment she looked at 
him strangely. 

"Yes." She turned abruptly and left 
him, deeoending the stairs without so 
much as a glance backward. 

For a full minute he stood looking 
at the place where she had been. Then 
be drew a long sighing breath. 

"She's a queer one," he muttered. 
When he awoke, the late morning 

sunshine filled his room. But the eager 
expectancy pervading him, as if some 
long planned holiday had dawned, was 
more than a reflection of this outer 
radiance. 

He bathed and drseeed carefully. 
And tor the flaut time he perceived 
that Ma ctothes, rsUc of Bethel days, 
laekad something whso Judged by dty 
standards. He huuaed at the image 
In tha «Map afenr. 
1 mM buy a Mr suit," he mut-

iÄifÄ'Ä Äi-iiEr 

was Indifferent as ever. But the trans
formation held. 

"Oh! Hullo!" 
"Hello!" she said quietly, and moved 

away toward the kitchen. 
"Kazla—" 
She paused inquiringly. 
"Er—" he floundered. "It's a fine 

morning." 
"Yes," she said. 
His remark, he felt, hardly Justified 

her detention. He groped about for a 
more fertile topic. "Fine geraniums 
you've got there, Kazla." 

"Yes." 
"My goodness!" he laughed. "Is 

'ye's' all you can say? Don't you re
member we agreed to be friends?" 

"I said I wanted you to stay," she 
corrected without enthusiasm. "I'll 
get your breakfast." This time she ac
complished her escape. 

He sat at the table, loftily amused. 
Probably—thus he considered her un
responsiveness—the poor thing still 
doubted his sincerity. And she had 
reason, beyond question; on the whole 
he had been selfish in his rigid Seclu
sion. He must repair that. 

Kazla, bearing his breakfast, inter
rupted his musings. He surveyed ap
provingly the dishes she set before 
him. 

"You're a fine cook, Kazla. Now 
don't," he protested humorously, "say 
'yes.'" 

Unemillngly she ignored both the 
compliment and the Jest. "Will that 
be all?" 

"Well, no." 
"What else?" 
"You might," he smiled, "sit down 

and be—friendly." 
"I've got to work." 
"It seems," he complained, "you're 

always working." 
She shrugged her shoulders. "That's 

what I'm for." And she left him. 
He frowned. It might have been 

raining on his holiday. He was able, 
nevertheless, to make a substantial 
breakfast. 

Back in his room, which she had set 
•in order while he ate, he formally and 
finally dismissed Kazla from his mind 
and began his weekly letter to Unity. 
At the end of an hour "My darling" 
stared at him' from an otherwise 
empty page, and he was glowering out 
Into the sunlit streets and wondering 
why Kazla wanted him to stay, why 
her indifference of the morning and 
why his disappointment. 

A youth and his sweetheart strolled 
by below him. The sight, the music 
of their laughter, aggravated his rest
lessness and gave him an idea. 

"That's It, exactly. I will go down 
and get Kazla and take a walk in the 
park. Poor girl! I expect she needs 
company, too." 

He found h$r In the dining room— 
and already attired for holiday saun
tering. A ladies' seminary graduate 
might have been stirred to criticism 
of the cheap white dress and coarse 
straw hat with its single blue ribbon; 
he was not. We may doubt that he 
saw them at all, for her eyes were 
dancing and her lips smiling mischiev
ously at Plotr, who sat In one corner, 
nursing his club foot and glaring 
fiercely at her. She could be gay, 
then. 

But the smile disappeared upon his 
entrance. Nevertheless, "Kazla," he 

"Kazla," He Announced Boldy, "We're 
Going Walking in the Park." pp 

announced boldly, "we're going walk
ing In the park." 

"Are wer W 
"Well, aren't we?" HA modified his 

sultanesque air a Utile. "Td like you 
t o  c o m e . "  v ,  • -

"No."  ̂ = 
"She's going with Jim Whiting," 

Piotr explained grumpily. "He's her 
fellow." 

"Oh!" Mark blinked stupidly. Evi
dently other youths had discovered 
her. It was strangely disturbing. 

