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CHAPTER V.—CONTINUED
Leeches, they are. who come 

with the epurting oil, following 
the hordea of men aa of old the wolvea 
followed the prairie achoonera. Yet 
every oil town hea these problème. 
They ahrug their ahouldera haught
ily and mutter between rouged lipa 
when men laugh at their advances 
and pass by. From town to town, 
from boom to boom, they come and 
go. Here today, tomorrow they 
may be revelling in*the gayety of 
a village sprung up during the 
night. At times the town eeems to 
revolve around them, that is in the 
evening when, spider-like, they 
come out at dusk. Again they 
slink into obscurity, not drawing a 
thought from thoae whom they have 
won over, that is in the day time 
when the workers are busy near the 
black mud of the wells. They dis
appear suddenly. Whither ? No 
one knows, nor cares. The interest 
they awaken is ephemeral. Solicita
tion at night gives way to repudi
ation at dawn. The one with the 
small acar, half covered by a 
strand of blond hair, or the dark 
Italian-appearing girl with the 
twisted smile have flitted away, 
singed butterflies, gon» to fields 
more fertile for their designs.

Jack watched their mameuveringe 
from his open window. He pitied 
them, a pity that sprang from the 
almost remote possibility of their 
redemption He observed one par
ticularly from his eyrie. She 
was small with a blue to her eyes 
that seemed to mirror all the 
innocence pf the world. Yet she 
possessed a bold recklessness that 
lacked indigence in such a petite 
body. Each evening she came in 
from the side street near the drag 
store, passed through the group of 
lounging men, never bantering, but 
with eyes straight ahead. Slowly 
she walked down the street until 
opposite Jack's window. From 
out of the shadows of a stairway 
would come a man, dressed as if 
lifted from a race-track paddock. 
For a moment only she would pause, 
hand him something and pass on. 
Not once did she look at him 
directly. When he flashed out of 
the dusk, her wan smile dropped 
from her face as quickly as light
ning recedes from the sky and the 
muscles of her small jaws trembled. 
But that waaall. Shemovedon. He 
disappeared. Then would return 
her assumed smile, sweet, appeal
ing. She was always alone. The 
others strutted in pairs and figured 
in the brawls on side streets and 
dives down near the river bottoms. 
The daily sheet that broke into 
print sometime during the early 
morning hours gave but faint delin
eations of the gun play of the night 
before The old frontier life was 
re-enacted time and again. The 
law seemed ineffective. There was 
talk in the Oklahoma capitol of 
making a drive against gambling 
dens. The officers who were sent 
brandished their arms but the blow 
hung suspended. It had been said 
that money was passed and the 
gambling and wild life went on. 
Oklahoma papers wrote stirring 
editorials and declared that the 
Burbank field was not beyond the 
law. The lawlessness should be 
stopped. But it went no farther. 
Paper talk was not relished by the 
element holding sway in the over
night towns. Men acted suddenly, 
spontaneously here They drevr 
their guns and thought later, 
followed their own course and 
asked for no advice. This was 
augmented by the curse of moon
shine whiskey sold across bars. To 
the men “corn” supplied hope when 
hope was about extinct. It aroused 
them from stupors to which low 
prices and ill luck had dragged 
them. It fired them to lie, to 
scheme, to plot, to shoot, to grapple 
in death frays. There was law but 
the law lacked teeth.

From the watchtower somewhere 
back in the big cities one day flashed 
a wire that oil production must 
cease. The news fell like a plum
met casting a pall over the town. 
One by one the engines stopped 
pumping. The merriment of the 
workers ceased ; the coffee shop 
owners featured grouches ; men 
sulked in side streets and whispered 
together in alleys. Fast cars were 
commandeered and oil men frisked 
away to other towns. The usual 
crowds that gathered before the 
large wall maps and watched the 
shifting of varicolored pins, show
ing findings and locations, melted 
away. The irrepressible lease 
salesman lost none of his insistence 
nor eloquence in his endeavor to 
sell land near "blow ins" that were 
in reality only "dusters" or dry 
holes. But he faced an immovable 
wall for the tide had turned. Men 
held on to their money with a vice’s 
grip

