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A SUCCESSFUL VENTURE
dilemma without any assistance from horses passed them in a mere mock-
his guardian. cry of a circus procession.

Her father had tt'J her that Cliff "Here's a lark," she cried, delight-
had lost much money through reck- edly. "Ihave not seeu a real one-
lessly Investing his capital in will- ring circus since Iwas the tiniest
o'-the-wlsp schemes and that unless little girl. Do let's go? I'llsend
he Boon learned how to take care of word to the Nlsbets that Iwill not
his principal, It would not last long be at the house until late. We can

"I'M SORRY TO GO AWAY AND LEAVE ALL THIS," HE SAID, REG
RETFULLY.

night was marked by the final enter-
tainment of the season. The boys
had formed themselves into a glee

club and their voices rang out across
the lot to where Cliff and Betty sat
under the trees.

"I'm sorry to go away and leave
all this," he said, regretfully. "I
don't know when Iever put In a
more pleasant summer."

"Or a more healthful one," t
suggested, as she took in the lithe
figure from which all fat had been
trained, for Cliff had Worked, and
worked hard to make the venture a
success.

Ithad been no easy matter to cater
to forty hungry men, even when they
were almost over-willing to turn to
and help, and there was a healthful
tan on his face very different from
the pallor that had spoiled good fea-
tures when he made the camp.

"And you made a profit, too," went
on Betty. "Do you know just how
much?"

He fumbled in his boeket for a
book. "I figured it all out today,"
he said. "I've made $1,237.63. Most
of the boys are coming back next
year. I'm going to store the tent
and we'll have a glorious time."

Just then Peter Bay: )r came puff-
ingup.

"Well, Cliff," he said, as he sat
down on the bench beside them. "Iguess you're glad now that Ididn't
let you have that money."

"It's taught me to help myself,"
Cliff answered.

"It was a great lesson," said the
elder man. "There's an old saying::
'He who works, must win!'

"
"There's a better one than that,"

Bald Cliff,boldly.
"What's that?" asked Baylor.
"It is not good for man to be

alone," quoted Cliff.
"Iguess that willbe all right after

you graduate," was the answer.
"Betty's made a man •of you. Now,
she'll be able to make a gooC hus-
band of you, too." ¦;

"I won't need any teaching for
that," said Cliff, as his hand closed
over the girl's, and the voices of thesingers in the tent rose in an old-
fashioned love song, ever new and
sweet to love and youth.

after the trusteeship was over. Now
here was a chance to prove Cliff a
man, and she was determined that
he should win.

On Friday they left the train at
Lake Rokoma just as a couple of
gaudy wagons and a few dispirited

look up the house tomorrow."
The;- staid for the concert that fol-

lowed the regular performance and
Betty was regretfully leaving the lot
when back of the dressing tent she
espied a woman petting a sick dog.

She darted off to see the dog, drag-

with a circus tent?"
Betty glanced at the woman, who

had risen and was making her way
to the dressing tent.

"Don't you see that this is what
you wanted?" she cried. "The big
top, as she calls it,is your hotel, the
dressing tent is the dining room
and parlor, and the cook tent Is all
ready to set up. You don't need the
horses, bo you can sell them."

"Betty, Ido believe that you've
hit itright," he exclaimed. "The tent
is plenty big enough for the boys. I
can get cots for them. It will be
camping out With a vengeance."

"Hush, here they come," said Bet-
ty. A sleepy-looking man in a soiled
sweater whb following the woman
out of the tent.

Bob hitched up the tired horses to
one of the band wagons and drove
them over to the village. An hour
later Cliff was the possessor of the
tents, two horses and a band wagon.

Cliff drove back to town with Bob
after Betty had been deposited in
state in front of the Nlsbets, to the
great astonishment of those fashion-
able personages, and that night he
slept in sole possession, of the "big
top," while the ni*r itrain carried
the circus people back to town.

The circus people had turned com-
municative when they heard what
he was planning to do, and Bob left
with him a paper giving the address
of a firm in Chicago which was .sell-
Ing the wreckage of the St. Louis
fair hotels at scandalously low prices.

Two weeks later the gaudy band
wagon was meeting a.l trains and
conveying loads of Jolly students to
"Curtin's circus."

