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room, called for pen and paper, and
proceeded at onice to do that which he
had nver done before—to wit, pre-
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pound, fer It Helped
Her So Mnch

{' Fredericton, N. B~"1 was weak
and had some troubles women often,
bave, and usually | was unfit for my
Avo;k. saw your advertisements

to try Lydia E. Pink-
bam’s Vegetable Compound. I am
the result

w? much plmed with ok
m-

r V.
d vnmﬂtur.ll han a chance.
may use letter for the bene-
0‘{3! others, . WaxpLESS, 360
. Church St., Fredarlooun, N..B.
, llke many, meany
,other women who htvc found relief

of &' thousand Fards, for/the reason
that I néver knew a Greaser.that could
hit-the broad side of a bréwery at any
range over two hundred and fifty
Y yards.” Webster chuckied flendishly.

anger and vexation.® “I eannot agped
to sgch an extraordinary duel,” he
fned. “It is the custom In
Sobrante™Yor gentlemen to fight with
raplers.”
“Oh, dry up, you sneaking mur-
r,” Webster exploded. “There
isn't going to be any duel except on
my terms—so you mlnt as well take
a straight tip from" headquarters and
stick to plain gssassination. You and
Benavides have been sent out by your
superior to kill me—you got your
orders this very afternoon at the en-
trance to the government palace—and
.I'm just not going to be killed. Beat
it, boy. while the going is good.” He
pointed toward the hotel door. “Out,
you blackguard!” he roared. “Vaya!™
h Lieutenant Arredondo rose and with

by taking Lydia B. kham's Vege-
i table Compound, is A.nxlom to let
tother women know of this splendtd
medicine. So by word of mouth and
by letter, one woman to another, its
virtues are made known.

Women suffering from female ail-
menu. by such sy
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an envelope mnked “For Jack.
ot to be opened until after mi
th.” This pe he then .|
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vlu made his will, wm
The copy he placed

nervous troubles, hot
ﬁuhu, pun in the side and a
run-down condition of the whol
tymm should take Lydia B Pink-
Vonu.bla Compound.
rwneul fifty years it has been
g ;omn. Let 1t help: you.

| “Now, them, spitfire, that will cool

your hot head, I trust,” he admonish-

a larger one and malled to Billy at

de Concordia No. 19,

made his few simple pre

perations for death, Mr. Webster _ext

burfowed In his trunk, brought forth
istol

s?’

ed his victim, and returned
to the hotel. At the desk he paused.
“Who was that person I just bath-

ed?” he Inquired of the excited clerk.

| “Ah, senor, you shall not long be
i kqt in ignorance,” that functionary

uis type

andTbecured it in a Rolster unter his

arm, br, he deemed It unwise -nm

of- curiosity to appear In im- '

that bulged at the

right hip. Next he fllied two

clipg with cartridges ana slipped

inte ‘his pocket, thus completing his
simple preparations for life.

He, glanced out the window at the
sun. There would still be an hour of
' daylight ; sq he descended to the lobby,
| called & carringe and took a short

Returning to the hotel he dismluod

u:::‘.uv-m At first the carriage, climbed the three short

steps to the entrance and was passing
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He fiung his red head, “I dunno,
Miss,” he replied miserably. “Maybe
‘tis on account av him—the eye av
him—the way av him—diyil such a
man did I ever meet—God bless him!
Shure, Misther Geary do be the fine
lad, but he=—he—"

“Mr. Geary never put a big fore-
fingér under your'chin and bade\ you
hold up your head. 1Is that It?’

“’Tis not whdt he did, Miss but the

way he did it. All the fiends av hell ‘il
be at me this night to shpend what he
give me—and I—Pm afraid—"

Re broke off, mumbling and chatter-
Ing like a man in the grip of a great
terror. In his agony of body
spirit, Doldres could have wept “{or
DA’ Juan Cafetero, for in that su-
prénie mpment the derelict’s soul was
bare, revealing something
sweet and human, for all his.degrada-
tion. #How did Jack Webster know?
wondered Dolores. And why aid he
so confidently give an order to this
human flotsam and expect it to be
obeyed? And why did Don Juan
Cafetero come whining to her for
strength to help him obey It?

“That wouldn't be playing
game,” she told him. “I can't help |
you deceive him. You are the first of
your breed—"

“Don’t say It.” he .cried, “Didn't
‘he tell me wanst?”

