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Here is the story you've been looking for—the abse-
1 lutely new type myntorﬂhle. wherein the very eley-
erest reader cannot guess in advance how the problem
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only put on the finishin' tonches, I've
shortenad your mfeery, Burt, 1've
saved you money, for otherwiso you'd
have gone tryin' to tinker it up, Don't
do It. Take it from me, It {an't worth
it. From start to finlsh you've bLeen
stung.”

pels Sl B CHAPTER XVI.
Dvaber i s raetsurel with Borsdel] ang Failure.
. 0 apeak 5 w0 and wine
‘ gl o, g iy MALTZ was a Mar, as he
at oy P T sald, but Bruce knew that
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CHAPTER XV.

he had told the truth re-
garding Banule's work. He
confirmed the eusplolons
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is to be solved. It is

The House of the Purple Stairs
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feet, and the minute I gita you where
I wanls you te be quiet you maks
torea nolsa nor & cow-olk goin'
through the brush. How you feelin’,

Eh? y.:mr a.ki!l u“n lm%tewidetec:ilve‘l:il working out
s (] . Butitiso r to warn
you wo'::‘{ ben:{vl:g. d ° =

Burt strode around the corner and
threw the door back wide,

“Druce]l Brace! You musn't feel so
badl" Exeltement made his voloe

(Oontizued.) and fears that had been In Bruce's :L“'“';"g to Helon. *“1 expect you're sound harsh, but thers was ne mis-
out beat" taking the sy
The Clean-Up. mind for months. Therefore, when he "Sorry to disappolnt you, Unole Bil, ,nr‘:l'fn“;’n"gl':i;““" latended or the

from his bair and through

his thick eyebrows when

he reached the boat landing

where ordinardy they
eroseed. He brushed it out of his
oyea with the back of his sleeve and
stared at the place where usually the
boat rode, It was gone! Smalts had
taken it Instead of the overhead tram
in which he always ocrossed,

He kept on running along the river
umtil he came to the steps of the
platform, where the heavy iron cage,
suspended from & cable, was tled to
a tres. Bruce bounded up the steps
two at & timo and logsencd the rope,
It was not unti] then that he saw that
the chaln and sprocket, which made
the crossing easy, were missing, This,
too, was sirange, There was no time
for speculation, Could he cross in it
hand over hand? For answer he &ut
his knee on the edge and kioked o

The lmpetus sent it wall over the
river. Then it struck the slack in
the cable and slowed up. Bruce set
:ll Jeeth and went at it hand over

and,

'-I—, HE perspiration waa trickling

cT squoaking on the rusty cabie,
rolled back to the middie of the river,
where it swung to and fro.

Bruce stepped up on the wooden
easing which covered the plpes and
Doxzies lnside the power house.

Down below, Banule had thrown
out the switch and the machinery
waAs running away, A rim of fire
encircled the commutators,

For ¢ moment the amaging, unex-
peoted sight deprived Bruce of the
power to move, Then he jumped for
the lever and ahut down,

Bmaltz stood his ground as Bruoe
advanced,

“Why dldn't you answer that tele-
phone, Smalts?”

“T declare—the recelver's dropped
off the hook!"

“Why didn‘t you shut down?"
“How ahould I know? Ths ball
dn't ring—Banule hadn't told ma
"

Bruee turnad to the telsphone and
mng the bell hard. *
“Mello—hello—bello!" came the fran.

“Then take it whers tha cable
orossea the river, Coma quick.” Hae
put the recelver back on Its hook
and steppad to the lever., Smaltz's
eyea opaned wide as Hriucsa shoved it
hard, Ha stared as though he thoucht
Prusca hnd gona out of his mind. Then
the dynamos began to pick up.

. "What you muin' to Jdu?" shouted
Bmaltz above the serecch of the belt.
fne and the hot bearings,

“I'm going to kill you! Da von
hear?' His eyes wers bloodshot,
“more than ever ho looked llke some
% battle-crazedd grizzly seeing his vic-

tim through a hlur of rage and pain,

J “If 1 can—hrow you—across those

commutators—hefore the fireworks

stop—1'm goin' to glve you fifteen
bundred volts!™

A wild fright cama in 8maltz's eyes,

“Lot me up!' he hegged,

“I'm all in. T'll tell”

"Go on, then—talk!™
“l—avas pald.*

For the fraction of a second Briuce
ptared into Smaltz's scard  face,
“You wero pald,” ho repeated slowly,
“Who''— and then the word came
rapler-like as had the thought—
“Sprude!’

