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ITH the first biare of the distant

W

music Blac Daow leaned
eagerly fory d in his chalr and
rested his arms on the rall of the
Booly House porch, looking up and
down the maln atreect of Burrville with
the kling eyes of youth never and-

ing. Boom -ra-a-ah h! Boom-de-
ra-a-ch-dah!" he sang {n unlson with
the strident trombones, beating time

in unison with hoth feet and one hand,
while Wallingford, standing agalinst
tha rall, looked down on him with
indulgent smile. Across the wity
expactant crowd, hitherto In
shifting arrny, surged solidly to
curl, while out of the stores poured
excited country folk of all descriptions
and from every window popped four or
five heads The porch of the Booly
House filled as if by magic, In the
street redfaced, perspiring fathers and
frantic mothers darted after bewlildered
eklldren, while the balloon and whis

vanders held the open spaces to them-
selves and thelr discordant voleces

loosely
the

The band blared [ouder as It turned
from Courthouse Square toward Maln
strect. Four asserted policemen—a fat
one, a skinny ome, a plgeon-breasted
ons and a run*—swung around the
eorner, and in ths pompous misht of
thelr purple-visaged authority, beat
back the populace to a pulpy human
wall A horse and buggy., both =sleek

and shiny, came dashing
street and turned up Maln
oen-coming pardfe. Thea
*sporty"” farmer, whose
the soll no city clothea could conceal.

“That's LI Bogger.,” whilspered a
pretty waitress, bending down between
Walllngford and Blackle, *“His wife'a

down Booly
townrd the
driver waa a
DaArmoess to

dead and he's sold his furm and put
all his monay Io the bank He alwavs
takes his dinner here, when he comess
to town, mnnd T've &arrmng=d to seat
him between you twe men™

“Pretty zood detective work for two

daxu, Miss Fannie,” complimentad Wal-
Yingford, with a smile into spark-
ling brown “Hava troubla
gotting i jJob an waltras

“With a circus
laughed the b
ou! just bahind
course not, I ¢ had a
too, only you thought I had better not.”

“Getting Information about Mr. Bog-
Eer in g0 easy (t's stupld.” want on the

the

ayes,

coming
ue-ayed glrl
Fannle Warden,
uld h

i town?
who came
“Of

Ve fob

brown-eved Fannla “All the giria
know him, for he's a country muasher,
and they hate hIm."

“What's his bank roll?"
lngford speculatively,

“Théy say evaeryth up to two hun-
dred thousand"™ w ered Fannle,
looking about her furtively: but Lha
throng the Booly House porch
#o0 Interested In tha sxcitement of
sireet that they pald mno
tha four consplirators, *T've sifted it
down pretty well, though. T think he
has alout meventy-five thousand dol-
Inre”

“And forty thousand of that he stole
from us;, when father dled,” =ald Vie-
Iet, with a trace of bltterness. She
held In her hand a amall memorandum
book im which was n Jlong list of
names At the head of the list was E.
H. Falls and this name crosaed
off. The next came wis Ellas Bogger.

Blackle reached over and cloged the
boak.

“Pon't worry about Elias,” he ad-
vised har, patting the hand which held
the book. “Wea're here to see
Ellas restitutes, principal, intereat

asked Wal-

on wWas

the
attention to

was

that
that

and

expennens Isn‘t LI the village cutup?
He's the life of the party”

Indead, Ellns Bogger was an active
dlv fon, for now the entire pollce
b § » of Burrville had stopped his

harse, which stood beautifully pranc-

ing while a hundred throats yelled de-
risive directions to the officers and
Bogger
tha

to
Ellnns, meanwhile, was having

of zay second youth,
ding up in his new buggy. calling
ur policemen by their first names,
exchanging very, wveary funny Jjokes
with his friends in the audience and
bawing and smiling to the ladies. Full
of furlous energy. the four policemen
tugged In many different diree-
tiona = absardly unconcerted ac-

time his

us

with

tion as ur Ants trying to carry off
A gErasshopper. The plgeon-breasted
one, however, finally proving stronger
than the others, pulled the horse
around In his own direction, led him
down to the corner and headed him
away from Main street. when, with a

parting cheer from the crowd, Mr. Bog-~
®ger, with & rush and a clutter and =
whoop, drovs around behind the Booly
House to the ibles