A board floor had been laid in
both tents, cheap muslin screens
hung from ropes cut the "big top"
into tiny rooms, and the dining room
was made gay with bunting.

The fashionable people who make
up the little lake colony, and the
guests at the big- hotel we.re scan-
dalized at first, but they soon found
out that forty young college men
were a desirable addition to an al-
most Adftmless colony, and after that
the boys were in clover.

The "circus" kept open until the
middle of September, and the last

"I'm afraid it's no uf°," the latter
said, as Betty crooned over the sick
animal. "Gyp was the best of the
lot. He did all the best tricks. That's
why the show was ao bad this after-
noon. Poor old fellow, he wanted to
go when he heard the other _dpgs
barking In the ring, hu. Bob said It
wouldn't do, and Ijust had to sit
and hold him till the act was over."

"Poor little fellow," said Betty,
sympathetically. "I suppose that
you'll Have trouble getting another
dog and training it."

"Bob ain't no trainer, he's a rM-
«," explained the -.-.-oman. "We buy
'he dogs all trained. Bob knows the
*ues and he keeps putting them
hrough their stunts, but he can't
each 'em new ones."

"Do they cost a lot of money?" she
sked.

"More'n we got," was the dlspirlt-
ireply. "We've been out six weeks
ow, and we ain't had nothln' but
ad luck ever since we started. We

ost the menagerie and two of the
est ring horses in the last town,

md Jim Cullen's gone up to town
iow to see If he can attach the other
wo for his salary. He's Sig Colllni,

what did the traps
—

the trapeze, you
know

—
and the wire act. Bob's only

been able to pay him two weeks since
we started.

"The other two me:i are my broth-
ers," she added. "I'm Mile. Dufrane,
the Juggler, and Iwork with Cullen
on the traps. Itain't much of a cir-
cus and we can't got the good towns
with a wagon show now. Ifwe had
$200 we'd leave this outfit and join
a big show. They'd take us, but no-
body'd give that for this old top."

"Do you mean that you'd sell the
whole circus for that?" gasped Betty.

"Just the big top and the 30-foot
and cook tent." Betty looked - '. her
uncomprehendingly. "I mean the
main tent and the dressing tent and
that little one over there," the wom-
an explained.

"We'll buy them," Betty said.
"Shall we give you the money?"

"Are you crazy," broke in Cliff.
"What in the world would we do

ging Cliff with her, and, with quick
sympathy she made friends with the
woman.

PAYING THE MORTGAGE

gloom lifted.
"What's the matter, Cliff?" «he

demanded. "I'llwarrant you've been
having an argument with dad."

"He wouldn't listen to argument,"
Cliff explained. "Why, the moment
Icame Into the office he shouted at
me, 'If it's any more money you
want, you can't have it.' Iguess I'm
old enough to be trusted with imy
own money,"

"Twenty-three," the girlcried In
mock awe. ''That's awfully old for
a financier."

He led the way to a nearby restau-
rant and while they waited for their
order to be served he told her all his
troubles.

"And you were going to pay out
$4,500 just to keep the boys from
Joking you?" she gasped.

"It's worth It,"he said, doggedjy.
"The whole crowd wou'd have found
out and Iwould never have heard
the last of it. Now there's no way
out of it except to write the boys."

"Never say die," she quoted.
"Now, are you going to give me

proverbs, too?" Cliff demanded. Ir-
ritably

"Poor boy, Iforgot," she said,
penitently enough, though her eyes
twinkled with fun. "But you're giv-
ing up without a fight. The boy's
don't expect a fashionable hotel for
$8 a week, do they?"
"Itold them that they would just

be camping out for that price," he
said. "You can't give them much for
eight a week. Ididn't even tell them
thatIhad the hotel. IJust said that
Ihad a place."

"There might be come other placeyou can get," she said, hopefully.
"You don't want to give up so easily.
Will you come down Friday?''

"Do you really think we can do
it?" he demanded. V

"There's my hand." He crushed
the tiny fingers in his strong grip.

"Isuppose you think I'm a big
baby," he said, shamefacedly. "I
guess that Iam."