He recovered himself, grinning wry
ly. "Serves me right. I took too 
much tor granted, didn't I? I'm sorry." 

Til go with you," Plotr volunteered 
promptly. 

"Oh. all right. Come along, Piotr." 
"Pete," corrected Plotr. "In a min

ute." 
go, •T««wgi« not as he had planned, 

Mark sallied forth Into the golden aft
ernoon. Plotr, anxious to impress this 
wonderful boarder whose teaming 
made light of the dtfllcultiee of Messrs. 
A, B and C and defied the Intricacies 
of the subjunctive, talked, at first 

, then mere freely, mostly of Mes
ne of the two sub-

In which he was deeply inter-
Mask 1st Mm ramble on and 

listened to Ms m thought* wMeh 
chiefly concerned lEesla. He roefUHy 
«Mad that he had 
to 

veloped, soared high; It included no
table achievements as a labor leader, 
although his notions of the historic 
conflict were a little vague. 

As they passed the mouth of a lit
tle dell they were halted by this tab
leau: Kazla leaning against a tree 
and Jim Whiting at her feet tying the 
shoe-lace that had come loose. He was 
unconscionably long about it, Mark 
thought. He must have said some
thing, for she laughed, a clear ringing 
note. The kneeling gallant arose. 
Mark saw a man two or three years 
his senior, not ill-looking despite his 
too heavy lips and loose jaw and 
"sporty" clothes. Mark disliked him 
at once. Whiting took Kazia's arm 
and led her slowly along the dell. 

"Pslakrew!" muttered Plotr, in the 
Pole's deadly insult. 

The homely facc was pale, con
vulsed with hate and a real suffering. 
Even Mark, sel^absorbed, could see 
that. He patted the boy on the shoul
der. 

"Never mind, Pete. She can't think 
much of him." 

"He's not fit for her," Plotr cried. 
"Right!" Mark agreed firmly. 
Plotr went further. "Nobody's fit 

for her." 
"Kazia's a mighty nice girl," Mark 

declared, less, sweeplngly. 
"Yes, she's nice. And she's smart, 

too, smarter'n me. She's smart as you." 
Piotr looked up fiercely, as it expect
ing contradiction. 

"Sure, she is! But I'm afraid," 
very casually, this, "she doesn't like 
me very well." 

Piotr jumped at the bait. "She 
thinks you're stuck-up anfi selfish," he 
explained. "And she's always afraid 
everybody, 'cept Jim Whiting, '11 look 
down on her because her mother"— 
Piotr flushed—"wasn't married." 

So that was the reason for her out
burst of the night before. Poor Kazla! 
Mark had not needed to go out of vir
tuous Bethel to learn the lot of Hagar's 
children. 

"Do you look down on her?" Plotr 
demanded aggressively. 

"Of course not! And you needn't 
be ashamed of her, either—it isn't her 
fault, Is it? I don't like," Mark said 
slowly, "to see her with that Whiting. 
I wish—I wish she liked me a little 
better." 

He did not see the startled ques
tioning look Piotr gave him. 

"Kazla," asserted the boy, "never 
changes. I'm going home." 

They strolled homeward, each mood
ily silent. 

Despite the comfortable quarters 
and nourishing food, now his strength 
lagged painfully; his scorched face be
came haggard. And each morning he 
dragged himself wearily homeward, 
blind to the day's beauty. 

But he diu not forget Kazla. 
Always a leech-like Plotr awaited 

his return, with problems to be solved 
and paragraphs to be construed. Nor 
did he wait in vain. Every morning 
Mark patiently sacrificed an hour of 
the needed sleep on the altar of the 
boy's rare stupidity. He did not look 
to Piotr's gratitude for his reward. 

The direct charge Into the mauth of 
the enemy's cannon is spectacular and 
heroic, but the great strategists have 
relied upon the movement in flank. 
On Friday Mark came within sight of 
the coveted position. 

"There's three problems and a whole 
page of indirect discourse," the scholar 
announced. He added the complaint, 
"You're late." 

