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" RESIGNED-GAVE UP AND RAN AWAY?"

,.Graham NorTrrss, railroad manager, and his secretary, Jimmle
. arooned at sa'd Creek siding with a young lady, Sheila Macrae,

cousin. 1': e". , they witness a peculiar train holdup, in which

r is carried off. Norcross recognizes the car stolen as John Chad-
ncial magnate, whom he was to meet at Portal City. He and Dodds
wick. The latter offers Norcross the management of the

Wrt Une, whI'h is in the hands of eastern speculators, headed by
Dunton. prusslient of the line. Norcross, learning that Shella

.gto.pping at 1'0ota1l City accepts. Dodds overhears conversation be-
Hatch and hGustave Henckel, Portal City financiers, in which

complicity in C!hadwick's kidnaping, their object being to keep Chad.
attending a mo,,ting of directors to reorganize the Pioneer Short

lcb would jeopardize their interests. To curb the monopoly controlled
•d Henckel, the lied Tower corporation, Norcross forms the Citizens'i Warehouse c mpany. He begins to manifest a deep interest in
grae Dodds learns that Sheila is married, but living apart from her

Norcross does not know this.

.CHAPTER V post
4- the

$S1 satan Came Also just

your office lights from the "]

Sthe way the Icd Tower hav

began on me, and his voice Yot

:traght back to the Oregon wor
lumber camp where the Mr.

. re at work. "Where is the
+OT tole

p bb that Mr. Norcross was but

a~1g that I didn't suppose he hin

Co back to the office again int(

t now that it was so late. I

ae is Hatb., of the Red why

Ipa ny," he grated, after a may

Stwo. "you're the one they sal
aren't you?" sen

it, and he went on. hay
brought you here with ma

h•o West, didn't he? What he

getting here?" a1

a the tip of my tongue to en(

At right there and then of
it was none of his busi- do`

•es second thought (which cle

as good as it's said to to
to me to lead him on

far he would go. So I ter
figures of my pay check. de:

g another shorthand rer
gn afford to pay a good the

a that," he growled. the

yeou re well up at the cr(
-de. Ate you open to an the

off
e it straight then. "Not tot

said.
.ot from me?" off
where I made my first ex

All of a sudden I got so he
'thought that he was ac- gri
t buy me that I couldn't ou
but red, and I blurted ca
I don't hire out to workI i

-arm outfit-not if I

while he sat blinking
uncl eia.busby eyebrows,

mouth was drawn into
le with a mean little

and going at the cor-

got ready to speak again
rt onlyaboy. You want
i• the world, don't you?
you a good chance: the
,r had. You don't owe
l• g more than your

er. Put on your hat
g with me. I want to
tI can do for you in a

ta• railroading ever was,
b It'll pay you-" and
Sgure that very nearly
"d out of my chair.
,was all plain enough.

on the hip with that
with me for a

rasU trying to fix the

t heat about the
Hatch," I said,

uP ' "I haven't told
Oe * ,I but Mr. Nor-
rat 1 out a certain
hAdd-uy at happened a

-I,)o 4(Oi at Sand Creek
•ht IMt saying that I'm k

bad the sense of a field
thave known that Ia

h for, such a man; but
• eMo-lacked it good and

your boss," he said e
Sgo a long distance out

to make an enemy when
of it. That hold-up

a joke, from start to
know how you and Nor- 8
get in on it; the joke
be on John Chadwick. '

O, at a little dinner we
inil at the railr6ad club,
.never was a railroad

,couldn't have been stood
Sus got together after- r
up a job on him; sent I

theona and arranged I
anp on the way back." '

k didn't take It as a 5

didn't; and that's why
now to dig a hole 1

g decently. Perhaps I
taking a drop too
dinner that night."I

lied up man-size and I
kettle of fat into

was a joke!" I rip-
ur coming here to-
me away from Mir.

r. The woods are I
nd men, Mr. Hatch,
t I think I shall

I am-where a court
find me when I'm

use, and you know
too much of a kid to

'be snapped, shooting
Lw at me. "I merely

:you a chance to get
collar, it you felt

a ighting man; and
Take a night and

ybe you'll think dif-
Orning."

r chance for me to
*1 a, but by this

letely lout to any
1 manIn. aof the

possible consequences. Leaning across the
the desk end I gave him a final shot, 1Io0
just as he was getting up to go. fou

"Listen. Mr. Hatch," I said. "You rigs
haven't fooled me for a single minute. resi
Your guess is right; I heard every to 1
word that passed between you and ha2(
Mr. Henckel that Monday morning in thu
the Bullard lobby. As I say, I haven't but
told anybody yet but Mr. Norcross; low
but if you go to making trouble for an

him and the railroad company, I'll go ent
a into court and swear to what I know!"

