RED OLOUI

CHAPTER XIX~—Continued.
—15—

Smith did his various errands quick-
ly. When he reached the fourth-floor
sulte aguin, Jibbey was out of the
bath; was sitting on the edge of the
bed wrapped In blankets, with the
steaming pot of coffee sent up on
Amith's hurry order beside him on a
tray.

“It's your turn at the tub,” he bub-
bled cheerfully. *I didn’'t have aony
glad rags to put on, so I swiped some
of your bedclothes. Go to It, old man,
before you eatch cold.”

Smith was already polnting for the
bath. “Your trunk will be up In a
few minutes, and I've told them to
send It here,” he sald. "“When you
want to quit me, you'll find your rooms
five doors to the right In this same
corridor: sulte number four-sixteen.”

It was a long half-hour before Smith
emerged from his bathroom once more
clothed and In his right mind, In
the Interval the reclaimed trunk had
been sent up, and Jibbey was also
clothed. He had found one of Smith's
pipes and some tobacco and was
smoking with the luxurious enjoyment
of one who had suffered the pangs im-
poaed by two days of total abstinence.

“Just hangin' around to say good-
night,” he began, when Smith showed
himself In the sitting room. Then he
returned the borrowed plpe to Its place
on the mantel and sald his small say
to the definite end. “After all that's
happened to us two tonight, Monty,
1 hope you're golng to forget my crazy
yappings and not lose any sleep about
that Lawrenceville business, I'm sev-
enteen different kinds of a rotten fall-
ure; there's no manner of doubt ahout
that; nnd once In a while—just once
in a while—I've got sense enough to
know it. You saved my life when It
would have been all to the good for
you to let me go. 1 guess the world
wouldn't have been much of a loser
if T had gone, and you knew that, too.
Will you—er—would you shake hands
with me, Monty?”

CHAPTER XX.

The Pace-Setter.

Bmith made an early breakfast on
the morning following the auto drive
to the abandoned mine, hoping thereby
to avold meeting both Miss Richlander
and Jibbey. The Hophra cafe was
practically empty when he went In
and took his accustomed place at one
of the alcove tables, but he had barely
given his order when Starbuck ap-
peared and came to joln him.

“You're looking a whole lot better
this morning, John,” sald the mine
owner quizzically, as he held up a
finger for the walter., “How's the
grouch?"

Smith’'s answering grin had some-
thing of Its former good-nature in It.
“Today's the day, Bllly,” he sald. “To-
morrow at midnight we must have the
water running in the ditches or lose
our franchise, It's chasing around In
the back part of my mind that Stanton
will make his grandstand play today.
I'm not harboring any grouches on the
edge of the battle. They are a handl-
cap, anyway, and always."

“That's good medicine talk,"” sald the
older man, eylng him keenly. And
then: “You had us all guessing, yester-
day:and the day before, John. You
sure was acting as it you'd gone plumb
locoed.”

“I was locoed,” was the qulet ad-
mission,

“What cured you?”

“It's too long a story to tell over the
breakfast table. What do you hear
from Willlanm?"

{ “All qulet during the night; but the
weather reports are scaring him up
a good bit this morning.”

“Storms on the range?”

“Yea. The river galned four feet
last night, and there is flood watar and
drift coming down to beat the band.
Juat the same, Bartley says he Is
going to make good."”

Smith nodded. “Bartley is all right;
the right man In the right place. Have
you seen the colonel since he left the
offices last evening?”

“Yes. I drove him and Corona out
to the ranch In my new car. He sald
be'd lost his roadster; somebody had
sueaked In and borrowed It."

“I suppose he told you about the
latest move—our move—in the stock-
pelling game?”

“No, he didn't; but SBtillings did. You
played it pretty fine, John; only I hope
to graclous we won't have to redeem
those options. It would bu'st our little
iaside crowd wide open to bave to buy
in all that stock at par."

Smith laughed. *‘Sufficlent unto the
day' Bllly. It was the only way to
block Btanton. It's neck or nothing
with him now, and he has oanly one
more string that he can pull”

“The rallroad right-of-way deal?

“Yea; he has been holding that In
reserve—that, and one other thing."

