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w riding with Columbine, and as
Eagle was showing a bright and
wmger spirit Ghent found himself,
eading the parade,

Suddenly there was a clatter of
hoofs behind him, and Mr. Chand-
ler appeared alongside. Eagle
jumped out, and Chandler gave his
horse a cut of the quirt. Chand-
ler's bay was thrusting his nose
rhead of Eagle's blue muzzle; Eagle
resented this, and so did Ghent. He
spurred, .

It ame & wild gallop for half
a mile, Chandler was using leather
like a jockey, but Ghent merely
spoke sweet words of cheer to
Eagle and gave him his head,

The road ran along th® high
shoulder of a hill. Its disappearing
turn down a steep slope was ahead.
Chandler shouted & warning at
Ghent and checked the charging
gallop of his bay. Ghent vanished.

A quarter of a mile down the hill
road he managed to persuade the
ramping Eagle that speed was no
longer necessary, and turned back.

Columbine had been in fierce
pursuit of them, and now she was
talking to Chandler like a mother.

"You ought to be ashamed of
yvourself,”” she was saying. *“You
know that Eagle is an old cow pony
with a reputation to sustain, Mr,
Ghent inight have been thrown at
that turn. You know he can't ride.””

‘I'm beginning to think he can,”
muttered Chandler.,

A few miles further on the tire-
less pointer dog that had followed
the cavaleade gave tongue in a way
that signified a coyote. Old Rip's
telescopic eye picked the coyote
out as he squatted among the sage
brush.

“A pretty shot,” suggested Rip,
and Mr, Chandler plucked out his
rarbine, dismounted, took ecareful
aim, and fired. A puff of dust flew §
up near the coyote, and then a vel
wow strenk whipped over the gray
hills. :

Another rifle cracked.
fired from the saddle. The yellow
strealk jerked up into the air and
rollapsed,

“That's shootin'!" shouted Rip.

“Sheer Juck,'” declared. Ghent,
“Too bad to kill the poor thing—
It they're a kind of pest, aren't
they?"

Snowdrift lodge perched among
the boulders on the sunny slope of
tho lofty ridge after which it was
named, not far from the crest.

The party arrived, took possession
and prepared jts travel-sore bodies
with food, drink and sleep for the
rrreat deeds of the morrow, Ken-
neth was there; however, he sulked
in his room,

Paradise Peaks knew no game-
laws, in practice, except those or-
dained by the lord of the domain.

But as the faithful keeper of his
own preserves, Mr. Angus ordained
that the does should always be
spared,

Ghent went out the next day with
old Rip, to make a pretense at deer
shooting. There was nothing else to
o, unless he wanted to stay on the
front porch and sulk with Kenneth.

After several false alarms, old
Rip stood up In his stirrups and
peered like a bird of prey. Then he
stealthily got off his horse, and be-
gan to crawl down the slope, taking
cover behind rocks. Ghent imitated
these Indian tactics, At last Rip
crouched under the blasted trunk
of a fallen tree and walted. When
Ghent came up he looked over the
tree and then pointed.

"I don't see anything,"
whispered,

"Well, there he s, even if you
can't see him, See him in your
mind, See where his head is, and
hisz neck, and his shoulder, and his
foreleg. Put one square into his
thoulder, and blow hig heart out.”

Ghent drew a mental picture of
the deer, aimed with designs upen
the deer's heart, and fired,

Then came the sound of a falling

Ghent

and a threshing about among the
nepen.
“Got him!™ Old Rip leaped up.

“Good kia™

There was also the sound of an-
other commotion among the aspen,
Erowing more and more distant,

“That's funny,” said old Rip.
“Did he get up and run? He ought
to have done his runnin’ first.
NHever mind; we'll find him,"

They wént back to the horses and
then rode down to find the vietim,

There wag/ a deer among the
“gquakin' asp,” but it was a doe!
Nld Rip, breathing strange oaths
and lamentations, deduced this
story. There had been two deer,
buck and doe, browsing among the
aspen side by slde. The doe had
taken the bullet and thus brought
calamity upon the reputation for
wooderaft of Paradise Peaks' top
guide,

“And now we got to dress the
bride of the phantom buck and pack
her ‘Into eamp,” Rip announced,
“and that's some job, I've always
played on the square with the old
man, so back to eamp she goes to
get us into trouble. Well, she means
venigon for dinner, anyway."”

In spite of Rip's brooding, how-
ever, Ghent did not realize the full
iniquity of his deed, from a sporting
point of view, until dinner time,

Then Mr, Chandler, after describ-

ing the sagacity with which he had

stalked and killed a fine buck that
afternoon, asked accusingly:

“Who shot the doe I saw around
in back of the lodge?"

