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In n minute more Arthur knew that
he could rise ond steal avwey bound-
leasly through the sand—-away around

thé bullding at his lefi—down the
beach agaln ~auywhere, just so It
should Le away Irom (he unseen and
unknown man,

At that very instant, however, the

rea blur of the pipe described an arc

in the gloom, indicating that the owne
of the pipe had remo,ed 1t from his
mouth,

Then, harsh above the murmur of
the #urf upon the beucn. hoarse, rav
and repellent, a voice came thiougl
the night to him:

“Hey, there! Who the devil are
you? An' what are you doin' round
here?"

CHAPTER XXVIIL,

Struck mouovmiess by  tuls direct
chialienge, AFluur remined where ne
wis, tuaule 10 speak or move (8]

teriible anguish assailed nim, At ont
blow his prans had all been ghactered
AuW IR the very hour of probable
suceess he was contronted vy faiure,
ruin and destruction, ‘fue moment
was bitter with the gail of defeut
Again the harsh yvoice rounded
“Come along out o thal,
Come along or I'll bring yul!”
Arthur realized that evas.on or at

you!

tempted flight would aow te worse
than useless. He musi tace this un
known man and bluff or br.ve nis way
through. Wftnh quick wng and a fat
walle: he might still travel far, despite
cveryvthing.

And ai the last resort Le had the
automat.c

On the instant ail the soft
ret.ning and ennoblicg intluences of
freedom, of night, of mc and
hopes had cnce moure v All
thoughts of Enid had taken ewift

and the wiles
animal had
At that hail,
and evil had

fligh:. Now
of the hunted
dominantly ged
good had quitted the bo

the cunuing
riro!

vnce more laid its blighting, withering
ciutch upon him.

Arthur gtood up, faced the unseen
man with the pipe, and advanced to

ward him through the icese sand,
“Who are you anyhow?” h

mandea boldly
The

other ripped off a string ¢

some ner
arkin' n
that, now!

vou cett'nly got
you,” he retorted, *‘to be
who I am! Come on out o
1 won't have no |

rammies hangin

thieves nov
my place this

time 0 the morn.

“Who's a thizt raminy " de
mand. Arthur You be
caal!”

The smo

“Come ome here!" he |
erated. “Come and let's bave o €
at you |

He rose from wiere he was ¢
advanced to Arthur and suddeniy
flashed an eleetrie beam in kis face.
Startled, the rugitive uvlinked and
stepped back a pace. The other laughed
again

“Got your goat hey, kid?
fested, clumsily. “Well, who are you

an' what you doin’
By the vague re
Arthur sed !

hrere
ection of the beam
the fellow was a

THIS WEAK,
NERVOUS MOTHER

Tells How Lydia E.Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound
Restored Her Health.

iladelphia, Pa.—*‘1 was very weak,
4 tirfd. my back ached. and 1 felt
sickly most of the
time. | went to &
doctor and he said
1 had nervous indi-
gestion, which ad-
ded to my weak
condition kep meo
worrying most of
the time—and he
scid if 1 could not
ctop that, 1 could
not get well
heard so muchabout

Lydnulj Pinkham's
) Vegetable Com-

nd my husbard wunted me to try it
mol: it fora week and felt a little bet-
ter. J kept itup for three months, and
1 feel fine and can eat anything now
without distressor nervousness.’'— Mrs.
J WorTHLINE, 2842 North Taylor St.,
Philadelphia Pa.

The majority of mothers nowadays
overdo, there are so many demands
upon their time and strength; the result
is invariably a weakened, run-d.wn,
nervous vondition with headaches, back-
ache, irritability and deprcssion — and
soon se! > l:‘l;nc&u f.;'d.lo 3
It is at such in life that Lydia .

v:ot.lblo Compound will
copditcn, =8
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hulking, blg showidercd brute wich an

OV countenance, ‘Lae rank pipe stil
betvween his  Jaws  emitted noxlous
fumes, Arwiur ielt o strong impulse
to draw nla pun and shoot tne ruffian
aown me bencn comb.ane tough,

scoured off the clty s dlves und swums,
uo doubt, But he restrained bimseit,
Lven though this man stvod squarely
i his path to liberty he weuld not Kill
vet,
“"Who
manded
e blind!

more de
Sirike

are
the beach-comber,
Spit it out!
Swittly Arthur thought, To frame
any kind of passable story, he knew
would be totally impeesible, This type

you?’ once

of man, shrewd and cvil, would
athom any le that ke could tell. The
only poseible course must be the
| frontal attack of bribery.

