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SYNOPSIS.
Chapter 1.—At

ol

Unalaska, Glenister and

a young woman from a party of sailors.
The three sail north on the Santa Maria,
the girl as a stowaway in the miners’ ca-

been warned to guard his claim and to

backed by the courts, is going to Nome.
The girl overhears Glenister say he con-
siders her ‘‘spoils of war.”

Chapter II.—The girl, carrying import-
ent papers, had left Seattle for Nome on
the Ohio, which with smallpox aboard,
had been quarantined at Unalaska. She

Chapter IIL—The girl tells Glenister
her name is Helen Chester. She is
“bringing the law” to Nome. He tells
her he will guard his mine himself. He
kisses her against her will.

Chapter IV.—As Helen leaves the pier
on the ship’s arrival at Nome, she is
geen by Mrs. Champain of Nome. Struve
the lawyer, whom Helen has come to see,
§s found' drunk. Glenister saves Helen
from accidential shooting. Glenister and
Dextry take Helen, for safety, to their
mine, the Midas.

Chapter V.—Judge Stillman, Helen’s un-
‘Fle, arrives at Nome and takes charge of

er, Other arrivals are Alec. McNamara,
2 political schemer, and Dunliam, part-
ner of Struve. McNamara and the two

artners plot to jump the Midas claim.

heir agent, Galloway, has been driven
ff by Dextry. Struve, acting on instruc-
gto?ns in the papers brought innocently by
Helen, has clouded the titles nf the rich-
est placers in Nome, McNamara is head
of a scheme to oust the rcightful mine
owners. ;There have been many attempts
‘to “Jjump” claims. Glenister promises
Helen he will try to become civiliz-
ed and will not shoot the claim *jump-
ers.” ’

Chapter VI.—McNamara as recelver for
Galloway, takes charge of the Midas by
order of Judge Stillman. He has already
geized many other claims. Glenister sus-
pects Judge Stillman, despite his belief in
Helen. He prevents one of his men.
Slapjack Simms, from shooting McNa-
mara.

Chapter VII.—Scene in the theatre and
gambling room. Cherry Malotte plays
first at faro and then with the heart of
Glenister. Jealousy prompts her to re-
‘venge. She tries to intcrrupt a marriage.

Chapter VIII.—Helen makes a diagnosis
of her love—in the zenith for one man
when present, in the nadir for the same
when absent. Dextry relates a tale to
Helen, concluding 1wlth an hatgn{zu: lf:;:
emnin udges, lawyers an ba W
‘Il-le latgr i)ays a visit to Judge Stillman
and McNamara and announces in dram-

ke claim-jumping business.
: Chapter jIX.BDextry declares that if he
cannot win according to law he will pro-
ceed to do so according to justice. Glen-
{ster, badly in need of funds to fight his
cose in the courts, learns that the riffles
of the Midas are clogged with gold, and,
along with Dextry and a trusty, proceeds,
under cover of the night, to help l}lmself
to the yellow metal. Helen Chester’s part
in the sluice robbery.

Chapter IX.—The trio of sluice rob-

trouble. The race to catch the/Roanoke
a sensational one. Helen Chester informs
Glenister that she can identify the men
vho robhed the Midas. The wit of Cher-
« Malotte, an adventuress, saves the
swag and, incidentally, prevents blood-
£hed. .
Chapter XI.—After a fierce encounter
with the wind and phe waves, _VVheatonI
returns from Frisco with a writ of su- |
persedeas directed against Judge Stillman |

" and McNamara is ordered to turn over|

/

*the Midas and all the gold. He refuses
to obey; a riot follows, which the mill—i
tary suppress, and Glenister is once more
baffled.

Chapter XII.—Dextry’s cunning assists
Wheaton to get aboard the Santa Maria
to return to San Francisco, whither he |
goes to see if the plotters may defy the
court’s order with impunity. Glenister’s
faith in Helen Chester begins to waver.
Cherry Melotte in the role of temperance
advocate.

Chapter XIII.—During Wheaton’s ab-
sence, Glenister amuses himself at  the
gambling table. His stfeak of luck is
phenomenal. Wins, everything in sight;
but, with the aid of Cherry Malotte, the
Broncho Kid, who is now the owner of
the floce, turns the tables on Glenister
by meuns of a crooked layout. The larg-
est bet eveh made in the north won by a
weman's pique and lost by a woman’s re- |
mor se.

Chapter XTV.—Helen Chester attends a
soclety ball with McNamara; i& ostraciz-
ed by the ladies of Nome, who have con-
nected her name in scandal with Roy
G_lenister; receives a proposal from-Mec-
Namara, but i{s relieved of the necessity
of giving a direct answer by the arrival
of Struve, who tells him that the Vigi-
lantes are about to take possession of
the Midas by force. Scarcely had Mec-
Namara and Struve left the home of
Helen than Glenister appears and de-
mands that she and her uncle, the judge,
flee with him to a place of safety in or-
der to save their Ijves.

Continued from Last Sunday.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE DRIP OF WATER IN THE
DARK.