Old man Angus turned black as
a thunderstorm.

“I killed her,” said Ghent calm-
ly. “I'm sorry, Mr. Angus. It was
an accident.”

Coluinbine silenced her father
with a look, but the situation was
strained.

Then Rip, who was dining with
them—for democracy prevalled at
the hunting lodges—spoke up. He
told the story and took the blame
upon himself, ending with:

“Anyway it was a good shot. He
really killed the buck, but the fool
doe got in the way.”

Angus didn’t belleve a word of it,
and told Rip so.

Ghent was crushed, in spite of
Columbine’s looks of sympathy. He
wondered how soon it would be be-
fore he could catch a train for
Denver,

“Never mind,” said Columbine
softly. “Tomogrow you shall go out
and get a buck bigger than Mr.
Chandler’'s.

“I'm through with killing deer,”
he answered., “I can't stand the

look in thelr eyes when they die.”

Ghent had @88

Mr. Chandler was In great form
for the rest of the evening. He
could not let the topic of Ghent's
doa rest.

Some good came out of Mr.
Chandler's jocularity. Angus was
thereby restored to cheerful frame
of mind. Even Columbine seemed
to regard Chandler’'s comic muse
with favor, for she told him that
she knew where the biggest buck on
Paradise Peaks had his stamping
ground, and that tomorrow they
would go out together—without a
guide—and get him., He had the
finest antlers she had ever seen,
she sald.

This suggesation caused Angus to
beam upon them, and sent Mr.
Chandler to bed almost ready to
announce his engagement. Ghent's
feelings may be indicated by the
fact that he spent half the night
gitting up with Kenneth In a dis-
cusal of Baudelaire, with bene-
dictine and brandy on the side,

He slept late the next morning,
and awoke to find the lodge de-
serted except for himself and Ken-
neth, also a tardy riser. The latter
was inclined to grumble because his
guide and factotum had been com-
mandeered again by the hunters,
but he lent a willing hand to the
improvisation of a breakfast. Then
he had an inspiration. :

"“Now that the deer shooters are
out of the way, and 8is has gone
off with the ineffable Chandler,”
he said, “let’'s you and me go sight-
sceing like a couple of plain liter-
ary guys. I'll show you the pret-

tiest mountain lake In the world.”

Ghent was a dweller by the Great
Lakes, and his heart leaped up at
the thought of the sight of open
water.

““There's a shack on the lake with
some cooking-tools in it," continued
Kenneth, “and we'll find some trout-
tackle too. And there's a boat.”

From the top of a forested rise
they caught their first view of the
lake. Ghent caught his breath with
pure ‘delight.

“That’s right, don't say a word,"”
Kenneth remarked and they
descended reverently to the shores
of Blue Flower lake.

About noon-time, as their boat
moved slowly toward the cabin,
Kenneth in the stern, began to
groan in his best hermit's fashion.

“Look who's here!"” he sald, point-
ing. “This means four for lunch.”

Glancing over his shoulder, Ghent
saw Columbine and Chandler riding
down the hillside trail toward the
cabin.

“What luck?”’
out to him.

“For me, none at all," he an-
swered blithely, "I've tried all the
well-recommended trout-flies — the
Pink Tarantula. the TRed-headed

Columbine called

He began to feel lyric and exalted.

Chauffeur and the Prime Minister's
Delight—but the trout seem to re-
gard them with suspicion, Kenneth,
however, has been @Gatching them
two and three at a time.”

“On worms!" Kenneth bellowed
gshamlessly.

“Good! We'll have trout for a
campfire luncheon. Won't that be
nice, Mr. Chandler?"

*“1t would be nicer if Chandler had
to clean the fish,” Kenneth de-
clared to the distant hills.

Ghent cleaned the fish; Kenneth
made the fire and peeled the pota-
tos; Columbine was chief cook, and
Mr. Chandler offered suggestions.
But it was a successful luncheon.

“Where's that prehistorie buck
you went out to get?" Kenneth
wanted to know of Columbine and
Chandler,

“Oh, we're tralling him,” Colum-
bine answered evasively.
“DId you think he came down

here to take his dally bath?"

Mr. Chandler averred that they
certainly had seen the hoof prints of
an extremely large deer, Columbine
changed the subject.

The lazy hour after luncheon was
one of deep and quiet contentment.

“I should like a swim," gald
Ghent sleepily.

Chandler spoke almost lyrically of
the joys of surf-riding at Honolulu,

and Ghent was tempted in his
youth.
“How wide is this lake?"' he

asked Columbire,

“From here to that point, almost
a mile."”

