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MAN'S MAN—BUT

of about Webster's age, passed in
head of the train.
distinetly :

“I do not know you, sir; I do

confronting the man who had just
bowed.

like this other mala biped, my sols
you 18 to suggest that there is not

your service.”

as a royal flush.

" obgervation car,

limited ham and eggs.

struck pay dirt in Central America.

“The Valley of the Giants.” And

as Jack London ever was and uses

Presently a pink-jowled, well curied, flashily dressed big man,

An instant later a woman's

loathsome of you to permist in addressing me,
your annoying attentions, I shall call the conductor.”

“Ah! Beauly in distress,” John Stuart Webster soliloquized.
“I look so much like an Angora goat I might as well butt in” He
stepped to the door of his slaleroom.

“Madame, or mademoiselle, as the case may be” he said, “un-

thie matter up with ihe conductor.

The girl turned—and John Stuart Webster's hoart flopped twice
in rapid succession, like a trout newly grassed.
Her starry glance began at his miner’s bools,
traveled up his old soiled, whipcord trousers, over his light blue
chambray shirt and found the man behind the whiskers. She favored
him with a quick, curious scrutiny and a grave, sweet smih-e. “Thank
you g0 much, sir,” she answered, and passed down the corridor to the

Well, that's the way they met. Webster was just coming out
of Death Valley. He'd made his pile, but he looked like a hobo. He
was dreaming of happiness—unending baths, silk pajamas and un-
Thirty-nine, he's always been shy of the
girls. Then he meets her and his romance begins.

In Denver he turns down a $25,000-a-year job as a consulting
Il engineer to answer a call of adventure from an old pal who has

the girl of the train is there also. And right off quick there is a
revoiution on, with Webster and the girl in the thick of it.
some gorgeous fighting and thrilling adventure—and everything.
Oh, yes; “Webster—Man’s Man" is by Peter B. Kyne. That's
enough. He's the originator of Cappy Ricks, you know, and he wrote

Incidentally, he's considerable of a man’s man himself—he is a veteran
of the Philippine scrap and in the Great War he won his double
shoulder bars at the fighting front.
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HE REFORMS, |

the corridor, going toward the

voice said very

not wish to know you, and it i3
If you do not stop

A girl stood in the vestibule,

passed Webster's door. Webster

purpose in presuming to address
the slightest necessily for taking
I am here and very much at

She was as lovely

And when he gets there—uehold,

Follows

he's as confirmed a globe-trotter
his local color with equal ability.

|
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CHAPTER L
S

When John Stuart Webhster, mining
engineer and kicker-up-of-dust on dis-
tant tralls, flagged the 8. P, L, A. &
8. L. Limited at a blisterad hoard sta-
tion In Death wvalley, Callfornia, he
had definitely resolved to do certaln
things. To begin, he would invade the
dining ear at the first eall to dinner
and order approximately twenty dol-
Iars’ worth of ham and eggs, which
provender I8, as all who know will
eertify, the pianacle of epicurean de-
light to an old sour-dough coming out
of the wilderness with o henlthy bank-
roll and o healthier appetite,

Following the ham and eggs, Mr
Wehster planned to saturate himself
from soul to vermiform appendix with
nicotine, which he purposed obtaining
from tobacco with nleotine in It, It
was 0 weel since he had smoked any-
thing with an odor even remotely llke
tobacco, for the August temperature in
Death valley Is no respecter of molst-
ure In any man or his tobacco. Upon
arrival in Salt Lake Clity his spree
would really begin, Wehster designed
chartering a taxicab and proceeding
forthwith to a hotel where he would
engage n sunny room with a bath, fill
the batktub, climb blithely In and soak
for two hours at least, for it was near-
ly elght months since he had had a
regular bath and he purposed making
the most of his opportunity. His long-
drawn ablutions at length over, he
would don a silken dressing gown and
slippers, order up a barber and pro-
ceedd to part with enough halr and
whiskers to upbolster an automoblle,
and upon the completion of his ton-
sorfal ndventures he would encase his
person In u sult of mauve-colored silk
pajamas, clmb into bed and stay
¥iere for forty elght hours, merely wak-
Iag long enough to take another bath,
arder up perlodienl consignments of
him and eggs, and incldentally, muake
cortuin that o friendly slde-winder or
churkwalla hadn't erawled under the
hinnket with Eim .

