THE COW PUNCHER

Hero's an up-to-date story of
the ranch country, the city and
“over there” It's a love story—
the story of the master passion
that drives & man onward to suc-
cess for the sake of the woman
he loves. The hero Is a mave-
rick of the foothills, The herolne
Is & city girl born to the con-
ventlons,

As the boy was practicing
shooting with his cayuss on the
dead run along came the first
automobile he had ever seen, It
ohligingly tipped over right be-
hind the ranch house and broke
the owner's leg. So thers was
time for Dave and Irene to get
acqualinted—which was to fall in
love.

They parted with a kiss—she
to go back to her city life, he to
win his way up to her.

| — —
CHAPTER 1.
S

The shadows of the spruce trees
fell northeastward, poloting long, cool
fngers across belts of undulating
pralrie or leanlng lazily agalnst the
brown foothills, And among the
trees It way cool and green, and cleay
blue water rippled over beds of shin-
ing gravel,

The house was of round, stroight
logs; the =hingles of the squat roof
were cupped wid hlistered with the
suns of many suiniers. Refuse lol-
tered about the open door: many
empty ting, a leaky barrel with mlss-
log hoops, boxes, harness, thogled bits
of wire. Once there hnd boon n fence,
s sort of pleket fence of Hitle snp-
Hngs, but wild broneos had kicked It
to pleces and eange steers had steag-
gled unscarred across Ity seattered
remnants,

Forward, and to the left, was o
mmnll corenl, mill slabs on end or
fences of lodgepole ploe; s corner
komewhat covered In, offering vague
protection from the weuther. The up-
per poles were worn thin with the
eribblog of many horses,

The desertlon seemed wbsolute; the
pllence wos the sllence of the unspo-
ken places. Dut suddenly it was bro-
ken by a stamping In the covered part
of the corral, and 8 man's volee say:
Ing:

“Hip, there! Whon, you cayusel
Get under your saddle!  Sleepin’
against a post all day, you Sloppy-
eye. Hip! Come to it1"

Horse and rider duashed Inte the
sunlight. The boy—for he was no
more than a boy—snt the beast as
thongh born to it, his lithe frame tak-
lng every miotlon of Wi wount us
woftly a8 n good bont rides the sea,
With & yell at his horse he snatched
the hat from his head, tarning to the
sun # smooth brown fuce aud b manad
of durk balr, and slapped the horse
across the flank with hls crumpled
hendgenr. The animal sprong into

Ths Animal Sprang Into the Air, Then
Dashed at a Gallop Down the Road.
Way.

the alr, then dashed at a gallop down
the roadway, bearing the boy a8 un
concerned ns a flower on s stem.

Suddenly he brought his horse to o
stop, swung about, and rode back at
n gentle canter. A fow yards from
the house he agaln spurred him to o
gallop, and, leaning far down by the
animal's slde deftly plcked a bottle
from among the grass. Then he clrelod
pbout, repeating this operation s
often as his eye fell on o bottle, until
he had half a dozen; then down the
road again, cavefully setting a bottle
on ench post of the fence that skirfid
it to the right.

Aguln he came buck to the house,
but when he turned his oye was on
ihe row of posts and his right hand
lay on the grip of his revolver, Agaln
his sharp yell broke the sllence and
the horse dashed forward ns thongh
shot from a gun. Down the road they
went until within a rod of the first
bottle; then thare wis o flash In the
sunlight and to the clatter of the
horse's hoofs eame the crack-cruck
of the revolver, Two bottles shivered

taet, and the boy rode back, muttering
and disappointed. He reasoned with
his horse as he rode:

*'Tain't no use, you ol' Blop-eye;
a fellow can't get the bead If he aln't
got the filllin'—cooked meals an' de-
cent chuck. I could plug 'em six out
o' slr—you know that, you ol flop-
ears, Don't you argue about It, nel-
ther, When I'm right Inside my belt
I smash 'em six out o' six, but I ain't
right, an' you know It. You don't
know nothin' about It. You never had
o father; leastways you never had to
he responsible for one, . Well,
it's comin' to a finish—a d— lame
finlgh, you know that, You know—"

But he had relonded his revolver
nnd get up two more bottles, This
time he broke four and was hetter
plessed with himself, As he rode back
his sollloquy wus broken by a stiange
sound from beyond the belt of trees.
The horse pricked up his ears and
the boy turned ln #he saddle to listen,
“Jumpln' cricketsa! What's loese?” he
eluculnted. He knew every sound of
the foothill country, but this was
strange to him, A kind of enort, &
sort of hiss, mechanical In Its regu-
lnrlty, sturtling in lts strangeness, 1t
eame across the valley with the un-
broken rhythm of & watch tick.

