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SYNOPSIS. |
|
“Circle Jim'’ Borden, named from a red |
birthmark on his hand, has served his
third prison term. One in each Borden
generation, always a criminal, has borne
the Red Circle mark. Jim and his son,
'Ted, are the only known living of the
Bordens. Max Lemar, a detective, is de-
talled to keep an éye on Jim. June Travis
and her mother meet Jim as he is re-
leased. Jim and Ted are killed. Next
day Lamsar secs the Red Circle on a
woman’s hand outside a curtained auto-
inobile. June, marked with the Red
ircle, robs Grant, a loan shark. Mary,
june’'s nurse, discovers her theft, and
teils her she is “Circle Jim’s”’ daughter,
tho Mrs. Travis does not know. Mary
tricks Lamar. Lamar- yisits ‘“Smiling
Sam,” Jim’s old crime partner. Sent to
Surfton by Smiling Sam, Alma La Salle
robs the guests at a ball. Mary points
her out to Lamar, who follows her back
to town, captures her with the jewels,
and goes after Smiling Sam. n the
adge of a cliff pursuer and pursued en-
gage In deadly combat. Gordon, a fugi-
tive, rescues Lamar, and June in turn
saves Gordon from arrest. Smill Sam
sees the Red Circle on June’s hand, tells
her he knows her secret, and follows her
to the city.

11th Instalment.

In Lamars office Gordon stood
with his back to the locked door;
woiite~faced. gasping. For the
moment at least he was safe—and
hig ‘eyes never left the face of the
Py

“Now,”
oreath, “tell
you?"

Gordon shook his head.

“I can’t,” he said. “I'm more grate-
ful to you than I can ever make you
xnow—you've saved my life; or
rather, my liberty, that counts for
more; but—honestly, I mustn’'t tell
you why they're after me—not now,
anyway! I—"

under her
ng-—won’t

June

me ev

y!

“But why not?” interrupted June.
“Every minute is precious. M
Lamar is my friend—he calls me his
‘tirwt assistant’ I'm anxious to help
vou—~I can help you—if you'll tell me
averything; but how can I be of use at
all when you keep me in the dark

ke this?”
Her earnest eyes were full of
Gordon

pleading and reluctantly
found himself weakening.

“You're a brick,” he said, “to be in.
terested in me at all and 'm terribly
grateful— ]

“Then do as I say—begin ‘at the
heginning to tell me.”

“How do we know but that some-
one iz in that next room? Do you
know where the other door leads
to?”

"“Walt a minute,” said June quick-
ly. “I'll look in the outer office, Mr.
l.amars confidential clerk may be
ilere. Don't move till 1 come back.”

On her way to the door June hur-
viedly lald her gloves and wrist bag
on Lamar's desk, half-subcon-
sclously noting at the same time a,
pair of handcuffs that lay there.‘
With a little shudder she passed |
them by, and slowly opening the of- |
fice door peered cautiously out.

There. with his back to her, sat
‘;age, the- confidenital clerk, busily |
writing and serenely unconscious |
hat anyone was looking at him. .Tunel

oftly closed and locked the door. |

Gorden gave a nervous glance |
wround, then hegan:,

“The whole thing in a ‘nutshell ls
thie:

“The Farwell Corporation retalned

o so that thev might ‘legally’ de-

yud their employes of co-operative

ite.

“When 1 found what they svere up
, T rebelled and tried to expose the
rooked deal—so, of course, they've
md it in for me ever since,

‘“There was only one thing to do—
o tell the workers about it—the
nen whio had expected to be proﬂt';
sharers and were dupes instead. 8o |
| got a crowd of them in the court- |
ard one day and told them the w‘hole!

|
1
|
|

yme of 'em believed me, most of |
®dn't—or at least, were doubt-
{ul. In the middle of it the watch- !
ran and a patrolman or two came to |
oo what it was all about, broke up
the crowd svith night sticks and pusi- |
ad e off, threatening me with ar-|
vast for ‘starting a riot’ You see I
was heiplees. The corporation block- |
ed. me,” muttered Gordon, bitterly.
““Then, not content with that, they
ruined me financially.

“One day 1 was in my

"iem

office when

{ an open scuttle door,

f hemently.

“This is what the hound told me to
read,” went on Gordon: ‘The Fdrwell
corporation, thru its attorney, Charles
Gordon, hereby rescinds its recent ac-
tion of withholding co-operative pro-
fits.’

