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“No; you didn't say too much,” was
the low-toned reply, And then: “Bllly,
a few months ago 1 was jerked out of
my place in life and set down In an-
other place where practically every-
thing 1 had learned as a boy and man
had to be forgotten. 1 don't know
that I'm making it understandable to
you, but—"

“Yes, you are,” broke In the man at
the wheel. “I've had to turn two or
three little double somersaults myself
in the years that are gone."

“They used to call me 'Monty-Boy,'
back there In Lawrenceville, and 1 fit-
ted the name,” Smith went on. "I've
Just had to do the best I could out
here. I found that I had a body that
could stand man-sized hardship, and a
kind of savage nerve that could give

“They Used to Call Me Monty-Boy."

and take punishment, and a soul that
could drive both body and nerve to the
Umit. Also, I've found out what It
means to love a woman."

Starbuck checked the car's speed a
little more to keep it well In the rear
of the ambling cavalcade,

“That's your one best bet, John,”
he sald soberly.

“It 1s. I've cleaned out another room
gince you called me down back yonder
in the Little Creek road, Btarbuck. I
can't trust my own leadings any more;
they are altogether too primitive and
brutal ; so I'm golng to take hers. She’'d
send me into this fight that is Just
ahead of us, and all the other fights
that are coming, with a heart big
enough to take In the whole world.
She sald I'd understand, some day;
that I'd know that the only great man
is one who Is too big to be little; who
can fight without hating; who can die
to make good, If that is the only way
that offers.”

“That's Corry Baldwin, every day
in the week, John. They don't make
‘em any flner than she 1s,” was Btar-
buck's comment, And then: “I'm be-
ginning to kick myself for not letting
you go and have one more round-up
with her. She’s doing you good, right
along."

“You didn't stop me” Smith af-
firmed ; “you merely gave me a chance
to stop myself. It's all over now, Billy,
and my little race 1s about run. But
whatever happens to me, elther this
night, or beyond it, I shall be a free
man, You can't put handcuffs on a
sonl and send it to prison, you know.
That is what Corona was trylng to
make me understand; and I couldn't—
or wouldn't.”

Over a low hill just ahead the pole-
bracketed lights at the dam were star-
ring themselves against the sky, and
the group of horsemen halted at the
head of the rallrond trestle which
marked the location of the north side
unloading station. Harding had sent
two ofL-Ails men forward and they re-
ported that there were no guards on
the north bank, and that the stagings,
on the down-strenm face of the dam,
were also unguarded, Thereupon
Harding made his dispositions, Half
of the posse was to go up the northern
bank, dismounted, and rush the camp
by way of the stagings. The remaln-
ing half, also on foot, was to cross
at once on the rallroad trestle, and to
make its approach by way of the
wagon road skirting the mesa foot.
At an agreed-upon signal, the two de-
tachments were to close in upon the
company bulldings in the construction
camp, trusting to the surprise and the
attack from opposite directions to over-
come any disparity io nuinbers.

At Smith's urgings, Starbuck went
with the party which erossed by way
of the rallroad trestle, Smith himself
accompanylng the sheriff’s detachment.
With the horses left behind under
guard at the trestle head, the up-river
approach wus made by both parties
glinultaneously, though Iin the dark-
pness, and with the breadth of the river
intervening, nelther could see the
movements of the sther, Smith kept
his place beside Harding, and to the
sherif’s query he answered that he
was unarmed,

“You've got a nerve,” was all the
comment Harding made, and at that
they topped the slight elevation and
came among the stone delwls W the
mporth-sl 1a quarries,
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From the quarry cutting the view
gtruck out by the camp mastheads was
unobstructed. The dam and the un-
completed power house, still figuring
to the eye as skeleton masses of form
timbering, lay just below them, and
on the hither side the flooding tor-
rent thundered through the splllway
gutes, which had been opened to thelr
fullest capacity., Between the quarry
and the northern dam-head ran the
smooth concreted channel of the main
diteh eannl, with the water In the res-
ervoir lake still lapping several feet
below the level of Its entrance to give
assurance that, until the splllways
ghould be closed, the charter-saving
stream would never pour through the
canal.

