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CHAPTER XIiil.

A Girl Like Her.

was dark, the night of that
second day, when Stephen
O'Marn came quletly op to
the open door of his own

fa®

LA Hghted shack and stopped for a mo

ment to gane In at the two men, whose
faces were touched by the glow of the
Iamp on the table. There had been
more than one moment In those forty
elght hours which hiad elapsed aince he
had lifted that black robdd, inert fg-
ure from the foor In which Bteve had
wondered whether Garry Devereau
would even awalt his return to Thirty
Mile.

Bave for a short and casunl “See you
In the morniug.” Stephen O'Mara turn.
od without & word that night to leave

the lmprovised sleeplug quarters in the

storehiouse shack.

He looked nt Garry nodding drowsily
on a bunk and then at Fat Joe seated
penr him, Thelr eyes beld for & mo
ment before Bleve turned again toward
the door And perhaps lils manner
was n Jitthe too ubconcerned that even.
ing, n little too carefully careless, for
almost before he had lifted the latch
Fat Joe stepped forward one quick,
protesting step and then stopped on
second thought

“You auln't goln' "~ he began, and
suffered that spoken protest also to re
main uncompleted.

“It's not late.” Sieve's volce was
thoughtful. “It's not lute, but It's sure-
Iy very quiet” He stood gaziog out
foto the gloom. “Maybe I'd best run
down and see what alls our visitor of
the other night. Somebow the more
I've thought about It the more 1've
come to fear that he Is tempernmental,
Joe, oo temperamental for such »
wearing propositionr as this one is lke
Iy to be. And you bhaven't slept much
sluce I've been gone. Oh, that was

eany, Just from your eyes! Bo you'd |

better turn In. U Just stroll down and
Jet them know that I'm back home."
It s odd bow much of Auality there

ean be lu the quietest of statements, |
Eyes narrowed, Joe stoud in the middie |

of the floor and watched bim depart
without further objectlon But the
moment the blackuess bad swallowed

him up he backed to the bunk, fum- |
bledd for & gun which Sieve had tossed
upon the blankets and followed out |

Iuto the dark.

Btephen O'Mara stowd a long time
outsiide the door of the workmen's
bunkbouse that ulght, dngers upon the
latch, before be mnde any move to
enter. But uelther a wWish to eaves

drop nor 4 desire to frame experimen. |

tolly the words bhe eant Lo speak was
the reason behind that panse. 1t was
in itself n new thing to fud the long.
low bullding Nghted at that hour, even
though, as be bad himself put It to
Joe an nstaut before, it was bours
from being late. That nlght the al
most absolute ailence beyond the closed
door was an even more unusunl state
of affalrs, The volee of one muan only
wis andible, the words he spoke In-
distinguishable ahogether. But sud

den bursts of laughter, punctuating the |

reciial which be could wot clearly fol
low, were Indieation encogh to the
man outside of what maunner of tale

was holding the ears of that roomful |

of rivermen. Stephen O'Marn, who

had long ceascd to wonder at the dis- |

covery In them of new and Impolsive
finenesses which bordered close upon
foberent nobility, knew fully as well
bow utternbly and unspeaksbly gross
could be the premeditited coarseness
of those same men,

There was 1o movemenut to wark bis
entrance when he flunlly pressed the

[ ateh and swung the door open, not

80 much as a single glance to indicate
that his prosence was noted.  Under
the yellow light of dickering oll lamps

the eyes of all those scores of gaudy |

shirted fOgures lounging against the
walls were fixed engerly upon the face
of bim who held the middle of thelr
stage~him who talked from where he
balf lay, propped on one elbow, in his
bunk at the end of the roow. Harrl
gan, red shirted, red headed, was
lounging nt ease, walting for the lusi

gurgle of appreciation to subside be |

fore he guve them the close of the
story, (he last tithit, the savor of
which already had set him polglly to
Meking his lips.  And In the doorway
Bteve, righl of a sudden, sensed what
that climax was to be.