“Then make the Aght, Don—Mr.
Cafferty.” She lowered her . voice.
“ am depending op you te stay sobér
and guard him. ' He needs a faithful
friend so badly, now that Mr. Geary
is away,” Bhe patted the grimy hand
and left him. staring at the

i

Pregently he sighed, quivered horril hl’.
and shambled out of the patio on

the firing:line. - And w! reported
to Jack Webster at n ohtloek

hile battle, the spoils of e
sweet.  Yon are
/ fourth of the

ut.ho youth wnm lll he had saved from his v
] the
s rear some one gave

pure and

the |

through the revolving portal,

door a violent shove, with the result
| that the tn turpatile partiin behind him
| collided with his back with sufficient

umm Jonks', w.m .'-.nme: ceased to pivot, with Weébster locked

in the triangular space be-

ts cn-m tvun' the two sections of the revol-

d him. “That is the terrible
| Qaptain Benavides—"
“Do you know, I had a notion it was
he?” Webster replied ruminatively.
“Well, I suppose I'm In for a duel
now,” he added to himseelf as he
climbed the stairs to his room, “I
think that will be most interest’
John Stuart Webster changed into
dry clothing and descended to the
dining-room. Miss Ruey was alregdy
seated at her table and ‘motioned him
| to the seat opposite her, and as he
| sat down with a contented little sigh,
she gazed at him with 4 mewer and
more alert interest.
“I hear you've been having adven-
tures again,” she challenged. “The
news is all over the hotel. I heard It
from the head walter.”,

“Coffee and pistols for two at day-
Hght,” he answered cheerily. “By the
way, I have made my will, just to he
on the safe side. Will you be good
enongh to take charge of it until after
the funeral? You ean turn it over to
Billy then.”

' She fell readily into the bantering
spirit with which he treated this se-
rious subject. Indeed, it was quite im-
possible to do etherwise, for Johmn
Stuart Webster's personality radiated
such a hellnz d security. of absolute.

"‘, that they have me: befare. ving door and the jamb.
_w. s He turned and beheld in the sec-
Oth- tion behind him an officer of the
:(- Joha“l.nca .‘,'2.'2“‘. Sobrantean b:rmy ‘l'hl; indlvldn:‘l.
is a pl observing was under Webster's
.-ldm
friend of c.:." w'm" the A-m&e: scrutiny, scowled and peremptorily
ol T e e Ly IGO0 eheter % 1
to a"duel s ‘accepted onder mip Si8% which the latter did, with such vio-
lons / Sobranteans wnh- lence hat the door, continuing to re-

volve, caught up with the Sobrantean

and ted him to the same In-

dignity to which he had subjected
* Webster, |

Once free of the door, Webster

waited just inside the Jobby for the
Sobrantean to conclude his pregipl-
tate entrance. When he did, Webster
looked him over with mild curidsity
and bowed with great condescension.
| “Did any gentleman ever tell the
senor that he Is an {ll-mannered
monkey?’ he queried coolly in excel-
lent Spanish. “If not, I desire to give
; the senor that information, and to tell’
him that his size alone prevents me
| from giving hlm a nice lttle spank-
ing.”

“Pig!” the rnde‘ one apswered hotly.
His olive features paled with anger,
he trembled with emotion and seemed
undecided what to do—seeing which
| Webster grinned at him tantalizingly.

That ‘declded him. No Latin-Ameri-

can, with the exaggerated ego of his

race, can bear even a suspicion of
| ridicule. The officer walked flercely
| toward Webster and swung his arm
| toward the latter's face in an effort
| to land & siap that was “meant.”
webster merely threw back his head
and avolded the blow; his-long left
arm shot out and -beat down the
’s«)bnnmn'l guard; them Webster's
rlght hand closed around the officer’s
llar. “Come to me thou insolent
llttla one,” he crooned, and jerked his
assailant toward him, gathered him
' up In his arms, carried him, kicking
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, membered the dignity of his mission
! and controlled his temper.

in the future
and disdain for whatever of good
fortune or {1l the future might entafl,
that Dolores found it impossible not
to assimilate hig mood.

At sevep-thirty, after a delightful
dinner, the memory of which Mr.
Webster was certain would linger un-
der his foretop long after every other
memory had departed, he escorted
ber to the open carriage he had
ordered, and for two hours they cir-
cled the Malecon with the elite of
,Buenaventura, listening to the music
of the band, and, during the brief in-
termissions, to the sound of the waves
lapping the beach at the foot of the
broad driveway.

“This,” said John Stuart Webster, as
he sald goodnight to Dolores in the.
lobby, “is the end’of a perfect day.”
| It wasn't, for at that precise mo-
ment a servant handed him a card,
and indicated a young man seated in
an adjacent lounging-chair, at the
same time volunteering the Informa-
tign that the visitor had been *awalit-
ing Senor Webster's return for the
past hour.

Webster \glanced at the card and
strode over to the young man. “I am
Mr. Webster, sir,” he announced
fcivilly in Spanish. “And you are
Lieutenant Arredondo?”

The visitor rose, bowed low and In-
dicated he was that gentleman, ‘I
have called, Mr. Webster,” he stated
in most excellent English, “in the in-
terest of my friend and comrade,
Captaih Benavides.”

