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"You are to be my heir, Ransom,

boy; don't forget that!" declared Ru-f-

Markham, er and present
profligate.

Always this statement accompa-
nied the finale of a protracted spree
on the part of the old westerner, and
always honest, confiding Ransom
Brill did his duty as nurse and rela-
tive and sighed doubtingly as he re-

alized that both his uncle and his one
property possession, "The Rookery,"
as his odd home was called, were fast
speeding along a downward path.

Ransom Brill was a mere lad, an
orphan, and working for a poor
farmer when Uncle Rufus, after an
absence of ten years, returned to
Irvington, his native village. Mark-ha- m

had come back with a great
flare of trumpets. He had hit "a rich
streak" in a Colorado gold mine and
had set out to enjoy life. Certainly
his actions indicated the possession
of some means. He bought a high-pric-

building lot at the edge of the
town. Then he proceeded to erect
the Rookery. He never completed it
There were grand doings when the
ceremony of "laying the cornerstone"
and christening of the building took
place. In this none of the villagers,
not even Ransom, was invited to par-
ticipate.

Uncle Rufus had sent for a group
of his old mining friends. He had
paid their fare east. He had wined
them and dined them. There was a
week of wild revelry. Then the house
was completed to the second story.
In this shape thereafter it was inhab-
ited by Uncle Rufus until he had his
first "sick spell." Ransome was in-

vited to nurse him. It got to be a
regular occupation. Uncle Rufus
vrnld celebrate for a month and
then came two of rehabilitation.

"Don t leave me. Ransom." the
"westerner would plead, when he got

back to normal mental and physical
condition again. "You're going to be
my heir."

"But I'm too much of a man to
meanly wait for dead men's shoes,"
Ransom expressed his statements
bluntly. "It's not that holding me
here, but the thought of your being
the last of my kin and nobody to
take care of you when you are sick.
Really, I ought to strike out for my-
self. What I earn here in' Irvington
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is a mere pittance. Long since I
should have gone to the city. You
see, some day I may get married."

Rufus Markham laughed one of
his rough, hearty laughs.

"Think I haven't seen the way the
land lies?" he chuckled. "I've kept
your courting of Eva Doane always
in mind. I want to see you happy
and her, too. And you're going to be
'pledged,' " said Markham, uproari-
ously. "Yes, sir! I'm going to turn


