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CHAPTER XIl.—Continued.
—10—

“ITe'll soon be well, doa't you think,
/mister? He sald he would be well
when the holldays—"

But Dave's expresslon stopped the
boy, whose own face went suddenly
wild with fear. “IHe s well now,
Charlle,”” he said, ag steadily as he
could, *“It 1s all holldays now for
him.”

The match had burned out and the
room was In utter darkness, Dave
heard the child drawing his feet
across the floor, then suddenly whim-
pering llke a thing that had been mor-
taily hurt, He groped toward him,
and at length his fingers found his
shock of halr. He drew the boy
slowly into his arms; then very, very
tight. . . . After all, they were or-
phans together.

“You will come with me,” he sald
at length. *I will see that you are
provided for. The doctor will soon
be here, or we will meet him on the
way, and he will make the arrange-
ments for—the arrangements that
have to be made, you know."

They retraced thelr steps toward
the town, meeting the doctor at the
broken bridge. Dave exchanged a
few words with him in low tones, and
they passed on. Soon they were
swinging agaln through the ecity
streets. Even with the developments
of the evening pressing heavlly upon
his mind Dave could not resist the
temptation to stop and listen for a
moment to bulletins belog read
through a megaphone,

“The kalser has stripped off his
British regalla,” sald the announcer.
“He snys he will never agaln wear
& British uniform.” -

A chuckle of derisive laughter ran
through the mob; then someone struck
up a wellknown refraln—“What the
b~ do we care?” Up and down the
@treet volces caught up the chorus.
= « +» Within a year the bones of
many In that thoughtless crowd,
bleaching on the flelds of Flanders,
ahowed how much they cared.

Dave drove direct to the Hardy home,

After some dglay Irene met him at
the door, and Dave explained the sit-
uation In a few words., “We must
take care of him, Reenie,” ho sald. “I
feel a personal responsibility.”

{ “Of course we will take him,” she
answered. “He will live here untll
we have a—some place of our own.”
Her face was bright with something
which must be tenderness. *“Bring

Dave contlnued. “I've always had
some doubt myself, but In thirty seec-
onds—you'll know."

Irene appeared on the stalrway.
For a moment her eyes refused to
grasgp the scene before them: Con-
ward cowering terror-strlcken; Dave
flerce, steely, Implacable, with his re-
volver lined on Conward's brain.
Through some sgtrange whim of her
mind her thought in that Instant flew
back to the bottles on the posts of
the Elden ranch, and Dave breaking
five out of six on the gallop. Then
suddenly she became aware of one
thing only. A trogedy was belng en-
ncted before her eves,

“Oh, don't, Pave! Don't, don't
shoot him!" she cried, flying down
the remalning steps. Before Dave
could grasp her purpose she was upon
him, had clutched his revolver, had
wrapped her arms about his, “Don't,
don't, Davel” she pleaded. *“For my
sake don't do—that!"

Her words were tragically unfortu-
nnte, For a moment Dave stood as
one paralyzed; then his heart dried
up within him,

“So that's the way of ItI” he sald,
as he broke her grip, and the horror
in his own eyes would not let him
read the sudden horror In hers. “All
right; take it,” and he placed the re-
volver In her hand. *“You should
know what to do with it.” And be-
fore she could stop him he had walked
out of the house,

She rushed to the gate, but al-
rendy the roar of hls motor was lost
in the hum of the city's traflic,

CHAPTER XIII, el

When Dave sprang iInto his car he
gave the motor a full head and drove
through the city streets In a fury of
recklessness, His mind was numbed ;
it was Incapable of assorting thoughts
end placing them in proper relation-
ship to one another. He was soon out
of the city, roaring through the still
autumn night with undiminished
speed,

Over tortuous country roads, across
sudden bridges, ulong slippéry hill-
rldes, through black bluffs of scrub
land—in some strunge way he tried
to drown the uproar i his soul in the
frenzy of the steel that quivered bre-

him upstairs. We will allot him a
room and introduce him first to—the
bathroom. And tomorrow we shall
have an excursion downtown, and get
some new clothes for Charlie—El-
den.”