“Ah, yes! The fresh little rooster
I ducked in the fountain this evening.
Well, what does the little squirt want
wow? Another ducking?” "

Arredondo flushéd angrily but re-

“Captain
Benavides hasd asked me to expr te

dignified mien started for the door.
Wehster followed. and as his visitor
reached the portal. a tremendous kick,
well placed, lifted him down to the
sidewalk, Shrieking curdes, he fled
into the night; and John Stuart Web-
ster, with a satisfled feeling that
something accomplished had earned a
night's repose, retired to his roem his
mauve sllk pajamas, and slept the
sleep _of .a healthy, conscience-free
man. .

At abopt the same hour Neddy
Jerome, playing solitaire in the Engi-
neers’ club in Denver, was the necip-
‘fent of a cablegram which read:

“If W. cables accepting reply re-
Jecting account job filled otherwise
beans spilled. Implicit obedience
spells_victory.

“Henrietta.”

Neddy Jerome wiped his spectacles,
adjusted them on his nose and read
this amazing message once more,
“Jumped-up Jehosophat!” he mur-
mured. ' “If she hasn't followed that
madcap Webster clear to Buenaven-
tura! If she isn't out In earnest to
earn her fee, I'm an orang-outang!
By thunder, that's a smart woman.
All right!

Two hours later Neddy Jerome re-
celyed another cablegram. , It was
from John' Stuart Wabsv.er and read
as follows:

“Hold job pinety dl!l at latest may
be back before. If satisfactory cable.”
. Again Mr. Jerome had r to

Tdeutenant Arredondo bit his lips ln-|.

T'll be implicitly obedlent.” |
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the most powerful expletjve at his
command. “Henrietta knew he was |
golng to cable and beat the old sour

wrapped
her cunning for as much as five min-
utes; then he Indited this reply to his

victim :

“Time, tide and good jobs walt for
no man. Sorry. Job already filled
by better man.”

When John Stuart Webster received
| that cablegram the folldwing morning,
| he cu bitterly—not because he
had lost the best job that bad ever

lost through playing a good hand
poorly, He hated himself for his
idiocy

CHAPTER XL

For fully an hour after retiring
John Stuart Webster slept the deep,
untroubled sleep of a healthy umwor-
ried man; then one of the many

north and south of the equator crawl-

|ed Into bed ‘with him and promptly

proceeded to establish its commissary
on the Inner flank of the Websterian
thigh, where the skin Is thin and the
blood close to the surface. As a con-
sequence, Mr. Webster awoke sud-
denly, obliterated the Intruder and
got out of bed for the purpose of
anointing the Injured spot with
alcohol—which being done, an active
search of the bed resulted in the dis-
covery of three more jiggers and the
envelopment of John Stuart Webster's
soul in the fogs of apprehension.
“'Ps an evil land, filled with trou-
ble” he mused as - he lighted a
cigaret. “I wish Bill were here to
advise me. He ought to be able to
straighten this deal out and assure
the higher-ups that I'm not butting in
on their political affairs. But Bill's
up-country and here I am under sur-
velllance and unable to leave the
hotel to talk it over with Andrew
Bowers, the only other white expert
1 know of in town. And by the way,
they're after Andrew, too! I wonder
what for.”

He smoked two cligarets, the while
he pondered the various visible as-
pects of this dark mess in which he
found himself floundering. And fin-
ally he arrived at a decision, “These
chaps gren’t thorough,” Webster de-
cidea. “They’ll see me safely to bed
and pick me up again in the morning
—s0 I'll take a chance that the coast
is clear, out now and talk It over
with Andrew.”

He looked at his watch—eleven-
thirty, Hurriedly he dressed, strapped
on his Antomntlc pistol, dragged his

you the hope that you, being doubtless
& man of honor—"

“Stop right there, Lieutenant. There
Is no doubt about it. I am a man of
honor, and unless you are anxious to
be ducked In the fountain, you will be
more careful in your choice of words:

Now then: You are about to say that, |

being a man of honor—"

“You would accord my friend the
satisfaction which one gentleman
bever fafls to accord another.”

“That lets me out, amigo,” Webster
uu‘hed “Benavides 'isn't a gentle

man. He's a cutthroat, a murdering
little black-and-tan-hognd. Do I un-
derstand he wants me to fight a duel
with him?*

Lieut¢hant Arrultmdo could not
tyust hinisel? to speak, and s0 he
bowed profpundly,

“Very well, then, Lisutenant,” Web-

. TN PR Ry

““Tomorrow morning at five o'clock.”

