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of—" Ho sat down abrnptly on th€ 
edge of the bed and pulled his w«l-<
let from his pocket. He set about 
counting the bills, a calculating 
frown In his eyes. Then he stared at 
the celling, mmtnlng up. XI'll «lo 
it." he said, after a moment of men
tal figuring. He told off a half doi- 
en bills and slipped them Into hU 
pocket. The wallet sought Its usual 
resting place for the night: Under a 
pillow.

He was healthy and he was tired. 
Two minutes after his head touched 
the pillow he was sound asleep.

He was aroused shortly after mid
night by shouts, apparently just out
side his window. A man was calling 
in a loud voice from tho road below; 
an Instant later he heard a tremen
dous pounding on tho tavern door.

Springing out of bed, he rushed ta 
the window. There were horses la 
front of the house- -several of them— 
an# men on foot moving like shadow« 
among them.

Tuurnlng from the window, he un
locked and opened the door Into the 
hall. Some one was clattering down 
the narrow staircase. The bolts 0» 
the front door shot back with re
sounding force, and there came the 
hoarse Jumble of excited voice» ae 
men crowded through the entrance^ 
Putnam Jon««' voice rose above the 
clamour.

"Keep quiet! Ho you want to wake 
everybody on the place?" he was say
ing angrily. "What's up? This Is a 
fine time o’ night to be Good Lord! 
What’s the matter with him?"

"Telep hone for a doctor, Put- 
damn' quick! This one's still alive. 
The other one Is dead as a door nail 
up at Jim Conley's house. Qlt ole 
Hoc James down from Saint Lis. 
living him In here boy». Wïiere’s 

your light? Easy now! Easy!"
Marnes waited lo hoar no more. Hla 

blood seemed to be running Ice cold 
as he retreated Into the room and be
gan scrambling for hlH clothes. The 

. thing ho feared had come to pass. Dls- 
"You see, Mr. Marnes, these are the llB(or j,U(j overtaken her In that wild, 

only duds 1 havo with me. It wasn l aej|Bele»s dash up tho mountain road, 
necessary to put on this hat, of course, Hu wftH curaj„g thB f00j wi,o drove 
but 1 did it simply to make the char- j machine and who now was per- 
acter complete. 1 might Just as well impB dying down there In the taproom, 
make beds and clean washstands in u j ether one Is dead as a door nail."
picture hat as In a low-necked gown, I running through his head—"tho
so hero I aim. j other one."

A dosen men were In the taproom, 
of twenty-three or four, not unlike her gathered around two tables that had

been drawn together. Tho men about 
"1 am very sorry," he said lamely, the table, on which was stretched the 

"I have heard something of your mis- figure of the wounded man. wore un- 
fortunes from your father and the doubtodly natives: Fanners, woodi- 
others. It's—It's really hard luck." men or employees of Iho tavern. At a 

"1 call it rather good luck to have word from Putnam Jones they opened 
got away with the only dree* In the up and allowed Marnes to advance t® 
lot that cost more than tuppence,”. the side of the man. 
she said, smiling again. L"or«i knows ’ “dee If you c'n understand him, Mr. 
what would have happened to me If Marnes," said the landlord. Persplra- 
they had dropped down on un at the1 lion was dripping from his long, raw- 
end of the first act. 1 was the beg- boned fare." And you, Macon—you and 
gar's daughter, you see absolutely Dllllngford hustle upstairs and get a 
In rags, (ilad lo have met you. I mattress off'n one of tho beds. Stand 
think you'll find »'Verything nearly all at the door there, Pik«. and don't let 
right. Good night, Hir." any woman In here. Go away. Mis*

She closed film door behind her, Thackeray! This Is no place for 
leaving him standing In the middle of you.” 
the room, perplexed but amused. Miss Thackeray pushed her way

"By George," he said to himself, past the man who tried to stop her 
still staring at the closed door, "they and Joined Marnes, 
are wonders, all of thorn. 1 wish 1 
could do something to help them out

hour ago to he curious about you.'*
said the other.

tion. And quite as abruptly as he in- don't hesitate to speak of him. so he 
troduced the topic he changed It. must be there. Miss Tilly tyis got 

"Not many automobiles up here this the idee that he 1r a recluse, if you 
"1 was [ know what that Is."

wae 'Inter
rupted by the Irregular clatter 
horses' hoofs on the macadam. Off 
to the left a dull red glow of light 
spread across the roadway and a 
man's voice called out, "Whoa, dang 
ye!”

The door of the smithy had been 
thrown open and someone was lead
ing forth freshly shod horse».

A moment later the horses—pranc
ing, high-spirited animals -- their 
bridle hits held by a strapping black
smith, came into view. Marnes look
ed tnt he direction of the steps. The 
two men had disappeared. Instead 
of stopping directly in front of the 
steps the smith led his charges quite 
a distance beyond and Into the dark

en1 He had been standing there not.
= more than half a minute peering In 
g the direction from whence came the 
K rhythmic bang of the anvil—at 
1 great distance, he was convinced—
8 when some one spoke suddenly at his

He whirled and found himself j from?”