He was half-way out of the door
I when I got through, and he never
made any sign that he heard what I tin
V said. After he was gone I began to be
sense, just a little, how big a fool I
had made of myself. But I was still

I mad clear through at the idea that
t he had taken me for the other kind of He

a fool-the kind that wouldn't know to
o enough to be sure that the president
n of a big corporation wouldn't get "
I- down to tampering with a common
h clerk unless there was some big thing f
o to be stood off by it. str

n Stewing and sizzling over it, I put- tin

I tered around with the papers on my thi
.desk for quite a little while before I ji,

d remembered the two telegrams, and
d the fact that I'd have to go and stick thi

1. the three-bladed knife into Mr. Nor- be
Le cross. When I did remember, I shoved Im
,n the messages into my pocket, flicked in!
off the lights and started to go up- oi

At town and hunt for the boss. I
After closing the outer door of the M,

office I don't recall anything particular sh
st except that I felt my way down the
;o headquarters stair in the dark and a

c- groped across the lower hall to the sa
L't outside door that served for the stair- on

A case entrance from the street. When VI
1k I had felt around and found the brass Ni
I It

or

lg W Bnko's, s en ath:le reat eea -T

ad r aYo i't sas broed lhe a'

tly 0u 0as shnd rI1gh e tou

ad w sing th fat lok d ute to atd the
1 ti

:he s I as e to e oo wat
a Everything Went Blank. h

a knob, somethd ing happened, I didn'tonI m akno t what In the tiny httle se fraction of a second that I had left, k

ar you might say, between the hearse sthat the door w as falhing over on me

and mashie g me lat; and after that, s t
deverything went blank. In
When I came to life out of wnhatrt

to the sun was shining brightly through r
o r some filmy kind of curtain stuff in at
k big window that looked out toward the

Ick west. I was in bed, the room wash
we strange, and my right hand wasp

ub, wrapped up in a lot of cotton and

ad bandaged.
od I hadn't more than made the first

ter - restless move before I saw a sort of
ent pie-faced woman in a nurse's cap and
ed apron start to get up from where she

"k. was sitting by the window. Before
T she could come over to the bed, some-

body opened a door and tip-toed in
hy ahead of nursey. I had to blink hard

ole two or three times before I could real-

ps ly make up my mind that the tp-toer
too was aisie BAnn. She looked as if she

ht." might be the nurse's understudy. She
and had a nifty little lace cap on her thick

into mop of hair, and I guess her apron
was meant to be nursey too, only it

rip was trilled and tucked to a fare-you-

oi poor, poor boy!•" she cooed,
are patting my pillow just like my grand-

hall kid and had the mumps or the measles.

urt "Are you still roaming around in the

I'm Oregon woods?"

no Ibenback; the one about wandering
d to around in a forest of Douglas fir and

ting having to jump and dodge to keep the

rely big trees from falling on me and

felt "No more woods for mine," I said,
aad sort of feebly. And then: "Where

d -m o U are la bed in the spare room
at Cousin Basil's, They wanted to
e to take you to the ramihbad hospital that
this aliht, but when they telephoned up
any here to try to find Mt. Norcros,
gte ousin Basil went right down and

brou!,ht you home with him in the aiim-
bulance." il

"'That night,' you say?" I parroted. is t
"It was last night that the door fell thin
on me, wasn't it?"

"I don't know anything about a door, ing

but the night that they found you all wil
burnt and crippled. lying at the foot to 1
of your office stairs, was three days I1

ago. You have been out of your head toli
nearly all the time ever since." too

"Burnt anldl crippled? What hap- lot

pened to me, Malsie Ann?" d1o.

