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(Copyright, 1807, by Joseph B. Bowles.)

NEVER had the good fortune to meet

Tiberius Smith, the veteran show-

man, but I have known that other

remarkable man, Billy Campbell,
and from his lips heard many chroni-
cles of his patron's hardy and unusual
doings. As he told me these yarns his
eves often grew molist and he would
in parenthesis: "Ah, but he
was & man. Heaven knows why his
folks dubbed him Tiberius; mayde to
get away from the Smith, But wheh
writing down the real an-
swer he was the only Roman on the

phalt’

first

murmur

came 1o

met Campbell at the
Home club,”

“Away
and as I came to
w him I learned to love him, and
ough him his old master. And thus
the winter nights drove us to our
and the cozy companionship of
blazing hearth he detalled that
which has until now escaped the public
except as garbled press reports
e at times hinted at inexplicable
situations without furnishing the solu-
r n see now that Smith in his
wanderings In search of
menagerie furnishings or in
me theatrical venture was
factor in many a half pub-
tion,
ember correctly, I had been
iting on the frequency of revo-
quarrelsome Central America
ampbell first opened his heart,
& pipe and began the narrative
was to charm me for many an
1E.
e true,” he began, “that Central
ca has been a bargain counter in
petty warfares for years and has ped-
dled out more genuine lemons to would
be Caesars than any other spot of its
size on the map. Some of the disturdb-
ancegs have been exceedingly eccentrie,
othere just plalin, vulgar killings; but
1 doubt if there was & more plcturesque
surréction than that in which Tibe-
18 Bmith of Vermont filled the presi-
ient's cozy corner for one week, and
ith his reserve battery of comic opera
singers and his ever reassuring ‘Ha!
] defied all comers. The passing of
Tiberius and his administration is not
mentioned in history, nor 4id the con-
ilar agent hear of it in time to stir up
he Washington newspapermen with

es

)

ent down

there, known as the

mon people, have long since for-
gotten it.

“But the story of that glorious
week should make brave reading,

nevertheless, and the battle put up by

the Green mountain man and his corps
of geaily clad sopranos and a light
brigade of giggling danseuses, rein-
forced by sad volced contraltos, an
Alpine shepherd, a regulation pirate,
and much green room truck, incident-
ally demonstrates that art and science
need not always stagger to the ropes
because of ranting brute_ force.

“Pib—you know we called him Tid
for short—had a way of making every
one and everything loyal to him. When
his round, brown eyes concentrated in
two beady twinkles, you had to be-
{ieve in him and do his bidding. He
belleved in himself, and simply bub-
bled over with @ssurance when making,
the hardest shots imaginable.- And he
had the blamedest schemes., Yet, most
of them pulled through In one way or
another. If he didn't land what he was
gunning for, he'd net something else
almost as good. Bo when he decided
to take a comic opera troupe to Guate-
mala City, Maszie Adames s!destepped
thirty per week in order to lead the
ballet, and I was hypnotized to go as
first tenor.
told, four men and two dezen women.
Tiberius sald he could surround enough
Aztec gold in Guatemala to make bond
holders of us all for life. He belioved
it, and hang me if we all didn't after
he'd given us a con about ‘the luxuri-
ous life of the tropics’ ‘the Croesus
dons of the blus Pacific’ and the llke,
It was the dons that caught Mazie Ad-
ams and the other girls,

“Well, we sailed Iin November from
Frisco, bound for San Jose de Gua-
temala. From there we were to take
dlligences to the capital. Our troupe
was about all the little ocoastwise
steamer had aboard, and when we
were bobbing about off Champerico
it began to blow up a regular hummer.
The captain wanted to land us there,
but Tib sald San Jose or mero, and on
‘we rolled. I was sorry and so were
the others; for the storm now became
a hurricane and the captain decided
he couldn't make San Jose, as that
port had no harbor, but is simply an
open roadstead. I belleve we were
to luff, or to loaf, the offing, or
thereabouts, and then beat In when
the wind went down. But we daldn't.
Instead, we boomed right by in the
night, and after a miserable 10 hours
found ourselves Iin Arcate, & small
town that would make a sewing ma-
chine feel homesick.

