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The Big Town.
Whea Clay stepped from the station

New Fork burst upon dm with what
geetied almost a threat. He could hear
the roar of It ke u river rushing down
3 canyon. Olay had faced n cattle
stampede. Oe had ridden out a bliz-
‘qard humched up with the drifting
perd. He hod ived rough sll his young
and joyous life. Bul for a moment he
felt a chill dranch at hls heart that
was almost dread. He did not know a
~ pout in this vast populace. He was
plon AmoNg 8evem of elght willlon
" erazy human belngs.

Be had checked his sultcase to be
free to look about. Ie had no destina-
ton and was in no burry. Al the day
wag before him, all of many duys. He
grifted down the strest and across to
Stxth Bvenue. :

Chance swept him up Bixth to Her-
/. gid square, He was caught in the
| fver-of humanity that races up Brond-

: wa5. He wondered where all this rush
of people was going. What ernzy im-
pulees sent them surging to and fro?
And“the giris—Clay surrendered to
them at discretion. He had not sup-
‘paeed there were o many pretty, well-
dreszed pirls in the world. -

“First off I'm goin' to get me a real
gty sult of clothes,” e promiscd him-
peif.  “This here wrinkled outflt 1s
some too woolly for the hig town, It's
1 good sult yet—'most as good as when
I bought It at the Doston store in
Tucson three years ago. But I reckon

"I save It to go homre In.”

He stoppedd in front of a store ahove
which was the legend "I Bernstelnm,

: of Quality Clothes, My Friendt?” He
! Suggested,

Mew's Gurments” A small mnn with
e lttle eyes and well-defined nose
“WRE Btending in the doorway,

. “Might you would waut n mood snit
o quutity clothes, my friendt,” he sug-
pested,

‘Tou've pogged me meht,” apreed
the westerner with his ready smile,
"Lead me to §t."”

Mr. Bernateln personally conducted
. 45 TUstomer to the suft depnrrment.
Z;ﬂ.wlﬂf noyen mysel? onogeconnd you

(AB & stoungor te the olty,” he ex-
Plaineq,
o Lhe dittle i teok a osuit from a
ek wid Gl (4 ag s length o ad-
It s Hugers curessend the woof
o ovingly,  He evidently ceould
bring Winsell 10 part wlin it ohiy after
2 dtrupsie,
“Worsted, Pine goods,”  tle
Mowarg e rungierider  aud
a seerel, “Lnipuaied.”
Cluy shouk bis b, - Not
WALE" s eyas the
*“This 13 e iy nonon of the sort of

teaned
whils-

whiat 1

ruiigen racks,

“'1:'9 with u Hitle seripe in (he pat-
h'l;he dewler detachied (e cont fov-
OB frun the hunger and helped his
Sututer wuto 51 hen he feld back,
(eg;:' 1r1t ‘.‘Ihh enthusiasile amazement.

B m':llll. ol Lave brouzslhy together
.“*‘-‘«'lihenlifm“l s sult, so wanilestly
whey fev or el other sinee the hoor
[ U Bve e to pate up tig teaves
Adam,

"l ! : ;
uﬂhe # et of peint;” he murmuared

(S
ltoc:lt owiunelier srinned.  He under-
i . the b.ns'uw:-:s That went with sell-
5 SUL in sulue stores. Byl 1t hap

" gt the Thirty-fourth Street entrance !

Bug | e n e pointed 1o a tlue |

i

pened that he lked this sult himself.
“How much?’ he asked.

© The owner of the store dwelt on the
merits of the suir, s style, lta dur-
abitity, the perfect fit. He covered his
subject  with  mrilstic  thornughness.
Then, reluctantly, he econfided in m
whisper the price at which he was go-
Ing to suerifice this suit among suls.

“To you, my frieadt, 1 make this
gurment Tor only sixry-five dollars™
He addest another seeret detail, *Below
wiolesale cost,”

A [litle devil of micth 1t In Lind-
Bay's cye. “I hate to have you rob
yoresclf lile that. And me a perfect
strolger to you too.”