On the opposite side of the river
the dam-hend and the camp street
were deserted, but there were lights
in the commissary, In the office shack,
and in Blue Pete Slmms' canteen dog-
gery. From the latter quarter sounds
of revelry rose above the splllway
thunderings, and now and again a
drunken fijgure lurched through the
open door to make Its way uncertain-
ly toward the rank of bunk houses.

Harding was staring Into the farther
nimbus of the electric rays, trying to
pick up some slgn of the other half of
his posse, when Smith made a sug-
gestion.

“Both of your partles will have the
workmen’s bunk houses in range, Mr.
Harding, and we mustn't forget that
Colopel Baldwin and Willlnins are
prisoners In the timekeeper's shack.
If the guns have to be used—"

“There won't be any wild shooting,
of the kind you're thinking of," re-
turned the sheri® grimly. “There
ain't a single man in this posse that
can't hit what he alms at, nine thmes
out o' ten. But here's hopin® we cnn
gather 'em In without the guns. If
they aln't lookin' for us—"

The interruption was the whining
song of a jacketed bullet passing over-
head, followed by the crack of a rifle,
“Down, boys!"” sald the sherlff softly,
setting the example by sliding into the
rendy-made trench afforded by the dry
ditch of the outlet canal; and as he
sald It a sharp fusillade broke out,
with fire spurtings from the commis-
sary bullding and others from the
mesa beyond to show that the surprise
was balked In both directions,

“They must have had scouts out,”
was Smith's word to the sheriff, who
wis cautiously reconnoitering the new-
ly developed situation from the shel-
ter of the canal trench. *They are
eviJently ready for us, and that knocks
your plan in the head. Your men
can't cross these stagings under fire,”

“Your *‘wope’ are all right, anyway,"”
sald Harding. “They're pouring out of
the bunk houses and that saloon over
these and taking to the hills like a
flock o' scared chickens,” Then to
his men: “Scatter out, boys, and get
the range on that commissary shed.
That's where most of the rustlers are
cached."

Two days earller, two hours earller,
perhaps, Smith would have begged a
weapon and flung himself Into the
fray with blooed lust blinding him to
everything save the battle demands of
the moment. But now the filnal mile-
stone fu the long road of his metamor-
whosis had been passed and the dark-
some valley of elemental passions was
left behind,

“Hold up a minute, for God’s sake |”
he pleaded hastlly, “We've got to give
them a show, Harding! The chances
are that every man in that commis-
sary belleves that M'Graw has the law
on hls glde—and we are not sure that
he hasn't, Anyway, they don't know
that they are trylng to stand off a
sheriff’s posse!”

Harding’'s chuckle was sardonic.
“You mean that we'd ought to go over
yonder and rend the riot sct to 'em
first? That might do back in the
country where you came from, But
the man that can get Into that camp
over there with the serving papers
now'd have to be armor-plated, I
reckon."

“Just the same, we've got to give
them their chance!” Bmith Insisted
doggedly. “We ean't stand for any
unnecessary bloodshed—I won't stand
for it1”

Harding shrugged his heavy shoul-
ders, *“One round Into that sheet-iron
commissary shack'll bring 'em to time
—and notfing else will. I hain't got
any men to throw away on the dew-
dabs and furbelows."

Smith sprang up and held out his
hand.

“You have at least one man that
you can spare, Mr., Harding,” he
snapped, *“Glve me those papers, I'll
go over and serve them."

At this the big sheriff promptly lost
his temper,

“You blamed fool!"™ he burst out.
“You'd be dog-meat before you could
get ten feet away from this ditch!”

“Never mind: give me those papers,
I'ma not golng to stard by quletly and
see a lot of men shot down on the
chance of a misunderstanding!”