“Arcate is made up of a dozen wood-
en houses, built down close to the

beach, and one street running bdack
about five blocks from the shore.
Along this artery of  travel are a
handful of native huts of bamboo

sticks, covered with leaves of the co-
coanut palm, while in the environs of
the burg polsonous pools of stagnant
water fill the air with miasma, steam-
ing thickly In the 950-degree heat.
Mazie Adams crept down to the bag-
gage deck and wept bitterly.

“*Cheer up, little one,’ encouraged
Tiberius, soothingly. ‘For every tear
now shed you shall have a plece of ice
to wear on those fairy fingers.'

“But as Iif the heavy atmosphere
and sickening odors were not enough,
the tin boller in our little eraft blew
up near daybreak, and we were forced
to go ashore in our nightelothes,
where we shivered in rugs and old
sails until the broiling sun relieved the
situation. To our joy we found all of
our stage trunks had been saved, but
our everyday finery was naught.

“ ‘Get busy,” cried Tiberius, in his
merry bass., ‘Unpack the trunks and
sllp into the calico of act 1. When
we reach Guaty we'll have some njes,
new linen suits,. Remember, children,
I'm all that ever was, multiplled by
two.’

“And that's what we had to do, and
a nice looking lot we were. Mazle
and the other fairies In pink tights
and long, bespangled cloaks, didn't go
g0 bad with the furnishings, but the
pirate, George Hanscom, and I, the
Alpine shepherd, kind of jarred on the
rest of the furniture. Tib's rotund,
energetio form was incased in a tin
suit of medleval armor, and he swore
it felt good. By the time the town
was fairly awake we were all arrayed
in our picnic clothes, and I guess they
thought we were & sure enough bunch
of fairies.

‘“While the dusky rabble was en-
Joying us with wonder lit eyes, a tall,

There were 28 of us all.

thin, mahoganized skinned man ap-
proached and greeted us in good, old
Anglo-Sax. He sald he was Alfred
Jones, more commonly known on the
coast as ‘Banana’ Jones. He had lived
in the country for 15 years and was
too lazy to leave it. He informed us
he could talk any lUngo between Pur-
gatory and Guatemala City, and Tib
at once hired him as ticket seller. Tib
himself threw a fine cluster of Spanish,
having toured a coirous through South
America once on a time. But he was
shy on dialects.

“So Banana Jones was delegated to
scout for some diligences, and he sald
he would, once he was able to tear his
eyes from Mazie, and was just explain.
ing that he hadn’'t séen a white woman
for 10 years, when 50 tatterdemasalions,
armed with ancient guns and a large
accumulation of realty on their hands
and bare feet, came howling down the
lane.

“T forgot,’ sald Banana Jones sim-
ply, ‘there's a bit of revolution on,
and the insurtectionists hold the town.
They are expecting a president from
San Francisco. The junta was to send
them down a regular fire eater this
week.'

“‘That's me,’ erled Tim. ‘Tm on!
I'm the president! I go a mile in less
than nothing. I never d4id start a
game but what something good turned
up unexpectedly. Tell ‘em I'm their
feudal lord.

“*“Well, I'll be blasted,’ ped Ba-
nana Jones. Then he added, ‘Do I get
all the banans privileges between here
and Sonsonate?

“‘You oertainly do,’ answered Tibe-
rius, drawing his tin rapler and jolting
his helmet into a jaunty position.

“Jones ran toward the mob and be-
gan a harangue, in which ‘Don Senor
Tiberio’ and ‘viva la libertad’ figured
extensively, and when he was done the
ragamuffins danced about us in glee
and one squint eyed rufan sought to
encompass Mazie Adams' fair walst
with his dirty paw. But Tib lunged
forociously at him with his Toledo
(Ohlo) blade, and the gang evidently
set us down for born fightera.