In spite of his faults, she was very
fond of Cliff, gnd praise from him
meant much to her. Hsr affection
blinded her at times to the fact that
he was lacking in the ability to take
:he Initiative, but today she saw that

he must extricate himself from his

rs ¦m 'LL advance you i~ro months'
Iallowance and thtt's all I
Iwill do," repeated Peter

Baylor, picking up some pa-
pers as Ifthe question was settled.

"And that' wouldn't be half
enough. You couldn't even hire one
of the cottages for that amount," re^
plied Clifford Curtis, angrily.

"You should have done a little
figuring In the first place," was old
Baylor's crisp reply. "There's an old
adage, Ibelieve, about lookingbefore
you leap."

"Yes, and another about nothing
ventured, nothing have," was Cliff's
retort.

"Since you seem to like 'em, Til
suggest another," chuckled Baylor.
"What about the fool and his mon-
ey?"

"I'lldo you the justice of saying
that according to that standard you
are no fool," with which parting shot
Cliff strode from his. guardian's of-
fice. N

Clifford Curtis had just concluded
Ills Junior year at college. Dick Staley,
a chum from preparatory days, who
bad left college to fight bronchial
trouble in piney woods, had written
Cliff that a good hotel at lake Ro-
kono could be rentec at an astonish-
ingly low figure, $500 for July and
August, and ifhe could fill it with
Jolly men it would stand him in a
great profit for the summer.

Ina short time Cliff had made up
a party of forty men at $8 per week,
with a lot more trying to get In on
the same terms. And then in re-
sponse to his enthusiastic letter to
Dick Staley, had come this fe'egram:
"I dictated $5,000, not $500, as
rental. Drat the typewriter."

It would never do to let the boys
know of his mistake. They would
make life miserable with their jokes,
bo Cliff said nothing to them, deter-
mining to make an appeal to bis
guardian for the extra money. He
would have plenty next year, when
the trusteeship would be over, but
his father had left the money in trust
for Cliff until he should have grad-
uated.

He was striding along with his
head down when a girlish voice ar-
rested his furious progress and the

n't know that It was :aoney she had
found, but she knew, and she had not
dared advertise her loss.

He looked at her as If he rather
enjoyed the affair, and there was the
light of admiration in his eyes as
he waited for her next question. He
had neither affirmed nor denied that

I "I
—
Ihad $500 in uiy pocket, and

Iam sure Ipulled It out when the
accident came. Iam also positive
you found it. Irememl . you sat
right back of me, and you left the
car after Idid."

"And ifIdo not give It up?" he
quietly asked, as he sat down.

IF SHE HAD NOT PERSISTENTLY KEPT HER HAND INHER DRESS
POCKET THE WELL DRESSED YOUNG MANWOULD NOT HAVE

GIVEN HER A SECOND THOUGHT.

Then came a climax. In rounding
a curve the -car left he track and
brought up against tie fence. Ev-
erybody was astonished, but no one
seriously hurt, although badly mixed

Then the woman on her right
cried out that she had lost her reti-
cule, and during the momentary ex-
citement Miss Graves and Mr.OifforJ
passed a few more words.

The car bad hardly made half a
mile when the girl's hat blew oj. It
was caught by Mr. Gifford and re-
stored to her. She had to turn and
thank him, and, of course, she got
a good look at his face.

Ifshe had not persistently kept her
hand in her dress pocket the well-
dressed young man would not have
given her a second thought. His
game was the fat brewer on the oth-
er side of him.

Any ordinary observer would have
decided that Hilda was of the army
of working women. She might have
been superior in looks, but not in
dress. Her shoulders were beginning
to round a bit, too, and Sherlock
Holmes would have detected the ink-
stains on her finger that could .not
be entirely scrubbel off with soap
and water.

The well-dressed young man was
out for business as a pickpocket, and
young Mr. Gifford, of an Insurance
company, was going out to the sub-
urb to do some business for his com-
pany.

When Hilda look the trolley car a
well-dressed young man took a seat
next to her. Amement later Walter
Gifford climbed aboard the same car
and took a seat back of her.

and so Impatient to get home and
tell the good news, that she asked
to be excused at 3 o'clock in the aft-
ernoon.

The pickpocket echoed her groan.
He had come out to pick and got a
wrench of the back that would make
him walk like a manx)f 86 for days
to come. .

