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BYNOPSIS,
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Kenneth Oriawold, an unsuccessfol
writer bacaums of socialtstic tendencies
hols up Andrew Galbralth, president of
the Bayou Stat
dent’s private o and escapes with §led,.
@0 Im cash. He goos aboard the Bells
Julle as & deckhand Chariotie Farnham
of Wahaska, Minn,, who had seen him
cash Oalbralth’s check In the bank.  rec-
ognizea blm, and mends a leiter of bee
trayal 1o Galbraith anonymousiy.  Gris-
wold s arrested in
from his captors.  He
haska, Minn,

on Was
nnl

decides
plare

as a hiding

takea the train Fie falls Il on the sleeper |

and is cared for end taken to her hiome In
Wahaska by Margery Grierson, dauglter
of Jasper Grierson. the Anancia! mugnate
of Wahaaka Margrry finds ihe stolon
monay In COriswold’'s sulleese BrafMn,
dctective, takea the trail.  Margery asks
her father to get Edward Haymer ‘ntno
financial hot water and theh help him oul
of It Griawald recavers to find Lhe stolen
money gone
Raymer, the Iron manuficturer HrofMin
comes (o Wahaska in search of the wom-
an who wrolr the anonymous letfer to
Galbratth Margery takes Griswold 1o
the safety deposit wvault and turns the
stoden money over to him. Chariotie hlufs
out BrofMin and Margery becins to wateh

him. QGriswold puts his money (0 Ray-
mer's plant and commences to rewrite his
hank riswold i notl mure thut Charfotte

Moar-

ees

has not recognized him e

gery and Charlotte as models far the
characters in his book &nd r s the
manuscripts o them.,  Hrofin s 0n

Margery. who throws him off the scent
regnrding Griswold  Margery

wold zave Galbraith from drowmns and
as he recovers congciousness the banher
recognizes Griswold, The men at Ray-

moer's iron works sirike

CHAPTER XXll—Continued.

*The Federated lron Workers, 1
suppuse

“Not in a thousand years! Theay
are only the means to an end.” The
tiiting chair squeaked again, and he
went on: “If I'm going to show you
hew you can dodge this fight, 1'll have
to knock down a door or two first
If | blunder in where I'm not wanted,
you can kick me out. There Is one
way In which you can cure all thie
trouble-sickness without rescriing to
surzery and blood-letiing.”

“Name it." sald Raymer eagerly.

‘1 will; but first I'll have to break
over into the perzonalities. Have you
mude up your mind that you are going
to marry Margery Grilerson?”

Raymer laughed silently, leaning his
head back on the cushion of the lazy-
cbrir until his cigar stood upright.

“That's a nice way to biff a man in
the dark!” he chuckled. "DBut if you're
tu =arncst 11l tell you the stralghtfor-
ward truth: 1 don’t know.”

“You mean that Margery Grierson
doren’t messure up to the require-
ments of the Wahaskan Four Hup-
dred?” There waa satirical scorn in
the cheervation. but Raymer did not
perceive it

“Oh, 1 don’t know as you would put
ft rquite that  baldly,” he protested.
“fat you =ee, when It comes to mar-
rving und settling down and ralsing a
family you have to look at all elde= of
the thing. The father as we all know,
s a coldblooded old werewoll; the
mathor nobedy Knows anything about
save thut —happlly, In all probability

she fen't Hving. And there you are.
Yet | wen't deny that there are times
when Umo o tempted to shul my eyes
and tuke the high dive, anyway—at
the risk of splashing a lot of good
prople who would doubtless be prup-
vrly scandalized.”

Pv this time Griswold was gripping |
grms of his chalr eavagely and

oiitrwise trying to bold himeelf |
down: but this Raymer could not
knew,

“You bave reason to believe that it
reste wholly with you, 1 suppose?”

came from the tlting chair after a |

little pause. “Mies Grierson is only
waiting for you to speak?”

“That'a a horrible question to ask a
man, Kenneth—even In the dark. If
1 smy yes to it, It ean’t sound any other
vay than boastful and-—and caddigh
Yet 1 hopestly belleve that— Ob,
hang it all! can’t you gee how impps
t!ble vou're making It, old man?”

“Not impoesible; only a trifle diMm.
cult,” was the quelifying rejoinder. "It
is easler from this on. That Is the
praccful way out of the shop trouble
for you, Raymer, When you can go to
Jasper Grierson and tell him you are
going to merry his daughter, the trou.
bie will be as good as cured. This
labor trouble that s threaten.
Ing to emash you s Jasper Girieraon’'s
reply to the move you made when
you let me In and choked him off. e
Is reaching for you"

Raymer held his peace and the at-
mosphere of the room grew pungent
with tobaeco smoke.