As autharinzed horse-and-bugey
driver, who drove standing, entered
now upon the scene, stopping cver 30
feect or so to advise the pee-pul to
hold theéir horses, to stand back from
the elephants and to follow at once
to the cirous grounds, where immediate-
1y after the arrival of the monster
parade, a grand free exhibition weuld
be given in front of the mammoth can-
vasses of the P. T. Barnes Coloassl
Aggregation of Tented Wonders—and
beware of plckpockats! He was a tall,
commanding man with & voice like the
hourse roar of judsment day, but the
pes-pul pald no attention to him. They
were walting for the elephanis

“Boom -de-ra-a-ah-dah! Boom - de-
ra~a-ab-dah!” prang Blackis Daw again,

-
- - - - - - -

THe Jar Ce.

springing to his feet with the ecstasy
of a boy. The band had turned the
eorner in its gaudy red-and-gilt wagon

drawn by six plumed horses. “Here
come the elephants. Violat! They're
only ze 13, but they're real croas-my-

hoar ro-help-me-geminy elephants;
& of "ern, count’ em, three! And
1=, Jim! How the Lord must
hi glggled when he made the first
camel! Boom-de-ra-a-ah-dah! boom-
de-ra-s-ah-dah! Gee, how I'd llke to
be a kid agaln and see this all for ths
first time, Hooray! Here coma
20 of the P, T. Barnes peg-drivers dis-
gnd as princes. Oh.
here! The ten-thousand-dollar beauty!
Hello, Maggie!™

He blew a kiss to the perspiring
“Queen of Sheba™ on the dizxzy top of
har swaying and Jjolting chariot, and
the turned away from him, not in con-
tempt, but just tired. He 4id not even
zes this gesturs, for he was already
inaulting the moth-eaten lons which
followed her, panting with the heat in
thair dusty cage.

“'"Tis a pgreat day for Burrville™
chuckled J, Rufus. after the passing of
the calllope nnd the local grocery wag-
ons; “but I'm wondering if it was a
good plan to come after Ellas when
there’'s =0 much olse doing." He
turned to smile nt Fanonie, but she had
hurried in to save her three important
seats,

*Hush, Jimmy!" objected Blackie,
reaching down to buy. a handful of bal~
lotns. 1 don't care for business un-
lesa I can combine pleasure with It
I'm glad we're here I want to go to
the cifcus. T want to feed peanuts to
the elephants, I want to =ee the hip-
popotamus chew a stick of gum. 1
want to watch o good gun-man glom a
hick for his poke. I want to be an In-
nocent yeuth agaln and short-change a
rube.”

“Thuat's what you were dolng the
first t'm= I met you,"” muged Walling-
ford, smiling at the look of perplexity
In the blue eyes of Vielet Warden.
Bince these two careless and jovial
soidlers of fortune had undertaksn to
gct back the milllons which had been
stolen from the Warden orphans, Vio-
let and Fannie had been in a constant
state of bewilderment over their new
friends, “You were the finest =shell
worker, Blackle, that ever clerned up
at a county fair.”

“The good old days of my childhood,"”
regretted Blackie, while Violet laughed
and frowned at the same time. “It
seems ke n million years since I held
the ruobber pea In the crook of my
Hitle finger while the whiskered boobn
tried to gueas which walnut shell it
was under, and bet money crusted with
pink sweat. I wonder who haa the
trimming privilege with this clircus?

“We'll meet some good grafier wa
know.”_remarked Wallingford, then he
turned abruptly to the girl. “Run away,
Miss Vielet. Here comes Bogger.”™

nnd thre
t » CBY

Itl.

There was a mad scramble when the
dinner bell rang, but Wallingford and
Blackie found seats walting for them,
three tilted chalrs being held firmly
by the hands of Fannie Warden. They
sat down, leaving the middle chailr va-

cant. Fannle, keeping a sharp eyas
on tha door, ron to meet Ellas the

minute he came In, led him to the va-
cant chalr, and aseated him triumph-
antly.