“What was the other thing?' Star-
buck was absently flshing for a se>
ond 'lump of sugar In the sugar bowl
“Has It got anything to do with the
bunch of news that you won't tell
ws—about yourself, Johnt"

“It has. Two days ago, Btanton had
e falrly, but a friend of mine steppbd
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In. Last night, again, he stood to win
out. But a man fell into the river, and
Stanton lost out once more."

Starbuck glanced up soberly. “You're
talking in riddles now, John. I don't
sabe."

“It Isn't neceasary for you to sabe.
Results are what counts, Barring nccl-
dents, you Timanyonl High Line
peopie cnn reasouably count oo having
me with you for the next few critical
days; and, I may add, you never
needed me more pointedly.”

Starbuck's smile was face-wide.

“I hope I don't feel sorry,” he re-
marked. “Some dJay, when you can
take an hour or so off, I'm golng to
get you to show me around in your
little mu-seeum of self-concelt, John.
Maybs I can learn how to gather me
up one,”

Smith matched the mine owner's
good-natured smile, For some unex-
plalnable reason the world, his particu-
lar world, seemed to have lost Its
mallgnance, He could even think of
Stanton without bitterness; and the
weapon which had been weighing his
hip pocket for the past few days had
been carefully burled In the bottom of
the lower dressing-case drawer before
he came down to breakfast,

“You may laugh, Billy, but you'll
have to admit that I've been outfigur-
ing the whole bunch of you, right from
the stach"” he retorted brazenly. “But
lel‘n get down to business. This Is
pmctlully Stanton's last day of grace,
If he can't get some legal hold upon
us before midnight tomorrow night,
or work some scheme to make us lose
our franchise, his job 18 gone.”

“Show me,"” sald the mine owner suc-
clnctly.

“It's easy. With the dam completed
and the water running in the ditches,
we become at once a golng concern,
with assets a long way in advance of
our llabllities. The day after tomor-
row—Iif we pull through—you won't
be able to buy a single share of
Timanyonl High Line at any figure,
As a natural consequence, public sentl-
ment, which, we may say, Is at pres-
ent a little doubtful, will come over
to our side In a landslide, and Btan-
ton’s outfit, if It wants to continue the
fight, will have to fight the entire
Timanyoni, with the city of Brewster
thrown in for good measure. Am I
making it plain?”

“Right you are, so far. Go on." .

“Billy, I'll tell you something that
I haven't dared to tell anybody, not
even Colonel Baldwin. I've been
spending the company’s money llke
water to keep in touch. The minute
we fall, and long before we could
hope to reorganize a second time and
apply for a new charter, Stanton's com-
pany will be In the fleld, with its char-
ter already granted. From that to tak-
Ing possession of our dam, elther by
means of an enabling act of the leg-
Islature, or by purchase from the pa-
per rallroad, will be only a step. And

“Qood Gloryl® He Sighed.

we couldn't do a thing! We'd have
no legal rights, and no money to fight
with "

Starbuck pushed his chalr away from
the table and drew a long breath.

“Good glory I" he sighed. “I wish te
goodness It was day after tomorrow!
Can you carry it any further, John 1"

“Yes; a step or two. For a week
Stanton has been busy on the paper-
raliroad claim, and that I8 what made
me buy a few cases of good rifles
and send them out to Willlams; I was
afrald Stanton might try force. He
won't do that If he can help it; he'll
go in with some legal show, if possible,
because our force at the dam far out-
numbers any gang he could hire, and
he knows we are armed.”

“He can’t work the legal game,” sald
Starbuck definitively. “I've known
Judge Warner ever since I was knee-
high to a hop-tead, and a squarer man
doesn't breathe.”

“That is all right, but you're forget-
ting something, The paper rallroad is
~0r was once—an interstate corpora-
tion, and so may ask for rellef from
the federal courts, thus golng over
Judge Warner's head. I'm not saying
anything agalost Lorching, the federal
Judge at Red Butte, I've met him, and

he s a good jurist and presumably an

[ velope, and Starbuck was saylog:

honest man. But he I8 well along In
years, and has an exaggerated notlon
of his own Importance, Stanton, or
rather his figurehead rallroad people,
have nsked him to intervene, and he
has taken the case under advisement.
That Is where we stand this morning.”