“I'm feeling a good bit lke a yellow
dog, Kenneth,” he sald, at length
“After what I've admitted and what
yvou've sald, I'm left In the position of
the poor devil who would be damned
if he did and be damned If he didn't
You have succeeded In fixing It so that
I cun't ask Margery Grierson to be my
wife, however much |d ke to”

“That lsn’t the puint,” insisted Gris.
wold helf savagely. “How you may
feel about it, or what your people may
way, Is purely secondary. The thing to
ba consldered 18, what will happen to
Migs Grierson?”

“Why, see here, old man; il you
were Madge's brother, you eouldn’t be
putting the acrews ou uany harder!
VWhnt's got into you tonlght?”

tiriawold was inexorable

Pocurities. In the presl- |

St Laovis, but escapes |

He formas a friendstlp with |

and Grs- |

| and she might as well not have any
| father—Dbetter, perhaps. As God hears
| me, Rarmer, I'm golng to see to it
that she gets a square deal.™

“By Greorge! | believe you are In
love with her, yourselt!™

“l am,” wus the cool reply.

"Well, of all the— Say, Griswold
sou're & threecornered puzzle to me
yet. 1 don't know what the other

three-fourths of the town is saying, but |

my fourtk of it has it put up that
' you've everlastingly cooked my goose
at Doctor Rertie's; that you and
Charlotte aoe Just about as good as en
guged. Perbaps you'll tell me that it
| lsn't true.”
| "It iso't—yet
“Rut it may be, Iater on? Now you
| are gettlng over (ato my little garden
patch, Kenneth, If you think I'm go
Ing to stand stil! and Ece you put a
widdinz ring on Charlotte Farnham's
| finger when I know youd like to be
putting It on Madge Grierson’s—"

Griswold's low laush came &5 an

| cazlng of stresses
| “You ean't very well marry both of
{them, yourself, you know.” he suz
gested mildly. And then: “If you were
not so badly torn up ever this shop
trouble. you'd see that I'm trylng to
give you the entire fleld. 1 shall prob-
ably leave town tomorrow, and | mere-
| Iy wanted to do you, or Misa Grierson.
| or both of youv, n small kindness by
1“&3 of leave-taking.”
i- “De you mean to tell me that you
are going away, leavinz me bucked
and gagzed by this labor outfit to live
or die a8 1 may? Great Scott, man'
it my money's gone, yours goes with
33

“You are frecly welcome to the mon
ey, Edward—i! you can manage to
hatg on to it; and | have pointed out
the easy way to salvage the industrial
ship. Can't you give me your blessing
and let me go in peace?”

The blessing was not withheld, but
neither was it given

"l came here with my own back-load
of trouble, but It seems that I'm not
the only camel In the caravan,” sald
the young Ironmaster, thoughtfully
“What is it, Kenneth? anything you
can unload on me?”

“You wouldn't understand,”
the gentle evaslon,

Once again Haymer took refuge In
silence, After a time he sald: “You've
been a brother to me, Griswold, and
1 shall never forget that. But If 1]
needed your help In the money plach,
I'm needing It worse now. ['ll do the
right thing by Margery: 1 think I've
been megning to. all along: I 1
haven't, it's only because this whole
town has been fixing up a match be-
tween Charlotte and me ever since we
were schoo! kida together—you know
how & fellow getls Into the way of tak-
ing a thing like that for granted mere-
Iy because everybody else does?"

“Yes; | know."

“Well, I guess It Izn't o heart-break-
er on either side. If Charlotte cares,
| she doesn’t take the trouble to show
| it. Just the eame, on the other hand,
| I've got a shred or two of decency left,
| Kenneth. I'm not going to marry my:
| self out of this fight with Jasper Grier-
son—not (n a milllon years. Stay over
and help me gee it through; and when
we win out, 1 promise you I'll do the
Bquare thing."

“There's ouly one cther way, Ed-
ward: and that (s to fight like the
| devil,” he =aid, speaking as ona who
has weighed and measured and decid-
ed. "What do you say?"’

“It you will stay,” Raymer began,
hesitantly,

“I'll stay—as long as [ can.” Then,
with the note of harshness returning,
“We'll make the fight, and we'll give
these muckers of yours all they are
looking for. 8hut the plant deors to-
morrow morning and make It a lock-
lout. I'll be over bright and early and
Iwu'lt place o bunch of wire orders In
| the cities for strike-breakern. That will
! bring them to time."”