“‘They dope you out as High Muck-
a-Muck and accept you,’ said Jones, ‘but
they want to know if you've brought
any arms and powder.

“‘Tell 'em I've brought art, musie,
beauty and science, and that against
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Lunged at Him?

that quartet prosaic explosives aren't
deuce high in a well thumbed euchre
deck,’ retorted Tib, grandly. Then he
tipped us the cue and we all burst into
a few sweet strains of song as sung
in the ensemble of ‘The Daar (Gazelle.’
It fetoched 'em, sir. It fetched 'em to
their knees, They groveled. I guess
they'd have chucked the whole bloom-
ing revolution for reserved seats in
our show. But Tiberius had made up
his mind.to act the conqueror, and he
told Jones to take us to the most pre-
tentious habitation In town that he
might confiscate it for government pur-
poses. A miserable little hotel, bullt
to accommodate about 15, was the best
thing in this line, and into it we went,
while all the regular boarders departed
via the back door.

“ '"But what about weapons? persist-
ed Jones, dublously.

“Piberius pondered thoughtfully, and
Hanscom, the pirate, tapped the hard-
ware in his belt and said, ‘We've got
them all here.’

“We have the kinetograph,’ remind-
ed Tiberius.

“ “What's that. A machine gun?
cried Jones, eagerly.

“Piberius looked at him sadly and
then explained it was merely a device
to throw moving pictures o6n a screen.

“But pictures won't hurt ‘em,’ be-
moaned Jones..

“ No, oried Tiberius, exultagtly, ‘but
{t'll scare 'em Ifke the deuce. ¥, man,
in that one big box I've columns of in-
fantry, heavy artillery, troops of cav-
alry, & little drummer boy, a red cross
society and the “Private's Farewell to
His Aged Mother.” It's the most eco-
nomical method of transporting fleld
forces in the world.

“Theén, after he had spokén several
more pleces, Jones saw the {llumina-

tion, and his hard baked face cracked

into vartous smiles. ‘If they'll only
come by night’ he murmured.

“You see, we carted the picture ma-
chine around to amuse the audience
petween the acts of ‘The Dear Gazelle,’
and almost all of the plctures were
war scenes. Fortunately it had es-
caped injury in the explosion, and enly
needed to be dried out to be in fighting
trim.

“But the rest of us hadn't come
down to Central America to build up
republics, and we were in a falr way
to mutiny. Hanscom had just killed a

tarantula, and was now writing &
weepy letter to his old mother in Utica,
N. Y. Mazie was sobbing that she 4id
not see any chance of freezing her
digits with Guatemala jce, and the
rest of the bunch were swearing or
sniveling, as the sex demanded, When
Tiberius visited us.

*“‘Children,’ said he, kindly, ‘st
Why weep? We've arrived here. The
boat is busted. We oan’t leave till an-
other comes, It seems two faotions
are sparring for the strangle hold on
.this forsaken land. If we remain neu-
tral one side or the other, of both, will
pick us up and sell us as slaves to
owners of the dank mangrove swamps.’
Tidb didn't know a mangrove from a
yard of felt, but it sounded good and
he used 1t. ‘Think, Mazle, of being
compelled to pluck rubber gum with
those fragile lily stalks’ he said.
‘Think, Gertrude, of making bean
bread for sameé chocolate frosted brute
that remembers when he walked on all
fours. Now, if T can obtain the back-
ing of one party we are that much
stronger, and will éome out all right.
Remember, Tiberius Smith always
wins, Why, children, once I fell so
lTow that I was forced to join an “Uncle
Tom's Cabin” company and play I was
ice in the Ohio river. Did I stay ice?
Ask me. Today you bahold in me the
sole owner of “The Dear Gazelle” opera
troupe, and president pro tem of Iscan-
1ati, or whatever name under high
heavens they call it

“Of course there was a lot of horse
sense in Tib's talk, but I knew he was
playing president just through his lust
of empire. He told me afterward that
if he could have held down the job, he
had intended to map out a canal route
and sneak a stake from Uncle Bam.

