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(Continued From Page §)
quality of beauty that dwelt here,
some strange, deep appeal that the
moeniit realm made to his heart

For the mement Ben had forgotten
the ald, tried compantion at his side
Vague memories sticred him, trying
to convey him an urgent message
He could all but hear: the sight of
the meadows, ensiivered under the
moon, were making many things
piaia to him which before were
shadowed and vagus. The steal ralls
gleamed like platinum, the tree topa
seamed to have white, molten metal
poured on them It was hard
take his eyes off those moonlit trees
They got to him, deep inside; thrill
Ing to him, stirring
Lomt land the moon shons on the
trees this same way,

There were no prison walls around
bim tonight. The high bulldings be
pnd him, pressing one upon an.
other, had gona to sustain the feal
ing of Imprisonment, but It had
quite left him now
cold, watchful lghts,

to

—~only the moon

and the stars and an occastonal mel. |

jow gleam from the window of a
home. There was soarcely any
sound At all; not even a stir—aqs of
tossing and uneasy In thelr

oolls. His whole body felt rested
The alr was marvelously sweet,
Clover was likely in blossom In near
by felds. He breathed deep, an un.
known delight stealing over him. He
stole on farther, Into the mystery of
the night--ravished, tingling and al-

most breathless from an inner and |

mexplicable  excitement, Malville
walked quietly beside him

Forest had given over the oase:
it was Melville's time for experi.
ments tonight. All the way out he
had watched his patient, sounding
Mm, studying his reactions: and all
that he bad beheld had gone to
strengthen his own convictions.
And pow, after this moment in the
meadows, the old man was ready to
g0 on with his plan.

“Let's set down here” he Invited
Ben started, emerging
his revery. The old man's
smile had returned, In its

charm, to his droll face. “You'll
want to know what it's all about -
and what [ have In mind And |
sure think ydu've done mighty well
hold onto your patience this

i
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himself on the rall, and
took a seat beside him
plenty of things I'd like
" he admitted,

of things I aint
to teil you, neither—for the
that Forest advised agalinst
went on, I don't under.
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. #re. However, Forest seemed to think
,{'h mighty important—and it may
. *The reason I'm goin’ to take you
- Where I'm going to take you is for
 Jour own good. 1'm sort of responsi.
- Ble for you, bein® your folks are dead.

Perhaps In his |

There were no !
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|1 know you from head to heel, and
IT think I know what's good for
| you, what you oan do and what you
{oan’t do and where you succesd and
where you fall And 1I'll say right

hore you wasn't horn to be no gang
man in a big city like Seattle. You'll
find that isn't your line at all”

“I'm willing to take our word for

[that, Mr. Melvilia" Ben interposed
quietly.

"And I might say, new a good
tHme as any, to let up on the ‘Mister.'
My name s Ezra Melvilie, and 1've

bean known as ‘Beram’ as long as
I oan remember, to my friends, The
Darbys In particular called me that,
and you're a Darby

“T'l say in the beginning 1 oan't
{do for you all 1'd like to do, simply
becnuss | haven't the means. The
first time you saw me | was walkin'
tlea, and you'll see me walkin some
more of ‘em before you're done 1
Know you ain't got any money, and
dus to the poker habit | ain't got
much either-in spite of the fact I've
done two men's work for something
over 40 years. On this expedition
o come we'll have to go on the
cheaps No Pullmans, no hotels
sloeping out the hay when wd're
caught at night Maybe ridin' the
blinds, whenever we can. [I'm awfu!
porry, but 1t jJest can't bhe helped,
But 1 will say--when it comes to
work | can do my full share, without
kickin' "™

