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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I-Jackson Jones, nicknamed
way.,” because of his continual
glorification of New York's great thor-
Is anxious to get away from his
n:‘h.-'nh“ Joneaville, b-:h“" él::)“nu.

u vory ang nume -
Ry refuses to settle Z:wn and take &

mu the gum factory in which he soo-
to his father's interest

CHAPTER II-Ju Bpotswood ipforma
Broadway that ﬁglﬂ'i} 'i?rr him gy
Rakts record e 1n boas fo TR
ma reco e In n \ o
writs street In New Tﬁ:'i. o

“Conslder you my lawver, Judee? Of

course you are my lawver., Weren't
You my father's lawver?”
. Not always:; I did not draw hlis
will, for instance. And in other things
your uncle—well, If your father had
But listened, as | hope you'll listen, his
brother Abner never would have—"

"Bure! Iknow. And you've already
been my lawyer. Didn't you get me
out of Jall there in New Haven? Imag
Ine belmg locked up In New Haven!
And I'd only dropped a melon from the
window. 1If the chlef of police hap
pened to be going by, was that my
fault? I'd have eaten the melon If 1t
hadn’t been so spolled. And still they
locked me up! They made a eriminal
of me! It's bad enocugh to be a crim:
inal, but to be & criminal imprisoned
in New Haven—heavens! Suppose a
man should be locked up in Jonesvilla!
‘Why, he'd die of shame.”

“Well, If you accept me as your law-
yer, when your uncle asks you to sell
out your interest in the Jones Gum
eompany you will refuse. When you
do that, he'll try to bind you not to
sell out to the trust as long as you
both live. 1 hope you'll never sell out
to the trust, but don't sign amy pa-
pers, Jackson, although you know
what the trust purchase of the factory
would mean to Jonesville—and to al!
‘ “.l’

“T'll not sell out to the trust, Jjudge,
but if my uncle—"

*He'll not offer you a fair price. He'll
want fo get a bargain. And remem-
ber that the company will get richer
every year'"

“But the trust may bust L

Broadway Jones.

“I hope you'll take that chance, my
boy, rather than ever be a party to
ruining the old home town.”

“All right, judge. | won't sell to
Uncle Abner—uoyway, just now. |
won't need the money. There's enough
voming to me to keep me busy for a
while.”

“Jackson, I wish vou might feel dif
ferently about the starting of yvour life
As & grown man. [If vou could culty-
vate a feeling of responsibility—"

“It bores me. I could never even
apell it.”

“I'm afraid It does, Jackson, and
that worries me. But—"

“You'll come to New York, some
time, and—and—"

“Jackson, I'm afrald | shall.”

“And keep it secret Lhat we're either
one of us from Jonesville.”

"Jackson,” sald the judge, reproving.
Iy, “you'd better get along toward
bhowe. And don't think too much about
those lights. Broadway, like avery
other sireet, is safer In the daytime,
before the lights are lit."

“The lights are Broadway's eyes”
sald the young man. “Until they're
lighted, Broadway is asleep, and you
see only men and women on it.”

“Ang what do you see later?™

“You call search me for the pame.
But they're several degrees oeyond
mere men and women. "

After he bhad left the judge, Jackson
found It quite impossible Lo go sedate
Iy home, a8 he might possibly have
oRen weot 1o bod 1s Sonenflis e &bt
plained upon occasion, because be
eould not bear o stay awake there. He
baid 1t made him feel ashamed

Back of Whipple's drug store was
khe unofficial clubroom of the gayer
youth of Jonesville, who demanded
something less sordid than the two
grim saloons or the tavern barrcom.
To the drug store Broadway retreated.