So omuch for John Stuart Webster's

plans, Now for the gentleman himself,
Nov nne—not even the Pullioan porter,
» d fudge of munkind that he was

could have discerned In the chrysalls
hat Mageed the Limited the butterfly
of | that was to he, As the
rliony Goeorge radsed the vestibule [Ill!.[*

i, opetisd the ear door and looked
out, hie hind no confldence 12 the lean,
sun-bnkedd blg man standing by the
treule Plainly the fellow was not a
first.cluss pussenger but a wandering

prospisctor, for he was dog-dirty, a ruln
uf rugs and halry a8 a tarantula. The
thing about him was a
benvy-calibered gutomatic pistol of the
wrmy type, swinging at his hip.

“Diay conch an' tourist up In front,”
itke knlght of the whiskbroom an-
aounead In dizapproving tones and
wtnrted to close down the platform.

‘[0 1 percelved,” “John Stuart Web-

only clean

T el blpndly, *T also obgerved
Mi ot fulled to employ the title
. eEsing u white man,
Pt i farm hack nil I!Ilp out
oo weltly Httle stool, you saddle-
|_ i« of Senegambin, or 'Y
M 1 porter to cateh,”

' it
.

tered, and obeyed instantly, Mr, Web-
ster handed him a digreputable-looking
sultease and stepped aboard in state,
only to be informed that there wasn't
n vaeant first-clnss berth on the train,

“Yes, I know I'm dirty,” the late ar-
rival announced cheerfully, “but still,
ns Bobby Burms once remarked, ‘a
man's g man for a' thnt'—and I'm not
unsanitary.”

“I'm very sorry,” the conductor re-
plied perfunctorily and sadeavored to
pass on, but Webster gecured a firm
grip on his lapel and frustrated the es-

"

cupe,
“You're not sorry,” the rugged wan-
derer declared, “not one little Dbit,

You're only apprehensive, However,
you needn't be. There I8 no wild life
on me, brother, I assure you."

“But I tell you, the traln is full up.
You'll have to roost in the day coach
or the tourist, I'm very sorry i

“Nevertheless, despite your deep grief,
something tells me you're spoofing, so
while T must, of necessity, accept your
suggestion, sald neceptance will be but
temporary. In about two hours, young
fellow, you're golng to make the alarm-
ing discovery that you have bats In
your belfry.” And with a whiskery grin
which, under the eclrcumstances, was
charming In Its absolute freedom from
malice, Mr. Webster departed for the
day coach.

Two hours later the conductor found
him In the aforementloned day coach,
engaged In a mild game of poker with
a mule-skinner, a Chilpaman, an aged
prospector, and a half-breed Indian,
and waited until Mr. Webster, on a
hob-talled flush, bluffed the Chinaman
out of a dollar-and-a-half pot.

“Are you Mr. John 8. Webster?"

“Your assumption that I am that
person I8 so eminently correct that it
would be a waste of time for me to
dispute It," Wehster replied quizzical-
ly. “However, just to prove thkat
you're not the only clairvoyant on this
train, I'm golng to tell you something
about yourself. In your pocket yon
have a telegram; It s from Chieago,
where your pay-check originates; It 1s
short, sweet and comprehensive, ¢on-
talning an order which you are golng
to obey, It rends somewhat as fol-

lows :

“!My friend, John 8. Webster, wires
e from Blank that Le boarded tealn
at Blunk and wans refused first-clnss
accommodation because he looked like
n hobo, Give him the bhest you have in
stock, If you have to throw somebody

off the traln to acrommodate him.”
Blgned, '‘Sweeney.'

“Do I hit the target?”