"All right," Mark sighed. "Bring 
'em out." 

Then Kazla spoke her protest. 
"Plotr, can't you see he's tired?" . 

"But I can't do 'em." Plotr became 
sulky at once. "And I haven't failed 
once this week." 

"Piotr, you're a greedy Hunky pig. 
Don't you do it," she turned to Mark. 
"Sunday's the double turn." 

Was this the olive branch? Noth
ing then could have persuaded him 
to give up the hour with Piotr. But 
he saw an opening; he unlimbered a 
big gun and sent one shell screaming 
toward her camp. "You," he said with 
crushing dignity, "will be walking in 
the park and won't care. Plotr, we're 
losing time." 

She turned away so quickly that he 
could not judge his marksmanship. 
The lesson began and lasted until Piotr 
rushed off to school. 

The double turn came and was duly 
endured, as are most of life's dreaded 
trials when they actually present 
themselves. But even Roman showed 
the effects of the long strain. When 
he reached home he began at once to 
drown his fatigue in huge potations. 
Mark went to his room. 

There a surprise awaited him: clean 

clothes, neatly laid oov—siw Kazla, 
who had just completed this kindly 
86rvic6, 

"I thought you'd like to clean up 
before supper," she explained with a 
new diffidence. 

"Thank you, Kazla. ' You always 
think of the right things." 

"No, not always. 
She moved toward the door anx

ious to avoid him, as usual, he thought. 
But he had no spirit for the siege just 
then. He dropped into the chair, bury
ing his throbbing bead in his hands. 
He supposed that she had gone. 

But she had not gone. She stood 
uncertain In the doorway, watching the 
tired dejected figure he made. 

"Not always," she repeated. The 
ready color mounted. "Sometimes I m 
—cranky when I don't want to be. 

H? glanced up,' bewildered by this 
sudden striking of colors. 

"You look awful tired," she went on 
hurriedly. 

He nodded stupidly, trying to grasp 
the fact that for once she was neither 
hostile nor indifferent. "It's the heat. 

"It'll be worse In summer. It hurts 
even Uncle Roman then. You can t 
stand it." 

He roused himself. "Yes, I can stand 
it—because I will." Richard Courtney 
would have detected a new firmness 
in the line of the grimly shut mouth. 
"Several thousand men stand It. 

"I hope so," she answered gravely. 
"When you say It that way, you make 
me think you can." 

"I say it to make myself think so, 
I guess." He laughed shortly. Then 
he observed that she was wearing her 
white dress; the reason, of course, 
was obvious. 

"Was it a nice walk today?" 
"I didn't go." 
"Oh!" He leaned forward, very 

eagerly for an exhausted man. "Kazla, 
do you still think I'm stuck-up and 
selfish?" 

She shook her head slowly. "You've 
been so nice to Plotr this week, when 
you've been so tired." 

"Kazla—" Before that honest gaze 
he, too, had to be honest. "Kazla, 
I did It to make you think that. But 
It was to help him you wanted me 
to stay, wasn't It?" 

"No, It wasn't." 
"Then' why?" 
Her eyes looked unwaveringly Into 

his. "I don't know," she said slowly. 
"Because you're different, I guess. You 
know things. You—" A queer little 
frown of puzzlement furrowed the 
pretty brow as she griped for the 
words. She sighed impatiently, for 
the groping was fruitless. "You're just 
—different. I thought I could learn 
something from you—mebby." 

"Will you go walking with me next 
Sunday, Kazla?" 

"Yes," she said very gravely. 
"Kazla," he pleaded whimsically, 

-you even laugh for others—some
times. Don't you think you might 
smile for me this once, anyhow?" 

A smile quivered on her lips and 
was gone. But for a breath she lin
gered, her questioning eyes still upon 
him. 

PEPPER WEAPON OF BURGLAR 

California Criminal Blinds Police Chief 
and Makes His Escape After 

Exciting Chase. 

Aihambra, Cal.—While Chief Parker 
was attempting to search the pockets 
of a suspicious-looking stranger the 
man suddenly threw a handful of pep
per in his face and escaped after an 
exciting chase by the officer. 

