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HE warm morning gave promse of a scorching day, as Lord
Stranleigh strolled in los usual leisuvely fashion up the Avenue
High as the thermometer alveady stood, the earl gave no evi-
denee that hie was i the least incommoded by the temperature,
In a welter of heated, hurrying people, he produced the effeet ol
an ieeberg that had somehow drifted down into the tropies.  The
New York tailor entrusted with the duty of clothing him guite
onfdistanced his London vival, who had given Lord Stranleigh
the reputation of being the best-dressed man in Fugland, Now
his lordship was dangerously near the poiut where he might be ealled the best-
dressed man in New York, an achievement which gave Ponderby muceh
satisfaction.

His lordship, with nothing to do, and no companionship to hope for, since
everyone wos al work, strolled into the splendor of the Club of which he was
houorary member, Ile sought the comparative coolness of Lhe smoking room,
where, senting himself, lie began to glanee over the English weeklies. He had
the limge room to himself, and a feeling of lonelineéss erept over him, perhaps
germinated by sight of the weeklies, and accentuated by au attempied perusal
of them. They were too stolid for a hot day, so Stranleigh turned to the lighter
entertainment of the Ameriean humorous press.

Presently there entered this hall of silence the stout figure of John L. Banks,
senior attorney for the lee Trust, o man well known to Stranleigh, who had
often songht his adviee, with profit to both of them. The lawyer appronched
the lounger.

“1 was just thinking of you, Banks; reflecting how alelightful it must be, in
this weather, to be connected, even remotely, with the ice supply of New York."”

Mr. Banks' Panama hat was in one hiand, while the other drew a handkerchief
aeross his perspiring brow,

“Well, you're looking very cool and collected,
rich, I suppose "

“I'm a specimen of labor unrest.”

“Perhaps 1 can appease that with a suggestion. If you will simply parade
the streeis in that leisurely fashion we all admirve, bearing a placard Pure Ice
Company, I'll guarantee you a living
wage and an eight-hour day.” . .

“Should T be required to ecarry ’
about erystal blocks of the produet "

“Oh, no; yon're frigid enough as
vou are, Besides, ice at the present
moment i€ too searee to be l'xl‘ruluh‘*ll
on even so important a matter as
advertising."

Evacting the part of the idle

ANKS wheeled forward a chair,

gnd sat down np]nl.-.iln- his lord-
ship, A useful feature of a Panama
hat is it= flexibility. Yon may roll one
brim to fit the hand, and use the
other as a fan, and this Banks did
with the perfeetion of practice.

“And why the unrest "

“Phinking ;— the cause of unrest
the world over. Whenever people
begin to think, there's trouble.”

“I've  never noticed any
thought fulness in yon."”

“That's just it. Thinking doesn’t
agres with me, but Ameriea somehow
stimulates thought, and thonght eom-
pels aetion. Action is all very well in
moderation, but in this counfry it is
developed into a fever, or frenzy, eur-
able only by a breakdown or death,”

“So yvou think it's as bad as that 1"’

“Yes, T do. You eall it enterprise;
I eall it greed. I've never yet met an
American who knew when he'd had
enongh.”

“Have you ever mel an Englishman
who knew that 7

“Thonsands of them.”

“I imagine,” said Banks, “that it's
all & matter of nomenclature. You
think us fast over here, and doubtless
yvou're wrong; we think you slow over
there, and doubtless we're wrong, 1
don't think we've greedy. Our molive
power is interest in the game.”
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That”

he said poitting down the valley,

“Everyone tells we that, but 1 regard the phirase ns an exense, nol as a reason.”

“Look heve, Stranleigh; who's been looting you? Wiat deal have you lost? |
warned yon against mixing philanthrvopy with business, you remember,”

Stranlmgh langhed.

“There you have it! According to you a man eannof form an opinion that i
uninfluenced by lis poeket, A= a matter of fact, I have won all along the line,
I tried the game, as yvou enll it, hioping to find it interesting, but it doesn’t seem
to me to be worth while, 1 poeket the stekes, and 1 am going home, in no way
elated at my success, any more than I shonld have been disconraged had 1 failed.™

Leaning forward, My, Banks spoke as earnestly n= the wenther permitied.

(14 HAT yon need, Stranleigh, it a doetor's adviee; not a lawyer's. You have

been just a Little too long in New York, eod althongh New Yorkers don't
believe it, there ave other parts of the eonntry worthy of consideration, Have
vou ever had a taste of raneh life out west 1

“I've never heen further west than Chieago.”

“I see.  When yon spoke of setting a limit to financial amblition, T remembere]
my old friend, Stanley Avmstrong, the best companion on a shooting or fshing
expedition | ever encountfered, Fe was a mining engineer, and few know the
mining wesl as he does. He might have been a millionaire or a pauper, but he
chose a middle conrse, and sel his limit at a hundred thousand dollays.  When
land was cheap he bonght a large ranch in Wyoming, partly plain and partly
foot-hills, with the eternal snow mountains beyond. Now, il you take with you
an assortment of guns and fishing rods, and spend a month with Stanley Arm-
sirong, your pessimism will evaporate,”

“A good idea,” said Stranleigh, “I1f vou give me a letter of introduetion, 1'Il
telegraph immediately,”

“Telegraph?"" eried the lawyer. “He'd never gel your message, 1 don’t sup
pose there's a telegraph oflice within fifty miles. And you don’t fieed a lettor of
mtroduction, though I'll write you one, and give your name merely as Stranleigh,
You won't have any use for a title out there; in faet, it's the necessary part of
my prescription that you get away from yours, As for accommodalion, take a
tent with you and be independent. When I return to my oflice, 1'll dietate full
instructions for reaching the ranch.”

“Is it so difienlt of access ax all
that 1"

“You might find it so. When you
reach the nearest mailway stalion, two
days from the raneh, hire a Horse for
yvoursell, and two or three men with
|Jlll'l€ mwules for your belongings.

Theyll guide you lo Armstrong’s
place.”
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STH;\.\:I.I".IHH found no difficalty
i getting o envaleade fogether at
Bleachers Station, an amazingly long
distanece west of New York, A man
finds Little trouble i obtaining what he
wanlts, if' he never eavils al the priee
asked, and = willing to pay in ad-
vanee, The parly passed through n
wild ecountry, though for a time the
rod was reasonably good. It de
generated presently into o eart track,
however, aud finally became a mere
trail through the wilderness,  As night
fell, the tent wag put up by the side
of a brawling stream, which they had
|||['1|l‘l|.

Next morning the procession started
early, but it was noon before it eame
to the eclearing which Straaleigh
rightly surmised was the outskirts of
the ranch. The guide, who had been
riding in front, reined in, and allowed
Stranleigh to come alongside,

“That,” he said, pointing down the
valley, *“is Armstrong’s ranch.”

Before Strnnleigh vould reply, if he
had intended doing so, a shot sounded
from the forest, and he felt the sharp
sting of a bullet in his left shoulder,
The guide flung himself from the sad
dle with the speed of lightning, and
stood with both hands upraised, Lis
horse between himself and the un-

“is Armstrong's ranch seen assailant.



