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CHAPTER 111

A Caller

Late that night Bart Rogers sat
again in the office of Leon Barrows.
The mind of Bart Regers was the
sbiding place of only vague realiza-
tions; It seemed unable to centralize
its functions. At last, however, here
came the sharp sound to quick steps
in the ball, and the banging of the
doer as Leon Barrows entered. The
thin-faced attorney glanced toward
Bart and went to his desk.

“Well,” he asked in his snappy, sar
castic manner, “why haven't you gone
to bed?”

*“1 was waltlng for you. I didn't
want to go until I was sure everything
had been taken care of."

“I told you that I would do it, didn't
mn

"Yes—of course.”

“Then, that sheuld have been the
end of 1t.*

“You've takem care of everything?" |

“Qertalnly.”

“Will-—will there be the necessity
for an lmgquast?”

“An inquest?’ The attormey looked
at him gharply. “Fer what?

“I—I didn't know. I always thought
it was nevessary to have an Inquest
when a person died without medical
attention.'

“You're crazy.” The attorney sald
it Ia a Jérky, unsympathetic manuer.

“Brecybody knows what was wrong
with your father. It's all fixed up.
Looked after it personally. Hoffman,
the undertaker, has got everything ar-
ranged. Im't anybody you want to
send fort™

“Ne¢"— Bart Rogers shook his head

~"“there's no ohe who would be inter- |

ested.”

“What I thought. Any other reason
for delay?"

“On—on the funeral? I don't know
of any.”

“I figured It that way. Told Hoffman
that we'd better have the funeral to-
morrew afterncon. On account of this
boom thing. This town's gone crazy—
and it'll get worse every minute.”

Bart nodded In dazed fashion, Leon
Batrrows shuMed a few papers of one
of the orderly plles.

“Very well, then,” came his conclu-
slon. “Glad you look at It In that
way. Thought you'd be sensible; that's
why I teld Hoffman to go ahead. I've
gottén you a room over at the hotel
No. 21, Here's the key. Go over
there and go to bed.”

Bart Rogers rose and stared haslly
about him.

“Thanks—for looking. after things
for me. It's rather taken me off my
foet. I-"

“Go on to bed!”

Yhe lawyer nodded curtly toward
the door In dismissal, and Bart Rogers
obeyed. A moment later he found
himself on the crowded sidewalk.

There was nolse, there was bluster,
the laughter of women and girls min-
gled with the shouts of men. Hvery-
where was the enthusiasm of new-
found wealth, as though every person
wete to share In it, and as though each

one of those who crowded the streets |

In this outburst of joy were a part
owher In that great outpouring of
liquid gold that was spraying agalnst

the starlit sky out there on the black- |

neas of the plains.

It was through this milling, jumbled |

throng that Bart Rogers, his eyes set
and staring, his lips tight drawn, his
features old and haggard, was forced
to make his way to the hotel. That
he should have been a part of It, he
felt Instinctively—yet It was all
strange to him, all out of place, and,
in a way, cruel. For Bart Rogers
could only think of the patient person
who had walfted silently by the window

day after day, who had undergone suf- |

fering, even privation that he might
play his part—only to lose In the end.
At laet, however, he halted, at a touch
on his'arm, and looked down Into the
features of Anita Frannlston, followed

as usual, by the dog-llke, gray-bhaired |

Old Jim,

“I'm so sorry,” came quletly, and |

her hand still remained oo his arm.

“You know, themT"

“Yes. 1 was over In the pewspaper
office. They're trying to get out an
axtra about the oll strike, and I hap-
peted to see In the proofs the stery
abeut your father.”

Bart Rogers stared wordlessly st
the sldewalk. There was Do Way
iIn which he could anewer her;
he could not find the words
thank ber or to recounmt agiin
the agony of his discovery ln the it
cabln that eveming. Once more he fel!
thé alight pressure of her hand upon
bl farm, then’ inatjnctively. be kaew
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IIbut she had golié on, content that
he would know, in that sllent demon-
stration, of her sympathy sud her sor-
row. Yet withal, he wondered If she
had stopped; vaguely, uncertainly, he
felt that someone was looking at him,
looking ‘wteadily and fixediy. He ratséd
his head and terned—to stare with
something of surprise. The girl was
lost in the bhur of the crowd. But Old
Jim had remained, to stand halting
and undetermined as though some-
thing were on his ¥ps, something he
repressed only through the force of his
willxpower. But at Bart's first glance,
he, too, turned and hurried on in the
wake of his mistress. Three hours
later-— 4