“Qvality, ¥ understan® me. Which
8 nman mnst got te llve garments ke
I done to eppreciate such a sult. All
wool. Every thread of ir. Unshrink-
alde.” Mr. Dernstein curessed it again.
"One swell piece of romds,” he told
himself softly, almost with tenrs in hia
eyea,

“All wool, you sny ¥ asked Clay, feel-
ing the texture. He had made up hls
mind te buy It, though te thought the
price a bit stiff.

Mr. Iernstein protested on his honor
that there wos not a thread of cotton
In It. “Which you vould take It from
me that when T sell a gult of clothes
it is like I am desling with my
own brother™ he wdded, “Hvery gar-
meng out of this store takes my per-
sonal guarantee.”

(May tried on the trousera and looked
at himself in the glass. So: far as he
could tel] ho looked just Uke any other
New Yuorker, »

The dealer leaned forward and spoke
in = whlisper. Apparently he was
ashumed of his aoftness of heart,
“Fifty-ive dellare—to you.”

“T'l take itr the westerner sald.

The clothier called his tailor from
the rear of the store to imake an ad-
Justment in the trousers. Meanwhile
he deftly removed the tags which told
hlm In cipher that the sult had cost
him Just eleven dollars and seventy-
fve cems,

Hulf an hour later Cloy sat on top
of iy Fifth svenue bus which was jerk-
ing itz wuy uptown, His shoes were
glilned to mirror brighiness. Ils was
garbed In a blue serge sult with a little
stripe running through the pattern.
That sult just now wae the apple of
his eye. It proved him a New Yorker
und not & wild man from the Arizong
desert.

The motor-bus ran up Fifth avenue,
ent across to Brondway, pussed Co
lumhus cieele, and swept Into the Drive,
It wus a day divinely young and fair.
The fragrance of ‘a lingering spriog
wits watfted to the nostrils. Glimpses
of tae park tempted Cley. Its wind-
ing paths! The children playing on
the grass while thelr malds In neat
caps uand aprons gossiped together om
the henchics near! This was the most
human spot the mean. from Arlzona
had secn in tre metropolis. _

Somewhere a the early three-figure
streets he descended from the top of
the hua and let his footsteps follow his
[nclinations Into the park. He struck
across the Drive into a side street. An
apartment house oceuplea the corner,
but from the other side a row of hand-
some private dwellings faced him.

The janitor of the apartment house
was watering the parking heyond the
gidewalk, The edge of the stream
from the nowszle of the hose sprayed
the puth In front of Clay. He hesi-
teted for a moment to glve the man
time to turn aside the hose.

But the jJanitor on this particnlar
morning had been fed up with trouble,
One of the tenunts had complained of
him to the ngent of the place, Another
had moved wway without tipplug him
for an hour's help in packing he had
riven her, He was sulkily of the opln-
lon that the whole world was In a
conspiraey to anney him. Fust now the
approaching rube typlfied the world.

A little fllet of the hose deluged
Clay's newly shined boots und the low-
er 8lx inches of his trouvsers.

“Look out what you're delng!™ pro-
tested the man from Arizona,

*] tank you better lovk where you're
poing,” retoried thie ohe from Bweden,
e was 1 heavy-set, museular man
with a sullen, ohstinate face,

“My shoes and trouscrs are sopping
wet, 1 believe you did it on purpose’”

wpank so? Val, vust one teng I lak
to tell you. [ got no time for d—n fule
talk.”

The weslerner started on his way.
There was 1o nse having a row with a
sutky janitor, “

But the Swede misunderstood him
purpose. Al (fay's first srep forward
he jerked rovund the nozzle and let the
runge-rider have it with tull foree.

Ctay was swept hack to the wa'! by
the  hen pressure of woter that
plaad nver WimL The stream maved
grtftly up and down bim from hes@
to foot fill it had drenched every inch
of the periect fifty-fve-collur sult. He

drowned fathens deep [n a‘water
spout. He was swepl over Niagara
Falls. He came fo lfe agalu to find

hinmself (he choking center of & world
flooil.

