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r ; that was spreading and
ldeepening upward athwart the east.

In the patio of Mother Jenks' estab-
lish in the Calle de Concordia,
No. 19, the first shafts of morning
light were filtering obliquely through
the orange trees and creeping In un-
der the deep, Gothic-arched veranda
flanking the western side of the pa-
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Day was dawninz In Buenaventura, | which rite having heen
republic of Sohrante, ar Invariably it | sleep-benumbed brain livened up im-
dawns In the tropics~without extend- | mediately. /
ed prelimipary symptoms. The soft, 1
silvery light of a full moon that had | “An’ me about to turn him adrift for
stayed out scandnlously late had | the lawst fortnight! Well for "im ‘e
mcrged imperceptibly into gray; the | allers hadmired the picture o' my
&*vyg swiftly yielding place to a | sainted "Enery, as was the spittin’ im-
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dow existed for several muniue.
To return to Mother Jenls. ‘
Before Don Juan could even utter.a

matati greetifig, Mother Jenks 1a1d
| sflented him. “Go
hack tq Leber’s and return In an hour,”
she whispered. “I ‘ave my reasons for

" CHAPTER il —At Denver Wepster re- | \Wantin’ that bloomin' cablegram de-
ot , his clos-

livered later.”

Don Juan hadn’t the least fdea what
Mother Jenks' reasons might be, but
L he presnmed she was up, to some chi-

IT1. — Dolores Ruey, the canery, and so he sinked his blood-
Who Fas made a deep Impreseion o him, | 0t €7e very knowingly and nodded
ubr'x_:nrlt‘u on her, is also on the way to  h!s ac 4,

e In" the prog

When he had gone, Mother Jenks
went behind the bar and fortified her
self with her n:orning’s merning—
'ormed, her

“Gord’'s truth!” the lady murmured.

age of his o fawther. 'Evings!
‘EIl's bells! But that was a bit of a
tight squeak! Just as I'm fully con-
winced ‘e’s beat it an’ I'm left ‘oldin'
the sack, all along o' my kindness of
‘eart, 'e gets the cgblegram ‘¢’s been
lookin’ for this two months past; an’ e
allers claiméd as 'ow any time 'e gol
2 cablegram it'd be an answer to 'is
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. FIBLDING, '+