Raymer got up elowly and felt In
the dark for his hat
| “Strike-breakera!” he gronned.
| “Griswold, It would make my father
mrn over (n his coffin if he vould
| know thut we've come to that! But
1 guess you're rizht. Everybody says
I'm too solt-hearted to be a master of
men. Well, 1 muet be getting home.
Tomorrow morning. at the plant? All
right; good-night."

And he turned to grope his way to
the door and through the dark upper
hall and down the stalr.

was

CHAPTER XXIII.
Narrowing Walls.

Griswold joined the conference with
Raymer and the shop bosses in the
offices of the plant the followlng morn
ing. Having slept upon the quarrel,
Raymer was on the concillatory hand,
and four of the five department fore-
men were with him. The prompt clos-
ing of the shops had had fts effect,
and a deputation of the older work-
men came to plead for srbitration and
a peaceful settlement of the trouble
But Griswold fought it and foally cur-
ried hig point. “No compromise’ wee
the mnewer sent back to the locked-

“\igw Grierson hasn't any brother, ' out workmen, and with It went the

ciltators. “Tell your committee that
It Is uecondittonul surrender. and it

afternoon
You can come back on any termw.”

sherift for a guard of deputics
mwer ook his head gloomily.
"That settles it beyond any hope of |
a patchup” he said gorrowiully. “If|
we hadn't declared war belore, weve |
done it pow. I'm prophesying that no-l
body will weaken when 1t comes to the |
pay-roll test this afternocon ™
“HBecause we have taken gleps

Ray- |

to’

protect our properiy
lighting partner,

razped  the

| "Because we have taken the step |
whiech serves notice upon them that we |
consider them criminals, at least in!

intention
Griswold.

thing to deserve 1, I'm much mistaken
if you wouldn't——"

“Oh, hell!™ was the biting interrup-
| tton, and Raymor coulid not know upon
what inward fires he bad anwittingly
Mung a handful of inNumpables

Eroffin wus as sure now that Gris
wold was his man as e was of his own
present fnability to prove it. “He B}
make a missgo, sooncr or liter,” the
pertinacious oae was sayving w hiamseli
a3 he strolled past the Bayier plant
with & keen exe for the barted gates,
the lounging guards in the yard, andg
the scberfaced workinon coming ant
ARuoing at the pay ofiice. “If he can
carry o stcady head through what's
comin' to him here, he's o better man
than I've been stacking bim up to be'

Later, a blg, red-faced man with his
bat on the hiack of h!s head and a
paste diamond in his shirt bosom, came
to join the shifting group on the of
fice sidewali DProflin maried him
The man's name was Claney: he was
a Chicngo ward worker, ¢ tabor
lender, demagoguo; a bad man with a
“pull” What chance bad breught
the Chicagn ward bully into a village
lzebor fight he wes not leng in finding.
Claney had come becesuse he had baen
hired to ¢ome. The remainder wus
easy. The tovwe gossips had supplied
all the major facis of the Haywer:
Grierson checkmale, and Brollin saw
a great leght, It was woet labor and
capital that were at odds; it waa come
petition and monopoly. Aud monopoly,
invoking the ald of the Clancys, stood
lo win in a canter. )

Broffin dropped the stick Le had
been whittling and got up to move
away. Though some imgginative per
sons would have it otherwise, o de
tective may still be a man of lke pas-
slons—and generous prepossessions—
with other men. For the time Hroffin's
Anglo-Saxon heritage, the love of falr
play, made him forget the limitations
of his trade. "By grapples, the old
swine!" he was muttering to himself
as he made a slow cireuit of the plant
{nclosure. "Somebody ought to tell
them two young ducks what they're up
ngninst. For a picayune, I'd do it, my-
seif. Huh!—and :he little black-eyed
girl playin' fast an’ loese with both of
‘em at once while the old mouney.octo-
pus eats ‘em allve!"”