He TouRd it more than usually ani-
mated. While he had been in the se
clusion of Judge Spotawood's study
one of the rare, dramatic episodes
which Jonesville ever knew had come
to pass—being Imported from the out
ar world, of course. A touring car
had taken at too high =& speed A
“thank ye¢ ma'am” provided by the
town authoritles for the purpose of re

Judge Spotswood,

tarding motorists who endeavored to
escape from deputy sheriffs. The re-
sult had been that the car's occupants
had left it without intention, gone up-
ward, cleaving the night air to heights,
and, coming down, had found them-
selves almost simultaneously In & mud-
bole and a deputy’s custody.

Having pald their fines for speeding
and rescued their somewhat battered
motor, they now were being bandaged.
It was characteristic of the general
state of Joneaville's mind that the vis-
itors had first been fined; repairs for
their brulsed heads being looked at as
A secondary matter.

The unfortunates numbered two, and
they had told the fining and exultant
judge of the peace that they were son
and father, giving their names as
Grover and Robert Wallace. Robert
Wallace was of not much more tham
Jackson's age.

The drug store crowd was listening
with huge delight to their subdued ex-
pressions of wrath. Bult with Broad-
WAY'Ss entrance the younger of the vie-
tims recognized a member of his own
indefinable fraternity. Within two min-
utes the young men were "old chap”
to each other, which is a congenial
~
way.

“Havent's looked It over Very care-
fully.”

“If it's out of business, I'll get my
runabout and tow you ten miles down
the road. There's a good hotel there.
and a repair man who knows his busi-
ness could help you out the first thing
in the morning.”

No such service proved to be neces
sary. In fact the stranger's car was
In such unexpectedly good condition
that its owners Insisted upon taking
Broadway with them to his gateway.
They reached it simultaneously with
Clara Spotswood and Josie Richards,
who were now engaged in that inef
ficlient but delightful see-sawing which
frequently occurs when a girlfriend
takes a girl-friend home.
walked home with Josie, Josle had
walked part way home with Clara,
Clara had gone part way back with
ber. They had gradually come almost
to & midway standstill in front of the
Jones place.

While the elder Wallace took ad-
vantage of the halt to make one more
examination of the car, before plung-
ing off into the darkness of the sur
rounding farming country, Jackson in-
troduced bhis new-made friend to the
two girls, and they stood laughing in-
consequentially, The young city man
was much impressed by the two pret-
ty country girls, and the two pretty
country girls, especially Clara Spots-
wood, were delighted with the yvouth
who bad been brought so dramatically
to their attention.

They went along before the elder
gentleman was satisfled that every-
thing was certalnly all right, but at a
distance which they felt sure made
them invisible in the soft gloom of the
summer night they paused, with many
& suppressed giggie, 1o look back at
the group, each member of which was
now and then shown sharply against
the background of Cimmerian dark-
ness as be chanced 1o pass into the
radius of one or the other of the car's
headlights.

“l think he's absolutely too hand-
some!"” Clara whispered cautiously.

“I've ulways thought so0,” Josie an-
swered.

“Oh, silly! | mean young Mr. Wal-
lace. And Robert's such & swest
oame! [t's almost the same as 'Robin’
—'Robln’ Adalr, you know? How she
must have loved him'"

“Robert or Robin?” Josle asked.

“Robin, of course. She sang the
song about DI, Pt Robert's Just &
Pretiy, and It doesnt make you think
of birds and worma "

Josie burst Into partially stified tit-
and ber friend grasped her arm
migxling wrath w force her into &
wild scamper down the dusky, fragrant
village strest. When they had once
more fallen io & walk, Josle remarked,
unwittingly:

"You're vary silly. He's wd half as

ad

ow's your machine?”’ asked Broad- |

Clara had |

| didn't know her.

good Tooklinig ik Yadksoh, and you know
it. Only we see Jackson every day,
and—*

"O-b-b-h!” sald Clara. “T've suspect.
ed that for a long time!"™

"Suspected what? Keep qulet!™
were the contradictory remarks of her
best friend. Then: “And I'm Eoing to
be 80 lonely after he bas gone! 1'd llke
to ery. | almost did. Think of all the
girls he'll meet there in the ecity! Oh,
I hate New York!"

