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CHAPTER XI1L.—(Cont'd.)

At this point Jim Combe
them, was given a drink and solemnly
introduced to the corpse. :

In return he lent a hand at_hearing
it, and abandoning all ideas of a pro
cessional pace, or the decorum of si
lence, the party in its shirt sleeves,
trotted to within sigh’ of Soda Creek
before dark. Here, however, the pro-
cession paused, reformed, put on its
coats and funeral face, and marched
with great pomp to the door of the
Ideal.

Here, again, an unexpected difficul-
ty met them. The Ideal was the only
place to which any one went on arr iv
ing at Soda Creek, but in spite of the
former habits of their charge, it was
evidently now no.place for Mr. Hayes.

“Poor old hoss, I guess you ain't al
lowed in here now. Where'll we take
him to, doc?”

An empty house was suggested
where the body would be safe from the
dogs until the clergyman came for it
next day, and there it was locked up
for the night.

But even then the doctor was not
ready for his patient at the Risky
Ranch. By unanimous consent it was
held fitting thi Soda Creek should
celebrate old man Hayes' reception
in due form, and no protest on Jim’s
part was of any avail. The men had
had enough whiskey to make them as
stubborn as mules,
in despair. Every drink
reckless crowd took made it
noisy and more quarrelsome, whilst
the doctor was
from the convivial to the
s*age of drunkenness,

maudlin

with the old man.

“Let him alone where he is,” urged
Ed. “He won't understand now."”

“Wonsh undershtand, wonsh he ?
You think he'sh gone away. Nonr
sentsh; he'sh here all right. He'll
andershant, you bet.”

The idea was too grizzly. That any
poor devil should be condemned even
after death’s release to hang round the
Ideal, struck Jim as the climax of
horrors to which hell itself would be a
mild punishmen¢.

But he saw in the sot's determina-
tion his own opportunity. Going up
to'thg only man in the place who was
still sober, he touched him on the
shoulder,

“Bill, would you do something fora
woman?’

The big man, who was still drows-
ing by the
apathy.

“A woman. There ain’t ‘no woman
here. It's only whiskey and hell.”

“But there's women elsewhere,
down to the Risky Ranch, for instance.
WIlil you do something to help one of
them ?’

“Anythin’,” he said, rising,

“Then go up into that fellow's

Jim Combe was!
that the
more  wait there for me.

rapidly progressing|

room,” pointing to the doctor,” *“and
all his outfit, instruments and
grip-sack, - whatever he takes along
with him when he goes visiting. No
one will notice you as you live here,
and if they do they are too drunk to
mind.”

“What do you wang it for?"

“There's a woman slying down to
the Risky, and I've got to get thai lit
tle hog and his fixin's to save her.
You heard him say he wouldn't come.”

“I did, curse him; but he won't be
any good like that. They never are
any good when you want them,” and
he sank into his dreams.

“He won't be like that -when I get
him to the Risky. Will you do it?"”

“All righy; if it's for a woman,”
and he :louched off to the part of the
house where its boarders slept.

Meanwhile Jim Combe went out to
secure his own horse and another.

corral

manner, and speaking quite f:«-lxerly.,’
“And one of thosze glas es. Sce you
again, gentlemen,” and he weaiked to- |
wards the door.

“I guess it's my mone
if no one ha 4
hunt the de
right to it.
asked Combe,

“I guess t0.”

“Nobody else leaves the room until |
we come back. I don’t want the doe-
tor's friends handy to keep his cour- |
ze up.”

“He don't wan' any. Don't you
worry. The doe’s got as much grit as
the next man.”

“Appears like it,” said Jim, and stole
out, shutting the door noiselasly be-
‘Khiml him.

hat’s v p, so

that ho
That’s the bet, isn't it?”

see

CHAPTER XHIL '

Very solemnly and placing each foot !
with carefully calculated precision, the |

little doctor made his way from the
Ideal the place where old man!
Hayes had been stored out of the way
of the dogs. |

The awful heat and closenes: of the
bar room which he had left, made the
chill of the night air more noticeable.
It struck him like abar of cold iron
across the forehead and made him
catch his breath with a gasp. But
his errand had no terror for him. He
was one of those who, having learned
a great deal about the mechanism of
the human body, looked upon it as an,
indiffertn piece of machinery cap-|
able of many improvements, and hav-
(ing about it nothing of the superna-
tural.