tio. Presently, through the silent | letter, with money to foller! My word
reaches of the_Calle de Concordia, the bvd u%nyu touch an’ go!” .
sound of a prodigious knocking and congratulating hergeif upon her
{thumping échoed, as of some fretful | good fortune in intercepting,Don Juan
di ki dmissi at the | Cafetero, Mother Jenks proceeded up-
street door of El Bpnep Amigo, by |stairs to her chamber, clothed her-
which egphonious desigration Mother |self, and adjourned to the kitchen.
lJenks' caravansary was known to the | After giving orders for an extra spe-
ipublic of Buenaventura. In the sec- |cial breakfast for two, Mother Jenks
jond story, front,'a window slid back |returned to her cantina,’and formally
d & wompan's voice, husky with that |opened the same for the business of
uskiness that speaks so .accusingly |that day and night.
of cigarettes and alcohol, demanded: |. To her came presently, via the tiled
“Quien es? Who Is it? Que qulere : hallway, the object of her solicitude,
usted? Wot do yer want?’ a_young man on the sunny side of
“Ye might dispinse wit' that para- | thirty. He was thin for one of his
queet conversation whin addhressin’ ‘helght and breadth of chest; in. color
the likes av me,” a voice replied. “’Tis |his countenance respmbled that of a
me—Cafferty. 1 have a cablegram 'sick Chinaman. His hair was thick
Leber give. me to dellver—" |and wavy, but |usterless; his dark
“Gawd's truth! Would yer wake ; blue eyes carried a hint-of jaundice;
the "ole 'ouse with yer 'ammering?"
“All right. Tl not say another equally generous upper lip, gave am-
wor W ple ground for the suspicion that while
_~~ Without portal stood Don Juan Mr. Willlam Geary’s speech denoted
Cafetero. of whom a word or twd be- ihim an American citizen, at least one
fore proceeding. i of his maternal angestors had been
To begin, Don Juan Cafetero was wooed and won by ap Irishman. An
not his real name, but rather a free ,old Panama hat, sad relic of a pros-
Spanish translation of the Gaelic, 'perous past, a pair of soiled buck gkin
John Cafferty. Mr. Cafferty was any | pumps, a suit of unbleached linen
exile of Erin with a horrible thirst. equally befouled, and last but net
He had first arrived in Sobrante some least, the remnants of a smile that
five yesfs before, as section boss In much hard luck could never quite ob-
the employ of the little foreign-owned literate, eompleted his attire—and to
narrow-gauge rallway which ran from one a stranger in the tropics would
Buenaventura on the Caribbean coast appear to constitute a complgte inven-
to San Miguel de Padua, up-country tory of Mr. Geary's possessfons.
where the nitrate beds were located. | “Dulce cofazon mid, I extend a
Prior to his advént the rallroad peo- ~gregting,” he called at the entrance.
ple had trled many breeds of section “I trust you rested weN last night,
boss without visible results, until & Aother Jenks, and that no evil dreams
Chicago man, who had come to S0- were born of your midnight repast of
brante to install an inter-compunicat- frijoles refritos, marmalade, and arf-
ing telephone system In the govern- gpn'.arf{”
ment bufldings, suggested to ‘the su- “Chop yer spoofin’, Willle,” Mother
perintendent of the road, who was a pered
German, that the men made for bosses quh o M baye B0 I
come from Erin's Isle; wherefofe Mr.
Cafferty had been imported at a price
of $5 a day gold. Result—a marked |
fmprovement in the road bed and con- |
ly thie train schedules, and the |
ultimate loss of the Cafferty soul. ]
Something in the climate of Sobran-
te must have appealed to a touch of
Taissez faire In Don Juan's amiable
nature, for in the course of time he |
had“taken unto himself,, without bell
or book, affer the fashion of the pro-
letariat of Sobrante, the daughter of
one Esteban Manuel Enrique Jose Ma-
ria Pasqual y Miramontes, an estima-
ble peon who was singularly glad to |
e his daughter off his hands and no
questions asked. Following the fash-
fon of the country, however, Esteban
had forthwith moved.the remainder of
his numerous progeny under the man-
‘le of Don Juan Cafetero's. philan- |
thropy, and resigned a position which !
for many years he had not”enjoyed |
~—to-wit: salting and packing green

spurned his father-in-law (we must
call Esteban something and so why
split hairs?) -under the talls of his
camisa, with such vigor as to sever

to existing betwem gha famil “"’:i . il
Vgt b
;ﬁ:;?c: ‘;Wa’ awhy | “Chop Your Spoofin’, Willle:
! ind no sooper bad she yor gweet'eart, eh? Yer wheedin'
boregioad han Don Jusn ‘byyonisr makin' love to a girl as is old
ok & week off. to\drown SOTTOWE. . oiiongh to be yér mother

this tion e had [y " Mr..
iare Toteban ‘Manbal Builgoe. 9 Rl o o 08 L

%

rty-seven.’ 3 red
He knew his landlady to be not a
A 'vfxﬁ'?aﬁgnﬁ"&m'"
blarney that nelther Geary nor
Mothar Jonks regarded this' pretty

ensied Heteban, fally

sertheless, L
for his blarney. This morning,
. dng the telitale tinge of pleasure un-
derlying the alcohol-begotten hue of
Jl‘the good creatpre’s face, he feit al
-most his own heartiess-

iand a generous mouth, beneath an |

Pasqual .y gely and not a whit abashed, “Is at
! ! Wmh%‘: g‘.mo(_huhdﬂu\&dhq_t'

Jenke in the matter of credit. He
conld not pay hep cash, devoutly as he
hoped to do some day, and he consid-
ered It of the most vital impoftancge
that in the Inter'm he should some-
how survive, Therefore, in lieu of
cash he paid her compliments, which
{ she snapped up greedily.

An lnventive genlus was hllly. He
never employed the same defensive
I*tactics two days in successton, and
| when persanal. flattéry threatened to
fafl him, a large crayon reproduction
of the late Henry Jenks, which hung
over the back bar, was a never-fafling
sonrce of imspiration.