As they moved up the stairs Con- |
ward, who had been in another room |
in conversation with Mrs., Hardy, fol-
lowed them unseen. The evening had
been Interminable for Conward. For
three hours he had awalted word that
his victim had been trapped, and forl
three hours no word had come, If
his plans had misecarried, If Dave had
discovered the plot, well— And here
at length was Dave, engrossed In a
very different matter, Conward fol-
lowed them up the stalrs,

Irene and Dave clintted with the
boy for a few moments, then Irene
turned to some arrangements for his
comfort and Dave started downstalrs,
In the passage he was met by Con-
ward.

“What are you doing here? Dave
demanded, as he felt his head begin-
ning to swim la anger.

Conward leered only the more of-
fensively, and walked down the stairs
beslde him. At the foot he coolly lit
another cigarette, He held the match
before himi and calmly watched it
burn out. Then he extended it toward
Dave.

“Yon remember our wager, Flden.
I present you with—a burned-out
match”

“You lar!” cried Dave.
famous 1&FI"

“Ask her,” Conward replled, “She
:;ll.l. deny it, of course. All women

0.

Dave felt his muscles tighten, and
knew that In a moment he would tear
his victim to pleces, As hls clenched
fist came to the slde of his body i
struck something hard, His re-
volver! He had forgotten; he was
not in the habit of carrying it. In an
‘instant he had Conward covered,

Dave did not press the trigger at
lonce. He took a flerce dellght In tor-
turing the man who had wrecked his
life—even while he told himself he
{eould not belleve his boast. Now he
watched the color fade from Con-
ward's cheék; the eyes stand out in
his face; the livid blotches more livid
still; the cigarette drop from his
nervelesas lips,

“You are a brave man, Conward,”
ha sald, and there was the rasp of
'hate and contempt In his volee. “XTon
are A very brave man."

Mrs. Hardy, sensing something
wrong, came out from her sitting
With s little cry she swooned

“You In-

He Took a Flerce Delight in Tortur-

ing the Man Who Had Wrecked His
Life.

nenth him, On and on Into the night.
Bright stars gleamed overhead; a soft
brecze pressed agninst his face; It
was such a night as he had driven, a
year sgo, with Bert Morrison. Was
that only a year ugo? And what had
happened? Where had he been? Oh,
to bring the boy—Charlle, the boy.
When was that? Under the calm
heaven his mind was already attempt-
Ing to establish a sequence, to set its
outraged home again in order,

Suddenly the car skidded on a slip-
pery hillside, turned from the road,
plowed through a clump of scrub,
ricochetted agalnst a dark obstruction,
polsed a moment on two wheels, turn-
ed around, and stopped. The shock
brought Dave to his senses. He sat
on the running board and stared for
a long while Into the darkness,

“No use being a d——d fool, any-
way, Dave,” he sald to himself at
length. *“I got it—where I didn't ex-
pect It—but I guess that's the way
with everyone,” He tried to philoso-
phize; to get a fresh grip on him-
gelf, “Where are we, anyway?' he
continued. “This country looks famil.
far* He got up agaln and walked
about, finding his way back to the
rond. He went along It a little way.
Vague Impresslons suggested that he
should know the spat, and yet he
could not identify it. Then, with a
sudden shock, It came te him, It was
the hlliside on which Doctor Hardy
had come to grief; the hiiiside on
which he had first seen her bright
face, her wonderful eyes, . ., . A
polgnancy of grief engulfed him,
sweeplng away his cheap phillosophles,
Here she stood, young and clean and
entrancing, thrust before him In an
instant out of the wonderful days of
the past. And would she always fol-
low him thus? With an unutterable
glnking he knew that was so—that
the world was not big enough to hide
him from Irene Hardy, There was no

way out. o N

He started his motor, and even In
his despalr felt n thrill of pride as the
falthful gears engaged and the -ear
¢limbed back to Its place on the traill,
Was all faithfulness, then, In things of
steel and fron, and o in flesh and
blood? He followed trall, Why
stop now? The long-forgotten ranch
bulldings lay across the stream and
behind the tongue of spruce trees, un-
less some wandering foothill fire had
destroyed them, He forded the stream
without difficulty. That was where he
had earrled her out. . . . He felt
his way slowly along the old feuce.
That was where she had set up bottles
for his marksmanship. . . . He
stopped where the straggling gate
should be and walked carefully into
the yard. That was where she had
first called him Dave, . . . Then
he found the doorstep and sat down
to walit.