“Her fan-say luside”—the droning
Iy lndistinguihable words were very
plain now-~"her fansay inside, con
poomed with pride and auticipation,
tellly’ all who had come (0 dance that
she had prromised to be his forriver
more.  And ber at that ssme wilnote
outside with bim, and both av thing™—

Harrigan did not bhurry it In the tell
g And If his portraysl of Archi
bald Wihekershum was unmistakably
deliberate, nelther did be fall for want
af sulllclent detall to make the other
pleture clear, Vilely be gave them the
ecomplete lmagery of hils vile bralo

A shout went up, a louder, hoarser
outery of grplavse which ppcked the

Tﬂmm. And than that rigtd feure In
the doorway had started forward. Re-
| tween those lanes of suddenly silent
cmen Mteve passed I sllence. 10 stand
before him who had achieved his clf-
| max a breath before, And st his com
tng Hnerigan sild from the bunk, start. |
| o to reach within the blanket o

work on the river when we've put this
rllrond through. 've heard it saM
that some of yon think you are entting
the groumd out from under your feet
with every shovelful of sarth you It
You ought to know better than that.

You ought to know for yourselves that ‘

|

& nt | there'll be need for more men In these

IF the bend of what hnd been his bed and  woods than there has ever been before.
then thonght better of such Impnlse. | But if you dou't, If yon can't see It
| Bravado Intermingled with biank sor 'that way, why not come around and
prise, he came haltingly te his feet ||..| me huve s falr chance to talk
The voloes of few men have been 8% | things over with you myself before
| nnhurriedly deadly ns was that of him | ¥ou decide to turn on this Job? T want
who faced Harrean that night | you 1o remember that a man who Is a
| “That was wise. Marrizan” Steve lar in one thing s mighty likely to
| told him wiowly —far oo gently, “That | talk loose tongued. no matter what he

J

wias wine 1o let your knife e anfe
within your paek, for If yon'd tonched |
i Ua have killed you, as | ought to kil

you now
. You were drunk a4 minnte ago
| when you lled yoir lle. You're sober
| oF now. You're sober enough to start
again und tell me you're s Har"

‘ They walted--the roomful of river.
men. Nothing stirred save the clonds
L of Ny blue smoke floating agalnst
| the rafters—that and a bulky biot of
| shadow outside which shifted a little,
| nolselessly, Just beyond the pateh of
Hght that streamed through the door
They walted, heavy breathed, while
Hurrigan began to recover from the
disconvertment into which O'Mara's
| coming had flung him. Slowly the
former's lps twisted Into a mocking
leer; mockery rose and swam with the
hatred in his inflamed eyes. e would |
have spoken, sparring for time, when |
Steve's hand leaped In and made of the |
Joking effort only & rattle In his throat

Beneath the stiff red stubble the fdesh
was livid where those fingers had been
when he was able to draw breath
ngain,

“"Twas only & bit ar a Joke" he
| gasped and gulped and swallowed
L hard. “"Twas only a hit ay a Joke |
was tellin’ the bhoys about seeln’ you
an' -

Steve's volce bit In and cut him |
short.

“Your turkey’s ready, furrigan™ He |
polnted at the pack toward which the

| swered him before Fat Joe let him rise.

| & breath of alr.

[ gun i your hand. I just slipped over,

| the rise.

| gracious explanation.

| wasu't what 1 meant.

“There's not reom for both of us on |

this river.™

other had groped and then thought |

better of the Impulse. “You were go-
Ing of your own acvord, | see. Well,
I'm telling you to go now! The door's
open. 1 left It wo for you when 1
came . And I'm telliug youn, too, be-
fore you leave that you'll do well not
to come back. There's pot room for
both of us ou this river any more, Hur
rigan!"

The riverman's eyes shifted. Fur
tively they fitted from face (o face in
those mows of faces at the walls. Bul
whatever he thought or hoped to find-
fleetiug finsh of
ment—was bidden behind a common
wusk of astonlshment us blank as had
been bis owp, They were walting for
his answer. He knew they were walt-
Ing for that as be crossed to the door.
And when he pavsed there, to turn in
sudden savagery, be realized that his
tardiness had robbed
chance. It was too lnte to talk back
then.

