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Fruit
Indigestion, Weak Digestion or 

• partial digestion of food, is one of 
the most serious of present-day 
complaints—because it ks, responsible 
for many serious troubles.

Those who suffer with Indigestion, 
almost invariably are troubled with 
JUieumatism, Palpitation qf the Heart, 

■Sleeplessness and excessim Nervousness.
Fruit-a-tivcs” will always relieve 

Indigestion because these tablets 
strengthen the stomach muscles, 
Increase the flow of the digestive 
juices and correetConstipation,which 
usually accompanies Indigestion.

60c a box, 6 for $2.60, trial size 25a, 
At dealers or sent postpaid by 
Prult-a-tives Limited. Ottawa.
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Peps will 
end it. Dis- 
solveaPepsio 
your mouth 
when the 
.tough Is 

troublesome, and 
> the medicinal 
vapor that Is 

liberated Is breathed 
to the remotest( 

parts of the air pas- 
sages and lungs. It i 
soothes and heals the 

Inflamed membranes, 
thus ending the Irritation 
and stopping the cough.
Peps are equally good for 
bronchitis, sore throat and* 
laryngitis. All dealers, SOc. ' 
box, or Peps Co., Toronto.
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When John Stuart Webster, mining 
engineer and klcker-np-of-dust on dis
tant trails, flagged the 8. P„ L. A. It 
S. L. Limited at a blistered board sta
tion in Death valley, California, he 
had definitely resolved to do certain 
things. To begin, he would Invade the 
dining car at the first call to dinner 
and order approximately twenty dol
lars’ worth of ham and eggs, which 
provender is, as all who know will 
certify, the pinnacle of epicurean de
light to an old sour-dough coming out 
of the wilderness with a .healthy bank
roll and a healthier appetite.

Following the ham and eggs, Mr. 
Webster planned to saturate himself 
from soul to vermiform appendix with 
nicotine, which he purposed obtaining 
from tobacco wltb nicotine In It. It 
was a week since he had smoked any
thing with an odor even remotely like 
tobacco, for the August temperature In 
Death valley is no respecter of moist
ure In any man or his tobacco. Upon 
arrival la Salt Lake City his spree 
would really begin. Webster designed 
chartering a taxicab and proceeding 
forthwith to a hotel where he would 
engage a sunny room with a bath, fill 
the bathtub, climb blithely In and soak 
for two hours at least, for It was near
ly eight months since be bad had a 
regular bath and he purposed making 
the most of ills opportunity. His long- 
drawn ablutions at length over, he 
would don a silken dressing gown and 
slippers, order up a barber and pro
ceed to part with enough hair and 
whiskers to upholster an automobile, 
and upon the completion of his ton- 
serial adventures he would encase his 
person In a suit of mauve-colored silk 
pajamas, climb Into bed and stay 
there for forty eight hours, merely wak
ing long enough to take another bath, 
order up periodical consignments of 
ham and eggs, and Incidentally, make 
certain that a friendly side-winder or 
chuekwalla hadn’t crawled under the 
blanket with him.

So much for John Stuart Webster’s 
plans. Now for the gentleman himself. 
No one—not even the Pullman porter, 
shrewd Judge of mankind that he was 
—could have discerned In the chrysalis 
that flagged the Limited the butterfly 
of fashion that was to be. As the 
ebony George raised the vestibule plat
form, opened the car door and looked 
out, he had no confidence In the lean, 
sun-baked big man standing by the 
train. Plainly the fellow was not a 
first-class passenger but a wandering 
prospector, for he was dog-dirty, a ruin 
Of rags and hairy as a;tarantula. The 
only clean thing about him was a 
heavy-eallbered automatic pistol of the 
army type, swinging at his hip.

“Day coach an' tourist up In front,” 
the knight of the whlskbroom an
nounced In disapproving tones and 
started to close down the platform.

“So I perceived,” John Stuart Web
ster replied blandly. "I also observed 
that you fulled to employ the title 
‘sir’ when addressing a white man. 
Tut (hat platform back and hop out 
here with your little stool, you saddle- 
colored son of Seuegambla, or I'll 
make you a hard porter to catch."

“Ynssah, ynssalil” the porter sput
tered, and obeyed Instantly. Mr. Web
ster handed him a disreputable-looking 
suitcase and stepped aboard In state, 
only to be informed that there wasn’t 
a vacant first-class berth on the train.

“Yes, I know I'm dirty,” the late ar
rival announced cheerfully, “hut still, 
as Bobby Burns once remarked, ‘a 
man's a man for a’ that’—and I’m not 
unsanitary."

