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S8YNOPSIS,

Bl Cannon, the bonanaa king, and his
Anvighter. Homn, who had paased up Mre
Cornellus Hyvan's hall at Ban Franolson to |
nccompuny hpr ftather, arcive al Antelops.
Dominlek Ryvan cnlls on his mother to
Deg n hall Invitntion for his wife, and Ie
refused. The determined old lady refuses
o recognlge her dsaghter-in-law Lrom-
tnieck had been trapped Into n marringe
withi Bernles Iverson n wtapnowrapher,
mevernl yeure hile sentor, Bhe sgquanders his
maoney. they have fraqgue nrrels, wnd
e wlips away., Cannon &0 hin doughter
#re snowed In ot Antelops.  Dominiok
Nyan In sescued from storm b uneons
mcious condition and brought to Antelops
hotel, Anteloge |8 cut off by storm, Ross
Cannom nurses Diominiek bhack to Hfe, |
Two weeks Inter Bernlee dlscovers In o oa
paper where hushband s and writos letter
tryvineg 1o wmooth over diffeultine betweon
thvim Twm!niek nt Inet e able 1o Join
fellow snowhound prisoners in hots) par
Yopr e loses tomper aver talkk of faford
nn actat After thiree weokn, ond of 1m.
prisanmant s grams and mal)
mrrive from wile

peen,  Tele

Pimiinlek getn lettor

CHAPTER VIl —(Continued.)

He suddenly looked nway from her
need, turniong to the chimuey-plece,
rested one hand upon It and gazed
down st the logs, A charred end
projected and he pushed It with his
alippered foot, his downbent face,
thae lips set nnd hrows wrinkled, look-
ing like the face of a sullen hoy who
has been unjustly punished, An icy,
Invading chill of depression made
Hose'n heart wink down intoe bottom-
lesn deyihs,  8he faltered In falnt
tonew:

“Well, vou'll be there soon now."”

"I don't know,” he snswered with-
out moving. 1 don't know whether |
ghall "

“Yen don't know whether you'll be
home vwen? The roads are open: the
postmun has come in”

"1 don’t know whether I'l] go home,"
he repented,

The enapplng of the fire sounded
Toud upon the silence that followed.
The thrill of strong emotione rising
toward expression held them In a
breathiess, Immovable quietude.

“Don't you want to go home?" sald
the young girl. Her volee was low
and she clenred her thront. In this
Interchange of commonplace sentences
her heart had begun to beat so vio
Tently that it interfered with the ease
of her spedch,

Dominick leaned forward and
dropped the crumpled letter Into the
fire.

"No, 1 don't want to. 1 hate to."

To this she did not reply at all, and
after & moment he contlnued: “My
home s uubearable to me. 1t fsn't
A home. It's & pluce whore | eat and
aleep, and 1'd prefer dolng that any-
where else, In nny dirty bhoarding.
bhouse or fourth-rate hotel—I'd rath-
'.P-_"

He stopped abruptly and pushed the
fog farther In. The letter was caught
ap the chimney in a swirl of binck-
ened scraps.

“But your wife?" sald Rose.

This time her volece was hoarse but
she did not know It. Bhe had lost the
connclousness of herself. It waa a
profound moment, the decpest she had
80 far known, and all the forces of her
being were conventrated upon It. The
young man answered with delibera.
tion, still not moving,

“I don't want to see my wife. We
are-—we are—uyncongeninl, There Is
nothing but unhappiness between us."

“Don't you love her?” sald the girl
| “No. 1 never d1d,"” he answered.

For a moment nelther dared spoak
They did not Jook at each other ar
stir. They hardly seemed to breathe.
A movement, a touch, would have rent
the Iast thin crust of reserve that
wovered what were no longer unsus-
pected fires. Dominlck kunew it, but
the girl did not. 8he was selzed by
what to her wns a sudden, inexpll
cable fear, and the Increwsed, suffo-
cating beating of bher heart made her
feel dlzzy. She spddenly wished to
Ay, o escape from the room, and him,
and hersell. 'SBhe turned to go and
was arrested by Cora’s volce in the
\hall:

i “8ny, you folks, are you In there?”

Torn's vimnge followed her volce
‘Bhe thrust It round the door-post,
beamingly smiling under a recently-
applied cont of powder.

“Do you want to tackle a game of
euchre? Mr, Willoughby and I'll lay
you out oald unless that Britlah mem
ory of his has gone back on him and
he's forgot all I taught him Iast time."”

