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“How perfectly outrngeous: wny,
Oaliph, I wonld have let him sue me.”

“I would have, too—but I didn't. I
Induced him to settle for $100,000
ghares of stock In my copper prospect.
The par value was $1 a share, and I
was going to sell a block at 10 cents,
but in view of his high prefessional
standing I let him have it for a nickel
a8 share. I imagine he still has it. I
bought back later all the other stock
I sold, because the property was
worthless, and in order to be a sport
I offered him §$500 for his block, but

He let

he thought I was trying to swindle

him and asked $5,000." :
“Oh, Caliph!”
“Wonderful game, fsn't it—this

game of life, So sweet when a fel-
low's taking chances! Now that I am
fairly prosperous again, the only thing
in life that really matters is the un-
certainty as to whether, when finally
I do leave Sobrante, I shall ride to
the steamship landing in a hack or a
hearse.”

“But you could go in a hack this
morning and avoid that uncertainty.”

“The millionaire drudge I told you
of could have gone to live in a pretty
villa on the Riviera, but she chose a
miner's boarding house.,”

“Then why,” she persisted, *did you
leave the United States with the firm
intention of remaining in Sobrante in-
definitely, change your mind before
you were here eight hours, and cable
this Neddy Jerome person you would
return in 60 or 90 days—and the fol-
lowing morning declde to remain, aft-
er all!”

“My dear young lady, if I changed
my clothes as often as I change my
mind, the what-you-may-call-’em chaps
that manufacture a certzin grand of
elothes couldn't keep me dressed.”

“But why?"

“That,” he answered gravely,
secret.”

“Women delight to pry

“is a

into mexn's

gecrets.”
“l know it. Had a friend once—
married. BEvery night after dinner he

used to sit and stare into the fire and
his wife used to ask him what he was
thinking about. He would look up at
her owlisi\v and tell her it was some-
thing he couldn’t explain to her, be-
cause she'd never understand it—and
that was all he would tell her, al-
though right frequently, I dare say,
he felt llke telling her some things
ghe could understand? She brooded
over his secret until she couldn’t stand
it any more, and one day she packed
ber duds and flew home to mother.
her stay there ‘three months,
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| are good for us are bad for us.

tud finally one day he sent her a blue
print of what he’d been thinking
about.”

“What was it?”

“An internal-combustion engine. You
see, until she left bhim, he’d never
been able to get set to figure out
something in connection with the inlet
valves——"

“Stop right there, Caliph. I'm re-
buked. I'll let you get set to
think—-="

*l didn't-mean that. You let me

get set yesterday-—and I figured it all
out then—and last night—and a min-
ute ago. I don’t care to do any more
thinking today. Please talk to me.”

“And you refuse to tell me why you
cabled your friend, Jerome?”’

“You will never know. I told you
it's a secret.”

“Bet you<I find out.”

“How much? That $10,000 you ex-
pect to make from the flour-gold in
your black-sand claim? And, by the
way, $10, please. I won it for guess-
ing you were interested in a mining
proposition.”

She returned to him the bill she had
won from him the day before, “Ten
thousand dollars suits me. Of course,
I haven't got the money just now, and
this is what Billy calls a finger bet,
but if I lose, I guarantee to pay. Are
we betting even money? I think that
Is scarcely fair. Under the circum-
stances I should be entitled to odds.”

“Nothing doing! No odds on a bet
of this nature to a seeress who has al-
ready jarred me from soul to vermi-
form appendix by making good! You
know too blamed much already, and
how you discovered it {8 a problem
that may drive me crazy yet.”

After breakfast they repaired to the
veranda to await the result of Web-
ster's experiment with Don Juan Cafe-
tero. Sure enough, the wreck had again
returned, he was seated on the edge of
the veranda waiting for them; as they
approached, he held up a grimy, quiv-
ering hand, in the palm of which lay
—a five-dollar gold piece.

“What?” Mr. Webster said, amazed.
“Still unchanged !”

“I thried to change it at half a dozen
cantinas,” Don Juan wheezed, “but
divil a bit av systim did any av thim
have. Wan offered this in spiggoty
money an’ the other offered that, an’
sure if I'd taken the best that was
offered me In exchange, ye might have
t'ought I'd tuk more nor wan dhrink.”

“Bravo! Three long, loud, raucous
theers for Don Juan Cafetero!” Do-
lores cried. “Was it a terrible task to
*ome back without a drink, Don Juan?”’