Eliss was a spare man, considerably
past middle age, whosa leathery froe,
in its queer pattern of bronze checks
nnd white jowls, betrayed that his now
natty goatee had but recently been
whiskera, His sparse, long top-halr
waas combed carefully over the spot
which had & tendency to becoma bald,
and his neck moved aboul so uncom-
fortably fn his high collar that it was
certaln that he had not long endured
the things. He wore, too, a rusty and
dusty and slghtly frayed band of
crepe upon the mleeve of his overly
vouthful suit, the black circlet con-
trasting oddly with the gay, ready-
made cravat and the eager alertnesa in
the man's eYyos.

*Fine day for ths circus™ hs said to
Wallingford in & hssty, Ittle high-
pitched veolce, having inspected all the
Indies in the room.

Wallingford. laying back to study
JOEEEr, left the conversstion to
Blacki=, who loaned forward with
eagsr intersest. as if the topic of the
dasv's wenather were the most impor-
tant in the world.

“Back In =ighty-four, on July seven-
teenth, to be more exact, we had just
such another day for &= circus as thls;
and none since until new,” he stated.
with all the gravity of a deacon con-
fessing his besetting sin at Wednesday
night prayer-mecting,

“You don't say!" exciaimed Xlias,
very much Impressed by Blackie's ac-
curacy. *“You must be an old circus
man."”

“Clrcuses,” declared Blacklie solemn-
1¥, "hnve bean in our famlily for many
genorations; in fact, they were named
after my great-grest-great-grand-
father, Napoleon B, Cireus, who invent-
ed this sort of moral and educational
amusement’

Ellaa carefully smoothed the halr
scross his balding spot, and surveyasd
Blackis with due respect, “Ia thia your

- = J. Rufus Wallingford
Blackie Daw

look who's,

ereNOWThen see

.-?‘Tl!_‘

Al

7

Vo Teiivh Fwils THhal D vrected A to Goto the Devil?”

circus, maybe?™ he wanted to know,.

“Not this one.” explained Blackie
apologetically, paying no attention to
Wallingford's frown, “it belongs to my
friend, P. T. Barnes,” and he waved
hias hand suavely in the dlrection of
Wallingford. J. Rufus bowed in reluet-
ant scknowlsdgment as one bored to
bse known of strangers. Mr. Bogger
Inspected him with becoming aweas. "I
sold mine several years ngo,” resumed
Blackie. ‘I was glad enough to ba
rich, but at that I just naturally graw
weary of secing the money pile up; so
I retired. Now 1 follow circuses around
just for amusement, first one and then
tha other*

“Must be a lot of money in & circus.”
suggested My, Bogger with a question-
Ing glance at Wallingtord, who already
had hia broad chest expanded, look-
ing as nearly as possible llke a man
who had his pockets rfull of milllon-
dollar bllls., To the eye he was perfect-
1y sntiafactory.

“Money!" sald Blackie, with o widely
expressive wave of his hand: and then
he lowercd his volce to an extremely
confidentinl tone. “Circuses make no
muech money,” he went on, “that over
twenty years ago it was found neces-
sary to form the cireus trust, not to
make more money, but to keep cir-
cuses from taking all the money out of
cireulation. Now nobody I8 allowed Lo

start & new circus; theres are only 22,
Inrge nand small, permitted iIn the

United States, and the only way to got
ona la to buy ones’ He grinpned at J.
Rufus, knowing that Wallingford was
fretting about ull this chatter, which
might interfere with thelir Inter plot.

“They must cost & Jot,"” guessed the
other man, Keenly intereated in Black-

‘ie's mrray of thoroughly impromptu
facts,

“Well, no,” returned Blackie, con-
teamplatively searching his fancy for
statements free from monotony; “the
price s standardized. Clrcuses run

from twenty-five thousand to five mll-
lion dollars. This one, for Instance, is
a fifty-thousand-doliar one, being
known in the business as a Class C
show, and Mr. Barnes would lay him-
self open to severe penhlties If he asked
more for it™

Wallingforl looked properly gloomy,
He was really so.