By his window In the darkness of
his reom, Bart Rogers sat watching,
yet seeing nothing. Alone, his braln
had begun to form pictures—of a man
who had sloshed shoulder deep
through the swift water of an irriga-
tion diteh, too excited to even feel
the swift touch of the water,

He saw the plcture of a man light-
ing a lamp—and lighting It in & trem-
bling manner which belied the casual
words of his lips—a man who, a mo-
ment later, was to be sobbing at his
father's side. He felt agailn the cold
touch of the hands, and of the cheek,
the pang of realization as he bent to
the gulet breast, tLe horrible clutch-
ing anguish, as, a shadow in the night,
he staggered toward town with the
news that—

He turmed quickly, with the dazed
nervousness of a person awakened
from a bad dream. He walted, tense,
motfonless. Then it came agaln—a
slight, ulmost imperceptible tapping at
the door.

“Who's there?

The answer did not come In words—
only In n repetition of that eclicking,
nervous tap, as though some one were
rapping with their fingers, trusting to
the sharp, telegraphic eclack of the
nalls to ¢arry the sound. Rogers stum-
bled through the sem!-darkness toward
the door and openéd it, to (nstinctively
stand I.I!d.l.ll a bent, gray-halred fig-
ure slid from the fatat light of the
narrow hall Into the shadows eof the
roon1,

“What {s It? Vaguely Bart Rogers
had identified the shadowy visitor as
Old Jim.

“Could—ecould I trust you, if I talked
to you a little while?™ The volce
seemed tense, almost frightened.

“Tell me what it 1s!" Rogers ejacuo-
lated. At last came the wonls:

“Migd If we sit dowa?"

“Not at all” Bart brought two
chalrs toward the window, Jiwm halted
bis at a safe distance

“That's better,” he whispered. “No-
body oiin wee us from the street here.”
He seated himweelf, and his thin hands
knitted. At last: “You own the land
right next to where they've brought In
this ofl?*

“Tos”

“It'll be worth a lot of money—If
you'd want to sell out.”

“It should—that is, If the ofl keeps
up.”

Oid Jim lald s hand on his erm.

“Boy,” came in a low volce, “I want
to tell you something. I can’t tell any-
body. I'm"—theén there was a long
silence—"I'm putting myseif at your
mercy, in a way, In eveh coming to
see you tomight. If he'd ever fingd It

?

out—""
“You mean ‘BulFr

| "Yes”

|  *“You mean—"

“You met us on the road one night,”
come cryptically. Rogers recoiled In
horror,

“He would beat her? Again?' He
rose and paced the room, at last to
balt beside the older man's chalr
*“Good Ggd, man! you don't stand for
that? Haven't you an ounce of red
blood In your veins? Havgn't you—"

But the thin hands spread hope-
lessly.

“I—I can't do anything. There are
rqasons why I ecan't. I—-I'vé just got
to stand and loek on. That's why he
takes such a delight in it; because he
| knows that I'm suffering. That's why
" .

“There's the one way out—and
you'd have a right to do It!™ Bart
Rogers spoke slowly, coldly. “No man
has a right to beat a woman—much
| less a girl. Understand that? And
there isn't a jury io the world—"

He paused then. The falnt light
from the street reflected the gleam In
0ld Jim's eyes, an the older man half-

rose, his hands extended, his lips work-
| iIng convulsively, his features fraught
| with excitement, with hope—thea sud
denly with fear as he sank Into the
hmir agaln and stared dully lmto
vacancy.

“No,” came hopelesnly, “I've thought
of It, I—I guess I've thought of It
moresfonight lh-"tﬁ'bﬂom inymy
| Ute." But I cen't de It "I wigbt oply

| wound him—and then it'd be worse

*“I—I Can't Take the Chance.”

than ever. I—I can't take the'chance
My hand wouldn't be steady, I—I'd
miss. Then he'd get a greater®re
venge than ever. He'd ruln her life—
and yours !