They were 100 bewlldered to make
any response. Rose gathered up her
cont and dropped It agaln, looking sty
pidly from it to the Intruder. Cora
turned back to the passnge, calling:

“Here they are, Mr. Willoughby, all
rendy and walting for us. Now we'll
show them how to play euchre.”

Defore Willoughby appeared, re
wponsive to thisa cheerful hall, Corn
had pulled the chalra round the table
and brought out the carda. A few mo
ments later, they wore sented and the
game had begun. Cora and her part-
mer were soon jJubllant, Nal only did
they bold the cards, but thelr adver
sarfes played so badly that the tale
of many old scores was wiped off.

The next day the first movements
of departure began. Eurly In the aft.
ernoon Buford and Judge Washburne
@taried for Rocky Bar In Perley's
glelgh., The rond had boen broken by

the mall-carrier, but was still so
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oned n tollsome undertaking not with.
out dnnger. Perley's two powerful
horses were harnesged In tandem, and
Perley himself, n mers pllinr of wrap-
pinga, drove them, aquatted on a sonp
box in front of the (wo passengers
There were cries of farewell froh the
porch and tappings on the windows as
the wmlelgh started and sped away to
the diminlahing ogle of Lells, A sad-
ness fell on those who watched it
The little idyl of isolation wea over.

On the following day Bill Cannon
and hie daughter were to leave. A
telegram had been sent to Rycky Bar
for & slgigh and horses of t"e proper
excellence to be the equipnge of a
Honanzn Princess Rose had epent
the morning pucking the vallses, and

He leaned nearer and, taking her
by the arme just above the elbows,
drew her to himasslf, Into an embrace,
cloge and Impassloned, that crushed
her aganinst him. She submitted pas-
sBlvely, in n dizzy dream that was nej
ther joy nor paln, but was ke a mo-
ment of drugged unreality, fearful and
beautiful, Bhe was unconsclious of his
lips prossed on her halr, but she fsit
the besting of his heart Leneath her
cheek

They satood thus f8r o moment, ris
ing above time and sphace They
feemed to have been capught up to A
pinnacle of life where the famillar
world lay far beneath them., A Joy,
divine and dreamy, held them clnsped
together, motlonless nnd mute, for a
single point of time bevond and oyt-
#lde the limitations that had beretos
fore bound them

HIll Cannon had & question to ask
hin danghter and he came down stalrs
to the parlor where she had told him
ghe was golng. He had dressed hime

self for supper, the most Important
ltem of his tollet being o palr of
brown leather slippers. They were

soft ¥nd made no sound, and stepping
briskly in them he advanced to the
half-open parlor door, pushed It open
and entered the qulet room. On the
hearth-rug before the fire stood a
woman clasped in the arms of Dom-
Inlck Ryan.

Though the face was hidden, the

Iate In the afternoon bégan a downe
slalrs search for possessions left in
tha parlor.

The dusk wns gathering a8 she en- |
tered the room, the corners of which |
were already full of darkness, the fire
playlng on them with a warm, vary
Ing lght, Waves of randinnde qulverad
and ran up the ocelling, hers and there
touching the glaze on n picture glass
or ¢hina ornament. The crude ugll
ness of the place *Taas hidden in this
unsteady, transforming comblnation
of 'shadow and glow, It seemed a
rich, romantic sp=t, flvahed with fire
that pulged on an outer adge of mys-
terlous obscurity, a eeutar of familiar,
intimate fe, round which coldness
and the dark pressed,

She thought the rrom was unocecu-
pled and advanced toward the table,
then gtarted before the uprising of
Dominick’s tall fgure from a chalr In
a shadowed corner. It was the first
time they had seen each other alone
since thelr converration of the day
before. Rose was rtartled and agitat-
ad, und her brusk backward move
ment showed it, Fer volce, however,
Was natural, almcst easy to casual-
ness a8 she sald:

"l thought there was no one here,
you've hidden yourself In such a dark
corner. | came to gather up my books
and things."

He advan~ed Info the light, looking
somberly at her,

“It's true that you're golng to-mor-
row " he sald rlwost grufy,

“Oh, yen, vwé're really golng.
erything’s beor arranged.
a sleigh are mxpected any moment
now from Rocky Bar. They rest here
all night pnd take us down in the
afternoor. 1 think papa'd go crazy
If we had te stay twenty-four hours
longor.”