“What's th to you who 1 am?"
Arthur therefore parried

“What's it to me? A loi! This

see”"
mb at

here's my property;
He jerked his thu
behind him.,

the shack

“l won't have no

“Oh, forget it!" interrupted Ar
thur, “Your whole placo isn't wort}
a minute of my time, I could buy out |

the whole string of dumps
then some, and mever feel It. If a man
happene to huve business out Lere and
then happens to want to get back to
the city, do you kick? Awre you a wise
guy or not?
Silencs a
beam went
strongly
‘Say!

moment, The eclect™c
out, und the pipe glowed
The man was pondering
s What you glvin
Low?" he suddenly demanded

But though the words were hosiile
Arthur sensed the change in tone. Al

ready hie had succeeded in establishing
a lfue of communication

“What d'vuh mean?” the touza
fallenged,

That's nothing to Yo what 1
pean,” Arthur replied, lowering his
voice, “Anybody elae round thes=:
diggings? Anybody rubbering?”

ope. Why?"

‘D'you wani a bundle of kale?”
The question. po.ntblank, struck the

ruffian a heavy blow, The blow weni

riglit erough.

cmanded, eagerly.

I've got enough for

t do vou mean. what for?”
t dg you wani o' me?"”
'

2 (etaway? Is that

llow about

right.

The smoker pondered again, ther
nodded toward the doorway of his
shadk

“Come along up an’ we'll chew this
thing out, kid he answered

iz tone had great moderated
now. Peifectly well he undersicod—
or (houzht he understood--that he
was dealing  with eome crook o

dweller of the underworld., From that

very moment his hostility was begin
ning to melt., A kindred spirit was
developed Arthur's line of action
had been uner gly correct; the only

le one under the circum
The instinet developed by his
months in Sing Sing could not
fall him now
Well nleased, he followed the man
up to the rough porch of the ram-
shackie buwilding perched on the dune
Alrcady le felt t the eitnation was
well in ! 1. Hec much money he
lint let he did not know, but
er the rum might be, he would
give il need were for escape
He felt 1t must surely be enough—
more than enourh 727 this emergency
“Sit  down an' iet’s have it the
fallow directed, flinging his hand at
(ue edge of the poreh, “Shoi!™
*“lnere’s nothing to it excent
I wint a boat. and want it
swered Arthur, sitt.ng down

po

that
Jan
beslde

b

i@ other sucked at his pipe.

0w muen s tagre in |7 ror
and wuere 4o you wal (1) 4

Land me
oF New York,
Wity you, (

“oh, | cun do it
right! I1've got a
wwwr-boat in a cove back here. dut
tue bundle—-aow nl aoes she run?’
arch me! | don’t know,”

me
g
anywhere 1n jirooklyy
and 11 split the bundle
do Y

all right,
twedly-two oot

ad dud

all

“What?  Aln't looked at it yet?
Aln'c weeded the leather?”
“Haven't had time Whatever it is

K.*

I'\! go fifty-rifty, len't that O.
lTake a chance?”

“Sure | will!” the other exclaimed
with elation, “You're ‘right 1 see

Dut you must want a boat some to put
over an offer right that!"
“You're righ' . do, And | want it

quick, QGet busv!"”

“Sure 1'll get busy, But we'll split
first. Let's have & onoceover at the
pockage.”

“That's fair. Give me vour flash
light here.”