Even after Helen had been out for
8ome time she could barely see suffi-
cicntly to avoid collisions. The air,
welghted by g low-hung roof of clouds
Wwas surcharged with the electric sus-’
perse of an impending storm, and
8eemed to sigh and tremble at the hint
of power in leash, It was that pause
before the conflict wherein the night
laid finger upon its lips.
As thé girl neared Glenister's cabin
sh was disappointed at seeing  no
Ught” there. She stumbleq towards
wthe’do_or, only to utter g hdlf-strangled
Cry as two men stepped out of the
Bloom and seized her roughly. Some-
thing cold and hard was thrust vio-
lently against her cheek, forcing her
head back and . bruising her. She
St}"'uggled and cried  out.
Hold on—it's a woman!"” ejaculat-
€1 the man who had pinioned her a...3
locsing his hold till only a hang re-'
mained on - her shoulder. The other
lowered the weapon. he had jammed
touh(:r face and peered closely.
"‘i"}:ahty' Missd Chester,” he saiq.
N are you doin e? Y
ne‘;m' getting hurt."g Y e
_1.am bound for the Wilsons’, but 1
must have lost my way in the dark-
“hess. I think you have cut my face. "
1}“ controlled her fright firmiy. .
That's too bad,” one said. “We mis-
k you for—” And the other broka
‘shurply, “You'd better run along.
#re waiting for some one."”
elen hastened back by the route
‘ome, knowing that there was:
i » and that as yet her uncle’'s
A aries had not laid hands upon
enister. .She had overheard the
t“gBG and McNamara plotting to drag
o ltovvn with a force of deputies,
ev: Dg not only her two friénds, but
hn{)’ man suspected of ‘being a Vigi-
Withe' The victi_ms were to be: jailed
’umnut 1'”".‘1' without reason, without
oy Ce, while the mechanism of the
r't was to be Juggled in order .o

in,

‘yourself.”
‘'which led up to the gallerled boxes

R

decision, so she pulled the veil more
closely about her face and took Her
geod name into her hands. She maae
rapidly towards  the lighted® streets
which cast a skyward glare, and from
which, thru the breathless calm, arose
the sound of carousal. Swiftly she
threaded the narrow alleys in search
of the theatre's rear entrance, for she
dared not approach from he front. In
this way she came into a part of the
camp which had lain hidden from her
until now, and of the existence of
which she had' never dreamed.

The vices of a city, however horrible,
are at least draped scantily by the
mantle of convention, but in a great
mining camp they stand naked and
without concealment. Here there were
rows upon rows of criblike !
clustered over- tortuous, ill-lighted
lares, like blow-flies swarming to an
urclean feast. From within came the
noise of ribaldry and debauch. Shrill
laughter mingled with coarse, maud-
lin songs, till the clinging night reek-
ed with abominable revelry. The girl
saw painted creatures of every nation-
ality leaning from windows or beck-
oning from doorways, while drunken
men colided with her, barred her
ccurse, challenged her, and again ana
again she was forced to slip from their
hol¢ them until fall, if necessary.
They had said that the officers wera
already busy, so haste was a crying
thing. She sped down the dark
sStreets towards the house of Cherry
Malotte, but found no lght nor an-
swer to her knock. She was distract-
el now, and knew not where to seek
next among the thousand spots which
might hide the man she wanted. What
chance had she against the posse
sweeping the town from end to end”
There was only one; he might be at
th: Northern Theatre. Even so, she

uld not reach him, for she dared
not go there herself. She thought of
Fred, her Jap boy, but there was no
time.. Wasted moments meant failure.

Roy had once told her tHat he never
gave up what he undertook. Very
well, she would show that even a girl
may possess determination. This was
no time for modesty or shrinking in-
embraces. . At last the high bulk of the
theatre building loomed a short dis-
taice ahead. Panting and frightened,
she tried the door with weak hands,
to find it locked. From behind it rose
the blare of brass and the sound of
singing. She acécosted a man who 'ap-
prcached her thru the narow alley, but
ho had cruised from the charted course
in search of adventure and was not
minded to go in quest of doorman:
rather, he chose to sing a chantey, t)
the bibulous measures of which he in-
vited her to dance with him, so she
slipped away till he had teetered past.
He was some longshoreman in that
particular epoch of his inebriety where
life had no burden save the -dissipa-
tion of wages.

Returning, she pounded on the door,
possessed of the sense that the man
she sought was here; till at last it was
flung open, framing the silhouet of a
shirt-sleeved, thick-set youth, who
sheuted: o 2

“What ’'n ’ell do you want to butt
in for while the show’s on? Go round
frent.” She caught a glimpse of dis-
ordered scenery, and before he could
slam the door in her'face thrust a sil-
ver dollar into his hand, at the same
time wedging herself into the opening.
He pocketed the coin and the door
clicked to behind her.

“Well, speak up. That act's closin’.”
Evidently he was the directing genius
of the performance, for at that mo-
ment the chorus ’'broke into full cry,
and he said, hurriedly:

“Walit a minute. There goes the fin-
ally.” and dashed away to tend his
drops and switches. When the curtain
was down and the principals had
sought their dressing-rooms he re-
turned.

“Do you know Mr. Glenister?”
asked.

“Sure. I seen him to-night. Come
here.” He led her toward the foot-
lights, and, pulling back the edge of
the curtain, allowed her to peep pas*
him out into the dance-hall. She nad
never pictured a place like this, and
in spite of her agitation was astonish-
ed at its gaudy elegance. The gallery
was formed of a continuous . row of
compartments with curtained fronts,
in which men and women were talk-
ing. drinking, singing. The seats on
the lower floor were disappearing, and
the canvas cover was rolling back.
shewing the polished hardwood under-
neath, while out thru the wide fold-
ing-doors that led to the main gamb-
ling-room she heard a brass-lunged
man calling the commencement of the
dance. Couples glided into motion
while she watched. :

“I don’t see him,” sald her guide.
‘’You better walk out front and help
He indicated the stairs

she

anu the steps leading down on to the
main floor, but she handed him anoth-
er coin, begging him to find Glenister
and bring him to her. “Hurry; hurry!”
she implored. i .