"Nobody knows; not even the doc-

tors. We've been hoping that some Mr.

day you'd he able to tell us. Can't littl

you tell me now, Jamie?" ley

I told her all there was to tell, go"'
mumbling around among the words
s the best I could. Then she told me out

how the headquarters watchman hadl 11)
found me about midnight; with my Mr
right hand scorched black allnd the
rest of me apparently dead and read'y lk

butto he buried. The ambulance surgeon
had insisted, and was still Insisting, in

n that I had been handling a live wire;

but there were no wires at all in the

lower hall, and nothing stronger than w1

an incandescent light current in the
entire office building.

"And you say I've been here hang-
r ing on by my eyelashes for three days? a
What has been going on iq all that hon

time, Malsle Ann? fasn't anybody th
.I been here to see me?"

She gave a little nod. "Everybody,
nearly. Mr. Van Britt has been up
every (lay, and sometimes twice a day. asi

lie has been awfully anxious for you
w to come alive." rir

"But Mr. Norcross?" I queried.

"Hasn't he been up?" r

in She shook her head and turned her Nr

ig face away, and she was looking

straight out of the window at the set- tn
t- ting sun when she asked, "When was th
T the last time you saw Mr. Norcross, stj
I Jimmie?"

id I choked a little over a big scare t

ck that seemed to rush up out of the

Ir- bed-clothes to smother me. But I

made out to answer her question, tell- to

ed1 ng her how Mr. Norcross had left the clI

P' office maybe half an hour or so before th

I did, that night, going up-town with tl
he Mr. Ripley. Then I asked her why M

ar she wanted to know.

he "Because nobody has seen him since d(

ad little later that same night," she

he said, saying it very softly and with- tl

ir- out turning her head. And then: "Mr. ti
en Van Britt found a letter from Mr.

Ls Norcross on his desk the next morning.

It was just a little typewritten note, w
on a Hotel Bullard letter sheet, say-
ing that lie had made up his mind

that the Pioneer Short Ine wasn't
worth fighting for, and that he was

resigning and taking the midnight
train for the East."
I sat straight up in bed; I should

have had to do it if both arims hadl

been burnt to a crisp clear to the
o:

shoulders. I
"Resignedtl?-gave up and ran away?

I don't believe that for a single min-
Sute, Maisle Ann!" I burst out.

She was sihaking her head again, a

still without turning her face so that

I could see it.
"I-I'm afraid It's all true, Jlmmie. t

There were two telegrams that came

to Mr. Norcross the night lie went O

away; one from Mr. Chadwick and the t

other from Mr. Dunton. I heard Mr.

Van Britt telling Cousin Sheila what

the messages were. He'dl seen the

copies of them that they keep in the

telegraph office."
It was on my tongue's end to say

that Mr. Norcross never had seen those

two telegrams, blecause I had them In

my pocket and was on my way to de-

liver them when I got shot; but I didn't.

Instead, I said: "And you think tlhat
was why Mr. Norcross threw up his
hands and ran away?"

n't "No; I don't think anything of the

tle sort. I know what it was, and you

eft, know what it was," and at that she

se turned around and pushed me gently

:on down among the pillows.

me "What was it?" I whispered, more

at, than half afraid that I was going to

hear a confirmation of my own breath-

'hat taking conviction. And I heard it, all

of right.
nd "It was what I was telling you

gh about, that same evening, you remem-

a ber--down in the hall when you

he brought the flowers for Cousin Shella.

as You told him what I told you, didn't

was you?"
and "No; I didn't have a chance-not

any real chance."

rst "Then somebody else told him, Jim-

of mle; and that is the reason he has

an resigned and gone away. Mr. Van

he Britt thinks It was on account of the

ore two messages from Mr. Chadwick

e and Mr. Dunton, and that is why he

in wants to talk to you about it. But

ard you know, and I know, Jimmie, dear;

al- and for Cousin Shella's sake and Mr.

ter Norcross', we must never lisp it to a

she human soul. A new general manager

She has been appointed, and he is on his

hick way out here from New York. Every-

ron thing has gone to piece* on the rail-

Sit road, and all of Mr. Nortross' friends

you are getting ready to resign. Isn't it

perfectly heart-breakingT'

Ied, It was; it was so heart-breaklng

ad- that I just gasped once or twice and

Lttle went off the hooks again, with Maisie

les. Ann's frightened little shriek ringing

the in my ears as she tried to hold me

back from slipping over the edge.

rIng CHAPTER VI

and-

the What Every Man Knows---

and I wasn't gone very long on this see-

ond excursion into the woozy-woozles,

sid, though it was night-time, and tpe

'ere shaded electric light was turned on

when I opened my eyes and found

ram Mrs. Shella sitting by the bedside.