He shivered. “A shky-blue kangaroo
wit' a pink tail an' green ears chased
me into this patio, ma’'am.”
“You're very brave, Cafferty. How
does It feel to win back your self-
respect?”’ Webster asked him.

“Beggin’ the young leddy’s pardon
—it feels like hell, sor.”

“Calipk, don’t be. cruel,” Dolores
pleaded. *“Call a waiter and give Don
Juan what you promised him.”

So Webster went into the hotel bar
and returned presently with a bottle
of brandy and a glass, which he filled
and held out toward Don Juan. “One
of the paradoxes of existence, Don
Juan,” he observed, “lies in the fact
that so many of the things in life that
This
Jolt will disperse the menagerie and
quiet your nerves, but nevertheless it
is a nall In your coffin.”

Webster, accompanied by his pro-
tege, strolled uptown on a shopping
tour. Here he outfitted Don Juan
neatly but not gaudily and added to
his own personal effects two high-
power sporting rifles, \three large-cal-
fber automatic pistols, and a plen-
tiful supply of ammunition—after
which he returned to the hotel, first
having conducted Don Juan to a bar-
ber shop and given him instructions
to report for orders and his mid-day
drink the instant he should have ac-
quired the outward evidences of re-
spectability.

At the hotel Webster found two
messages awaiting him. One was from
Billy Geary, up at San Miguel de Pad-
ua, adviging him that everything was
in readiness for a trip to the mine;
the other was a note from Ricardo
uey, but signed with his alias of
Andrew Bowers. Webster read:
“Dear Friend:

“A certain higher-up has been con-
vinced that it would be extremely in-
advisable to eliminate you now. It
has been pointed out to this person
that youn are a prom. cit. up in your
neck of the woods and dangerous to
monkey with—personally and because
such mobkeying may lead to unpleas-
ant complications with your paternal
government: . A far more artistic and
effective way of raising hell with you
has been suggested to this higher-up
individual, and he has accepted it. In-

deed, the plan pleased him so much
that he laughed quite heartily. Real-
ly, it is quite diabolical, but remem-

ber, he who lzughs last laughs best—
and I'm the villain .in this sketch.
“Barring accidents, my dear Web-
ster, you are good for at least six
weeks of existence. Beyond that I
dare not guarantee you.
“T'hine,

“ANDREW BOWERS.”

vocate Want Column” on page 4.

“That makes it nice,” thq recipient
of this comforting communication so-

‘oquized. He went up 1o Ims room,
packed a duffle bag with such belong-
ings as he would find necessary dur-
ing a prolonged stay in the mountains,
and at luncheon was fortunate enough
to find Dolores in the dining room
when he entered.

*I'm going up to San Miguel de Pad-
na be announced as
he took his seat. A look of extreme
anxiety clouded her lovely face, and
he noticed it. *“Oh, there’s no risk.”
be hastened to her, *“That
geamp of a brother of yours, through
his friends in high places, has man-
aged to get me a reprieve.” He hand-
ed her Ricardo’s letter,

She looked wup, much relleved, from
her perusal. “And how ling Go you
expect to be gone, Caliph?”

“Quite a while, I'll be busy aronund
that dratted concession for a couple
of weeks, surveying and assaying and
what-all; then, while waiting for our
machinery and supplies to arrive from
the United States, I shall devote my
spare time to hunting and fishing and
reforming Don Juan Cafetero. The
cool hills for mine.”

“What a selfish, unsociable pro-
gram!” she reflected. “I wonder if
it will occur to him to come down
here once in a while and take me for
a drive on the Malecon and talk to
me to keep me from dying of ennul
before I meet Ricardo, I'll wait and
see if he suggests it,”

However, for reasons best known to
himself and the reader, Mr. Webster
made no such interesting suggestion;
so she decided that while he was tre-
mendously nice, he was, nevertheless,
a very queer mar. and thoroughly ex-
asperating.

Just before the train pulled out
John Stuart Webster took Dolores’

this afternoon,”

assure

hand. *“Good-by, Seeress,” he said
very soberly. *“The trail forks here
for the first time—possibly the last,