Thus Broffin, circling the Haymer
works by way of the four enclosing
streets; and when his back was turned
the man called Clancy pomnted bim out
to the group of discantants,

“Irye eee that felly doublin® the
fence corner? Ye're a fine lot of jays
up here in th' hackwoods! Do | know
him? Full well | do! An' that shows

“D'ye See That Felly Doublin' the

Fence Cerner?”

ye what honest workin‘men has got to
come o, these davs. IMdn't ye see
him sittin® there on that eastin'? Th'
bosses put him there 1o keep tricks nn
ye. If ye have the nerve of a bunch
of hoboes, ye'll wateh yer chances and

step on him like a cockroach, He's a
Pinkerton!"
[ ] - - L] - » L ]

Whanhaska was duly thrilled and ex-
cited when, on the day following the
atorm and shipwreek, It found itsell
the - ene of an angry confliet between
ecapital and labor. It was a crude sur-
prise, both to the West slde and to
“Pottery Flat,” to find the new book
writing partner not only taking an ac-
tive part in the fight, but apparently
directing the capilallstie hostilities
with a high hand. At half-past four it
was whispered ahout that war had
been declared. Haymer and Griswold
were telegraphing for strike breakers;
and the men were swearing that the
pleyt would be picketed and that gcabs

N .

VICTORY ACHIEVED BY TACT

How Explorer Uvercame the Objec
tione of South American Natives
to Face Camera.

After bite #rastng euperlepee wliet
be tried to photograph @ proup I
South Americun ssvazes, Mro Algol
Lange visited the Indions o thelr re
trent gnd, after studying hie hosts Tor
eeversl days, persinded them 1o DoRe
for Lim

auccess as & photogripher of savages

~ PPN i ~——

In hia book, “The Lower Amuzon™:

1 judged §t o be the proper moment
fur takitg photographs beciuse many
of the more eritieal Indiaps were away
working oo a large canoe. It was 2
rigky act to bring furth again "the 11

an evil eye! but it was of vital fmpar
tupee for me to record my sojodin on
a photogiaphle Nm,

Bloaly L Ifted the camera out of the

battom of the knapeack 1 took the

He glves an necount of his | back off and held the open kodak In
frout of the chlef’s eyey su he could |

the Lilsiek thing thet grows big and hoy l

the ¢mpty bellows. He noddod
and toueled It The tickling sound of
the shintser amused the clilef, and he
imitated the sound by saying, “Tick!
Tiek!” Then | st the ghulter on o
| time exposure, und et thom ook
through the lens
them The ch'el even 1he
camera marakab, or plaything. | vl
rather safe. and ventored to rotl a i |

LU0

culled

TR L

| wait In the middl
saying, “Tick!

| pointed 1t at the chief as he

Tiek!™

You'd resent it vourself, |
1f anybody should pull the
law ou you before you had done any- |

ult!'matum. #hich Gris=old himee l'wnt:ld be dealt with as trultors and
snapped out at the leader of the cub- | enemies.
It was betwesg balfpast four and|

five that Miss Grierson, driving i the

Since it was long past the closing

But there nas a side entrance and she

| went straight to the door of the pri-|

vate room, entéring without warnihg

Her father was not nlone.  ln the
chair at the desk-end sat & man forid
of face, bardeyed and gross-bodied
His hat wus on the back of his bead,
and cluzuped between his teeth under
the bristling mustaches he held one ot
Jasper Grierson's fat black cigars. The
conference paused when the door
opened; but when Margery crossed
the room and perched herself on the
deep seat of the farthest window, it
went on in guarded tones at a silent
slgval from the bunker to hia visitor.

There was a trude journal lying 1o
the window-geat, and Miss Grierson
teok It up to become idly immersed o
a study of the advertising pictures, It
she listoned to the lowtoned talk it
wits oltly wechanieally, one would say
Yet there was a quickening of the
breath now und agaiu, and a pressing
of the white teeth upon the ripe lower
lip, as s%e turned the pages of the ad-
veridsing supplement; these, though
only detacked sentencos of the talk,
drifted across to the window-seat:

“You're fixed to put the entire re-
sponsibility for the ruction cver on to
the other glde of the house?" waa oue
of the overheard sentenees; it wag ber
father's query, and she al:o heard the
answer. “We're goin’ to put ‘em in
bad, don't you forget it. There'll be
aome broken heads, most likely, and
it they're ours, somebody'll pay for
‘em.” A Hitle farther along it was ber
father who said: *You've got to quit
this running to me. [Keep Lo your own
side of the fence. Murrav's got his
orders, and he'll pay the bills 1f any-
thing breaks loose, 1 won't know you.
Get that?' "I'm on,” sald the red
taced muan; and shortly afterward he
ook Lis leave,

When the door had closed bebind
the ninn who looked ke a ward heele:
or a walking delegade, and who had
been both, and many other and more
aquestionable things, by turns, Jasper
Grierson swung lis huge chair to fuce
the window.