It's worth a lot mors, isn't It™ in-
quired the gonteed one, much con-
cerned.

“At least three times that" growled
Wallingford, as one eggrieved,

“Then I shouldn't think it wonld ever
be for sale,” shrewdly oplned Mr. Bog-
Eer.

“It'a bounds ta be,” Blackie gently
corrected, while Wallingferd turned to
him in angry wonder, *““You ses, there's
50 much money in the business that

no man s permitted to own & circus
longer than 10 years. Even if he
hasn't made encugh to sult him by

that time, he i compsiled to szll out
and glive someons eise & chance."

“You don't say,” exclaimed Eliss,
thoughtfully, stroking the whiskers
which were not there; and he gaszed
at Blackle quite earnestly for some
moments,

Wallingford hastily choked himself
on & drink of water, but Blackie never
turned 4 halr. The pretty waltrogs ap-
pearing at kis slbow at that moment,
he turned to her and confidently or-
dered a fancy meal, from oysters o
tutti-frutt! lce cream. Fannie gazed
down at him with snapping eyes, but
stiff lips,

“I'm in a hurry,” she calmiy stated.
*Which wlill you have; corn beef and

eabbage, steak nand onions, or plain
steak ™

“I'I1 leave It to you” returned
Bliackies, gracefully; “and bring the

same for all three of us."

Fsaony rushed away, avoiding the

hand pat, which Ellas tried to bestow
on her band, and held her laugh until

she reuched the pantry. When che
brought the meal—ill at once, from
soup to dessert. she rushed away
sgain.

There was a little silence Tfollow-
ing her departure, in which ail three

men bent themsalves to the soup. Hav-
Ing finished this,- Mr. Bogger leaned
forward with a sigh.

“i'd like to buy
to Biacikie.

“Can you furnish A-1 credentials’ de-
manded Mr. Daw with a trace of se-
verity: and now- he saw that Walling-
ford was [lstening with eager thought-
fulness,

“Everybody around here knows Elias
Bogger,” returned the other with
proper pride. *“I've got the money, too:
thae is, to buy & Clasa C circus, My
wife died last Winter and I sold the
farnl. T made a little money on a
raiiroad deal, t00,” and his eyves nar-
rowed. "Forty thousand dollars*™

“l see,” muld Blackle, with a glance
at Wallingford. *““What you want Is a

that Is safe, makes enorm-

a circus,” said he

business
ous profit, and lets you have a lot of

fun all at the same time. You're a
sly. old dog, 1 can =ece that™

“Not so very old"” quickly protest-
oed Mr. Bogrer. *I never pass for

within 10 years of my age at that™

“I'd never guess You to be nearly
as old as you say you are” declared
Blackie, At mny aga you wont the
circus business. Aside from the
money that's in it, It's fascinating.
You see that even I, as rich as I am,
ean’'t keep away from it*™

“There's a lot of fine-looking wom-
ep with this show,” sald Mr. Bogger
with a musing smile at Walllngfora,
whose hastily manufactured leer at the
line was more savage than insinuating.
At that moment an old neighbor of
Mr, Bogger's slammed him on tha back
and leaned over his shoulder to talk
to him, and tock him awsy.

“Jim,"” we'll sell him the circus” ex-
claimed Blackie, triumphant that what
had sturted as a “Josh"” now looked like
& business prospect.

“I don't know,” healtated Walllng-
ford. "“He's oo good to be trues. No

man on earth is as rank a sucker as
he seems to be
“They grow mighty rank {n these

swamps,” peristed Bianckie. “"Why, Jim,
Ellas swallowed that circus stuff with

a gulp.”
“"He belleves everything anybody telis
him" whispored an eager volce, and

Fannie, hor' eyes ghining with exclte-
mant, darted away, leaving Blackis and
Wallingford in chuckling conversation.
When shsa came back ths men had
finished thelr coffes and were walt-
ing for her.

“Whaere's Miss Vollet?™ asked Wall-
ingford. :

'Up in my room.”