although I'll try to be on hand to
make good on my promise to present
you to your brother the day he oe-
cupies the palace. However, If I
shouldn’t be in town that day, just
go up and introduce yourself to him,
It's been wonderful to have met you
and known you, even for such a brief
period. I shall never forget you and
the remarkable 24 hours just passed.”
“I shall not soon forget them my-
self, Caliph—nor you,” she added.
“Haven’'t you been a busy little cup
of tea, Caliph! Within 24 hours after
landing, you have changed your mind
three times, lost the best job in the
world, had your fortune told, been
marked for slaughter, acquired a new-
found friend and commenced actively
and with extraordinarily good results
the work of reforming him, soused a
gentleman in the fountain, spurned
another with the tip of your boot,
rode with me around the Malecon and
listened to the band concert, bundled
poor Billy off to San Miguel de Pad-
ua, discovered my brother presumed
to be dead, and received a reprieve
from your enemies, while they per-
fect new plans for destroying you.
Really, you are quite a caliph.”
“Oh, there's a dash of speed in the
old horse yet, Miss Ruey,” he assured
her laughingly. “Now listen; don’t tell
anybody about your brother, and don’t
tell Billy about my adventures since
he left for San Miguel de Padua.”
“But I'm not liable to see Billy——"
“Yes, you are—extremely liable. I'm
going to send him back to you as soon
as I' can spare him, because I know
you’ll be lonesome and bored to death
in this lonesome town, and Bill is
bully good company. And I don’t want
you to tell him about the mess I'm
in, because it would only worry him;
he can’t ald me, and the knowledge
that I was in any danger, real or
fancied, would be sufficient to cause
him to rebel against my plans for his
honeym—for his vacation. He'd in-
sist on sticking around to protéct me.”
He looked down at her little hand
where it rested in his, so big and
brown and hard; with his free hand
he patted her hand paternally, “Good-
by, Seeress,” he said again; and turn-
ing to the steps, he leaped aboard
Jjust as the train started to move out
of the station.
“Goo—good-by—Caliph,” she called
mournfully, Then to herself: “Bless
his heart, he did remember I'd be
terribly lonely, after all. He isn't a
bit queer, but oh, dear, he is so ex-
asperating. I ‘could bump his, kind
old head against a wall!” She turned
her back on the train, fearful that
from where he clung on the steps he
could, even at that distance, see the
sudden rush of tears that blinded her.
However, Don Juan Cafetero, with his
rubicund nose to the window of the
last coach, did see them—saw her °
grope toward the carriage waiting to
take her back to the hotel.
“Why, shure, the poor darlint’s cry-
in’,” he reflected. “Be the Great Gun
an Athlone! Shure I t'ought all along
'twas Billy Geary she had her eye on
—God love him! An’ be the same
token, didn’t she tell me I was to
shtay sober an’ take care av Mishter
Webster. Hah-hah-a-a! Well! 'l
say nothin’ an’ I'll! be neuthral, but—
but—but—-"
From which it may be inferred that
romance was not yet burned out of

Don Juan’s Gaelic soul. He woyld be

1923
“neuthral,” DUL — LYL — VUL~ oo .ie-
served the right to butt in!
CHAPTER XIL
Arrived at San Miguel de Padua
about midnight, Webster foupd the

climate temperate, in
cool.

fact, decidedly
3illy was waiting for them and
was properly amazed, but not scan-
dalized when Don Juan Cafetero,
abusing the station hands in a horri-
ble hodgepodge of English and Span-
ish, superintended the landing of the
baggage on the platform.

“T had to bring him with me,” Web-
ster explained. “I'm going to wean
him, and after that baby quits ecry-
ing for his bottle, believe me, Bill,
we'll have the prince of a foreman for
our mine. Quite a character, is Don
Juan, when you dig down into him.”

“Dig far enough into thit ruin and
you'll find fire crackers,” Billy admit-
ted. “However, John, I'm afraid he
won't explode. The powder's damp.
How did you leave Dolores?”

“Fit as a fiddle, Bill.”

“How does she stack
acquaintance, Johnny?"”

“She’'s a skookum lass, She sent
her love and I promised to send you
back to her P. D. Q. 8o don’t bother
me with talk about her. You'll see
her agaln In a week or ten days, I

up on better

hope.”

“No? Is that so, Johnny? Bully
for you. you old wampus ecat. Tell
Don Juan to steer you over to the

Globo de Oro. He knows the place.
I've got to go and hire a mule or
some other quadruped for Don Juan
if we're to avoid a late start in the
morning. Good night, old fellow.”

They were up at daybreak, and
with three heavily laden pack mules
in charge of two semi-naked mozos,
while the cook jogged comfortably
along on his big splay feet in the rear,
they set out for Billy’s concession.

For 80 miles they followed the high-
way, and then debouched to the south-
west along a neglected road just wide
enough to accommodate the clumsy
ox carts of the peons. The country
was sparsely settled and evidently giv-
en over to stock raising.