“I'l follo¥? In a day or two,” he
suld, “frobebly go down on Tuesday,
the doctor tays."

She begfin gathering up the books,
rending the titles, and putting aslde
those thet were not heras,

"I'm a0 sorry It's over,” she sald
In a preoccupled voloe without any
particular regret In it. “The Mill on
the Fless' Is Mrs, Perley’s, I think."

“Fm sorry, t00," he commented,
very low,

She made no reply, selected another
book, and as she held it up looking
wl the back, sald:

“But It's not llke a regular good-
by. It's not as If you were golng in
one direction and we in another, We'll
so¢ you In 8an Francisco, of course.”

"I don't think s0," he nnswaered.

" She lald the book on the table and
turned her face toward him. He stood
looking into the fire, not seeing the
face, but consclous of it, of Its expres-
slon, of Ita every line.

“Do you mean that we're not going
to see you down there at all?”

“?en, that's Just about what |
meant,” he replled.

"Mr, Ryan!" It was bardly more
than & breath of protest, but It was
as atirring to the man as the whis-
per of love.

He made no comment on it, and she
said, with a little more of Insistence
and volume:

“But why?"

“It's beat not,” he answered, and

turned toward her.
+ His" shoulders were squared and he
held hin head as Ao man does who
prepares himsellf for a blow, His
eyas, looking stralght intoe hers, en-
veloped her In n glance soft and burn-
Ing, not a savage glance, but the en-
folding, possesslve glance, caressing
and ardent, pleading and masterful, of
a lover.

The books that she was holding fel
to the table, and they looked st each
other while the clock tleked.

“It's best for me nol, to come."” he
sald huskily, "never to come

“Very well,” ghe fultered

He came a little nearer (o her and
gaid

“You know what 1 mean.*

She turned away, very pale, her lips
trembling.

“And you'd llke me to
could—If 1 were free?

He was close 0 her and looked
down to sea her face, his own hard,
the bones of the jaw showing through
the thin cheeks.

“You'd llke me to?" he urged.

Bhe nodded, her lips too dry to
speank,

() Rose!" he whispered, & whisper
that seemed to melt the strength of
her heart and make her unvanguished,

Ev-
Horses and

come If 1

deeply drifted that the drive wus reck-

firal glance told him It was his daugh-
ter. 'i'he young man's hend was bowed
on hers, his brown halr rlsing above
the gleaming blondness of bers. They
waere nbsolutely motlonless and silent
For an amazed moment the father
stared at them, then turned and tip-
toed out of the room,

He mounted several steps of the
stalrense and then descended, step
ping as heavily as ha could, and, as
he ndvanced on the parlor, coughed
with nggreselve loudness. He was on
the threshold when he encountered
his dsughter, her hesd lowered, her
galt quick, almost & 2vm. Without a
word he stepped nalde and let her
pags, the rustling of ber skirt dimin-
ishing a8 she ran up the hall and
mounted the stalrs,

Dominick was standing on the
hearth-rug, his head raised ke a
stng's; his eyes, wide and gleaming,
on the doorway through which ghe
had passed. Canvon stopped directly
In front of him and fixed n stony,
menneing glare an him.,

“Well, Dominick Ryan,” he sald In
& low volee, "I savw that. | came in
here & moment ago and saw that
What have you got to say about t"
The young man turned his eyes
slowly from vacancy to the angry face
before him. ¥or o moment he looked
slightly dazed, staring blunkly at Can-
non, Then wrath gathered thunder-
ously on his brow,

“Let me alone!” he sald flarcely,

LAYIN

thrusting him aslde
way and o
1o you pow,”

“Get out of my

me alone! 1 can't talk

path, and, lurching and staggering on
his wounded foet, hurled himself out
of the room

CHAPTER IX.

The Sons of Their Fathers.