d to The change in Mrs. Sheila sort of

hat made me gasp. She wasn't any less
Sup pretty as she sat there with her hands

Oes, clasped in her lap, but she was dif-

and iferent; sober, and with the laugh al

gone out of the big gray eyes, and a burr:
look in them as if she had suddenly can
become so wise that nobody could "I
ever fool her. me

"You are feelingi better now?" she "N
asked, when she found ine staring at That
her. with

I told her I guessed I was, but that anxl
my hand hurt me some. you

"You have had a great shock of some him
kind--beside• the burn, Jimmie." she Of
rejoined, folding up the bed covers so soon
that the lbandiiged hand would rest and
easier. "The doctors are all puzzled, look
noes your head feel quite clear now- he I
so that you can think?" 'furl

"It feels as if I had a crazy clock scru

in It," I said. "But the thinking part "h
is all right. Have you heard any- out.
thing from Mr. Norcross yet?" Feel

"Not a word. We have been hop- I

lag that you could tell us something take
when you should recover sufliciently of n

to talk. Can't you, Jimmie?" gain

henientliering what Maisle Ann had nc

told me just before I went off the

hooks, I thought I might tell her a
lot if I dared to. But that wouldn't

do. So I just said:
"I told Maisie Ann all I knew about

Mr. Norcross. lie left the office some
little time before I did-with Mr. Rip-
ley. I didn't know where they were
going."

"They went to the hotel," she helped
out. "Mr. Ripley says they sat in the
lobby until after ten o'clock. and then
Mr. Norcross went up to his rooms."

Of course, I knew that Mr. Ripley

knew all about the Hatch ruction;
but if he hadn't told her, I wasn't go-
ing to tell her.

"There was some trouble in eon-
nection with Mr. latch that evening,

wasn't there?" she asked.
"Hatch had some trouble-yes. But

I guess the boss didn't have any," I
replied.

"Tell me about it," she commanded;
and I told her just as little as I could
how Hatch had had an interview with

the boss earlier In the evening, while

I w'a5 away.
"It wasn't a quarrel?" she suggested.
"Why should they quarrel?" I

asked.She shook her head. "You are spar- 1
ring with me, Jimmie, in some mis-

taken i(lea of being loyal to Mr. Nor-
cross. You needn't, you know. Mr.
Norcross has told me all about his all
g plans; he has even been generous
enough to say that I helped him make oti
them. That is wh.v I cannot under- ho
stand wny he should do as he has

done-or at least as everybody be- we
lieves he has done."

I saw how It was. She was trying wt
to find some expianation that would m

clear the boss, and perhaps implicate ho

the Hatch crowd. I couldn't tell her st(

the real reason why he had run away. S
Maisie Ann, had been right as right ag

about that; we must keep it to our to,
two selves. But I tried to let her ne
down easy. or

h"Mr. Van Britt has told you about t

rthose two telegrams that camne afterm
Mr. Norcross left the office," I said, o

stili covering up the fact that the tele- j
g.grams hadn't been delivered--that they r
wvere probably in the pocket of my b

ycoat right now, wherever that was. t

~'~"They were enough to make any man h
throw up his hands and quit, I should

htsay." b
"so," she Insisted, looking me

(1straight in the eyes. "You are not n

tdtelling the truth now, Jimmie. You a

know Mr. Norcross better than any h
of us, and you know that it isn't the
yleast little bit like him to walk out
and leave everything to go to wreck. v
Htave you ever known of his doing

nanything like that before?'"h
atI had to admit that I hadn't; that, a

on the other hand, it Was the very
i.thing you'd least expect him to do.

But at the same time I had to hang
on to my shami belief that It was the

lething he had done: either that, or c

r.tell her the truth.0
at"Every man reaches his limit, 'some

hetime !" I protested. "What was Mr.
leNorcross to do, I'd like to know; wvitha
Mr-. Chadwick getting scared out, andn
Mr. Dunton threatening to fire him?"t

ay"The thing he wouldn't do would

inbe to go off and leave all of his
li-friends, Mr. Van Britt and Mr. Hor-
hack, and all the rest, to fight it out ~
ntalone. You know that as well as I

isdo, Jimmie Dodds !"
"If you won't take my theor', you

hemust have, one of your own,"• said;

-nnot knowing what e!se to say.
~he"I have," she flashed back, "and

tIy want you to hurry and get well so
that you can help me trace it out."