Darkness had descended on the val-
ley by the time they had pitched camp
at the claim. They were up at
dawn the following morning, however,
and immediately after breakfast Jack
Webster went to his duffle bag and
brought forth a dozen little canvas
sacks and '‘a prospector's hammer.
“Now then, Willlam, my son,” he an-
nounced, “light the lantern and we'll
see if you've forgotten all I taught
you about mining.”

They clambered up the dump to a
point where two light steel ralls pro-
jected over the edge. On top of the
dump, lying beside the rails, were two
small, rusty, steel ore cars; the rails
led from the edge of the dump to the
mouth of a tunnel in the hillside and
disappeared therein,

Webster stood a moment, looking
around him. “How did you happen to
locate this ledge?” he demanded.
“Was it grass root stuff, with an out-
cropping here at the foot of the hill?
No, of course, it wasp’t. You haven’t
enough ore on the dump. What the
devil were you driving at?”’

“Only a small portion of that dump
is mine, Jack, and I didn’t locate the
ground originally. I ecame into this
valley from the south, and as I worked
up the range, I found .a bald spot
close to the top of the hill, and a gal-
lows frame over an abandoned shaft.
Naturally, I went down the shaft to
see why it had been abandoned. To
my surprise, I found a 12-foot vein
of free-milling ore,? on a contact be-
tween andesite and Silurian limestone.
The ledge stood straight up and down,
which seemed to argue great depth.”
“Somebody had found an outerop-
ping on top of that hill,” Webster de-
clared with conviction, “and sunk a
shaft on the vein to open it up and de-
termine its width and direction. And
what did you do, Bill?”

“I got my transit and ran a line
from the shaft on the hill, following
the direction in which the ledge was
running, and marked out the exact
point toward the base of the hill where
I would stant my tunnel to cut the
ledge. To my surprise, I discovered
my predecessor had selected that
identical spot. So I verified my cal-
culations and then sat down to think
it over. I remembered that frequent
and violent earthquakes occur in this
country, and it seemed to me a rea-
sonhable hypothesis to blame some an-
cient and particularly violent seismic
disturbance, which had faulted the
vein and set it over a considerable
dsstance, According to my calcula-
tion, that other man should have cut
the vein at 83 feet—yet he had gone
on 102 before quitting. So I got half
a dozen peons and drove ahead 19
feet on the other fellow’s tunnel; and
by Heck, Johuny, I cut the vein!”
“Bully boy! And then?”

“I drifted ten feet on the vein,
the ore suddenly gave out. It stopped
Jjust like that, proving I'd come to
the upper end of the vein where it
had faulted; so I just worked up and
around, stopeing and sinking a winze
here and there, until just about the
time my cash reserve was getting nret-

and
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Relieved by “Fruft-a-fives”
the Fruit Medicine

Indigestion, Weak Digestion or
partial digestion of food, is one of
the most serious of present-day
complaints—hecause it is responsible
for many serious troubles.

Those who suffer with Indigestion,
almost invariably are troubled = with
Rheumatism, Palpitation of the Heant,
Sleeplessness and excessive' Nervousness,

“Fruit-a-tives’’ will always relieve
Indigestion because these tablets
strengthen the stomach muscles,
increase the flow of the digestive
juices and correct Constipation, which
usually accompanies Indigestion.

60c a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25a.
At dealers or sent postpaid by
Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

¥y 10w 1 pIcKea up e wue vemr ana
opened it up for the full width. Come
in, and I'll show you.”

They entered the tunnel, to the sig-
nal dismay of dozens of large bats.
When they reached the vein, Webster
broke off samples of the ore every
three or four feet, crawled after Billy
up through the stope and back to the
true vein, from the face of which he
also took numerous samples; then he
crawled out into the sunshine agaim,
hot, dirty, and perspiring.

“Billy, you'll be a real miner yet;
see if you won’t,” was all the praise

“Billy, Youw!ll Be a Real Miner Yet™ |

he tendered his youthful partner,
standing beside him in anticipation of
a compliment, as Webster got out his
portable assay outfit,

(Continued on Page Seven)
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“ Nothing but Zam-Buk could have
dmﬂ it,” says Mrs. A. Berryman, 190,
_) shn  Street, . North, Hamilton,—in
describing how her right foot, crushed
l» a waggon wheel, was healed. /*“The
1 was terribly braised, blackened and
¢, and T fainted away with pain.
1t was quite impossible for me to
nove about, my husband's mother got
try Zam-Buk. It was surprising!
" Within TWO DAYS all swelling

nd' discol ion had disappeared and
* pain was banished. In FOUR DAYS,
through this timely use of Zam-Buk, I

could get about as usual; the injured
fout was thoroughly healed.”
Zam-Bu

is the powerful antiseptic
healer which quickly frees the skin of
sorraption M\d disease and grows new
el ¢. No common ointment
- possibly campare with
! Get a box to-
or ll\Il SAMPL
8 frum Zam- BJk Co
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MRS, BUDGE
S0 WEAK COU
HARDLY STA