“There was a blank space left for
me to sign, and, like a dub, T signed it.
Farwell picked it up and looked at it.
Then the smiling mask dropped from
his face. It grew all hard and cold.

“For a minute I didn’t understand
the change. Then I saw the trick.
Farwell had two pieces of paper, clev-
erly fastened, one above the other, just
leaving room at the foot of the under
one for my signature, While I mought
1 was signing the upper one, it was
really the lower paper I was pinning
my name to—irrevocably!

Farwell crumpled the upper paper—
the one I had thought I was signing—
put it in his, ash tray; and set fire to it.
He held the other paper out for me to
read and at the same time he demand-
ed that I produce the ‘securities en-
trusted to me!’ This is what I had
signed my name to:

g‘q.luly 1. Received from the Farwell
corporation this date, $75,000 of said
corporation’s bonds, to be held in trust
by the undersigned until called for by
the said corporation. Signed Charlo_n.
Gordon. Witnessed by Silas Farwell

“For a minute I was too dazed to do
anything. But Farwell Wwasn't. He
rang his bell, and in came a plain-
clothes man and a policeman.

“Farweli promptly ordered them to
arrest me, on an embezzlement
charge.”

“I think 1 went mad. I snatched at
the paper, but I couldn’t get it for
Farwell jammed it into the inside
pocket of his coat. I grabbed him. I
was bound I would get the paper or
choke him. We had it hot and heavy
for a few minutes. But of course I
hadn't a show—three against one—I
wes & rat in a trap, nothing more.”

“The miserable sneak!” sald June.

“1 was facing a charge of embez-
zlement thru that double-paper trick
of Farwell's, and I knew it. But the
police were decent enough to let me go
to my office for a moment. Luckily
they hadn’t handcuffed me. I went to
my desk, and the men stayed,at the
back of the room.

“While I was fussing about my desk
I hit upon an idea, With one eye on
the men, I slowly unscrewed the in-
candescent globe from my desk lamp,
and tossed it against the rear wall—
their backs were toward it It
smashed, of oourse, and at the smash
they both turned to see what caused
the noise. In that Instant I leaped
out of the open window, jammed it
shut, and ran up the fire escape to the
roof.”

“Great!” applauded June, her right
hand athrob.

“In a second the men were after rhe,

tho, firing their guns as they came. ]

“Y cut across the roofs until I found |
I ran inside and |
closed it. From that on it was an
easy matter to cover my tracks; until
at last I got away clean and found a
hiding place in the shack at Surfton.”

June said nothing, but her eyes.were
Juminous and thoughtful. Her fingers
were foying with the , pair of hand-
cuffs on the desk, and suddenly she
picKed them up and looked at them.
Then, as her gaze took in her own
hand, her face was suffused with a
rush of color. There was the dread- |
ed Red Circle, burning all too clearly
against the white flesh.

At that moment someone turned the
handle of the door leading to the outer
office.

At the sound Gordon raised his head
and met the frightened look in June's
eyes,

“I'm going to give myself up,
way,” he said indifferently.

“No! NO!” whispered June ve-
“You mustn't give yourself
up now! I'm going to help you!”

Then the knock came a second tirme,
followed by a little pause, and after
that the sound of retreating footsteps.

June_moved quickly to the hall door
and Gordon followed, June opened
the door and looked out into the hal.
—then suddenly drew back, shutting
and locking the door.

“It's Gage!” she whispered breath-
lessly. *“And he's making for this
door, now!”

Before the words were fairly out of
her mouth, the hall door was tried. A
moment later there was a crash of
splintered glass and Gage peered intn
the office thru the jagged opening his
determined elbow had made. He saw

any.

i no one, however, for the very good rea-
| #on that June and Gordon were flat-
| tening themselves against the wall on

the side nearest the door.
Gage :then decided to reach thru the
opening and unlock the door from the

I inside. June, catching a glimpse of his
! entering arm, slipped quickly to the

+ hand groped for the key.

desk and picked up the handcuffs, then
tiptoed hurriedly to the door as Gage's
An instant
more and she had deftly snapped onc
o’ the handcuffs around Gage's wrist
and with trembling flngers snapped

| the other on the door knob.

June caught her wrist bag and

i gloves from the desk and, signaling té

%}

w

’\
l
:
|
i
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.