He gave a strangled whoop and
charced steaight af the man behind the
hoge,  The two clinched. While they
steugded, the writhing hose stapped
buek and Furth between them like an
Clay  had one ad-

agHaled  snake

vanbre, lie was wel throush anyhow,
It did nol matter how wuch of the
deluge struek him. The janitor fought

to keep dry and he had not a chapee
on earth to sucgeed,

For one hundred and seventy-five
pounds of Arlzona bone and muscle,
toughened by yeurs of hard work in
sun and wind, had ¢lamped liself up-
on him, The nozzle twisted toward the
Jenltor. He ducked, went down, aod
wag [nstantly submerged. When he
tried to rise, the stream beat him hack,
He struggled halfway up, slipped, got
igain to his feet, and came down sit-
ting with & hard bump when hils legs
skated from under him.

A snusthered *Vat tell 1™ rose out of
the waters, The janitor could pot un-

P Ly

A Smothered “Vat T'ell!” Rose Out of
the Waters.

derstand what was happening to him.
He did not know that Le was being
trented to & new fornn of the water
cure,

Betore his dull bruin had functioned
ito actlon mn lron grip had him by Lhe
back of the neck, He wias jerkesd to
his feet and propelled forward to the
curh, Every loeh of the way the heavy
strenm from the nozzle broke on nis
face and neck. It paralyzed hls re
sistance, jarred hlin so that Le could
not gather himscelf to fizht. Clay
bumped hlinp up sgalnst a hlteldng
post, garroted him, and swung the
hase around the post in sioch o way
a8 to enclrcie the feet of (he man.

The cowpuncher drew the hose
tight, slipped the nozule through the
fron ring. und caught the finpping nrms
of the man to his body., WL the deft
skill of a truined roper Clay swung the
rubber pipe round the body of the man
agnin nnd ngnin, drawing it close to
the post and lnottlng It securely be-
hind. The Swede stroggled, but his
furions rage availed him notbing. When
Clay stepped back to inspect Lls Job
he kiew he was looking at one that
had been done thoroughly,

“I keel ymi, by d—n, ef wou don't
turn me loose " roared the hlg man in
4 mge,

The range-rider grinned gayly at
hm, He wnas having the time of his
young life, Fle did not even regret his
fifty-five-dollar sult, I

“Life's just Toaded to the hocks with
disappointment, e, he explained,
and hls volee was full of geninl sym-
rathy. “I'll het a dollar Mex you'd
sure like to beat me on the bead with
a two-hy-four, But I don't reckon
you'll cver get that fond wish pratifingd,
YWe're not Huble to meet up with each
other wgaln prouto. Today we're here
and tomorrow we're ot Yumna, Arlzong,
soy, fur Hife i& short and doroed
fleetin’, as the post fellow says.”

He waved a bhand jeuntily and
turned to go 3ut be chinged his mind.
Hls eye had fallen on a young woman
standing ut n French window of the
house opposite. She was beckoning to
him Imperlonsly.

The young woman disappeanred as be
crossed 1he street, but o a few mo-
ments the door opened and she stood
there waiting for him, Clay stared, He
1ad never before seen a givl dressed
lilte this She wus Io riding  bools,
breeches and coat. Her eyos diluted
while she looked at him,

“Wyroming?' she asked.

“Arizona,” he answered.

*“All one. Knew It the moment I saw
you. tie him, Come " She stood
arlde to let hitn pass,

That hudl, with 1ts tapestried walls,
ite polished fluors, and oriental rugs,
was reminiscent of “the movies” to
Clay. Nowhere else. had he seen A
home so stamped with the mark of
ample means;

“Come §i3," she ordered again, a lit-
tle sharply.

ile ¢ame In and slhe closed the door,

“I'm sopping wet. Tl drip all over
the floor.”

“What are you golng to do? You'll
be arrested, you know.” She stood
straight apd slim as a bov. and the
frank directness of her goxe hpd a
bey's sexless uneanscinnsness.

There came tn them fromn outside
the rap-tup-tap-tap of a poleeman's
alght stiek eatifing en the ¢urbslone,

Hlpte putlTo el ™

= pan explaln bww at happensd”

“No, He wouldnt understand, They'd
#nd you palite”

To & manservang standing the
haelorond the younyg woin spoke.
“Jenkhis, have Nosw clean up the Aoor
and the steps outside, And remember
—1 don’t wapt the police to know this
gentlermn s here,”

“Yes, miss”

“Come ! said the glrl to her guest.