Tells How Lydia E.Pinkh
Vegetable Compoun
Restored Her Healtl

River Desert,Que.—*‘Iused to |
severe pain in my side. Iwould ]
able to walk fast and could not
for any length of time to do my i
or washing, but I would have
down to get relief from the pai
had this for about two years, t
friend told me to try Lydia K.
ham 8 Vegetable Compound as st

iwod results. I certainly gol

ts from it, too, as the last 1
had a sore side was last May and 1
mnot bhad iv since. I am also gl
having good nursing for my baby
1 think it is your medicine that h
me in this way.”’—Mrs. L. V. Bl
River Desert, uebec,

If you are suffering from the to:
of a displacement, irregularities,
ache, headaches, nervousness, or ¢
in the side, you should lose no ti
trying Lydla E. Pinkham'’s Vege
Compound.

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Private
Book upon ‘“ Ailments Peculiar tc
men’’will be sent you free upon re(
Write for it to the Lydia ?y
Medicine Co., Cobourg, Ontano
book contains valuable informatior
every woman should know.

When a mother detects fro
writhing and fretting of a chilc
worms are troubling 1t she car
cure a reliable r(-medy in M
Worm Powders which will exp
worms from the system. They
cause vomiting, but this need
no anxiety, because it is but a
festation of their thorough
No worms can long exist where
Powders are used.

MEDICAL

JAMES NEWELL PHB.,
LR.C.P.&S., VIBMA Eng
Coroner Countv of Lambton
ford, Ont. Office—-Corner Mair
Front Sts. Residence—TFront st.
block east of Main st.

C. W. SAWERS, M.D., Phon
Watford, Ontario. Office—Mai
B.esldence—~0ntarxo st, east. |
hours—=8.30 to 9.30 a.m., 2 to ¢
7 to 8 p.m. Sundays by appomt

W. G. SIDDALL, M.D., Wali
Ontario. Office—Next to Public
rary. Day and Night calls phon¢
Office hours—=8.30 to 9.30 a.m.,
4 and 7 to 8 p. m. Sunday:
appointment.

DENTAL

GEORGE HICKS, D.D.S.,, Tv
University, L.D.S., Royal Colleg
Dental Surgeons, Post gradua
Bridge and Crown work.Orthod
and Porcelain work. The best 1
ods employed to preserve the na
teeth. Office—Opposite Siddall’s
Store, Main st., Watford. At Qu
Hotel, Arkona, 1st and 3rd T
day, of each month.

G. N. HOWDEN, D.D.S,, L.
Graduate of the Royal Colleg
Dental Surgeons of Ontario, an¢

University of Toronto. Only
Latest and Most Approved A
ances and Methods used. Sp

attention to Crown and Bridge v
Office—Over Dr. Sawers’, Mai
Watford, Ont.

VETERINARY SURGEON

J. McGILLICUDDY, Veteri
Surgeon. Honor Graduate On
Veterinary College. Dentistr
speciatly. All diseases of dom
animals treated on scientific
ciples. Office—Two doors sout
the Guide-Advocate office. Resid
—Main street, one door north o!
Siddall’s office.

AUCTIONEER

J. F. ELLIOT, Licensed Auc
eer, for the County of Lam]
Prompt attention to all orders,
sonable terms. Orders may‘be le
the Guide-Advocate office.

INSURANCE

THE LAMBTO|

FARMERS’ MUTUAL FIF
INSURANCE COMPANY

(Established in 1875)

JOHN W. KINGSTON... .Presi
JAMES SMITH..... Vice Presi
ALBERT. G. MINIELLY. . .Dir
THOMAS LITHGOW...... Dir¢
GUILFORD BUTLER.....: Dir¢
JOHN PETER McVICAR. . Dire
JOHN COWAN K.C....... Soli
J. F. ELLIOT
ROBERT J. WHITE.Fire Inspe(
ALEX. JAMIESON
P.J. MCEWEN........... Aud
W. G. WILLOUGHBY, Manager
- Watford Sec.-Treas

PETER. McPHEDRAN, Wans
Agent jor Warwick and’ Plymp
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