“You've never been there™

“No. But I've heard about the girls
there, Lote—of-—them—drink—cock-
tails. And 1 hate that street he's al-

ways talking of—Broadway!™ Then,
suddenly, and, to the amazement of her
friend, who Instantly was filled, how-
aver, with a perfect understanding,
Josle burst into tears, and, with a
quick “Good night,” rushed toward
ber home.

Before they parted the city youth
gave Hroadway his card.

“You've been very nice, old chap.
Come to see me when you strike New
York.”

“It's absolutely
coming in a year”
To his amazement, the events of this
extraordinary night had not yet ceased
for Broadway Jones. He walked down
the street toward home, fllled with
longing for the vear's end, and found
3ammy, Clara's small brother, asleep

upon his doorstep.

"Hi, Sammy!" he crled, shaking = '
fat shoulder.

“Yes—slr; I'm goin'—to—be—Ilke
—" the boy began before he was en-
tirely awake,

“f know, like Rip Van Winkle. But
he didn't take his nap npon a doorstep.
Why aren’t you at home, in bed?”

Sammy rubbed his eyes. With mad-
dening dellberation he Informed Broad-
way that the judge had sent him, with
instructions to find Broadway and tell
him he wished to see him. “He—sald
—it—didn't—make—no— differenice —
how—late.”

“What! As near midnight as this?
Child, it's almost ten o'clock! All
Jonesville s asleep.”

“"He—says—for—you—to—come. I'm
—goln'."

Whereupon he went.

Jackson followed speedily. Such a
summons from the judge at such an
hour must bode something cata
clysmie.

He found a worried judge pacing up
and down his office floor.

“In the office, at this hour! You real-
ly want to see me, judge?”

“Yen,” sald the old man firmly, “I've
determined that I will not be & party |
to deception.”

“Who's been deceived, judge? |

“Jackson, your father's will gives |
you his fortune when you're twemty-
one, not when you're twenty-two. Your
uncle wished to keep it from you. I do
not think you ought te have it mow,
but you're entitled to it." .

Broadway gazed with a dropped jaw. |
“Judge, I'm getting all mixed up, You |
say [ get it when I'm twenty-one?
Why, I'm twenty-one already!”

“l know you are. | know you are,
I never saw the document until today.
it was drawn up by Boston l“ryon.j
And at first I thought I'd do exmctly as ;
your uncle asked—let you think it was
as he had sald it was. But I've thought
it over and it seems to me you'd ought |
to know.”

Broadway merely stood and stared.

“Your uncle thought that he was |
acting for the best,” the judge insisted. |
“He's been hoping you would settle
down. When you didn't, he thought
he'd steal a year from you, and give
¥ou one more chance, When he told
me this tonight, I told him that 1 didn’t
think it was just right; and—finally—
well, you know it all now.”

Broadway found the
speech. “Good old judge!"

“Then you're not angry?™

“I'm too bappy to be angry.
time table about you?"

“Jackson, Jonesville was named aft-
er your ancestors.”

“Well, 1 don't like to live In It. 1
know a chap named Bright. Very like-
iy Bright's digsease was pamed after
his ancestor, but I presume he doesn’t
want to die of it. Judge, Jonesville is
an ailment.”

The judge, infinitely relieved. now
that he had made a clean breast of the
thing, leaned back in his chair and
laughed, despite his worries for the
young man's future,

“Well, what are vou going to do?™

“When can | get that money?"”

“The trustees will have to pay it on
demand.”

Jackson laughed with rare delight.
“Uncle’s one of them. How it will pain
his fingers when he hands it out to
me! [I'm golng to demand! And 1
want to start tomorrow, [ want to
start tonight, but | am reasonable. 1
won't wake the old man up. But while
you go to get the money in the morn
Ing, I'll get set at the town llne, wait-
ing for you to bring it to me, ready to
ge\, anyway, 60 yards out of the town-
ship within 60 seconds. How | wish 1
really could sprint!™

"Broadway!"”