When the other car had left the,
track Hilda must have instinctively
withdrawn her hand from her pocket
to clutch the Beat ahead, and the
money had come with the hand.
Someone must aye found it. Who?

This question puzzled her for days

Miss Graves had suffered a few
bruises and a great scare, and it v.-.is

not until she was seated In the other
car that she missed the monc;\ Then
she uttered one single groan of de-
spair and almost fainted away.

The next day and the next and the
next, and in fact, for a whole week,
Mr. Gifford looked at the "Losts and
Founds" In three different dailies,
but no adverth ment r.ppeared.

He then came to the conclusion
that the rollmust have dropped from
his own vest nocket as the car was
trying to clinro the fence, or that
the motorman, who 'iad fled the
scene, had thrown it at him as a
solace for barking his shins and skin-
ning his knee. Itwas therefore add-
ed to the young man's bank account.

Mr. Gifford was just as honest as
you or I. He shoved that roll down
into his pocket and decided to wait
until the loser advertised. The vic-
tim of a $500 loss would be sure to
do that.

up with the seats and each other.
In the confusion Mr. Gifford found

a roll of bills on the floor of the car.
He held on to the money until Bome-

one should make a eatery. None
came. Another car came along after
a few minutes and picked up the ex-
cited passengers, and not one of them
had said a word about a loss.

He. got into the habit of taking
that ride very ofter. after that, and
passengers who kept their ears open
heard talk of mortgages

—
lost mon-

ey—
wrecked care

—
police

—
love and

bridal tours. All things will come
about if you give thei. time.

"It
—

it was money Ifound in the
street," said the girl, as she looked
up through her tears. "Yes,Ifound
it,, and Iwanted to ask somebody if
Iwas the same as a thief; and If
Icould be arreste

' * It, and if
—

If
—"
And Mr. Gifford quoted the law

and made explanations that kept him
there an hour longer, and when
Hilda took the car home that even-
ing he was there with the lost mon-
ey, and he had to ride to Golden
Heights to explain it all to her
mother and to keep the pickpockets
away.

"But we can settle \t without thepolice," observed Mr. Gifford. "It isa case that can be settled out of
court. Yes, you did lose your money
on the car and Ifound it. Ishall
take your address and send you my
check. Excuse me ifIhave said any-
thing to cause these tears. You rath-
er jumped on me,, if you will remem-
ber. lam only too glad to have been
the means

—"

There was no more bluffing. Tearscame to Hilda's eyes, and she sat
down with her heai' on the type-
writer table.

when she stood there with snappingeyes and< flaming cheeks and tkc<*the young man she was really arraS
of. He laughed heartily but nclvJl-garly and calmly said:

"Arid what ifIalso call the po-
lice? You claim the money, but canyou satisfy the police that it was
really yours?"

"Ishall call in the police."

Itwas a timid girl's bluff. Any
man who has ever walked around the
block could have spot:ed It, but
Hilda never looked handsomer than

he had found the ~>one/ on the
wrecked car.

"You had drawn the money from
the bank and were taking it home In
that careless way?"

SAVING A FORGER

"AndIhaven't seen In an.- of the
papers that you advertised your
loss," was the reply.

It was a good answer and Miss
Graves blushed. Mr. Gifford could-

"Yes, Iremember."
"I lost $500 from my pocket. I

am sure you found it. Ihave hoped
to meet you every day -i.ice. Ihave-
n\t seen in any of i'.e papers that
you have advertised it."

"Then
—

then you have been wish-
ing to find me?" he queried.

"Ihave, sir. You were on the t:jl-
ley car that ran off the track Into
the fence a week or so ago."

Mr. Gifford had
'
been under sus-

picion a week or so when one day he
walked into the lion's mouth. He
had business with the old-fashioned
lawyer, and he entered the office at
10 o'clock one forenoon /to be told
that the old-fashioned lawyer had
gone over to Philadelphia.

There was a good-looking young
lady there who did the telling. It
seemed to him that he had seen her
somewhere before. He was puzzling
his brains and killingtime, when she
rose up and exclaimed:

"Ah, it is you! Ithought Iwould
find you sooner or late."