Clay followed  his hostess  ta
gtairs anud went up them with ter, but
he went peotesting, though with a
chuckle of mirth, “He sure ruiped my
elothes n heap. [ aio't it to be seen.”

The suit he had heen so proud of
was shrioking so that his arms and
legs stuek out Ife  slgnposis. The
cotor Ll ron and left the gooda a
presculiar billous-looking overidl bive.

She It » posdog in g smull lbracy
den,

“Just a minute, please”

She stepped briskly frmn the room,
In her guinoer wis a erisp decision, in
her peise o trf gillantey that won
him jostantis.
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“I'll bét she'd de to ride with,” he
told himself in a -current western
idiom. “

When she came back 1t was to take
him to a dressing room. A complete
change of clothing was Iald out for
him oo a couch. A man whom Clay
recognized a8 a valet—he had scen hia
duplicate in the moving-pleture thea-
ters at Tuoeson—wnos there te supply
his needs and attend to the tempers-
ture of his hath.

“Stevens will ook aflter you,” she
saitl; "“when you are ready come back
to dad’'s den.”

His eyes followed to the door her
resilient step, Oncee, when he wins &
boy, he bad seen Ada Rehan play in
“As You Like It" Her acting had en-
tranced uim. This girl carried bim
back to that hour. She wus beylsh a8
Hosallnd, woman in every motion of
her stim and lssom body.,

At the head of the stafrway she
paused. Jenkine was moving hurriedly
up to niect her.

“It's a peliceman, mizs. 'E's come
nhout the—the person that came in,
and ‘e's talkin” to Nora on the steps
8he's a-Jollyin® "lm, 88 you might say,
fsa,”

[Iis young mistress nouded. She
swept the hall with the eye of 4 gen-
eral, Swiftly she chanped the position
of a Turkish rug so 88 to hide s spot
an the polished floor that had been
rivently scrubbed apnd was still molst,
Then she opened the door and saun-
rered out.

“Dies (he officer want something,
Nora?* she asked Innocently, switch-
ing the end of & erop against her rid-
inr-boats,

“Yes, miss, There's been & ruffian
hatin® up Swedes an’® tyin® em to posts.
This efficer thinks he came here” ex-
pladned Nore.

*Daes he want to look In the hegset”

“Yes, miss”

“Then let him come In” The young
pilsiress took the responsibllity on her
pwn shoutders. Bhe led the pollce
rn Into the hall. I don't really see
hew he eould bave got In here without
some of us geeing him, offlcer” :

“No, masm. [ doo’t see how he
eeald,” The patrolman seratchied his
redd head. “The janitors a Swede,
anyhow, He jlst pucssea 1€, I came
to make sure av it, I'll be sorry for
troubling yuh, miss.”

The sinfle she gave him was warm *

akdd friendly. *Oh, that’s all right, If
vou'd care to look arcund . . . But
there really I8 uo use™ :

“Na." The forehead pnder the red
thateh wrinkled in thonght. *He sald
he seen him come o here or next door,
an' e enme up the steps. But nobody
aeipld have got in withoot some of
vouse seein' him. That's a lead pipe
Tie otficer pushed any doubt that re-
wttia] fron bis wind, “Owoly 2 mad-
de-bewled Swedse.” :

CHAPTER IV
Clay Takes a Tranafer,

While Leatrice Whitford waited in
the Hitle - lihrary for the Arizonan
to join her, she sat in a deep chalr,
chin in hond, eyes fixed on the jetting
lnmes of the pas-log. A littie flugh
fad crept into the oval face. In her
wil there tingled the stimulus of ex-
citement, For into Lher life an advens

tire had come from faraway Cattle--

lanil.

A erisp. strong footstep sounded in
the hall, [Her fingers flew to pat Into
pioce the soft golden halr colled low
#t the nape of the neck. At times she
batd a-toylike unconcern of sex; again,
a spirit wholly feminine, i

The clahes of her father fitted
Lindsuy  Ioosely, for Colin Whitford
Lised bezun to take on the flesh of mid-
dle aee and Clay was lean &nd clean
of bulld as an elk. DBut the westerner
was one of those to whom clothes are
nnimportant. The splendld youth of
him weuld bave shone through the
raigs of a beggar, %

“My pame is Clay Lindsey," he told
her by way of introduction,

“Mine s DBeatrice. Whitford,”
wnswered.

hey shook hands.