“I know, judge, but let me tell you
why I hate Jonesville and how. You
knew my mother?”

“A splendid woman, Hroadway "

“Everyone says that; but, you see, |
And my father died
when | was twelve.”

“A magnificent man, Broadway

“Yes, | gueas he was the best bet In
the village.”

“Poor chap! He never was
sAme after your mother's death "

“Then Uncle Abner took me We
touldn’t absolutely boss me, for certain
moneys had been left with which spe
cific things were to be done for me. He
bad to have me educated at the schools
and coliege which my father designat-
ed?™

“And he disapproved of them "

“I know be did A sheepakin from
Jonesville academy is his idea of the
evidence of the higher education for a
Jones—along with slds detalls om first

certain—and I'm

power of

Got a

the

, them to the Iadles. Then, on his re

vaniged into extrmordinary action he

“He always wished to have you take
an interest in the gum business.™

"1 did, till another kid slipped me a
stick one day, when | was absent-mind
ed, and 1 began to chew |t. Then and
there 1 made up my mind to devote
my lifo's endeavor to something which ‘
would not stick In your teeth. Judge
Spotswood, lobsters don't”

“My boy, | wish you never had seen
New York'"

“No, you don't, Indge, you wish you
ware going with me when | start.”

“"Are you going to stay away?™

“Uncle says that In these daye each
man should have a specialty if he
would be successful. I'm going to
apecialize on staying out of Jonesville.
I'm hoping for success.”

“Have you no friends here whom
vou diallke to laave™

“You and the judgess, judge, and
Clara. I'll miss Josle, too. And there
are some down at the factory. Bil
Higgine, I like him. He used to enter
tain me when we wen! In swimming
and he got the cramps. Awfully funny
when he had the evampe, Bill was:
peevish but very funny. 1 shall miss
Bill. But Jonesville, as & whole, judge
=<I'm nol going to miss Jonesville, ex.
cept the way a man may miss a tooth
that has been pulled for causge.

The judge sighed. “Well, I had to
tell you"

The young man looked at him with a
atrange earnestness, “Judge, would
you get mad if 1 should kiss you?"

“And you are really going, right
away?™

“It's going to be the quickest get-
away Connectieut ever heard of.”

&id to a stick of chewing gum.™ |

CHAPTER III,

Almost as speedily as he had told
the judge he would, Broadway pre-
pared to leave Joneaville. There was a
stormy session when the old lawyer
told Abner Jones that he had made the
revelation to the boy, but the old man's
threats against him were quickly sk
lenced when the judge reminded him
that what he had proposed to him was
fraud and that an action for conspiracy
might be brought against him.

The car wheels sang to Broadway
a8 he journeyed west and southward.
He gave cigars to the coanductor, to
the trainmen, to the engineer as soon
as the traln waited long enough for
him to get to him. He bought all the
newsboy's papers, novels, magasines
and sent him through the cars to give

turn, alight with smiles, he bought the
last ounce of his candy and told him
to appropriste it to the use of his own
swest-tooth. .

Arriving in New York a red-capped
station-porter saw him from afar and
recognised the strong financial candle
power of his expanding smile. Gak

rushed toward him, calling to twe
friends to joln him Instantly and help
him bear the two bages Brosdway car
ried. The traveler had to give the
third negro his hat, so that he might
seem to earn his tip; but he did this
gladly. The taxi-cabman flew, scram-
ling from his box, at the mere intona-
tion of the porters’ voices.

“Where to, sir?” he Inquired,

“Is this New York?" his fare asked,
smiling gently in & way which made
the chauffeur think he was & wan-
derer, returned unto his own, and wish:
tul of facetiousness.

“You bet It Is; just little old New
York.”

“l1 thought mo. It peems so familiar.
Well, 1 want to go Lo Broadway.”

“What part of Broadway, sir?” (Ob-

Mra. Spotswood.