The stage manager gazed at her
curiously, remarking, “My! You spend
your money like it had been left to
you. .You're a regular ple-check for
me. Come around any time.”

She withdrew to a dark corner and
waited Interminably till her messen-
ger appeared at the head of the gallery
stairs and beckoned to her. As she
drew near he said, “I told himn there
was a thousand-dollar filly flaggin’
hin from the stage door, but he's got
a grouch an’ won’t stir. He’s in num-
be. seven.,” She hesitated, at wnich
h2 said, “Go on—you're in right:"
ther. continued, reassuringly: ‘“Say,
pal, if he's your white-haired lad, you
needn’t start no roughhouse, 'cause he
don't flirt wit’ these dames none what-
ever. Naw! Tgke it from me.”

She entered the door her counsellor
irdicated to find Roy lounging back
watching the dancers. He turned en-
quiringly—then, as she raised her vel,,
leaped to his feet and jerked the cur-
tains to.

‘“Helen! What are you doing here?”

“You must go away quickly,”” she
gasped. ‘“They're trying to arrest
you"”

“They! Who? Arrest me for what?"

‘“Vorhees and his men—for riot, or
something about last night.”

‘“Nonsense,” he said. “I had no part
in it. You know that.”

“Yes, yes—but you're a Vigilante,
and they're after you and all your
friends. Your house is guarded and
the town s alive with deputies.
Trey've planned to jail you oi some
pretext or other and hold you indefin-
itely. Please go before it’s too late.

“How do you know this?”\he asked,
gravely. ‘

houses |

-

“l overheard them plotting.”

“Who?”

“Uncle Arthur and Mr. McNamara.”
She faced him squarely as she said it,
and therefore saw the light flame u?
in his eyes as_he cried:

“And you came here to save me—
came here at the risk of “your good
name?”’ : : ]

“Of course. I would have done the
same for Dextry.” The gladness died
away, ‘leaving him listless. ]

“Well, let them come. I'm done, I
guess. I heard from Wheaton to-
night. He’s down and out, too—some
trouble with the 'Frisco courts about
Jurisdiction over these cases. I don't
know that it's worth while to fight
any" longer.” . b

“Listen,” she said. ‘You must go.
I am sure there is a terrible wrong
being done, and you and I must stop
it. T have seen the truth at last, and
you're in the right. Please hide for
a time at least.” f

‘“Very well. If you have taken sidés
with us there’s some hope left. Thank
you for the risk you ran in warning
mc-" s -

She moved to the front of the com:
partment and was peering forth be-
tween the draperies when she stifled
a cry.

“Too late! Too late!
are. Don't part the curtains,
see you.” .

Pushing thru the-gambling hall were
Vocrhees and four others, seemingly
in quest of some one.

“Run down the back stairs,” she
breathed, and pushed him thru  the
door. He caught and held her hand
with a last word of gratitude. Then
he was gone. She drew down her veil
and was about to follow when the
door opened and he reappeared.

‘““No use,”” he remarked, quietly.
‘““There are three more waliting at th:
fool.” He looked out to find that the
officers had searched the crowd and
‘were turning towards the front stairs,
thus cutting off .his retreat. There
were but fwo ways down from the
gallery and no outside windows from
which to leap. As they had made no
armed display, the presence of he offi-
cer: had not Interrupted the dance.

@lenister drew “his revolver, while
irtc his eyes came the dancing glitter
that Helen had seen before, cold as
the glint of winter sunlight. >

“No, not that—for God’s sake!” she
shuddered, clasping his arm.

“I must for your sake, or they’ll fihd
yo': jhere, and that's worse than ruin.
I'll fight it out in the corridors so that
you can escape in the confusion. Wait
till the firing stops and the : crowd
gathers.” His hand was on the knob
when she tore it loose, whispering
hoarsely:

“They’ll kill you. Wait! There's a
better way. Jump.” She dragged him
to the front of the box and pulled
aride the curtains. “It isn’t high and
they won’t see you till it's too late.
Then you can run thru the crowd.”

He grasped her idea. and, slipping
his weapon back into its holster; lain
hol¢ of the ledge before him and low-
ered himself down over the daficers.
He swung out unhesitatingly, and al-
most bhefore he had been observed had
dropped into their midst. The gallery
wa: but twice the height of a man's
head from the floor, so he landed on
his feet and had drawn his Colts even
while the men at the stairs wers
shcuting at him to halt.

At sight of the naked weapons there
was confusion, wherein the commands
of the deputies mingled with the
shrieks of the 'women, the crash of
overturned chalrs, and the sound of
tramping feet, as the crowd divided
before  Glenister and swept back
against the wall in the same ominous
way that a crowd in the street hail
once divided on the morning of Helen’s
arrival. The trombone player, whn
bhad sunk low in his chair with closed
eves, looked out suddenly at the dis-
turbance, and his alarm was blown
thru the horn in a startled squawk
A large woman whimpered, ‘“Don’t
shecot,” and thrust her palms to her
ears, closing her eyes tightly.

Glenister covered the deputfes, from
whese vicinity the bystanders surged
a3 tho from the presence of lepers.