“Well?" he said,
comfng along?"

The smoldering fires in the daugh:
ter's eyes leaped up at the provocation
lurking In the grim brutality; but they
were dying dewn agaln when she put
the trade journal aside and said: “I
didn't come here to teil you about Mr.
Galbraith. | came to give you notice
that It Is time to quit. When 1 asked
vou to put Mr. Raymer under obliga-
tions to you, I said I'd tell you when
it was time to stop.”

The president of the Farmers' and
Merchants” tlited hils chair to the
lounging augle and laughed; & slow
gurgling laugh that spread from lip to
eye and thence abroad through his
great frame until he ehook llke a gro-
tesque Incarnation of the god of mirth.

“] am to turn around and help him
out of the hole, am I? Oh, no; I guess
not, he denjed. “It's business now,
little girl, and the tea-fights are barred,
I'l glve you a chieck for that span o
hlarks you were looking at, and we'll
call It squara.”

“Does that mean that you intend Lo
go on untll you bhave smashed him?”
she asked, quictly Ignoring the puta-
tive bribe.

“I'm golng to put him out of busl-
ness-—him and that other fool friend of
yours—if that's what you mean."

Agaln the sudden lightning glowed
In Margery Grierson's eyes; again
there was a struggle, short and sharp,
between the leapiug passions and the
indomitable will. Yet she could speak
solly,

“What is the roason? Why do you
hate these two so desperately?” she
asked,

Jasper Grierson fanned away the
nimbus of clgar smoke with which bhe
had surrounded himself and stared
gloomily at her through the rift,

“Who sald anything about hating 7"
he derided. “That's o fool woman's
notion. This 13 business, and there
alu’t any such thing as hate in busi.
ness."

“1 hate it!™ she said ecoldly.
she dragged the talk back to the chan-
nel it was leaving. “1 ought to have
broken In sooner; 1 might have known
what you would do. ‘You are respons-
Ible for this labor trouble they are
having over atL the lron works. Don’t
bother to deny it; | know. That wasa
your ‘heeler'—tlie man you had here
when I came, You don't play falr with
many people; don't you think you'd
hetter make an exception of me?”

Criersor. was mouthing his cigar
again and the smoky nimbus was
thickening to Ils customary density
when he sald: “You're nothing but a
spoiled baby, Madge. If you'd ery for
the moon, you'd think you ought to
have it, I've sa!d my say, and that's
all there is to I, Trot along home and
"tend to your tea partles; that's your
part of the game. | can play my hand
alone.”

She slipped out of the window-seat
and crossed the room quickly to stand
before him.

“Il go when you have answered one
question,” she sald, the suppressod
passions finding their way into her
volce. “I've asked for bread and
you've glven me a stone. ['ve sald
‘pleane’ to you, and you slapped me for
it. Do you think you can afford to
shove me over to the other salde?”

“| don't know what you're driving
at, now,” was the even-toged rejolnder.

*pon't you? Then U1l tell you, You
have been pinching this town for the
Hon's shara ever slnca we onma here—

w's Galbralth

b i e i i i e e

times, 1 Unally pressed the bulb

Onee anly did [ come near @ tirenk
In thelr confidence, When 1 walked
down the clearing and focused the

Veblet nd the man with the withered

nrm. who were standing pear ope of

That slso pleaned | the triba: priorers, they suddenly

towiard o, ol on assnring
Tiek!"  fortunately  pacilied
The men abjected to the mo

rilied
Thek!
e

tn plve o few yards of the yellew rib

of the eleanng, and | bun to each wember of the tribe be
a number lllifl;n! Ioading the moecllog

The luno

Then,

shaking 1l down s you used to sheke | pered the remalnder of his Instrue

ldnwn the"—she broke off short, Mdi
again the indomitable will got the bet- | looked up and wagged his head uppre-

ter of thr secthing passions. “We'll let

must be mwade before five oclock this | Lasket phaeton, made a stop in (ront | the by-gones 5o, aud come down to the
Otherwise, not a man of [ of the Farmers’ and Merchants’ bank

| piesent. What If some ot the things
| you are dolng here and now would get

Then Griswold proceeded to make the | hours, the curtains wore drawn in the | 0o pring?
breach impaesable by callitz upen the | bank doors and strect-facing windows

“For iastance?’ he suggested, wheo
| she pauscd

The daughter who had apsked for
bread and had been given a stone put
lier face (o her hapds and moved to
wand the door, But at the last moment
she turoed again like & spiteful Hitle
tiger<cuat at bay.