With the news of the shut down 
Jack Corcoran felt a wave of satis
faction come over him that he could 
not quite fathom. He was sickened 
with the oil fields and their people. 
He had become a first class tool 
dresser now but he was disheartened 
with his work. Even the atmos
phere of the fields disgusted him. 
He despised the eight of black pools 
of oil, the greasy tools and machin
ery, the splotches of rainbowed oil 
on the hillsides, the dirty town with 
Its flea-bitten dogs and its men 
sitting on the pavements. It was
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oil, oil, oil, from morning till night. 
The air was charged with it. The 
crude familiarity of tobacco-smeared 
men bored him, their subjects of 
conversation were filthy, aa low as 
their mental horizons. There was 
a lack of religion, of a knowledge 
of God that was appalling. It was 
customary to see men with religion 
strike oil and then turn from God 
entirely. It was the way of the oil 
fields. When needy they turned to 
any and every source—even to 
prayer. In prosperity they were 
self-sufficient.

Three days after the news broke 
the exodus had taken place, the 
town was practically deserted. 
Jack walked up and down main 
street and felt a smug satisfaction 
that he could do so without being 
ogled by women. He was not 
slapped on the back at every corner 
by booted men. No boisterous shout 
went up upon his appearance on the 
streets. Jack was well-liked every
where although he was not a spen
der. In fact he had deposited $600 
at the Commercial Bank. The only 
real friend that he had made was 
the bank teller, named Buster 
Christian. The latter had been 
lured from hie father’s ranch in 
Western Oklahoma by the boom. 
Hie father’s recommendation to the 
bank president lay unused in his 
pocket until Buster, disgusted with 
oil work desired a change. His 
name had not been on file a day 
before he was notified that a posi
tion was open as "handy man. " As 
the town grew so did the bank’s 
business and before long Buster was 
appointed teller. Upon Jack’s first 
visit to the teller’s window Buster 
observed that this youth was far 
different in appearance from the 
rank and file of the workers. As 
the weeks passed by he noted, too, 
that he differed because of his habit 
of banking part of his wages. 
Friendship sprang up between 
them.

Just before the bank closed one 
afternoon Jack casually dropped in 
to see Buster. The latter had some 
news for him :

"Jack, I’m going to pull out for 
home tomorrow. I’m not needed 
here now. Reckon I could stay if I 
wanted to but 1 feel I’m in the way. 
I’m going back to the ranch and 
you’re coming along. You’ve got 
to punch cattle and ride the range. 
You can’t tell me that you ever 
liked this oil work. You’re not 
fitted for it. But I’ll bet you a 
sack of gold you’ll like it home,” 
Buster was gesticulating through 
the iron window frame.

"No, I can't say that I ever liked 
oii work,” Jack admitted slowly, 
rather crestfallen, "but I suppose 
it could be worse.”

"If anything is worse I would like 
to know what it is," Buster 
exclaimed vehemently. "A boom
ing oil town is one of the most 
infernal places on earth and a 
deserted one is a fright. I guess it 
will pick up again but I won’t be 
here when it does. I want to get 
back to the ranch and ride Night
mare in the evening and feel the 
old wind cut against my face. Just 
think ! I have been here almost 
two years. Can’t see how I stayed 
away from the old ranch this long. 
When we get back we’ll let you 
rideCordovan. He’aa big brute that 
pitches and rears and bites. He 
throws a fit every now and then 
and, boy, if you’re in the saddle, 
watch out. Are you game ?"

"Game? Why, I'm just yearning 
to throw my leg over that nag.” A 
smile broke across Jack's face.

"Out our way we call ’em 
critters, but a rose by any old name 
will smell as sweet. But I’m glad 
you’ll go. We’ll leave tomorrow if 
it’s suitable for you.” Buster 
turned to a bank patron while Jack 
sauntered off.

Jack walked slowly back to his 
room. He sat in the same old chair 
by the window and gazed out at 
the deserted town. In his six 
months here he had not spent one 
happy day. His acquaintances had 
seemed so different from the gra
cious, polite people of the East. His 
only joy had been the daily letters 
from Janet, but of late Janet had 
uul written so frequently. Her 
letters seemed colder, leas newsy, 
as if written through sheer force of 
habit. They did not show the tender 
concern of the first ones, nor an 
appreciation of his position, a lone
some one far from his Eastern 
friends. Was she forgetting? Did 
she believe that he was not succeed
ing as he should ? Had someone 
come between them ? He banished 
the thought through a cloud of blue 
smoke and set to packing his trunk. 
But the thoughts recurred. All 
that afternoon he was obsessed with 
a wondering fear that he was losing 
out somewhere, that his western 
trip was proving a failure. The oil 
venture had turned to dust. Now 
he was casting about for some place 
to go. Were it not for Buster 
Christian’s offer he would be with
out destination.