“Five minutes' from now if you say

“Qpnln Benavides will be grateful
r- Wi spirit, st least,” the
?mm “You nﬂln
"ot course, Mr, Webster, that as
‘challenged” "party, the cholos of wup

bed y to the open window
and tied ,to the bed-leg the rope he
used to Iuh‘,\hls trunk ; thq: he low-

dough to 1t,” he sollloquized. He was ! scend within a few feet of the ground.
in profound admiratiop of ;

been offered him, but because he had '

species of “jigger” which flourish just |

. English, Don Ricardo, assurances of

ered himself, out the windpw. The
Ienglll of rope permitted him 'o de-

Webster made his way to the street
unnoticed and ten minutes later ap-
peared bhefore the entrance of El Buen
Amigo just as Mother Jenks was bar-
ring it for the night.

“I am Mr. Webster,” he announced,
“—Mr. Geary's friend from the United
States."”

Mother Jenks, having heard of h
was of course profoundly flustered
meet this toff who so carelessly wired
his down-and-out friends pesos oro In
lots of a thousand. Cordially she in-
vited himt within to stow a peg of her
best, which Invitation Mr. Webster
| promptly accepted.

“To your beautiful eyes,” Webster
toasted her. “And .now would you
mind leading me to the quarters of
Blllys friend Mr. Bowers?”

She shuffled away, to return pres-
: ently with the news that Mr. Bowers
waus -In his room and would be de-
lighted to receive Mr. Webster. Moth-
er Jenks led Webster to the door,
knocked, announced him and discreet-
ly withdrew.

“My dear Wehster!"” cried Andrew
Dowers enthusiastically, and he drew
his late fellow-passenger / into the
room, Webster observed that Andrew
wus hot ulone. “I want to see you
privately.” he said. “Didn’t know you
had compuny, or I wouldn't have .n-
truded.”

“Well, I knew I bad company, didn’t
I? Come in, vou crazy fellew, and

neet some good friends of mine who are
very anxious to meet you.” He turnec
to a tall, handsome, scholarly looking

AT
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man of about forty, whose features,
dress and manner of wearing his
whiskers proclaimed him a person

Advertise in the Graphic

age. “Dr. Eliseo Pacheco, I have th..
honor to preseat Mr. John S. \Webster,
the American gentleman of whom you
have heard me speak.” |
Doctor Pacheco promptly leaped :l
his feet and bowed with ostentati !
reverence then suddenly. with I. .lm'

.mouluvenws, be advuuced upun Webs
‘eter, ®wept aslde the Iatter's oute
stretched hand, clasped John Stuart
*'cbster in fraternal embrace, and to

the old sour-dough's Inexpressible hor |
ror, kissed him upon the right cheek— ! |
after which he backed off, bowed once
more, and said in Spanish:

“Sir, my life is yours.” :

“It is well he gave it to you before
you took it,” Andrew said in English,
and he laughed, noting Websters con-
fusion. “And this genuemnn is Colonel
I’ablo Caraveo.”

“Thunder, 'm in for it again,” Web-
ster thought—and he was, for the
amiable colonel embraced Webster and
kissed his left cheek before turning to
Andrew,

“You  will convey to our guest, in

my profound happiness in meeting
him,” he said in Spanish.

“The Colonel says you're all to the
mustard,” Andrew at ¢nce interpreted
merrily.

“Rather a liberal translation,” Web-
ster retorted in Spanish, whereat Col-
onel Olrlveo sprang up and clapped
his hands In dnllght

“Your happiness,-my dear Colonel,”
Webster continued, “is extravagant
grief compared with my delight n
meeting a Sobrantean gentleman who
has no desirk to skewer me." He turn-
ed to Andrew. “While introductions
are in order, old son, suppose you
complete the job and Introduce your-
salf
with an alius.”

“Thep behold the death ef that im-
pudent fellow Andrew Bowers, late
valet de chambre to this eminent min-
ing engineer and prince of gentlemea,
Mr. John Stuart Webster. Doctor
Pacheco, will you be good enough to
perform the, operadonr'

“This sentlunun. sald the doctor,
laying his hand on, Andrew’s shoul

I nlwese onontalans A8 o mam

der, “is Don Ri¢ardo Lulz Ruey, a gea-
tleman, & patriot, and the tntnro presi-
dent of our unhgpay. country.

wr?.u.n e Warlpa Tea 3

L 3

PN 4 o 1o

v {Ne Lowared Qut of the Win
lumt!'l-r wﬁ m-m i
o .

M” } ‘:('l‘obomhud)

UM\‘

| "ll nn%

N
G «aawﬁeTahacw

)
i

ROLL “OUR OW!:!

with OTTTMAN cigarette tobacco and get all
the sm-.ling ..casure that only a fresi:ly rolled
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= OTTOMAN cigarette tobacco is of an ideal
t.xture,—cut long and ﬁne, which guarantees a
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Every package is sold with a book of cigarette
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