“I'm 1o walt here till my clothes dry,
yore man snysn”

Mrheny you'd better mit down,” she
suggested. :

Wiihin five minutea she knew that
he had been in New York less thun
three houvrs. His impressions of the
city amused and entertained her. He
was quite slmple. She could look into
his mind as though It were a” deep,
elear well, There was something in-
extinguishubly boylsh  and buoyant
about him, DBut in his bronzed face
and steady, bhumoroia eyes were
strength and shrewdness, ITe-was the
last mao In the world a bunco-steerer
combid play for a sucker. She felt that,
Vi be maide no prefenses of a worldly
wistdomn Le did not have

A vusee reached them from the top
4 the stalra

“Do you know where Miss Whitford
is, Jenkinsy" X

“11in the Red room, sir.” The an-
swer was lo the even, colorleas volce
of o servant

The glvl rose at once, “If you'll ex-
cuse me,” ghe 8ald, and stepped out of
the reom,

“Hello, Bee, What do you think} I
never saw such 1diots as the pollce of
this town are. They're watching this
honse for a desperado who assaulted
goine one outside, I met a sergeant on
our steps. Seys he doesn't think the
men's here, but there's just & chance
he sllpped into the basement It's ab-
surd,”

“0Of course it s There was & rip-
ple of mirth in the girl's votce. “He
dtdn’t come In by the basement at all,
but walked {n at the front door.”

“The front deor!” exploded her fath-
er. “Whaut do youn mean? Who let him
in?"

M] qid. He came ag my guest, Gt my
Invitation.”

"What T’

“Don't shout, dad,” she advlsed. “I
thought T had brought you up better.”

“RBut—hut—but—what do you mean?
he sputtered. *“Ig this rufilan In the
house pow?l" 2

“0Oh, yes. He's in the Red room here
—and unless he's very deuf he hears
evervthing we are saying” the girl
answersd calmly, much nmused at the
amazenment of her father, “Won't you

she

come in and see him? He doesn’t seem

very desperdte”

Cluy arose, pinpoints of langhter
danving in his eyes. ITe liked the gay
audacity of this young womam

A moment later he was offering a
brown hand to Colin Whitford, “Glad
to meet you, Mr. Whitford, Yore
daughter has just saverl my life from
the pelice,” the westerner sald, and
hiz friendly smile was very much in
evldence.

“You make yourself at home” an-
awered the owner of o large per cent
of the stuck of the fumous Bird Cape
mine. :

“My puests do, dad. If's proof that
I'm a8 perfect hostess,” retorted
Beatrice, her dninty, provacutive face
flashing to mirth,

“Hinp|" grunted® her father diyly.
*Td llke to know, young man, why the
police are shadowing this house?”

4T expect they're lookin! for me”

T expect they are, and T'm not sure
I won't help them find you. You'll
have to show cause if I don't.,”

“Hia berk i8 much worse than hia

“His Bark is Much Worse Than His
Blite,” the Girl Exclaimed to Clay.

bite,” the girl explained. to Clay, just
as though her futher were not present,

“Hmp ™ exploded the mining mag-
pate o seccnd time. “Get busy, young

Tellow.”
Clay tald the story of the fifty-five-
dollar suit that L Bernstein had

wished on Lim with near-tears of re-
gret at partlng fromn it. The cow-
puncher ramatized the sltuation with
gome natlve talent for mimicry. His
arms gestured llke the lifted wings of
a startled cockeral. A man gets a
chanee at a parment ke that only
once in a while occansionally. Which
yorue enn take it from me that when T,
Bernstein selts a sult of clothes it Is
shust ke he i3 denling with his own
brother. Qvallly, my friendts, gvality!
Why, 1 got apyhow & sult which I
might be marrled In without shame,
un'erstan’ e’