“I’m very sorry,” the conductor re
plied perfunctorily and endeavored to 
pass on, but Webster secured a firm 
grip on his lapel and frustrated the es
cape.

“You’re not sorry," the ragged wan
derer declared, “not one little bit. 
You’re only apprehensive. However, 
you needn’t be. There is no wild life 
on me, brother, I fissure you."

"But I tell you, the train Is full up. 
You’ll have to roost In the day coach 
or the tourist. I’m very sorry----- ”

‘‘Nevertheless, despite your deep grief, 
something tells me you're spoofing, so 
while I must, of necessity, accept your 
suggestion, said acceptance will be but 
temporary. In about two hours, young 
fellow, you’re going to make the alarm
ing discovery that you have bats In 
your belfry.” And with a whiskery grin 
which,, under the circumstances, was

Charming in its aosoiure freedom rrom 
malice, Mr. Webster departed for the 
day coach.

Two hours later the conductor found 
him In the aforementioned day coach, 
engaged In a mild game of poker with 
a mule-skinner, a Clilnnman, an aged 
prospector, and n half-breed Indian, 
and waited until Mr. Webster, on a 
bob-tailed flush, bluffed the Chinaman 
out of n dollar-and-a-hnlf pot.

"Are you Mr. John S. Websterl"
“Your assumption that I am that 

person Is so eminently correct that It 
would be a waste of time for me to 
dispute It,” Webster replied quizzical
ly. "However, Just to prove that 
you’re not the only clairvoyant on this 
train, Fm going to tell you something 
about yourself. In your pocket you 
have a telegram ; It Is from Chicago, 
wlere your pay-check originates ; It Is 
short, sweet and comprehensive, con
taining an order Which you are going 
to obey. It reads somewhat as fol
lows :

“ ‘My friend, John S. Webster, wires 
me from Blank that be boarded train 
at Blank and was refused first-class 
accommodation because he looked like 
a hobo. Give him the best yon have In 
stock, If yon have to throw somebody 
off the train to accommodate him.’ 
Signed, ‘Sweeney.’

“Do I hit the target?”
The conductor nodded. "You win, 

Mr. Webster,” he admitted.
“Occasionally I lose, old timer. 

Welir
"No offense, Mr. Webster, no offense. 

I can let you have a stateroom----- ”
“That’s trading talk. I'll take It.”
The conductor gave him hie receipt 

and led him back to the stateroom in 
the observation car. At the door Web
ster handed him a five-dollar bill. “For 
you, son," he said gently, “just to take 
the sting out of what I’m about to tell 
you. Now that I possess your receipt 
and know that ten men find' a boy can
not take it away from me. I'm going to 
tell you who Sweeney is.”

“Who Is he?" the conductor queried. 
Already he suspected he had been out
generaled.

“Sweeney,” said Mr. Webster, “Is the 
chief clerk in one of Chicago’s most 
pretentious hotels and a young man 
who can find all the tangles of a sit
uation without working It out In loga
rithms. I wired him the details of my 
predicament ; he heard the Macedonian 
cry and kicked In. Neat, Is It not?”

The conductor grinned. “I hate to 
take your money,” he declared.

“Don’t. Just at present I’m very 
flush. Yes, sir, I’m as prosperous as a 
yearling burro up to his ears In alfalfa 
and the only use I have ever found for 
money Is to make other people happy 
with It, thereby getting some enjoy
ment out of It myself. When I’m broke 
I’ll make some more."

And Mr. Webster retired to his hard- 
won sanctuary, where he removed as 
much alkali and perspiration as he 
could, carded his long hair and whisk
ers, manicured his finger nails with a 
Jack-knife, changed Ills shirt, provided 
five minutes of Industry for George, 
with his whlskbroom and brush, and 
set himself patiently to await the first 
call to dinner.

Presently a plnk-Jowted, well 
curried, flashily dressed big man, of 
about Webster's age, passed In the cor
ridor, going toward the head of the 
train. An Instant later a woman’s 
voice said very distinctly :

“I do not know you, sir; I do not 
wish to know you, and It Is loathsome 
of you to persist In addressing me. If 
you do not stop your annoying atten
tions, I shall call the conductor.”

“Ah! Beauty In distress," John 
Stuart Webster soliloquized. “I look 
so much like an Angora goat I might 
as well butt In." He stepped to the 
door of his stateroom. A girl stood In 
the vestibule, confronting the man who 
had Just passed Webster’s door. Web
ster Bowed.