]

serve that this Grand Central taxkcab- |

man persistently said “sir.” It was a
tribute; Broadway knew it was a trib-

ute and it warmed bhis heart.) |

“Oh, all of L."

“Take you to all of Broadway?™™
Even the taxi-cabman was astonished

“I want to look it over, for I'm going

to buy It if I Nke it a5 much as | ll-‘

wiys bave”

The cabman eyed him shrewdly, de
cided that he was guite sane and
sober, resoived (o tie to him with a
tenacity which pnever could be shaken
of, cltmbed to his narrowm seat be |
asath Its parrow hood and yanked |
down the fiag upon the taximeter.

"My name I8 Oridley, sir,” he volun-
leered

“You may fire wheu ready, Gridley,”
Broadway anewered, and then Gridley |
pulled the lever

Hefore the day was over Jackson
Jones had bought a forty-horsepowar |
limousine, & sizty-horsepower Louring |
car and a runsboul. Qridley had
turned in his redignation to his conp-

|
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What The Jubilee Self-
L]
Heating Iron Is

The Inbilee” Boll-Haating Sad lron heats ttae Hy a slm
ple and absolutely safe agrangomont it Eenerites s own gos
from gasoline which fs comtalnml in the tle tank viached (o the
burner, It is the neatest. nrwost compnct pael most  offlolont, sl
henting sad lron ever produced. Because §t heats taolf 4 saves
the women all the walking from the irondng board 1o the stove and
biuck. Does not heat the house and elimineteos the hard, disagree
able, nerveracking femture of the Ironing.

You may get et least a falr impreesion of what the people
that use the Jubilee say and think about the Jubilee Belf.-Hemting
Sad lron, BEvangellst Robt, Whiston MLYE
‘My Denr Wolverton:

You are handbng the boest Self-Heating lron on the market, in
the Jubilee, We have curriel one in our trunk for yers, have
uged it im 32 states mnd’ under all condithon®, and have found R
practicable, safe amd unbreakable, The Jubilee has several feat-
ures that no other iron has, particularly the heat regulafion. Owur
fron gives four hours steady heat for aboust B  cents, making #t
cheaper by far than electrlcity.

Sinverely yours,

(Bigned) EVANGELIST ROBERT WHISTON."
FRANK W. WOLVERTON,
GENERAL AGENT
Phone 120 Alliance, Nebr. Phone 514

ASK YOUR GROCER

..FOR...

Hemingford Roller Mills Flour
NONE BETTER

Every Sack Fully Guaranteed

Patronize Home Industry

M. L. MILLER, Propr.

Hemingford, Nebraska

— —

p't-n'y and been measured for five sults

of livery, of expensive cloth, exclusive
cut, extraordinary color. Having done
this be had asked a girl to marry him,
had been accepted, had taken sixteen
drinks and gone (0 see her mother, had
thea been thrown out a jilted man and
had returned to Broadway Jones, de
termined to llve single and attached
1o him forever. The eplsodes had so-
bered him and he was quite himself
when HBroadway asked him what apart:
ment he would recommend for livisg
quarters.

“Qulet place?’ he asked.

‘‘Not for vour new employer,” Broad-
way answered. "l want it to be on
Joy wmtreet, between Happy boulevard
and Don't Care alley. The noisler the
better if the noise I8 always laughter
I want it named The Smile and 1 want
it furnished In bright red. Take me
somewhere where they'll sell me a
good butler—fancy brand, no matte:
what the price. 1 want a butler who
can go and buy a home for me—a
home that glitters and Is glad. Thiow
on the high-speed cluteh.”

Gridley took him, in his brand-new
car (which ran as amoothly and sa
nolselessly and swiftly a8 a pickerel
swims), to an employmen! agency
which he bhad heard about, and thers
Broadway signed the lease for an ex.
traordinary person, prinecipally named
Rankin. He looked like a bishop.
talked like a British lord, walked like
a majorgeneral, bowed llke a diplo
mat, never smiled, always sald "“Yes,
sir,” and “thank you, sir,” whenever
there was room for these Impressive
words, was ready to be measured for
as many suits of livery as had been
ordered for the chauffeur and assured
his new employer that it would give
him pleasure both to find and furnish
an apartment for him.