“Hands up!” he cried. sharply, and
tliey froze into motionless attitudes,
one poised on the lowest step of tha
stairs, the other a pace forward. Voor-
hees appeared at the head of the flight
anc rushed down a few steps only to
come abruptly Into range and to as-
sume a like "rigidity, for the young
man’s alm shifted to him.

“I have a warrant for you,” the oi-
ficer cried, his voice loud in the hush.

“Keep it,” sald Glenister, showing
his teeth In a smile in which there
was no mirth. He backed diagonally
across the hall, his boot-heels eclick-
ing in the silence, his eyes shifting
rapidly up and down the stairs where
the danger lay.

From her station Helen could see
the whole tableau, all but the men on
the stairs, where her vision was cut off.
Shr saw'the dance girls crouched be-
hind their partners or leaning far out
from the wall with parted lps, the
men eager yet fearful, the bartender
with a half-polished glass poised high.
Then a quick movement across the
hall suddenly diverted her absorbed
attention. She saw a man rip aside
the drapery of the box opposite and
lean so far out that he seemed in perii
ot falling. He undertook to sight a
weapon at Glenister, who was just
rossing from his view. At her first
glance Helen gasped—her heart gave
ore flerce lunge, and she cried out.

The distance across the pit was <o
short that she saw his every line and
lirneament clearly; it was the brother
she had sought these years and years
Before she knew or could check it all
the blood call leaped forth.

“Drury!” she cried, aloud, at whick
he whipped his head about, while
amazement and some other emotion
she gould not gauge spread slowly
over 'his features. For a long mo-
ment he stared at her without move-
ment or sign, while the drama beneatn
went on, then he drew back iInto his
retreat with .the dazed look of one
doubting his senses, yet fearfu]l of
putting them to the test. For her

There they
They'll

ther vanishing slowly into the shad-
ows, as tho stricken at her glance, the
curtains closing before his livid face
—and then pandemonium broke loose
at her feet.

Glenister, holding his enemies gt
bay, had retreated to the double doors
leading to the theatre. His coup had
bcen executed so quickly and with
such lack of turmoil that the throng
outside knew nothin~ of it till thev
sax a man walk backward thru the
duor, As he did so, he reached forth

part, she saw nothing except ‘her bro- |.

and slammed the wide wings shut be-
fore his face, then turned and dashed
into the press. Inside the dance nall
lcué sounds arose as the officers clat-
téred down the stairs and made after
their quarry. They tore the barrier
apart in time to see, far down the sa-
loon, an eddying swirl as tho some

great fish were lashing thru the lly- |

pads of a pond, and then the swinging
doors closed behind Glenister.

Helen made her way from the thea-
tre as she had come, unobserved and
unobserving, but she walked in a
dieam. Emotions had chased each
other too closely to-night to be dis-
tinguishable, so she went mechanical-
ly thru the narrow alley to Front-
sireet and thence to her home.

Glenister, meanwhile, had been swal-
lowed up by the darkness, the night
enfoiding him without sign or trace.
As'he ran he considered what course
to follow—whether to carry the call
to his comrades in town or to mak?
for the Creek and DexXtry. The Vigi-
lartes might still distrust him, and
vet he owed them warning. McNa-
mara’'s men were moving so swiftly
that action must be speedy to fore-
stall them. Another hour and the net
weauld be closed, while it seemed that
whichever course he chose they would
srare one or the other—either .ae
friends who remained in town, or Dex
ano. Slapjack out in the hills, With
daylight those two would return and
walk unheeding into the trap, while if
he bore ‘the’ word to them first, then
the Vigilarftes would be jailed before
dawn. As he drew near Cherry Ma-
lotte’'s house he saw a light thru tne
drawn .curtains. A heavy raindrop
splashed upon his face, another fol-
lewed, and then he heard the patter
of falling water increasing swiftly.
Before he could gain the door the
storm had broken. It swept up the
stieet with ‘tropical violence, while a
breath sighed out 6f the night, lifting
the litter from underfoot and pelting
himr with flying particles. Over the
rocfs the wind rushed with the rising

‘moan of a hurricane, while the night

grew suddenly noisy ahead of
tempest.

He entered the door without knock-
ing, to find the girl removing her coat.
Her face gladdened at sight of him,
bur he checked her with quick and
cautious words, his speech almost
drowned by the roar outside.

““Are. you alone?” 8he nodded, and
he slipped the bolt behind him, say-
ing: 3 .

‘“The marshals are after me, We
Just had a ‘run in’ at the Northern,
ant I'm on the go. No—nothing ser-
fcus yet, but they want the Vigilantes.
ana I must get them word. Will you
helr me?”’” He rapidly recounted the
row of the last ten minutes, while she
nodded her quick understanding.

“You're safe here for a little while,”
shes told him, “for the storm will
check’ them. If they should come,
there’s a back door leading out from
the kitchen and a side entrance yon-+,
der In my room you'll find a French.
window. They can't corner you very
well.” .

“Slapjack and Deéx aré out at the
shaft house—you know-that quartz
claim on the mountain above . the
Midas,” - He hesitated. *“Will you lend
m: your saddle-horse? It's a black
night and I may kill him.”

“What about these men in town?”

“I'll ‘warn them first, then hit for
the hills.”