The conductor nodded. “You win,
Mr. Weaehster," he admitted,

“Occnslonally 1 lose, old timer.
Well 7

“No offense, Mr. Weboter, no offense.
I can let you have a stateroom——-"

“That's tradimg talk. I'll take 1"
The conductor gave him his recelpt
and led him back to the stateroom In
the observation enr. At the door Web-
ster handed him a five-dollar bill. “For
you, son," he sald geatly, “Just to take
the sting out of what I'm about to tell
you, Now that 1 possess your receipt
and know that ten men and a boy can-
not take It away from me, I'm golng to
tell you who Sweasneoy (8"
1y OB S T { 1

Alrendy he suspected he had beon out-
generaled,

“Sweeney," sald Mr, Wehster, "la the
chlef ecleMe tn one of Chicage’s most
preteations hotels and a Yo man
who ean find all the tangles o4 8 Sit-
untion without working it out { j logn-
rithme, T wired him the detalls € my
predienment ; he heard the Macowoninn
ery and kicked In, Neat, I8 It nog¥’

The conductor grinned. I hnte to
take your money,” he declnred,

“Don't, Just at preseat ' very
flush. Yes, sir, I'm us prosperons as ¢
yearling burro up to his ears in alfalfa
and the only uge I have ever found for
money I8 to make other people happy
with 1t, thereby getting some enjoy-
ment out of it myself, When 1I'm broke
'l ¢ 1ke gome more,"

Aad Mr, Webster retired to his hard-
won sanctunry, where ke removed as
much alkali and perspiration as he
coultl, enrded his long hair aad whisk-
ers, manicursd his finger naills with o
Jack-knife, changed his shirt, provided
five minutes of industry for George,
with bkis whiskbroom and brush, and
set himself patlently to await the first
enll to dinner,

Presently a  pink-Jowled, well
curried, flashily dressed blg man, of
about Webster's nge, passed In the cor-
ridor, going toward the head of the
traln. An instant later n woman's
volce sald very distinctly:

“T do not know you, sir; 1 do not
wish to know you, and it s lonthsome
of you to persist in addressing me, If
you do not stop your annoying attea-
tions, 1 shall ecall the conductor.”

“Ah! Benuty In  distress,” John
Stuart Webster solllogulzed. “I look
s0o much ke an “‘Angorn gont 1T might
a8 well butt In. He stepped to the
door of his stateroom. A girl stood in
tl:e vestibule, confronting the man who
had just passed Webster's door. Web-
ster bowed.

“Madame. or mademolselle, s the
case may be” he sold, “unllke this
other male biped, my sole purpose ia
presuming we address you 15 to suggest
that there 18 not the slightest necessity
for taking this matter up with the con-
ductor. I am here and very muach at
your service"”

The girl turned—and John Stuart
Weabster's Leart fiopped twiee In rapid
sticeesslon, ke a trout newly grassed.
She was as lovely as a royal flush.
Her starry glance hegan at his miner's
boots, traveled up his old solled, whip-
cord tronsers, over his light blue ehame
bray shirt and found the man behind
the whiskers, She favored him with n
quick, curlous scrutiny and a grave,
sweet smile, "“Thank you so much, sir,"
she answered, and passed down the
corridor to the observation ear,

“Well, old-timer,"” Webster greeted
the fellow who had been nunoying her,
“how about you? What do you think
we ought to do about this lttle nf-
falr?"

“The sensible thing would be to do
—mnothiag. You might start sometting
you couldn't finigh,"”

“That's n dare,” Webster declnred
brightly, “and wasn't it the lmmortal
Huckleberry Finn who remarked that
anybody that'd take a dare woulid suck
eggs und stenl sheep? He was sllent
a few seconds, nppralsing his man. “1
guppose you commenced operations by
moving Into her sectlon and asking it
she would lke to have the window
open and enjoy the fresk air. She re-
buffed you, but being a persistent
devil, you followed her Into the ob-
servation car, and in all probabllity
you ogled her at ldncheon and rulned
her appetite, Aad just now, when you
met her in this vestibule, you doubt-
less jostled her, begged her pardon
and without walting to be Introduced
asked her to have dinner with youn this
evening,"

“Well? the fellow ectoed bhelllger-
ently.

“It'g all bnd form. You shouldn't
try to make a mash on a lady, 1 don't
know who she I8, of course, bul she's
not common and for the sake of the
mother that bore me 1 always respect
and protect a good woman and whale
h—— out of thase thut Jo ot

He reached inside his stateromn and
pressed the hell, The portee arrived on

the run,

“George,” sald Mre, Webster, “in a
few minutes we're due at Smithyille,
| If my memory serves me aright, we
| stop five minutes for wuter apnd orp-
ders.”

“Yussnh."

“Remadn right here and et me off as
soon as the tealn comes to a stop.”