“Mr. Chandler, 1 will swim you
from here to that point."

Kenneth, without “opening his
eyes, applauded. ;
"Fine! Sis can withdraw into the

shrubbery while you peel. I'll row
acroms with you and carry the
clothes. Go on! 1 bet five dollars
on Chandler, the human duck. He
has webbed feet.”

Chandler gave him to understand
that he regarded the challenge in-
delicate,

“Then I'll awim it alone if Miss
Angus will act on Kenneth's sug-
gestion and retire.”

“Of course I will,"” Columbine an-
swered. ‘‘There's a trail around
the lake to that point; Mr, Chandler
and I will ride around. Kenneth can
escort you in the boat, with you
clothesa.” 5

‘““Roderick Ghent, the human
polar bear, is now to perform,"”
Kenneth chanted like a circus ring-
master, “Scoot, Bie."

Ghent took the water wtih a
high-speed trudgeon-crawl stroke.
Kenneth served as a convoy and
life-guard in the beat, whooping
merrily, The distance gneant noth-

ing to Ghent, for he had competed
in water marathons. To his sur-
prise, he found that the water was
not cold enough to sap his strength,
and he changed to a slow easy
breast.-stroke that brought him to
the chosen landing place unfa.
tigued.

A fire was blazing on the shore,
but Columbine and Chandier were
gone, Bpiked on a twig of pine
beside the bLlaze was a note for
(ihent, which read:

Good boy!
make It. 1 wouldn't have let you
start if I hadn't known that the
lake was fed by warm springs. See
what a niee fire I bullt for you to
toast yourself by. Mr. Chandler
was so pleased to gather the wood,

C.

P. 8 TFollow us up Deerskin
canyon. I hope for some fun. Ken-
neth knows the way, We will ride
slow,

Ghent showed the note to Ken-
neth,

“Sis  has something up her
sleeve,” he said efter studying it.

“We'll row back, get the horses
and follow. Well, I guess Chand-
ler will have to admit you're cham-
pion in water sports and pastime,
Say, how did you get that scar
on your choulder?”

“Where do you think 1 was a
few vyears ago?' asked Ghent as
he pulled on his shirt,

Kenneth reflected, “Army?"”

GGhent nodded. "“Argonne.”

Kenneth broke into a cheer,

RUSSIA IN

PARIS -:-

By BASIL WOON

Parls, Sept. 1.—A courtyard be-
hind one of the arlstocratic man-

slons on Avenue Wagram. Tents,
covered by rare carpets from
Bukkharas, Soft lights, colored,

Twenty or 25 tables. Thick sylla-
bles.

This is Russia; in Paris.

ivery night there come to this
tiny restaurant people who once
gave fabulous entertainments In
their own palaces at 8t. Petersburg
and Moscow,

But here they eat for three francs
and 25 eentimes, which s about a
yuarter of what an ordinary cheap
Parisian restaurant chargea for a
meal.

The work of Russian women,
done in cheap lodgings and sold in
the Russian workshops—including
that run by Mra, W. K. Vanderblit
—makes up the deficiency of the
restaurant,

Men and women famous before
the revolution in Russia are
habitues of the place. There s
Warontsof, grandson of the former
“emperor of Caucasia.” Warontsof
is a dancer now at the Chateau de
Madrid.

There s Viadmir Shakovsky of
Moscow, one of the haughtiest arls-
tocrats of Russia—once. Now he is
a butler for a French family and s
marrying a princess who has been
a lady's mald.

There ls Prince Mirsky, whose
estates in the Caucasus were among
the largest there, and who s leav-
ing soon to take a position ag chauf-
feur in Rome,

There s Paul Meroth, former
chief of the tsar's personal body-
guard.

The digilusioned wman In the
corner—he s there every night—is

Sandyenbaaher, whose father was
the oil king of South Russia, un-
ible to ecount his millions, and who
In by way of being connected with
an American family, for his mother
was formerly Princess Cantacuzene,
a member of which noble famlily
married a  daughter of General
Grant,

But this Princess Cantacuzene has
not the resources of American for.
tunes, She s a mannequin at the
new dressmaking house of Lenieff.

And there is Princess Parowska,
a famous noble heauty who now
hag a farm near Paria and brings
butter and eggs to the eapital every
day,

They say It is Interesting fto
watch the Princess Parowska tend
her cows and chickens, for on her
finger |s a wedding gift—a priceless
emerald that will perhaps be the
last thing sold,

1 was sure you could’

“This will be a great laugh on
dad and Chandler, That accounts
for your lucky shot &t the coyote,
I'm thinking."