This was the “sainted "Enery” pre-
viously referred to by Mother Jenks.
He had been a sergeant in Her Brit-
tanic Majesty’s Royal Horse artillery,
#nd upon retiring to the reserve had
harkened to a proposition to emigrate
to Sobrante and adcept a commission
as colonel of artillery with the gov-
ernment forces theén In the throes of a
revolutionary attack. The rebels had
triamphed, and as a result "Enery had
been sainted via the customary ex-
p route; wh his wife
had had recourse to her early profes-
sion of barmald, and El Buen Amigo
had resulted.

However, let us return to our
sheeps, as Mr. Geary would have ex-
pressed it. Seemingly the effect of
Billy’'s compliment was instantly evi-
dent, for Mother Jenks set out two
glasses and a bottle.

“l know yer a trifler, Willy Geary,”
she simpered, “but if I do s'y it as

ldn’t, 1 was as 'and-
some a barmaid as you'd find In Bris-
tol town. I've lost my good looks,
what with grief an’ worritin' since
losin’ my #ainted 'Enery, but I was
‘andsome oficet.” et

“I can well believe it, Mother—
since you are handsome still! For my

" he continu tially,

mghhlng'hnnd’ge slol'?fdd:?n hkﬂﬂ:’
glass, “you'ill excuse this drunkard's
drink, Mother, but I need it; I had the
shakes again last night—for my part,

prefer the full-blown rose to the
bud.”

Mother Jenks fluttered like a debu-
tante as she poured her drink. They
touched glasses, calloused worldlings
that they were.

He tossed off his drink. It warmed
and strengthened him, after his night
of chills and fever, and brazenly he re-
turned to the attack. T

“Changing the subject from feminine
grace and charm to manly strength
| and virtue, I've been marking lately
the resolute poise of your martyred
' hushand’s head on his fine military
shoulders. There was a man, if I may
Judge from his photograph, tthat would
fight a wildeat.”

“Oh, m'ybe ‘e’ wouldn't!” Mother
Jenks hastened to declare. “You know,
Willie, T was present w'en they shot
ilm, a-waltin’ to claim 'is body. 'E
kisses me good-bye, an’ says 'e: ‘Brace
up, ol' girl. Remember your 'usband’s
been a sergeant In "Er Majesty’'s Royal
'Orse artillery, an’ don't let the bloody
blighters see yer cry.’ Then 'e walks
| out front. with 'Is fine straight back
| to the wall, draws a circle on 'is blue
| tunic with white chalk an' says:
‘Shoot at that, yer yeller-bellled
bounders, an’ be d—d to yer!'"

“To be the widow of such a gallant
fon of Mars” Billy declared, “is a
greater honor than being the wife of a
duke. Ah, Mother,” he added with a
note of genuine gratitude and sin-
cerity, “you've been awfully good to
me. I don’t know what I'd have done
without you.” He laid his hand on her
fat arm. “Mother, one of these days
T'll get mine, and when I do I'm going
to stake you to a nice little pub back
in Bristol.” |

She smiled at him with motherlyi
tenderness and shook her head. In a [
concrete niche in the mortuary of the
Catedrdl de la Vera Oruz the bones
of her sainted 'Enery reposed, and
when her hour came she would lle be-
side him,

“Yer a sweet hoy, Willie,” she told
him, “an’ I'd trust yer for double the
score, s’help me. 'Eving knows I
'aven't much, but wot I 'ave I shares
freely with them I 1lfkes.”

Mother Jenks preceded him into, the
shady side of the veranda, where or-
dinarily she was wont to breakfast in
solitary state. Her table was set for
two this morning, however, Bllly
flipped an adventurous cockroach off
the table and fel to with fine appetite.

He was dallying with a speclal brew
of - coffee, with condensed milk In it,
when the Jamalica negro entered from
the cantina to announce Don Juan
Cafetero with a eablegram. *

“A cablegram !” Mother Jenks cried.
“Gord's truth! I'll wager the pub it's
for you, Willle. Bob”—turning to the
negro, and addressing him in her own
private brand of Spanish—*“give Don
Juan a drink, if 'e ‘asn’t helped 'Imself
while yer back is turned, an’ bring the
cablegram 'ere.” 2

Within the minute Bob. returned
with a long yellow envelope, which he
handed Mother Jenks. Without so
much as a glance at the superserip-
tion, she handed it to Bllly Geary, who
tore 1t open and read:

*Los' Angeles, Chl, U. S. A, August

16, 1913, "

“Henrietta Wilkins, Calle de Con-
cordia, No. 19, Buenaventura, So?
brante, C. A.

