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STRUCK OIL!

By Belle Mattison Lowrie.

"Rather gruesome work, I should
fancy," observed Mr. Ronald Dare.

"I cannot see how you can ever
smile or speak above a whisper with
such ominous surroundings," supple-
mented Miss Eva Dare, sister of the
first speaker, with a pretty little
shiver of dread.

She drew slightly closer to Brock
Wilton as she spoke, and he was
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pleased with this appeal to his pro-

tection thrilled, too, at the presence
of that bright young face and the ten-

der spirit that inspired it with truth-
fulness and trust.

"Dynamite is harmless as flour
when handled judiciously," explained
Brock, and went on to tell the visitors
of the plant, of its uses and power.
When they had departed he cast a
lingering look after the graceful
young woman who seemed really
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concerned in his unpleasant environ-
ment Then, sighing deeply as though
over the sepulture of a faded hope,
he returned to the little stone build-
ing of which he had been given
charge.

The Vulcan company quarried a
form of tungsten and ground it in
their great mill for distribution to a
large clientele. Brock had studied
chemistry and had secured his pres-
ent position about a year ago. His
duty was to keep up the stock and
hand it out for use, and to make
analysis of the various mill runs.

The position did not pay a very
princely salary, but Brock was glad
to accept it. He had come from the
city, where he was working his way
through a medical school, to find his
father and mother in a deplorable
condition. There had been traces of
oil discovered in the district, and
his father had caught the speculative
fever. Brock found that he had ex-

pended all his money and had run
deeply in debt to have a well dug on
the little barren farm tract. Half the
proposed boring work done, the old
man's funds had given out, oil finding
prospects generally had receded, and
Brock had to pitch in to save his
father's credit and support the fam-
ily.

Poorly paid, the plant on a tread-
mill system with its manager a tyro,
Brock felt that it would be hopeless
to continue the pleasant, friendly ac-
quaintanceship of Miss Dare, the
daughter of a comparatively wealthy
man. He sat musing over the situa-
tion when there came a messenger
from the main office of the plant.

"Mr. Boyd, the manager, wishes to
see you," the newcomer informed
Brock, who closed-- and locked the
door of the powder house and was
soon in the presence of his employer,
whom he found pacing the floor of
his luxuriously furnished office in
rather a distracted way.

"Wilton," spoke' the manager in his
accustomed sharp and mandatory
voice, "do you recall reporting a
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