CHAPTER IV.■■MM time o’ the year." he said.
little surprised when you said 1» 1 

fellow had given you a lift. Where*
no

Further conversation An Extraordinary Chambermaid, a 
Midnight Tragedy, and a Man Who 
Said “Thank Yon."
Miss Thackeray was "turning down" 

his bed when he entered his room after 
bidding his new actor friends good 
night. He was staggered and some
what abashed by the appearance ‘of 
Miss Thackeray. She was by no 
means dressed as a chambermaid 
should he, nor was she as dumb. On 
the contrary, she confronted him In 
the choicest raiment that her ward
robe contained, and she was bright 
and cheery and exceedingly Incompe
tent. It was her costume that «hock
ed him. Not only was she attired in 
a lownecked, rose-colored evening 
gown, liberally bespangled with tin
sel. but she wore a vast, top-heavy 
picture hut whose crown of black was 
almost wholly obscured by a gorgeous 
white feather that once must have 
adorned the king of all ostriches. She 
was not at all hks idea of a chamber
maid. He started to back out of the 
door with an apology for hav ng blun
dered Into the wrong room by mis
take.

“Came rtgh tin,” she said cheerily. 
“I’ll soon be through. 1 suppose 1 
should have done all this an hour 
ago, but I Just had to write a few 
letters. I am Miss Thackeray. This 
Is Mr. MarneB, 1 believe."

He bowed, still quite overcome.
"You needn’t be »cared,” ohe cried, 

observing his confusion. "This Is my 
regular uniform. I’h starting a new 
stylo for chambermaids. Did it par
alyse you to find mo here?”

"I couldn't believe my eyes."
She abandoned her easy, careless 

manner. A look of mortification came 
Into her eyes as she straightened up 
and faced him. Her voice was a trifle 
husky when «he spoke again, after a 
moment's pause.

Green
Fancy

a
of

elbow.
facing the gaunt landlord. He“The crossroads a mile down.

g "Good Lord! You startled me." he-| came from the direction of Froggs 
I ex claimed. His gaze traveled past the ) Corner and was on his way to meet 
1 tall figure of Putnam Jones and rest- someone at Spanish Falls. It ap-

that there was a misunderstanu- 
The driver didn't meet the train.

It ed on that of a second man. who lean- pears 
' ed with legs crossed and arms folded, iug.

9 against the porch post directly In so the person he was going a*«(‘r 
. front of the entrance to the house, his j walked all the way to the forks. e 
features almost wholly concealed by happened.upon each other there.^vr. 

! the broad-brimmed slouch hat that ' Jones, and wo studied the signpost to- 
He, too gether. She was bound for a place 

called Green Fancy.”
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(By George Barr Mct’utcheon)

s came far down over his eyes, 
if it seemed to Barnes, had sprung from 
fi : nowhere.
j| “Fierce night," said Putnam Jones, 
§§ J removing the corncob pipe from his 
g! lips. Then,

you walk ,from t°day?" fc 
“I slept in a farmhouse last night.

Copyright by Dodd, Mead and Co., Inc. about fifteen miles south of this place,
I I should say.”

“That’d be a little ways out of 
East Cobb,” speculated Mr. Jones. 

“Five or six miles.”
''Goiu' over into Canada?”
“No. I shall turn west, I think, and 

strike for the Lake Champlain coun
try.”

‘‘I suppose you’ve traveled right 
smart in Europe?”

"Quite a bit, Mr. Jones.”
"Any particular part?"
"No,” said Barnes, suddenly divin

ing that he was being “pumped." “One 
end to the other, you might say."

“What about them countries down 
around Bulgaria and Roumania? I’ve 
been considerable interested in what's 
going to become of them If Germany 
gets licked. What do they get out of 
It, either way?”

Barnes spent the next ten minutes 
expatiating upon the future of the 
Balkan states. Jones had little to 
say. He was interested, and drank in 
all the information that Barnes had 
to impart. He puffed at his pipe, 
nodded his head from time to time, 
and occasionally put a leading ques-
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(Author of "Graustark,"

Holow of Her 
= Prince of Graustark," Etc.

“Did you say she?”"The 
Hand,” "The I was proposing to help her“Yes.

out of her predicament when the be
lated motor came racing down 
slope.”
‘"What for sort of looking lady was

an afterthought. thes as ness.
Putnam Jone« abruptly changed his 

position. He insinuated hts long body 
between Barnes and the doorway, at 
the same time rather loudly proclam- 
tng that the rain appeared to be over.

"Yes. sir," he repeated, "she seems 
to have let up altogether. Ought to 
have a nice day tomorrow. Mr. Barnes 

—nice, cool day for walkin'."
Voices came up from the darkness. 