“When will you have it ready for
me™

“Tomorrow morning, sir.”

“Then you know what apartment
you are golug to take?

“Not yet, sir, Breakfast
ten, sir?™

“"Rankin, you will do. Make it elev-
fn. Kpgige & cook and second-man.*

“l have already telephoned for them,
sir.™

“l have ralsed vour wages, Rankin,

Al, say

\ for long and falthful service. Le#t me

see—you've been with me forty min
wes, See to it that you do as well
ia future.”

“I shall, sir; and I hope you'll do
the same, sir.”

“Find Mr. Robert Wallace in the tel
ephone book. He's in the advertising
business "

A moment later Rankin turned back
from the little table at the side of the
large parior which supplied beadquar
ters for the ex-Jonesvillian for the
tme being. “I1 have him om the wire,
alr”

“I'll talk to him.*

way look the telepbone re
ealver from his butler's band and cried
inte the mouthplece: “Hello! Is that
you, Robert Wallace?t . . . Well
this 18 Jackson Jones. . . . Yes:
the same you met ln Jonesyllle when

they pincpea you, thal Feckless night
when you were driving at four

am hour. . , . No; I've come
to stay. I'm asking you to dine
me tomorrow evening. . . . Can
come? . . .
again, or have my butler telephonme,
and let you know just where. . . .
All right. PFine! . . . Goodby.”

Robert Wallace was his guide, his
mentor and bis friend for some four
weeks. After that he was his friend
and mentor, but resigned as guide, for
Broadway took the reins. He had a
passion and a genius for investigating
metropolitan* affairs of lightsome na-
ture. The business marts of Gotham
were offensive to him. He thought v
allly for maokind to waste its time
In work und said so. The teeming fas
cination of the far sides of the town,
80 dear to soclologists who love hu-
man ualure best after it has sweated
or suffered off Its varnish, found ne
devolee In him; he could not under
stand why entire famnilies should live
In huddled rooms on Essex street when
there were large apartments vacant in
1thn great hotel flat house next door

to the vast mangion inhabited by Mrs.
Jack Cerard on Bevenly-seccnd street.
fMr.. Jack CGerard was an old lady of

Incredible wealih, who tried to hold
| Time's hand (n pause. That she had
| falled had been no fault of hers or of
the beauty parlors or cosmetic makers,

“They would be g0 much more com-
fortable if they would go where they
would have more room.” Jackson con.
tinued, in further comment on the very
poor, and would not listen to the ear
nest soul which tried 1o offer explans
tions. é

A vear passed. Broadway carried
three bank smccounts, two of them not
very large and seldom checked upon.
[ The third was in New York's allnight
| bank. He kept busy. *1 feel as If }
ought to see the sun rise often.” be
explained. “Sunrises are so beauts-
ful.”

He seldom beard from Jonesville in
these days. Judge Spolawood some-
tiues wrote 1o him, his uncle pever.
For a time he had endeavored to keep
up a corrsspondence with the girls,
but this had languished through his
own exceeding occupation st more
pressing mailers and Josle Richards’
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&IT ner, In
ters, about all the girls whom he was
mesting In New York
! His Brst sbock came when the All
| Might bank wrote him a letter, asking
' bds to call and talk of bis account, and
this did net ocecur until four vears'
bad vanished in the haze of Broad-
way's Mghts. It made him sit straight
o his chair and blink as & cold dash
from & seMser bottle sometimes bhad
wheh be had needed It Rankin, e
Sering, asked bim if he had a paln.

“You bet | have” sald he. “And
Fm afraid it's serious ”

“Shall 1 call a dootor, sirt

"No, cull & banker.™

(To be Continued)
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