"Madame, or mademoiselle, as the 
case may be," he said, “unlike this 
other male biped, my sole purpose la 
presuming to address you Is *to suggest 
that there Is not the slightest necessity 
for taking this matter up with the con
ductor. I am here and very much at 
your service.”

The girl turned—and John Stuart 
Webster's heart flopped twice In rapid 
succession, like n trout newly grassed. 
She was ns lovely as a royal flush. 
He? starry glance began at his miner'»

ooots, traveled up ms mu soneo, wnip- 
cord trousers, over his light blue cham- 
bray shirt and found the man behind 
the whiskers. She favored him with • 
quick, curious scrutiny and a grave, 
sweet smile. "Thank you so much, sir,” 
she answered, and passed down the 
corridor to the observation car.

“Well, old-timer,” Webster greeted 
the fellow who had been annoylnfc her, 
“how about you? What do you think 
we ought to do about this little af
fair?”

“The sensible thing would be to do 
—nothing. You might start something 
yon couldn’t finish."

“That’s a dare,” Webster declared 
brightly, “and wasn't It the Immortal 
Huckleberry Finn who remarked that 
anybody that'd take a dare would suck 
eggs and steal sheep?” He was silent 
a few. seconds, appraising his man. “I 
suppose yoii commenced operations by 
moving Into her section and asking If 
she would like to" have the window 
open and enjoy the fresh air. She re
buffed you, but being a persistent 
devil, you followed her Into the ob
servation car, and in all probability 
you ogled her at luncheon and ruined 
her appetite. And Just now, when you 

"met her In this vestibule, you doubt
less Jostled her, begged her pardon 
and without waiting to be Introduced 
asked her to have dinner with you this 
evening.”

“Well?" the fellow echoed belliger
ently.

“It's all bad form. You shouldn't 
try to make a mash on a lady. I don’t 
know who she Is, of course, but she's 
not common and for the sake of the 
mother that bore me I always respect 
and protect a good woman and whale 
h-----  out of those that do not.”

He reached Inside Ids stateroom and 
pressed the bell. The porter arrived on 
the run.

“George,” said Mr. Webster, “hi » 
few minutes we’re due at Smith ville. 
If my memory serves me aright, we 
stop five minutes for water and or
ders." -^j.. ,

“Yassah." • vÿ
“Remain right here and letHreftiff as 

soon ns the train comes to a stop.”
When the train slid to a grinding 

halt and the porter opened the car 
door, Webster pointed. “Out 1" he said. 
“Tills Is no nice place to pull off » 
scrap.”

“See here, neighbor, I don’t want to 
tnve any trouble with you----- ”

“1 know It. All the same, you’re go
ing to have It—or come with me to 
that young lady and beg her pardon.”

"All right. I'll apologize," and he 
started forward as If to pass Webster 
In the vestibule, on Ids way to the ob
servation cur, wlilther the subject of 
his annoying attention had gone. Two 
steps brought him within striking dis
tance of his enemy, and before Web
ster could dodge, a sizzling right- 
handed blow lauded on his Jaw and set 
him back on Ills haunches in the ves
tibule.

It was almost a knockout—almost, 
but not quite. As Webster's body 
struck the floor the big automatic 
come out of the holster ; swinging In 
a weak circle, It covered the other.

“That was a daisy,” Webster mum
bled. “If you move before my head 
clears, I'll put four bullets into you be
fore you reach the corridor.”

He waited about n minute, then with 
the gun lie pointed to the car door and 
the maslier stepped out. Webster hand
ed the porter his gun and followed ; 
two minutes later lie returned, drag
ging his assailant by the colfltr. Up 
the steps he Jerked the big battered 
hulk and tossed It In the comer of the 
vestibule, Just as the girl came through 
the car, making for the diner up ahead.

Again she favored him with 
calm, grave, yet vitally Interested gaj 
nodded appreciatively, made as If 
pass on, changed her mind, and si

ait “

“You Are a Very Courtly Gentleman.* 

very gravely : “You are—a ver? court»
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ly gentleman. »...
He bowed. There was nothing els*1 

to do, nothing that he could say under! 
the circumstances. To use ills chivalry! 
ns a wedge to open an acquaintance! 
never occurred to Mm—but Ills whtsk-‘ 
ers did occur to him. Hastily he backed.' 
Into his stateroom and closed the! 
door, presently lie rose and surveyed! 
himself critically In the small mirror: 
over the washstand. ■{