She shook her head. “You can’'t @o
it. You can't get out there before
daylight if youn wait to rouse  these
pecple, and MeNamarg has_probably
telephoned the-mikesdh sendia perty
up to the quartz claim after Dex. He
knows where the old man.is asg well
a3 you do. and they’ll raid'him be-
fcre dawn.” :

“I'm afrald so. but it's all I can of-
fer. Will you.give me the horse?”

‘“No! He's only a pony. and you'd
fcunder him in the tundra. The mud
is knee-deep. I'll go myself.)’

“Good heavens, girl, in such a night!
Why, it's worth your life! . Listen to
ft' The creeks will be up and you'll
have to swim. No, T ean’t let: you.”

‘“He's a good little horse, and he'll
take me thru.” .Then, ‘coming close,
shr continued: “Oh, boy! Can’t you
see that 1 want to help? . Can't you
see that I—I'd die for you if it would
d» any good?”’ He gazed gravely into
her wide blue eyes and said, awkward-
ly: *“Yes, I know. I'm sorry things
are—as they are—but you wouldn’t
have me lie to you, little woman ”

“No. You're the only true man I
ever knew. I guess that's why I love
you. And I do love you, oh, So much'
I want to be good and worthy to love
you, too.”

She laid her face against his arm
and caressed him with clinging ten-
derness, while the wind yelled loudly
abcut the eaves and the windows
drummed beneath the rain. His heavy
brows knit themselves together, as sne
whispered:

“I love you! I love you! I love
ycu!” with such an agony of longing
in her voice that her soft accents were
sharply distinguishable above the tur-
moil. The growing wildness seemed a
part of the woman’'s passion, which
whipped and harried her like a wil-
low in a blast.

‘“Things are fearfully jumbled ' he
saia, finally. ‘““And this’is a bad time
to talk about them. I wish they
might be different. No other girl
would do what you have offered to-
night.”

‘““Then why do you think of that wo-
man?’ she broke in, fiercely. “She’s
bad and false. She betrayed you once:
shc’s in the play now; pou’'ve told me
so yourself. Why don’t you be » man
and forget her?”

“I can't.,” he said, simply. “You're
wrcng, tho, when you think she’s bad.
I found to-night that she's good and
brave and honest. The part she play-
ed was played innocently, I'm sure of
that, In spite of the fact that she'll
marry . McNamara. It was she who
overheard them plott(ing and risked
her reputation to warn me.”

Cherry's face whitened, while ‘the
shadowy eagerness that had rested
there died utterly. “She came into that
dive alone She did that ” He nod-
ded, at which she stood thinking for
some time, then continued: ‘“You're
herest with me,. Roy, and I'll be the
seme with you. I'm tired of deceit.
ti:ed of everything. I tried to make
you think she was bad, but in my own
heart I knew differently all the time.

lne

| 8he came here to-day and humbled

herself to get the truth, humbled her-
sel” to me, and I sent her away. Sh=
suspected, but she didn’t know, and
wten she asked for information I in-
sulted her. That's the kind of a crea-
ture I am. I sent her back to Struve,
whc offered to tell her the
story.” .

‘“What does that renegade want?”

“Can't you guess?”

‘“Why, I'@ rather—" The young man
ground his teeth, .but Cherry has-
tered.

“You needn’'t worry; she won't see
hin -again. She loathes the ground
ha walks on.”

“And vet he's nho worse than that
otiser scoundrel. Come, girl, we have
work to do; we must act, and act
quickly.” He gave her his message
to Dextry, then she went to her room
and slipped into a riding-habit., When

="snla

she.- came out he asked: “Where is
your raincoat? You'll be drenched in
no time.”

“I can’t ride with it. I'll be thrown,
anyway, and I don’'t want to be all
bcund up. Water won't hurt me.”

She thrust her tiny revolver into her
dress, but he took it and upon exam-
ination shook his head.

“If you need a gun you'll need a
good one.'”” He removed the belt from
hi, own waist and buckled his Colts
abcut her,

“But you!" she objected. 5
“I'll get another in ten minutes.
Then, as they were leaving, he said
“One other request, Cherry. I'll be in
hiding for a time, and I must get word
t> Miss Chester to keep watch of aer
urcle, for the big fight is on- at last
and the boys will hang him sure if
ttey catch him. 'I owe her this-last
warning. Will you send it to her?™
“I'll do it for your sake, not for her
—no, no; I don’t mean that. I'll do
the right thing all round. Leave it
here and I'll see that she gets it to-
morrow. And—Roy—be careful of
ycurself.” Her eyss were starry and
in their depths lurked neither selnsh-
ness nor jealousy now, only that mys-
terious glory of a woman who mases

sacrifice.

Together they scurried back to .-
steble, and yet, in that short distance.
she would have been swept from her
feet 'had he not seized her. They blew
in thru the barn door, streaming and
soaked by the blinding sheets that
drove Scythelike ahead of the wind.
He struck a light, and the pony wh.n-
nied at recognition of his mistress.
She stroked the little fellow’s muzzle
while Glenister cinched on her saddle.
Then, when she was at last mounted,
sh’. leaned forward:

“Will you kiss me once, Roy, for
th: last time?” \

He took her rain-wet face between
hi¥x hands and kissed her upon ‘-~
lips as he would have saluted a little
maid. As he did so, unseen by both
of them, a face was pressed for an in-
stent against the pane of glass in the
stable wall. “You're a brave girl and
may God bless you,” he said, extin-
gtishing the light. He flung the door
wide and she rode out into the storm.
Locking the portal, he plunged. bgck
tew ards the house to write his hurs
rieG note, for there was much to 4o
and scant time for its accomplishment,
despite the helping hand of the hurri-
cane. He heard the volce of Bering
4% it thundered on the Golden Sands,
and knew that the first great storm
f the fall had come. Henceforth he
saw that the violence of men. would
rival the rising elements, for the deeds
of this night would stir their passionx
as Aeolus was rousing the hate of wue
sea, . d