“You're tellin’ me” he rasped out,
“nnd | was goln'—sur-re!  But things
arre not yel finished between you and

|
|

|

be back. U'm proomisin® you 11l be
wid ye mgain. 'l be wid ye again,
come spring!”

He disappeared. And hard upon his
| golng Steve wheeled and frouted those
scores of sllent men. His eyes leaped
from polnt to point, as Harrigan's had
craftily gitted.  Briefly, crisply, he nc-
companled the sweeplng survey with
# volie that was loud enough for all of
them to hear.

"Hig Loule! Fallon! Bhayune! This
Is your chance to say so If you're go-
iug to be loussome, now that your
song bird has flown. Speak up! 1
eame down tonight fust to hear you
talk.”
| Nothing but an

murmar aoswered him, o low growl
| that was pelther argoment nor eva-
| shon.  Rebelllon was still a long way
uhead for woest of thew. They bad not
el had tme to talk themselves to the
piteh of open revolt. They had merely
begun o Hsten te Harviean, whose dis
Clples In dissatlsfaction they were,
And pow In his absence they stirred
L ugcomfortably under the gage of hlm

whe remained They dropped  thelr
| heads and searched for matchios. But

Stove felt the welght of unspoken
| thoughts when be, too, faced back in

the deorway., This thoe there was no
| naming of names, He embraced the
whole room when he spoke

| “They tell me," Steve continued, “that
ilhcr!"i tulk awong you of we more
| ‘

Indixtingulshable

t

him of his ke her—good Lord!™

|
|

we, for T'm prromisin’ you that Ull | gg tor gelf restraint and his whole

preachios”
And there, without lifting his eyes
from the finor, Blg Loule cleared his

But you're drunk, Harth | throat nind made answer.

“Maybe.” he retorted—“maybe, and
muyhe not so sure elther! 1 have lis
teried to blg words before now, me,
that have put ne food under my belt,
0o cont to my back"

“If it's only food and shelter and
¢lothes for your back, Big Loule, you'll
not have to worry. But I'm not prom-
fving either, mind, that there'll be sany
money to blow on white whisky. Were
you expecting any " |

That brain which could cope with |
but one lden at a time was fertlle
ground for seed which such a one as
Harrigan might sow. Hig Loule fail |
ed to reply. He sat qulet, deep In
thought, when Stephen O'Mara closed
the door nolselessly bebind him.

- - L] . L] . .

It was minutes after Steve had gone
Suck up the hill before Garry Dever
#an renched out a hand In the dark.
oess and touched, experimentally, what |
bad seemed to be only a shapeless |
black bloteh at the edge of light, &
rod or two from the door. And in-'
stantly at his touch the shadow was |
galvanized Into life. It reared and
plunged nnd enveloped the slighter |
man in & crushing embrace and bore |
bim over backward. With the muszle |
of & revolver chaflng his ear Garry
mannged to worry his head high
enough to free his mouth and nostrils
from dirt.

“tiet off me! Get off me, you fat
romancer, you!™ he whispered flercely.

An explosive grunt of dismay an-

In a thin and profape tenor he was
bidden to expianin lils presence there.
1 vouldn’t sieep,” Garry replied, his
volee stlil peevish, “so 1 came out for
I saw him start this
way—saw you following him with that

too, In case there might be dolngs.
What's the row, Joe?”

Joe took him ungently by the elbow,
turned him about snd started him up

“An old grudge,” be deigned an un- I
“It's years and |
years old. Steve licked bhim once. |
Ouce when they were boys the folks |
that live down next to Alllson's dress-
ed Steve up lke a pleture book, the
nearcet | can make out, and sent him
to town ashoppin’. Harrigan, he" -

“I know! I remember!” Garry's cager
whisper interrupted. “That ts, 1 didn't
know that Harrlgan was one of the
mob Steve whipped that day. But that
Whe was the
—the girl HHarrignn was talklog about
when Steve—when Bteve ' —

Joe's ingers tightened a little as the
other evinced a tendency to lag.