She would knov him again If she
met him inChina. She -zasn't going
to China to experiment, but she
would keep her eyes open when on
the street, and if sh~ ran across him
he must give up that money or take
the consequences. The fact that she
worked in a lawyer's office gave her
a certain amount of nerve, too.

and she finally decided tha;. it had
fallen into the hands of the nice
young man who had rescued her hat.
His nice ways were all put on. He
was a bad young man

—
probably a

thief by choice and profession.

WHEN
the father and husband

died, leaving Mra Graves
and Hilda alone, the latter
18 ears old, the two wor-

n-en saw a gloomy future before them.
There was not only a living to

earn, but a mortgage of $300 on the
cottage in the suburban town to pay

\ off. Being an invalid, the mother
could earn little or nothing, though
she talked bravely of dressmaking.
It was for Hilda to furnish the in-
come—to plan and save and scheme
and keep things going.

After many failures and disap-
pointments she found a place in the
city with an old-fash "

sned lawyer
who preferred her neat chirography
to typewnltlng, and for two long
years she scarcely missed a day. From
her earnings she could now and then
put

taside a dollar to pay the Interest
on the mortgage, but every penny
had to count.

One day a piece of goou luck hap-
pened to Hilda Graves. In return-
Ing from lunch she found a roll of
bills on the street. She snatched it
up from her feet and almost ran the
rest of the way to the office.

Her employer was out, and she
counted over the bills and found that
ehe was the richer by $500. Now,
the mortgage could be paid off, and
there would be money left forclothes
and other things.

The thought that the money be-
longed to some one else, and that it
was her duty to adver".se for the
loser, never occurred to her. Inher
own village, \t would have been dif-
ferent, but In the great city, findings
was keepings. Money was so plenty
that it wasn't likely that the loser
of this sum would trouble himself
about It.

She was so exultant over her find.

Mr. Warner, and yet his expression
was &o anxious that Itried to per-
suade myself that Iwas dreaming
still, and turned over once more to
a troubled sleep.

In the midst of breakfast that
morning there was a sudden commo-
tion on deck, when the captain ap-
peared" in the doorway and said:

"The marconl is working, that's
all." Then, in an undertone to me,
he added. "MayIhave A word with
you?"

Drawing me to one side, he asked:
"Was Mr. Warner r, friend of
yours?"

"He not only was, but is,"Ian-
swered, with dignity.

"Well, my dear, he is no more. M"c
have just received a marconl from
Glace Bay that he is Simeon Alex-
ander, a forger, who has escaped. He
was seen walkingon the lower deck
last night, and Has not been seen
since. Guess he chose a watery
grave."

With that the capit ileft me. and
Istood dazed, while through my diz-
zy brain rushed the events of yester-
day and thai face in the moonlight.

Then suddenly another commotion

"Itold the truth when Isaid I
had not slept well last night. Igot
up and was walking oi--the deck and
stumbled over this old man crouched
in a corner. He was waiting his
chance to jump overboard, but Iper-
suaded him to come to my stateroom
and promised to help him. Iput
him to bed in my upper berth,' and
when morning came Ihad not tha
heart to wake him.

"Now Iam going to keep my word
and run up to see the American con-
sul, andv while I1:I 1: on shore you boys
Just fill up the subscription list.

"Just one other thing
—

yesterday
Miss Lawrence promised to be mjr
wife, and unless she h- ;-hanged her
mind we willbe married very soon,
so save a little money for the wed-
ding. You are all invited. Including
the captain. And, boys, my parting
advice to you Is to show up at lunch-
eon or you'll be couf t-martlaled. I
speak from experience."

He wac off the Ioat and up the hill
on his errand of mercy. Iturned
around to have Miss Jackson grasp
my hand and say:

"Well,Inever did. Juat to think,
a thief and a weddin' all in the
same day!' Ain't it just too grand!"

been married. M Lame is Miss, not
Mrs. Lawrence, and I'm in mourn-
ing for my father."-

Fbr two days after that Mr. Warn-
er was more than ever with me and
when we landed at Newfoundland
for a day's stopover, it was a fore-
gone conclusion that we should go
sightseeing together.

We took a long wa'k out on the
cliffs and sat dreaming for a few mo-
ments when my companion broke the
silence.

"Miss Lawrence
—

Harriet
—
Ican-

not wait any longer to tell you some-
thing, and this i¦ such a beautiful
spot that Iwant you to listen to me
here!"