“He told me to ses that you didn't
start. He loft the rest to me” With
sulien satiafuction: “And it's cost him

*nlr-—_\'nn Dottt ——
You turned the boat looas In

*And Toy!"

Smaltz whisperad—he could barely
epeak—"I'm tellin' tho truth——Iit waa
an accldent, He jumped me—I1 threw
nhim off and he fell in the slulee-box
—bhackward—[ tried to save him—I
did—that's stralght.”

Finally, Rruce took his knea from
his ehest und got up. Bmaltz pulled
himself to his  feet and stood un-
certainly,

“\Waoll -1 suppose it'a Jall" There
wits siillen resignation in his volee,

“powant you to write what you told
me—exactly—word for word. Write
it in duplicate and sign your namoe”

e was st writing when Hanule
aame, breathing hard and still drip-
sing from his frigid swim,

Bmaltz handed Rruce the npaper
when he had finished and signed his
name,  Neither the writing nor come
position was that of an illiterate
man,  Rruce reid 4t carefully and
handed it 1o Banule:

wiend this and witness 187

Ratiliv did an he was tald

txaw copy iR sed Bruoce, and
Binalta obyyed,

Bruce steppoed to the doubie deors
and slid the bolt,

»There's yvour tratl—now hit t!"
He motloned into the wilderness as
ho thraw the doors wide.

Smialts wheeled and turned sharply
to Bruce,

“Yau know even a Hor sometimes
tells the trath and I'm goln' to give |t
te you straleht now 1've nothin to win

sald quictly to Banule, “You'd better
&0 up the hilll§’ there was that in his
volce and eyes which made that per-
son take his departure with only a
little less celerity thun HBmalis Ld
taken hims,

At lust everything was done and
Porcupine Jim, who had stayed on a
dny or 8o to help, was walitl for
Bruce to finish his letter to nﬁaun
alialnblr. 80 he could take It up the

There was nothlni for It but the
blunt truth to tell Helen, so Bruce
wrote:

Sprudell boasted that he would
down me, and he has. Villalny,
incompetency and carelessness
have been too strong a comblina-
tlon for my experiance to beat.

I've failed, [''n broke. [I've
l'gcnt $40,000 and have nothing to
show for It but a burned-out
plant of an obsoleta type,

You are the beginning and end
of everything with me. All my
hopes, my ambitions, my life |t-
Aolf have come to centre In you,
It was the thought that It was for

on that kept mo golng when I
mve been so tired dolng two
mon's work that 1 could scarcely

fallure after ancther smashed me

in the face so fast that [ could

not #ee for the blackness.

I nevar dreamed that love was
Iko this—that |t was =uch a spur
—#ich an ineentive—aor that it
could add so to the bitterness of
fatlure, For I do love you, Helen:

1 nfe now that I have loved you

from the time T saw you with

Bprudell—further bick than that,

from the time I shook your ple-

ture out of that old envelops,

1 love you, Helon, truly, com-
pletely; 1T am sure there will
never be any one else for me. If
only for this reason, won't you
write to me sometimes? for your
Ietters will mean 8o much In the
dnynm that are ahead of me,

When e had finished Bruce gave
Jim the letter and pald him off with
the oheck that took the last of his
halnnee {n the bank.

When Helen read the letter she
sat ut her desk for a long time,
mechanically drawing little designs

lized finally into a definite resolve,

.t;nd her lips set In a line of determina-
an.

It was not such a diffleult matter
as Helon bad thought to get from the
Invostors a thirty days' option upon
thelr stock., In the first pluce they
were frankly amoased and loteresied
by her request: und, In the second,
while Sprudell had succeeded 4n shak-
Ing thelr confidence in Bruce he had
not Insplred any Hking for himself,
Hesides, he had not been able to cons
ecoal his eagerness and they felt that

his offer would keep,

When it was securs and she had
obtained leays of absence from the of -
fice, Helen felt that the hardest part
of the task she had assigned herself
was done, To acquaint Bruce's futher
with Sprudell's plot and enlist him on
Bruce's slde seemed altogether the

eaniest part of her plan,
Therefore on the monotonous jour-
ney wost her norves reluxod and with

u comfortabie foeling of mecurity she
refiearsed her case an she meant to
present It, which was to conclude

with an elogquent plea for help,
Hut shoe was reckoning without
John Burt, HReasoning that would

apply to nearly any other man did
not it all fit Rruce's father, Helen
had the sepsition of having run at
full speed agalnst a stone wall when
Murt eamae toward her slowly, leading
hia saddle horse through one of the