“You think | ean't prove it? That
Is where you fall down. I can convinee
ipeople it 1 choose to try. And
that isn't all: | can tell them how you
have pisnned to sell Mr. Galbraith a
tract of ‘virgin' pine that has boen
culled over for the bLest timber at
least three times in the past five
yeurs!"”

Jasper Grierson started from his
ehair and made a quick clutch into
smoky space.  “Madge—you  little
Jflr\rl.l! he gritted
| But the graspiag bands closedd upon
[ nothing and the sound of the cloging
| door was his only answer,
|  When she had unhitched the little
| Morgan sl had driven away from the
bank, Mizs Grierson drove quickly to
the Witnnebago house and drew up at
the carripge step. A bell boy ran out

He Stepped Behind the Nearest Shade-
Tree and Tightened His Grip.

to the wherl of the phacton. Two min-
utes after the boy's disappearance,
Broflin came out and touched his hat
to the trim llttle person ln the basket
seat.

“You are Mr. Matthew Brofiin of the
Colburne Detective agency, are you
not?" she asked, sweetly,

Broflin took the privilege of the ac-
cused and led promptly.

“Not that anybody ever heard of, 1
reckon,” ke denied, matehing the smile
in the Inquiring eyes.

She laughed softly. “You see, it re-
solves itself into a question of veracity
—between you and Mr, Andrew Gal
bralth. You say you are not, and he
says you are, Which am I Lo believe?”

Prefin did some pretty swift think-
ing. There had been times when he
had fanefed that Miss Grierson, rather
than Miss Farnham, might be the key
to his problem. There was one chance
in a thousend that she might Inadvert-
ently put thy key into his hands if he
should play kls cards skilltully, and he
took the chance.

“You can call It a mistake of mine,
it you ilke,” he ylelded; and she
nodded brightly.

“That is better; now we can go on
comfortably. Are you tvo busy to
take a little commission from me?"

“Maybe not. What Is it?" He was
looking for & trap, and would not com-
mit himsell too broadiy.

“There are two things that 1 wish to
know definitely. Of course, you have
heard about the aceldent on the lake?
Mr. Galbraith Is at our house, and he
is very {ll—out of his head most of the
time. He Is continually trying to tell
someone whom he enlls ‘MacFarland'
to be careful. Do you know anyone of
that name?"

Agaln Broflin thought quickly, If he
should tell the plain troth. . .
“T'ell me one thing, Miss Grierson,” he
gaid bluntly. “Am 1 doin’ business
with you, or with your father?"

“Most emphatlcally, with me, Mr.,
Breflin.”

“All right; everything goes, Lhen.
Mr. Galbraith has been figurin’ on buy-
ing some pine lands up north, and he
has sent MacFarland up to Duluth to
verify the boundury records on the
county survey."

“I thought ®o,” she aflirmed. And
then: “The records are all right, Mr
Broffin; but the lands which Mr. Mae-
Farland will be shown will not be the
lands which Mr. Galbraith {s talking
of buying. 1 want evidence of tnis—
in black and white. Can you telegraph
to someone in Duluth?”

Broflin permitted himsell a small
sigh of relief, He thought he had seen
the trap; that she was going to try to
get him away from Wahaska,

“l can do better thun that," he of-
fered. "1 can send a man from St
Paul; a pood safe man who will do
Just what he Is told to do—and keep
his mouth shut.”

She nodded approvingly.

“Iio It; and tell your messenger that
time s precious and expenge docsn’t
|cm.|||t. That I8 the first half of your
| eomminsion, Come a llttle eloser and
'l tell you the second half,"

Preaflin ber his head and she whis

‘| have a chance to reflect through the

ttons. When she had finiehed be

“Yes; | ace what you mean—and It's

for.” he answored. “[II get the evi
dence, If there is any.”
“It must be like the other; In biack

|
|
|
hendingly %

and white," ghe stipulated, "And you
needn’t say ' Look for a redfaced
man with stiff mustachea and a big
make-belicve dlumond in his shirt
front, und make him tell you."

Miss OCrierson was opening  her
purse and she passed n yellow-backed
banknote to her newest confederate.

“Yeour retuiner,” she explnined |

Droflin’s grin this time was whally
of appreclation
I “You're the right kind—the kiod
[ that leads trumps all the while, Miss

Grierson,” he told her. Then he did
| the manly thing. “I'll go Into this, just
as you say—what? But ItU's only fair |
to warn you that It may turn up some |
things that'll feaze you. You know
that old sayin' about sleepin’ dogs?"