"Well, I'm all attention, only
please don't tell me anythingIought
not to know."

"After all, it is not so mucu what
Iwant to tell you, but that Iwant
to ask you something."

"Please make it something very
easy, won't you, like a good fellow?"

"Oh, please don't be frivolous. I
want to tell yo\| tha I—"I

—"
Just at this Instant the awful voice

of one of our shipmates chimed in.
"AndIwant to tell you that we

and Instinctively Irushed toyi~<t
where the crowd had congregated. To
my horror, and yet delight, there
stood Mr. Warner.

"MayIask Ifyou a- % Simeon Alex-
ander," asked the captain.

"No, 1am not; but no more am I
Alexander Warner."

Never once did he flinch, nor did
he look at me, but his eye was honest
and his voice stead:*.

"Where have you been all' the
morning? The ship has keen searched
and you*could not pc found."

"Itmight have occurred to you to
look inmy stateroom while you were
making this vigorous search, for that
is where Ihave been. The fact is,I
did not sleep well last night, and
tried to make It up this morning.
But, captain, I'd like to ask a ques-
tion. What's all this row about?"

"May Iask who you are, >ir?"
"Certainly you may ask^ by I

don't see that there is any necessity
for me to answer. You accepted my
passage under the name of Alexander
Warner, and until this trip Is con-
cluded, Isee no reason for changing
it.-

With this bit <* Information be

went below and was not seen again
until we landed at «allfax.

Here we were greeted by two of-ficers, who searched tire boat and,
peacefully sleeping in the upper
berth of stateroom it (Mr. -garn-
er's) they found Mr. \u0084mt... Alexan-
der, who willinglygave himself up,but as he left the room he cast anappealing glance at Mr. Warner.

The passengers had all congregat-
ed at the top of the gangway wjtngaping mouths as Mr. Warner, fol-
lowing the fugutive and his captora,
came up the ladder. Offering his
hand to the captain, h>. silenced all
apologies.

"That's all right, captain
—

we all
make mistakes, and now I'llanswer
ail your questions. Myname is Al-
lison Warner of Texas."

"What," gasped the captain.
"Warner that sold his oil lands to
the syndicate for 120,000,000?"

"That's the man, and Itook this,
trip for rest. Icame incognito aa
I'm tired of all this newspaper ad-
vertising. But, honestly, though, I
did not bargain being taken for a
stowaway. But I'd like .to start a
purse for this poor fellow.

Sleep came to me slowly that
night, but finallyIwas far oft in a
dream, only to be wakened Ly voices
outside of my porthole. Ilooked out
and saw a face clearly defined in the
bright moonlight.

Suddenly Irealized that it was

Mymood softened later in the ev-
ening, however, when the moon came
up and Mr. Warner suggested that we
walk up to the fortress on the hill.
There on the hill overlooking the
beautiful harbor, with the stars and
moon for my sentinels, Iheard the
dear old story, an' -

Ifelt his
strong arms around m Iknew that
Iloved him.

We did and the afternoon was
thus spoiled. Ihated that Jackson
woman, hated everybody

—
except one

or two.

"Ain't is nice we have all met,"
continued Mrs. Jackson. "Now we
can all go home together."

have found you out. Why, you ain't
sick at all."
Ihad declined to go driving with

her earlier in the day, pleading ill-
feeling better,

ness. Imurmured something about

widow."
"You silly person. Ive never yet

"Mrs. Lawrence, do you mind if
Iask you a personal question?"

"Anythingbut my age. The purser
asked me that this morning, and $

don't want to fib twice in the same

\day." •>%.
"Oh, 1 dwH[t want to know how

Old you are. IOPJi't care, I'd like
to. know how long- you have been a

WE
had been aboard the

steamer for two whole days

and every . • Iturned I
found Mr. Warner some-

where very near me. Not that I
minded very much. Iwas too nv-ich
of a woman for that.
Ibad just come up from break-

fast and was strollin . about the deck
when Iwas greeted with a cheery
"Good morning," and together we
drifted over, to a spot on the toat
where the electrician was trying to
find out just what was the matter
with the Marconi. Occasionally it
would buzz and burr and sparks
would fly out, but no message cou' I
be received.

We left the man at hi. work and
Bought a more seclude ' corner.
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