After supper Jack again mounted 
the shaking stairs and sat by the 
open window as he had done a 
hundred times before. Thoughts 
seemed to roll up to him from out 
there in the oil fields that lay quiet 
as a forest. In his six months in 
Oklahoma he had accomplished 
little or nothing. Fall and winter 
had come and gone. Spring was 
pipping the brown trees on the 
rocky ridges into green leaves. 
Butterflies danced giddily in the 
sunshine and in a few yards petun
ias bloomed through the sheen of 
oil and grime.

For the first time since he had 
come west Jack fagged into a spirit 
of discouragement. Some inner 
urge was telling him to give up the

western life and go back home. 
Janet would be glad, he felt. He 
would have to admit that the oil 
game had proven unprofitable in 
his case. But after all there was 
no shame in this confession. He 
was asking himself why he should 
remain longer in Oklahoma. Why 
go farther west ? Perhaps, he 
would like the ranch life no better 
than the oil fields. Cowboys, as a 
rule, were not of a higher stamp 
than oil men. They, too, used guns 
and split infinitives and the like.

It would be Springtime home and 
the world would be verdant and 
beautiful. The brown clods of 
earth had greened and become 
dotted with red and purple flowers. 
The hillslopes were covered with 
frail anemoies and nodding heads of 
buttercups ; the blue waters of the 
Delaware were washing against the 
banks, warming under April suns. 
But here in Oklahoma the red earth 
only looked redder under the glar
ing heat. At noon the actinic rays 
burned as if through lens, blister
ing the ground as seashore suns do 
the skin. It sent the lounging men 
to cover and brought on that sicken
ing buzz of overgrown flies in store 
windows.

A sudden decision startled him. 
Instinctively he found himself 
throwing his belongings into his 
trunk. He picked up a blue 
envelope on the corner of which 
was embossed "The Savage Oil 
Company." "That’s where they 
stuck me for one hundred berries. 
Two thousand feet of dust. Never 
again." He threw the oil lease into 
a cornei of the trunk. "I’ll take it 
home and show Dad the business 
head of his young son." Jack 
forced a laugh from himself with 
effort.

His trunk packed Jack strolled 
down to the edge of the town. 
There was quietness that was in 
strange contrast to the noise and 
bustle of the week before. A large 
group of derricks stood like stalag- 
mites dropped from the skies by 
a provident God. There was no 
creaking of pumps, no bright Hire 
of gas, no figures darting here and 
there. The moon rose over the 
field of wooden ghosts throwing 
shadows on the earth. It appeared 
like a battle ground with its 
engines of warfare deserted. An 
automobile in the distance was cast
ing its light high into the sky and 
then down upon the road. It made 
the only sound save discordant 
sieging that broke out spasmodi
cally. Jack wandered to the east
ern end of the field and then taking 
one more glance at the moon- 
drenched derricks, turned back 
toward the village. It was his last 
night in the oil fields of Oklahoma.

Near the town a wild shriek split 
the night's silence. Then all wss 
quiet. It sounded like the voice of 
a woman, terrified, facing death. 
Jack stopped, listened and walked 
on. If it were worth noting the 
paper would tell of it on the 
morrow. The uncanny shriek 
sickened him more than ever. He 
was glad that he was leaving. Jack 
purposely passed under Buster 
Christian’s window where he 
observed a light. In answer to 
Jack’s whistle Buster appeared. 
Jack was about to break the news 
to him of his decision to return 
home.

"What are you doing wandering 
around this hour of the night ? I’m 
packed. Are you ready to go ? 
R-.member the train leaves at
6:45."

“Say, Buster-----’’ Jack began
hesitatingly.

"Say nothing. I know what 
you’re going to say. That girl of 
yours has changed your mind. 
Well you’re coming with me and 
forget her for a little while. 
You’re going out home and tone up 
a little before you hop back East."

“That’s fine Buster, but you 
know-----”

"No, I don’t know. All I know 
that you’re coming with me 
tomorrow and I’m not going to 
take no for an answer. So trot 
along and pack up. The very idea 
of judging Oklahoma by its oil 
towns. Boy ! wait until you get 
out under the stars back there on 
the plains. You'll fall on my neck 
for bringing you home.