“Leaving today to visit you. Will
cable from New Qrleans éxact date
arrival. DOLORES."

The shadow of deep' disapp
settled over Billy's face as he read.
Mother Jenks neted it instantly.

“Wot’s 'e got to s'y, Widle?” she de-
manded.

“It isn’t & he. It's a she,” Bllly re-
. “Besides, the cablegram Isn't
for me at all. It's for one Henrletta
Wilkins, Calle de Concordla, No. 19,
and who the devil Henrletta Wilking
may be 1s a mystery to me. Ever have
any boarder by that name, Mother?"

Lo REREET ST LaTS ]
white. “'Enrietta Wilkins was my
malden nyme, Willle,” she confessed
soberly, “an’ there's only one human
88 'ud cable me or write me by that
nyme. Gord, Willle, wot's 'appened?”

“TN read It to you. Mother.”

Billy read the message aloud, and
when he' had finished, to his amaze-

Mother Janks laid her head on
table and began to weep.
. |

CH/.PTER V.

Without quite realizing why he did
s0. BillY deeldod that fear and not
grief was at the bottom of the good
creature's distress, and In his awk-
ward, masculine way he placed his
arm around Mother Jenks' shoulders,
<hook her gently, and bade her remem-
ber that chaos might come and.go
again, but he, the sald Willlam Geary,
would remain her true and steadfast
friend In any and all emergencies that
might occur,

“Gor' bless yer heart, Willle,” Moth-
er Jenks sniffied. “I dunno wot in ‘Bl
yer ever goin’ to think o' me w'ed I
tell wot I've been up to this past fif-
teen year.,”

“Whatever you've been up to, Moth-
er, it was a kind and charitable deed
—of that much certain,” Bllly
replied loftily an his own sur-
prise—sincerely.

“As Gord Is my judge, Willle, it
started out that w'y,” moaned Mother
Jenks, and she squeezed Bllly’s hand
as If from that yellow, shaking mem-
ber she would draw ald and comfort.
“ Br nyme is Dolores Ruey. 'Er fa-
ther was Don Ricardp Ruey, preai-
dent av this blasted 'ell on earth wen
me an' my sainted 'Enery first come to
Buenaventura. ‘E was too good for
the yeller-bellled beggars; 'e tried to
do_somethink for them an' run the
jevernment on the square, an’ they
*ouldn’t hunderstand, all along o
avin' been kicked an’ cuffed by a long
line ‘of bloody rotters. It was Don
Ricardo as gives my sainted "Enery ’'ls
commission as colonel in the hartil
lery. ¢

“You've ‘eard. me tel,” Mother
Jenks continued, “‘ow the rehels got
arf a dozen Hamerican gunners—de-
serters from _the pavy—an' blew
‘Enery's battery to bits; 'ow the gov-
ernment forces fell back upon Buena-
ventura, an’ as "ow w'en the dorgs be-
gun to wonder If they mightn't lose,
they quit by the 'undreds an’ went
over to the rebel side, leavin' Don
‘Ricardo an’ 'Enery an' m'ybe fifty o’
the gentry In the palace. In course
they fofight to a finish; 'ristocrats, all
of them, they 'ad to die fightin' or
facin’ a firin’ squad.”

Billy nodded. He had heard the
tale before, including the recital of the
sainted 'Enery’s gallant dash from the

The Sainted ’Eqery’s Gallant Dash.

blazing palace in an effort to save Don
Ricardo’s only child, a girl of seven,
and of his capture and subscquent
execution.