The attention of the chief was direct
ed to the stranger, whom he saw hang
ing about a home on Dos Robles place, 
where It was known that the occu.i 
pants were away. In answer to the 
officer's questions the man said he was 
looking for the residence of a physi
cian nearby and willingly accompanied 
Parker to the house. 

No one was at home and a hand
some walrus suitcase that the man. 
was carrying aroused the doubts of 
the officer, who started to search the 
man, pulling out of one pocket a 
.bunch of skeleton keys and from an
other a gold watch and a diamond 
ring. It was while diving into an
other pocket that the man struck 
Parker In the face with his hand full 
of pepper and, dropping the suitcase, 
started to run. 

Although blinded by the pepper and 
Buffering intensely, the chief aroused 
the neighborhood by firing two shots 
after the fugitive which only made-
him travel faster over fences and back 
yards, the officer in close pursuit, un
til the man finally reached an orange 
grove and made his escape, presum
ably on a Monrovia or Oak Knoll car 
Into Los Angeles. 

SEA-LIONS POPULAR AT ZOO 

CHAPTER VII. 

Soldier ahd Maid. 
He sat a little apart from her, that 

he might see her the better. It had 
been a delicious game, spinning non
sense to lure her forth from the grave 
reticent mood upon her that Sabbath 
afternoon and then letting her lapse 
Into gravity and silence once more. 
' He had found a surprising skill for 
it; he could play upon her and elicit 
just the note he desired. It had been 
so, ever sltice she had so unexpectedly 
laid down her hostility. But he was 
not quite sure .which of the two Kazlas 
he liked the better—her of the clear 
ringing laugh with its hint of daring; 
or the subdued pensive maid whose 
eyes wistfully sought the horizon. 

The softer mood was upon her then. 
She sat, chin cupped in both hands, 
gazing out over the undulating acres 
of close-cropped greensward. 

"You like it?" he queried. 
She nodded. 
"Huh!" he boasted. "You ought to 

see the hills up in Bethel. They don't 
look like they'd Just been to the bar
ber's. And you can always smell flow
ers somewhere." He sniffed remlnla-
cently. "And the woods! You'd like 
them. The trees are real trees, big 
fellows that have been there more'n 
a hundred years. You can get lost 
there." 

"You could leave that! Why?" 
"To make money," he responded 

crassly. 
"I wouldn't leave It for money." 

(TO BB CONTINUED.) 

BROUGHT EARTH LIGHT 

Somber Regions of the Sky Illuminat
ed by Reflections From Our 

Own Planet. 

It has been remarked that the globu
lar light from the whole sky is su
perior to the sum of all the quantities 
of light sent to us separately by the 
stars. Even the most somber regions 
seem lit by a diffused light which truly 
has Its origin In the terrestrial atmos
phere It Is the light of the earth. 
Different people have endeavored to 
evaluate the Intensity of this earth 
light and have found that It is of the 
order of one-tenth part of the intensity 
of a n*mr of the first order of magni
tude. 

It Is attributed, at least partially, to 
a aurora boreaMs which is 
iwvealed by the characteristic green 
xay which Is observed on obscure 
nights In the whole hsatuns There Is 
probably sometidng tlse; the contln-
—i bombardment of the upper atmos
phere by meteoric swarms and eosnde 

may also gamtnate. The mass 
of matter which would suf
fice to siiisln the observed phenom» 

Seamd Is In ^od^s^ewei^wl^that 

BELIEF 

Experience Convinced English Laborer 
That There Were Pereons With 

^ Llghtneee of Touch. 

The simple-hearted Weary One and 
the crafty Bill Sykes were supporting 
the walls of the works, their tins of 
untested coffee In their hands. Bill's 
coffee looked like cool, while the 
Weary One had In his the added lux
ury of a small quantity of milk. 

Wherefore, as they say, did Bill 
covet the tin of the Weary One, and 
did decide to exchange beverages, 
should an opportunity occur. 

"Torkin* of pickpockets," said the 
Weary One, "I onoe 'eard of a chap 
wot could pick a 'ankeroher from 
a gent's sleeve." 