“Take 'em, then!" rasped Harding,
meaning nothing more than the call-
Ing of a foolish theorist's bluff,

Smith caught at the warrants, and
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before anybody could stop him he was
down upon the stngings, swinging him-
self from bent to bent through a storm
of bullets coming, not from the com-
missary, but from the saloon shack
on the opposite bank—a whistling
shower of lead that made every man
in the sheriff’s party duck to cover.

How the volunteer process-server
ever lived to get mcross (he bridge of
death no man might know. Thrice In
the half-minute dash he was bit; yet
there was lfe enough left to carry him
stumbling acrogs the Iast of the stag-
ing bents; to send him reeling up the
runwany at the end and acrogs the
working yard to the door of the com-
missary, waving the folded papers like
an Inndequute flag of truce as he fell
on the doorstep.

After that, all things were curlously
hazy and undefined for him. There
wns the tumult of a flerce battle be-
ing waged over him; a deafening rifle
fire and the spat-spat of bullets pune-
turing the sheet-iron walls of the com-
missary. In the midst of it he lost
his hold upon the realities, and when
he got It nguin the warllke clumor was
stilled and Starbuck was kneeling be-
side him, trying, apparently, to deprive
2im of his clothes with the reckless
slashings of a knife.

Protesting feebly and trylng to rise,
he saw the working yard filled with
armed men and the returning throng
of lnborers; saw Colonel Baldwin and
Williams talking excitedly to the sher-
iif; then he caught the eye of the engl-
neer and beckoned eugerly with his
one avallable hand.

“Hold still, until I can find out how
dead you are!” gritted the rough-and-
ready surgeon who was 'plying the
clothes-ripping knife, But when Wil-
lams enmie and bent down to listen,
Smith found a volee, shrill and strident
und so little llke his own that he
scurcely recognlzed It.

“Call 'em out—call the men out and
start the gate machinery!"” he panted
In the queer, whistling volce which
was, and was not, his own. *“Possess
—possession is tine points of the law
—that's what Judge Warner sald: the
splllways, Bartley—shut 'em quick!"

“The men are on the job and the
machmery is starting right now,” sald
Willlams gently. “Don't you hear it?
And then to Btarbuck: “For Heaven's
sake, do something for him, Billy—
anything to keep him with us until a
doctor can get here!"

Bmith felt himself smiling foollshly.

“I don't need any doctor, Bartley;
what I need is a new ego: then I'd
stand some sha—some chance of find-
ing—" he looked up appealingly at
Starbuck—"what s it that I'd stand
some chance of finding, Billy? I—I
can't seem to remember.”

Williams turned his face away and
Btarbuck tightened his benumbing grip
upon the severed artery In the bared
arm from which he had cut the sleeve.
Smith seemed to be golng off agaln,
but he suddenly opened his eyes and
pointed frantically with a finger of the
one serviceable hand, *“Catch him!
Catch him!" he shrilled. He's golng
to dy-dynamite the dam!"

Clinging to consclousness with a
grip that not even the blood loss
could breank, Smith saw Willlams
spring to his feet and give the alarmn;
saw three or four of the sheriff’s men
drop thelr weapons and hurl them-
selves upon another man who was try-
ing to make his way unnoticed to the

“Catch Him! Catch Him|®
Ftagings with a box of dynamite on

his shoulder. Then he felt the foollsh
smlle coming again when he looked up
at Starbuck.

“Tell the little girl—tell her—you
know what to tell her, Billy; about
what I tried to do. Harding sald I'd
get killed, but I remembered what she
sald, and 1 didn't care. Tell her I
sald that that one minute was worth
living for—~worth all it cost."

The raucous blast of a freak auto
horn ripped Into the growling murmur
of the gate machinery, and a dust-
covered car pulled up In front of the
commissary. Out of It sprang first
the doctor with his Instrument bag,

~nd closely following him, two plain-
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clothes men and a Brewster police
eaptnin o uniform. Smith looked up
and understood,

“They're Just—a little—too Iate,
Billy, don't you think?' he quavered
wenkly, %1 guess—I1 guess I've fooled
them, oafter all”  And therewlith he
closed his eyes wearlly upon all his
troubles and trlumphings.