Buster disappeared and left Jack 
amazed, his mind swimming. What 
should he do ? Buster had shat
tered his decision in a moment. 
After all, he really wasn’t intensely 
eager to return home empty- 
handed. Jack paused for a moment 
under the window and there floated 
out to him Buster’s merry whistle. 
It sounded cheery out there in the 
moonlight. Jack surmised that 
there must be something worth 
while out there in the plains 
country, the anticipation of which 
made Buster so happy. Perhaps, 
too, it would clear away his depres
sion. Jeick swung across the street, 
passed a low building where a click 
of chips told him a game was in 
progress aod then up under the 
overhanging wooden awnings. In 
the doorway of a pawnshop he 
observed the town sheriff talking 
with a tall, dark mnstached man 
who drawled out a stiff “Hell, No !" 
It was characteristic oil town lan
guage. Jack turned toward the 
stairway of his room and watched how 
the moonlight flooded the vestibule, 
the steps, the worn out linoleum. 
With a leap he sprang up the stairs 
He had decided. He would go 
West with Buster to find the secret 
of his happiness.

TO BE CONTINUED

I would rather be great by the 
will of God than a seraph by my 
own.

THE THANKSGIVING
BURGLAR

"Daniel, there was a*urglar here 
last night !" With the utmost 
precision, Sara Tully turned the 
golden-brown pancake as she made 
the surprising announce ment which 
caused her brother, who had just 
come in to breakfast after doing 
the morning’s milking, to standstill 
and gasp :

" A burglar, Sara ?"
“Yes. Daniel." She placed the 

pancake upon a heaped-up mound 
of tempting, steaming cakes, 
carried the plate to the table and 
poured the coffee. "Breakfast 
ready, Daniel.”

"But Sara, what about the 
burglar," he demanded as he sat 
down. "Did he take anything— 
your silver or diamond ?"

The silver consisted of six tea
spoons, which had belonged to her 
grandmother and were never used. 
They were kept in a state of high 
polish in a tall glass on the center of 
the mantel as a decoration. Sara’s 
diamond was a single small stone in 
an old-fashioned setting, her en
gagement ring, a relic of her one 
romance. It was thirty years since 
Sara’s sweetheart had been killed 
by a fall from a horse and her 
rosy dream of wifehood, mother
hood and a little home in which, no 
matter how humble It might be, 
she would reign as queen, was 
utterly blasted.

"My ring and the silver are safe. 
He didn’t take nothin’ except," 
with aggravating calm she paused 
to pass him the bacon and eggs.

"Except what, Sara ?" Daniel de
manded impatiently. “Did you see 
the burglar ?”

"Yes. I saw him, Daniel. I had 
just finished settin’ my yeast and 
as 'twas gettin' pretty chilly, I 
knelt down beside the kitchen stove 
to say my night prayers and—and 
then the door opened and he came 
right in."

"Oh, Sara, why didn’t you scream 
for me ?”

“Scream for you? Why should 
I do that ?" she demanded as she 
poured the syrup over her cake. 
"That burglar walked right to the 
table and picked up the bowl of 
buttermilk I’d set out to make 
cakes this morning, and he drained 
every drop of it."

"The nerve of him ! What’d you 
do, Sara ?

"I saw he was hungry and you 
know my weakness, Daniel. I just 
can’t bear to have any hungry 
thing, human or animal about me. 
I set him right down to the table 
and gave him bread and butter and 
jam and cold meat and milk.”

"He might have killed you, Sara. 
Tramps are dangerous. Why didn’t 
you call me ?"

"And then, seeing as he was so 
tired, I told him he could sleep on 
the couch in the living room," and 
then Sara paused to look at her 
brother with an odd expression half 
defiant and half pleading. The fork 
that had been raised to his lips 
dropped to the plate with a hang 
and he arose and crossed the floor. 
Thrusting open a door, he went to 
the couch where a mound beneath a 
patchwork quilt confirmed his 
sister's astonishing story. From 
it came soft, even breathing of 
sound slumber.

With a red-bordered napkin 
clutched in nervous fingers, Sara 
had followed her brother to the 
door and when he went to the couch, 
she tip-toed to the window and 
drew the blind so that the bright 
light fell upon the sleeper.

"Why, Sara, a burglar?” the 
man turned in amazement. “It’s 
only a child—a baby."