"Oh, that's nothing'!" laughed Wil
liam. "I knows a cove wot can take 
yer at from yer 'ead without yer 
knowing It." 

But the Weary One was ineredu-

Just then he was called away h* 
the foreman, and on his return he 
picked up the tin which ha had trust-
Ingly left with Bin and bis hscrsduMty 
vanished Ilka Hghtnlns-

"Wai. ha exclelmed, "bust me II 
this dornt bsat ysr "at trie*, HOL Ida» 

one bin swiped $9 aBk 4Mb 

Perform Wonderful Feats of Diving, 
and Fish-Catching at Feed

ing Time. 

London.—Of all the animals in the> 
zoological gardens, nolle are more pop
ular than the sea-lions, especially at 
their feeding time, when they perform 
wonderful feats of diving and fish-
catching. Their appetites are ap
parently insatiable, and they are ready 
to give a special performance at any 
moment. The problem of feeding: 
them during the present time, when 
the fish supply from the North sea. 
may be cut off, Is likely to be a se
rious one. When racing' through the-
water, the sea-lion progresses by a. 
series of long semi-dives of a very 
snake-like character, and It has been 
suggested that the appearances of the 
"sea-serpent" may be due to this ani
mal. The'sea-lions belong to the Ota-
rildae or eared seals, which Include 
the fur-seals, and are distingu shed 
from the true seals and walrus« is by 
having a small external ear. Their-
hind limbs also are turned forwards 
and outwards, and are of greater serv
ice than In the other groups of seals. 
Like the fur-seals, the sea-lions form 
colonies together at the breedihg sea
son, and a quaint account of thbm at 
that time Is given by Pennant in his-
"History of Quadrupeds" (1793): "The 
females make a noise like calves; 
the young like larnbe. The males fre
quently go into the water, take a. 
large circuit, land, and caress their-

- Catching a Fish. 

females with great affection, put snout, 
to snout as if they were kissing one-
another. The females, on seeing their 
males destroyed, will sometimes at
tempt to carry away a cub in their 
mouths, but oftener desert them 
through fear. The food of these ani
mals is the lesser seals, penguins and 
fish; but while they, are ashore they 
keep, in the breeding time, a fast of 
three or four months; but to keep 
their stomachs distended will swallow 
a number of large stones, each as big 
as two fists." 

BLAST THWARTS BURGLAR 

Woman, Awakened, Usee Ash Tray to 
Rout Robber Who Wae Making 

Off With Goods. „ 

New York—A blast of dynamite in 
Nelsonvllle, near Cold Spring, thwart-, 
ed a burglar who had gathered up $400 
worth of loot in the home of Arthur C. 
Retfppel. 

Workmen blowing out rock next door 
set off a blast that shook Reoppel's 
home so that vases and pictures tum
bled from the mantel shelf. The noise 
awoke Mrs. Reoppel, who discovered a 
burglar sneaking out of her room with 
loot packed in a cloth mandolin cover. 
Hurling an ash tray at him, she struck 
him. He then dropped the bag and 
«Cd. ' . >,1 

Bee Stings Kill, Horses. 
Two horsse, valued at $400, on the • 

farm of Benjamin S. Garber, were . 
stung to death by a swarm of honey 
bees. In hauling stone the four-horse 
team was driven too close to the > 
hive, and the bees attacked the two ^ 
mules and the two horses. 

The mules were first unhitched and ^.. 
taken to a place of safety. The horses, : 
left to be stung, died a fexr hours ; 
uxA, f * £ 1 ** IjpL • later. t <k, «f*  ̂

Baby Menaced by s Rattlesnake-g,- > 
Maiden Rock, Wis.—"Mother,- see 

what I have." 'Mrs. Buckner of Dia- I. 
mond Bluff looked over to see where T 
her two-year-old daughter was playing, H 
and saw a huge rattlesnake coiled 
about the child's legs. The mother i,, 
matched the Infant from the reptile f 
and ran toward the house. A neigh-^ 

I bor killed the snake. 
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