CHAPTER XXVII.
In Bunrise Gulch,

Willlam Starbuck drew the surgeon
uslde after the frgt ald had been ren-
dervd, and Smith, still unconsclous,
hod been enrrled from the makeshift
operuting tuble In the commissary to
Willlams' eot In the office shack.

“How about It, Doc? asked the
mine owner bluntly.

The surgeon shook his head doubt-
fully.

“1 can't say. He'll be rather lucky
iIf he doesn't mnke it, won't he?"

Sturbuck remembered that the doe-
tor had come out In the auto with the
pollee eaptain and the two plaln-
clothes men,

“Hackerman has been talking?’ he
queried.

The surgeon nodded. “He told me
on the way out. If T were In Smith's
place, I'd rnther pass out with a bul-
let in my lung. Wouldn't you?t"

Sturbuck was  frowning sourly.
“Suppose you mnke It a case of sus-
penided Judgment, Doe,” he suggested,
“The few df us here who know any-
thing about It are giving John the
benefit of the doubt. They'll have to
show me, and half a dozen of us, be
fore they can send him over the road."

“He knew they were after him?"

“Sure thing; and he had all the
chunce he needed to make his get-
awiny., He was shot while he was
trving to get between and stop the
wir and keep others from getting
killed,"

“It's a pity,” sald the surgeon, glanc-
ing ncross at the police ecaptaln to
whom Colonel Baldwin was appealing.
“I'hey'll put him In the hespital cell
at the jnil, and that will cost him
whatever slender chance he might oth-
erwise have to pull through.”

Starbuck looked up quickly, - “Tell
‘em he can't be moved, Doec Dan,” he
urged suddenly. And then: “You're
Dick Maxwell's family physician, and
Colonel Dexter's, and mine. Surely
you can do that much for us?”

4] can, and I will,” said the surgeon
promptly.

. . . & ® © ®

Three days after the wholesale ar-
rest at the dam, Brewster gossip had
falrly outworn {tself telling and re-
telling the story of how the High Line
charter had been saved ; of how Craw-
ford Stanton's bold ruse of hiring an
ex-train-robber to Impersonate a fed-
eral-court officer had fallen through
leaving Stanton and his confederates,
ruthlessly abangoned by the un-
named principals, Inngulshing ballless
in jJall; of how Smith, the hero of all
these occaslons, was still lylng at the
point of death In the office shack at
the construction eamp, and David Kin-
zle, once more In keen pursuit of the
loaves and fishes, was combing the
market for odd shares of the stock,
which was now climbing swiftly out
of reach. But at this climax of ex-
haustion—or satiety—came a distinct-
ly new set of thrills, more titillating,
if possible, than all the others com-
bined

It was on the morning of the third
day that the Herald announced the
return of Mr. Joslah Richlander from
the Topnz; and in the marriage no-
tices of the same issue the breakfast-
table readers of the newspapers
learned that the multimillionaire’s
daughter had been privately married
the previous evenlng to Mr. Tucker
Jibbey. Two mining speculators were
chuckling over the news In the Hophra
House grill when a third man came
in to join them.,

“What's the joke?" queried the new-
comer; and when he was shown the
marnage item, he nodded gravely.
“That's all right; but the Herald man
didn't get the full flavor of it. It was
a sort of runaway match, It seems;
the fond parent wasn't invited or con-
sulted.”

“I don't see that the fond parent has
any kick coming," sald the one who
had sold Jibbey a promising prospect
hole on Topaz mountain two days ear-
Ner. “The young fellow's got all kinds
of money."”

“] kpnow® the land broker put in.

“Rut they're whispering it around that
Mr. Richlander had other plans for
his daughter, They also say that Jib-
bey wouldn't stay to face the music;
that he left on the midnight train last
night a few hours after the wedding,
g0 as not to be among those present
when the old man should blow In."
“What?'—in a chorus of two—"left
his wife?"
“That's what they say. But that's
only one of the new and startling
things that isn't in the morning papers.
Have you heard about BSmith?—or
haven't you been up long enough yet?"
“I heard yesterday that he was be-
ginning to mend,” replled the breals
faster on the left,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Didn't Feed Them,
Even With the Barber.