“Mis Oid Cunning, Sneaking Face
Grinning at Me.”
Farwell rang me up.
you at once,’ he said
and we'll surrender.’
“It didn’t take me long to hang up |
the receiver, get my hat and hurry!
- over to his office. There he was, the
grivming hypoortte, greeting me 2s if |
I were a long lost friend. He waved|
me to a chair, and then took out a pa- |
per and placed ft airily on a desk leaf, |
and told me to read it, All the time|
he kept one hand“on the thing, but I, |
like a fool, thought nothing of that—I |
was idiot enough to believe he was act.
ing-in good faith!

‘L want to see !
‘We are wrong |

| curb she and Gordon got in
away,

“All right, so far.”
for our next move.”

Gordon to follow her, unlocked the out-
er office ,door and slipped into the cor-
ridor, >

As they hurried on—with Gordon a

bit in the rear—June nervously thrust
lier right hand into his glove; she
didn’t intend to have Gordon or anvone
else see that throbbing Red Circle.
Outside the office building June halt- !
ed and looked up and down the street
in search of a taxicab. Presently one |
appeared and she held up her hand to ‘
elop it. As [t drew alongside
and drove |
said June. “Now |
“Look!” exclaimed Gordon, clutch- !
ing June's hand, unconsciously pressing
its Red Circle. “Look! There's Far-
well! Farwell, just ahead of us!’
Lord! He's with Lamar.”
“Don‘t worry.” whispered June, 1
turn

ing the pressure of his hand reas- |
suringly,

ktem both now! I'm going to jump
out and join them, and ] want vou to |
slay in the cab and wait for me a lit-
tle way up the '
is better.”
Lamar and Fairwell, decn in 23]
sation, did not
footsteps behind them. and
idea of Juue's approach un came
abreast of them as they ched the
entrance door of Farwell's office build-
ing. June nodded and sml!led at La-
mar, whe shook hands ] his

street. Or. no. the park

ol notice the sound

cager
cagerly,

{ to
the |

| it when he ran!

“It's going to be all right— !

| couldn’t have happened better! I'll get |

face radiant. Then he turned to Far-
well and introduced him to June.

“How do you do, Mr. Farwell?” sail
June, in her most innocent manner.

“I wish you'd come in with us, Miss
Travis,” Lamar said. “Farwell is go-
ing to show me the Gordon papers—I
want your advice.”

As they entered the office anteroom
TL.amar turned to June.

“Can you make yourself comfortable
here for a few minutes?” he asked,
offering a ohair. “Farwell and I will
go over the preliminaries ourselves,
in the inner office—we won't bore you
with unnecessary details.”

June was alone, save for a very
young secretary who wds seated at a
desk stamping letters. !

“If only that miserable secretary
would go away!” she thought.

Presently he did that very thing.

June jumped up at once. Getting a
chair from the corner of the room, she
carried it to the door, jumped lightly
up and applied a pair of very pretty
but ocurious eyes to the transam.

Lamar and Farwell were seated at a
table. Papers were strewn everywhere;
but Farwell had separated Gordon’'s
securities receipt from the others and
was just in the act of handing it to
Tamar,

“There’'s the receipt,” June heard
him say. “It means prison if we can
capture him.”

Lamar let the
table before him.
ness in hand.

June, who loved him, read all this in
his face.

“Here is where I come in again,”
she said to herself.

In a flash she saw how It could all
be done. Jumping lightly down, she
landed on the floor on the tips of her
toes and slipped out into the hallway.
With a quick look up and down, she
tossed her wrist bag Into the farthest
corner on the hall floor. Then she
hurried back to the anteroom, tore her
hat off and pulled her hair away. Next
she overturned two chairs, one after
the other with a bang, and staggered
wildly into the private office, gasping:

“Mr, Lamar! Mr. Lamar! Quick!”

‘“What is 1t?” cried Lamar and Far-
well in chorus, jumping*up and running
toward her,

“A man came in,” panted June. “He
snatched my handbag—threw me off!
He's gone!”

Farwell was already in full pursuit
of the imaginary thief, and at June's
instance Lamar promptly joined him.

This was just what June was waliting
for., Bhe ran to the paper-strewn desk,
seized the coveted receipt, gave it a
quick, keen glance, and hid it In
her dress,

Then her eyes on the door, she hur-
ried to the safe, Its door was open,
as Farwell had left it, when he took
out the Gordon papers to show to La-
mar, With trembling filngers she
snatched up a bundle of bank notes,
stuck those in her dress also, and

paper drop to the
He hated the busi-

-started back to her place.