When the sun was well up he arose
and walked about. His lips were
parched; he found himself nibbling
them with his teeth, so he went to the
stream. He was thirsty, but he drank
only a mouthful; the water waa flat
and Insipld. . . . The old cubln was
in better repair than he would have
thonght. He sprung the door open.
It was musty and strung with cob-
webs. He did not go In but sat down
and trled to think. &

Later he walked up the eanyon. He
must have walked swiftly, for the sun
was not yet at the meridian when he
found himself at the little nook In the
rock where he and Irene had sat that
afternoon when they had first lald their
hearts open to each other. Suddenly
one remark stood up in his memory.
“The day is coming,” she had sald,
“when our country will want men who
can shoot and ride.” And he had sald,
“Well, when It does It can call on me.”
And today the country did want men
who could shoot and ride, and he had
flown Into the foothills to nurse a
broken heart. . . . Broken hearts
can fight as well as whole ones, He
could be of some use yet. At any rate
there was a way out.

Some whim led "him through the
grove of spruce trees on his way back
to the ranch. Here, In an open space,
he looked about, kicking In the dry
grass. At length his toe disturbed a
few bleached bones, and he stood and
looked with unseeing eyes far across
the shimmering valley.

“Brownle he sald at
“Brownle,” The shole scene came
back upon him—the moonlight, and
Irene’s distress, and the little bleed-

ing body. And he had sald he didn't |

know anything about the justice of

God; all he knew was the critter that |

couldn’'t run was the one that gut
caught. . . . And he had sald that
was life, . , . He had sald it was
only nature,

And then they had stood among the |

trees and beneath the white moon and
pledged thelr faith, .

Again his head went up and the old |

light flashed In his eyes. “The first
thing Is to kill the wolf,” he sald
aloud.
to his fangs. Then—my country.”
Darkness had again fallen defore

Dave found his car threading the |

streets of the city, still feverish with
its newborn excitement of war. He
returned his car to the garage; an

attendant looked up curlously—it was |

evident from his glance that Dave had

already been missed—but no words |

were exchanged., He stood for a mo-
ment in the street, collecting his
thoughts and rehearsing his resolves,
He was amazed to find that, even
in his bitterness, the city reached a
thousand hands to him—hands of
habit and assoclation and customs of
mind—all urging him back into the
old groove; all saylng: “The routine
is the thing. Be a spoke in the wheel ;
go round with the rest of us."”
“No,” he reminded himself, “No, I
can't do that, I have business on
hand. First—to kill the wolf.”

He remembered that he had givea |

his revolver to Irene. And suddenly
she sat with him again at the ten
table. .
he had given his revolver to'Irene,
Well, there was another in his rooms.

In the hallway of the block In
which he had his bachelor apartments
Dave almost collided with a woman.
He drew back, and the light fell on
his face, but hers was In the shadow.
And then he heard her volce.

“Oh, Dave, I'm so glad— Why,
what has happened?' The last words
ran Into a little treble of pain as she
noted his haggard face,

“You—Edith?" he managed to say.
“Whatever—"

She canme toward him and placed
her hands on his. “I've been here a
hundred times—ever since morning—
ever glnce Bert Morrison called up to
say you had disappeared—that there
was some mystery, There isn't, s
there, Dave? You're all right, Dave,
aren't you, Dave?"

(TO BE CONTINUED,}

Pacific Coast Line,
The United Btates, with its iaslands,

length, |

“No other Innocent shall fall |

Where was he? Yes, |

TRAPPED BY GIRL,
SLAYER IS SHOT

Man Wanted for Murder and
Robbery Is Run Down
by Girl

Santa Barbarn.—Clarence A, Wals
lnce, wanted for bank robbery and
murder In Maryland, where an £8,000
reward dead or allve will be pald for
him, was ghot and probably fatally In-
Jured In the midst of a crowd at the
post office hore,  Wallaee was trapped
through a letter which he had recelved
from o woman In Chileoago to hig alins,
H. . Daley, General Delivery, here,

The work of Miss Kotherine Hige
gins, the mall elerk, who delnyed him

He Was 8hot Once Across the Chest

at the window untll Detectlves W. F.
Marquette and Fred Lavery arrived,
Is given much credit for his arrest,

Although the shooting occurred in a
crowd, only a tWelve-vear-old boy wus
hurt. His arm was badly™*bruised by a
spent bullet,

A buzzer connected with the dellve

ery window warned the watchers.
When Wallnee was ordersd to surren-
der he put up a stiff fight. Ie was
ghot once across the chest, once

through the stomach and once In the
back.