“That ended the revolntion,” Moth~
er Jenks continuued. “But ’ere’s some-
think I've never told a livin' soul
Shortly before 'Enery was hexecuted,
‘e told me where 'e'd 'Id the youngstér
—in a culvert out on the Malecon; 80
I 'ired a four-wheeler an’ went out an’
rescued the pore lamb. I 'id 'er until
the harrival o' the next fruit steamer,
w'en I shipped 'er to New Orleans in
care o' the stewardess. Hi ’'ad 'er
put In the Cathollc convent there, for
as 'Enery sald: !('Enrletta, keep an
eye on the little nipper, an’ do yer
damndest to see she's ralsed a lydy.
'Er father was a gentleman, an’ you
never want to forget 'e made you Mrs.
Oolonel Jenks.! So Hi've made a lydy
out ¢ her, Willie: education, planner
lessons, paintin’, singin’, an’ deport-
mint. After she graduated from the
convent, I 'ad her take a course In the
Uniwersity o' Californfa—New Or-
leans wasn't 'ealthy for ‘er, an’ she

eeded a chynge o' climate—an' for

e last two years she's been teachin’
in the 'igh school in Los Angeles.”

“And you haven't seen her in all
fhese years?’ Gegry’ demanded.

“Not a look,-Willle. She's been aft-
er me ever/ﬁ;ce she graduated from
the convent to let her come ’ome an’
wisit me, but Hi've told 'er to wyte—
that I'd be comin’ soon to wisit her.
An’ now, s'help me, she won't wait ne
longer ; she's comin’ to wisit me! Gor’,
Willle, she's on her w'y!”

“So this cablegram would Indicate,”
Geary observed. “Nevertheless, Moth-
er, 'm at a loss to know why you
should feel so cut up over the Im-
pending visit.” s

Jenks' tear-dimmed eyes.

thls %'y w'en my sainted "Enery hen-
trusted the lamb to me; It wasn’t until
awfter they hexecuted "Fnery. that X
commenced to slip—an’ now look at
me. Look at me, Willle Geary; look
at me, T g'y. Wot do yer see? Aw,
gen'! tell me 'm young an’ 'andsome,

@runken, disreputable baggage, with
no heducation or nothink. Al along,
hever since she learned to write me a
letter, I've been 'Enrietta, Wilkins to
‘er, an' Mother Jenks to every beach-
combin' beggaf In the Oaribbean
. Tve lled to 'er, Willle. Ive
‘er as 'ow ‘er fawther, before ‘e
give me enough money to hedu-

cate ‘er like 'a lydy—"
Again Mother Jenks' grief overcame
har. “Qoe’. Willle. I ain't respectable

There was real fear In Mother
“] cawn't a&nd dangerous, because gmlerhau::
let 'er s e she walled. “T wasn't raging In Buenaventura, althoug]

et 'er see m 83 uthtigs dane 1o
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She’s comin’ to see mesan' I cawn't

let 'er. She mustn’t know 'ow T got
the money for 'er heducation—sellin’
‘ell-fire to a pack of rotten dorgs an’
consortin’ with the scum of this stink-
in’ 'ole! Oh, Willie, you've got to 'elp
me. I cawn't 'ave 'er comin’ to El
Buen Amigo. to see me, an’' T cawn't
ruin ‘er reputation by callin’ on 'er in
public at the 'Otel Mateo. Oh, Gor’,
Willie, Mother’s come a cropper.

Willle agreed with her. le patted
the sinful gray head of his landlady
and waited for her to regain her com-
posure, the while he racked his agile
brain for a feasible plan to fit the
emergency.

“She been plcturin’ me In 'er mind
all these years, Willie—picturin’ a

' fraud,” walled Mother Jenks. “If she

sees me now, wot a shock she'll get,

i pore sweetheart—an' 'er the spittin’

himage of a haagel. And oh, Willie
WhiTe &hie “don*f Femenilier Wor 1
looked like, think o' the shock if she
meets me! In 'er lawst letter

as ‘ow I was the only hancher had
m life. Ho, yes. A" sweet-iookin’
hanchor 1 am—an’ Hi wags ‘opin’ to die
| before she found hout, I've got a
hunuerism In my ‘eart, Willie, so the
snrgeon on the mail boat tells me, an’
wen I go. I'll zo like—that " Mother
Jenks sunpped her clgarette-stained
tingers. I'm fifty-seven, Willie, an’
xince my sninted 'Brhery passed away,
1 ‘aven't heen no bloomin' hangel.”
¢ ¥4 wrnng her hands. “Oh, w'y in ‘ell
conldn’t them harteries 'ave bhusted In
thue to save my lamb the 'umiliatin®
knowledge that she's be'oldin’ to the
1i:es 0' me for wot she's got—an' ‘ow

1 wot it for 'er.”