Then she was scourged on by still

“The Gordon rteceipt’s gpone!” he
gasped.

At ‘the same moment Lamar saw
the white circle—it startled him
most unpleasantly. Then Farwell
pushed him toward the safe.

“See,” he cried, “I'm robbed!
They've taken a bundle of bank
notes! Read this thing!” As he spoke
he pulled the printed circle off the
safe knob and thrust it into Lamar’s
hands. ;

What Lamar read was this:

“The money will be put to a good
use by the Circle Lady.”

He was speechless and eould only
stare, wide-eyed, at the paper.

Speaking dazedly to himself, rather
than to Farwell:

“Suspicion points to Miss Travis—-
but that’s impossible! Impossible!”

He sat down and ‘pulled the tele-
phone toward him. He gave the num-
ber of his own office. ;

As soon as Gage recognized his
voice, the clerk began pouring forth
his tale about the mysterious woman
who handcuffed him to the door;
where he might still have been if two
clerks from other offices, hearing his
cries for help, had not come running
in.

“Wait a minute,” called Lamar over
his end of the wire. ‘“Could you see
who it was that snapped the cuffs on
you?”

“No,” yelled Gage. “I couldn’t see 2
thing except a woman’s hand—with a
Red Circle on the back of it.”

Lamar turned white. Then he asked
sharply:

“Any other clue?”

Gage's voice came hesitatingly over
the wire,

“Well,” he mumbled, “Miss Travis
called. I showed her into your office
to wait—and then she disappeared.”

Lamar slowly hung up the receiver.
Just as slowly he got up. He stood
thinking a moment, then turned to
Farwell and said, curtly:

“Keep this absolutely quiet until I
investigate. 'I'' do all I can—good
day.”

Meanwhile, June, oblivious to all
the trouble she had caused, made her
way to the park, the coveted receipt
and the banknotes hugged tight to her
breast.

Gordon was =still tho

there, the

chauffeur had wandered onto the grass |

somewhere,

As she neared
leanvd out eagerly.

“What Juck?’ he said uneasily.

“If 1 looked as happy as I feel, you
surely wouldn't have to ask,” smiled
June, holding out the receipt.

“Hooray!” cried Gordon, opening the
paper and reading it.

Then he looked at June and
tears came into his eyes.

“You are a wonder,” he said in a
low voice. ‘I can never repay Yyou
you marvelous girl! How did. you
ever get the paper?”’

The bappy light dled out of June's

)

the cab, Gordon

the

“We Had It Hot and Heavy for &8 Few Minutes.”

another mad impulse. Going to the
table she picked up a couple of sheets
of plain letter paper, folded them to-
gether and tore them into rude circles.
Her eyes gleamed oddly as she picked
up a pen and, sitting down, began to
print something on one of the circles.
Looking over her shoulder at every
other letter, she finished her printing.
Then she put the plain white circle on
the dark blotting pad, got up, ran to
the safe and hung the printed circle
on the knob, With a sigh of satisfac-
tion, she went back to the anteroom
and collapsed Into a chair, resuming
her air of fright and exhaustion.
During thelr wild-goose chase Lamar
and Farwell met the returning secre-
tory and they all came down the hall
together, talking excitedly,
While they were talking, Lamar, true
his trade, was looking; so it was he
ho found June’'s bag in the dark cor-
ner of the hall,
the bag. anyhow!"” he ex-
“The man must have dropped
See what Santa Claus
brought for a good little girl!” he Balled
to June, waving the bag before her as

“Here's
claimed.

| he entered the office.
Good |
i you would find it for me if any mortal
'could:

“Oh thank you, Mr. Lamar! I knew

I'n a million times grateful

to you!”
“Let me go home with you,” pleaded
LLamar,
“Oh, no, really-—-1'l1 be perfectly all
right myself,” answered June,
“"Anyway, J shall insist on
you down to the door,”
“All 1." June, reluctnntly,
Laaing d lvoking tenderl;
Fiaze | miomend, and then he
back to rejoln Farwell,
As he entered 1ded
with Farwell, who wild-eyed and pant-
ing, . gripped him by the arm and half-
‘agged him to the table of the inner

taking

. door he et

&

‘“‘Don’t ask me how I got it,” she
murmured. “The only thanks I wish
is your silence. You do not know
what I am, Now you must go, and so
must I; but first, I want you to ac-
cept this little roll of money—it may
come in handy.” As she spoke she
opened her wrist bag, and handed
him egome bank notes—not those she
had taken from the safe.