As a locomotive he considered it be
neath contempt. Walking was af
best but a succession of falls avoided.
That had always been his opinion, but
he had never known so much difficulty
before in ge‘ting up that hind pro in
time to save a collapse.

Before starting from the bar room
he had taken aline upon the
house which he wished to reach, and
he had contrived not to lose sight of
his poin‘s, but it was difficult to keep
them, moving as he felt compelled to
do, as a knight moves at chess.

Earth seemed for once to have no

‘o

door

The latter pari of the business was solidity; the laws of gravity in his
horse-stealing, almost the worst of- particular ca-e seemed fo have begn
fence in Cattledom, but he had lied al-' suspended; his feet. would not keep
ready to a friend, and was meditating down and he suffered from an almost

a worse offence than hor:e-stealing.

When he had tied the two horses
at the back of the empty house in
which old man Hayes lay, he return-
ed to the bar room.

Thére he found his ally, Bill.

“Have you got the things?"”

“Yes.’

“Then sneak out and cinch them on
tight behind the saddle of my horse,
a big red roan, tied up behind the
house where Hayes' body - lies,
Don’t make any
mistake, and don’t speak till I do.”

Bill took his orders In silence, and
whilst he slipped out at the back, Jim

: Combe went up to the bar, and called
Finally, Protheroe’ declared his in-
téntion of going to take one drink|

for drinks for the crowd.
“Thought you was going to take a

!drink with the old man,” he said to
 the doctor, who was now helf asleep.

tove, started from his|

“So I wash, but T can't get any fel-
low to go along.”

“And you're too scared to go alone ?
I thought you were a sciengific joker,
who didn’t believe in ghosts or spirits,
or any of them things you can’t see or
stick a knife into.”

“Don’sh know what I believe, and I
don’sh know what blanked business
it is of yours, anyway, but I'm not
scared of anything, Mishter Jim
Combe, if you are a foot taller than
me.”

Jim laughed aggravatingly.
knew the man’s peculiarities.

“Why, you're afraid righ* now. I'll
bet you the next round of drinks that
you dare not go alone to take a glass
with old Hayes.”

The bef justed ruited the humor of
the crowd, besides the form of settle-
ment touched their personal interest.

“It's ‘up to you, doc,” “they cried.
“You're the little man to win his mo-
ney."”

To do the dggtor justicg, he was no
coward, drunk”or sober.

“Hand me the bot’le, Tke,” he said,
rallying in the most extraordinary

He
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irresistible temptation to allow his
legs to collapse altogether, a tempta-|
tion which arose from a growing con-|
viction that they really had nu!.hing‘l
whatever to do with him, and that he|
could move perfectly well by the mere|
exertion of will power. But he was'
not sufficiently drunk yet to yield to
this temptation. He still had some
control over his memory, and he re-|
membered that he had tried that game|

street very cold indetd the next morn-|
ing.

Dr. Protheroe had a considerable|
knowledge of the many infirmities of |
the flesh, but bis knewledge of the!
different expérssions of alcoholic
dementia was comprehensive. He
even diagnosed his own case acuurue-;
ly as he staggered along.

“Drunk,” he said, severely; “very
drunk. Itsh the cold air has done it.
Alwaysh does it; but I'm not 'fraid.
Who said Doctor Protheroe was
fraid ?”

He stopped, swaying dangerously in
the middle of the dark street to think
out that problem, but even his mind
could. only move now as the knight
moves. It would not go straight.