Migs Grierson was gathering the
| relns over the Hitle Morgan's buck and
her black eyves snapped.

“This 1s one time when we are go-
ing to Kick the dogs and make them
wake up,"” she returned. “Good by,
Mr. Droflin.”

CHAPTER XXIV,

Gates of Brass. %

It was an hour bevond the normal
quitting time on the day of ultimitums
und counter-threatenings, the small of-
lica foree had gone home, and tha;
night squad of deputies had come to
relieve the day guard. Griswold closed
the spare desk in the manager's room
and twirled his chalr to face Raymer. |
“We may as well go and get some- |
thing to eatl,” he sugaested "T'hcra:
will be nothing doing tonight.” |
1

|

|

Raymer began to put his desk In or
der.

*No, not tonight. The trouble wiil
begin when we try to start up with a
new forco. Call it a weakness If you |
lke, but 1 dread It, Kenneth"

Griswald'z smile was a mere bar |
;' ing of the teeth. “That's all right, Ned;
| you do the dreading and Ull do the |

fighting,” he eaid; adding: "What
| we've had toduy hus merely whetted |
my appatite.”

The man of peace shook his head
| dejectedly,
| "1 can’t understand It," he protested.
"'I'p to last night 1 was calling you a |

benevolent soeinlist, and my only fear
| was that you might some time want
| to reorgunize things and turn the plant |
Into a little section of Utppin. Now you |
are out-heroding Herod on the other
slde,"

Griswold got up nnd crushed his soft
hat upon his head.

“Only fools and dead folk are denled
the privilege of changing their minds,"
he returned. "Let's go up to the Win-
nebago and feed.”

The dinner to which they sat down
a little later was a small feast of sl
lence, Though he had not betrayed it,
Grisweld was flercely Impatient to get
away to Marggry.

Twice, on his way to ber B!lﬁ" leay-
ing Raymer, he fancied he was fol-
lowed, and twice he etepped behind
the nearest shade-tree and tightened
his grip upon the thing in his right-
hand pocket. But both times the rear-
wird sldewalk showed Itsell empty.
Sinece falze alarms may have, for the
moment, all the shock of the real, he
found that his hands were trembling
when he cnme (o unlateh the Grierson
gate, and it made him vindictively
gell-secornful.  Also, It gave him &
momentary glimpee into snother and
hitherto unmeasured depth In the val-
ley of stumblings. In the passing of
the glimpse he was made to realize
that It Is the coward who kills; and
kills because he is a coward.

¢ro NE CONTINUED)

DRAW MOISTURE FROM WATCH

Timeplece Is Not Necessarlly Rulned
If Unfortunately It Has Been
Water-Soaked.,

What to do with a watersonked
watch is often a problem when one 8
caught in the wildernesa, or in & com-
munity where no jeweler Is to be
found. Lack of knowling what steps
to take often recults in much expense,
If not In the utter ruin of the watch.
Watches made with both a screw
face and screw back may be dried
easlly by removing the front and back,
omptying the watch of as much water
as will run out, reversing the erystal,
serewlng it on the back of the watch,
and then laying it where the sun will

crystal,

The heat of the sun on the crystal
will draw the molsture from the works
In fifteen or twenty minutes, says the
Technical World, If water still re-
mains in the works, the crystal may
be unscrewed, wiped and replaced,
and the process repeated.

After the sun falls to draw any
more of the water out of the glass It
s safe to conclude that there Is no
more In the works, and the oll origl-
nally on them, warmed by the sun,
lubricntea the parts.

Thera should be no more trouble
with the watch, although it s advis-
able to have It examined by a jeweler
at the earliest opportunity,

Kultur That Counts.

Captaln Muller of the Bavarian
landwehr, desired to have a fireplace
built in his commodious underground
quarters in the second line trenches,

»Sergennt,” sald he, 'felch me a
couple of men who can do the Job.
I don't want any of your volunteor pro-
feggors and doctors, but handy fellows
—brieklayers or that sort of thing."—
New York Evening PPost

i o

ludi pepoed  themselves in
?‘I;f_» vaigalle m and erowded round
the camera while | sang, “Take Me
t ark to New York Town.” and tuined
| the crank — Youth's Compnn na

UL

! Southern Town With Vislan,

A combination of foresighit with the
! municipal  ownership  prineiple  boas
plven the United States one taxless

in plare and set the shutter for busl | towpicture enmera, und 1 was forced | town, Thig phenomaenal community Is

Harrloville, W, Va, which 20 yeors
pought o natursl gas well and

nio
Later the munlelpal

plied the town,

gas plant was let to a private eon-
cern, whieh pays a rental sufficlent
to mect all the loecal expenses for
government and publie iImprovements.

Now Harriéville, not conlent with
the success of its experlment In one
plinke  of munielpal ownership, 18
about opening a rallroad of Iy own,
which It bas built o snother town
alx miley away, 1 remaiss to be
teen how soon Harrelaville wall get out
[ of the taxless clngs.  Naltrchiding Is a
| more procarfous business thon selling
| natural gas.—Newark Star,

nore o' my business what you mean it | by

| roadside gullies,

e
BEST WIDTH OF GOOD ROADS
Old Turnpikes, Still Our Best Road-
Ways, Were Not Wide—Built for
Service and Profit,

Oue of the best roads | have ever
driven over was just wide enough for
two vehicles to pass without scraping
the paint off each other's hubs. [ am
not sure that sometimes the hube did
not touch. But it was a road that
was always in good condition and the
men who kept it up seemed to do so
with comparative ease, writes W, B
Rose of lowa In Farm Progreas,

Some of the old turnplles, still our
best roadways, were not a rod im
width. When these roads were bullt
they were built for both service and

| profit, and in figuring the future prof-

its the builders saw that the wider the
roadway and the wheel trick the more
maintenance cost and, therefore, the
less prolits,

It is a pity that the men who lald

| out the first G0-foot and GG-foot high-
| ways
| book of the turnpike buflders. It they

hadn’t taken a leal from the

had we would mot have millions of

| acres of land lying worse than idle

along our public highway right of ways.

Say that the road runs 20 miles from
county seat to county seat. Along its
length there will be anywhere from 80
to 120 acres of land growing up im
weeds, road grass, brush and thickets
where it 13 not belng washed into deep
Why, in some states
there {s a full half milllon acres ot
land that is beilng wasted in just
that way and land in these states ia
selling anywhere from §30 to $200
an acre!

Many of the best and most famous
ronds of Europe are but 16' feet in
width and they handle some of the
very heaviest highway traffic. Right
now in those counties and townshipa

l in this country where hard roads, per-
| manent highways, are being construct-

ed, few of them are being bullt mora
than 18 feet wide and a good many
of them are even narrower.

The rallroads, wasteful as they are
in some things, are beginning to real-
{ze the wasie of a useless right of way.

An Improved Road in Maryland.

A road running through Illinois has
its trackage fringed with alfalfa,
Someo farmers have resented the waste
and are beginning to eultivate the land
out to the wheel tracks. This may
causa a little trouble at times, but aft-
er all is It not a great deal better
than letting the roadsides grow up in
fronweeds, sumacs, briars and thick-
ots?

Any of our road vehicles needs no
more than a elx-foot clearance, Flg-
ure out for yoursell how many farm
wagons could drive abreast on a G-
foot’ highway and then try to imag-
Ine any nccessity for any such ar-
rangement. On a highway one rod
in width there 18 room for two ve-
hicles to pass with about four and
one-half fert to spare. Why have
the ronds, then, 66 fect widoe?

Some of these dayas our roads will
$e narrowed, We have not really it
the pinch of a real land need us yet.
When we do, then thero will be a
sudden narrowing of these wide
stretchea that are now weed incuba-
tors and seeders. In the meanwhile
why not make some use of the soll
flanking the public highways? Why
not seed It in grass and mow it ns you
would a mendow? Of course the land
belongs to the state, to the public, but
it ia worse than uscless. Why mnot
make it, give some return to some-
one? .

Away With Graln Insects.

On the farm, grain and grain prod-
ucts stored in tight bins may he most
effectively fumigated with carbon bi-
sulphide, If the bullding 18 nearly air
tight and temperature is about 70
degrees, four pounds of the chemlical
is sufficient for 1,000 cublc feet of
Apace, or one pound for every 35 bush-
els of grain.

Honey-Making Material,
Alfalfa offers one of the best
honey-making materinls. Alslke 18
also vnlunhle, an I8 sweet clover.
Right Amount of Roughage.
Remember that a little too much
roughage will be just about enough.

Cheapest Wood.
The waod that longest resists decay
fs cheapest in the end.

Good Pasture for MHogs.
Hogs cannol be rafsod with profit
without gond pastures,

Watch Coit's Feet,
Wateh the f{set ot the

nolt,

wrowlng
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