“Fine,"” approved Wallingford. “You
giria doll up and go out to the grounds
AaE soon &8 yYou tan. Go into the “kid’
show—that's the main side shoWw, you
know, and look at the freaks until we
nesd ¥ou.* :

ML

Already the country and willage folk

were overflowing the grounds, though

it lacked an hour or more of open-
ing time *"Bluu fakers,” and “piteh
grifters,” or sellers of canes, whips

and horns, and workers of amall for-
tune—teling @nd gambling devices,
were making the wslkin rasp with
their grating volces. Here and there
among tha half-bewlildered yokeln
moved lithe, nervous young men of
undeniable city types and travel-atained
elothing, whose furtive eyes and lving
smilez betrayed thelr, sinister designs
upon unprolectad pocketbooks Even
now, the “kid =how* was grinding in
the early dimea, the morbid being In-
vited te moo the froaks by an experti

S Bomrea

“speiler” upon a gaudy platform.
Loafing in the near of the platform,
lazily inspecting the crowd, slotuched
an enormous man with a violent mus-
tache, which gave him & most {eroclous
cast of countenance; and to this for-
bidding citizen Blackle Daw sidied,
grinning at him in waltlng expectancy
until the thick-calfed girl with the
sleepy snnke around her neck, reached
over and kicked the ginnt on the head.

“Friend o' yours, BEAT" she husked,
indicating Blackie

Texas Ed lookea around, and his
face Immedintely 11t with welcome,

“Hello, Sport!™ he roared, giving
Blackie's hand a vice-llke grip. “It's
been & coon's age since 1 see you trim-
min’ the gecks on the pumpkin cir-
cuit, hat's your grift nowadays?"

g | a new Eamsa” explalned

i got
Biackie gravely. T carry around a wad
of wet chewing gum on the end of n
string and fish copers out of blind
mon's cups.

“Same old kidder,™
Evess nothing much

declared Bd. I
is changed except

that we're all older. I have to boot
my llons now evary time I want “em s
to look flerce. 8Say, you ought to be

with this outfit. Coarsest grift you sver
eaw, Everybody's im It, from the man-
ager down”

“Mannger, ¢ch? Ed, slip me all the
Info, you ean. Where's Barnes?™
014 P, T'a Iald up with rheumatic

gout, and so Joe Unger, he's the man-
ager, has been buyving = farm up in
Counoctiout,”

“What does he look like?™

“Like s tub of pork. Funr be it from
me to say such, with me so affection~
ate toward my salary. but Unger's a fat
old flured™

“Thanks, Ed." Blackie threw
his cigarette. "“I'H post my pal right
away, and hurry back. I want you to
shillaber for & fancy grift"

“Wise me"” husked Ed,
urea; “wise me™

Blackie hurried away to the cane
rack where he had planted J, Rufus,
but just &8s he neared his partner, and
before he could speak, Walllngford was
astonizhed to see Blackle look back
over his shoulder and start away on
a gallop. Ellas Bogger was the ex-
planation. He wasa talking to Texas
Ed, and the watchful Fannla was not
four people away from him.

“That was my fall-guy,” explained
Hlackie, arriving breathless just after
Bogger had departed. *“What was his
line of con?"

“He's the richest mark that ever
asked the price of lemons” Imughed
big Ed, gazing In wonder after the de-
parting Bogger. “He pointed out that
fat party over there, and wanted Lo
know If he was Barnes™

“0Of course you wised him up,” wor-
ried Blackias.

“Did I not, I 4ld not!™
with infinite peorn,
Barnes, and that he'd had himself dyed
o brunette to Keep from looking like his
awn lthographe, so people wouldn't
keep trying to buy him out"™

Blackie grinned in sheer dellght at
his luck. “How did you come to hand
fim that gag?’ he asked.

*The line af dope he'd been passing
cut won it for him.,” replied Ed with a
reminiscent smile. "Some of his ques-
tions were gcreams. Why, the gpsuek
had an !dea that a man was only al-
lowed to own a ¢ircus 10 years, be-
cause thare was so much money in It
end he wanted to know bow long
Barnex had to run yet."”

“What did you tell him; nine yeaara
or a week?" Inquired Blackis anxlously.