Billy Geary had a bright idea.
“Well,” he sald, “why not die—fem-
yorarily—if you feel that way about
it? You could come back from the
; rave after she's gone.”

But Mother Jenks shook her head.
“No," she declared. “Whike Dolores is
colf-supportin’ now, still, if anythink
‘uppened an' she was to need ‘elp.
‘olp is somethin' no ghost can give.
Think again, Willle. Gor, lad, w'ere's
ror braing?

“Well,” Billy countered thought-
f1ly, “apparently there's no way of
leadtng her off before she .tales the
stonmer nat New Orleans, so we'll take\
+ for granted she'll arrive here in due
course. About the time she's due
snppose you run up to San Miguel de
I"adua for a conple of weeks and
leave me to run El Buen Amigo in
vour ahsence. I'll play fair with you.
Mother, se help me. T'll account for
ov@ry centavo. I'll horrow some de-
cent clothes from Leber the day the
steamer gets (n: then Tl go aboard
and look over the passenger list, and
if she's aboard, T'll tell her you closed
your house and started for California

to visit her on the last north-hound
! steamer—that her cablegram arrived
| Just after you had started; that the
eable company, knowing T am a friend
" of yours, showed me the message and:
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Adve:tise in the Graphic

that T took it upon myself to call and
explain that as a result of your de-
parture for the United States it will

be useless for her to land—useless

(To be Continued).

An Affirmative Negative.
The irata engtomer shoak hic por-

Vieav di ViR PUUWETApIer's Lace.

“Do I look like this picture, T'e

thing’'s an outrage. Why, you've,

given me an awful squint and the look
of a ptize fighter. Now, answer me,
and no nonsense about i*. Do you
call that a good likéness ”

The protographer scanned the print,
then looked at the customer.

“The answer,’ he said, “is in ‘he
negative.”

“Would Wake Up Screaming”

“The Least Sudden Noise or Loud Talking
Would Startle Him.” - -

“$Up to the age of eigat, my boy was | still remained. The doctor gave him

8 strong;, healthy lad, full of life and | a tonic and told me to rub the leg with
energy. While playing leap frog one | olive oil. This reduced the swelling
ys of his own age, |and took away the lameness, but the

day with some
and, while in a stooped position, a | nervousness remained.

terrible

his ti :‘511 and leg swollen twice its | was needed to make my boy like his

size. hedoctar.oat tha hona het sba | o ovea

scious. A hi,
weeks he lay

day he opened his eyes and murmur- | again as ever he was. "’
ru{'Mo\E:r.‘ but thisis the only word *®

he could utter he was so weak, but I
knew the worst was over. He got
stronger but for months was in a|and if yon can co

noise or loud talking would startle | done you any
him and he wonld
He was quite lame and the swelling | money.

SOLD BY THOMAS WRAN, DRUGGIST.

) The r
big boy jumped on his back and in | child would waken in the nri’gl)\t

falling my boy canght his foot in an | screaming at the top of his voice.
iron grating and dislocated his hip. | The doctor gave him several different
The pain was so great that he fainted | tonics but they were nouse. I found
and the other hoys were so frightened | a cirenlar about Carnol and it scemed
they ranaway., For hours he suffered | so different from other tonics I had
in and when found and |heard of, that I thought I would get
brought home was very weak, with | a bottle, Three bottles were all that

- e S wofe foc wuch for ay friends that the change in him
the poor boy and he became uncon- | now is entirely due to Carnol. Of
fever set in and for | course I still have to watch him and
) tween life and death | give him Carnol occasionally but I
raving for hours at a stretch, One | know that he will soon be as strong

Mrs, P., Montreal,

Car‘ol is sold ‘:;’ r druggist,
2 entiously say,
nervous condition. The leastsuddén | after you have tried it, that it hasn't
good, return the empty

begin trembling. | bottle to him and he will refund imnr
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