“No, Johnny," he murmured, “w* 
can’t go Into the diner now. We’re tod 
blamed disreputable. We were bad 
enough before that big swine bung thd 
shanty on our right eye, but wlintevef 
our physical and personal feelings, fa/ 
be it from us to parade our IridesceSf 
orb In public. Besides, one look at that 
queen Is enough to do us for the r» 
malnder of our natural life, and u see-’ 
and look, minus a proper tntrodnctiotijj 
would only drive us Into a suicide’* 
grave." He sighed, rang for the porter’ 
and told him to send a waiter for hti 
order, since he would fain break hid 
fast In the privacy of Ms stateroom? 
And when the waiter came for thd 
order, such was Mr. Webster’s mental" 
perturbation that ham and eggs wertf 
furthest from his thoughts. He or-‘ 
dered a steak with French fried po-’ 
ta toes.• •••••■*

John Stuart Webster passed a refit-' 
less night. Sleep came to him In hour
ly Installments, from wMch he would 
rouse to ask himself whether It wad 
worth while to continue to go through 
the motions of living, or alight at ftrf 
next station, seek a lonely and nntrt»' 
quented spot and there surrender tq 
outrageous fortune. It was altogether 
damnable. In a careless moment, Ftttd 
had accorded him a glimpse of tiuf 
only woman he had ever met and de
sired to meet again—for Webster wai 
essentially a man’s man, and bis pi 
fesslon and environment had militated 
against his opportunities for meet 
extraordinary women ; and extrai 
nary women were the only kind tlfatrt 
could hope to challenge bis serloua fit-- 
tentlon. Fate had accorded him a signal 
opportunity for knlghty combat In the 
service of this extraordinary woman, 
and In the absence of a formal Intro
duction, what man could desire a finer 
opportunity for getting acquainted ! If 
only their meeting had but been fo. 
layed two weeks, ten days, a week! 
Once free of his ugly cocoon of rags 
and whiskers, the butterfly Webster 
would not have hesitated one brief In
stant to Inform himself of that young; 
lady’s address, following his summary, 
disposal of her tormentor.

But In all things there Is a limit, 
and John Stuart Webster's right eye 
constituted a deadline beyond which, 
as a gentleman, he dared not venture ; 
So with a heavy heart be bowed t<* 
the Inevitable. Brilliant and mysteri
ous ns a meteorite she had flashed 
once across Ills horizon and was gone.

In the privacy of his stateroom Web
ster had ham and eggs for breakfast. 
He was lighting his second cigar when 
the porter knocked and entered wltb 
an envelope. !

"Lady In the observation-car nuked 
me to deliver this to you, sail," he an
nounced Importantly.

It was a note, freshly written on the 
train stationery. Webster read :

"The distressed lady desires to 
thank the gentleman In stateroom A 
for his chivalry of yesterday. She Is 
profoundly sorry that in her service 
the gentleman In stateroom A was so 
unfortunate ns to acquire a red eye 
with blue trimmings."

John Stuart Webster swore his 
mightiest oath, "By the twelve apos
tles, Simon Peter, Andrew, James, 
John, Philip, Bartholomew, Matthew, 
Thomas, James, Jude and Simon, and 
not omitting Judas Iscariot, the scaly 
scoundrel who betrayed his Lord and 
Master !” He searched through an old 
wallet until he discovered a fairly 
clean professional card, across the bot
tom of which he wrote, “Thank you. 
J. S. W." and sent It to the no-longer- 
dlstressed lady.

"The most signal adventure of my 
life Is now over," he soliloquized and 
turned to Ids cigar. "For the sake of 
my self-respect, I had to let-' her know 
I’m not n hobo 1 And now to the task 
of framing up a scheme for future 
acquaintance. I must learn her name 
and destination ; so ns a preliminary 
I’ll interview the train conductor.”

He did and under the ameliorating 
Influence of n five-dollar bill the con
ductor bent a respectful car to the 
Webstcrlnn message.

"In Car Seven,” he began, “there Is 
a young lady. I do not know what sec
tion slie occupies neither do I know 
her name and destination. I only 
know what slie looks like.”

The conductor nodded. “And yon 
want to ascertain her name and des
tination?"

“I do.”
' "All right. I have tlic unused por
tion of her transportation to return 
to her before we hit Salt Lake; her 
name is cn the ticket and the ticket 
indicates lier destination. I'll make n 
mental note of both as soon as I’vo 
Identified her ticket.”

A few hours later the conductor 
came to Webster's stateroom and 
handed him a card upon which was 
written :
i. (Continued on Page Six) _J

A

^