“Twenty-four hours,” chuckled Ed
“Now he'a hurrying right over to the
fat party to buy the clrous. 1 bhope he
selln 1t to him. If he does, I want m):
bit.™

“Leave that to me,” and as soon A8
My Bogger had walked away from

.

away

with pleas-

replisd Ed4

“I told him it was-

FAMOUS PaTE

Waillingford, Dow hurried over to J.
Rufus.

“I can't balleve it yet, Blackie,” de-
clared his partner. *“'Elina Bogger is
either the prize boob of the universe
or €lse he has me kidded to a stand-
stil"

“Take it from me, he's the prize lol-
lup,” protested Blackie earnestly. “He
looks like s remittance from mother.”

“He is If he buys my circus”™ chuck-
led J. Rufus. “Say Bilackie, you find
out where Barnes 1s and cook up some
scheme to keep him out of the way for
an hour. Do that and I'll sell Ell some
experience.”

“Go an far ss you llke and see if
Barnes cares,” alrily responded Blackie.
Old P. T. hasn’'t been with the show a
minute this season, and his manager, a
fat burgiar by the moniker of Joe
Unger, Is grafting all the velvet. Ha's
s0 strong at it he hasn't pald salaries
for three weeks™

The change in Wallingford was in-
stantaneous. He threw back his shoul-
ders, puffed out his broad chest and
smoothed down his vest, and in his
eyes there glowed the light of amiling
confidence. "Show me this Unger
party,” he sald. "I'm going to put him
on the broller properly. How dare he
knock down on the governor Blackie,
Eo back and grab this Bogger yip and
don't lose him. Hold him in the men-
agerie until I look you up, even If you
have to lock him in with the monkeys.”

“I don‘'t get you,” objected Blackle,
much troubled, “I don't see why you
don't chase right after this aforesaid
moartal error, lead him gently up to a
fountain pon, and take a check for
$50,000 out of his narveleas fingears.™

“Exactly,” agread Walllngford. “Then
I suppose we put on green whiskers
and whitewash our hair, and hire the
Pinkertons to Keep Bogger away from
us."

“Yes, 1 suppose it would be danger-
ous” admitted Blackle.

“Dangerous? repeated Wallingford
indignantly. “It would bd»e criminal,
and I dgn't make speeches to grand
Juries, The only thing I don't like
about you, Blackle, is that you have
some of the iInatincts of a croole Fol-
low me and learn how a man cen be
bonest and still stay out of jall*™

He strode siralght across to the main
entrance, into which o selld stream of
moist hbumanity was already wedglng,
Wallingford, broad of shoulder and a
head taller than the mass, pushed his
way impatiently along between the
swaying ropes, and wgs about to push
as lmpatiently past We ticket-taker
when that gentleman®a heavy-framed
thug, grabbed him roughly the
shoulder,

“Ticket!"” he rasped

“Where's Joe Unger?™ demanded
Wallingford, with a frown as black as
night.

The ticket taker glanced toward a
beely man who stood just beyond him,
his Buffalo Bill sgombrero in his hand,

by

moaping his head with a gray slik
handkerchisf. The heavy gentleman
making no sign, the ticket-taker
turned again 1o Wallihgford

“I snld where's your ticket!™
manded, immediate action

he de-
lurking just

behind his eyaballa,
Blx brawny gentlemen, three on
side of the ro amiled grim-
and bent ecugerly forward. One of
them, with =a bhlack patch ver his
eve, edged up quita closely and mo-
tioned the one next him, who had =
thrice broken nose, to give him room

for his right elbow. It was a tickliah
moment in which Wallingford was con-
sclous that the “bouncer” with three
front teeth gone was grimming with
hideous anticipation. In this emers-
ency his course was prompt and de-
clslve.

“You're fired!" he roared with =
flare of anger, shaking his blg fore-
finger in the ticket-taker's face, “Get
off the lor™

There was n second’s pguse, in which
the six bouncers looked at sach other
dublously, and the one with the caull-
flower ear turned, with a troubled eye,
to the equally troubled beefy mun.

“I'm doln' what I'm paid for,”
growled the ticket-taker sulkily. *I
got to have your ticket."

