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times less
posi-

“You have a hundred
than any longshoreman's wife,”
tively denied Mrs. Austin,

“It | can bear it returned Lella,
with forced gayety, “you ought to be

| able to.”

|
|

NOVELIZED FROM THE SERIES
: THE SAME NAME RELEASED BY PATHE E KCHANGE, |
B M#
al ————— — - L5 Bau B
FIFTH STORY. Nellic had painstakingly crossed them
out, king awav every syllable, to
Sold Out. make t oblitorated words wholly
Leila Austin, during her 22 sheltered | unresdable This second postseript
pears as u well-to-do man’s only daug! \ had read |
ter. had never known an ungratifiod | “Your mother tells me she and your
wish P t trueel A | father are starting from New YPrk
mere words to her . thi . |in a day or two to pay you a flying
ted no real mean | visit. 1'm sending my love by them."”
Perhaps that was why she l Ne had belatedly remembered at
Hals Brent and anted Tom this point that Mrs. Austin had told
ter. Frent was rich and | her the visit was to be a surprise to
ing richer day | Lefla, Hence the .Z'f"lll. erasura
. After an interminable time, the last
} of the cheap, thick dishes was washad
und d | Lugging a boller of hot
i VAL om the back of the stove,
i 1 lled the wooden washtub and
n 'l to toss carelessly Into it
y of solled clothes
. cabin door swung open and
m Carter tramped in—the mud on
1 i hoots blotching the none-too-clean
’ floor
1ep I “It isn't time to get dinner ready”
wil sald Lella, deflantly, as she glanced
thon | at the chimney-shelf clock. “I'm—"
hn ‘l “I know it isn't,” he returned, life
oveg | lessly. as he threw his broad-brimmed
T i]z.\l on a peg and slumped into the
an ( | nearest chair. "And we'll be lucky If
1 wo get any more dinners at all. We're
Letla broke! We've gone us far as we can
mine on the carh we've got. The gold is
helpéd to develop and in s } there I'd stake my life on that. It's
had 1 I falth thera! And with eapital we could get
It's a &a 14 ar.” he told 1 to it It may lle only one day's work
“Fut thi ¢ 1 avervihing artl into the rock., Or it may be
know the reglon and tha i work farther’'in But it's be
There'sn o lot of pay ore under 15. My cash has given out.”
ETAY rocks d It's or 1 Something In the overwrought girl's
time when som 11 steil brain seemed to snap Here, then,
going t thers and } was the of the golden dream!
inten: nd L i 1den anger flared up within her,
With th w 1"y i iy won't stand it!" she raged, “1
salary | can keep | won't stand it!
Any day we may stri “Hush, dear!" he soothed her
And when we do! Well, 1t “Don’t tnke it ke that We have
hoart. Easy stroot w | each other And-
compared with our qu r I “And nothing else'"” she interrupted,
ing to rechristen the m Lo beslde herself with fury, You've
going to eall it the "Lolla A ehe me!  You've robbed me!
Lofla's oyes d ol Aldr You've len my _v'nulh, my prospects,
was beginning to bulld alr castl my happiness! And you've stolen my
the wife of a multimillionaire mi money'"
owner “Your—what?" hé said, unbelleving
“It's only fair to tell you that 1y.
be hard gledding for a whils ! “My monav!" she ecried, shrilly
Life out there in the wilderness s “Ihe $10.000 my father gave me. It
the rough You'll have to do all yo waus my own money, You cajoled me
own vork, a1 fnto putting It into your worthless
“Tt will bo fust lke one long pic | minet  Where Is my $10,000, Tom
pic!” she declared. “IM®love it Carter? Give it back to me!"
The wesiward Journey was a de Hgr hushand was staring at her,
Hght to them hoth aghant, his Jaw drooping, his eyea a

With » will, she sot herself to

ing her new duties as frontier hou
wile ft was, as she had predictod
“one long plenle

T! , lmapercoaptibly—day by day
wack hy i) btle change

In both bride

i CAame a w
and groom

lom flery enthusinem for work
was not pr igninet months of dis
courngoment at the mine

Leiln, too, was finding that one
lomg plen may in time bear a
strangn resomblance 1o one long
nightmare I'he tasks that had
firat ne a joke wern now a dreary
reality

0 matters stood, one spring morn
Ing, when n let ] !