Colin Whitford was of the West him-
self, He had lived 1ts rough-nnd-tuinble
life for years before he made his
lucky strike In the Bird Cage. He had
moved from Colorade to New York
only ten years before, The sound of
Clay’s druwling voice was like 8 mes-
sage from home. He began te grin
In spite of himself. This man was too
good to be true, It wase’t possible
that &nyhody could come to the big
town and [mpert into It so0 nalvely
such o genuine toueh of the outdoor
West, It was not possible, but [t had
happened just the. sume. Long hefore
the eow puscher had finlshed his story
of hog-tving the Swede to 8 hitehing
post with hls owa hose, the mining
man wais senled of the large tribe of
Clny  Lindeay's admirers, He was
ready to hide him from all the police
in New ¥ork

Whitford told Stevens to bring In
the fiftv-five-dollar st se that he
eould gloat over it. Ile let out a whoop
of dellcht at slght of 1tz stlll sodden
appearance. He examined 1ts sickly
hue with ehackles of mirthe

HGnarputoed not to fade or Sh:‘lnk."
murmare:d Clay sioildly,

e macraed te #ot the econt on with
attticnity. ‘Che glecvem reachod fust hee
low the elbows.

“You look like n lifer from Sing
Sing,” pronouneed Whitford joyously.
“Get g bhair-cut, und you won't have
@ chunce on earth to fool the potice”

“Phe color did ruo and fade some,™
admitted Clay,

“Worlh cvery cent of nine pinety-
eight at a bargaln sale before the
Swede pot bnsy with lb-—and he let
you have it at a sacrifice for fifty-five
dollars!” The millionalre wept happy
tears as a climax of his rapture. He
swallowed his eigar smoke and had to
be pounded on the back by his duugh-
ter. :

Jenldns eame to the door amd an-
nounced “Mr. Bromfield,”

Almost on his beels a young maan in
tmmaculate rlding clothes sauntered
into the rocm. He had the assured
ease of one who has the run of the
house. Alfss Whitiord introduced the
two young men and Bromfield looked
the westerner over with a suuve In-
solence in hiz dark, handsome eyes.

Clay recornlzed him  tmmedlately.
He had shoken hands onee before with
thig well-satistied young man, antd on
that oceasion a fifty-dollar bifl had
passed from one to the other, The
New Yorker evidently did not know
him.

It became apparent At onoe that
Bromfield had called to oo ridlng In
the park with sllss Whitford,  That
FOULE WoImun cume up to say good-by
to her new nequaintance.

WUl you fie here when T got bhaek?”

“Not If our friends outside glve me
a chance for & gelaway,” he told her

Her bright, unfiinching eyes looked
tnto his. “Vou'll come azaln and let

us know how yeo escaped,” she ln-
vited,

ST eettainly da that,- Miss Whit
ford.”

sPhen we'il lenk for you Tharsday”
afternoon, siy.”

“I' be himeS

“If the police don't get youl™
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“They won't,” he promlsed serenely.

"When you're ready, Roe" suggested
Bromfield In a hored volce.

She nodded casually and walked out
of the room lke a young Diana,
strulght as a dart In her trim slender-
ness.

Clay slipped out of the house by
the back way.

. * - * * L L]

From the top of o bus Clay Lindsay
looked down o eanyon which angled
weross the great clty like a river of
light, Me had emme from one land of
gorges to unother. In the walls of this
one, thousands and tens of thousands
of cliff-dwellers hid themgelves during
the day like nnimals of some queer
breed and poured out Into the canyon
at sunset,

Now the river In ita bed was alive
with n throbbing tide. Cross-currents
of hamanity flowed Into It from slde
atreets and ebbed out of 1t lnto others.
Strenms of people were swept 'down,
cnught here and there In swirling ed-
dies, Taxis, private notors, and trol-
ley eers struggled In the macewsay,

All this Clay saw In e flush while
bis hug crossed Broadway on its way
to the Avenue. His eyes had becoma
gecustomed to this brilllance in the
weelis  that  hed passel sinee his
descent upon New York, but Tamiline-
ity hud not yet dulled thg wonder
of It, "

He had Lecome o fast frelend of Miss
Whitford, Together they had tramped
theeneh Central park and motornd up
rhe Hudaon Inoene of her fatlicr’s cars,
Thkey had explored ¢ach othey's minds
along with the countey and each had
feswn the sorprise and delight of dls-
voverias, of finding In the other &
quallty of freshness and eandor.