“Doctor Protheroe ‘fraid?” he re-
peater this two or three times in a|
sort of sing-song, and then, suddenly:

“Dr. Protheroe,” he said, “Doc-tor
Prother—oe, Thomash'’s, — London —
England. Not Ontario ! None of
your bloomin’ Canadian ’hout me.
Doctor Pra‘heroe, Thomash's, London,
England. Gentleman; profeshional
man,” and then he burst into peal
upon peal of derisive laughter, in the
midst of which he fell flat upon his
facé in the mud.

After lying there for a few minu‘es
chuckling still to himself, he rose upon
his' handi: and knees, reached for his
hat, put it rakishly upon the back of
his head, and continued kis journey
upon all fours.

“Varicoshe veins,” he muttered, as|
he went. “Shyatica, gout, notin’ to
do wi' whiskey. All rot. Cause— |
abssurd attempt violate lawsh of na-
ture. Man dam fool; meant to walk
or four legsh,| tries to walk on two.|
Posh'erior limhb:; over worked; pain-
ful shwelling followsh. Of course.”
But in spite of the excellence of his|
reasoning he was obliged after a time|
to conform to custom, and finished his
journey in a wild burst upon two legs,
which landed him in a heap at the
old man's door.

The violent exercise did something
to counteract the effects of the chill
air upon his heated brain, but not
| enough. He could remember that thei
door fastened with a latch; he could
even repeat to himself the necessary
"instructions for lifting the latch; but
for the life of him he could not find
it

Sitting upon the ground with his

eyes carefully and talking rapid-
ly but incoherently, he explored the
| whole door from the mud to within
i six inches of the lock half a dozen
times, and at last. concluding that he
' must have reached the wrong side of
| the house, began to crawl round it,
| until utterly weary, he sank despair
1ingly into -a peculiarly cold pudile,
from which lowly station he beat in-
‘termittently upon the solid pine logs
of the wall imploring old man Hayes
to “get up and let a fellow in.” At
lagt oblivion eome to him, but not in
the kindly fa-h'an th which he had

grown cecasigin '. ' Th re was a dif-
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ficutly_about his breathing which he
did not remembering to have noticed
on previous occasions. It was quite
na‘ural that he ihould have turned
over on his back, but his head was
rolling about in an unusual way, and
there seemed to be an obstruction in
front of his mouth.

“Asphyxiashun,” he decided. “Un-
usual symptom, rather think unna-
tural. Not had epough whiskey for
that,’ and than he went out into space
where nothing mattered, and thought
itself 'became a mere succession of
vague and disconnected suggestions.

One of these, the most persictent,
was that he was flying. He remem-'
bered, as you do in dreams, that hel
had done this before. He had never|
been quite certain whether it was in|
dreams that he flew, or in waking!
life. The dream had always necmedi
so real, but he knew that he was ﬂy—|
ing now. He left himself going up|
and up, and it was only will which
supplied the motive power. He knew |
that because he tried to flap his wingsf
and could not. They were tied to his|
sides.

(To be Continued.)

THE MAN WHO IS
TAXING BRITAIN

OWES HIS SUCCESS IN POLITICS
TO THOROUGHNESS. |
|

ity |

[
|

and before, and had been found in the Takes 'Infinite Pain to Master Every

Subject He Has to Deal i
With. |
|

It has been the lot of Mr. McKenna
to tax the British people—at all
events, the wealthier section of them
~more heavily than has ever been
dreamed of in the past. The recent
mammoth taxes proposed by him on |
incomes amount, in the case of just
ordinarily big incomes, to over 38 per
cent. of the total income, and in the
case of extraordinarily big incomes,
to far more than double that propor- |
tion of the total income.

Like Mr. Bonar Law, Mr. McKenna
has increased his popularity and also
enhanced his strength in the House
of Commons since the coalition Gov-
ernment was started. In truth, that
was no difficult matter so far as re-|
garded the standing of either of them
in the estimation of his opponents.
It probable, however, that the |
House as a whole likes both  men
bettar because, in these latter days,
it has, in the case of each, taken more
pains to discern the man beneath the

is

VIS - — |

{ wife,

|

{of collecting much that is rare:

!