She F r t 1 I ) a
Singled { by This
Young r

and wa 1

1 “h i ]

nnid

v awl of
! ! | 1 1
t t |
i
T 1
1 t t, Halsey
has | n a
unition hing he
turns to {
u i
art
Presently, witl 1 h

her foot and

shabby droaser \

Then, thrusting 1 o

postscript henst ' n
irawer, she went ha toy 1
tank of di

But today the ! i
labor was ter | 1 8 .
ever before

There had heen ther line or
two after the postscript’s end. But

bulge. He did not recognize his brave
and loyal little wife in this tempestu-
ous tempered visage,

Ho rose and went hurrledly teward
his wife, his arms outstretched. But
ghe recolled from him, erying hysteri-
cally

Don't touch me! Give me back the
$10.000 T put into \'-_mr'nmpr_\' mine!"

w, Tom Currier knew pitifully 1it-

I-- bout women, Mad he been more

experienced he would have understood

| that Ledln necaded only o good ery and

perhaps a day or s0 of absolute rest
or change of peenoe

Without n word he went over to a

| & moment's unhappy reflection,

wall cupboard, rummaged In it and
returnad to the sobbing girl with a
sheal of papers

“Iere are the stock certificatea for
| the mine,” he sald, forcing himself to
an outward semblance of ealm. “They
are made out Iin vour name, all of
iwem. Hvery share is yours. And the
minas is vours., | didn't tell you, be
cause I wanted it to be a aurprise to
you when the ‘Lella A' made our for
tunes."

“Pam!"”

It we had struck it rich the whole
thing would have bean yours,” he went
on unhoeding All my work, all my
hope wire for vou,; not for mysell
The mine was hought with your cash
i 8 yours by rights'

“Tom!" she walled, all her babyish
resontment dying down “Tom! [I'm|
so sporry, darling! Please forgive me!
I was just upset and nervous, Won't
yvou try to forget it, please? And 1
didn't mean what 1 sald, T want you
to keep the certificates 1

For anawer he took up the sheafl of
papers, crossed to her resser and put
them into ita top drawer

“They are yours, Lella,” he sald.
“You must take them. I've put them
in there for vou I'm only sorry you
think I have been dishonest toward
you.”

Dishonest?’ she wept, her arms
about his neck Why, Tom, you are
the most honest, most honorable man

won't you

in the whole rid! Oh,
| i .

could not resist the caress, nor
ir-atained, appealing face
ongrossed woere they in thelr

Hatlon that they did not hear

e
' ickboard rattle up to the gate
o F i draft of alr told them
] ibin door had been opened. They
t 1l 1o see Leila's father and moth
er staniding on the threshhold

With a ery of welcome, Lella ran

vard to greet the
In the

newasomers

pleasury id excitement of

the reunfon she did not notice her
ra very evident repulsion at her
surronndings. Not until Tom had ecar
1 Mr. Austin off to look at the mine
Hid the older woman speak her mind
Lelln,” she began If 1 had
1rog mw-! this was the way vou had to
Itve I'd never have had a peaceful

'.-‘:If“ Il"‘t
I have evervthing | peed” de
clared her daughter, oyally.

“Hut you ean't! You're coming back
home with us. This very day!"

To fight back the c¢raving to cry
out, “Yes! Yes! Yes!" the girl
turned to the tub and began hor neg-
| lected week's washing

Tom Carter, with Mr. Austin, came
in from thelr viait to the mine. Mrs.
Austin ran to her husband.

“l want Leila to come back with
us!" she exclaimed. “Help me per-
suade her.”

“My place ls here,” faltered Lella,

“Your place will be in bed with a
dangerous lliness,” returned her moth-

“If this sort of thing goes on. Tom,
can't you see Bow worn out and mis-
erable she 187 You'll let her go back
with us for a wvisit, won't you? It
will do her worlds of good.”

“8he can go,” vouchsafed Tom, after
“She
can go. Bul only for a visit. Let that
be understood, As soon as | get on
my feet she {8 to come back to me.”

“Yes, Indeed!” promised the delight-
ad Leiln. “I'll always come back to

manh who can give Ner tie cafe and
the luxurics she cravea?
“If you truly love haer if har best

welfare means anything at all to you
—there can be bul ons reply to thess
questions You will give her up and
allow her to retrieve her one miser-
able mistake, by marryfg as her In-
terest and (I think) her heart dictate

“Think thia over, very carefully,
and let your better nature guide you

The letter's contents seemed to
sear themselves into poor Tom Car-
ter's Lralu in words of fire. He tore
the paper into & score of fragmehts
In his first outburst of Indignation.
Then his eye fell once more upon the
postacript Nellle Collins had written

And at once he saw the lmpulse be
hind Mrs. Austin's cruel letter. Among
them these smug relatives of Leila’s

| wera trying to make her forget him

snd to marry her to a richer man,
He flung a few clothes Into a bat-

tered sultcase, ran to the mine to
give final instructions snd SWUng
aboard an eastbound train three hours
later.