Starbuck was nodding slowly. ¥“1
see what you mean, now,” h¥ sald. “If
Lorching jumps the wrong way for us,
you're looking to see a United States
marshal walk up to Bartley Williams
some time today and tell him to quit.
That would put the final kibosh on us,
wouldn't 1t7"

Smith was rising in his place.

“I'm not dead yet, Bllly,” bhe re-
Joined cheerfully. “I haven't let it get
this far without hammering out a few
expedlents for our side, If I can man-
age to stay in the fight today and to-
morrow—"

A little new under clerk had come In
from the hotel office and was trylng to
glve Starbuck a note in a square en-
“No,
that's Mr. Smith, over there."

Smith took the note and opened It,
and he scarcely heard the clerk's ex-
planation that it had been put in his
box the evening before, and that the
day clerk bhad been afrald he would
get away without finding it. It was
from Verda Richlander, and It had
nelther superscription nor signature,
This Is what Smith read:

“My little ruse has falled miserably.
Mr. K's. messenger found my father
in spite of it, and he—the messenger—
returned this evening. I know, be-
cause he brought a note from father to
me, Come to me as early tomorrow
morning as you can, and we'll plan
what can be done." .

Smith crushed the note In his hand
and thrust it into his pocket. Star-
buck was making a cigarette, and was
studiously refraining from breaking in.
But 8mith did not keep him walting.

“That was my knockout, Billy,” he
sald with a quletneas that was almost
overdone, “My time has suddenly been
shortened to hours—perhaps to min-
utes. Get a car as quickly as you can
and go to Judge Warner's house, I
have an appolntment with him at nine
o'clock. Tell him I'll keep it, If I can,
but that he needn't wait for me If I
am not there on the minute.,”

CHAPTER XXI.

The Colonel's “Defl.”

Though It was only elght o'clock,
Smith sent his card to Miss Richland-
er's rooms at once and then had him-
self lifted to the mezzanine floor to
wait for her. Bhe came in a few min-
utes, a strikingly beautiful figure of a
woman In the freshness of her morn-
ing gown, red-lipped, bright-eyed, and
serenely consclous of her own re-
splendent gifts of face and figure.
Smith went quickly to meet her and
drew her aslde Into the music parlor.
Already the need for caution was be-
ginning to make itself felt.

*“I have come,” he sald briefly.

“You got my note?” she asked.

“A few minutes age—just as I was
leaving the breakfast table."

“You will lenve Brewster at once—
while the way Is still open?"

He shook his head. *I can't do
that; In commdn justice to the men
who have trusted me, and who are
now needing me more than ever, I
must stay through this one day, and
possibly another.”

“Mr. Kinzle will not be llkely to lose
any time," she prefigured thoughtfully,
“He has probably telegraphed to Law-
renceville before this” Then, with a
glance over her shoulder to make sure
that there were no eavesdroppers:
“But not one of these Brewsterites can
identify you as John Montague Swmith
of Lawrenceville—the man who Is
wanted by Bheriff Macauley. My fa-
ther, in his letter, after telling me
that he will be detalned In the moun-
talns several days longer, refers to Mr,
Kingle's request and suggests—"

The fugitive was smiling grimly. “He
suggests that you might help Mr. Kin-
zle out.”

“Not quite that,” she rejolned. “He
merely suggests that I am to be prudent,
and—to quote him exactly—'not get
mixed up in the affalr in any way so
that it would make talk.'"

“I see,” sald Smith. And then. “You
have a disagreeable duty ahead of you,
and I'd relleve you of the necessity
by running away, If T could. But that
is impossible, as I have explained”

She was sllent for a moment; then
she sald: “When I told you a few
days ago that you were golng to need
my belp, Montague, I dido't foresee
anything like this, I shall breakfast
with the Stantons In a few minutes;
and after nine o'clock . . . If you
could contrive to keep out of the way
until I can get word to you; just so
they won't be able to bring us face to
face with each other—"

Smith saw what she meant; saW,
also, whereunto his wretched fate was
dragging him. It was the newest of
all the reincarnations, the one which
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you must tell them the truth, Verda."”