Iteg. McKenna.

Rt. Hon.

mannerism. At
far distant, few

or » time, in days not
men in the House of
Commons were so disliked by those
on the benches opposite as was Mr.
McKenna. His mistakes—and he has
made not a few of them, for neither
as Home Secretary nor as First Lord
of the Admiralty was he any stupen-
dous success—were constantly mag-
nified into preposterous dimensions.

His rising to speak was usually the |

signal for either departure or derision
on the part of his opponents. In fact
with much that is wholly admirable,
there is not a little that is slightly
annoying in Mr. McKenna's make-

‘na

'about him which goes far to exas-

perate those whd do not share his
very obvipus belief in himself. He
was reputed to believe in science
rather than in sentiment, to be some-
what hard, as well as ‘intensely “su-
perior,” while his manner was rather
rasping and harzsh. But now all this
is changed. With his former opponents
smiling upon him, he smiles back on
them in. return, and jcan be as con-
ciliatory as the occasfon seems to re-
quire.

Sure of Himself,

The present Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer is, comparatively speaking,
a young man. He was born 53 years
ago. For that matter he is probably
as young to-day as he ever was in his-
lifu‘l"ur he was born with an old
head on young shoulders. He has
been M. P. for his present constitu-
ency, North Monmouthshire, since
1895. He has held the offices of Fin-
ancial Secretary of the Treasurer, Pre-
sident of the Board of Education,
First Lord of the Admiralty, and Home
He has been something of
{an athlete, too. In 1887 he rowed
bow in the Cambridge University boat,
|and he also won the Grand and the
Stewards’' Cup at Henley regatta. At
one time, when the question of the
Boer War well-nigh rent the Liberal
party in twain, Mr. McKenna was far
from seeing eye to eye with his pre-
sent leader. Mr. Asquith, of course,
adhered to the Liberal Imperialist
section of the party, of which Lord
Rosebery-and Sir Edward Grey were
recognized leaders. On the other
hand, Sir Hnry Campbell-Bannerman
led the section which was frankly pro-
Boer. Mr. McKenna was neither a
Liberal Imperialist nor_a pro-Boer.
But he objected Mr. Asquith’s

Secretary.

to

platform activities on behalf of the

Liberal Imperialist section, as likely
to render the divisions in the party
needlessly acute.. He accordingly ad-
dressed a letter to the present Pre-
mier urging him not to attend and
speak at a banquet arranged by the
Liberal Imperialists in his honor. Mr.
Asquith retorted to “My dear McKen-
" with considerable spirit, and at-
tended the banquet.

Those who know McKenna best say

jthat the man is not really so much

hard as he is sure of himself. He
has some reasons for this sureness.
He is a lucid and logical, if not a
very lively, spe He masters a
case thoroughly, and will take infinite
pains to secure exactitude in facts
and figures. He has been a success
as Chancellor of the Exchequer, be:
cause (in that office, if in any, thor-
oughness is its own reward. And he
is certainly thoroughly thorough.

ker.

His Charming Wife.

It is now eight years since Mr. Mc-
Kenna married his very charming
whe, by the way, about a
quarter of a century his junior. And
though. Mr. McKenna has made his
enemies, she has made nothing but
friends. Mrs. McKenna is the daugh-
ter of Col. Sir Herbert Jekyll, who,
among many other claims to fame, is
noted as one of the most discriminat-
ing devotees of the fine arts in Eng-
land. She has inherited her father’s
love for the beautiful, and his faculty
Her

is

“finds” amongst the antiques are
perfect by-word among her friends.
Her eye is as keen among the stalls
as it is on the golf links--she is an
inveterate and most proficient golfer.
She gives the least time possible to
the concerns of the drawing-room and
the tea table. She takes more interest
in the flight of a golf ball than in.the
flight of a duchess. It is in her nurs-
ery, rather than in the political yorld,
that she stoops to conquer. And it is
probably for these reasons that, living
as she does among so many
who have forgotten how to be children,
her many- friends swear by her, as
both the wisest and the youngest of
the wives of Cabinet Ministers.
SRR SRR
WHERE THE CONFLICT RAGES.