The bes Juwlked down Fifth avenue
Hlse a-tent inc v oseas, punsing here
gl there at the carb to take on a
pa wer, While It was gettlng under
way after one such  stop, another
downtown hus rolled past,

Clay cawe to o sudden alert atten-
tiini, His eyes focused on oa girl sig-
g o oo hack seal, In the pretty
chitdish face he read a wistful help-
lossness, o pulhetic hint of misery that
called for sympathy.

zonup Takes short cuts to its ends.
s instantly, put s foot on the
wt leaped seross to the top
of the hus rolling pafaltel with the one
he was o In anotler secoud he had
dropped inde the seat hoside the glel

“Glad to meet you agaln, Miss Kitty,”
he suid cheerfully. “How the big
town been using youl”

The girl looked at hii with a little
gasp of surprise. “Mr, Lindsay!" Sud-
den téars Himed her eyea, She forgot
that she had left hirn with the promise
never agaln to speak to him. She was
fnn a far country, and he was a friend
from home,

The comiuetor bustled down  tha
afsle. “Say, where do you get this
movie-stuff? You can’t jumnp from the
top of one bus to unother. That ain't
the system of trunsfers we use in this
town. Yon wight 'a" got killed.”

“0h, well, lel’s not worry aholit that
now,”

“I'd  ought to have you pnlled
Three vears Pve heen on this run
and—"

UNiee run, Wapges good P

“Ton’t get gay, young fellow. I ean
tell you one thing. You've got to pay
another fare

Clay pald it

The conductor retired to his post.

“What about that movie joh? Is #t
pannin' out pay geld?' Lindsay asked
Witty. -

Rit by kIt her story came out. It
was A common enouzh one. She had
tisen  fim-fammed out of her money
by the aitered school of moving-pleture
getors, and the sherpers had decamped
with it

Az ghe Jooked nt her recovered
friend, Ritty grafually realized an out-
ward  transfermation in
anep,  ¥le was dressed  oufetly In
SMathps of nerfect it made for him by
Colin Whitford's tallor. From shoes
to hat he was & New Yorker got up
recardiess of expense. But the wuarm
siuile, the strong, tanned fuce, the grip

Lof the blg brown hand that buried her

sinall one—all these were from her
own West. 8o too had been the non-
chwlance with which he had stepped
from the rall of one moving bus to
that of the other, just a3 though
this were hls usual method of trans-
for.

“I've got a job at Iast,” she explained
te him, *P'm working downtown in

his appear-;

Greenwich Vlillage, sélllng clgarattes.
I'm Bylvin the Cigarette Glrl. At
least that's what they call me. I carry
& tray of them evenings into the cafe.”
“Greenwich Village?" azked Clay.
Kltty wus not sble to explain that
the Village {3 a state of mind which is
the habitat of long-halred men and

“Bay, Where Do You Get This Movle
Stunt Stuff?™

short-haired women, the breing of
whom functioned 1n a way totally sHen
to all her methods. of thought. “Can'
you come down tenlght to The Purple
Pup or The Ses Siren and ses for
yourgelf?" she proposed, and gave him
directlona for finding the classic re-
sorts, r

“T'm dressed silly—in bare feet and
sandals and what they call a smock.
¥You won't mind that, wili you?"

“You'll look good to me, no matter
what you wear, 1ittle Mlsz Coloradeo,”
he told her with his warm, big broth-
er's smile. :

“You're good,” the girl sald simply.
“I knew that on the traln even when
I—when I was mean to you” There
came into her volce a small tremor of
apprehension.  “I'm afrald of this
town. It's so—s0 kinde cruel. I've got
no friends here®

He offered instant reassurance with
a . strong grip of his brown hand.
“You've got one, iittle pardner. I
promise that one blg husky will be
on the job when you need him, Don't
you worry.” |

She gave him her ghy eyes prate- |
fully, There was a mlist of tears In

them,
gald again

“You're
{Continued next week)
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