“I can’'t take this,” stammered Gor-
don. "“You have done too much for
me already!”

“You can, and you must,” answered
June firmly, “You don’'t know how
much you may need it, nor how soon.”

“Sinece you insist, We'll call it a
wan,” said Gordon, reluctantly pock-
eting the money—*‘“and thank you a
million times,”

With a hurried handshake and good-
by June disappeared, Gordon Ilooked
about for his driver, who presently
slouched into view, half asleep, Evi-
dently he had found the grass very
soothing and comfortable to his rheu-
matic 0ld bones,

“Time to drive on, said
Gordon,

“All right, boss,” yawned the driver.
“Jes’ soon's I crank 'er up.”

Then he ambled around to the front
of the cab and began to turn
crank,
hopefully, Goréon, still nervous and
on the lookout, saw and recognized a
plainclothes detective, who was run-
ning toward the cab,

It took Gordon barely a second to
leap to the steering wheel, knock the
sleepy driver to side ond send

my son,”

ono

the car fr

owever

'p unto the immini;
innchine moved off,

Gordon put the car

and thanked his stars that he was

ambidexterous, Steering n bit wildly

with hls left hand, he suddeniy leaned

board o

ai fullspeed, i

the |
A= the engine started to buzz|

out on the other side and struck the
scrambling policeman fiercely in the
stomach. - The officer doubled up, but
held on like a mountain goat.

It was a more or less even fight, as
each man had but one arm free, and
neither could use his legs to any ad-
vantage.

There was no chance for science;
none for a clean, effective blow. The
fighters beat at each other in futile,
awkward fury. t

comfortablé, I was 'so ’fraid he'd
start a rumpus.” L

“What about mother,” queried June
fearfully,

“Mrs. Travis don’t known a thing,
as yet. But it's only:«a question of
time, unless we can get him away
from here right off. He isn't dis-
posed to make things any easier for
us than he can help, either. I heard
a big noise up there just now. I
guess he stumbled over something.

Then I heard him moan-—or,
swear!”
“There! Hear that?”’ cried June
and Mary simultaneously. “hen they
clung to each other, expecting, they
knew not what,
- L] . * L - L - * - - - “

With o sigh of relief, and a smile, |

she took the package of bank notes
out of her dress. A dreamy look-—a
very sweet look—came into her eyes
as she thought how much good that
money was going to do. In her mind
was a vivid picture of the hard-work-
ing men in Farwell's foundry, whose
“co-operative profits” had beenm taken
away from them, b

“They shall have their money, just
the same,” she said to herself.
I was stealing when I teok it, it was
in a good cause.”

With the dreamy

smile still light-

maybe, |
! think—"

| that

| said aloud. “She is as holy

“TE own mother.

ing her face, June stood lost in happy |

thought, when suddenly she heard
Mary’'s familiar footsteps, and her look
changed to one of alarm.

She thrust the papers into the near-
est hiding place—a table drawer, and
just managed to get it shut as Mary

,came in from her own room with hor-

T —
ror written in every line of her f,
“Why Mary,” cried June, “what
earth is the matter with you?
look as if you'd seen a ghost!”
“I have, dearie—I have! It's worggy
that! Oh!” wringing her handg And\'
crumpling her face up into a magg of
tragedy. “What will we ever do oy
my lamb! We're in such a lot 01'.
trouble.” -
“Now, Mary darling, be calm,” g,'

| bade the nurse, “and tell me all abgy *

it——I'm sure it isn't as bad as Yoy

“It is, baby, it's worse! I’s thy
awful man!” 0
At that moment, unconscious of gy
was going on inside the hoy
Lamar slowly passed Dby; his heag
bert, his face haggard and drawn. Ky
had to. come there intending to se
June: to face her with the facts; apyg
to ask her to tell him what she Kkney
aobout all the wreiched business. By
when ne reached the house he some.
how found that he loved her tco mug
to put her to the test.

“Oh, it can't be—it ean’'t be,” iy
as—as my
She is above suspicion
As far above suspicion as a saint ing
cathedral. And yet—and yet—even
circumstance pwints to her as—as—*
An idea flashed-into his mind, elee.
trifying him to quick decision.