Her smille was mildly scornful.

“Is that what the plain-faced little
ranch person would do?” she asked.

“I don't know; yes, I guess it is"

“Do¢sn’t she care any more for you
than that?"

Smith did not reply. He was stand-
ing where he conld watch the comings
and golngs of the elevators. Time was
preclouz und he was chafing at the de-
lay, but Miss Richlander was not yet
ready to let him go,

“Tell me honestly, Montague,” she
sald; “Is It anything more than a case
of proplnqnn.r with this Baldwin girl?
—on your part, I mean.”

“It isn't anything,” he returned so-
berly. *“Corona Baldwin wlill never

“Tell Me Honestly, Montague.”

marry any man who has so much to
explain as I have.”

“You didn't know this was her home,
when you came out here?”

ilNo‘ﬂ

“But you had met her somewhere,
before you came?”

“Once; yes. It was In Guthrieville,
over a year ago. I met her there at a
house where she was visiting.”

“I see,” she nodded, and then, with-
out warning: “What was the matter
with you last night--about dinner-
time?”

“Why should you think there was
anything the matter with mey '

“I was out driving with the Stantons.
When I came back to the hotel I found
Colonel Baldwin and another man—a
lawyer, I think he was—walting for
me. They sald you were needing a
friend who could go and talk to you
and—‘calm you down,' was the phrase
the lawyer used. I was good-natured
enough to go with them, but when we
reached your offices you had gone, and
the ranch girl was there alone, walt-
lng for her father.”

“That was nonsense!” he comment-
ed; “their going after you as If I were
& maniac or a drunken man, I mean.”

This time Miss Richlander's smile
was distinctly resentful. *“I suppose
the colonel's daughter answered the
purpose better,” she sald. “There was
an awkward little contretemps, and
Miss Baldwin refused, rather rudely, I
thought, to tell her father where you
had gone,”

Smith broke away from the unwel-
come subject abruptly, say/ng: “There
I8 something else you ought to know,
Jibbey Is here, at last."

“Does he know you are here?”"

“He doea.”

“Why didn't you tell me before?
That will complicate things dreadfully.
Tucker will talk i:nd tell all he knows;
he can't help it."”

“This Is one time when he will not
talk. Perhaps he will tell you why
when you see him."”

Miss Richlander glanced at the face
of the small watch pinned on her
shoulder.

“You must not stay here any longer,”
she protested. “The Stantons may com¢
down any minute, now, and they
mustn't find us together. I am still
forgiving enough to want to help you,
but you must do your part and let me
know what Is golng on.”

Willlam Starbuck's new _car was
standing in front of Judge Warner's
house In the southern suburb when
Smith descended from the closed cab
which he had taken at the Hophra
House side entrance. The clock In
the courthouse tower was striking the
quarter of nine. The elevated mesa
upon which the suburb was bullt com-
manded a broad view of the town and
the outlylng ranch lands, and in the
distance beyond the river the Hillcrest
cottonwoods outlined themselves
against a background of minlature
buttes.

Smith's gaze took In the wide, sunlit
prospect. He had pald and dismissed
his cabman, and the thought came to
him that In & few hours the
buttes, the bare plains, the
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Not Liks Homa.

The bright boy In khakl was dilating
on the woes of army life.

“Yes,” he sald to his old mother, "we
don't get much in the way of fancy
foods, or anything like that. Our camp
cook's el right on stews and soup, but
he ean't go beyond them. The other
day you know, when I went back, I
took a cucumber with me that I was
going to share with one or two of the |
boys. 1 gave It to the cook and asked |
him to get It ready for ue, and what
@'you think he did with 1t? Put It In
the oven and baked 11"

“Oh, poor boy 1" sald the fond moth- |

er. “A pity I couldn't have been there
to look after you. I'd have bolled it
lovely for you!"

Fifty-Fifty.

Bernard was present at a dinner par-
ty, In which some of the guests brought
thelr children, One little girl wanted
to play with Bernard’s toy's, but he
was selfish and wouldn't let her.

“Now, Bernard,” sald mother, “you
must be a little gentleman.”