“Don't you care for nny posteards
todny 7" usked the postal clerk ns he
handed the man the stomp he had
requested.

“No, not today,” said the wmun,

“Or some stnmped envelopes? We

have some new ones."

*No, thank you."

“Would you llke a money order?"
.IN0.|!

“Or perhaps you would like to open
postal savings necount®”

But the man had fled,

“Who was that fellow, and why did
you ask him all those questions?"
aeked a fellow clerk.

“That,” sald the other elerk, “Is
my barber. For yeurs when he has
ghaved me he hag bothered me with
recommendations of massages, shoam-
poos, buaircuts and halr tonies, I am
even with him now."”

THE BLUE THAT'S TRUE.

Red Cross Ball Blue givea to clothes
& clear, daszzling white, whiter than
snow, not a greenish yellow tinge like
cheap bottle blue, Buy Red Cross Ball
Blue for next washday. You will be

bappily surprised. Large package at |

your grocers, b cente.—Adv.

Spanked the Kitty,

The little black kitten hid under the
veranda and” refused to come out and
be friends again with Polly, Mamma
found the lttle girl In tears, and asked
the cause of the trouble,

“Kittly scratched me, so 1 wnas
'bliged to spank her an' now she won't
play with me," sobbed Polly.

“If you spank kitty, she won't love
you," esvinlned mamma,

“I didn't know ‘bout that,” replied
the little one miserably, “‘cause you
spank me an' I love you just the same,”

How's This ?
We offer $100.00 for any case of catarrh
that cannot be cured by HALL'S

CATARRH MEDICINE.

HALL'S CATARHH MEDICINE ia tak-
en internnlly and acts through the Bloud
on the Mucous Surfaces of the Bystem,

Bold t‘x‘_drul;lnu for over forty years,

Price . Testimonials free,

F. J. Cheney & Co,, Toledo, Ohlo,

Improves With Age,

Kitty—Jack told we last night that
I was the prettiest girl he'd ever seen,

Ethel—0, that's nothing. He sald
the same thing to me a-yenr ngo,

Kitty—1 know that; but as
grows older one's tuste hinproves, you
know,

A Question,
“Anyhow, poverty Is no crime,”
“And that's a good thing.
would us poor folks get our technical-
itles from?™
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Prompt dally remittance,
sume day as received. Write for price list
and printed tags. Give us a trial,

| OMAHA

Keep your soldler or
sallor boy supelied.
Glve him the lasting
refreshment, the pro-
tection against thirst,
the help to appetite
and digestion afforded
by Wrigley's.

it's an outstanding
feature of the war—
“all the British Army
Is chewing it.”

AFTER EVERY MEAL

The
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Current Abbreviation,
O *That deonggist’s son s terrible 18-
| norant,” exclulmed the superior small
boy.
“How do you know 7"

| “He thinks HCL stands for hydro-
| ehlorle neld Instend of ‘high cost of
i living'"
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GREAT BIG MONEY OIL
Producing and Refining
Ol prices booming. Stocks soaring. Thou-
| sands drawing dividenda from amall Inves

ments in ground-floor shares of rejlable oll
and refining companies. Write at once for

816 FREE BOOK OF PHOTOS AND OIL FAGTS

about big, subatantial, share-and-share-alike
oll and refining company (governed by board
| of 12 comservative bankers) owning 45,000
| acres of valuabla oll leases deposited In
bank. wll pald _for and certified by law, in
Oklahoma and Texns, the world's richest ol}
reglon. Blg well mow drilling, wells
| to be dr} soom, Modern Ol Refinery to be
| erected. Positively your falr and square
| quick aoppartunity (free from humbug or
fakir's metheds) to buy §1 par sharcs NOW
| In honeatly-managed, fast-growing company,

‘ OSAOE OIL & REFINING CO., Oklaboma City, Okla,
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it Will Bring You More Money

Correct weight and test guaranteed.
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