“Tomorrow!” he muttered. half fn
drcad. half in triumph, “ves, that is it
Tomorrow will tell! Tomorrow will
prove the truth!”

End of 11th Instalment.

TRAMPS OF OLD ENGLAND

ARE ADVENTUROUS CHAPS,

‘m 3
Yoy !

3¢

; Many of Them Are Already Fighting the Battles of the 3@ ‘"
Empire, Where the Shells Are Falling Thickest.

Peftly Snapped on the Handcuffs. !
1

The cab swirled and cavorted; butl
there were no park policemen to be
seen, and the plainclothes man could
not take time to draw out his whistle.

But he did get out his revolver,
presently, and was about to level it
at his quarry, when Gordon feinted
and drove his clenched fist into his
foe’s throat just below the point of
the jaw.

It was the first gocod blow of the
whole scrimmage. And it did its work.
The detective reeled backward, trod
on thin air and catapulted into the
road, where he landed on his head
and one shoulder.

There Gordon left him, with never
a look back. His whole thought was
centred upon getting far enough
ayay so that he might safely leave
the cab without fear of being tracked
down.

Finally, nearing a park entrance, he
slowed to a normal pace, and then
stopped. No one seesmed to notice
him, so he got out quickly, and leav-
ing the park, made for the dowmbown
district.

He still had his hard-won ‘“receipt,”
and he felt that as long as it was in
existence, even thp it was in his own
possession, his liberty was more or
less in danger.

Just thenh he passed by a vacant lort,
and he saw what he needed most—
a bonfire! :

Tearing the receipt into tiny pleces,
he threw them on the fire and watch-
ed them burn until every scrap had
vanished into unrecognizable ashes,

Then he gave a long sigh of relief,
squared his shoulders to the world,
and continued on his way.

Is it strange that mnis thoughts
should turn to June, the girl who had
édone so much for him? He would
have been less jubilant if he could
have guessed the new complications
in which she was just then entangled.
After leaving Gordon in the park,
June had gone straight home and up-
stairs to her boudoir. There were
still signs of the hurried return to
town—an empty trunk; and some ar-
ticles of clothin lyin;h around; and
she wondered idly what Mary had
been gbout, not to put the room in bet-
ter shape,

June never liked 2 messy room, so
she went right on into her “den,” be
fore taking off her hat,

“What awful man?’ June's face
went white., “You ocan't mean—"

“Yes,” went on Mary huskily, “it's
him! That ‘Smiling Sam’ Elfl.n we
thought we was rid of for good'n’ alll”

“Not here?’ panted June in stark
terror,

“Hea's  right here in this house—we
brought him with us! He made Yama
put him into the big wardrobe trunk-—-
and when I started to unpack it, there
he was, with his old cunning sneak-
ing face grinning at me as sassy as
could be!”

“Good heavens!” oried June, at her
wits’ end, “Will trouble never end?

whole year a single tramp of recruit-
ing age pass my way who lcoked phy-
sicdlly fit. Most tramps are possesse:l
of the spirit of adventure,
was no exception to the rule. Tho he
did not own a foot of land, yet Eng-
land—the England of green lanes
dappled with primroses, and pheasant-
baunted woods—was to him home ani
country; for did he not know them

proprietor?

“Snowey” (his hair, by the way, you
will imagine was very fair) was of the
fighting order. Of this I can give you
proof; for did he not boast he would
‘“take my measurement” one day,
when, losing patience over his drink-
ing habits, I put somebody c¢lse, in his
mbsence, on to kis job?

wards, I asked him if he still wished
to measure me for a new suit of
clothes. He expressed his gorrow for
his language, which surprised me, for
when Snowey, under the influence of
drink, knocked down a man in the
hayfleld, and I advised him to apolo-
gise, he saild that he had ‘“never
apologised to no one” in his life,
Uttering an untruth—for which Hea-
ven forgive me—I told him that

they were in the wrong!

“Well, I ain’t a-goin’ to— Strewth!”
affirmed this owner of a brawny fist.

That was 'the summer when he
turned up with his red pocket-hand-
kerchief with white spots, greeting
me with the statement that he was
going to build my hayrick—after he
had refreshed himself with *“‘‘arf.a
pint’ in the village.”

“No, Snowey,” I said, “Uncle John
is building the rick.”

“Uncle John be—— I tells you I'm
a-goin’ to build it seme ks I dond
afore.”