“Nothin' dolm'! Come inside. |
gct to get scme gas, anybow, for the

sere and |

|

KEEP

~B,r;Ac'n ch"m ;
: \STOVE-POLISH-. "'

YO

old boat
It's going

And some clothes, too.
to be some chilly salling,

ho.  No: come in and we'll have a
what you got. &ay!"”

“What 2"

“Dian’t 1 hear some firin' off there

somewhere half an hour ago, or may-
be fifteen minutes?”

“Firing?" Arthur parried

“M-m-m-m-huh! 1 just now hap-
pened to think of it. This surf here
makes some nofse. 1 didn't know for
Was there some gatts going’,
Good play with the old pepper-
how "
“Search me!"

denled Arthur, “1

didn’'t hear anything."
“Didn't eh?’ asked the other, sus-
p.ciously. ‘Well, maybe not. 1 kind

of thought perhaps you was in on it.

None o' my funeral, of course; but—"
“Forget it and let's get busy with
that boat!" exclaimed the fugitive,

standing up and waiting for the other

it the way in. “Nothing that's
past amounts to a cuss now, 1 want
your boat and I'!l cough right up for
it. £o go to it

The ruffianly fellow grumbled a
mcment to himself imcoherently, then
turned and flung open a rickety door
The flash of the electric beam flicked
white light on rough walls and disor-
der. Arthur, none too well pleased
by this turn of affairs, yet in his des-
peration forced to chance it, followed.

Inside the door he paused, peering
about him with the wise caution that
had come to birth in nim through his
prison experience At his right, a
mulling fire of ariftwood knots show-
ed a fireplace of rough brick. The dull
glow of it lighted a squalld room, sin-
gularly disordered Arthur nad vare-
Iy time t> note more than this general
fmpression when his host struck a
match and lighted a tin lamp on the
table .

The unshaded light of this revealad
a wretched interiog—a rough bgarded
room with few nets hung on ng
along the a stove on three leg
and a brick tumbied iron cot; dirty
cooking-things; miscellaneous odds
and ends of iron and ship-chandlery
in one corner, gleaned from the beach;
a barrel nearly full of corks near the
door

Beside the @place lay a heap of
driftwood, drying. The only discord-
ant note in the whole symphony of

squalor was a telephone on the table,
nding among unwashed ¢

That telephone struck Arthur with
a peculiar and disquieting forec

What could its use he? Why had

been installed in that lonely hovel
out there on the eage of nowhere?
What poszibf® wuse could a broken-
down beach-comber and casual figher-
man have for g lephone?

Turning these questions in
mind, Arthur lonked at the man him-
geif. curious to kncw what manner of
creature hald Fate in his hands

The strange fellow was tent over
the tire, poking at it with a huge iron
bar that had orce done duty aooard
sup. Arthur could not see his fuce as
et He bad caught a glimpse of it
when the man had ignted toe lamp,
but had not yet been able to form any
clear picture of his host. Now, bow-
ever, as the man turned with some
grumbled words of complaint about
the chill dampness of thke November
air on the m the fugitive saw
him plainly and frowned

His was, 1n lac a race to give
most men pauge. In Arthurs plight i
seemed doubly disquieting Nothing
zood, evtrything evil wa written
there in lines of di e, vice, hard

hip and crime Ki Alcohol had
set brand on that low counten-
and wicked thoughts and pur-
kis deeds and criminal schem-
ngs had well seconded work in
making the man an of repul-
sion and of fear.

The chin was gquare and
with a pepper-and-zait stul
nose was broken and twisted
iIf by a terrif blow a

now

ance;
Pose

his
object
bristled
I the
awry, as
tvidly

soar

I combm

smoke; an evil eye, 4f ever man pos-
sesred one; the eye of a human beast
of prey.

Artnur surveyved this personality,
cind 1n n reefer. n torn black sweater,
end a neckerchle!, supplemented by
corduroy trousers, and v bouts, Ho

folently unpleasant wans  hia lmpras-
slon that he conld not entirely sup-
preas (in effect in his look. The beacn-
observed this  and grinned
maliclously, showing broken und yel-
lowed tecth

“I pin't such 0 much In the beauty
line, ou ¢ olaenlrted “No,
strike me I ain't no Venus de
Medicine that's a fact, Dut what
We can’t all pin o
Some

S0

and
d'you expect?
“igh grade of work llke you.