“Oh, he's in trouble’  1is voles
had an neld edge. “"He wanis ma to

help him out*’

“Ha has had such odds to fight!”

sha faltered. “And"e—

“I don't care what he's had to fight,
14 Just as soon put my money in the
stove as put it in a mining scheme,
There's two things T never do, young
Indv, and that's speculate and go on

prople's notas '

“I'm sorey If I've barnd yon, and [

shan't Infliet you any mors, Pl

remomber that Druca knew mothing
aof my enming. 1 camo upon my own
responsibility. But hig success meant
so wmuch tg him—to ma that 1—I"—
Bha chokad and turned away abrupt.

1y, She dared not aven say goodby,

John Burt had a queer fenling of
snmething wilting, erumbling insids
of him, something hard and cold giv-
ing way arotund his heart, Hao enuld
not have sxplained e, It was not his
wiy to try, hiut he took an impulsive

stap townrd her and ealled out:

“Walt a4 minute! (3o on in the
housa till T put up my horse, 1IN

hear what yoau havo to say

CHAPTER XVII.
Unele Bill Is Ostracized.

GrooD Bve DEARS,
You Bom™ Look
VERY FETCHING

(PERFECT
SIGHTS |

but I'm not. You tried so hard to
koop me from coming [ don't think
1'd tell you If | wan"

“You wouldn't have to—1 reckon I'll
find It out hefora weo'd gons far. l've
noticed that whon a Indy Is tired or
hungry sahe gits powerful croma”

“Where did you learn so much
about women ?**

*I've picked up conslderable knowl-
edige of the femala disposition from
wranghn' dudes. A badd-face bear
with cubs is o regllar streak of sun-
shine compared o & Indy-dude [ had
out campin’ once—when she got tired
or hungry, or otherwise on the peck.
Hepr und e got feelin' pretty hos-tile
towand each other 'fore we quit.

*I dldn’'t so much mind prekin®
warm water mornin's for her to wash
her fuce, or buttonin® her walst up the
back, or changin® her sUrrups every
few miles or gettin® off to see it It was
a fly on her horse's stummick that
made him switch his tadl, but 1 got so
wonk 1 couldn’t hardly set In the sad-
die from anawerin’ questons and try-
in' to laugh at her Jokes

“‘Say,’ says she, ‘aln't you got no
gense of humor? atter I'd let out
somethin’ between s groan and a
wtieal. ‘T had,' I says, "ull 1 was shot

speakin’ an’ ‘twers the only enjoyable
time | had Dudin® wouldn't be a bad
business,” Uncle DIl added Judicially,
Wit it weren't for answerlin® questions
and  lstenin® to  thelr  second-hand
Jokea  Generally they'ra smart poo-
ple wlhen they're on thelr hioms rangs
and somethmes they turng out
friends”™

“Like Bpurdell,” Helen wsuggosted
mlm-hu\mull!.

“Hpurdell!™  The old man's eyss
blazed wnd he falrly jumped at the
sound of the name. "I ain't blood-
thirsty and I never bors the reputia-
ton, but if I had knowed as much
about that feller an I know now ho'd
slept In that there snow-bank untll
spring.

“You know, ma'am,” Uncla Bill
went on solamnly while he cast an

hail fallen behind, “when u feller's

Gt ep, Nig!

in that tons ynless hae

asn

naross the flsor,

't mlign miv n
plieatinn for u

NOLRE BILL GRISWOLID sat
by the window (n the offion
of tha Hinds Housn where
he could wateh the stage

disappeared into the mountain with

turned the most he would suy wus
that he had "been peckin' on a ledgo
wl summer.”