It was at the end of the DNonnnea
times, that period of startling upheay
als and downfalls, when miners
suddenly become milllonalres, and
rich men found themselves paupers
thut BIll Canpon built his mansion in
San Franciseo, He had made his for-
tune In Virginla City, not In a few
meteoric years, as the public, who
loves pleturesque histories, was wont
to recount relishingly, but in a series

muiden pride dissolve Into feeblenes.
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|

yeara In between. The Crown Polnt
antl Belcher rige made him & man of
means, and lta collapse was sald to
have ruined him, Afterward, wise
acton shook thelr bheads and there
were rumors that It was pnot Bill Can.
non who was rulped In the dead
period whieh followed this digastrous
entaclysm of fortune and confidence,
he wus surreptitiously loyal to the ca-

priclous town from which men had
withdrawn their affection and bellef
nse from a begulllng woman, once

loved and trusted, now finally proved
false,

In those short yvears of mourning
lost faith between the downfall
of Crown Point and the rise of Con
Virginia and the Rey del Monte, Bill
Connon “lay low."” Hig growlng repu-
tatlon as an expert minlig man and a
rising financler Lad suffered Men
hat disbelloved in him as they. did
in Virginia, and he knew the sweet-
ness of revenge when he and the great
camp ross together In titanle purt-
narship and defled them. His detriac-
tors hiad hardly done murmuring to-
other over the significant faot that
Crown Polnt “hed not scooped every
tollur he bad” when the great ore-
body was struck on the thounand-foot
luvel of the Rey del Monte, and Bill
Cannon became a Bonanza King.
That wns In seventy-four. The
gnme year he bought the laud In San

and

| Franclsco and lald the foundation for

| dnughter—tha

He swept the elder man out of his |

had |

the mansion on Nob HIIl, His wife
wns 8till lving then, and his son and
Iast of seven children,
flve of whom had died In Infancy
wera ns yot bables, A year later the
house wia completed and the Cannon
family, surrounded by an aura of high-
colared, accumulating anecdote,
moved donwn from Nevada and took
possession. ™ r

Mre., Cannon, who In her girlhood
had been the prettiest waltress in the
Yuba Hotel at Marysville and had
married Bill Cannon wheén he was an
underground miner, wes the subject
of much gossip In the little group
which at that time made up San Fran-
clneo’s fashiofhable world. They
lsughed at her and went to her enter-
tainmenta. They told storles of her
amall soclal mistakes, and fawned on
her husband for positiona for thelr
sons, He understood them, treated
them with an open, cynical contempt,
nnd used them, He was big enough to
reallze his wife's superfority, and it
amused him to punish them for their
patronizing alrs by savage {mpertl-
nences that they winced under but
did not dare resent. She was a silent,
sensaltive, loving woman, who never
quite fitted Into the frame his wealth
had given her. Bhe did her best to
fill the new role, but it bewlldered har
and she dld not feel at ease In ft, In
her heart she yearned for the days
when her home had been a miner's

“Well, Dominick Ryan,"” He Sald, In a Low Voice, “I Saw That."”

cabin In the foot-hills, her bables had
known no nurse but herself, and her

husband had been nll hers. ‘Those
were her beaux jours.
She died some twelve years uafrer

the Ingtallation In San Franclsco, Bill
Cannon hiad loved her after his fash-
fon and always respected her, and the
withdrawal of her quiet, sympathetioc
presencoe left a vold behind (t that
astonished, almost awed him. The
two chlldren, Eugene and Rose, ware
eighteen aud thirfeen at the time. She
had adored them, lived for them, been
a mother at onee tender and intelll-
gent, and they mourned her with pas-
slon. It was to dull the ache left by
her death, that Gene, a weak and
characterless changellng In thts vig-
arous breed, sought solace in drink.
And it was then that Rose, assuming
her mother's place as head of the es

——

of broken periods of pienty with lean | tablishment, began to show that oa

pacity for manngement, that combina-
tlon of executlve power and gentle
force—bequests from both parents-—
that added admiration to the idollzing
love the Honunza King had always
given her,

The house In which this pampered
princess riled was one of thosa enor-
mous sgtroctures which a wealth that
sought extravagant ways of expending
iteelf reared upon that protuberance
in the city’s outline eanlled by San
Franclsco Nob Hill, The suddenly-
enriched minera of the Comstock Lode
and the magoates of the rallway had
money walting for Investment, and
the bullding of hugs houses seemed as
good a one as any other,

Here, from thelr front steps, they
could see the city sweeplng up from
{ta low center on to the slopes of gird-
ling hills. It was a gray city, crowd-
Ing down to the ecdge of the bay,
which, viewed from this height, ex-
‘ended far up Into the sky. In sum-
mer, under an arch of remote, cold
blue, It Jooked a bleak, unfriendly
place, a town In which the stranger
felt a depressing, nostalglc chill, In
winter, when the sun shone warm and
tender as a caress, and the bay and
hills were like o mosale {n blue and
purple gems, It was a panorama over
which the peasser-by was wont to lin-
ger. The copings of walls offered a
convenlent resting place, and he could
lean on them, still as a lizard In the
bath of sun.