When the train slid to a grinding
aanlt and the porter opened the ear

door, Webster polnted, “Out ! he sald,
“This I« place to pull off a
serup.”

“See here, nelghbor, 1 don't want to
Euve any trouble with you

“I know it. All the same, you're gos
Ing to have It—or come with me to
that young lady and beg her pardon.”

“All mght. 'l apologize,” nund he
started forward as If to ppss Webster
In the vestibule, on his wuy to the ob-
servation car, whither the subject of
his annoying attentlon had gooe. Two
steps brought Wm within striking dis-
tance of his enemy, and before Web-
ster could dodge, n szzling right-
handed hlow landed on his Jaw nnd sel
him back on hig hpunches In the ves
tibule,

L ’ Y nit

no nlce

but not quite.  As  Wehster's hody
struck the foor the blg automatle
came out of the holstor; swinging in
a wenk elrvele, it covered the other,
"That was o dalsy.,” Webster mnm-
bled, “Ir my head
clenrs, Il put four bullets into you be-
fore you xench

you move bhelore
the corridor,”

ko walted nbout a minute, then with
the gun he polnted to the ear door and
the masher stepped out, Webster hund-
ed the porter his gun and followed ;
two minntes Inter he returned, deng-
ging his ussallant by the collar. Up
the steps Le Jerked the big batrered
hwdk and tossed It In the ecornor of the
vestibule, Just as the girl eame through
the ear, making for the diner up nhend.

Agialn favored him with that
ealm, grave, yot vitally Interested gaze,
nodded appreciatively, mnde as if to
puss oy, changed her mind, and sald
very gravely: "You are—a very court-
Iy gentleman. sir”

He bowed, There was notking else
to do, nothing that he conld say under
the ¢lrcumstances. To use his chivalry
#s o wedge to open an acquulntance
never occurred to Flm—hut his whisk-
ers did occur to him, Hastlly he backed
into his stateroom and closed the
door, presently he rose and surveyed
himself eritleally In the small mirror
over the washstand,

“No, Johany," he murmured, “we
can't go into the diner now. We're too
blumed disreputable, We were bad
enough before that big swine busg the
shanty on our right eye, but whatever
our physieal and personal feellngs, far
be It from us to parnde our Iridescent
orb In publie, Besides, one look at that
queen 18 enough to do us for the re-
malnder of our natural HUfe, and & sec-
oad luok, minus a proper introduction,
would only drive us into a sulcide's
grave," He sighed, rang for the porter

she

“You Are a Very Courtly Gentleman."

and told him to send a waliter for his
order, since he would faln break his
fast In the privacy of Eis stateroom,
And when the walter came for the
order, such was Mr. Webstar's mental
perturbation that ham and eggs were
furthest from his thoughts. He or-
dered a stenk with French fried po-
tatoes,

L] - L] - - - -

John Stuart Webster passed a rest-
less night. Sleep eame to him in hour-
ly lastallments, from which he would
M to ask himself whether It was
worth waiie to continue to go through
the motions of living, or alight at the
next statlon, scek o lonely and unfre-
quented spot nnd there surrender to
outrageons fortune. It wus altogethor
damnable, In n eareless moment, Pate
had accorded him o ghmpse of the
only womusn he had ever met oand de-
for Webstor was

man, and Lis pro

sired to meet again
essontinlly a mnn's
fession and enviromupent hod mblitated

nEonipst his opportunities tor mesting
extranedinnry *svomen; ond extraordl
mry wormen were the only kind thaot
could hope to challenge s se 4 nl-
[ tention, 1ute had necorded Lir nul
opportunity for knightly eombint In the
service of (his extraordinary wiotngi,
nud o the abhsence of o formal intro
dnetion, what muan could de T

opportunity for gettiag sequalnted ! If

mly their meeting hod bat been e
nyed two weeks, ten duys, a4 woek!
Onee froe of lile ugly cocoon of rngs
and wkhiskers, the butterfly Webster

would pot have hesitated one brlef In-
stant to Inform hilmself of that young
lady's nddress, following his summury
disposul of her tormeator

But in all thing® there I8 a lmnit,
and John Btuart Webster's right eye
constituted a deadline heyond which,
A8 n gentleman, he dared not venture
80 with a heavy heart ke bowed to
the Inevitnhle irilliant and mysteri-
ous as n meteorite she had foashed
once neross hig horizos and was Fone,