“But to return to the well filled inn
and the homesick allies of the insur-
rectionists. That afternoon Tib and
Jones reconnoitered the only approach
from the interior; the only road over
which the enemy could come. This
ran dead against a big white cliff, and
then swung sharp to the left and made
a bee line to the beach. TIib deployed
the native troops far out beyond the
clift, with instructions to hike back to
the hotel if they scented the foe. In
a casiial way he led them to believe
that they wouldn't have to do much
fighting. Just take prisoners after the
new president had shaken a little par-

By W. D. Hornaday

Quitman, Texas.
18, 1. KILLCREASE, who lives
Pine Mills, & small village 3
lleS east of here, is 121 years
She was born June 10, 1776,
with her daughter, who is 87
and with her granddaughter,
vears old. It !s belleved that
iLillcrease is the oldest person in
nited States and probably the
t In the world. There seems to be
question as to her age. Bhe has
t appears to be authentic documen-
y proof which shows that she was
orn in Halifax county, North Carolina,
121 years ago. Her birthplace was near
the site of the present village of Scot-
land Neck in that county. Dr. R. O,
Connell, W. E. Burkett and J. H. Saxon,
gll well known and worthy residents
of Halnesville, Tex., near Mrs. Kill-
crease's home, as well as other people
of the community have investigated the
matter of her age and have found her
statement to be true. Her daughter's
age is also well authenticated. The
latter maintains that her mother was
84 years old when the was born, and
there can be no question about the cor-
rectness of the statement of both their
ages, as well as that of her grand-
daughter,
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Mrs. Killerease lived for 100 years
in the mountains of western North Care
olina, where she was born. She came

to Texas with her daughter's family
in 1886 and has lived at Pine Mills
ever since ghe arrived in the state. SBhe
is In good heaith and Is able to get
around the house and premises quite
briskly. Her mind is bright and active.
Bhe says she was never much of &
reader, as she was brought up In a
time and place where books and news-
papers were practleally unknown. But
she llkes to be told the gossip of the
world. 8She can siill relate many in-
cldents of a local character dating back
a cehtury and a guarter ago, but few
of the events of national importance
impressed themselves upon her mem-
ory. 8She says that news of such
events were slow in reaching her moun-
tain home. She makes no e¢laim of
ever having seen George Washington,
General Lafayette or other great men
of the early days. Sha has & distinct
recollection of the war of 1812, BShe
was 36 years old then and had been
marrijed several years. A number of
men in her neighborhood joined General
Jackson's forcés and fought in the
battle of New Orleans.

Mrs. Killcrease does not attribute her
long life to any particular cause. Bhe
says that she belongs to that kind of
stock and that there is nothing re-
markable about her living. to be 131
years old. Her forefathers were long
lived, most of them not dying until
they had passed far beyond the cen-
tury mark. The resinous mountain alr,
pure water and equable temperature
of the locality where she was born and
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resided for a century were all condu-
clve to longevity. She belleves that
hard work and frugal living tend to
prolong life. She .is the champlon of
no particular diet. She never tasted
any kind of “breakfast fo0d” in her life.
Eat what you want and as much as you
want—if you can get it—Iis her motto.
She knows very little about modern in-
ventions which are now in practical,
every day use all over the country.

8he lives several miles from a railroad
and has seen a rallroad train but a few
times in har life.

Her daughter {s remarkably well pre-
served, notwithstanding the fact that
she will soon have reached the century
mark. These ree old women live
alone and are wholly dependent upon
their own efforts in making a living.