He neglected to bolt the house door
as he entered, but flung off his arip-
ping coat and, seizing pad and pencil.
scrawled his message. The wind
screamed ‘about the cabin, the lamp
flared smokily, and =Glenister felt a
draught suck past him as tho from an
open door at his back as he te:

“I can’t do anything more, e end
hss come and ‘it has brough the
hatred and bloodshed that I have been
trying to prevent. I played the game
according to your rules, but they
ferced me hack to first principles in
spite of myself, and now T don’t know
what the finish will be. To-morrow
will tell. Take care of your uncle, and
if you wish to communicate with me,
g0 to Cherry Malotte. She is a friend
to both of us. - =

“Always your servant,
“Roy Glenister.”

As rhe sealed this he paused, whils
he feit the "hair on his neck rise and
bristle and a chill race up his spine
His heart fluttered, then pounded on-
ward. till the blood thumped audibly
at his ear-drums and he found himsel:
swaying in rhythm to its beat. The
muscles of his back cringed and rip-
pled at the proximity of some hover-
ing peril, and yet an irreésistible feel-
ing forbade him to turn. A sound
came from close behind his chair—
the drip, drip, drip of water. It was
roc from the eaves, nor yet from @
faulty shingle. His back was to the
kitchen door, thru which he had come,
and, altho there were no mirrors be-
forr him, he felt a menacing. presence
as surely as tho it had touched him.
His ears were tuned to the finest pin-
pricks of sound, so that he heard the
faint, sighing ‘“squish” of a sodden
shoe upon which a weight had shifted.
Stil' something chained him to his
seat It was as tho his soul laid a
restraining hand upon his body, wait-
ing for the instant.

He let his hand seek his hip care-
lessly, but remembered where his gun
was. Mechanically, he addressed the
note in shaking ¢ aracters, while be-
hu]d him sounded the constant drip,
drip, drip that he knew came from
salurated garments. For a long mo-
ment he sat, till he heard the stealthy
click of a gun-lock muffled by finger
pressure. Then he set his face and
slowly turned to find the Broneo Kid
standing behind hHim as tho risen from
the. Sea,. his light clothes wet and
chiiging, his feet centred in a spread-
ing puddle. The dim Hght showed the
ccpvulsive fury of his features above
the leveled weapon, whose hammer
was curled back like the head of a
striking adder, his eyes gleaming with
frenzy.. Glenister’s mouth was powder
diy, but his mind was leaping- riotous-
ly. like dust before a gale, for he di-
vired himself to be -in the deadliest
perll of his life. When he spoke the
call;nnesa of his voice surprised him.
sclf. :

“What's the matter, Broneco " The
Kifi made no reply, and
“What do you want?” o o

“That’s a hell of a question,”
gambler said, hoarsely. r
of

the

“I want you,
course, and I've got you.”

“HOIt(llﬂ‘il‘ldD!t I am unarmed. Thig is
your ry, and I w
what's back of it.” "oy
“Damn the talk!" cried the
dealer, moving closer till the
shone on his features, which com-
menced to twitch.  He' raised the re-
volver he had half lowered, “m ...
reason enough. and you know ! g
Glenister looked him fairly bet'ween
the eyes, gripping himself with firm
hrrds to stop the tremor he felt in
hix bones. “You can't kin me,” he
said. “I am too good a man to'mur:
der. You might shoot a crook, but
yor can’t kill a brave man when he’s
urarmed. You're no asesassin.” He
remained rigld in his chair, however
moving nothing but his lips. meethé
the other's look unflinchingly, The
Kil hesitated an instant, while his
eyes, which had bheen fixed with the
glare of hatred, wavered ga moment,

faro
light

s betraying the faintest sign of inde-

cision.

“Ha!
quiver.”

The gambler grimaced. “ can't d
it. If I could. I'd have shot you be(3
fore you turned. But you'll have to
fight, you dog. Get up and draw.”

Roy refused. “I gave Che
o ITY my
‘“Yes, and more, too,” the man grit-
ted. “I saw it all.” §

Even yet Glenister had made n»
slightest move, realizing that a feat.-
er’s weight might snap the gamblers
nervous temsion and bring the invol-

Glenister cried

out, exult .
I knew it. oon

Your neck cords

| “She’s one of the leaders of the ‘smart

| leaving a parched-lipped man and a

Altho up-to-date’ New York s
perhaps the most criticized community |
on the face of the earth—subjected to
a running fire of analysis and occastonm‘;
disapproval alike from those within and |
those without, from native and foreign-
er, from the casual stranger and the
cldest in ant—she remains slnxular-;
ly nonoreoepihq, to rules and admoni-'
tions. g

The comments of propagandists may,
irdeed be said to run off the critic-proof |
surface of Manhattan Island like water|
off a duck’s back and, to all intents and,
purposes, make no impression what-|
ever, |

The provincial and foreign estimate of |
the morals of New York is exaggerwtedi
and, in some cases, grossly unfair, but it |
is certain that no reproof, however em- |
phatie, could be too strong to adminisier |
to what have come to be sadly regarded
as typical New York manners. 1t may
indeed be said without fear of exaggera-
tior. that New Yorkers, as a class, have,
worse manners than any other civiliz-
€d people in the world,