. . - - - - -

Tom Carter's guess as to the state
of ncalra was amagingly near to the
trut

Lella’s homecoming had been as the
return of a ioved one who has nar-
rowly escaped a torturing death in
some accident. Her vayern and her

“We Blasted Our Way Into a Vein That Is Bristling With High Quality Ore."”

you, Tom, Always. Whenever you
sond for me.”
. . - - - L -

Four weeks later Tom Carter strode
into his cabin, shoulders erect, face
aglow. Stralght across to the table he
went, found a scratchpad among some
odds and ends, and sat down to write
to Lella, Hts hand fairly shook with
joyful excitement ans he began his fast-
scrawled letter.

“Swoeotheart—my own sweetheart,”

he wrote. “"Great news! (llorious
news! Wonderful news! 1 hawven't
written before because 1 vowed 1'd
walt till T could send good news.

You've had too much of the other
kind from me,

“After you left for New York 1
called the men together and had a
heart-to-heart Dutchuncle talk with
them. 1 told them I hadn't a cent, but
that 1 was enough of a mining expert
to know thers was gold somewhere
In the 'Lella A If only wa could
blast our way through to it. [ asked
them to take a chance with me for
three months, without pay; promising
them double wages for the whole
time, If we should strike gold.

“They accepted, after a lot of per-
suasion. And for the past four weeks
wo've worked as we never worked
before.

“Today—just one hour ago
blasted our way into a vein that's
fairly bristling with high quality ore
It's n bonanza, sweetheart! The big
gest strike of the decade

“It'll be a matter of millions for us. |

There's no longer a shadow of doubt
It's the real thing."

Then, folding the letter, he looked
about for an envelope. He could find
none, His search brought him at last
to the dresser.

He did nmot find the
sought, but he found something else.
In the top drawer, am some cloth-
ing, Leila had left behind in her hur-
ried packing, he happened upon a
crumpled balf sheet of paps the silly
ostscript of Nellle letter
postseript  that told of Halsey

onvelopa he

T
Collins®

Hrent's good fortune

Tom's aye was caught by the words

Your old sweetheart, Halsay
Brent

Ho read and reread the whole
scrawl Long he stood there, move
leas, the scrap of paper in his hand

Jrom his gloomy
jolting of the

buggy as it drew up at

He was roused
by the
livery
the gnte

reve ruaral

fro

Leila's  thrice-a-week letters had
boen the anly bright spots in Tom’'s
loneliness Eagerly he selzed the one
lettor » postman left for him today
As Lo Jooked at ita superacription his
expectancy turned to chagrin For
the letter was not from Lella, but
from her mother,

He opened it and read

My 1ear m I am writin A

on my own sponsibility t

Leila's k wi She L

oY nK m i wrible f

t ¥ vilderness fut the d

tor X with us 1t} she must

T back to it That s

v writing vou

1 that you are not alto

geihe - 1 1 that you have L«

a's welfare at heart Her experience

In 1 Waost proves how Ill-fitted she

Is for the brutally rough existence of

AP an's wife And, now that

the mine has fallad, you are hopelass-

Iy ¥ r amnd are likely (o remain so

Ay 1 ing to force my fragils,

i ptely nur red daughter to g n

sharing povelty and hardships?

it 5 d she will ®. Oor At & Yery
least ahie will become an \

Ur are you man enough } Eive
your wife her freedom, so that she

way soametime be able Lo warry a

friends had showered her with atten-
tions and had sought in a thousand
ways to make up to her for what sha
had undergone.

One of Leila's first and most fre-
quent ‘callers, at her father's home,
was lglsey Brent,

Leila had never loved Halsey Brent,
Bhe did not love him now. And she
was not even inclined to flirt with
him., But she found it mddly pleasant
to be singled out for attentions by
this young
whom a score of girls werv angling.

Wherefore she allowed him to call
whenever he cared to—which was
very often.

Mrs. Auetin, more worldly-wise than
her daughter, was not minded to give
people cause for gossip about Lella.
S0 one day, when Brent called, she
contrived to snatch a few words with

discovery of past ten years. You will
make no mistake in paying anything
up to $2.000000 for it as it stands.
Carter has left for New York."

Carefully putting the telegram In
his luner coat pocket, Brent set out
for the Austin house,

While he walted for Leilla In the
Mving room at the top of ths fromt

staircase he pulled out his checkbook

from his Inner pocket.