Ben stared In amasement,
slmost ax if the old man were plead
ing a case, rather than giving glori
{ous alms to one to whom hope had
,'nmmm! dead. Ben tried to eut In, to
ask questions, but the old man’'s
| words swept his own away
| “To begin at ths beginning, 1've
got A brother—Jjeastwise | had him a
aw woeks ago-—Hiram Melville by

ame.” Ezram wenl on. “You'd yre
| member him well enough. He was »
! prospector up to a place called 8nowy
| Guich--a town way up in the Cari
bou Mountains, In Canada. Some
{ woeks ago, herdin' cattie In Eastern
{Oregon, 1 got & letter from him, and
[ started north, runsain’ into you on
{the way up. The jetter's right herv
| He drew a white envelope from h
coat pocket, apening It slowly. “Thip
is a real proposition, son.” he weun!
on In a sobered voice, “I'm mighty
glad that I've got something, atl
least worth lookin' into, to let you
in on. 1 only wish It was more.™

“Why should you want to let me
n on anything?' Ben asked clearly

The Cirect question received only
a store of blank amaszement from

Ezram. “Why should 1 - ” he
repeated, seemingly surprised out of
his Hfe by the question. “Shucis,
and quit interruptin® me But '}

say right here I've got my own ideas,
if you must know. Didn't I hear that
wille you was rampin’ around the
underworld, you showed yourself a
mighty good fighter? Well, there's
Hkely to be some fightin® where we're
goin', and 1 want some one to do It
besides mywelf. If there ain't fightin’
at least they'll be work-—lots of
work. Maybe I'n gettin’ a lttie too
old to do much of It. 1 want & buddy
—mome one who will go halfway with
me."”

“Therefore 1 supposs you go to the
‘pen’ to find one.” Ben comunented,
wholly unconvinced.

“I'm going to make this proposi
tion good,” Earam went on as If he
“probably a fourth--

fight, Is in on it with me. Listen

to this™ ’
Opening the letter, he read labori
ously:
Snowy Guleh, B, C

I rite this with what I think is
my dying hand. It's my will too.
I'm at the hotel at Snowy CGulch--
not much more time. You know I've
been hunting a clatm., Well, I found
it—rich & pocket as any body want,
worth & quarter million any how and
in a distriet where the Snowy Gulch
folks believe there ain't a grain of
gold.

It's yours. Come up and get it
quick before some thieves up hear
jump 1t. Lookout for Jeffery Nweil.
son and his gang they seen some of
my dust. I'm too sick to go 0 reo
order In Bredleyburg and record
claim. Get copy of this letter to
earry, put this In some safe place.
The only com‘llon is you take good

ar:,
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“KILL! KILL! KILLM
Chapter 2
Now, In the early days, on shadow appeared in the :00"'::1
Whidby island, the farms were| The sister saw It first,

’ k Mary,
divided and shut In with rall m‘:,"" S AR O Jey
fences, and all along on the inside | (uick as mother instinot, Mr.
of the fence, tall weeds and golden | calhoun caught her bables by

_ fod and lttle bushes would grow. | shair little dresses and set them
8o that it was not possible for & | yack out of sight of the menacing
man walking along the road to figure in the door, just as the In.
#6e what was just inside of the ! 4., .iarted to enter,

- fisld behind the fence. “KIIT he cried, “Kill! Kill Han-

That was why when Libby and | . cpr
Bam started home, they let the That was a strange cry, for
Indian with the big knife have the everyone knew, Indlans as well as

:

e road to himself, and they
TAD along thru the field hidden
by the weeds and bushes.

once in a while, tho, they

4 Would olimb up to the top rall to

- take observations and mee how

fast the man was going.

| It was pretty dlscouraging, too,

for they wanted oh! so much, to
beat him to the house and wamn
thelr mother so that she could
lock and har the door against

; him, and his long brown kegs car-

| ried him much faster than their

3 white ones, and besides he

 had the road while the children

. Must run over the rough ground

of the field.

