. TTRLY, the tramp, sidled
toward the free-lunch
counter. He caught a
fleeting glance
the bartender's eye,
and stood still, trying
to look like a businkss
man who had just
dined at the Menger and was waiting for
a friend who I@cl promised to plck him up
in his motor car. Curly's histrionic pow-
ers were equ;-l to the impersonaton; but
his make-up was wanting.

The bartender rounded the bar In a
casual way, looking up at the celling as
though he wns ponderigg some intricate
problem of kalsomining, and then [fell
upon Curly se suddenly that the roadster
had ne excuses ready. Irresistibly, but so
composedly that it seemed almost absent-
mindadness on his part,
drinks pushed Curly to the swinging
doors and kicked him out, with a noncha-
lance that almost amounted to sadness.
That was the way of the Southwest.

Curly arose from the gutter leisurely.
Ha felt no :ln-fr'r or resentment toward his
ejector.

from

the dispenser of

Fifteen vears of tramphood spent
out of the twenty-two yvears of his life had
hardened the fibers of his spirit. The
slings and arrows of outrageous fortune
fell blunted from the buckler of his ar-
mored pride.  With especlal resignation
did he suffer contumely and injury at the
hands of bartenders. N,\turully. they
were his enemies; and unnaturally, they
weare often his fricwmds. He had to take hls
chances with them. But he had not yet
learnbd to estimate these cogl, languid,
pouthwestern knights of the bungstarter,
who had the manners of an Earl of Paw-
tucket, and who, when they disapproved
ot your presence, moved you with the sl-
lence and dispatch of a chess automaton
advancing a pawn.

+ + +

Curly stood for a few moments in the
narrow, mesquit-paved street. San An-
tonio puzzled and disturbed him. Three
days he had been a nonpaying guest of
the town, having dropped off there from a
box car of an L. and G. N. freight, because
Greaser Johnny had told him in Des
Moines that the Alamo Cily was manna
fullen, gathered, cooked, and served free
with cream and sugar. Curly had found
the tip partly a good one. There was hos-
pitality in plenty of a careless, llberal, ir-
. regular sort. But the town “itselt was a
weight upon his spirits after his experi-
ence with thg rushing, businesslike, sys-
tematized cities of the North and East.
Here he was often flung a dollar, but too
frequently a good-natured kick would fol-
low it. Once a band of hilarious cowboys
had roped him on Military Plaza and
drageged him across the black sofl until ne
respectable ragbag would have stood
sponsor for his‘clothes. The winding, dou-
bling streets, leading nowhere, bewildered
.him. And then there was a little river,
erooked as a pot-hook, that crawled
through the middle of the town, trossed
by a hundred little bridges so nearly alike
that they got om Curly’'s nerves. And the
last bartender wore a No. 9§ shoe.

The saloon stood on a corner. The
hour was 8 o'clock. Homefarers and _out-
goers jostled Curly on the narrow stone
sidewalk. Between the buildings to his
left he looked down a cleft that pro-
e¢laimed itself another thoroughfare. The
alley wns dark except for one patch of
light. Where there was light there were
sure to be human beings. Where there
were human beings after nightfall in San
Antonio there might be food, and there
was sure to be drink. 8o Curly headed
for the light.

The illumination came from Schwegel's
Cafe. On the sidewalk in front of it Curly
picked up an old envelope. It might have
contained a check for a million.
empty; but the wanderer read the ad-
dress: “Mr. Otto Schwegel,” and the
namse of the town and state. The post-
mark was Detroit.
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Curly eutered the saloon. And now In
tha light it could be perceived that has
bore the stamp of many yedrs of vaga-
bondage. He had nope of the tidincss of
the calculating and shrewd professional
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of the night. Tho sirects were mere fis-
sures through which flowed gray wreaths
of river mist. As he walked he heard
laughter and the chink of coln and chips
behind darkened windows, and music com-
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Congress finds himself in.

SEPARATING FROM SARAH.

finding out facts beforehand.