S0 things stood one day when the
Dasar, T
coming—with passengers!
tiost In; the Jinds House loungers
driver's  “Git
Lill ep—git ep—
Thers woaa lugguge on be.
il and=Yankee Sam's voica broke
a4 though It were changing when he
announiced It—a femalo and two men,

Was this Uncle Bill's secret?
hoe known? They could learn nothing
from hla face and his mouth was shut
sy tight It lovked as If he had the

ended

Blagy

~=ho threw off his opu.
1 oout—"Ita good to be

For the apace of a second Ore
uneertninly, Then P'a
disentangled hia feot

got hald of mome.
thing on his prospecting trip this
he sold? Wan he
this necount for Mil's
and not the options? d
Il at thelr heartn shot to tholr feet,
Mr. UL tanped his pocket and low.
his volee—a futile precaution,
moment Ors Cliy
have henrd a “thousand legeer wilk
"I've ot the papers
here ' he sald, "all ready to be elgned
up If everything's ns reuresentod ™
went limp, but not
ltmn to strain thelr ears for Uncle

Ta drawled, "you want to
taks partienlnr care that I aln't saltin'
plenty of tima to

They's no great swent:
VLo BN apa
fish lepnsp that
ourht me until ' had a good law-
ok 1t over Hrst.
vou when you wrote mn to opoan up
that ledge, ' pive vou the first shot
At 11, but don't try any funny busl-
1 know now what I got, and
I don't necd you to help me handle 1¢,
I've never made 1t no aceret, Wilbur,
that T wouldn't trust you with a red-

“I den't sen why von should talk to
ma Like this' DU declared In an {ne-

“ga-sh!” Mr, DUl hilssed, not In re- He tried his utmost to put her out like walking

wouth="1 think he's got moeney.”
Porcupine Jim  walked over

back to his cabin
days’ absence more than ordinarily
heavy hearted, If that wers possible,
though his luck hud heen unusually
Ho had o cougar, one lynx and
Counting the Htate
hounty an the cougar, the green skins
he brought back represented closs 1o
w hundred dollars,
soan could go “outslde

Hut to-night the thought did not
Whit wos there tor hiin
An Lo hiad trudged along
the broken snow,
tho gloom of the canyon had welghed
but It was the chill
ro cabln when he
opened the door that put the finish-
Ing touches upon his misery,
empitiness of 1t echoed In his heart,

The blunkets wera Iln & mound in
the bunk; he had been too dishenrt-
ened befora ho left even to saweep tha
thin nshes overfiowed the stove
hearth and thers wan no wood split
The solled dishes, caked with hard-
madda him slek,
chimney of the lamp he lighted wiws
It wiaa tha last
word in chesrlossncss, and there wis
no peason to think, Bruce told hime-
solf, that it would not be in such sur-
ropndingm thnt he would end his Jdays,

his thoughts wero of her,
no longer linagine himaelf feciing any-
thing more than o mild interest In
“Thnt's o hard stage ride, ma'am;™ Ho loved her with
ho sald deferentiadly. *Them jolis is
enough o tear the lnin' out of a lady.
dues mo up and I'm quite

any other woman,
the aame concontration of affectlon
that he had loved his mother.

Hruce had formed the habit of won-
dering what slie would think of this
and that—of imagining how she would
look—what sho would say—and so all
tha summer shs bad

Nix diurk marten.

It wam al-
“It s rather bumpy but [ enjoyed
it. The mountains are wonderful, and
the alr, and everybody is so kind; iU's
& new workd to me and 1 love it alll™ '
The shadow of w erin flitted across
John Burt's foce, for he sometimes
piw and heard more than was gen-
eridly belleved,
“Hy the way, I wonder 1f Mr, Gris-
wold |8 berat’ ed
Uncle Bl came forward wonder-

At that rate bhe

anticipated the tims when hs should
ba showing her the rapids, with the
moonlight shining on the fomm
pink and amber sunseta belin
and when the wind
blew among tho pines of listening
with her to the sounds that were like
Huawallan musiec In ths distance,

Now, try as hs would, he could not
rid himself of the hablt, and aa he
pushed hLls way nmong the dark un-
derbrush of creaks ho was anlways
thinking that ashe, too, would love
that “woodsy" smell; that she, toos,
would find delight
waterfalls and the awesome stiliness
of the snow-laden pines,

Iut just so often as he allowed his

trutl through

upon him heavil

umbralla tree, milenco In the

abruptly,
Intake of breath—a startied
£Asp rin through tho tense group s
i pair of nimble, yollow logw flashed
from beneath the robes and the elt-
fzenn of Ore City saw
fice of Wilbur Dl
ench other for confirmation lest their
own eves decelve them,

Mr. Dill stamped tho snow from hig
foet, flung open the door and beam
around fmpartially,

lent, fur-lines

Helen put out a friendly hand:

“You don't knuow me, of course, but
Ive heard a groat deal about yow”

Py onet afrald to ask what It im,
Ivin' and stealin' is the
only erlmes 1 denles®

“I'll tell you when 1 know you bst-
ter,” Helen laughed, "because I hope
woe're golng to be good friends.”

