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THIS BEGINS THE STORY
= Nioholaevitch, Russian
) '"'Dﬂf‘- driven from homs by
men to thia country as
w}mh. and on the estate of
n K. MeGuire takes oharge
whose duly it {a to wee that
.pmunhn the houso hy day
At o dinner given in honor
MoGuire, daughter af
than K., o stranger, wha has
1o make hin wa unsuspeoted
A the puards, ho da converan-
with AMra. Bergen, the house-
and frightons her badiy.
‘st first thinks the wvinitor is
‘ar-do-rwell father of Reth
der O autiful  girl in the
rhood, but later diamisses tho
an he falka to her., They
s Shad Wells, ons of the
. in love with Beth,

AND HERE 1T CONTINUES

onched curlously. Wwith
il e dence the message was

Jonat
of men

nle {mPY h orse
rAYon Upon 1 e rev
wrawled h; :‘lrf-:m:lhnn MeGunire's neot

g & 7 ailed to the tree
oy 1dﬂh‘|ll':':1‘4?:ir:e-n Qide hy side, and
by a0 0 intarested, they rend @
BRSO MIKE McGUIRE

v back.
I're e::‘:"w what T've got and 1
ki hat you've got. Act pronta,
',"‘_" w, for my answer at 11 Friday
Iicome 10 s tree. No tricks.

TN ar—you know what
EE“. o, AREREETIOY HAWK.
-pa=f$ks"' muttered Beth, *‘who on

LI

"uo!hlcr—-—*" gald Teter crypti-

'E' 1 eried Tieth trlunnn'lllu.n_;
"‘;u'lu":\: it conldn’t be Jack Bray !

h“'l'hiu chap serms to be n‘nhu'r in
parnest dossn’t he? Pronto: That

'ag:llpl.t%:&only a joke. Tt must be,”

ﬂi.";!el:ﬂl':;ouened tha knife, took the

lacard down and turned it over, exam-
rh it eritieally. i
1 wonder." And then, thought-

#xa, 1 don't belleve it im, It's
ﬂg:;nnd tn McGuire, I'm goiog to
h!‘.\liltk:nﬁln;f':?i’ulre." covrected  Beth,
And then, “But it veally does look

"

(m’ir‘ does,'” assented Peter: “it ap-

ears o me ns if this message must

gve come from the person McGuire
yight.™”

u;.:;’}nui.hﬁul bewildored, .

“But what has Aunt Tillle got to
o with—with Hawk? She never knew
anybody of that name.'"

“Probubly not, It isn't A renl name,

v’
"""‘l"mn why should §t frighten Mr.
MeGuire?'" rha nsked logically.

Peter shook his head. All the props
bad fallen from under his theories,

“Whether it's real to MeGuire or
pot {8 what T want to know. And I'm
going to find out,"" he fintshed,

W‘wn they reached a path which eut
through the trees townrd the ereck,
Beth stopped, and held ent her hand,

“I'm not goin' up tn the house with

sod I don't think 1711 see Aunt
illle. just now," she sald, “‘tiood-by,

Pyrm—
“Peter———"" he put in.
“Good-by, Mr., Peter.'
“Just Peter—'' he insisted.
“Good by, Mr. Just Peter, Thanks
Mlﬂ?' plagin', Wil you let me come
n L]

“Yes. And T'm going to got you
pome musie—""

“Slugin' musle?'’ she gaseped,

He nodded.

“And you'll let me know if I can
belp—Auant Tillie or you?"

he bobbel her hend and wasm gone,

Poter stood for a while watehing the
path down whiech she had disappeaved,
wondering at her abrupt departure,
which for a moment drove from his
wiod all thought of MeGuire's troubles.
It was diffirult to associnte Reth with
the iden of pradery or affectation, Her
visit proved that, She had eome to the
cabln because sbe had wanted to hear
bm play, becaise she had wanted ro
aing for Lim, hecause too his promises
lad excited her curiosity nbout him, snd
ntpired & hope of his assistance. Pt
the visit had fAattered Poter. He wasn't
Inured to this sort of frankness, It
was perhaps the greatest single gift of
fribute und econfidence that had over
been puid him—nt least by n womnu,
A vielt of this sort from a person like
Amastasin Galitzin or indeed from nl-
most any woman in the world of forms
d Irerndemn in which he had lived
wonld hove been equivalent to uncon-
titlonal surrender.