The people of this séction take a
kindly interest in them, and upon the
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occaslon of the recent annlversary of
Mrs. Killcrease's birth many of their
old friends called upon them and helped
to ‘make the event a pleasant and
memorable one for the old folks. Mrs.
Killcrease looks upon her grand-
daughter as a mere child. She thinks

her daughter {s not so very old. She
delights In telling how much work she
:u. do when she was only 100 years

§dusky triflers In fremt.

The San Francisco Sunday Call

lor magie out of his cuff. This pleased
them {mmensely, and they sald we
were their saviors, Jupiter Stators and
il that kind of stuff But we were In
a very disagreeabls situation. The
warm climate didn't make the
rags so bad for the girls, and ws
knew we could get used to our
after a while. But only a narrow steip
of beach separated us from the sharks,
and Tib and his picture game from the
Howaver, It

there to tote the machine and fixings
up to a point near the white oliff.

“No one troubled us that night, dut
on the next a horrible scresching
aroused us from uneasy slumbers, and
when the pirata and I got down
tboo:’onvoeo just eatch a glimpse
of Tib's armor twinkling in the meon-
light far ahead.

“‘Bring your shepherd’s horn, Ru-

g

pert, cried Tib—he sometimes
:":..DV my stage name—and I

“A long, lean valemtise guided me

i

where Tib and Jones wers
To my horror I found them facing the
cliff, backs turned to the enemy.

“‘For heaven's sake!' I cried, Tot us
receive our wounds in the breast and
dle facing the tyrant’

““When I begin to let locse Uncle
Sam, just sound some merry lay on the
horn,’ ignored Tib. ‘Give 'em boots-
and-saddles and a bit of that Tyrolese
wu.;bh.'

wds so choked up I didn't .
I eould wind the horn, bdut m
Jones were cool enough. Tib had the
machine all ready, and as & fearful
how! went up behind us he turned on
the {lluminations. Thers on the eoliff
pranced the Fighting Seventh cavalry,
while Banana Jones split the shadows
with hoarse shouts military orders,
accompanying his voecal stunts by hurl-
ing rocks among the bushes—in short,
making enough noise for & whole regile
ment.
T’; ‘An’ would ye save me, blow! erfed

“Forgetting my peril, really belleving
that the brave phantoms on the whits
rock stood ready to succor me, I fixed
my eyes on Old Glory and gave them
Dixie. Any one ought to fight by fhat
tune! Between the notes I could hear
the great gasp of astonishment from
the foe, as they halted. Then the
crackling In the bushes began to re-
ceds, and Bamana Jones ah
“They've vamoosed! Best pictures I sver
saw.”

“You ecan safely gamble that the in-
surrectionists down on the beach looked
upon us as real warriors when the sun
rose and brought no invaders.
was so cheésty that he wanted to pur-
sue the enemy and lncidcntn’g annex
San Salvador. But as whits sliffs aren’t
always handy, we held him bask.

“Well, three days passed and our
stage costumes began to look tarnished.
Then came the second attack.
scouts sald it was a different party,
and when they approached the pass it
was hardly dark enough to operate the
machine., Tib commanded us all to fol-
low him, and arranged us ™ & semi-
cirele Kdﬁon for the curtain raise
in act

“‘Now, warble!' he commanded, and
we did, with a fringe of limelight play-
ing over our rich vestments and scared
faces. What the enemy thought on see-
ing 28 fays, all covered with gold and
cutglass, giving the serenade, wlill
never be known. But it staggered 'em.

up the road to the firing line, {0
stationed.

1US SMITH-Helreads loVictory

Masie Adams and the other Venuses
sang and looked like angels and the
brownies didn’t care to buck up against
a celestial choir without any investiga-
tion.

“ It you ean hold ‘em a few minutes
we'll win in & canter,” cried TIb.

“At that wa all stalked forward a
fow paces with the best Uit of the
whdle plece pealing from our rubdy
ips.

gallery began to squirt photos on the
eliff. What with the howling of the
ballet, the Rhoarse ories of Jones, the
bugle calls and prancing plotures, the
brownies were held up for falr. And
the funny part of It was, our allles
were as scared as the enemy.