¢f us has to pull the rough stuff,

what
I'm

kickin® about?
kicking,"’

you

not plled Arthur
“Cut it, cut 1t, and get busy! Get
your things on, cop the gas, and 1I'll
split even with you, whatever | ve got
Go to jt, now!

For a moment the man scemed
about to obey He noaded, turned
and shuffled toward the fireplace, the
fron bar etill In his hand Then be
stopped ang once again taced Artnur

Suppose yYou make that  two-
thirds? ' he suggested ‘“The price of
livin' Is dognation high down here,
specially gas; and what little ] can
piek up on the beach don’t amount to
a hoot, Corks used to bring—

“Oh, forget (t!" interrupted Ar-
thur, his temper rising. “Eifty-tifty,
1 said, and that goes!"

ain't 1t?"
“Sec here, are you trying to skin
we alive?”
You can pay it you're goin’
to, see? Now, dir'”

No mistaking the look in that one
glowering eye. Arthur felt his temper
getting the other hand. The man ob-
viously had deiermined to wring him
dry or hold him up altogether The
draz of the pistol in his pocket glad-
dened him. A little more now, and—

“Well, how about it?" demanded the
thug. “Are you goin' to cough, or
ain't you? Maybe son'd like to hoof

? asked Arthar.
you do the job?

I'll do a thing T do
riously at Arthur a
came nearer
randed, roughly

at hair-cut?
busine i

ne of you

“Up the river—eh, kid?"

“What of it? You've bien there
yourself, 1 bet lifon!

“Maybe 1 have, maybe 1 have!
Somie place, ain't it? Sirike me biind.
but it's s¢ place! A con would

ome across with everything he's got,

wouldn't he, to beat a dump like
that”
With o quick & ure of his left
hand he kpockod Arthur's hat off. Ar-
= flungz up his arm, but too late
ET a woman ease your suflering. T wany

370U to write, and let me tedl you of
' simple method of home treatment,

send you ten days’ ree trial, pos:- \\
paid, and put you in touch with ‘.-

women in Canada who will
gladly tell what my method
Qs
\Q tions. blad-

has done for them.
If you are troubled
with weak, tired
feelings, head- der weakness,
o

ache, back- constipatio -
ache, bear- % tarrhal conditions,
ing down pain in the sides, regu-

larly orirregularly,
bloating, rense of falling or
misplacement of internul or-
s, nervousness, desire Lo cry,

palpitation, hot fla- hes, dark i
under the eyes. or & Inss of interest
Ia life, write to me to-d Addresm

Mes. M. Summers, Bu B Wodewr, O

The hat—3layton's black felt
ed aw and fell upon the dirty table.

‘Son hair-cut? ‘That's right!
gibed the ruffian, got your num-
her, bo That an' your white-paper |
face would give you a frec pass back
to Sing Sing any day.

Just out, hey? And a fresh ju!':
on voar hands? An them after
Sayv. looka here! No two-thirds xzoes

»  You hand over the

now see
wad, widdo or Get .

He leered horribly at th ¢ n
{ Con acre Come a X
i T
| i
| &
| i
L vor
| ¢
| kn

wealed the right temple from the eve-
brow up into tne tangie of unkempt
hair now disclosed as the man flung
hin sou'wester upon the floor and |
kicked it away into a corner

All this was of il augury; but his
oves were still w his eye rather

for he had but one. The left had i
gouged out in some of his obviousl)
numercous battles, and now the lid
drboped empty The remaining optic

blinked red, Inflamed with drink and

n

teeth, foul sto or unclean
bowel.” If yourteeth are good,
look to

1 it

w-backz —without to

ccunt them. He i ' the
tehle, all but a £inie

“ere, vou, quit holdin’ out on e!
snaried the ruffian

‘en can spare e this to stake '
when [ strike the citv. 1 )
a cent of m: own, I You've
zot to let me have this ten!