"Well, I guess It won't ent us” he
ventured st lagt, “We'll Just run It
down und perhiaps poke a hole In 1t
So saying, he cantered along the road,
crossed the little stream, wnd swung
up the hill on the farther side,

He was half way up when o tum In
the rond bronght him Into sudden
glght of the strange visitor, It was
the first he had seen, but he knew It
at once, for the fame of the sutomo-
bile, then in Its single-cylinder stuge,
hpd already spread Into the farthest
riinching country, The horse wis less
well Informed, He bucked nnd kicked
In mge ond terror. But the boy was
consclous not so much of the horse a8
of two bright eyes turned on him In
frank and surpriged admivation,

“What horsemanship!” she ex-
clalmed. But the words haid searce
left her lips when they were followed
by a cry of alarm, For the ¢ar had
tiken # sudden turn from the road
and plunged Into n growth of young
poplurs that fringed the hillside, It
half slld, half plowed 118 woy Into a
geml-vertienl posttion nmong the young
trees,  The two occupants were
thrown from thelr seat; the girl fell
clear but her father was less fortu-
nate,

In an Ingtant the boy had flung him-
self from his horse, dropping fhe relns
to the grosnd, and the anlmal, nl-
though snorting and shivering had no
thought of dlsgracing his training by
bredkiog his parole. With quick, uo-
guinly strides the boy hrought himself
to the upturned moechine, It wns cu-
tlous that he ghould appear to such
disndyantage on lis feet, In the
saddle he was grace personified.

For o moment ha looked somewhnt
stupldly upon the wreck., Fud It been
n horse or n steer he would have
known the procedure, but this experi-
ence wns new to his life, Besldes
there were strangers here, He had no
fenr of strangers when they wore
chaps and colored handkerchiefs, but
a girl In 4 brown sweater nnd an
oldish man with & white collur were
creatures to be approached with can-
tion, The oldish man wus Iylng on
the ground, with a leg ploned under
the car, und Brown Swedter ralsed
hlg heéad ngninst her knee and pressed
his cheeks with small white fingers,
and looked at the boy with bright
griy oyes and said:

“Aren't you golng to do anything?"

That brought him back. “Sure,” he
gald, springlug to her side. “Whada ye
want me to do?"

“1 nm afrald my leg ls broken," sald
the man, speaking calmly notwithe
standing his paln. *“Can you get the
Jack out of the toolbox und ralre the
carl”

The gitl polnted to the hox, and In
n moment he had the Jjuck In his
hand. But it was a new tool to him
and he fumibled with It stupldly, The
handle would not fit, and when 1t did
fit It operated the wrong way

#0h, let me have iL"” she crled lm-
patiently,

In n moment she had It set under
the frame of the ear and was plylng
the' handle up and down with rapid
strokes, The boy looked on, helpless
and mortified, He was begluning to
redllze that there were more things
in the world than riding a herse and
shooting bottles. He foit o sudden
desire to be of great service, And
Just now he could be of no service
whatever,

But the foot of the jack began to
sink In the soft earth, and the girl
lookedl up helplessly,

“It wen't 1ft IL" she sald,
shall we do?™

It was his chance, He was elghteen,
nod his wild, open lfe bad glven him
mhscles of steel,  “Here" he sald
roughly, "move hik leg when I get it
clonr”  Ho tarned his back to the
wnlilne and erouched down until he
cotld got his hands under the steel
frome. Then he Ufted, The car was
I n somewhat polsed position, and he
was gble to swing 1t up far enough

“What

to fragments, but four rewmnlned In-|to relense the Injured leg.

“Very good, my boy," sald the man.
“That was a wonderful lift. The leg
Is broken—compound, Can you get
some way of moving me to shelter?
1 will pay you well.”