"Me?" I qtueried.
oe"Yes, you. The others are all so

tostupid! even ,Mr. Van Britt and Mr.
thRipley. They insist that Mr. Norcross
awent east to see and talk wvith Mr.

"'ou A( prilWthMJml.

Mr. ChdikletCiag h a

after hesn ha eermt ou
hist thI aainwost oka

"Youe Are SparingoWething. Thmmey.a

I nthat Mr. Norcross has followed him,
)Udand that is why they don't hear any-
"ie.'thing from him."

of"What do you think?' I asked.
les he didn't answer right away, and
diIn the little pause I saw a sort of
di.frightened look come into her eyes.
1 81But all she said waa, "I want Yon to

hurry up and get well, Jimmie, so you log t!
!'an hellp." tl

"Ti' well enough now, if they'll let An
me get up." a thr

"Not tonight; tomorrow, maybe." body
Then "Mr. Van Britt is down-stairs when
with Cousin Basil. lie has been very with
anxious to talk with you as soon as I wa
you were able to talk. May I senu morn
him up?" TI

Of course I said yes ; and pretty monn
soon after she went away, our one Vail
and only millionaire caine in. lie najo

lookod as he always did; just as if 1ust
he had that mninute Stpelied out of a Sli

Turkish bath where they shave and me
scrub and polish a man till he shines. take

"How are you, Jimmie?" he rapped in a
out. "Glad to see you on earth again. appe
Feeling a little more fit, tonight?'." 1

I told hint I didn't think it would said

take more than half .I dozen fellows the
of my size to knock eii out, but I was lief
gaining. Then he sat down. and put bei'

mae on the question ralck. I gave him ati

frier
ivt I

Him.t that

body.s read
v ied

w sjust

T

"We o be I noW

rili

gels

wa I he t io

me~ a itemr hnMll Annhad

ho Pesdet uno had lie tdtos

stpaltebtemn oko athe

~letthor Lieutl thdeoenrlmn ship'A' the"We Must Stand by Him and Defend tha
o a Him," out
all I had-except that thing about the the

o undelivered telegrams and two or three alli

e others that I couldn't give him or any- allbody.
s "We're In pretty bad shape, aren't
we?" I suggested.

"We couldn't he in worse shape,"

g sas the ay he put it. Then lh e told
d me a little more than Maisie Ann had;

,e how President Dunton had wired to
r stop ali the betterment work on theU
'" Short Line until the new general man-

it ager could get on the ground; how the
ir local capitalists at the head of the Na

~r new Citizens' Storage & Warehouse

organizaetio wuer scared pnltm ont of

it netheir shoes anHrearnaid. tomae aso

hs moe;and hetow, they nespaper.al

overnthredsaewr.syn ht twsa
"o juTwhat they eghad h e petledta thaef

branchrand tvryhatra gomand couln't get

~sany wtitre long enugtmgt.ist

whebreath.spolel.
Id "Then" the neseeald managher hase th

nte othe noddred. Some fhelo by the

enamelofe Dimuen he don't knowahimnt
)Uond nether doretas HrackawHer ison

Yhiwa wetnwthysay."
ie"Mr.ebencosrt Noreross ha''tso n u th
ainiateM Cawick' Chiagon offics?" Ji

k.le hventtrd yoden rhar oe

bethiing everywoudhere aodtcan't gettae

mo. hre lgtothis peoplealie. alwu?

lie hano t-otefheadres on the bakofne th y

sor enveoe Thaths he catme atee again.tle

moe say htwa.oigoni his

r.You'v beend coe.t ocosnt
*thanintmae way thas, n an ofau, Jim- e

nrome, havn't yo seen orl herdel some-h

Mrs" thing inst that wudhptotuern ite has

benfu Iphadn'toutside sofrthe onethn sy
yr ouldern't talksabot-ahnd atoldhi hae

uso, ndNrrs at thisle let eise tat igttl'0

moen ofwhatya.oigo"i i

you "hiou'hre one ofesen a watim-tir

Mr.Mare ioldsts that ather hasausie
and been folpaye ofhsoea sot.- Yo bsayets

50wn way."

"In a business way? WVhat do you

mean by that?"
I quoted the boss' own words, as

nearly as I could recall them.
"So Hatch did make a threat, then?r

Can you add anything more?"