New York may be compared in this!
respect to a cream chees sandwich;
between- two layers of classes in ‘which
nianners are neglected, either thru ig-
ncrance or design, there exists a la.yer}
of the real thing in.good, old-fashioned
méanners inherited from generation to,
gereration—the very cream-of-the- |
cream of consideration for others, com-|
posed alike of tradition and delicacy. |

There are still thousands and thou-!
sands of such New Yorkers, native and.
adcpted, but on the other hand. the,
bread of the metaphorical sardwich pre=|
sents. two extremes of ‘“society” in the
broad sense of the word. One slice of
bread, the “‘upper crust,” represents a|
large section of the smart set and the
wculd-be smart set, who copy fa.ults‘
and vices without' seeking to imitate
virtues. The other slice tekes in the!

lowest strata, most of whose names do

not figure even in a city diractory, much
less in the social register, and it is!
equally remarkable and regrettable that'
the manners of .the “smart set” and]
the great unknown and unnumbeved
should possess so many points in com-
mon.

To such an extent indeed is this car-
ried that it has often become impossible
to distinguish some fine lady, secure in'
social position, from Anonyma, or some
“gentlemen” from the type “gent,”
aptly designated by our English cousins,
the “bounder.” A :

Nowhere are metropolitan manners
more conspicuous than in the favored!
haunts of the modern New York. The
theatre, the opera, the tables and corri-
ders of fashionable restaurants and the
great cafes of Fifth-avenue, furnish evi-
dence from which one may arrive at a
fair estimate of the degeneracy to which
New York manners have been subject-
ed. ¢

There was a time, not long distant,
when there were great ladies in New
Ycork society holding their own with the
great ladies of Washington, Boston,
Philadelphia and Baltimore, and there
were polished men of the world there,
too, who cultivated and preserved “man-
ner’” as well as good manners. A ocon-
tingent of this class still exists in New
York, appalled at the monster of the
ycunger generation’s creation. But this
race is fast dying out, and it isl a la-
mentable fact that, so far as| their
descendants are concerned, they) have
left few successors. Tennyson's \“"Tis
only noble to be good,” may ind te
paraphrased into ‘’Tis -only smart to be
rude,” and the coterie ‘uf the rich and
rude, unquestionably rules the social
rocsts 2

The modern breed is exemplified in
what may be called the ‘‘shrieking sis-
terhood,” whose members set such a
bad example of high-pitched wvolubility
that weak-minded women outside the
“exclusive circle’” argue to themselves
that, since it is “smart” to shriek at
the opera, the play, and the fashionable
restaurants, they will shriek, = too.
Hence, pandemonium. :

The opulent parties in the boxes at the
opera or the theatre often see no rea-
sor why they should not shriek thru
the- performance as well as during the
noisy entr'actes. The chosen spirits and
kindred souls who convene at luncheon,
dinner ,and supper, flood the restaur-
ant "with their acute accents. Equally
ohlivious and disdainful of the existence
of others who may not be equally inter-
ested in the subjects that precccupy
their small minds, they chatter like
cages full of monkeys or parrots. Hav-
ing ' shrieked-thru the Newport season
and the fall season of the Virginia Hot
Springs; they come shrieking back to
town for the November horse show and
opera—and there indeed by their shrieks
shall they be known. Geéntlewomen
never shriek in public; their amusement
is subdued, and It i{s one of the first
principles of good breeding to converse
in lower tones at publixv restaurants.
Little, however, care the members of
the shrieking sisterhood for this rule of
etiguette.

‘The other night at a well-known res-
taurant, a quartet of men and women
sat at a table. Nothing in the appear-
ance of the women denoted other than
respectibility of the so-called ‘““middle
class” divorced from “smartness’ and
unversed in fashion. As they rose to
leave one of the women suddenly pounc-
ed upon some object whizh had been
handed to her vis-a-vizs by the French
waiter., The vis-a-vis resisted her at-
tempt to take this article away from
him. The woman thereupon called out
to the waiter, ‘Here, Frenchy!
Frenchy!”

The people at the neighboring tables
stared at her in amazement.

“Who is he?” asked one of another.

“Probably.”” one person suggested.

*t" ”
But, as a matter of fact, she wasn't.
One Sunday afternoon, two young wo-
men, fashionably dressed, sat together
a- the service in a well-known church
just off Fifth-avenue. One of them
courteously offered a lady who sat next

uniary twitch that would put him out
swifter than a whip is cracked.

“I have tried it before, but murder
isn’t my game.” The Kid’'s eye caught
the glint of Cherry’'s revolver wher:
sh~ had discarded it. ‘“There's a gun
—get it.”

“It's no good. You'd carry the six
L:ullets and never feel them. 1 don':
know what this is all about, but I'll
fight you whenever I'm heeled right.”