The checkbook's corner stuck in
the lining of the pocket. He pulled
it out with so sharp a jerk that three
envelopes tumbled out with it. Two
of these fell on the table and he
picked them up In nervous haste. The
third-—a yellow envelope—Afluttered
unnoticed to the floor heneath a table.

Sitting at the table Brent filled in
& check for $10,000 to the order of
“Lella Austin Carter.”” He was blot-
ting It as Lella herself came into the
room.

“Good news!'
sold your stock!”

“Good! Good;" she exulted. “Thanks,
& hundred times."

He left her an hour later, the cer-
tificates In his pocket—a thrill of de-
light surging through him at thought
of the easily acquired wealth that had
just come to him. He stopped at a
florist's and sent Lella a great armful
of American Beauty roses,

Tha flowers were dellvered at the
Austin house within a few minutes.
Lefla buried her face in their fragrant
mass of peials, then handed them to
8 servant to arrange in a vase.

he halled her. “I've

The servant carrled the vaseful of |

flowers into thp living room and set
it on the tabld there. As he did so
one of the topheavy roses was jostled
out of place and fell to the floor. The
servant stooped to
eye fell on a yellow envelope, half
hidden under one of the blg carved
feet of the table.

Curiosity made him draw the mes.
sage from the envelope. Before he
could read it Lella came in.

To account for his action the man |

handed her the dispatch, saving

“1 just plcked this up from under
the chair where Mr. Brent was sitting,
He must 'a dropped it out of his pock
et. It seems to be a telegram.”

Leila took the sheet of paper he
proffered. Glancing |dly at it she saw
the words “'Lefla A’ mine” In an
other second she was ecagerly reading
the report the mining expert hed tele-

| graphed to Brent,

| knowing

“He—he knew there was an enor-
mous (ortune in our mine she mur-
mured, dazedly. “He knew it! And,
that, he has pald me the
$10,000. He has cheated me, as a
counterfeiter cheats a feeble-minded
farmer! Worse—he has robbed Tom'

| He has mude me rob Tom!"

Napoleon of finance for

Snatching up the telephone, she
called Halsey Brent's office. A clerk
answered that Brent had not yet re-
turned,

“Tell him to come hers at once!
The minute he gets to his office!” she
ordered

“"He must give back the stock to
me! He shall glve it back!" she told
herself, fiercely. "And then I'll never
let him epeak to me again. And Tom!"
her angry eves softening, “Tom was
right after all! Darling old Tom!
Our dream is coming true—our gold-
en dream—his and mine!"

It seemed to Leila an unbelievably
long time before Halsey Brent's name
was announced

He mounted the flight of hall stairs

| and with a tender smile hurried into

him in private, before Lella came into |

the living room

“Mr. Brent,”
“You are com-
ing here rather frequently of late, As
& man of the world yon must under

she began abruptly, as |
| she greeted the caller,

| stand that my daughter cannot afford |
to be put in a false position in the

eyes of our friends

“Mra. Austin,
know that, 1
ors than ever. Don't
I've spoken no

word of this to her. And 1 shall not

untfl she is legally and morally free
to listen to me"

“You would have my approval and
her father’s,” replied Mrs, Austin with

effusive heart
to Tom Carter

‘I will write today
nd plead with him to

get her free for her own sake”

“Thaok you, ten thousand times!’
exclaimed Bront, eclasping her hand
gratefully I am—"*

He ch self, for Lella's light
footfall sout | In the hallway out-
Bide

After a fow mtes of general talk,
Mre. Austin left the two young people
alone together. Scarcely had she
gone from the room vhen Lella
turned t Iy to Brent and said:

I'm so § vou came today Be-
cau [ war o ask a favor of you.
A big favi vae been thinking It
OV three davs You are
n ull man. Do you sup-
pose 1 ell my shares in
the I A $10.0007 That's the
fav v to ask you. I'll give
the mos ym and he can put it
In gome at will earm a living
for us

Halsey Prent was doing some ex-
tremely rapid thinking. He knew Tom
Carter was n authority on mines
whose onal Judgment was
highly pr It Tarter sald there
was a n the “Leila A" there
WIE ey wson to baelleve it was
trui

' try ourse,” he =ald, doubt-

fully Let me make inguiriea on the

Strest and ! in & day or so to tell
yYou li,. re p e

When ft the Austin house—af-
ter an 1 ally brief call— Halsey
Brent storped at the nearest tele
graph off nd dispatched a one
hundred-w tolegram to an Oregon

mine expert with whom he had had

business dealings from time to time
Two dava later he received the fol-

lowing t ram from the expert

secrot  Inspeetion of
A retending to be looking for
job ns 1 nerator Rich vein has
Just beer truck. From samples |
secured, it promises to be biggest gold

| have always loved |

| your daughter You
wa | Jove her now n
. | misunderstand me.

the living room where Lella awalted
him.