“Hurry a bit, will you?' he urged
compininingly. “Show n little speed!
I'm supposed to be up there asleep”
And then, grafMy, “Tt wns the Allison
glrl, of course.”

In spite of the hand upon his ‘elbow
Garrett Devereau stopped short in his |
tracks.

“Barbara!” he stammered. “Barbarg
Alllson? Joe, was that the girl be |
meaut tonight when he suld be was
going to ‘marry one of those women
himself * *

Joe peered at him, trying to make |
out the expression upon his foce.

“Why not? he wanted to Kknow.
“Why not? Aln't he good enough for

SUpport or encourage | her?"

There cnme u pause; then Garry's
stunned rejoinder.

“Good enough!™ bhe repented sense
lessly. “Good enough?” He laoghed |
half wildly, as though he bad sudden- |
Iy hit upon n very funuy thought in-
deedd. “That man In love with a girl l

And Fat Joe, who had falled to un- |
derstand, swore agaln beneath his |
breath because there was no time left |

in which to argue the matter. His
face was still very red from his strug-

|

mental balance so disturbed that he
forget ‘entirely to conceal the blued re-
volver dangling In oue hand when he
re-entered the cabln a moment later.

|

“Geot off ma! Got offi me, you fat re-
mancer, youl™ |

The Iatter object rulned the effect of
his Insouclant renditdon of “Howme,
Bweet Home™

“Thought you were golug to retire,
Joe?"

Bteve was already undressed and
cruawllug lnto bed. His question was
slow worded sod o trie stifled,

“1 was," Joo assured bim bogtlly. *3

| bunk.

| London Telegruph.

war. 1 fust stepped ont fo see that ev-
erything was tight and tidy for the
night; that's nil"

Quizzlenl eves contemplnted the re
volver now,

“Taken to ‘arrying a weapon, afler
all, ah? Well, perhiaps that's wisest.
And blow out the light, will you, Joe?
P tired. You'll have to undress in
the dark.”

Then Steve burled his face In his
pillow.  Bat sundry sounds, escaping,
were anmistakably hysterleal.  Joe's
wouth opened nnd closed, fishlike, He
wtood and stured down at his side in
beautifully elogquent profanity, If a
stare cun be both eloquent and pro-
e,

“You need a murse,” he stated sulkl

Iy ot Jast. e Onished the light with
n viclous hinst. “You need a chap-
aron ™

But once agnin, just before he slept,
Bteve heard hit mutter to himself less
Injuredly ns be heaved over o his

“This bas Leen a very busy even |
Ing," he oploed, |

(To pe Continued)

FOR SCHOOL DAYS.

P
Pretty Model That Mothers
Can Copy In Any Color.
e |
For little girls is this frock of pale
plnk linen cut with a box plaited skirt.
The round collar and cuffs are white

A FROUD LADY.

plque, the walst closing In two scal
lops buttoned, The only trimming is
a dush of hand embroldery on the
front and back of the belt. |

- SHADOW EMBROIDERY.

How to Make This Fascinating Work
an Blouse Fronta.
Not for many ‘years has shadow em-

| broldery been In favor, but this season

one sees [t here and there on wany or-
gundle and volle frocks. When the work
Is done lu colors It s wost effective,

As the name ndicates, the work is
done on the wrong slde of the wate

| rinl, and In order for its shadow to be

visible on the right side the material
must pecessarily be thin and sheer. A
practical ldea If you Intend to do the
work in colors is to hold different shades
of the color or colors you lutend to use
beneath your material. You can then
tell how the Anlshed work will look.
The wurk done on the wroug skle of

the materinl is wothing more than the

berriugboue stitch. Learn how to do
this. Pructice on o sumple of materia)
before actunlly dolug the work. To
make the directions clear just lmagine
You are working on a long, narrow leaf,
To make the herringbone stitch put the
peedle through at the left band end of
the lower lne, slant the sk obliquely

line nnd take n short stiteh from right
to left on the upper lne With the

snme slant cross the sllk (o the lower |

Hne and ke o second short stitel from
right to left
across the spoce, koeping the sinut troe

and the length of the stiteb even |

Now, there Is Just oue differvoce in
the herrfugbone stiteh and the stlieh |
used for the shadow embrodery  Thot
Is thot the stitches are placed closer to-
gether, so that o solid efect s guined
on the right side. Alm o et the work
on the right side show Hes of Uttle
forward stitches of uniform size and
exactly on the lnes of the design