“Oh, you black-hearted hound,’
enerled the Kid. “I want to shoof,
but I'm afraid. I used to be a gentle-
man, and I haven't lost {t all, I guess.
Ru: I won't wait the next time. I'll
down you on sight, so you'd better
get ironed in a hurry.” He backed out
of the room into the semi-darkness of
the kitchen, watching with lynxlike
clceeness the man who sat so quletly
under the shaded light. He felt be-
hind him for the outer door-knob and
turned it to let In a white sheet of rain,
ther vanished like a storm wraitk,

zigrag trdil of water, which gleamed
in the lamplight like a pool of blood.

to her in the pew, and who was evident= '
ly a stranger to her, a hymn book. No-
thing in the young woman’s ‘manner up
to that time had been -other than b=z
coming. Suddenly she drew nearer her: :
companion who was seated in the cornet
o{ the pew, and thruout the first part
0’ the sermon continued to elbow and
pinch and torment her generally, to her
Breat discomfort, and io wne annoyance,
an.azement, and disgust of the neigh-

‘ring worshippers. This remarkably
irrecerent and ill-behaved person was
not an unruly child but a grown wo-
man, and yet she deliberately disgraced
herself and incidentally the community,
for one observer whispered to another i
*New York!”

Reformation in New York manners:
vould find excellent exercise in the ore
chestra seats at our theatres where the
law of mine and thine is so often se:
at deflfance. When an individual pur=
chases and occupies a seat, it might.
naturally be assumed that it is his for
the evening. Such, howewc:, s fre-
quently not the case. he seat holder.
toc often finds the back of his chaip-:
used as an elbow rest by some per-
son leaning forward from behind, the

ter to gaze at the stage thru an o6p=''
era glass. It seems not to occur -to
the intruder that he or she—and wo-'
men really are the chief offenders’'ifi’":
this respect—is causing annoyance, > 4.

In the meantime, the chair is used as :
8 foot-rest or knees are braced against..
the back of it, or a foot, possibly shod
i1 & muddy boot, either obtrudes ftselt"’
or -beats a persistent tattoo 'im s
time to the music. A heavy
wrap is often hung  over the .
back of the chair in front, or some en- .,
ormous theatre hat is fastened to the
back of the chair the man actually. oc-
cubies,and between the overflowing dra-.
pery on his knees and the elbows, feet,
muddy boots, and other manifestations .
o! the ill-bred spectator behind him, the
theatregoer in New York is apt to pass _
a disagreeable evening, unendurable ft,b,__‘,
those nervously sensitive to physical
contact, ‘ e

Obtese ladies obtrude on thejr neigh=
bor's chair and rattle their fans under
his nose. Women lean half across his'
chair in order to better see the stage.
. The individual who explains the play
or keeps up a running fire of jcomiment
on the performance is ‘seldom lacking,
and altogether, theatre-going is apt:to
be a little pleasure and a long pain.:’
The chatterbox theatre party caps the :
climax; it only wanted that! ot &

Altogether, the manners of New York:
in 1907 indicate every sign of decadence; - .
they could rot well be worse,

JOHN BURROUGHS ON ANIMAL. .
INTELLIGENCE.

Ir it be charged that in denying
reason to the lower animals I am un-
wittingly admitting a break in the .
process of evolution and opening the .
door for ‘the miraculous of the thea-
logians to step in, I reply that there
is no more break here than one meeéts
with elsewhere in nature. There are .
no breaks in creation, but there are
those sudden. and striking changes
and transformations which we :call,”
metamorphoses, and ‘the. reason of
man arising out of brute instinct seems -
like one of these metamorphoses, as
startling as that of the change of the
grub into the butterfly, or when the
egg becomes a chick, of the seed be-
comes the plant or the tree; or in'"
the mechanical world when force ‘afid “
motion are turned into light and heat; °
or in the chemical worl, when the ele-
ments unite' to prcduce a third en-= =
tirely unilike elthexi,..as when two In--
visible gases by the passage of ati
electric spark are turned into water.
In the diamond and the sapphire we *
see no hint of the common elements of"
which they are composed; and the
pearl in the oyster seems ' removed = -
worlde away from the coarse shell
that holds it, but its ingredients are ®: .
the samec. !

Or take an ({llustration nearer at
-hand: What can seem more llke & -
new birth, a new creation, than the-
flower ‘of a plant when contrasted
with its leaves and stalk ‘and root?
Yet all this dellcacy dnd eolor and -
fragrance come by way of these hum- '
bler parts; indeed; lay dorinant thers ;
in the soil till this something we call:
life drew them' out of it and built
them up into this exquisite form. In
the same way may not the animal na-
ture blossom into these mental and
'spiritual powers which man possesses,
and which are only latent in the lower
creatures, visible and active in man,
‘but only potential in his animal kin-
dred? i .

Or take the analogy of what we
‘may call the lower and the ‘higher’
senses,. What can be a greater de-
parture from the sense of touch, and.
taste, and smell-more like a miracu-
lous addition or metamorphosis than’ -
the sense of sight? And yet its foun-:
dation is the same as the other senses
—nerve sensibility. The extra mental,
gift of man which supplements the
faculties he shares with thé animals”®
is of like character. Man alone has
mental vision, mental concepts, sees
things in relation, apprehends cauyse
and effect. and the reason of this and
that. Yet in the acuteness of some of
the physical senses, the animals sur-.
pass him.—From “Animal and Plant
Intelligence,” by John Burroughs (n
The Outing Magazine for December,

LITERATURE OF YOUTH.

Knicker: What
you most?

Bocker: The ones I didn't buy with
the money father sent me at' college.— .
New York Sun. 4
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Health, Strength,
Vidor, Appetite

Drink
THE ALE

COSGRAVE |

—Or—"
THE PORTER
Made from Pure Irish Malt,

CGOSGRAVE

or a Delicious Blend of Both .|
HAFL AND HALF

Always Ask for

Continued Next Sunday,

COSGRAVE'S|
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