But at sight of the girl's set face
and flashing eves his smile faded into
a look of puzzied wonder.

““What is it?" he stammered. “What
{8 the matter? You look ill. Are—"

“Here |a vour ten-thousand-dollar
check!" she interposed harshly. “Take
it and give me back my stock certifi-
cales

“The—the stock certificatea? he
falterad, dumfounded. “But—"

't stock you swindled me out
« Yared, losing her self-control.

'The stock you stole from us. Give
Jt back! Give it back, I say!"

“But Leila, 1

“Here {8 the telegram you dropped,”
ehe hurried on, “that will save you
the trouble of a falsehood. | know
the whole vile trick. And i want
back my stock."

Her volce had risen as she reiter
pted her wrathful demands. 1ts sound

“Yes, Dead Broke. We've Gone as Far
as We Can on the Cash We've Got!"”

prevented her from hearing a ring
at the front door bell on the floor be-

low and the opening and closing of the

door.
Take the check!” ahe Insisted.
"And give me back my certificates!”
Halsey Brent was known in Wall

strecl as A man who never lost his
head and who could not be staggered
sudden emergency

by any

pick it up. His |

The Call of
Vacation Time
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BANDON BEACHES
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the famous beaches of
Italv. Enjoy a dip in
the surf,

CAMPING
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“I'll gladly glve you back the stock, A the living room aoor.
lttle girl,” he sald, pleasantly, a8 hd 80, even as he waged the unequal
drew the sheaf of certificates from his | battle against the stronger man, Brent
pocket. “But—Afirst, you've got to earn | contrived to back directly toward the

them."” door and thence out into the upper
“Earn them?" she echoed, per-| hall close pressed by the victoricue
| plexed. Tom.

“Yes. You must promise to make
me gloriously happy by marrying me,
just as soon as we get rid of Carter
for vou. Do that and the stock Is
yours for the asking."”

He drew near to her as he apoke.
Before the horrified girl could gucss
his Intent, he had caught her In lls

Onece on the landing Brent changed
his tactics. Wheellng he so maneu-
vered as to bring Tom's back to the
stairway Jjust behind him. Then,
gathering all his falling powers, he
censed to retreat and charged his an-
tagoniat A single backward step
would now bring Tom's feet over the

Arms. edge of tho flight.
“Just one kiss, to seal the promise,” Lella, keeping as close to them as
| he begged, “and—" the reeling bodiea and flalling arms

“let me go! You brute! Let me | would permit, saw her husband's sud-

go!” erled Lella, struggling in vain to; den peril
free herself “Tom!" she skrieked, springing to
“Not till T get the kiss!™ laughed | his side. "Look out! The stairs are

Brent. “Then 1—"

His clasped arms fell from about
her shrinking body and he reeled
back—under the thud of a smashing
blow In the mouth.

Tom Carter, his tanned face distort-
ed with fury, had leaped into the room
and without a word had attacked his
wife's Insulter.

Lella screamed at sight of the rage-
possessed man. But before she could
Intervene Carter and Brent were close-
locked In a death grapple.

By a series of savagely-dealt short
arm blows Tom at last drove his fre
before him toward the hallway door,
Brent strove In vain to hold his own |
against the husband's terrific on
slaught and to block or dodge the! But Tom Carter knew better. He
blows that were showered upon his had looked on death before now,
face and body. Kneeling beside the pitifully inert

But even in his extremity Brent's' form and gazing down Into the life
wily braln was at work. He remem- | less face, he groaned in dull horror:
bered that the steep flight of stairs | No. She ia dead!'
from the front hall ended almost at (END OF FIFTH STORY.)

Just behind you."

Carter heard. Instinctively, on the
very edge of the stairtop, he side-
stepped, eluding Brent's rush.

But Leila was not so fortunate. Be-
forea she could spring aside the full
force of Brent's forward-flung body
struck her,

Lifted clean off her feet by the lm-
pact she was hurled backward.

Down the steep stairs rolled the
helpless white figure, striking heavily
against the newel-post at the bottom
of the flight, and then lying strangely
still in a huddled heap on the polished
floor of the hallway.

“She—she is stunned!"™
Brent. incoherently.

mutterad