“‘See 'em run!’ cried Banana Jones.

“Then, just as the old One Hundred
and Fortieth infantry began tramping
by, we all with one.common impulse,
insane with elatiom, charged the para-
lysed ranks in the brush. WIith one
jong drawn out screech they fled, but
not befors one béggar gave me a cut In
the with a big cheese Enife. Tide-
rius would rus amuck, and soon dis-

tanced the twinkling and clangt
of his suit only revealing h
When the company

wheresadouts.
eaught up with him he was trying to
e sized chest In his armas.
“4¢'s prodadly full of tortillas’ re-
marked the Pirate after we had re-
turned to the hotel.
“4 think, childrem, it's their war
chest, Tiberius, who had been
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Our unable to carry it alone.

“We tore off the cover and there
were rows upon rows of yellow wafers.
We divided 'em up equally and Jones

sald each one's share amounted to
about $1,500.

“Whether it was the loss of their
funds or the moving pictures that

turned the trick we were not destined
to learn. For on the seventh day a
iittle vermin infested tud poked her
nose into the harbor and we all shipped
for San Jose, where we picked up some
civilized rags and caught a steamer for
San Francisco.”

Tale of a Bag
By L. L. Andrews

T 40 the money lust came upon
me. Indifferent to wealth in any
‘form up to that time, every
penny of which I became pos-
sessed and slipped through my fin-

gers without any benefit to me. Lack
of definite aim in life had caused me
to yleld to frequent temptations to
“loaf and invite my soul.” I was capa-
ble of earning a very respectable com-
petence, and with anything like appli-
cation to work and a disposition to live
within my means, I might easily have
laid aside a snug sum every year.

Some one has said that the lost
years are made up to us, and I trust
that such is the case, for I have most
shamefully abused my opportunities. 1
was philosophical enough, however, to
refrain from worrying over what might
have been, and when I woke up I
dwelt constantly on money and schemes
for acquiring it. *“Get money, son; hon-
estly If you can, but get It” was the
old man's advice, and the race is guided
by his precept.

I wanted money with all my Hheart,
strength, soul and mind, and swore &
mighty oath that “I can, I must, 1 WILL
HAVE MONEY FIRST OF ALL!" I
wanted it o badly that I was willing
to work for Iit, which Iis saying much
for one who formerly valued it so
lightly. By reason of a self-imposed
period of idleness I found myself bor-
dering on financial collapse. Being cor-
nered, I was obliged to fight. After a
heart to heart interview with his ma-
jesty, myself, I finally concluded to
work hard, cut my expenses to a mini-
mum and save all T could.

1 secured a position as agent at a
small station on an insignificant nar-
row gauge raliroad in the redwoods of
California. The hours were long. the
work arduous, the pay small and the
cost of living exorbitant. By reason of
a recent fire which had consumed the
depot bullding in the town where I was
located an antiquated coach and a box-
car were pressed into service tempo-
rarily as ticket and freight office, walit-
ing room, express, baggage and freight
warehouse.

On a certain Sunday the train arrive
ing at my station about noon brought
$10,200 in gold for partles in town. It
{# an unusual thing for express com-
panies to handle money on Sundays,
particularly such lJarge sums, and 1
have never ascertalned to this day
why this shipment was made on the
Sabbathi. There were two consignments
—one $200 In $6 gold pleces for a
store keeper in town, the other $10.000
cousieting of a package of eurrency
addressed to Nruce & Kennedy, whilom
partners in various more or less shady
timber transactions, and proprietors of
several larga hop yards. The men
were inveterate drinkers, and I knew
they were then boozed up to the Iimit

When , the expréss manager handed
me the moncy he whispered, “Too bad
it's Sunday, ol@ man; you'll have to
koep your eye peeled,” knowing that
I was responsible for the treasure with
no safe place in which to keep It

I set the pouch containing the treas-
ure on the platform between my feet
as Il unloaded the balance of the ex-
press matter, but made no comment in
reply to the remark. I then carried
the sack into my car and placed It In
tho strongbox, a small, portable safe,
such as ¢éxpress messengers use on
their runs.