Artist Paints Battle of Verdun With
Shells Falling Around Him.

Perched on a tower on top of a
hill near Verdun, the storm of battle
by no means disconcerting him, Mr.
Francois Flameng, a French artist, is
calmly preparing a colossal
painting of this struggle, the greatest
of the war and of all ‘wars. He is
making his sketches undisturbed amid
falling shells and the din of bursting
projectiles and is working hard every
hour of daylight -to complete his
studies.

“I have been before Verdun eight
days,” he writes to his friend, General
| Niox, custodian of the army museum
in Paris. “From my observatory I
can see the whole panorama of this
| epic battle from the south along the
iMcuse to the north near, the Ar-
!gonne. I am trying to geét all the
{details, for I know that the smallest
corner of this field of carnage is wa-
tered with the noblest French blood.

“My task delights me, for I know
‘that my studies may give hereafter
an exact view of this Homeric strug-
|gle and that perhaps it will be the
only thing that will remain vivid of
all my work. I have put into it all
;my confidence and all my tenderness,
My heart is moved with pity when I
think of those who are dying between
the hills in front of me and when I
see the terrible shells falling on our
lines T want to throw myself on my
knees and pray for the sublime and
unknown heroes who will have saved
their country and humanity.

“I am sorry you are o far from the
battlefield; if you were . here you
would very auickly share our seren-
ity, our blind faith in final success.
Verdun cannot be taken now. It
should be known that we are superior
on all points to the Germans, for néver
was a more formidable struggle im-
IIUH(‘(l on us, never wWas war
contrary to our temperament. It has
revealed to virtues in ourselves
that we did net recognize. Let us
thank fate for having afforded us this

historic

us

hard test, because it will have reju-|

Let us look to the
let be

venated our race.
future without fear and
patient.”
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Similarity.

“Have you any references?"”

“Yes, mum, but Ileft them at home. |

Like me photygraphs they don't do
me iustice.’

AN
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FOR THE
STOMACH AND LIVER

days and note how beneficial is its action
how it restores tone and healthy activi

IDEAL

When your head is dull and heavy, your tor
without
Wt is needed to restore you to health and

irred, and vou feel

know what is really the
vigour is a few doses of a reliable
digestive tonic and stomachic rem-
edy such as Mother Scigel's Syrup
Take it after cach meal for a few
upon the stomach, liver and bowels—
ty to these important organs, and by

so doingeenables you to gain new stores of vigour, vitality and heaith.

MOTHER

SEIGEL’S SYRUP

The new 1.00 size contains (kree
sold at 50¢

times as much as the trial size
per bottle. sais

Horse Sale Disiemper

You know that . when you b
sales has about ane chance in ffty to
LE DISTEMPRR. “ BPO. ”

ertion,

tredt all your ho

s,
manufacturers.
BPOX

d.
hqrse,

through the
escape
is your

uy, or sell

true

your only safeguard, for 48 sure as you

o8 with 1t, you will soun be rid of the
a sure preventive, no ma'ter how
By the bottle, or dozen botties, at
goods hou‘" or delivezed by the

W MEDICAL 00, ou..ué- and Baoteriologists,
X @Goshen, Ind., UM.A.

up.  He has an air of ‘omniscience

people

more |

HOW T0 WIN THIS
GREATEST OF WARS

{FATHER VAUGHAN SAYS TOKILL
MORE GERMANS.

Famous Priest Renews His Attacks on
Thos¢ 'Who Would Spare
the Epemy.

® ‘Kill Germans if you would win the
war,” continues to by the slogan of
the Rev. Bernamd Vgughan, priest
militant, of London, F;ngland. Father
Vaughan recently answered another
clergyman who thought it was a pity
to kill 80 many Germans by saying:
“In my blundering stupidity 1 had
thought it a pity to miss so many of
them.”