Y FORCE OF ARMS. By Harold Brown Swope.

mteresting situations, but none so amusing as the predicament
the Senator who has just introduced the disarmament bill in

men have been noted for rushing headlong into trouble without

Tom Dilley gets a divorce from Sarah. However, she has views
of her own on the question which she proceeds to try out. The

result Will mﬂke you \"Dﬂder if. nfter nil. !l\e h" not rcached a
solution to this much discussed question.

HANDLED WITHOUT GLOVES.
of those great stories of the prize ring.
against Champion Bippus, and being unable to settle it in the

ring, finds a satisfnctqry solution on the outside.

SWEETHEART PRIMEVAL. Another installment of that great se-
rial by Edgar Rice Burroughs.
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tramp. His wardrobe represented the

cast-off specimens of half a dozen fash-
ions and eras. Two factories had com-
bined their efforts in providing shoes for
his feet. As you gazed at him there
passed through your mind vague impres-
sions of mummies, wax figures, Russian
exiles, and men lost on desert islands. His
face was covered almost to his eyes with
a curly brown beard that he kept trimmed
short with a pocket-knife, and that had
furnished him with his nom de route.
Light-blue eyes, full of sullenness, fear,
cunning, impudence, and fawning, wit-
nessed the stress that had been laid upon
his soul.

The saloon was small, and in its at-
mosphere the odors of meat and drink
struggled for the ascendancy. The pig
and the cabbage wrestled with hydrogen
and oxygen. Dehind the bar S8chwegel la-
bored with an assistant whose epidermal
pores showed nd signs of being obstructed.
Hot wienerwurst and sauerkraut was be-
ing served to purchasers of beer. Curly
shuffled to the end of the bar, coughed
hollowly, and told Schwegel that he was a
Detroit cabinet-maker out of a job. It
followed as the night the day that he got
his schooner and lunch,

“Was you acquainted maybe mit Hein-
rich Btraouss in Detroit?’ asked Schwegel.

“Did T know Heinrichh Strauss?” re-
peated Curily, gffectionately. “Why, say,
Bo, I wish 1 had a dollar for every game
of pinocle me and Heine has played on
Sunday afternoons.”

+ 4+ +

More beer and a second plate of steam-
ing food was set before the diplomat. And
then Curly, knowing to a fluid dram how
far a “con” game would go, shufied out
into_the unpromising street.

And now he began to perceive the in-
conveniences of this stony southern town.
Theare was none of the outdoor gayety and
brilliancy and music that provided dis-
traction even to the poorest In the citles
of the North. Here, even 80 early, the
gloomy, rock-walled .houses were closed

. and barred against the wurky dampness
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ing from every chink of wood and stone,
But the diversions were selfish; the day of
popular pastimes had not yet come to San
Antonio.

But at length Curly, as he strayed,
turned the sharp angle of another lost
street and came upon a rollicking band of
stockmen from the outlying ranches cels-
brating in the open in front of an anclent
wooden hotel. One great roisterer from
the sheep country, who had just instigated
a movement toward the bar, swept Curly
in llke a stray goat with the rest of his
flock. The princes of kine and wool halled
him as a new zoological discovery, and
uproariously strove to preserve him in the
diluted alcohol of their compliments and
regards.

+ 4+ 4

An hour afterward Curly staggered
from the hotel barroom dismissed by his
fickle friends, whose interest im him had
subsided as quickly as it had risen. Full
—stoked with aleoholie fuel and cargoed
with food, the only question remaining to
disturb him was that of shelter and bed.

A drizzling, cold Texas rain had begun
to fall—an endless, lazy, unintermittent
downfall that lowered the spirits of men
and raised a reluctant steam from the hot
stones of the streets and houses, 1’I'hu.s
comes the “‘norther,” dousing gentle =pring
and amiable autumn with the chilling sa-
lutes and adieus of coming and departing
winter.