The last words were unfortunate.
Hospitality In the ranching country is
not bought and gold,

“You can't pay wme nothin'," he sald
rudely. “But I can bring a light
wagon, If you can ride In that, and
put you up at the ranch, The old
mun’s soused,” he added, as an after-
thought, “but it's better than sleepin’
out. I won't be long"

He was bnck at his horse, and in
& moment they heard the elatter of
hoofs galloping down the hillslde,

The girl rested her futher's hend In
her lap. Tears made her bright eyes
brighter still,

“Don't ery, Reenle,”" he sald gently.
“We are very lucky to be so close to
help, Of course I'll be lnld up for a
while, but It will give you a chance
to see ranch life as It reully 18" He
winced with paln but continued: “I
fancy we shall find It plain and un-
veneered, What s horseman! If I
could run sn automoblle lke he does
& horse we should not be here,”

“He's strong,” she suld. “But he's
rude."

“The best flelds for musgele are often
poor schools for manners,” he an-
swered,

The boy wans soon back with a
wagon and a streteler, He avolded
the eyes of his guests, but qulckly
aund gently enough he placed the in-
Jured moan on the stretcher. I gness
you'll have to tuke the feet," he sald,
The words were for the girl although
he did not look at her. “I could
hustle him myself but it might burt
!im.lt

But the injured man Interrupted.
‘T beg your pardon, he sald, “that I
did not Introduce my daoughter. 1 am
Doctor Hardy; this 18 my doughter
Irene, Mr—1"

"They don't cull me mister,” sald

the boy. “Misters ls scarce In these
woods. My mname |s Elden—Dave
Elden."

The girl ecame up with extended
hand, He took It shyly, but it made
him curlously bold,

“I'm glad to meet you, Mr, Hlden,"
ghe sali,

"I'm glad to meet you, too," he an-
swered, “Misses Is scarcer than mis-
ters in this neck o' the woods"

Curefully they lifted the Injured
man into the wagon, and Dave drove
to the ranch bullding with an un-
wonted caution that must have caused
strunge misgivings In the hearts of
hig tedam,

“It aln't much of A place," he sald,
a8 they pulled up at the door. *I
guess you can see that for yourself,”
he aodded, with a grin, “You see
there's Just dad and me, and he's
soused mogt of the time, and T handle
a4 lusso better'n a scrubbin' brush."
He wus already losing his shyness.
“Now you taka the feet ngaln, Steady !
Look out for that barrel hoop. This
way now,"

He led Into the old ranch house,
kicking the door widér open with his
heel ns he passed. A partitlon from
enst to west divided the house, and
noother partition from north to south
divided the northern half. In the
northesst room they set the siretcher
on the floor.

“Now,” sald the boy, “I'm goln" for
the doctor. It'a forty mlles to town,
and 1l lkely be mornin' befora I'm
pick, but Il sure burn the trail
There's grub In the house, and you
won't starve—that 18 If you can cook."”
(This was evidently for Irene. There
wos o note In It that soggested the
glel might have her limitations,) “Dig
lnto anythin' In sight, And I hope
your father's leg won't hurt wvery
much."

“Ob, I'll stand 1" sald Doctor
Hardy, with some cheerfulness, “We
medicn] men become accustomed to
suffering—In other people. You are
very kind, My daughter may remaln
In this room, I supposa? There s
no one else?"

“Np one but the old man,” he an-
gwered, “He's nsleep In the next
room, wafe till mornin’. Tl be back
by that time, That's my bed" indl-
cuting o corner. “"Make yourselves at
home." He lounged through the door,
and they heard his spurs clanklng
aeross the hard earth,

The glrl's first thought was for her
father, She removed his boot and
stocking, and, under his direction, siit
the leg of his trousers ahove the In-
Jury. It was bleeding a little, In the
large room of the house she found a
puil of water, and she buthed the
wound, wiplog It with her bhandker
chlef and miogling & tear or two with
the warm blood that dripped from 4t

“You're good stuff,” her father sald,
pressing the fingers of her unocoupled
hand. “Now If you could find n clean
cloth to bandage it—"

“Is that you, Dave?”
“Yes, Reenle, and the doc-

tor, too.”

(TO BE CONTINUEDJ

“HE'S A WONDERFUL BOY."

