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tart nor fieem mark me, now, the day he runs Hans 

Wyker out ot that doggery business 
want it will be goodby to John Jacobs. You 

see It it isn’t. I wouldn't start him af­
ter It too quick.”

Champers did not el 
surprised as he replied:

"Yes, I seen you, 
to speak to nobody 

"NoT" Dr. Carey

now to mak

E™OUR FARM. HOMES but 1 didn't 
right then." 

ey questioned.
got hold enough ot Smith Darley Champers spent two weeks 

to make him afraid ot me If I'd with his physician, and the many
turn loose. I'd a made money by friends of Dr. Carey smiled and
doin' it, too. Good clean money. apreed with Todd Stewart, who de- 
That's why he’s gettln’ good and riared:
drunk to beat me up again to-night, -Cany would win Satan to be his 
maybe.” fast friend if the Old Scratch would

Well, why don’t you tighten up on only let Carey doclor hlm onee » 
him? Why let a scoundrel like that ^ nobQdy underBtooi how the 
run free? Carey Inquired. awakening of the latent manhood In

gh Shir- Darley Champers and his determina-
And I’m tlon to protect an orphan girl were

and orphans; winning the doctor m as wel
I'll let Smith 

ps and he falls 
breaks his neck

Tm afraidr< ■r- «si in/fn
"0\m •toy thei 
longer; t 
fourni ,|: 
•ent to at 
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night, w
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"Because It might 
ley's name Into the 
no devourer of wldders 
I'm a humane man, and 

till his tether sna 
over the precipice and 
for hisself. Besides I'm not sure now 
whether he’s a agent representin’

te principal, or the principal repre- Two things 
tin' hisself. And In t'.iat case I'd Qne |9 Lovi 

have to deal the cards different for And since we know n

-»r s s ^rseste.TSM ** - « -t u he look op hi, me from." declmd. J <J*nkI ve -The Belled of the Kin»'. Jest
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rear kale to the berk .lotir of thf kit- ,t hi. help- MrVjtiT Mh VfteVth” h“ê one h^’e.n' mU «!inoyN.he^ Thehee”
chen from which It was a short.step Itorlsjr sî!d iî owly* of these days. He holds the balance beats young. September would see the
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L get his bearings until a huge form said quietly: huge frame into an easier posture as Cn the afternoon before the picnic

asvsL.-" *,,e,e m,de ,n «■asaffbSreRiF,M », * „ w ssssuts:,or
“What’s tlie trouble here?" Carey What most ranches gave ove

asked In the sympathetic professional ___________ _______________  weed patches, or hog lots, or dump-
voice by controlled sick Ing along stream,

Cloverdale tad become A shady, clo- 
ver-eodded lawn eloping down to the 
river's edge. The biggest eotton- 

and elms in the whole valley 
grew on this lawn. A beige of 
and other shrubbery bordered by sun­
flowers and hollyhocks bounded It 
from the fluids and trelll ies of white 
honey uckle screened it f'.om he road.
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selfishness.SYMPATHY is the safeguard of the human soul against 
** —Thomas Ca lyle CHAPTER XVII.

The Purple Notches. *

Winning the Wilderness 1 greater than all things are, 
e, and the other War. 

ot how War may(Continued from last week.) t
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"Lord, Doc, Is that you?" Darley 
Champers followed the words with a
* "You are In a fix," Carey replied as 
he lifted Champers to hie feet.

Blood was on his face and cl 
and the floor, and Champere L 
was almost too w

"Get me out of here as quick as you 
can, Doc," he said in a thick voice.

At the same moment Roele Olmpke
-----ared from the kitchen

Jlip him out queek now. I hold 
the dining room door tight," she urg­
ed, rushing back to the kitchen.

Carey moved quickly and had Dar­
ley Champers safely out and 
own office before Roele had need to 
relax her grip on the dining room 
door-knob.

"I guess you're eaved me," Cham­
pers said faintly as the doctor exam­
ined his wounds.

"Not as bad as that." Dr. Carey re­
plied cheerfully. "An ugly scalp 
wound and loss of blood, but you’ll 
come back all right.”

"And a kick In the abdomen.” Cham- 
Tkk>r. grninpH "But It was from what 

cornin' you saved me. I’ve never 
sick a day in my life and I've 

pathy for you and 
n to be knocked do' 
little whiffet 

over like a log

all
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eak to stand.

In a rustic seat overlooking the 
prairies beyond, Leigh 

Shirley bent lovingly above a square 
of heavy white paper on which she 

_ sunflowers 
icon nunMght. 
y an undevel- 
lf it lacked

* - to* lQfM was sketching a group 
flowing In the eftern 
Leigh’s talent was onl; 
oped inheritance, but 
training It's fresh originality was un­
spoiled.

"The top of the afternr >n to you.”
Luigh turned to see Thalne Aydelot 

looking down at her ei he leaned 
ver the high back of the rus c seat. 

He wae In his working clothes with 
his straw hat set back, showing his 
brown face. His luminous dark eyea 
were shining and a hr If teasing, half- 
sympathetic smile vas on his lips. But 
whatever the clothes, there was al­
ways something of th-' Sou’hern gen­
tleman shout every man of the Thalne 
blood. Something of the soldierly bear­
ing of his father had been his heritage
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pers groaned. "But 1 
was cornin’ you saved

bwMit 
llne.^

at the firstquica by a 
and roll 
blow!”

"You’re In luck. Most men in your 
line ought to have been knocked down 
a good many times before now, the 
doctor declared. "How did this hap-
,e”l settled with Smith and made him 
■ign everything up to a bog-tight con­
tract. Then he started In to abuse 
me till I got tired and told him Id 
Just got back from Ohio and a thing 
or two I saw there. Then he suddenly 
belted me and. against all rules of 
the game, kicked me when I was down

Ing
Ilk#

"May I see your stuff, or 1# 4* not 
for the profane eyes of a thresher of 
alfalfa to look upon?"

Leigh drew 
drawing-board.

"It's just like

you call it?

beck and held up lier t

you. Leigh. You al- 
were an artist, but when did you 
all the technique? *s that what 

How do you do Itt"
“I don't know," Leigh answered 

frankly "It seems to do itself." 
"And why do you do It? Or why 

(Continued on page 16.)
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Leigh Turned te „• Theln# Aydllot Locking Down « h,r u he Leaned Over 
the High Back of the Rustic Beet

to