He Jooked keenly into her face,
wouldn't never look for any trouble
between you and me, ma'am,
Hp sdded with a smile:
feivnids that I kin afford w
turn ane down' A

“You'll have enough of them short-
"I know the world

the amiling
They turnod 1o

camn back tw earth doubly beavye

nnd mpirits wore it a low ehh,

Heo warmed over a pan of blsoul's
cold bacon and threw a handfal
uf ouffen In the dismal looking coffes

would ever shura
thesa things scemed to grow more
remotn &8 tha days went by

from the gquilt 1, Heton smiled,

had womething
And no man ever ane
“talable" with Unele Ri's
sorenity unless he knew he had some.
thing tha other fellow wanted,

Had he rrally

against the wall, ha spent many o
Sometimens he dozad

R peptied, with & significant look at
Ore i1y witting with its mouth agann,
"I wouldn't hurdly
ke to go us far as to call myself

ke & panful
Ho reallzed suddenly
that, hungry as he had thought hilme
self, he could not ent,

With n sweeping, vehement gesture
he pushed 1t @il from him,
cup upant and a smell waterfall

wretehed night horned tonds,

counted the endless hours walting for

During the summer when things
hid contlnually gone
hind found some comfort in reconnt-
the giffleulties which hils horo of

CHAPTER XVIII,
“Annic's Boy."
Hruen was Jeft
g the gloomy eanyon, whore

van of condensed milk rolled across

LTE bilee 'H ' i
[t Blakca ar: Pha an.t4 le and foll off, but he did not

development of that great mine,
thal thwe had passad, for, whils Alex-
wnder Agussiz had had GBS wirugeios,
Hrueon told himself with a shadowy
smile, ha never hoad beon up against
W odeal Dk this! thare was no recard
that ha ever had had to He out undur
rim-rock when
atood twenty and twenty-five bhelow

In the long, soundless nlchte thict
had the eold stillness of Infinite space,

arme upon the olleloth ln the shace
he had moade, and dropping hig
head upon his eoagged shict slewve, lin
threo lours in the twenty- Bruce Wl kit battom,
four, ha had wounderad whathar the
dava or nights would ba the hardast
It was now well into Da-
eambor, and still he did not know,
T'hey weora equally intolerable.

“Siim' had brought a collection of
traps dawn the river from Meadows,
and Nruce had sot thoeas out.
i rathor lucky and the jilas

Y COFNEr Was ETowling—
mink—but It
high snough,

It wos Lis thoughts of Helan that
always ave hin misery Its erowning
‘o pilded him, no doubt, be-
catse sho was kind, but in her heart
he fult mie must desplas him for o
wenkling—a braggart who could not
minke good his bonsta,

Bruca have erled {n womo orislas of

did not comna

causn he did not mean to strueele on
somehow or because thera was any-

thing or anyhbuod of whk
belng the anly perton in the tuniversse, o ¥ or whom

of thinking, brulsed with defeat,

hallueinat jons, Thosn tearm wern « fferont from tha

NOLHINGE Bean
longe and the firs wont

As 1 promised
freezn to death under the rhin-roek

from the lust he Juad shed upon his
dead mother's unreapansive shoulder;:
thesn came slowly—sninrmting
thirty fect of llen and stared

woved bhut he made no sound,

A lHttle way from tho cabin whers
v atoap tradl from Ore City dropped
A mountaln to the sudden fAat-

wondering whaet [ am?
with savagns eynlolsm.
inge that mysclt*

“I'm woutder-

apirtia ho had pecovered by exorelss

wnl a horsn  fell
and success ut hls trops alwaya dis.