Bynopels—Dave Elden, son of &
drunken ranchman and almost &
maverlck of the foothills, s break-
Ing botties with his pistol from his
running cayuse when the first au-
tomoblle he has ever seen arrives
and tips over, breaking the leg of
Doctor Hardy but not injuring his
beautifll daughter Irene, Dave
rescucy the tnjured man and starts
for the nearest doctor, 40 mlles
away.

| ——

CHAPTER |—Continued.
—

She looked about the place some-
what hopelessly, Her father read her
perplexity,

“It geems as though you would be
In charge here for u while, Reenlo,"
he gald, “so you will sive thne by
getting acqualnted at onee with your
equipment,  Look the house over and
see what you have to work with,"

“Well, T can commence here" she
answered.  “This Is Dave's room. 1
suppose I should say Mr, Hlden's,
but—what was It he sald about ‘mls-
tering’? It would be splendid if It
were cleaned up," she continued, with
kindling enthusinsm, ‘“These bare
logs, bare floors, bare rafters—we've
got buck to essenilals, hnywny. And
that's his hed. She surveyed o
framework of spruce poles, on which
lay an old siraw mattress and some
very gruy blankets! "1 suppose he
I8 very tired when he goes to bed"”
ghe sald, drolly, as though that could
be the only explunation of sleep amid
such surroundings.

In the south end of the larger room
stood a ifireplace, crudely made of
glabs of natlve rock, The fires of
many winters hod erumbled the rock,
g0 that It had fallen in in places and
was no longer employed for its orlgi-
nal purpose, A very rosty and greasy
stove now occupled the space lmme-
digtdly 'In front of the fireplace, the
gtoveplpe lending Ilnto the ample but
tottering chimney, Nepr (he stove
wng a bench supportlig a il wasle
basin, & wooden pall and certaln feogs
ments of soap—evidently all the equip-
ment necessury for the simple ablu-
tlons of the Elden lhousehold, The
remnint of a gealu-bug, with muny evi-
dences of use and abuse, performed
the functions of s towel, and a broken
plece of looking-gliss guve the falntest
Intimation that a strain of fundamens
tal relatlonship links the sexes, By
the western wall was u table, with nu-
merous dishes, and to the wall [iself
had been nalled wooden boxes—salmon
and tomato cases—now containing an
nssortment of culinary supplles. A
partlully used sack of flonr and an-
other of rolled oats leaned agalnst the
wall, and a trapdoor in the floor gave
promise of further resources benenth.
There was a window in the enst and
another In the west, both open and
nngereened ; myrinds of flles gave the
only touch of Hfe to the dismal scene.

Irene lovked It all over, then leaned
ngalnst the window elll ang laughed,
Her father hind brought her west for
holidays, with the promise of changed
gurroundings and new experlences, but
he hod promiséd her no such delight
fts this. With the Elden kltchen still
photographied in her mind she called up
the pleture of her own clty home—the
order; the precislon; the fixedness;
the thig-slts-here-and-that-stands-there-
ness; the flatness and emptiness and
formallty of It all; and she turned
agnln to the Klden kltehen and latghed
—a goft, rippliog, {rrepressible laugh,
08 [rrepressible as the laughter of the
mountain stream amid the evergreens,

Then she looked agaln from the open
window, this time with eves that saw
the vista of valley and woodlund and
foothill that stretched down Into the
opening prairle. Buddenly she realized
that she was looking down upon a ple-
ture—one of nature’s obscure master-
plecw—paluléd fn brown nnd green
and saffron agalost an opal canvas. It
wis beautiful, not with the solemnity
of the great mountnins, nor the sol-
emnity of the great plains, but with
that nearer, more Intlmate relatlonship
which iz the peculinr property of the
foothitl country, The girl drew a
great breath of the pure air and was
about to drean & new daydream when
the volee of her father brought her to
earth.

"“Cuan't you find anything that will do
for o bandage? he asked.

“Oh, von dear Daddykins!" she re-
plled, her volee tremulous with self-
reproach. “I had forgotien. There
wis a spell, or something; It just came
down upon me in the window. The
bundage? Dear, nol The only cloth I
gee |s the kitchen towel, and 1 can't
recommend it. Bot swhut a goose 1
am! Our grips are In the car, or un-
der It, or somewhere. 1’11 be back in
a Jitty," And she was off at a sharp
trot down the trall along which she
had so recently come ln Dave Hiden's
wigon,

The grips were duly found, and Irene
congratulated herself that she and her
father were in the babit of tmwcllngll
with equipment for overnlght. Arrived
at the house, she deftly wrapped a
bandege about her father’s Injury and
set to work at the preparation of sup-

per—a task not strange to her, us her
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mother considersd it correct that her
danghter should have a worklog knowl-
edge of kitchen affalrs.