In the priviaey of his stateroom Web:
ster had ham and cges for brealkfast,
He was lHghting his sed

ond clgn hien

the porter bnocked and eutered witl

“Lody in the observation onr asked
me to deliver this to you, sah," he n»
pounced Tmportantly,

It waus 6 note, freshly written on the
tranln stationery. Webster pend:

“The Nstressed)  lndy  desires te
thank the gentleman In stateroom A
for his chivalry of yesterday, She s
profoundly sorry that in her service
the gentleman In stateroom A wias o
unfortunate as to acequire a red eye
with blue trimmings.”

Jokn  Stunrt Webster swore his
mightiest onth, “By the twelve apos-
tles, Slmon, Peter, Andrew, Jaines,
Jols, Philip. Bartholomew, Matthow,
Thomns, Jume=, Jude and Shimon, and
not omltting Judas Isearlot, the scealy
seonnidrel who betrayed his Lord and
Muster!™
wallet untll he discovered a falrly
clean professional card, neross the bot
tom of whiclr he wrote, “Thank youw.
J. 8, W." and sent it to the no-longer
distressed lady.

“The most slgnal adveature of my
life 12 now over,” he solllogquized and
turned to his clgar. “For the sake of
my self-respect, 1 had to let her know
I'm not o hobo! And now to the task
of framing up a scheme for future
nequalntance. 1 must learn her name
and destlnntion; so as a prellminary
'l Iaterview the train conductor.”

He did and under the amellorating
Influence of a five-dollar bill the con
ductor bent a respectful ear to th
Websterian messnge.

“In Car Seven,” he began, “there Y
a young indy. 1 do not know what e«
tion she occuples, nelther do T know

her anme and  destination. 1 onlt
know what she looks lHke"
The conductor nodded. “And you

want (o ascertnin bher name and des |

tination?"

*T o™ -

“All right. 1 have the unnsed pom
tlon of her transportation to returs
to her before we hit Salt Lake; her
name s on (he ticket sad the ticket
Iindicates her destination, I'll make u
mentnl note of both as soon us Uve
Hontified her tlelket™

A few hours Iater the conductor
cnme  to Webster's  stateroom  and
handed him a card upon which wns
written:

“Dolores Ruey. From Los: Angeles
vin San PPedro, Los Angeles & Salt
Lake, ta Salt Lake Clty. Deaver & o
Grande to Denver, Burlington to St
Louls, HNiinols Central to New Orlenns
Stop-over at Denver”

John Stunrt Webgter studied th
name after the conductor withdre
“That's o Spanish nome” he golllos
quized, “but for all that, she's not n
parakeet. Al things consldersd, )
puesas Ul take a chance nad Investl
gate."

CHAPTER I,

Webster's dronms of bllss had, with
very slight varintions, c¢ome true py
per schedule. In Salt Lake City he
ghandoned the beefstenk on his dame-
nged eyve for two businesslike lsaches,
which quickly reduced the nocturng
effect around his orb, enabling him,
the third day, to saunter fortl: among
his fellowmen., By the end of the
week he was a being relacarnated, and
80 he pancked a huge new, wardrobe-
trunk with his Iatest purchases and
Journeyed on to Denver. Colncldent
with his arrival Lhere, we aguin take
up the thread of our story.

One hour after kis trunk arrived the
gentleman from Death valley might
have been observed standing befo
a cheval glass looklag long on
enrnestly at the reflection of his mld-
dle-uged person, the while he warked
the fit of his new ralment., John
Stuart Webster wns all dressed up for
the first time in three long, labor-rids
den years, nnd was tremendously glad
of it. He Hghted a clgar and stepped
forth Into Sceventeentl street, nlong
which he strolled untll he eame to a
certnin allding, Into the élevator o
which he enterod and was whighed to
the twelfth floor, where he alighted
und foun! htmself hefore a wide portal
whieck bore In gold lettors the words s
“Eoginecrs’ Clab”

The Fonglnvers' elub was the elosest

nppronch to o home that John Stuort |

Webster had kpnown Tor twenty yonrs
il for the slight Job of kol
somining which Father Thme hnd done
on the edges of the dose-cropped Wehe
sterinn mustache, the returned prodl