“Yes," sald he, "but she must be a
lady."

Chronic Indigestion.
“You can't eat your cake and have
it"
“I have the consclousuess of It long.
er than sults me,” growled the dyspep- |
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The knocker's chief Joy in life seems
to be to see somebody else fall,

A PHYSICAL WRECK

Laid Up In Bed, Barely Holding
Onto Life. Doan’s Effected

Marvelous Recovery.

“Without warning I waa to
the brink of the grave by ma nt
kidney troubls,” says Roboﬂ
gats, 114 Cypres Ave,, Bronx, N. Y.

‘My kidneys seemed to stop acting and

the pains in my k
were terrible. Big,
bloaty puffs came under
my eyes and attacks o
dizziness often blin
me, My limbe
twice normal size and I

press big dents in-
flesh,

d had eonvuhim
. Waagits, um.j times a
Deapite the best of treatment, I ?v'
worse and was taken to the 'Iaaqn
I didn't improve, however
brought home again, bnrdr hold.lu

onto life.
| “Toward the last of 1013; I friend

| ded me to

elped more \Ina all § .
cines and treatmenta I had taken. [
continued and from an emacia wreck
of a man [ bave #aken on solid

until I now wel' 225 pu\tnao and
lm{nthab-tofhnth Doan’s alone

Yy

worn Lo ore me,
JAMES T, frqm.nt Com. of Desds

1 “D—’ndhhm Box
DOAN'S %ixer
POSTER-MEBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

Yoo Sick
Yo Work

Many Women in this Condition Re-

gain Health by

Taking Lydia E.

Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

Convincing Proof of This Fact.

| was treated by

Ridgway, Penn. — “I guffored from female
trouble with backache and pain in my side for over
| seven months so I could not do any of my work. I

three different doctors and was
when my sister-in-law told me

getting discouraged

how Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound had
helped her. I decided to try it,and it restored my
1 bealth, s0 I now do all of my housework which is
8l not Jight as I have a little boy three years old®
= Mrs. O. M. Raxvzs, Ridgway, Penn.

Mrs. Lindsey Now Keeps House For Seven.

Tennille, Ga.—*I want to tell you how much I have been benefited
by Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound. About eight years ago I
got in such a low state of health I was unable to keep house for three in
the family. I had dull, tired, dizzy feelings, cold feet and hands nearly
all the time and could scarcely sleep at all. The doctor said I had a
severe case of ulceration and without an operation I would always
be an invalid, but I told him I wanted to wait awhile. Our druggist
advised my husband to get Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound
and it has entirely cured me. Now I keep house for seven and work
in the garden some, too. I am so thankful I got this medicine. I feel
as though it saved my life and have recommended it to others and
they have been benefited ”,~Mrs. W, E. Linpezy, R. R. 8, Tennille, Ga.

If you want special advice write to Lydia E. Pinkham Medi
cine Co. (confidential) Lynn, Mass. Your letter will be opened,
read and answered by & woman and held in strict confidence.

Carter’s Little Liver Pills -

You Cannot be
Constipated
and Happy

N A Remedy That

Makes Life

Ammdlmlnlln
Bicod s the reason for
many coloriess faces but

ARTER’S IRON PILLS
will greatly help most pale-faced people

«__\_13_';__;&_) Ship Us Your Next Can
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Correct wel
Prompt daily remittance. Cans returned
same day as recelved. Write for
and printed tags. Give us &

OM AHA $5::c:CO

'2 You More Money

and test guaranteed.
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OMAHA NEB.

Helpl

“They tell me that Perks was ar-
rested today becnuse he drowned his
dog In the river,” sald Burns,

“How could they narrest him for
drowning a dog in the river?’ demand-
ed Hunks,

“Why, they clalmed that a sunken
bark obstructed navigation."

After a woman reaches a certaln age
she never mentions It

Don't be blind to the virtues of an
enemy or the shorteomings of a friend.
ettt

When Your Eves Need Care
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TYPHOID &2z
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Produsing Vastine asd Ssrwme sador U. 5. Liseaso
__The Cutter Ladoradery, Bortalay, Oal., Chioage, fIL
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