Hem Jose, npsetring

drunk or lonesome he's allus got some
of a dream that he dreams of what
hae'd do If he got rich. Bometimoes ite

died pinin' for a briled lobster with
hin Jast breath. Bince 1 road that
ploco about sobbin' out my gratitude
on Hprudell's broad chest 1'% woke a
now ambition In me. Every tima [
Kits wbout three fingers of “cyanide™
from the Hucket o HBlood under my
belt T weey plotures of myself gittin'
moeney enough together to go back
to Bartlesville, Indinnny, wnd Hek
him every day, reg-‘lar, or jest aw
often as I kin pany my fine, git
washed up, and loeats him agin”
Uncie BIll nddoed refloctively:

“If this deal with Dill goea through
without any hitch I'd ort to be uble to
start about the first of the month."

“When you get through with him,"™
Helen lwughed, “I'll review the book
he's publisldng st his own expense,
Hero comog Mr, Hurt; he looks fug-
Ked out”™

“Thess plalng felloers Are never any
good on font,” Uncle Bill commentod
as Durt caught up. “"Naw," to Burt
and Helen, "'l jest hold this war-
horse back while you two go on
ahead, Down thera's his lHght*

There was cagerness (n  Burt's
voleo ns he sald:

“Yen, 1I'd Hko to have n look at him
befors he kunows we're here, I'm
curlous to see how he lives—what he
doea to pass the thne'

‘I hope us how you won't keteh him
In the middle of n wild mnnieaboo of
wine, women and song"” Uncle Bill

“I'm so excited I'm shuking," Holen
Aeclared. "My testh nre almost chat-
tering.  I'm wo afrald he'll hear us,
That will spoll the surprise™

ut Briuce had not heard, In eom-
plate abnndonment ta hia wretehad-
ness he wosm wtill sttting ot the tahla
with Nuls head upon his s, Ho 1t
wan that his father saw him afler
fiftean yenrs

When he had thoueht of Brucs It
wan nlwiys ny he hoad seen him that
dny through the window of the pralrin
ranch house-—hia hoad thrown back
fn wtubhhorn deflance, hils black syes
full of the tears of childish anger and
hurt pride, running barefooted and
biurohouded down the dusty rond—
running as he reallzed afterward, out
of hin life, *

Ho had Diterly tmagined that his
pOTL WAN prospering somewhere, with
n wifn and children of his own, ton
indiMerent In his contentment nand
puccaess to hothor with his aold Dl
und the pleture liad hardenod hia
haon =t,

Hin own 11fa hnd been no hed of
rosea—no ploteer's was—and he, too,
had known loneliness, hardships, but
never anyvibing ke this. His sahrewd
fuce,  deop seamoed and  weather
beaten by the suna and snows of
many yYoars, workead. Then The
wiratghtensd his shoulders, stonped
from yenrs of rlding, and the bluck
eyew  under thelr thick eyebrows
finuhnd,

“Ho thin was that Sprudell fellow's

oyn back up the trall for Burt, who

Bruce jumped, startled, to his feet
and stared, his vision dimmed by the
emarting tears.  Was it & ghost—was
he, too, getting “queer?”

“Haven't you anything to say to me,
Bruce

There was an odd timidity In his
father's volce, hut it was real enough;
It was no hallucination. Simultaneous
with the rellef the thought flashed
through Bruce’'s mind that his father
had seen him through the window in
his moment of weakness and despair,
His features stiffened and with a quick,
shamed movement hs brushed his eyes
With the back of his hand while bis
eyen flushed pride and resentment.

“L mald all I had to say fiftesn years
ago when you refused ma the chance
to make something of myself. If I'd
had an education nobody could have
made a fool of me ke thin”™ His voics
vibrated with mingled bitterness and
mortiflcation.

"1 pupposs you've heard all about t
and come to say—'1 told you mo.' "

“I've come to mee you through.”

“You're too late; I'm down and
out.” In Bruce's volce Burt recog-
nized his own harsh tones, “You've
£ot nothing that 1 want now; you
might as well go back.” His black

When ho reached the platform on  drag one foot after the other. I the head.” ‘Shot in the head! Why ans
the other side he was j‘:nt able to made me take riska I might Olhr} RID'CULOU.SI / didn’t 1t kill you™ “The bullst struck .y".;'::‘?;:il:n:llmkl tl:::&‘ll with me
throw an arm around the tree and erwise never have dared to tnke. / a bolt, maam, and glanced oft.' We Briuco?" Thers was pleading In hl!'
crawl out, while the ponderous fron It kept me plodding on when one e — rode seven hours that day without

volcs as he took a step toward his
son, Hruce did not atir, and Purt
added with an sffort: “It ain't 8o easy
:;I you might think for me to beg like