Curly followed his nose down the first
tortuous street into which his irresponsible
feet conducted him. At the lower end of
it, on the bank of the serpentine stream,
he perecived an open gate in a cemented
rock wall. Inside he saw camp fires and a
row of low wooden sheds bufit against
three sides of the Inclosing wall. He en-
tered the inclosure. Under the sheds many
horses were champing at their cats and
corn. Many wagons and buckboards stood
abont with their teams’ harness thrown
carelessly upon the shafts and double-
trees. Curly recognized ihe place as a
wagon yard, such as is provided by mer-

‘anaconda and the thirst of a camel

chants for their out-of-town friends and
customers. No one was in sight. No doubt
the drivers of those wagons were acattered
about the town “sceing the el nhant and
hearing the owl.” In their hante to bhe
cotne patrons of the town's dispensaries of
mirth and good cheer the last ones to dae
part must have left the great wouoden gate
swinging open.

Curly had satisfied th. hunger of an
. 80 he
was neither in the mood nor the condition
of an explorer. He migzagged ﬁln way to
tha first wagon that his eyesight distine
guished in the semi-darkmess under the
shed. It was a two-horse wagon with &
top of white canvas. The wagon was half
filled with loose plles of wool sacks, two
or three great bundies of gray blankets,
and a number of bales, bundles, and boxes,
A reasoning eye wouid have estimated the
load at once as ranch supplies, bound en
the morrow for some outlying haclenda,
But to the drowsy intelligence of Curly
they represented only warmth and softs
ness and protection against the cold hus
midity of the night. After several wms
lucky efforts, at last he conquered gravity
so far as to climb over a wheel and piteh
forward upon the best and warmest Bed
he had fallen upon in many a day. Then
he becamse instinctively a burrowing ami«
mal, and dug his way like a pruirie dog
down among the sacks and blankets, hid«s
ing himself from the cold air as snug and
safe as a bear in his den. For three nights
sleep had visited Curly only in broken and
shivering doses. So now, when Morpheug
condescended to pay him a call, Curly got
such a strangie hold on the mythologieal
old gentleman that it was a wonder !
anyone else in the whole world got a wink
of sleep that night.

+ + +

IL

IX cowpunchers of the Cibolo Raneh

were waiting around the door of the
ranch store. Their ponies cropped grass
near by, tied In the Texas fashion—whieh
is not tied at all. Their bridle reins had
been dropped to the earth, which is &
more effectual way of securing them m
is the power of habit and Ilmagination)
than you could devise out of a half-imeh
rope and a live cak tree. L

e

These guardians of the cow lounged,
about, each with a brown cigaret mwh
his hand, and gently but unceasingly
cursed SBam Hevell, the storekeeper. Bam,_
stood in the door, snapping the red elastlo
bands on his pink madras shirt slceves.
and looking down affectionately at the
only pair of tan shoes within a forty-mile
radius. His offense had been sericus, -‘
he was divided between humbile apolegy
and admiration for the beauty of his ral«
ment. He ball allowed the ranch stock of
“smoking” to become exhausted.

“1 thought sure there was another case
of it under the counter, boys,” he gx-
plained. “But it happened to be eat-
terdeges.” .

“You've sure got a case of happenadi-
citis,” sald Poky Rodgers, fence rider of
the Largo Verde potrero. “Someboldy
ought to happen to give you a knock en
the head with the butt end of a quirt: m
rode in nine miles for some tobacco: and
it don’t appear natural and seemly that
yoil ought to be allowed to live.” :

“The boys was smokin' cut plug
dried mesquit leaves mixed when I “"
sighed Mustang Taylor, horse wrangier of
the Three Elm camp. “They’ll be lookin®
for me back by 9. They'll be settin’ up, .
with thelt papers ready to roll a whiff of
the real thing before bedtime. And I've
got to tell 'em that this pink-eyed, shéep-
headed, sulphur-hoofed, shirtwaisted jom
of a calico broneo, Bam Mtu‘t.&
no tobacco on hand.” |

Gregorio Falcon, Ih:lun Vaguero ﬂ 2
best thrower of the rope on the M
pushed his heavy, silv
straw sombrero back upon his thicket of
fet biack curls, and scraped the bottoms of
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