“Didn‘t I tell you to get off the lot!"
Walllngford bellowed, his face actually
purpling with the effect of his "bluff™
“And if somebody don's hunt up Joo
Unger for me within about 30 seconds,
'l fire the whele lot of you. Where
is he?'

The bouncer with the split nose
pointed out the beefy man, just as that
gentleman came forward, his gullt al-
ready gripping him. :

“I'm Joe Unger,” he
though much troubled,
wWRnt™

Wallingford stepped over Lo Join him,
letting ‘the stream of gaplng country
folkk flow on again, but did not answer
his gquestion. Instead, he turned to the
eve-patched thug.

“Here, Blll, or whatever your name
=" he ordered In the voice of author-
1ty, “you tako tickets till I put a new
man on the box. Now, Unger, how was
yesterday’'s business?

“Whoe wants to know?' demanded
Mr, Unger, endeavoring to assert his
customary czarship, but feeling it slip-
ping from him.

“1 do," smapped Wallingford,

“And who are youT" inquired IInger,
angry thast his volce was loaing ita
strengith. The blus blotch on his lower
Hip turned purple, and Wallingford
saw I

“Sears!"” smapped Walllngford.

Unger repeated the mame feehly, but
nad mot the “nerve” to ask who Sears
might be.

“If the fact that I'm ESears ian't
enough for you, I'll have a Johinny-tin-
plata tell you more,” declared J. Rufus,
watching narrowly, and belng weil
plensed with the effect of this threat
of & local officer of the low. “Naw,
look hers, Unger, the Governor wants
to kmow why the business ils so rotten,

barked gruffly,
“What do you
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and I'm hers to find What wan
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denly gathered on Mr. Un
and rolled off tha tip of b

“Somebody’'s hetn stringing 5
said feebly, feellng mnervously of his
trembling lowesr Up. There was some-
thing abofl Wallingford w B CcOom-
pelled bellef. Possibly L was the
breadth and quality of his walsteoat

*We'll find ont about that™ sald
Wallingford" sternly. “Now ahow ma

over the plant.”
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rrying into
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him rae timea had to to im to
a.rc him.

*You leave It to ma I thing IUs =
Joka," announced Blackie. ‘IT've bean
hera for 10 nutea trying to mMaEs
the king of heasts gunil before the
power of ths human eye. 1 think he's
blind, ast himl™

*"Ha esn't see you, anvhow,” re-
plied Wallingford “He's thinking of
his native wilds of. BrideEepor Conn..
in the cages of which he and most of
his ancesiors wers born. Where's
Bogger?”

“Bogger,” atated Blackie placidly, “is
anchored In seat one, section A, count-
ing the house, and extimating today's
profits; =nd just behind him, nover
moving her brown eyes from the back
of his head, sits cute littla Fannle
Warden."

re's VioletT™

* grinned Blackies “Bhe is in

charge of

the most mother-like dames
in the cireus, being all dollad up like
the ‘s bride.”™

lion-tamer

“The 11" gasped Walllngford In
niahment.

“A rich play., 3 s and Blackis

twirled hi= paint aches in cTat-

ificatic

1e Ly

“YXou n all righ

the solid meat of & frame-up T W

it comes to the fancy touches leave
to your Uncle Horace™

*“What bave you been doing? de-
manded J. Rufus, with a troub ¥

He was sometimes afrald of
wildly whimslcal schemes
the fact that they were always suce

fal.

"Doing?™ Blacklsa pushaed up both
ajdea of his mustnche, raming the
whole cireus. Texay Fd Unger is In an
the play. All you have to do Is to

boob Bogger.
to you™
“Send Unger to/me first,” ordersd 3,
Rufus, after a moment thought
When Hiackis returned with «he
anxlons Bogger, Wallingford was rak-
ing Unger over the cosls at a great
rate, and the unlucky managsr was per-
spiring ke a camp meeting exhorter,
“Beg your pardon, eir," sald Biackis,
touching Wallingfogd on ths arm. “but
iConciuded ou Fagoe o)

Walt, and I'll bring him

of