When taken Into the postmaster's
office to awalt the doctor Wallace
gasped: 1 am the man you want,
Don’t save me, I'd rather die. If 1
g0 hnck to Maryland they will hang
me"

Wallace robbed the Frederick
County bank two months ago, wns
arrested and eseaped, A posse started
after him. A voung returned soldier
led the posse.  Unarmed, he eaught
up with Wallace, who turned and shot
in eold blood, when the youth threw
up his hands and begged him not to
fire,

|
 CAN'T STOP POKER PLAYING

| Technicality in Law Puts Stop to Cru.
sade in Canadian
| Town.

—

Renfrew, OCan. — Renfrew  tgwn
| counell finds that it eannot 2top wale
citizens from playing poker, A eru-
siade against poker In Renfrew hos
| Tallen down betuuse of a technicality
Lin the law. )

Women ecomplalned to Mayor BPo-
lan that thelr husbands were losing
money  throuch  fndulging  in the
| gnme. A detectlve wans brought to
town and the councll wns supplied
with names, dates and places. Fvery-
thing was ready for arrests when the

town solleltor advised agalnst court
| proceedings unless It conld be shown
ilhlll the persons on whose premises

the gnmbling oceurred were *aking a
“rakeoll."

The detective found that nohody
| was thus profiting, Now the couneil
| finds Itself just where It hegan, but
| with eonsiderable Informaticn ns to
how poker Is played In Onto*lo com-
munities.

‘|| Court Decides Which
of Two Is Man's Widow,

New York.—Viece Chancellor
John Griffin of Jersey Clty held
that Mrs. Annn Solomon Dunken
Davidson of Garden street, Ho-
boken, 18 the legal widow of |
Werner Dunken, who died at
New Haven in 1018, Mrs. Min-
nle Kalser Dunken, who proved
a ceremoninl  marriage  with
Dunken In 1001, at Passale, and
who sald she lived with him un-
til he died, cinimed to be his law-
ful widow,

The evidence disclosed that
Dunken lived with the first wom-
an nearly 20 years, was known
a8 her husband, and deserted her
for the other woman. It
the deciglon stands, Mrs, Anna
Davidson will share Dunken's
$15.000 estate with his three sis-
ters. :

bt

Boy's Rifle Killed Mother.
Holton, Mich,—A hbullet from a rl-
fle, given Willlnm Nobhlé, 14year-old
son of Mr, nnd Mrs, Wellington Noble,
as a Christmas present, killed the
bhoy's mother when the firearm was ag
eidently discharged,

SALTS IF BACKACHY
AND KIDNEYS HURT

Stop Eating Meat for a While If
Your Bladder s Troubling
. You.

When you wnke up with backache
and dull misery in the kidney reglon it
generally means you have heen eating
too much meat, says n well-known au-
thority, Meat forms urie acid which
overworks the kidneys in thelr effort
to filter It from the blood and they be-
come gort of paralyzed and loggy.
When your kidneys get sluggish and
clog you must relleve them, like you
relleve your howels; removing all the
body's urlnous waste, else you have
backache, sick headache, dlzzy spells;
your stomach sours, tongue Is coatex,
nnd when the weather is bad you have
rheumatic twinges, The urlne I8
clondy, full of sediment, channsls
often get sure, water sealds and youn
are obliged to seek rellef two or three
times during the night,

Lither consult a good, reliable physi-
clan at once or get from your pharma-
cist about four ounces of Jad Salis:
tnke a tahlespoonful In a gliss of
water before breakfnst for a few
days and your kidnevs will then act
fine. This famous salts s made from
the acid of grapes apd lemon fulce,
combined with lithla, and has been
used for generations to elenn and
stimulate slugzish  kidneys, also to
neutralize uelds in the urine so It no
longer frritates, thus ending bLladder
wenkness,

Jad Salts 15 a life gaver for regulnr
meat eaters, It Is Inexpensive. eannot
Infure and mnakes a delightfu), effer-
vescent lithia-water drink.—Adv,

A Mouthful,

The Intense Mixs Mizgs—Do you not
think that the communists, by the oe-
trine of syndicalisin and mass action,
shall ultimmely develop an Insurgen-
¢y which shall impose the soviet prin-

The dense Mr, Doggs—You sald it!
—Juidge,

NOSE CLOGGED FROM
A COLD OR CATARRI!