LIS R

He searchod through an old |
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'IN YE OLDEN
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TIME

Hoop
gkirts were
worn by
those who
firat asked
the druggi
for, and in«
sisted on
having, tho
enuine
olden
Medical
Discovery
. R t up by
Dr. Pierco over fifty years
l 8go. Dress changed ve
much #ince then! But Dr. Pierce’s
medicines contain the same de-
pendable ingredients, They are
| ﬁfuuxndanl today just as they were
| filty years ago.
Dr. Pierce’s Colden Medical
| Discovery for the stomach and
' blood cannot be surpassed by any
| mmctl%.today.

_ Dr. Pierce’'s Favorite Prescrip-
| tion for weak women has never
been equalled for the distressing

laints incident to womane
h What others say:

Granp Isuanp, Nnm.—"For the
Faat fiftoon yoars { have been wondors
ully belped by taking Dr. Pierce’s Fa-
vorite Proseription and his Golden
Medical Discovery whenever my system
has roquired a toning up. [ would
rovommend these medicines to all
mothers who become run-down, wenks-
enod or nervous. They are always!
reliable and can be depended upon to!

ve strength and renewed health,—
Irs, H. O. Ropexnovan, 418 North
Pine Btreet.

Women

Made Young

Bright eyes, a clear skinand a body
| full of youth and health may be
| yours if you will keep your system

In order by regularly taking

. GOLDMEDAL

Q

The world's standard remedy for kidney,
I liver, bladder and uric meid troubles, the
| snemies of lifs and looks. In use since

| 1696, Al druggiats, three sizes
| Look for the name Gold Medal on every bey

Saved My Life
With Eatonic

Says New Jorsey Woman

“I was nearly dead untfl T found
Entonie nnd 1 ean truly say It saved
my Iife. It Is the best stomach medi-
cine ever made”" writes Mrs. Hila
Smith.

Acld stomach causes awful misery
which Eatonle quickly gets rid"of by
tuking up and earrying out the acidity
and gases which prevent good diges-
tlon, A tablet tnken after meals brings
quick rellef, Keeps the stomach
healthy und helps to prevent the many
I1l& 8o linble to arise from excess acld.
Don't suffer from stomach miseries
| when you can get a blg box of Katonle
for a trifle with your druggist's guar
antee,

Their Choice,

The chlldren were golng to have a
stepfather, Mother had Just made the
announcement und was walting te
hear thelr oplufons of her cholee. Nine-
yeat-old Ruth's came frst. “But,
mother, he hasn't any halr,” she pro-
tested.

Mother smiled. She had been afratd
they might offer worse ones than this,
“But your own daddy didn't have
iueh,” she smiled.

For n minute Ruth was sllenced,
but she was thinking. “1 know, moth-
er,” ghe admitted, “but youn were
young when you chose him, Now you
know more and It does seem like you
ought to be a better chooser.”

$5.00 CASH

.!|Ill ol

New pair of Shoes
will' be given to the

w'in-.: 'llid\ ['\I'l]\'

gal might have stepped out of the club WATae
hut vesterdoy, He would not have » .

! y in the }'n'ri-, counlers, “in-
tukeon the short end of o modest het |

that even o fresh log had bheen plnced
ot the fire or that the domino-players
over ngalnst the wall had won or lost

n drink or two and then resumed pluys |
perchuanee there were a |

Ing—althougl
fow more grny halrs In the thieckly
thutehed hend of old Neddy Jerome,
sitting In his favorite seat by the
window and turning the eards in his
eternnl ganme of solitalre, in bliwsfol
lgnorance that John Stunrt Webstes
stood within the portals of home uné
awalted the futted enlf,

“Keop a light in the window |

of

hl’(ll inye

soles or outsovles Yy
shocs made by us,

this trade-mark

Sedadour neighborhuoid

for your old Jack-Pardner." J il Tosict dmiiha L dn
o AL ..uh--r” Jradk Mark
TO HE CONTINU K real shok ecanomy
vonhile birth 18 one thing wid o
wnft poll Bevily Is nhont)
- . P
{ "
L N T ey P gl & Sttty apsty o L0 Fitw o'l " : }k