'_l

“I hegged, too, but it dida't do any
go0d.*

“I've coma twenty miles—on foot—
to tell you that I'm sorry. I'm not
young any more, Bruce, I'm an old
man -and you're all 1I've got in the
world,"™

An old man! The words startlsd
Bruce—shocked him. He never had
thought of his father as old, or lone-
ly. but always as tireless, self-cen-
trod, wself-sutficlent, absorbed heart
and moul In getting rich. He seomed
suddenly to ses the bent shoulders,
the graylng balr and eyebrows, the
furrows and deep, drooping lines
about the mouth that h not been
engrayed by happiness. There was
something forlorn, pathetic abour
him as he stood there with his hand
out asking for forgiveness. And he
had plodded through the snow—twen-

tio reply. upon a blotter. Wild Impulses, 1in- powder, drills and a three months' 8ontment but in alarm as he ;luuce_d of his mind, yet as he plodded vn bis where sems gno wis sleeping that he ;'hn_"l"k"m:,' }::';r:‘r::,‘m:;: ::3“::‘“; w’l"':"m fo?.‘ :o'nntmmtl“ th
“Can you swim, Danule?” practieal plans, followed each other y He had told no one of Se GoLal JSUPLS ENOWERCNS, NGRS NI Bitest=mle tTAD ) 1 & trip that Bruce hanatny’s MAGKIL’ Bp i (he BEUiss water stirvad oud the tuc:ln' ot his
"o in quick succession, They orvstal- Rie Beeilbh 1ok and Fheb B Bad e 18 0Orner o ne, either actively or subconsclously It wus from such a trip n tif onct, 1 knowed an old feller thut heart strings grew too hard to with-

stand, He unfolded hils arms and
strotched out a hand impulsively—
“Father!" Thea both—"Dadl” bhe
eriad,

“My boy!™ Thers was a ocatsh In
the old man's volos, misty eyes looked
Into misty eyes and fiftesn years of
bitterness vanished as father and son
clasped hands,

When Burt could speak hs looked at
Bruce quizzlcally and sald, “I thought
you'd be married by this time, Bruce"

“Married! What right has a Fallure
to get marrled ™

“That's no way to talk. What's ons
alip-up, or two, or threa? Nobody's a
fallure till he's dead. Confidence comens
from success, but, let me tell you, boy,
practical knowledge comes from jolta"

“Dog-gone! 1 ought to be awful
wise,” Hruce' answered (ronleally.
“Yen" mobering. “I've learnsed some-
thing. I'm not liable to make the same
mistake twlce” He added ruefully:
“Nor, by the same token, am I Hkely
to have the chance, I supposs I've got
the reputation of belng something mid-
way botweon an idiot and a thief.”

Burt memed to consider,

"Well, now, I ean't recall that the
person who engineered this trip for me
us¢d any such names as that. As near
s 1 could make out ahn was somewhat
projudiced on your side.

Hruce stared

“Hha? Not ‘Ma’ Bnow!*™

catt and stepped forth briskly / Bruce hs : STo qte ‘
Meadows''—— corrals near the unpretentious rinche ) ARIY. well to be sure of that, ruce had built himaself a sheltor e wq #Iguested dryly.,  “Hachin' in the  Durt's eyes twinkled as he shook his
“:'M \ig Sk Ak ek ;muun_ ?-hlch sho had reached aftor & Lok looked a:'ﬂ-‘il:“E'I‘Elil"irml'lrrnlrole ope L' the ﬂ!”ft "[‘L congratulate at the cnd of his trap-line that con. on }}.u‘ ﬂl;ulnr‘;:“ oyt Dlaced inter lw";lly milea from nlnolf};‘lmr hem\l.
“You wrecke on that rock"—— Jong drive, o i et A rode you on your g fortune, He eyed the food fo = In nbiout the most dissipatin® Jife I “No' dryly, “not "Ma' Hnow. Bhe's
“Yon" Helen grasped something of hls “ .r':'nrn.l.n }‘P:I::rr!‘n%rr'mrl“ﬂr:.“ """’ ?tﬂu; hoa told me something of your luck, o leaned  agalnst ) 3ol _.“":‘ er'q-(rq»rne':n 1 for a mi know, There must be somethin' goin' an estimstile 'lldr. DS T Goude 4 b
“You fouled the mercury In the charncter In her swift npprafsement, fruratively speaking :’M“‘_hf”l "d": : you'm golng 10 be the savior Vnder this poor !-rul""liuu.IM--:-.'-‘-! of eondensed on this evenin' or he wouldn't be set- could talk me lnto comln’ on & tour
boxey?'! Nrinfly, she told her atory. The man's No man ever ealleq anather »Mfix i : " t AL IR sex Mack eoffee in the tin oup, the biy. Un' up after it's dark under the ko this in winter”
“Yas" only Immediats reply was: eF "M intnr heon erucified a-plenty,” Unels the fire at the entrance and his back oo Ooeia with nrotuberanoss that tiehle