Once during the evening she took a
glance into the other room. It was
even less loviting than Dave's, with
walls bare of any adornment save dirty
garments that hung from nulls driven
in the logs. On the rude hed lay an
old mnn, She could see only a part of
his face—a gray mustacte drooplng
over an open mouth, and o florld cheek
turned to the glow of the settlng sun.
On a chalr beside the bed sat a bottle
and the room roeked with the smell of
breath  charged with aleohol.  She
gently closed the door and busied her-
self through the long evening with re.
foring In the kitehen and with little
minigtrations deslgned to relleve the
sufferings of her futher,

The sun eank behind the Rockies
and a durkness, soft and mystienl and
silent, stole up the villey, hughlng even
the nolseless duy. The girl stood
framed fn the open window and the
moonl’ Nt painted her face to the puar-
est Ivory and toyed with the rich
brown fustness of her hodr aud glenmed
from a slogle ornnment at her thront
Slie was under o spell, She wos In a
new world, where were manliood, und
sitence, and the renlities of belng, and
moonlight, and great gulfs of shadopw
between the Wille, and lnrge, friendly
stars, nnd soft Lreezes pushing this
way and that without definlte direc
tlon, and strange, quiet nolses from
out of the depths, and the Ineensa of
the evergreens, and 4 young horgeman
galloping Into the night, And convens
tions had been swept away, nud It wos
correct to live, and to live!l

The first flush of dawn wis mellow-
Ing the enstern sky when the girl was
awakened from uneasy sleep by sounds
In the yard In front of the ranch-
house,

The stars were stlll sbining bright-
ly through the cold alr, In the falot
Hght shie conld distinguish a team and
wagon and men uphitching  8he ap
proached and, o a voiee thut sounded
strangely distunt n the vastuess of the
canlm night, called:

“Is that you. Dave?"

And In o moment she wondered how
ghe had dured call Ll Dave. Bt she

soon hud other cause for wonder, (o |

the boy replied from near beside her,

The Qirl Stood Framed in the Open
Window, and the Moonlight Painted
Her Face to the Purest Ivory,

In that tone of friendly confidence
which springs so spontancously In the
darkness :

"Yes, Reonle, and the doctor, too.
We'll hiive' Mr, Hardy fixed up In no
time, How did he stund the night?”

How dared he eall her Reenie? A
flush of resentment rose in her breast,
only to be submerged In the sudden re-
membrancs that she had fiest called
him Daye, That surely gave him the
right to address her as he had done,
Then ghe remembered she was In the
ranch country, in the foothills, where
the conventions—the conventions she
huoted—had not yet become rooted, aud
where the souls of men ind women
stood bare in the clear light of frank
acceptance of the fact. It would be
ldle—dangerous—to trifle with this boy
by sny attempt at concenlment or de-
ceptlon,

She could see his form now as he led
the horses toward the corral, How
stralght he was, and how hravely his
footsteps fell on the bard enrth!

“He's o wonderfu! boy," said the doo-
tor, of whose presence she had been
unconscions. “Oat's eyes.  Full gallop
through the dark; side-hills, mountain
strenms, up and down; breakneck.
Well, here we are” The doctor
brénthed decply, as thongh this lust
fact was one to oceaslon some won-
derment. "Your brother tells me you
have an Injured man here,  Accident.
Stranger, [ belleve? Well, sholl we go
in?"

Brother! But why shonld she explain?t
Dave hadn't bothered. Why hadu't hel
He had told about the stranger, Why
had he not told about both strangers?
Why had he igoored her uitogether?
This time enme another flush, born of
that keen womanly intuition which un-
derstands,

With o commonplace she lod the doe-
tor Into the house and to the bedside
of her futher. When the operation
wis completed the girl turned her at-

tentlon to the kitchen, where she
found Dave, sweating in vicarious suf.
fering. He had helped to deaw the
lfwh Into place and it hond been hisg
first close contact with human paln.
It wos different from branding calves
and he had slipped out of the room as
soon a8 possible. The morning sun
wig now pouring through the window
and the distraughe lock on the boy's
fuce tonched her even more than the
frunkness of the words spoken in the
darknexs, She suddenly remembered
that he had been up all night—for her,
She would not decetve herself with the
thonght that it was for her father's
gnke Dave had galloped to town, found
a doctor, secured a fresh team and
driven hack nlong the little-used foot-
nill trafls. No doubt Dave would have
done It all for her father, had her fo-
ther been there alone, but s things
were she had a deep couviction thut
he hod done It for her, And It was
with a greater effort thun seemed rea-
sonable that she lald her fingers on hig
arm and sald:

“I'nonk you, Dave."