AL the Calhoun home every-
Wan quiet and peaceful. The
ones played contentedly on

The door stood wide

10 lot the sunshine in The
and her sister were busy

hounshold tasks when a

{cd
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whites, that Hancock was the In.
dians’ friend. But the savage fel.
low with the big knife had taken
too much of the white man's "“fire.
water” and his brain was crazed,
and his heart was black,

The lttle mether picked up a
piece of “scantling”” which lay on
the hearth and gathering all her
fradl strength and assuming as
mtich command as & mite of a
woman can assume, cried, “"Kla.

tawa (Go) Hyak Klatawa! (Go
quickliy”
PBut the threatening savage

stood his ground. ““Then” Mrs
Calhoun sald, “I put my hand on
his old bare arm,” she shivered,
“I don’t know how 1 did, but 1
did, and I gave him a hard shove
and lm went”

“Yen'" Mres. Herritt added, “and
whatl we S8W U8 We CAING Up Woas
that big Indian running and
mamma after him with the stick

It was !
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wre of Fenris, the pet 1 ralasd from
2 pup. You'll find him and my gun
at Steve Morria's

at Snowy COulch go up
Creek thru Spruce Pamss
Yuga River. Go down
past first rapids along

And den't tell no one
dnowy Oulch who you are and wher:
you going.

Oo quick brother Ex and put up
tone for me at Snowy Oulch,

Your brother
HIRAM MELVILLE

There was & long pause afts
Ezram's volce had died away. Ben’
syes glowed in the moonlight.

“And you haven't heard-—whethe
your brother is still alive™

“I got a wire the hotal man sen’
me, It reached me weeks befor:
the letter came, and | guess he mus!
have died soon aftar he wrote it. |
suppose you see what he means when
he says o oarry a copy of this jet
tor, Instead of the original.”

“Of course—because it conatitutes
his will, your legal claim. Just the
fact that you are his brother woul
be clalm enough, I should think, but
since the claim isn't recorded, thi
simplifies matters for you, Yeu'd
better make & copy of It and you
can leave It In some safe place. And

fered to let me in on"”

“I'hat's It. Not much, but all what
I got. What | want to know s
iIf it's & go.™

“Walt Just a minute, You've
asked me to go In with you on a
scheme that looks ke a ciear quarter
of a millon, even tho | can’t give
anything except my time and my
work. You found me In a peniten.
tiary, busted and all in—a thief and
a gangster. Before we go any
further, tell me what serviee I've
done you, what obligation you're un.
der to me, that gives me a right to
acoept so much from you?"

(Continued Tomorrow)
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CERTAINLY 1S AN AWFUL. WORRY
O THE TRAIN CREWS.

THE ONE-M

BY RUTH AG

AN WOMAN

NES ABELING

BEGIN HERE TODAY

The greatest tragedy of all came sud-
denly into the life of
KATE WARD, the gir! who had been
destined to walk In tragle paths, In
her youth she ran away from home
after & misunderstanding
|  mother Then came life In the bix
| eity, her love of

DAN WARD, her marriages te him, his

death, and finaily her return to the
| home of her Uhildhood. Mer maother,
; she learned, was desd Kats settled
down to eare for her old father,
JUATIN PARSBONS Then the
| woman appeared,
ICHINATOWN ALICE, who declared that
Dan Ward was the father of her ohild.
GO ON WITH THE STORY

Kate Ward gazed at the girl, fas-
clnated Ly the grotesque effect of
her bravado and her childishness,

Then her eves turned to Dorothy
and lingered there.

Dorothy was beautiful. Small of
frame, well rounded as to kegs and
arme, brown of eys and halr, with a
delicately lovely mouth. There wns
something strangely like Dan about
her, Kate thought; there wax the
same odd combination of spirituality
and daring. Kate had loved that In
Dan.  The child brought it all back
too plainly. The sight of her opened
the old wounds and set them throb.

|
; other

Bhe drove him all the way to the
te.”
- —

bing afresh,
“Chinatown Alice,” she echoed,
scarcely hearing her own volce,

CHAP. 7—IF DAN COULD TELL

with her

“Chinatown Alice,” the girl re.
peated and then laughed. There was
no mirth In the cackling sound,
simply a rattling and Jarving of voeal
jlones,

“And what-did you want ne to
do?" Kate questionad, “Did you want
me to—to take the child, keap her?’
fulteringly.