If you desire to lnsert velos ln the
leaves these should be worked before
the petal Is covered on the wrong slde
For the velus use the baek stitch,

Freach knots placed within the leaves
and petals of o Bower add matertally
to the effect of the shadow work,

The nutives of New Gulues are the
shortest Uved people In the workl, and
this result I attributed to their dist

| of the larvae of certain beoties and

thelr practice of drinking sea water~

Provessd in 1his mauner |

THE SLEUTH'S DEDUCTION.

The great detestive eyed his vinitor
thoughtraily.

“Yes, Mr. Blake” sobbed the grief
stricken woman, “many attempts-
elght In all, 1 think—have been made
on his life, but he wan so strong and
handsome that he folled them atl.”

Ehe burfed hor face in ber hands, and
her spoulders shook.

“You say your hushand wears a
green hnt and long ginger side whis
kerst™ asked the detective gentiy.

“Noyoyoyen, sir,” stuttered the woeful
one, wiplng ber eyes with her gloves,

Mr. Binke thought sadly of the man
he had seen by the river bank only

. that afternoon and of the strange bun
| dle the sald man bad borne.

Then he
bent gently toward the woman.,

“1 am sorry, madam, belleve me,"” he
wald softly, “but It 18 too late. Your
ceat Iv dead!™

His Choice.
The boy stood In the crowdsd car.
He couldn’t turn his neck,
He groancd befors he traveled far,
“For me the burning deck.”
=Pittsburgh Telegraph.

Fondly Recalled.
Artist—=What's the matter?
good Joke, lsn't it?
“It's a very good joke, The first time
I beard that joke 1 lmoghed till the
tears rollsd down my pilnnfum.“~ur!.

I'n =

Concerning Miss Peachy.

“1 say, old chap, | bear you are en
gaged to Miss Peachy. Is that true?™
“Quite true, old dear, Isu't she the
lucky girl 78t Louls Post-Dispatch

Answered.

“George,” queried the curious passen-
ger of the elevator conductor, “how far
do youn go In a day

The boy thought & moment.

“When 1 get to the top 1 stop, and
when I get to the bottom I stop,” he
sald.—Judge.

Confusing,

One thing to my mind is not clear:
Thesa boots the pretiy lndies wear

Are wondrous things to see,
But how thelr wearers, ere they sup,
Can find the time to lace them up

A puszle is (0 me.

—Richmond Times- Mspateh

Leas Work,
Ragged Rogers—Dat's a mighty short
stump yer smoklin’,
Frayed Philip—Yep; 1 like ‘em dat
way. Yer don’t bave ter draw der
smoke go far.—Boston Trauscript

A Surprise For Him.

. Mother Bird—IHere's a poor fellow
begglug for something to eat, so 1 will
just give him this unice fat worm.—
Country Gentlemon, .

The Resemblance.
“Some stars ure 5o far away that the
light from them hasu't reached us yet
But It will ngrive eventually."

“Reminds me of my bired man com |
Ing from the postoflice.” said Farmer |

Heck.—Loulsville Courfer-Journal,

A Hot One.
How wonderful would be the hen,
How wonderful could ahe then boast,
If ahe could go and Iny an egg
Wall ponched upon a plece of toast
{ —~Yonkers Btntesman

| Part.
“A fool and his Money are soon pare
ed, my son.”
“Who got yours away from you,

| upward aeross the space (o the upper  8d¥'—Detrolt Free Press.

Had His Measure.