The girl had not stopped to question
the propriety of her motions. That the
Mbln was Peter's bedroom, that she
hed only ween him twice, that he might
Bot have understood the headlong im-
pulse that brought her, had never
becurred to Heth, The self-consclous-
Rewn of the first few moments had been
watted away on the melody of the musie
0 had played, and after that he knew
they were to he friends, There sepmed
16 be no doubt in Peter's mind that she
fould have thought they would be any-

ng ejun,
hAl'l'! Peter was wure that he had
ardly been able, even if he had wished,
to eonceal his warm ndmiration for her
Physieal beauty. She had been very
near bim.  All he would have had to
uP was to reach out and take her.
hat he badn't done so seemed rother
curlons now, And yet he experienced
8 sort of mild satisfaction that he had
!ﬁil!t'vd 80 trying a temptation. If she
un't been w0 eure of him * * ®
’gl‘lililn? I’r_-rlmss‘ The same sort of

tallsm that had made Peter bellove
the people at Zukovo were fine enongh
o make it worth while risking his life
ot them—that had made him think thut
peopla of Russla conld emerge
0ve Russin herself. He had no illu-
.0';‘1]31 to danuvo now, but Heth was
—R
lldren. nd one i{s always gentle with
¢ puzzled for another moment over
¢ dectslon not to bo seen coming with
“m from the cabin. ¥ad this sophis-
ortltlou come as an afterthought, born
mlnénalhln: that han passed betwoen
m,:t Or was |t merely a feminine in-
v ;Mhln: expression? Peter didn’t
lihd' o knew or saw, because he really
Beth amaringly. 8he had a
::;‘mu: volce. He would have to de-
A"r it, He really would.
| the while Poter was turning over
s s fingers the placard bearing the
'mlrlr message to ‘'Mike’" MoeGulre
o the mysterious ““Hawk.’* Ho read
o reread it, each time finding & new
l‘r:t:”nr v its wording, Blackmall?
A, lbﬂl The *“‘pronto’” was signifi-
o ¢ 8 message could hardly have
md‘._mm, Beth's “'bandy-le bus-
i b He knew littla of mo e CAmara
™ ut Imagined them rather givon
e depiction of villalnies than the
- omlﬂhhmnnt of them. And a coward
wi Wguld proj upon an old woman
1 llf' 11d eould hardly be of the mettle

:Imnnt such big game as McQuire.

Nond lﬂnterykdeepened. Thae buzzard was
a hawk, ““Hawk,"” whatever his
hame, was the man McGuire had

t night through the window. Was

0 mean who had frightenod
gen? And if wo, how and whers
“n known bim without Beth's be-
l.lm;“. of it? And why should Beth
Mlved In the danger?
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albla that the men on
gunrd should not
hiave soen the geoond man and that bath
men could have gotten away without
eaving & trace. And where was the
:ll_l:lhn with 1!‘:0 binck mustache? Was he
w-ﬂ!: Brnf\u Impossible, It wae all
o h r{””‘ exing.  But here in his hand
" held the tau’ih!n evidence of Me-
Giire'a fears, ‘You know what I've
E::”:n:‘] T know whant you've got."" The
nens n " seemed to have a enbalistic sig-
ance—n pact—a threat whieh each
man _hr'lll over the other, Perhnps it
wasnt money  only  that  ““Huwk"
winted,  Whatever it was, he meant to
linve it and soon, The anxwer the man
expected was apparentl something well
:?'"d"r““"" hetween himeslf and Me-
'i‘l:‘lrlT, hanrf understood perhaps eince
f ny MetGuire had seen him In New
York and hnd flod “in terror to ah@"]l"ﬂn
Sr.'s office.  And if McGuire didn't
I[-'*:;-!!'l'\'lwnimlmhml anawer to the tree hy
ny ght, thers would he the very
devil tn iy —if not “Hawk.""
Peter was to be the hearer of il tid-
Ings, and with them, he u"rfm';.":ﬁ”pml.J
rect of a business discussion would van-
il The situntion interested him, ne
0!l things mysterious must, and he
could not forget that he wns, for tha
present, part policeman, part  detec-
tive; but forestry waa his real Job hore
and every day that passed means so
many fewer days in which to trild the
fire towern, And these he considored to
Tlll:. “”-r""';“” necessity to the sceurity of

* PRIAID,

e ralled the placnrd up and went
toward the house, On the lawn he
musced the voung peoaple, intent unon
their own pursuite, e was zlnd that
vone of them notiesd him. nmr mestine
Stryker, who was hovering aronund the
o rall, ho sent bis nume up to his
" i

1 don’t think Mr, MeGuire expects
rou fust yet, sir.' sald the man.
 'Neverthaless, tell him T muost see
him.™ sajd Potor.  *“Tt's important.'’
Though 1t was nearly 2 o'clock, Me-
Ginire was not yet dreused and hix looks
when Peter was admitted to him be.
tpoke o long night of anxiety and vigil.
.“ earing an incongruous flowered dress-
ing govn tied nt the waist with a silken
cord, e turned to the visitor,

Well.'™ he sald rather peevishly,
T sorey to disturb ven, Mr, Me-
Guire, but sometling har bappened that
I thonght——""

“IWhat's happened?' the other man
snapned out, eyeing the roll of eard.
hoard in Peter's hand, “What——2%"
he gaaped.