“Yes, 1 had a sharpshooter’s
medal., And the cough that worried
Chandler is ¢ souvenir of boche
‘na‘lt

“Corporal
sniper, 1

Ghent, the pacifie
galute you!" Kenneth
gloated. "Are you ready, ser-
geant? Let's go.”

Deep in n forested canyon, about
an hour later, they heard two shots
not far zhecad.

“Chanmdler has potted the demon
buck, I fear,” said Kenneth.

He gave a cowboy's yell, which

received a faint and apparently
feminine answer.

“That's 8is. Something's  do-
ing.”

A little further on they could
hear laughter, long and unre-
strained.

“Sis Is In hysterics,” Kenneth

ruggestied flippantly.

When they caught sight of her,
she seemed to be doing a war-
dance.

“Come on! Quick!" she called
out., Bee what Chandler has killed!"

Kenneth looked, and also started
to laugh. He threw himself off
his horse, and howled with a mad-
man's glee,

*““Have you both lost your minds?"
Ghent demanded.

“l.oook at Chandler,”
Kenneth,

Ghent glanced at his rival, who
Stood in morose silence, rifle in
hand, beside something that looked
bhig enough to be a dead steer.

“He bhas killed dad's bull elk,"
exclaimed Columbine weakly,

“He has slain the sucred
Kenneth chimed in. “Shun
He is anathema!"

It was Indeed
nobly antlered.

Then Columbine and Kenneth he.
gan, In strophe and antistrophe:

“Father pald two thousand dol-
lars for that bull elk!"

“It was the ¢lk of all clks, des-
tined to perpetuate his ;mw-u-s"‘

“The sacred bull bore a charmed
lifer

Al the guides had extra-special
orders to keep hunters away!"

They kept up thils sort of thing
until Mr. Chandler walked over to
his horse and rode off toward the
trail.

“Better follow him,
suggested Columbine. '“He may not
be able to find the way back to
camp—and he's not speaking to me
just now, Mr. Ghent and I will
come along when 1 have recovered.”

Kenneth mounted briskly.

“I'll comfort him," he remarked.
“I'l ask him if he doesn't want to
bring the head into camp as a sou-
velr—Adlos, amigoa™

Ghent merely smiled In a beau-
tific way and was silent. Finally
he turned to Columbine and said
tenderly:

“You little fiend!™

“Yes, Columbine did it,"” she re
plied. "Columbine did it with her
little hatchet. Bhe cannot tell a lie,
She led- Mr. Chandler up to the
saecred bull, and never warned him."

“It was hard on the elk. Why
did sou do u?"’

“Because he was so mean to you
about shooting that doe. Because
dad seems to be bent on my mar-
rying him, and he bhores me to
death. Because Mr. Chandler |s—
oh, well, T must not be catty.”

“And what am 1?"

“You are—just you."

He told her wvery gravely what
she was to him, and she listened
with happiness in her eyes,

After a long time they arose to
talkke the home trall, but she stopped
before ghe reached her horse and
went back to the glade where the
elk had fallen. She stroked the
bull’'s ecold, halry muzzle lightly
and whispered:

“Poor ol thing!

gurgled

bull!”
him,

magnificent elk,

Kenneth,™

Please forgive

me." She turned to Ghent.
“"We won't tell father right
away. We'll walt until 1 prepare

him for It by asking him to get
vbu appointed head of the English
department at the State university.
He's on the board of trusteea.'
Angus’ wedding-present to  his
daughter was of small value bhut
great Importance. It was nothing
but an elk’s head, superbly mount-
o,
(Copyright, 1921)

Find Ancient Hlan: Boat,

Inveatigators of the Smithsonlan
Institution of Washington, D. .,
have uncarthed in an anclent grave
on Burtons mound in Santa Bar-
bara, Cal, the prow of what was
onecte a soap-stone canoe, The find
s mald be unique In the history of
American archaeologdeal  researeh
and Indicates In the opinion of the
sclentists, that stone boats were
used by the anclent aborigines of
the district.

ADVERTINEMENT,

PIMPLES

CAN BE CURED, If you suffer from Pl ea,
aene,  hlackheads, brown spots or eruptions 1
want 1o sed you my simple home trestinent
under plaln wrapper. It gave me s soft, velvely,
mmooth and radiant complexion, and ewred thow
sands of men and women, after everythilng elee
failed. Himply send name for generous 10-day
froe irlal offer of my seeret home tresiment,
W. H. WARREN, 438 Gray Bidyg., Kan, City, Mo,
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