My mind was made up. I had de-
manded monesy and here it was 1
had not sald whose money 1 wanted,
and really it made little difference, for
there were no longer any scruples of
mine and thine. My plan was simple.
There was no traln due at my atation
until midnight, when a s from
the city passed through to Willow
Grove, the terminus of the road, some
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of Stolen Gold

10 miles north. Returning, it was due
about 4:30 in the morning.

My dutfes did not require me to meet
either of these trains, and as I was a
comparative stranger on the road, I
knew the conductor would not recog-
nize me as an employe of the road. I
would ride to San Francisco on the
train, where it was due about 8:30
a. m. and take the Oceanic for Aus-
tralia at 9 o'clock from a pier a short
distance from the ferry house. I are
gued that it would be after that how
before my absence would be notice
and reported to the officials in the
city: therefore, they would never sus-
pect my move.

The store keeper applied for his $200
that evening, urging Immediate deliv-
ery, as he wished to leave town with
it before daybreak the next morning
to make a payment on land In an ad-
joining county. Although It was against
the rules to deliver the money on Sun-
day I finally 4ld so, as he pleaded hard,
but I mentally cursed him for robbing
me of the amount.

After dark I opened the small safe,
took out the $10,000 package, put it
in my telescope grip, which I placed on
a bench near the door, and crawled
into my bunk. I knew the nolse of
the approaching train would arouse me
in time to board the rear car unobserved.

1 soon fell aslesp and do not know
at what hour I was aroused by a grat-
ing sound as of some one stealthily
trying a key in the lock of the car
door. “Who's there?™ I demanded.
For answer a terrific blow crashed the
lock of the door, which swung inward,
admitting a burly form, bdbarely recog-
nizabdble In the darkness.

I had no weapon, but I sprang off
my mattress, which I spread on the
telegraph desk every night, and grap-
pled with the Intruder. It was a singu-
lar thing that in that Instant I realized
my duty to other people’s money, which
1 was pald to and had sworn to pro-
teet, and yet had not scrupled to ap-
propriate myself.

1 soon found that I was no match
for my bdburly assailant, who cursed me
with the vilest caths !Imaginable under
his breath as he strove to break my
hold around his body, which pinioned
his arms to his sides. He carried a
heavy revolver in his hand, as I soon
discoversd and knew that If he freed
his arm or could twist his wrist ever
so slightly there was no chance for
me. His heavy boots trod on my bare
feet, erushing them painfully. He re-
doubled his efforts to free himself and
with & sudden wrench tore his pistol
hand free and fired point blank at me.

The blinding flash and the stinging

n of the heavy ball in my left shoul-
der roused me to a frenzy. With a power
of which I never deemed myself pos-
scssed I, grasped his huge fist Inclos-
ing the .Suu of the revolver, which he
was endeavoring to point at me, and
by & mighty effort forced his hand
toward his chest as the heavy Weapon
dlscharged Its second deadly missile.

With a bafMed roar of rage. pain
and defeat the huge bulk of the rob-
ber toppled cver, stone dead. In the
darkness I quickly opened my tels-
scope, transferred the cursed package
of bills to the companys strong Dbod
locked it, and, lighting a lamp, began
dressing, just as a crowd of men,
aroused by the shots, were rushing
into thé car.

Turning the body over. one of the
men held & lantern to the face of the
recumbent form.

“Dick Banason!” be exelaimed.
was the stors keeper to whom 1

It
had

paid the $200, and whose envious oye..

had noted the bundle of biils In €
strongbox.

“You got a nerve, pard,” remarked one
of the men. as he clumsily bound up the
wound in my shoulder, while I related
the detalls of the night attack

“Other people’s money makes me a
lot of troubles,” I rejolned, with a wsigh.
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