I could, but I didn't want to. Mr.

Van Britt didn't know anything about
the Sand Creek siding hold-up, or I

supposed he didn't, and I didn't want
to be the first one to tell hIm. Besides,
tihe whole business was beside the

mark. Malsie Ann knew, and I knew,
that the boss, strong and unbreakable
as he was in other ways, had simply

thrown up his hands and quit because
somebody had told him that Mrs.1
Shelas had a husband living. So I

-Just said:
S"Nothing that would help out," and

after he had talked a little while
f longer our only millionaire went down-
s tatirs again.

It's so funny how things change

Wilaround for a person Just by giving
them time to sort of shake down into
place and fit themselves together.

Atra while the chin edge of the

wedge that Mrs. Shelas had been try-

ing to drive Into me began to take
hold, Just a little, in spite of what I

thtknew--or thought I knew. Was it
dybarely possible, after all, that there
uphad been foul play of some sort?
~ tIn the first place, something had
sybeen done to me by somebody: it was
hia sure thing that I hadn't crippled and

an-half-.kllled myself all by my lonesome.
Then they had said that the boss

Lstaye4 up with Mr. Ripley that night 1
an uni fe en o'clock, and had then

t fgone up to go to bed. That being the]
ys.case, how could anybody have got to]
utohim between that time and the leav. I

lug time of the mldnidht Fast Mall to

tell Hint about Mrs. Sheila?
Anyway it 'as sIaelid 11p, it male

a three-cornered puizzle, itwvdilg solOl-

tody to tackle it right away: an1d
when 1 finally went io steep it was

with the n4otio)n1 that, sick ,or n sicik,
I was going to lturn out iarly in the

inurnhlg and get busy. SUC(
I w\'ais well enollioh to get up 1the next

loIrIinllg, andl whein I phoI4d 1to Mr.

'ail Britt hi sent his a'ir tut to it Fo
mnajor's 1 take llk 'i down t1 lthe ohice. ing

.1 ulst before I left the hlouse, M rs.
Sleila waylaid lie, 11l after telii'.'

liit' Ithat I luti st h' (eCreful ai nid ot (PrepL

tak e cold1 in the burnt hand, she pt.'

in anoither word albout th e ioss' dis- 1'i

"I wlant you to r'nlellth 'r what I genes
said last ni,.,hll, Jinlllnil, 11111 not lhlt il

the o1lhrs talk you 1ove'r into the hit- (cede

lhif illht Mr. N)rcro)ss hill gonle, away sma

bei'auisie he was ill her dliscoiiriiged or' farna

afruil. lie wouldn't do that: yll or la
kno4w it, andi I know It. We are his of 1.

friends, your an1)d I. aind we miust sail 4414d,

Iby hin t1d (14dfend hini when he isn't feet

here to deIfend himself.'" Ural

It did 1114 goohd to hear her talk for

that wily. I haid been sort of gett llr or it
ready t1 dislike her for le tthlg th, grass

boss get ini so4d(l delep Itiot telling 14e

hinm straight oulit that she was a lr'- the
rued wo'mlian a11d lie 1mu1stIn't ; but grow
when I saw that she was trying to he j n
just as hlyal to hint its I was, it pulled the

mlle o4ver to her side ilgain.ll

Though the bo)ss' dlsapjplearan'e wias Is

now four days old, ihings were still bred
In a sort of daze down at tlhe r.,il-I l

road oflices. Mr. Van Britt, heing tIll1

general su.•nl~einte(ndent 14nd 1n1eXt ill tank:
comlmllliandl, had Ilmoved over into the The
loSS' of(fice, a111 lried Mhy was doilng Bra

his shorthand work. They wouldn't be c
let me do anything niueh--I couldn'tth

do mucihell with my right arm Int ricul
sling-so I had a chance to hang e

aroundl and size ulp the situation. If
you want to know how it sized up, whet

you can take it from me that It was a la'

pretty had. People all along the line
were bombardilg Mr. Van Britt with
letters and telegrams wanting to know eg
what was going to he (done, and what elst
the change In management was go-

ing to mean for the public, and all
that. You see, Mr. Norcross had la1( the.

out a mighty attractive program tn the
the little time he had been at the
wheel, and now it looked as If it was

all going to be dumped into the ditch. that

be t
it grey

Jimmie turns sleuth, the
arm

td gee`
(TO BE CONTINIJEDi the

to _________

n LAID BIBLE SCENES IN CHINA

Native Artist Had No Conception of
e Any Other Land Outside of

His Own.