“But 1 couldn't do that, you
know,” Kate found herself rushing
on. “1 couldn’t—oh, 1 couldn't!"
Her hands over her wyes, shut out
the sight of little Dorothy, who still
sat on the lounge and watched the
two women with wide, wondering
ayes.

“Take her! Take her! Allce broke
In. "“Take the only thing I've got In
all the world!

“T may be a Chinaman's woman,"
pitterly. *“Maybe there lsn't much
that I care for any more, or much of
a show for me, but-—I'll keep my
ehila!

“There are other things you could
do,” her volce had lost Its fury and
her thin, white face was wistful,
“If 1 had a little money 1 could send
her to a nlee sehool where she eould
toke lessons and learn things 1 didn't
hnve a chance at,

“And she could still be with me
nights,” she added,

Kate Ward couldn't remember
how the Interview with Chinatown
Alice ended. Suddenly she found
hergelf upstairs in the little room
under the eaves-—the same lttle
room which had known her sorrow
12 years before—and there she gave
wWay to her grief.

“Oh—Dan— Duan,” she was talking
aloud, “If you could only come back
and tell me about it~-1 understood
it all whik you were here-—all of the
things other poople blamed you for
~I understood you and knew you
weren't untrue at heart——but this,
oh, Dan, 1 can't—I can't llve on-
even my memory of you I8 gone
now. 1 can't cherish {t—knowing
that—you cared for someone else!

Outalde, the sun stood high In the
heavens. The little, rain-washed cot
tuge was bathed in golden glory.
There were no shadows. The grass,
brilliant in the strong light, swayed
slightly in a gentle breeze. The
hoaven kissed pines were scintillant.
Nature was at peace,

But in the room under the saves
Kate Ward suffered,

Finally the door was pushed open,
A hand lay lightly on her shoulder,
(To Be Continued)
(Copyright, 1023, by Seattle Star)
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her best not to look sour.
Nancy and Nick were out one day
delivering things for the Green
Wizard,
You haven't any ldea how many
things people were always wanting.
They had a magic collar-button for
Mr, Crow, that wouldn't roll under
the bureau every time he went to
put his collar on.
They had a magic hammer for

Mry. Coon that wouldn't smash her
thumb every time she went to ham-

And there stood the Sour Old Witch in her doorway, trying

mer In a tack.

Chickie Chipmunk wanted a magic
woeder for the garden so he'd have
more time to play after school. They
had that too!

And they had a hat for Mrs, Cot.
fontall that wouldn't go crooked
whenever she hopped to a party.

They were pussing the waterfall,
all loaded down with bundles, when
suddenly a veolee called out, “How

do you do, my dewrs? Won't youdeviation of the nasal

come In?"
And there stood the Sour O

Witch In her doorway, trying
best not to look sour. #
“Certainly,” answered Nancy,
always liked to be polite. *“But

can't stay long. We're out
ing." S
“What, pray?' asked the Sour C
Witch, altho she knew well

“Some magical things the
Wizard has made for his "
answered Nick.

“Well, leave them here In my
and come Into my sitting room
have a cup of tea,” said the
Old Witeh.

So in went the Twins.

But what do you think!
Toes was hiding behind the do
And when the Twins were out ¢
sight, he changed the collar on
into one that dropped every tim
And he changed the hammer #o |
would always hit poor Mrs. Co
thumb. The weeder he fixed so
the weeds would grow faster
ever. And Mrs. Cottontail's hat he
ruined, et

“Now,” he grinned, “the 5
Wizard won't have a friend left.”

(To Be Continued) ;
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If He Doesn’t Get
Life, He'’s
DIYPROTT, Mich., Dee. 16
busted my nose.” So F. H,
accused Mark Kent in
medical affidavit testified thet
bert was “suffering from