Apply Cream In Nostrils to Open Up
Air Pascages,

¥ ulating in
. :ﬁrostem. an
uld be cleans

ed out at once.
Sleepiness
eals, bi

the stomach,
heartburn
offensive breath
and allied ailments results from auto-
intoxication or self-poisoning.

Take eastor oil, or procure at the drug
store, a pleasant vegetable laxative,
called Dr. Pieroe’s Pleasant Pellets, come
posed of May-upple, aloes and jalap,

Kansas City, Kans.:—“Dr. Pierce’s
Pleasant Pellets have been my favorite
family medicine
for many years. I
raised quite s
large family and
from the time my
children were

I alwa
gave them
‘Pleasant Pellets.”

cy were easy to
take and pleasand
in every way,
never causing dise
. . tress.  For sluge
E_.u_h liver, sick-headaches, constipation oz
iliousness there is no medicine that can
equal the ‘Pleasant Pellets.” I found them
& great help to me in bringing up my
family in as much s they?mm many
times warded off sick spells my children
would otherwise have had.”—MRS,
MARY E. BRADLEY, 932 Homer Ave.

ciple on Industry ns n whole? I

Ah! What rellef! Your elogged nos-
trils open right up, the nlr passages of |
your head are clear and you ean |
breathe freely. No more hawking, |
snuflling, mucous discharge, hon«lnche,i
dryness—no struggling for breath at
night, your cold or catarrh Is gone.

Don't stay stuffed up! ., Get a small
bottle of Ely's Cream Balm from your
druggist now. Apply a little of this
fragrant, antiseptic cream {n your nos-
trils, let it penetrate through every alr
passage of the head; goothe and heal
the swollen inflamed mucous mem-
brane, give you instant rellef, Ely's
Crenm Baln Is just what every cold
nad eatarrh sufferer has Leen seeking,
It's Just splondll.—Ady,

He i= a wise mar who mukes the
mistake of giving a woman's uge too
young,

The war haos made tabhle linen very |
valuable, The use of Red Cross Dg!l
Blue will add to its wearing quallties,
Use It and see. All grocers, He.

Much of woman’s happlness Is due
to her ahlllte to Imnrove on nature,
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For Infants and Children.

Nothers Know That

Acid-Stomach

Makes 9 Out of 10

People Suffer

Doctors declare that more than 70 nome
organic diseases can be (raced to Aelde
Btomach. Starting with Indigestion, hearts
burn, belching, food-repeating, bloat, sour
goasay stomach, the entire system eventually
bocomen affvcted, every vitnl organ suffering
In some degree or other. You see Lthese vies
tims of Acid-Stomach everywhers—pen
who are subjeet to nervousness, headae
Insomnia, blllousncas—poople who suffer
rheumutizm, lumbago, sciatica and aches
piuins nll over the body. 1t Iln safe to say
that about 9 people out of 10 suffer to some
extent from Acid-Stomach.

It you suffer from stomach trouble e
even If you do not feel any stomach dist
¥ot are weak and alling. feel tired
dragged oul, lack “pep" and enthusiasm a
know that somoething is wrong although yow
eannot locate the exact cause of your trows
ble—you naturally want to gqt back yows
Erip on health as quickly as pomsibla
take EATONIC, the wonderful modern rems=
edy that brings quick rellef from palne
Indigestion, belching, gosay bloat, sto. Keep
our stomach stroug, clean and sweet, Sea

ow your genernl health Improves—how
quickly the old-time vim, vigor and vitality
comea back!

et n big 60c box of HATONIC from yous
druggist today. It ls guaranteed to
you. If you are not satisfied your druggied
will refund your money.

Cuticura Talcum

is Fragrant and
Very Healthful

Soap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50c, Talcom 25e.

W. N. U, LINCOLN, NO, 8-19

—

20,

Genuine Castoria

For Over
Thirty Years

GASTORIA