A wonderful light dawned guddenly
In Bruce's eyes,
X OU N0 —
‘=—liglou, I'm feelin® well e
acquainted with her now to eu‘ftllm'::
Helen, Whatover clse we disagres on
Bruve, 1t louks as though we had the
saiin tusto when It counes to girla®

“You KNOW bor?' Bruce's tone
Wits a8 lucredulous wa his face.

Hurt answered with a wry smlle:

"Allor you've rldden on the baok
meut of that Beaver Croek stage with
4 berson and bumped heads every
Nrteen feot for a hundred miles, you'rs
not apt to feul like siraugers wihen
you gut Int

Hiruce almont shouted--

“Hla's In Ore Cltyl™

YSha was '

Hruce full back Into hig 014 at
at the table, but his father :t?;:il.
quickly to the door and an Ilnstant
biter threw It open, AL his slde was
Helen--with outstretohed arms and
Lavs nglow, har eyes shining happlly.

Itruce had not known that great
ot sudden Joy could make & permon
dizey, but the walls, the Hoor, every-
thing, sotmued to waver as be le
Lo his foet. -

“I was sura you wouldn't turmn your
own partier vut of doors!®™ Her lips
parted (n the smile that he loved and
though he could not speak he went
toward her with outstretche] arma.

Pussing the window, Uncle Bill
ptopped and stood fur o second look-
iug Into the lght,

“Lord!" ha muttered  gruffly;

or loso, This tachinery never will You can't point ha was sure of 1t work, was 1t? He was trylng to freezo “seoms lke sometimes 1o this world
run, The plinn .\“I';?. ‘|l m””tr!” :whlm rond, and, s usupal this thing Tyve dans' it as helpless 1o sl Hatihw Creok Rruce out, down  hlm o becauss he things huppen ag they ort.* And
it s put ub. Al e noddod on- “wgan he was sitting by hlimself. It 1 noih thought he had no backing- -breale him then, O Cliy to the

uously o1 Honule, “Holody knew %01OT 6 W ; 7 - oug ! » ba Ll i 1, e Uity Lo the contrary, he

ter thne that du

was thus that Ore Uity puniahed rotis

nd My toes in under
slipoad your mindg

running along

on the rack'™  His tecth shut hard

demonstrated that he had both pres-
enco of muind and tact, for he shouted

J ol O AR Wikt senbs Ml 1 n T and the ".f“."" inside his mittenn
5“ | throneh he's Lied an uffed, 4 _ b . Wil !_~ -a-‘u_.u rm Oreg Mnaser atay in his bunk: vl hed Thers were paople In the to Burt In & velea that would have
/ i yet to put up his I'nele Bl woas suspectod of know M bbwien two aunag » But many timens, he st world who thought they could treat enrried & mile on & »otill night—="Hi!
plant. Lowk up hia 0 gomething—of huving business i old byes plemed ] Bruce like that-— and get away with 1t 7 O1d Manl Come out and holp me with

£ you think it ain't the truth, fona inst wintep Hne armound In the brush, over passed the power house, vou notles where you'ra Annlo's boy—his sonl  Not yet, by

s eyes of the law I'm gullty of his own—and keoping it to hkmself,

down there deliberate to

Jump Bruce
o —— e e e -

with 1ta nallod windows and dooers, ho

Wha—anytbing to change Lis
m. . turned his head the other

R e ———

(lod, not while steers were bringiog
the Dook™

ways I mountaln Uke you had fur oo your aine-sixty

" i

this bhorse, Sounds like be's

I"ln and chokin' Ha
\ =

- e —— -
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