“You're too late, Snowey; you can’t,”
¥ answered, shortly.

“Carn't I? I know you—you, you
put me into them blinking papers.
Wait till I've ‘ad 'arf a pintl”

Like & boat in a choppy sea Mho
crossed the hayfleld en route for the
village. At midday he returned to my
field-gate, only to fall ingloriously be-
hind the hedge to sleep the sleep of tho
unsteady for the rest of the day.,

Bur I liked Snowey, in spite of his
intemperance, Tho only a tramp,
when sober he stood up for the dignity
of labor, Upon the first occasion that
he presented himself to me for work,
to my astonishment, instead of the
usual ‘““I leave it to you, sir,” coupled
with a request for leave to coss in the
barn, he asked me how much I paid
an hour!

On settling down for a whole year
In our neighborhood he managed to

Where is he now?”
“Up in- the attic,” sald Mary, “And
I've had to feed him and meke him

acquire & lurcher, and on seeing
Snowey leave the postoffice with it one

and Snowey

more intimately than many a lande:d .

1 was away from my farm when the .
gobered adventurer turned up to re- |
sume his hedge-trimming, but, meet- |
ing him on the road some time after-

gentlemen always apologised when |

i

Now 1 come 'to thnk of it, Snowey | day in Januzry, | asked him if he had
has not been seen in the countryside
of Jate, and I have hardly seen for a:

been to buy a license for his dog.

“I'm a-gwine to wait until 1 knows
as she can 'arn her own livin',” he
answered in a confidential tone.

Evidently she did ’arn her own
livin’, Tor Rosic became his faithful
lurcher, a pal, he told me, he could al-
ways depend upon, ' for whenever
Snowey took up “fresh lodgings for:
the night” (which meant slecping on
the roadside thru sheer inability to
walk any further), “Rosie would seg
no copper ever touched him.”

In a weak moment 1 had given
Snowey leave to set snares on my
land. gAfterwards it was hopeless for
me to go round with a gun and a dog
He got up too early for me, both with
regard to rabbits and mushrooms. At
one time he declared he did not know
how to set a snare; but after a time
his modesty broke down. It happened
over a snaring competition.: Then
vanity was too strong for him.

“There’s Bill,” he said with disgust,
“he’s got his name put in them papers.
It don’t do to have your name in thg
papers” (and he looked at me with
videlong glance). “Thar was his
pictur and all. The very spit of him!
You might a’ pecked it out with ‘a
mattick. ‘Look ’ere, Bill says [, ‘Tl
set a snare agin you any day’ He set
one, and I set one, and I'd a rabbit 2
mine a couple of hours afore he 'ad &
flick in hisn.”

The most amazing thing abonut
Snowey was his political outlook. The,
as [ have said, he did not own a foot

of land and was an incorrigible poach- | .

or, inall political crises, he abetted the
backwoodsman, possibly he felt “one
of them.” Possibly his sympathies
were due to his predatory instincts.
“Sufficient unto the day is thc evil
thercof” was, I think, Snowey's favor-
ite, tho unspoken tz2xt. When, for in-
stance, the Old Age Pension Bill wasi
passed, I asked him if he didn’t think
it was a rattling good thing

“Well, I doan't know,” said Snowey,
spitting on his hands as he caught
hold of his pick-axe. “Bill says this
‘ere Liberal Government ’as paid oil
the national! debt. I says it ain'.
Bill says it 'as. Now, ’as il? 'That's
what I wants ter know!"”

Well, perhaps Snowey is now doing
his little bit to pile up our nutional
debt by using his shovel with great
dexterity in the trenches. ke would, [

am sure, lay down his life for the land’

where tha scent of its blackthorn ond
of its good brown earth had entered
into his very being. Tramp tho -
was, Snowey was an Englishman to
the’ core.~—F. H, Greer in The Londor
Chronicle,

TO KEEP CHEESE FROM DRYING.

s,
If it is found necessary to keep ¢ (S o

large plece of cheese for any length of
time, pour melted paraffin over the
out surface, As the cheese is used,
this seair may be repeated, ‘
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The “Big D" on every box is
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Dominion Cartridge Co.,
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ful selection of

materials, perfect balance of powder
and shot and intensive inspection

Canuck
It's
speed and powerful § pact have
gainedforitan enviabie reputation
as the ‘‘trophy-winner’’ at the
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Dominion smokeless trap loads.
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