“What for?" he asked, and she could
not doubt the genulnensss of hig ques-,
tion.

“"Why, for bringing the doctor, and
all that, I am sure I can't—father
won't be able to—"

“0Oh, shucks !" he Interrupted, with a
wanner which, on the previous after
noon, ghe would have ealled rudencss,
“That's nothin'. But, soy, I brought
home some grub, The thuek here was
pretty twme,  Guess yon found that
out lust nlght. Te looked nbout the
room nnd she lmew that he was taking
note of her honsecloaning, but he
made rio remark on the subjeet.

“Well, let's get bronkfast," she sald,
after 1 moment's pnuse and for lack
of other conversation. “¥You must ba
hungry." '

Dave's purchnses had been liberal,
They included fresh meat and vegeta
hlex, canned gonds, coffee, rice and
valsing. He lald the Inst three items
an the table with a great dissemhbling
of Indifference, for he was Immensely
proud of them, They were unwonted
[tems on the Blden bill of fare; he had
Donght them especinlly for her. But
she husted hergelf ot the breakfast
without & thought of the epoch-mark-
Ing nature of these purchoses.

The doctor, who had been resting In
the room with his patlent, entered the
litehen, During the sefting of the limb
e had gradually become aware of the
position of Irene In the household;
but had that not heen so, one glance
ut the hoy and girl a8 they now stood
In the bright mornlng sunshine, he
with his blg, wiry frame, his hrown
face, his dork eyes, his biack hair, she,
vound and knit and smooth, with the
pink shining through her falr skin and
the light of youth dancing In her gray
wves and the lght of day glanclng on
Il B hole, must have told him
they hud sprithg from widely sepirat-
ed stock, For one perilous moment ha
was about to apologize for the mistake
made In the durkness, but some wlsa
instinet closed his lips, But he wone
dered why she had not corrected him.

They were seated nt breakfast when
the genlor Elden made his appearance,
He had slept off his debauch and was
as sober‘as o man in the throes of al-
coholie appetite may be. Seeing the
strapgers, he hesltated in his lurch to-
ward the water pall, steadled hinfself
on wide-spread feet, very flat on the
floor, nnd waved Wis right hand slowly
In the air. Whether this was to be un-
derstood as o form of salutation or &
gesture of definuce was a matter of In-
terpretation,

“Vighitors,” suld the old man, at
length. "“Alwaysh weleome, ‘m sure,
She-geush me” He made his uneertain
way to the waterbench, took @ great
urlnk and set about washing his face
nnd hands, while the breakfast pro-
ceaded In sllence, As his preparations
nenred completion Irene set a place at
the table.

“Won't you sit down here, Mr, Hi
den?" she sald.

There had been no introductions.
Dave ate on In sllence,

“Thank you,” suld the old man, and
there was something in his voles which
may have been emotlon or may have
been the huskiness of the heavy drink-
er's throat, The girl gave It the for-
tier explnnation. As he took the prof-
fered chalr she gaw In this old man
ehreds of dignity which the less refined
eye of his son bad not distingulshed.
To Dave his father was an affiietion to
be borne; an unfalr load 1aid on & boy
who had done nothlng to deserve this
punishment, The mikerles associated
with his parentage had gonme far to
mnke him sour and moody. Irene at
first had thought him rude pod gloomy ;
finshies of humor had modified that
opinion; but she had not yet learned
that his dispogition was natorally s
buoyant one, welghed down by an en-
viroument which bad made It s0gEY
and unresponsive. In years to come
she was to know what unguoessed
depths of character were to be re-
venled when that stole nature was
‘cross-sectioned by the blade of a keen
nnd definnt passlon,

Mr. Elden promptly engaged the doc
tor In conversation, and In a few mo-
ments had gleaned the muin facts in
connection with the accident and the
father and deughter which It had
brought so momentarily under his
roof, He wns quite sober now and his
speeeh, althongh slovenly, was not in-
delleate. He was still able to pay to
womnn that respect which curbs the
conrseness of a tongue for years sub-
Jeeted to little diselpline.

Irene takes the first of

many rides with Dave.

(TO BE CONTINUEDY