Bill Cannon's house had unbroken
command of this view, It fronted on
it In frregular, massive majesty, with
something In its commanding bulki-

ness that reminded one of {ts owner.,

It wns of that ¢poch when men bullt
thelr dwellings of wood: and numer-
ous bay-windows and n sweep of mar-
ble steps flanked by sleeping stone
lions were considered indispensable
adjuncts to the home of the rich man
who knew how to do things correctly.
Round it spread a green carpet of
lawns, close-cropped and even s vel-
vet, and against {ts lower story deep
borders of geraniums were banked In
slopes of graduated scarlet and crim-
son, The general impression left by
it waa that of a splendor that would
have been ostentatious and vulgar had
not the studled elegance of the
grounds and the outflaring glories of
sea, sky and hills imparted to {t some
of thelr own distinction and dignity.

On the day following their depart.
ure from Antelope, Cannon and his
daughter reached home at nightfall.
The obsequiously-welcoming butler—
an importation from the East that the
Bonanza King confided to Rose he
found it difficult to refrain from kick-
Ing—acquainted them with the fact
that “Mr. Gene had been up from San
Luls Obispo" for two days, walting for
thelr arrival. Even ass he spoke a
masculine volce uttered a haill from
the floor above and a man's figure
appeared on the stalrway and ran
quickly down. Cannon gave a care-
legs look upward,

“Ah there, Gene," he observed, turn-
ing to the servant who was helping
him off with his coat. “Come up to
town for a spell?”

The young man did not seem to no-
tice anything especially ungracious
in the greeting or probably was used
to It, .

“"Yes, just up for a look around and
to €@ how you and Rosey were. Got
snowed In, didn't you?” he sald, look-
ing at his sister,

She klssed him affectionately and
drew him to the light where she sub-
Jected him to a sharp, exploring scru-
tiny., Evidently the survey was sat-
isfactory, for she gave him a lttle
slap on the shoulder and sald:

“Good boy, Gene, Ban Luls is ngree
ing with you. Yes, we were snowed
in for nearly three weeks. Papa's been
half crazy. And you've been In town
two days, Prescott says. It must have
been dull here all alone."

“Oh, 1 haven't been dull. I've been
going round seeing the boys and"—
his sister's sudden, uneasy look
checked him and he answered It with
quick reassurance of glance and tone
“Everything strictly temperance. Don't
you get uneasy. I've lived up to my
promises, The ranch {8 mine all right,
father.”

He had a high, rather throaty volce,
which, without seeing his face, would
have suggested weakness and lack of
purpose. Now ns he looked at his
father with a slight and somewhat
foolieh alr of triumph, the old man
responded to his remark with & sound
which resembled a grunt of scornful
incredulity,

“Really, Gene,"” sald his sister, her
manner of fond gratifleation In
marked contrast to her father’s rough-
nesas, “that's the best newa I've heard
for a year. It's worth belng snowed
up to hear that when you come out
Of course you'll get the ranch, 1 al
ways knew you would., I always knew
you could pull up and be as straight
as anybody If you tried "

The old min, who had been kicking
offt his rubbers, here ralsed his head
with a bull-llke movement, and sud.
denly roared at the retreating butler,
who was vanlshing toward the dining-
room.

“My clgars, Where In hell are they?
Why doesn't somebody attend here?”

The servant, with a start of alarm
and o murmured excuse, digappeared
for o moment, to reappear, hurryving
breathlessly with a box of cigars.
Cannon selected one and turned to
Lthe stalirway

“How long are you down for?' he
sald to hie son as he began ascending.

“1 thought a week, perhaps two,™
answered the young man. “A feller
gets darmed lonely, down there ih the
country.”

There was something apologetic, al-
most pleading in his words and way
of speech. He looked after his fa-
ther's receding figure as If quite ob-
livious to the rudeness of the large,

| retiring back and the manner of care
| lesa scorn,
| *“Make It three,” sald the Ponanza
King, turning his head alightly and
throwing the sentence over his shoul
der

Gene Cannop was now twenty-nine
years of nge and had drunk since hia
elghteenth year, H's mother had died

In Ignornnece of his vice. When his
father discovered It, It simply aug
mented the old man's {mpatience

against the feeble youth who would
carry on his name and be one of the
Inherftore of his fortune. Bill Can
non had never eared much for his
only son. He had early geen the stufd
of which the boy was muade. “Doesn't
amount to a hill of beans,” he would
say, throwing the wordas at his wife
over the bitten end of his cigar. He
could have forglven the drinking, as
he could other vices, If Gene had had
some of his own force, some of that
driving power which had carried him
triumphbant over friend and foe. But
the boy had no iuitiative, no bralos,
no energy. “How did I ever come to
have such a son?' he -queried some-
times in an accesa of disgust in which
the surprise was stronger than the
disgust. The question possessed a
sort of sclentific interest for him
which was deeper than the personal
and over which the disappointed mag-
nate would ponder.