“Not wuch 1 won't! You get an
overcoat there you can put up for &
ittle ceip. You got friends. You car
make a touch. [ need the coin—se
and— Here! Gimme that now! Quit
vour holdin’ tut!™

With his lef: haad—the right stil

held the poker--the thug smatchc?
both wallet snd bauk-nofe. His brows
wrinkled in s villainous, jow expree-
s'on a8 with hls e!ingle red o)@ he atu-

the bay with all the bulls scout-

spiral-

to curo a skin discase, ulcer or
sore permancntly is (o get to the
“root” of the direage. That's what
Zam-Nuk does,

Zam-Buk's extraordinary powers
of penctration, (ombined with its
germ<destroying properties enable
it to reach and destroy all germs in
thq urderlying tissuer, where skin
troubles have their origic. In
other words, Zom-Buk cures from
the “root” upward, go that no trace
of the discase is left to break out
again.

To get lasting results, therefore,
you should use Zam-Buk for all
skin “discases, bolls, ulcers and
blood-poisoning, sores and plles.

All dealers, (0c, bos.

died the pocketbook. Theun a change
came over his face. His mouth aronped

open. The yellow teeth showed He
stared at Arthur in amaze.

“Say, strike me blind!” he ejacu-
lated. “If it ain’t Slayton's leather!™

“"What—what d'you mean?” gasped
Arthur. “You —know him?"

“Know him! Do -—I —know him?"

beliowed the other in a nassion. "l

easks me if | know him! Me, hired 10

watch an ‘keep him from—Irou.-
“What?"

The thug made a quick e
Arthur's overcoat. and flung * back.
“Hiz overcoat! H sult! You got

his suit on!"
He turned, snatched up the hat from
the table, and peered inside it. There

| appeared three little gold-paper let-
| ters:
w. H 8

“His Hal”

‘rthur faced him. livid

“What's the matter with you, -
how he demanded hotly Urazy
or what?"

“You've cleaned out n
reared the beach-comber. his a
study cf wicked rage You've avh
croaked him, hey? You've croaked
My meal-tick, have you?

Can that and get busy w he
boat!" cried Arthur, shaking with

10 You've got t )
| it! Get to werk!"

‘Work ! Ha! I'l get
right, you lobster! Bu
kinl o w

you g

in hand.
83 possesscd the fagr-
ke o red haze o
his eyes. Now,” ]
woment of escape,

ed ercaiure
for sowe un n was about
to deliver hii

3 a8
1 to thjmhw.
Arthur’'z hand slid i.°~ Wi
"

losed over the buit
tic. On the instant
vezpon whipped up into the air
With a beastlike cry
| sprang and struck The
smashed on Arthur's
he pulled trig
{ through the room; sp!
| the floor

at the very 1
hidocus, vicic

var

fron

| The fugitive's arm drepped, a-
i Iyzed. He tried to duck, to guard th
| the left elbow; but the sw ar
| caught him. Fair on the nead its
irru«'!mz.; impact descended.
| shielded the boy’s skull
{ took the full shock of
l!.:‘.n‘.\
{ Reeling, h shed ag
{and fell. B obseur:
envwrapped 1 1o its pall
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Ghronic Skin Disordeis
" oW Overcome Quickiy

Lae 8§ DO Lup (
| disfiguring en the
bioea is parged of un
| clean matter
" s follow the use of
s It pruvi
h ' M
h and re

o normal

trition, f

cut of
caused
complexicn and
CGet Han

cient, women or
children. Get box to-day from
any dealer.

SRS
Burn Gas Jet Under Water.
In a new European method for pro-

ducing steam, a high-pressure gas jet

{s burned under the surface oi the wa

ter In a steel boller.

———
H. Peck—John, | w'sh you'd

Mra.
give me a synonym for misery. Mr.
H. Peck—What's the matter' with

4 ytrimony*—8St,
st

Louls Clove-Demo-