Peter smiled and shrugged eonolly,

“It may be only a joke, sir—and 1
hardly know whether T'm even justifiml
in ealling it to vour atteution, bnt T
found this placard nailed to a tree near
the pnteh to the enhin, '

SPlacard 'Y ownid MeCGuire, bi=s sharp
glanes nating the printing of the tres-
pnsg wiom, V'Of conrse—thut's the usunl
wnrning—-""

“Tt's the other side.”” said oter,
S“that i nnusaal't And unrolling it
earsfully, he Inid it flnt’ on the table
Fow'dle hizx emnlover's hreakfnst tray
and then stond back te note the effect of
the diselosure,

MeGulre stared ot the  headline,
ctarting violently, and then, ns though
foecinated, rend the sernwl throngh to
the end,  Poter eould not sce his faece,
Imt the back of his neck, the ragged
fringe of moist hair around his ball
spot, wore sloquent enough,  And the
kands whieh held  the extraordinary
doenment wore far from steidy,

The gay flowers of the dressing gown
mocked the pitiable figure it concealed,
whirh seemed suddenly to sag into Its
chair. Deter waited, For a long while
the dressing gown was dumb and then
as though Its occeupant were slowls
awakening to the thought that some-
thing was required of him it stirred and
turned slowly in the chair.

“You—yon've rend this?'' asked Me-
Giaire wenkly.

“Yoee, sir, Tt waa there to read. It
was merely stuck on a tree with this
hinsp-lenife,” and Peter preoduced  the
implement and handed it to MeGnire.

MeGulre took the knife—twisting it
slowly over in his fingers. A hasp-
knife,”" he repented dully.

“1 thoeught it best to bring them to
von,"' waid DPeter, “'especially on ac-
count of——""

“You, voa, Of eourse.”” e wns
wtaring ot the red ernyon serawl and
as he =aid pothing more Peter turned
townrd the door, where Btryker stooa
on guard.

“1f there's nothing else just now,
7] Moy

St ! uttered the old man, and
Peter paused.  And then, “Did any
one else ses this—this paper?"”

“Yes—Mrs., Dergen's niece—she saw
it first,"”

".\I;' housckeeper's niece. Any one
else?’

“I don't know, I hardly think so.
It seemed quite freshly written."

Y Ah—"" muttered McGulre, Tla
was now regarding [eter intently.
“Where—where is the tree on which
you found it?"”"

A muple—just in the wood—at the
foot of the lnwn."’

“AR!" He stumbled to the window,
the placard still clutched in his hands,
and peercd at the woods as though seek-
ing to pick out the singla tree marked
for his exncerbation, Then jerked him-
wolf around and faced the beaver of
these tidings, glaring ot him as though
he were the author of Lhu‘lu

(}—— (|=—— you alll'"" he swore
in a stifled tone,

“1 beg pardon,'' said Peter with
sharp politeness, ,

McGulire glanced at Peter and feil
heavily into the nearest armchair. *Ii
ean't—be done,”’ he muttered, half to
himself, aud then nnother oath. o
wans showing his early breeding now.

I might 'a" known ,'' he sald
aloud, staring at the paper.

“lien it isn't a joke?'' asked Poter,
riaking the question.

“Joke!" roared McGuire, And then
more quietly, A Joke? I don’t want
it talked about,’”” he muttered with a
senlle smile. And then, “You say a
wom‘gn r’ud fit?"

“Yes,'

“Hhe must be kept quiet. I can't
have all the neighborhood into my af-
falrs."' ,

“1 think that ean be managed. T'll
speak to Ler, In the meanwhile 1
there's anything I ean do £

MeGulre looked up at Peter and their
glances met, McGuire's glance wavered
and then ecame back to D'eter's face,
What he found there seemed to satisfy
him, for he turned to Btryker, who had
been llstening intently.

“You may g0, Stryker,'" he com-
manded. ‘Bhu‘ the door, but stay
within eall."

The valet's face showed surprise and
gome disappolntment, but he merely
bowed his head and obeyed.

“1 suppose you're—you're curfous
about this message, Nlchols—coming Io
such a way,’'' sald McGulre, after a

alise,

g tell the truth, I am, sir,"’ replied
Poter, “"We've done all we could to
protect you, This ‘Hawk' must be the
devil himself."’