In a late issue of Reynolds’ News-
paper Father Vaughan returne to the
charge with the following:

There are two extreme schools of
thought respecting this, life and death
| struggle called warfare. The militar-
ists and pacificists are poles apart in
¢ their teaching about war. One the
one hand, while Prussian war lords
| make out war to be not only a “bio-
logical neceseity,” but also the “reli-
gion o fvalor,” the Society of Friends,
!one the other hand, declared that no-
I thing can justify “the repelling -of
‘}forcv, The German Bernhardt would
turn ploughshares into. swords, and
{the Russian Tolstoy would, on the
[(‘nntrary, crush swords into plough-
shares. A plague on both your houses,
say 1. - Between these optimistic -and
‘{peﬁsimiﬂlir views - about the right to
fight there is a third class made up
| of people like the Rev. Dr. Meyer and
the Rev. Newsham Taylor, who lead
|one under the impression that they
]rcgard the present European war as
| some international foothall match,
{with the betting on our side, and
| with the hope that none of the play-
| ers in the rough game will be badly
{hurt. They and their followers, in
‘[their solicitude for my welfare, keep
on reminding me how ill beseeming
ecclesiastical lips it is to give the
advice to kill Germans.

Must Go On Killing Germans.

I suppose I am expected by this
| school of thought to exhort our
troops not to kill them. Mr. Bernard
Shaw has reminded me that there is
another way of ending the war be-
sides that of killing Germans, and
that is to end it by killing English-
men. My attitude toward the war
may be summed up in a very simple
syllogiem. It is this:

Warfare means killing the troops
fighting against you.

But the troops fighting against us
are German.

Therefore, the war for us means
killing Germans.

About the major premise Mr. Shaw
and myself are in complete agree-
ment. It is with the minor premise
that we seem to be quarrelling. It is
not quite clear whether he puts Eng-
lishmen where I put Germans. No
doubt the pro<German puts English-
men where I put England’s enemy.
So that the conclusion to be drawn
from the premises depends altogether
upon which side you are in the fight.
As it is as clear as noonday to me
that we have entered into this devas-
tating war with a clear conscience
and clean hands, I am satisfied that
we must go on killing Germans un-
til we have reached the number (hat
will entitle us to dictate to the enemy
our terms of peace and - to
Europe from the tyranny, the
of the superman with his
State. We have drawn the ¢
| protect the neutrality, indej
and autonomy of the smaller I
pean kingdoms, and it is our roc
| determination never to slip ths
into its scabbard again till Euro
rid of its menace to liberty, justi
and civilization.

Prussianism Must Go

To the militarist, then, who regards
warfare as the highest expression of
life, I say it is the worst expression
of physical evil; and to the pacifist
who contends that nothing can justify
war, I reply that there are occasions
| when you must make use of the worst
| physical evil—warfare in order to
| support some great moral cause. In
other words, a just war means mauk-
ing use of physical forces to secure
some great moral end.

Let us get to grips with this ques-
tion about the rights and wrongs of
warfare, and let’ me again remind
{you that there is a far greater evil
| than war, and - that is sin.. War in
| its most repellant aspect can never

get away from its character, as a phy-
sical evil only, whereas sin is the
| brand called moral evil. The founder
| of Christianity warns us not so much
to fear him who can kill the body
only as to fear him who can destroy
| the soul also. In the eighteen mil-
| lions  of casualties récorded in the
| present scientific slaughter of the
| human race mot a- single soul has
| been necessarily hurt, though that
| number of bodies have been hit.

| I believe that this war, a terribly
| physical evil though it ig, has sent
| heavenward souls innumecrable who
| might otherwise have lost their way
thither. Meanwhile I am' satisfied
| that God in His good time will give
to the Allies a great and lasting vic-
tory against a foe who, having start-
ed out to Kaiserize Prussia and
Prussianize Germany, meant to Ger-
manize the world.

L
A word of praise to-day is worth a
bucket of tears shed to-morrow.