"He says he’s seven,” answered 
his sister, “though he’s small and 
stunted for his years. Without a 
home or mother and not getting the 
proper eating—"

1 But where did he come from ? 
Who is he ?" Daniel demanded.

"The Johnsons—you know ’em. 
They live down the road a half- 
mile or so—took him from the 
asylum and last night the old man 
beat him ’cause he couldn’t do 
enough work and the boy ran away. 
He was passing here and seeing the 
light, he came in.”

“Hum. Guess I’d better hitch up 
before I start the work and take 
him back to Johnson."

"And let that man beat the child 
again ?"

"Well, then, I’ll just take him to 
the asylum."

Sara looked at the tousled curly 
head upon the pillow, glanced at 
her brother and sighed.

"Let him sleep. You don’t have 
to take him away this morning 
Another good meal won’t do him no 
harm. Come, finish your break
fast.”

As Daniel dropped into his chair, 
Sara refilled the cup beside him. 
"Daniel, you wouldn't like to keep 
him, would you ?" she asked 
timidly.

"Keep him? A kid you know 
nothin’ about ?” he demanded in 
surprise. "Why Sara Tully is your 
mind getting weak ?"

"Don't you ever get lonesome, 
Daniel ? Seems like folks ought to 
have a child about to keep ’em 
young and interested in things."

"And he’d be lots of trouble and 
expense, too, Sara. He’d have to 
,go to school and there ain’t no 
schoolhouse within three miles."

“I could drive him there—oh, I’d 
like to do it, Daniel. And then, 
maybe, I'd draw the money from 
the bank and get a Ford. I've been 
wantin’ one, but it seems so waste
ful to get it just for you and me. 
Now, if we had a little one, that we 
could take drivin’ and show him
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TORONTO, CANADA

Frank J. Hart 
T. M. Mungoven

SHOREHAM HOTEL
In Washington, D. O.

The Shoreham Hotel is located 
in the very center of this city 
of year-round attractions. It 
is within one - and - one - half 
blocks of the White House 
itself and in three to fifteen 
minutes walking distance of 
the largest number of Govern
ment buildings, Museums, Mon
uments, Statues and works of 
art. European plan. Social ex
clusiveness, excellent cuisine.

15th and H. Sts. N. W. 
WASHINGTON, D. C.

Jama. K. Day, K. O. 
Joteph P. Waiah

LUNNEYGLANNAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIE 

Harry W. Lunney, K.O., B.A..
Alphonaufl Lannan, LL. B.

_______________ CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BABRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING

GUELPH, ONTARIO
________________ CANADA

R9B. Lakeside Cable AddreM "Leedm,
” Hillorest 1087 Main 1683

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto.

W, T. J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G. O Douoghue, K.C, 
Hugh Harkins

Offices 'll-242 Confederation Life Chambers 
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria 8ta, 

TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

NOTARIES
W. E. Kelly, K. C. J. Porter David E. Kelly 

Crown Attorney County Treasurer 
Solicitors For Norfolk County Counell 

________ SIMCOE, ONT., CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S„ D. D. S.

26 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE, ONT

________________PHONE 176

Bedtiome, Brown, Orortyn 
and Pocock

INSURANCE
Money to Loan Telephone 698 W
39 2 Richmond 8t. LONDON, CANADA

James R. Haslet!
Sanitary ‘X? Heating Engineer

Agent for Fees Oil Burners
521 Richmond St. London. Or

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK
Richmond 8t. London, Ont.

Opposite St, Peter’s Parish Hall

Where Do You Go When 
You Wish to "Say it With" I*

The West Floral Co.
249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

HEXTER TAXI
( Formerly Marley - Hexter)

Phone 2859 „ Dxvsd Night service■ uvui 5 and ( Passenger Sedans

483 Rlchmood St., London Onl.

St. Jerome’s College
Pounded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT

Address
RKV. W. A. BKNINGKR, O. R„ President

he/t Rt »n i ill inR Send el

DOMINION EXPRESS 
MONEY ORDER

JorSa/e at C.P.n. stations./■>-' 
DOMINION EXPRESS AGENCIES -

87 YOIMGE ST., TORONTO 
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“ Something More Than a Drug Store"

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — wc Deliver

CL1NGER
London's Rubber Man
846 Dundas St., London, Ont,
1RES and VULCANIZINC

We repair anything in Rubber. 
Galoshes and Rubber Boots a specialty.

Casavanl Freres
CHURCH UM,T«

Organ Builders
8T. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

Benjamin Blonde
General Contractor

CHURCHES
end Educational Institutions a Specialty 

Estimates furnished on request
CHATHAM, ONT.