In north Fukien province there dwelt
an artist who painted pictures on silk

lefor the gentry of his little village. The
~dpeople in this secluded hamlet nestled

amuid the hills, had never seen automo-
isbiles or airplanes, nor did they take
the long Journey to Shanghai to watch
astl~e great steamers come in laden with

merhaniseandmessages from the
ports of tile world. But they knew the
lewords of Confucius and Lao-tse and
mthey lived and died with simple dig-

onnity as their fathers had done before

them. One evening the artist, who ~
hdbeen working all day o e

Smorial portrait, strolled out into the

dark, cool street' to refresh his tired
yesoul, writes Elsie F. W~el in Asia Mag-
etazine. The tIny white church of tiheGe

foreign god beyond the tea shop was
tsbrilliantly lighted. The artist stood

a moment in the open door. Tile youngth
amissionary was talking most eloquent-
anly; he was not preaching, but hefr

i.seenied to be telling stories that were
ldas fascinating as those recited in the
bazaars. Almost in spite of himself r

inthe artist sank unobtrusively into an 10

i-empty seat. For the first time he p

n-heard some of the beautiful old stories1)
teof tile Bible, which have held the peo- u
'"ple of the WVest enthralled for 2,000 w
ngyears'. And the artist returned to his ti

imhome and made pictures of the story ~'
teof Noah and the flood, and of the par- o
hsables of tihe lost shleep and of the prod- t

igal son and of many others that wvere a
i-in the book of the western missionary. m
o.But he h,,d never heard of the Pales- t
astine. To him Noah was Chinese, and W

aythe lost sheep belonged to a farmer of c

101his province and the prodigal son w
t?'might well have been a dissolute youth a

thof his owvn village. u

ke Rifled Oil Pipes. n
The principle of the rifled gun is

lieapplied to pipes for pumping oil. The
lescrude oil of California is mostly thick, b
viscous and difficult to pump through f
lotig lines. Heating cannot be suc-

cessfully applied to a long pipe, and a

asmixing with water results in an emul-
sion from which the oil cannot be
ereadily separated. The best means of
dealing4 with these viscous oils is by

M.means of a pipe rifled on the inside, f
)otso that the oil, mixed with about 10 t
~riper cent of water, is caused to whirl

latrapidly. The water, being heavier than
dethe oil, seeks the outside and forms a

tethin film, which lubricates the pipe I
iefor the passage of the oil. The friction
abeis thus so far reduced that the oil has
~pybeen pumped easily through a line

iuethirty-one miles long. Tile water and

lr.the oil come out entirely separate at

loithe end of the line.

ad Judging a Poet.'
There are two ways of measuring a
hiepoet, either by an absolute aesthetic
jw-standard, or relatively to his position

in the literary history of his country
~neand the conditions of his generation.
vigBoth should be borne in mind as co-
inoefltcients in a perfectly fair Judgment.
te.If his positive merit is to be settled
teirrevocably by the former, yet an In-
tr-telligent criticism will find its advan-
taetage not only in considering what he
atIwas, but what, under the given cir-
Litcumstances, it was possible for him to
heebe.--James Russell Lowell.

hd Cotton and Oxygen.
wsBecause the hollow fibres of cotton
Ianare loaded with oxygen they burn with
om.a quick flash. When you add to cot-
boston, which is already loaded with oxy-

night gen, oil, which is also loaded with Oxy-
then gen, the excess of oxygen is likely soon-

g the er or later to make the cotton burst
ot to Into flame. That is how spontaneous
leav. combuSUioI occurs among o1ly rags.

SUCCESS IN RAISING GEESE

Fowls Subsist, Largely on Grass Dur.

ing Growing Season, and Require

Little Attention.

t (Prepared by the Uioted States Depart-

ni nt of Agriculture.)

l'raeti,'illy all the g,,eese ill this

counitry are ia i.iet ill salla dhocks on

I general lri'is., ;tt! fet'\V, if ally, farms

't lre dev'tl,.d tnll elf' to l';Riito ai.iln geeSe.
t'- t .e e ('cat: lc ia lst,'i sll saccsl'tllY in.