1L eawn't guite make out what Rutd
mr|ns

‘Why not¥

‘Bhe keeps on referring to my man
donclior kpow, as o keeper "~ "btladed

; sbla Bullgtin

BLOUSES OVER SKIRTS,

Vivid Chat Abeut the Very
Latest Kinds of Waists.

Many and varled are the lines of the
new blouses; possibly the most note
worthy feature ls the peplum or skirt
soctions which are seen on many of
the new moldels. To be wure, these
peplumed  blouses were Introduced
some time ago, but they bave not at-
talned the wide popularity which they
would seem to deserve as p
different and affording splendid appor-
tunity for effective trimming,

New blouses of this type are of crape,
taffetn and satin, and when in match-
ing color with the weparate skirt give
the appearance of smart dresses that
eliminates one of the chief objections
to separnte hlouses and skirts—that of
giving the figure a cut In half look that
is disastrous to the average figure,

A very striking example of this pep-
lum blouse Is of tffeta, the wrist
length sleeves wet In ot a drop shoul-
der line; the peplum a stralght gather-
ed one about eighteen Inches long and
the sleeves and bodlce generously trim-
med with tiny buttons.  Still another
feature is the draped or hoodlike col-
Inr of the blouse material

Striped sllk used on the blas 1s an-
other fushlon feature, and an Interest-
ing blouse made thus is flnished as a
basque and s to be worn without a
beit or girdle. Most of the dressy
washable blouses and many of the silk
and erape ones are enbanced by effec.
tive hand embroldery, for the vogue
of this attractive trimming is now as-
stired.

Bleeves are long or short as one pre-
fers in dresses and blouses and set into
reguintion extended or diop shoulder
i:ll,'l:utml.mi. w0 you see fashion is kind

Just now and does not resirict us to
Lone and only one style, Probably there
L will not be n narrowing of new fash.

fon features, such ns was the case a
| few years ago. Women do not liKe to

be dressed like an nggregation of twins,

and we have come to know that there
1% not one partieular fashion that saits
.F us all to perfection.

NEW MODEL OUT.
Misses’ Corssta For Autumn Wear Are
Built Like This.

I Bollt on straight lines to please
French dressmakers, this Juvenlle cor-

set has a free hip and comfortable,
| almost boneless seams. The material

PARISIAN DESLuS.

is crepe de chine, with ouly two side
bones and one at the side back. The
| top Is fitted with elastic to ease resplr-
| tion, and the bottom is bemstitched,

" INFANTILE PARALYSIS.

An Expert Talls Mothers How te Aveid
and Prevent This Scourge.

The following statewent was lssued
| recently by Dr. Charles ¥. Bolduan, di-
| rector of the bureau of public health
i education of New York eity:
| “Infantlle paralysis 18 cavsed by a

very small germ, perhaps the smallest
| germ known, entering the brain and
| splnal cord of little children. The
germ probmbly gets in through the nose
lor mouth. It I8 lmportant to keep
|your children away from those who
bave the disease and also away from
"the other members of the family In
| which the case has developed

| *“The reason for this Is that the germ
ie In the nose and throat of the patient
and frequently ls carrled there by oth.
| ars in the housebold,

“Read the lst of addresses where the
discase has occurred and which are
published in the pewspapers, and keep
| mway from the lnfected houses,
| “Every mother should keep her chil
dren about her much as a ben looks

after her Uttle chicks, It Is dangerous
| to let children attend parties and festl
| vals and to take ithom Into crowds
| where they may sit alongride of some
person who has the germs lu his or her
nose,

|  “Bluee the gorms ard so very small
and may be preseut on the hands or
the face or solled haudkerchiefs, even
when there I8 uo visible dirt. the ut-
most cleanliness s necossary. See Lhat
the hauds and the faces of your chil
,dren ure kept absolutely clean. Soap
and water, aftor all, are the greatest
foes of all disease

“Clenn up your homse. Throw away
all useless rubldsh, Take down the
curtalns and wash them. Wipe all the
wousdwork with s damp cloth™