“'Ie i8."" repeated McGuire, ‘'Hall’s
breed. 'The thing can't go on. I'we
got to put a stop to it—and to him."

‘'‘He up'-.a!u of coming again Friday

night——

.

'i'l'_ﬂm,f :mnln. to tblmhrliff
n two men outs the
, DE. “Hawk" ‘and John

et S

. QONTINUED TOMORROW,
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THE GUMPS—Another 50 Bucks Gone Hay Wire

ENING PUBLIC LE

-
-e
(1]
e
T

[ ¥ J s !
ey Smith
OF EVERYTHING YO

7" EY MAVE YO MAVE TME BEST
MA(ES MO DIFFERENCE WHAY (Y COSTS = YOV
SEE A WOMAN \WitH AWYTHING BUT SiLk
STOLKINGT MOW DANE AND YOU “THINK SME'S ON “THE
WAY YO THE POOR WOVUSE =

Mo YNITT THEIR OWN STOCKINGS - MAXE THEM OUYT OF

\FE A WOMAN WORE A PAIR OF WOOLEW

£ NOW NOU'D HAVE TO HAND HER A COVPLE

f WIRE BRUSHES OR A

W_’__k
l \

HAT “THE FELLOW RUNMING
DOING OVERTIME -
HARD “TIMES ARY

THEYVE GO Yo MANE EVERNTHING=

I YoV SPEAK TO “THEM “THEY SAV -
ANY W MNSELF = EVERYTHING

S Mans | KNOW TS H\GW

AND “THEY BULUY EVERNTHINGO™

"THE PRESS

FIBYY BUCKE BWE TOUCHMED ME
PONY CARE HOW

FOR MESTERDAY AND HOW SHME SAD
VO NONCHALANTLY =

THE MUST THINK THAT ‘THE
MINT HAS A PRESS RUNNING
JUSY TOR ME -

IN OLDEN "MMES “TMEY VEED

IS SO0 H\GHW ™

CURRN CoMB “TO
SCRATCH HERBELF WiITH-

CEaw

By Hayward

1SS OFLAGE - DONT FORGET To SEAD
THOSE TWEATY Form LETTERS OUT
=\ “TODAY — CALL UP SN
OVER THE FILES — MARE TEN
THE SMITH LETTER —ISIT HOT
THERE IN Towa ? FINE AA' CoO I—

HERE ! -

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—So Far and Yet So Near
BELIEVE ME

Im BoOSS HERE AOW! )
AlOBODY To IAITERFERE WITH )
IT5 LIKELY To BE HOTTER
ToMORROW — GUESS 1LL Go

HOME. AND RE
U5 EXECUTIVES GoT
KEEP A CLEAR HEAD'
HO= HUM .

IF HE WAS HERE
RUSHIN' ME AMD: MAKIA" ME
HUSTLE ID DIEY ITS Too HoT
To WORK TODAY AATHOW !
'BRAING GET ALL STICK'T AND
DoANT FLOW
-‘LSM()()TH '

THIS AMUST BE.THE
HOT=ZSY DAY SINCE 1449
OR -SOMETHING! I'M GLAD
THE BOSS 1S Away AAD
I- CAN TAKRE IT EASY ! [T

OOKS AMD

-

ST UP FORIT!
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By Fontaine Fox

(NN T TIBBERTY Plw,
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HOW. You GoT €M IN
LEvEL LMERS —
Wi DonToHa PuT

WaLw PaLM Tusw .
T liaca  Bulaes 800
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The young lady across the way WHEN SHE ADDRESSED THE
LADIES oF THE GUILD LAST WEER
Aunt Eppie (WHo DCES NOT SEE VERY MucH
OF WHAT 15 DIRECTLY BEFORE HE.R) TcoK oNE

VERY DISASTRoUS STEP FoRwWARD To THE FRONT oF YTHE STAGE. -

says the demand for nlligator pears
as human food is growing at such

(oworep Reeres

AN Pousse CaFe pe(a Gt

that she guesses the alliga -

tors will Linve to eultivite a taste

for something else,

IE FAN—Looks All Right to Nicodemus

SPERYTING
BYENYS

LOTTYA RACQUET

FRENCH TENNIS STAR

. |DOESAN'T SHE SHow
WONDERFUL FO

~THE FISHIN'S
N0 600D HERE AU’
Nou AINT ALLOWED
T0 HUMTNET— |
ADMIT THERE 'S
SOME JSWELL

E
| EVER LET -rl:iﬁ HERE Com™Es |3
WOMEN KID ME (LT
(ominG TO THE MoulTalnS

~ | LKE.THE SEA-SHORE

y  —BUT, Dowy
AT THE SEA-
SHORE THERE $
£ 70 Looik AT ﬂ
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