'Y s.itall illlell rIs ailld it ia proit OIl

ir farms Mhenre there is pleutly (f grass
U or last.ure Itl \\ilh a nat lr;al supply

is of wu'tter. 'fhli birds1 , l1,1lh otiuig faid

id iIi, are very hardy anld are rarely aif-
t feett I'dy anly dista.e or insect pests.

Grass makes up lie hulk of the feed
1k for ge'se, and it is dthliitfi whath-

L' r it lnays t_ raise thita unless good
te grass rim' sl:) is av:ilabl'. Geese are

thI' ti elosest knlo\i n grazers, and lboth
I'the mat tle geese nut) the partially

Ut grown g, slings will get their enitire
1W living front i good past.ure so long as

i'd the grass rental its gree'in.

A budy of water where they (tut swim
is Considere(l es'eutfial during the
breeding season, and is desirable dur-

ing the rest of 'the year. If there Is
he nli ntulral jpoid, an artificial one or

i tanks unuy he supplied to adlvantage.
l1e The tarket for geese is not shouhl

be considered, poultry sleehilists in
the United States Department of Ag-

i riculture say, in undertaking to raise
gg eese. The demand and the price pid(1
for geese are us.ually good in sections

t where geese fattening Is conducted on
1S a large scale.
ifl Geese are fed a ration to produce

eggs during the latter part of the win-

tat ter (about February 1, In the north-
eastern section of this country) or so

go- that the goslings will be hatched by

ttl the time there is good grass pasture.

In They are allowed to make nests on
the the floor of the house, or large boxes,

barrels, or shelters are provided for

that purpose.
Goslings hatched under liens should

be examined for head lice, and a little
grease-lard or vaseline--applied with

the fingers on the head and neck.

some breeders who hatch with both
geese and hens give all the goslings to

the geese, which make the best moth-

of.'•:: ,: .... J .. ""~

The gsinsrtfiaykenghe

frke on *otrewesI h os

Toe kee eodo hi g n

breigthe Gesrwe Rapdl anhAe Rarelyf h
Affec hthed WitgDseanse.oldb

pent- hedleswt goslnsatfcily lepng them
he frontfone to thre weeks ind the hous-

the Tog ee a reored tof terage. anmid
wseathbeedn the webs ofrte feoet tof theo

thepucd.leswt goshings mrmsvnt e ay(

toywhen the latter are able to take cari,
pa-of themselves. It is very necessary
ro-to keep the young goslings dry, so they
weeare usually kept confined in the
armorning until the dew is dried off, and
'ae-they should not be allowed to get into
adwater until partly feathered. This oc-
rofcurs wh~en they are from two to four
oaweeks old, depending on the weath~er
otband their range. Goslings caught and
apparently drowned in a cold ralin may
sometimes be revived by drying in flan-

nel near a fire.
iIs Good-sized growing coops with

Theoard floors should be provided for the
thcgoslings, which must be protected

oghfrom their enemies. When on range,
UCthe young bird needs some attention,
adas they may get lost or caught In

tbepost holes and odd corners. Young
sofgoslings, it confined, should be given
ibygrass yards' and the coops removed
frequently to fresh grass. It is bet-
asiete to keep the growing goslings sepa-
u10rate tromt the old stock. Shade should
wilbe provided in hot weather. If very

Sayoung goslings are allowed to run with
pielarge animals, they are apt to be in,

IcinJured or killed.

lieMAKE FOWLS WORK FOR FOOD

It tGrains Scattered in Litter Comped
Hens to Exercise--Green Feed

Aids Digestion,

riga All scratch feed or whole grain
thtcshould be scattered in the litter, say
)tinspecialists of the United States De-
)utypartment of Agriculture. Hens like
aio.to work for their living. Troughs

~mn.or hoppers should be used for dry
mash. They keep this feed always

stedaccessible. Noon is the time to pro-
ainvide fresh green food. It aids dl.
~da.gestion.

hi o Get Rid of Roosters.
After the hatching season, cook,

sell, or pen your rooster. Hens not
running witHt a male bird will produce

cotninfertile eggs--quality eggs that keep
n ihbest and market best. The rooster
t o-does not help the hens to lay.

b01' Get Rid of Egg Eater.
ly~Get rid of the egg eater if you have

ibrtone in your flock, for she will sooi
tanoustah the habit to others.