As Gene grew older nnd his Intem-
perance assumed more serious propor-
tlons, the father's scorn grew more
open and was augmented by a sort of
exasperated dislike. The Bonanza
King had no patience with those who
falled from {ll-health or the persistent
persecutions of bad luck. His conten-
tion wns that they should not have
been ill, and they should have con-
quered thelr bad luck. He had not ex-
cuses for those who were beaten back
against the wall—only death should
be able to do that. But when It came
to a useless, hampering vice, a weak-
ness that In  (teelf was harmless
enough, but that was allowed to galn
paralyzing proportions, his original
contempt wag intensified into a flerce
Intolerance which would have been
terrifying if it had not been tempered
with an indifferent disdain.

Rose's attitude toward her brother
Was o source of secret wonder to him.
She loved the feeble Youth; a tie of
the deepest affection existed between
them, upon which Gene's Intemperance
seemed to have no effect, The Bonan-
za King had always admitted that the
ways of the gentler sex were beyond
his comprebension, but that the two
women he had known best—his wife
and his daughter—should have lav-
Ished the tenderest love upon an in-
temperate, incompetent, useless weak-
ling was to him one of the fathomless
mysteries of life.

It was Rose's suggestion that CGene
should be withdrawn from temptation
by sending him to the country. As
the only son of Bill Cannon he was
the object of a varlety of attentions
and allurements in the city to which
A stronger-willed man might have suc
cumbed. The father readily agreed to
the plan. He could graclously sub-
scribe to all Hose sald, as the removal
of Gene's amlable vigage and unin-
spired conversation would not cause
him any particular distress or gense
of loss.

But when Rose unfolded the whole
of her scheme he wuas not so enthu-
slastically in accord with her. It was

ranch—the historlc Rancho of the
Santa Trinidad near San Luis Obispo
—a8 manager, that all responsibility
should be placed in his hands, and
that if, during one year's probation,
he should remain sober and maintain
a record of quiet conduct and general
.good behavior, the ranch should be
turned over to him as his own prop
erty, to be developed on such lines as
he thought best.

The Rancho of the Santa Trinldad
was one of the finest pleces of agri
cultural property in California, The
Bonanza King visited It once n year,
and at intervals received crates of
frult and epring chickens ralsed upon
it. This was about all he got out
of it, but when he heard Rose calmly
arranging to have it become Gene's
property, he felt llke a man who sud.
denly finds himself being robbed. He
had difficulty In resetraining a roar
of refusal. Had it been any one but
Rose he would not have restrained it

Of course he gave way to her, as he
always dld, He even gave way grace-
fully with an effect of a generosity too
large to bother over Irifles, not be-
cause he felt It but because he did
not want Rose to guess how It “went
agalnst him." Under the genial bland-
ness of his demeanor he reconciled
himself to the situation by the thought
that Gene would certalnly never keep
sober for a year, and that there was
therefore po fear of the richest plece
of land In the state passing into the
hands of that dull and incapable
YOULR man.

The year was nearly up now. It
had but three months to run and
Gene's record bad been exemplary,
He had come to the <¢ity only twice,
when his father noticed with a Jeal
ously-watehful eye that he had bheen
resolutely abstemlous In the matter of
Hgquor and that his Interest in the
grent property he managed had been
the strongest he had =0 far evineced In
anything The thouglt that (Garpe
might possibly live up to his slde of
the bargain and win the ranch caused
the old man to experience that feeling
of blank chagrin which Is the state of
mind of the unexpectedly swindled.
He felt llke o king who hus been dar-
Ingly and succesafully robbed by a
sliave,

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Drawing the Line.
Patriotlem is our proudest passion,
but we refuse to let it induce us to
woear & certaln sort of hat in the inter-
est of any candidate.—Atchison Globe.,

that Gene should be put on his father's:




