
v

ft.

r
r

: TWIN STARS
r. Jim Smith had to go south to
prolong his life. A strenuous ca-

reer on a morning paper, accom-
panied by the improvidences of
the Bohemian, had worked in-

roads into his constitution.
So he concluded, when the

physicians told him he needed a
change of air and surroundings,
to visit some distant relatives in
Kentucky.

Smith was bright in an inter-
mittent sort of way, and some-
times turned out stuff that gat
him a reputation of being a good
reporter. Accordingly, when he
declared his intention of leaving,
the office force expressed its cus-
tomary regrets, bid him farewell,
and then dug more deeply into
the daily trials of a newspaper
office.

Twelve, hours later Smith
alighted at a little station in the
foothills of the Kentucky moun-
tains. A Cumberland sunrise
cheered the loneliness that came
to him as he stepped forth into
exhilarating air.

At a neighbor's farm house, ex-

planations and $200 got him a
horse and riding outfit. A Ken-tuc- k

breakfast added cheer, and
Smith rode away, feeling that
ahead of him might still .be long
life and happiness.

The, roadway twined around
the hills, and shadows of night
had not all taken flight when he
passed a camp fire and two men
suddenly stepped in his path.

"Where are you going? Come
down!" and a yank at the'saddle--

girth precipitated Smith into the
roadway.

"Where did you steal that
horse," demanded the apparent
leader, as he led Smith up the
road.

Smith's explanation was un-

availing. He was led back to the
fire and saw his horse, quivering,
while a hot branding iron still
smoked in the second man's hand,
and a smell of burnt horsehide
filled the air.

"How is it, Bill?" asked the
leader.

"Oh, he stole it. Here's the
Howard brand, 'blue star,' " and
he pointed to the still quivering
flank of Smith's horse.

Smith protested, then fought,
but was soon stretched in the
roadway. He realized that he
was in the hands of horse thieves
and declared himself so. The re-

mark was ill timed. Turning to
the second man the leader hissed
vindictively :

"Give it to him." A flash as of
a million stars, a sickening siz-

zle, one shriek from Smith, then
came unconsciousness as the
searing iron had "branded his fore-

head with a "blue star."

From out of a thicket came the
shadowy figure of a young girl.
With a sob of sympathy she
stooped over the still form of
Smith and struggled down the
road with it.

Days later Smith awoke with
a stinging sensation in his fore-

head and a sense of having been
dozing for weeks. He meditated
on his experience and of the