Jones had not been able to cover them 
with his own. Barnes caught two or 
three sharp commands, rising above 
the pawing of horses’ hoofB, and then 
a great clatter as the mounted horBe- 

rode off In the direction of the

she?"
"She wore a veil," said Barnes suc

cinctly.
“Young?”
"I had that impression. By the way. 

Mr. Jones, what and where is Green 
Fancy?”

"Well," began the landlord, lower
ing hts voice, “It’s about two mil and 
a half from here, up the mountain. 
It’s a house and people live in it, 
same as any other house, 
about all there is to say about it."

"Why Is It called Green Fancy?"
“Because itis a green house,” re

plied Jones succinctly. “Green as a 
gourd. A man named Curtis built It 
a couple o' years ago and he had a 
fool idee about paintin’ it green. 
Might ha' been a little crazy, for all 
I know. Anyhow, after he got it fin
ished he settled down to live in it, 
and from that day to this he's never 
been off’n the place."

“Isn't it possible that he isn't tl»re 
at all?”

“He’s there, all right Every now 
and then he has visitors—Just like 
this woman today—and sometimes 
they come down hero for supper. They

SYNOPSIS.

Barnes, 
on a walking

CHAPTER I—Thomas K. 
wealthy New Yorker, 
trip through New England, is caught 
in a storm miles from his destina
tion. At a crossroads point he meets 
a girl in the same plight. While they 
discuss the situation an automobile, 
sent to meet the girl, arrives and 
Barnes is given a lift to Hart's tav- 

whlle the girl is taken on to her

That's

era,
destination, which she tells Barnes 
is a place called Green Fancy. 

CHAPTER II.—At the

men 
crossroads.

Barnes waited until they were muf
fled by distance and then turned to 
J ones with the laconic remark:

“They seem to be foreigners. Mr. 
Jones.”

Jones' manner became natural once 
He leaned against one of the

tavern
Barnes falls in with a stranded troupe 
of "barnstorming” actors, headed by 
Lyndon Rushcroft, and become« in
terested in them.

CHAPTER III—As the storm grows 
Barnes finds himself worrying over 
the safety of the girl, traveling over 
the mountain roads at what he con
siders dangerous speed. He learns 
that Green Fancy is something of a 
house of mystery. Two monuted men 
leave the tavern in a manner which 
arounses Barnes’ curiosity.

more.
posts and, striking a match on his 
leg, relighted his pipe.

“Kind o’ curious about ’em?” 
drawled.

"It nevet* entered my mind uptll this 
instant to be curious,” said Barnes. 

"Well, It entered their minds about

t
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She was a tall, pleasant-faced girl

father In many respects.
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FIRE!
Ii

If it destroys your crop you have lost a year’s work, a year’s pro
gress, a year’s payment on the farm, cancellation of the burden
some debts, and in their place have acquired a world of worry, ad

ditional debts, and discouragement, unless you carry

Continued on page «ts)
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REALIZEINSURANCE
1

— YOUR— I

DREAMS HI

’sufficient to cancel the loss from fire. Insurance should protect 
you from drouth, from squirrels, from grasshoppers, from hail, 

from everything as well as fire. But so far it doesn’t though the 

time seems not far off when it will.

MSI

GET THAT FARM HOME OR BUILDING 
YOU HAVE ALWAYS WANTED.

You have always wanted a Modem Home, 
Barn or Silo on your farm.

Now you can have it. 
products is ho great that price« are higher 
than ever before and farm land will produce 
just as much $3 wheat as it will 75c or $1.00 
wheat.
The cost of a Barn, Silo, Hog or Poultry 
House, Grain Elevator, or Grain Bin will be 
paid back the first year in the saving of the 
waste. The cost of handling your stock and 
produce can be reduced to a minimum and 
you’ll not have to pay storage, extra cartage, 
handling, etc.—it’s a saving—an#investment 
that will increase your profit.
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CROP The demand for farm»

PROTECTION

Is the vital need this year when fires are occurring in every sec
tion of the country as the harvest season is approaching. You 
need the grain, the government needs it, the hungry people of the 
world need.it. Then cooperate in every way possible so that Pow

er county will not suffer heavily from fire loss.

OUR FREE PI AN AND BUILDING SER
VICE, TO CUSTOMERS contains over 500 
different designs to choose from.

MWe can quote you immediately the exact ma
terial cost on any structure and guarantee 
there will he no waste, no item overlooked 
and a perfect building when finished.
If you cannot call, Phone 133 and we will send 
the plans to you.
It will pay you to investigate and there is no 
obligation to buy.

J. G. V AUGHN

We have a few precautions 
that will assist you in pre
venting fire. Call at our of" 
fice and we will gladly ex
plain them.

WONES MORTGAGE 
LOAN CORP. BaWOfggPjtMIIII—'ll! «»

American Falls. Idaho
Nibley Channel Lbr. Co.I

JOHN J. BRANDT, Ix»cal Manager.
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