“Mine? Ruln my life?”
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| me that before I feave This rotm !”

| Bart Rogers smited mrirthlessly
“We're ‘Qlscusslng a good

things that may never happen

ANy

Then Old Jim left,

And through the might, as Bart sat
by the window, alone In his grief,
there Were moments when, In spite of
his sorrow, his mind reverted to the
visit of the shadowy OId' Jim, and bis
strange, mysterious request,

It brought questions—a myriad of
them. And some answers. More than
once, In the years which had followed
their first meeting, Bart Rogers had
wondered why Anita Franniston ak
lowed herself to suffer the cruelties
which must be her lot at the hands
of her father. This was an Independ-
ent age. Ragers told blmself. an uge
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“You care about her, don't you? I've
seen It, boy.” OId Jim rose now, *f
saw It In your eyes this afternodn—
I saw It there tomight, That's what
made me come hére. 1 want to get
your promise.”

“Theén his volce tralled away.

“My promise? To what?" answered
Bart.

“That—that you'll marry Anita.”

" .

“Yeés!" OM Jim had caught him by
the arms now, and was holding Ih a
grip that was almost spasmodic In Its
intensity. “You care about her—I
know you do. I want you to marry
her. You'll have money—plenty of It
You can go away—to New York, or
mayhbe across the water—sgome place
b where Jie couldn't get his hands on
her and torture her and tear the heart
out of me! Tll help you—I give you
my word that Ill help you! Il pre-
tend to hate you, I'll let him think
that 1t will be a living agony to me
to see her married to you! Then he'll
consent to It—because he will think
it will hurt me. Bart—" the man's
finger nulls were digging deep Into the
tight-clasped .arms now—*"I'll do any-
thing In the world for you If you'll
only promise! I'll erawl on my knees
to you, I'll—"

“But why—why should you think
that she would marry me? That she
even thinks of me other than fo be
grateful for that might on the road?
Why—"

“Maybe she doesn't, but I'll help.
I'il talk you up to her~I know she
likes you better than anayone .else.

Aad I'll try to make her love you"

Then he stopped. Bart Rogers
walted long for him to comtinue, but
no words came. The clutch at
younger man's arms released slowly
Then the old man turned despondently
away.

“I—I guess I've been a fool" cameé
at last. “Just forget I've ever been
hare.”

“I can’t do that, Jim." Bart Rogers
was following him to the door. “But
I'm afraid you've asked wsome lmpes
sibilities. In the first place, a girl
doesn't marry a man unless she really

loves him. Then she marries without
influence from asyone, If that thme
eveér coineg, you'll ind me waiting for
Anita, and if she's willlng to go with
me, It'll be whether I have money or
not, and In spite of what ‘Bull’ Fran

Alston or anybody else has to say or
think about it. I11—"

“Don't!" The appeal had come In
& whisper that was almost frantie
“Don’'t—please—pledse, for God's suke
don't!” He looked about hin hur
riedly. *“That can't be, Rogers! Un

derstand—It can't be! You cau’t take
ber (at way—jyou mustn’'t—hear that?
You musta't! You've got to progise

the |

when a girl was Tforcéd nelther
through precedent mor public oplinion
to countenance indigh!ties cr mistreat-
mhent. This was an age when a girl,
rather than submit to crileltlies, could
make her own way In the world, and
Rogers bhad wondered why she had
not done so. Tonight there had come
An answer In an unanswerable mys-
tery. Was It Old Jim, who through
the fear of Q.ut he knew Inevitubly
would descend upon her, who had kept
her in the unkind hands of her father,
rather than allow her to go forth to
apparent security, and by the excur-
slon bring evén a worse fate upon
herself? What was that fate? What
was the evil thing which “Bull” Fran-
niston held In hig keeping? What sort
of a power could this man hold, which,

destinles of two persons?

Break{ast, then the perversity of
nature, demanding sleep after deny-
ing it, sent the fatigued man to a few
hours” redt. After that—a cemetary,
and a ecAustie, snapping-tongued man,
who atcompanied him back to the
hotel, only to leave hhn the moment
they reached the door.

“Golng to send for you tonighg”
was his parting. “Den’t go runaing
Around. I want to know where to put
my hands on you when the time comes.
| We've gof to talk over some things.”
| “T'l bg In my room.”
| “Very well. I'l coumt on that.”
| Then he turned Inte the ecrowded
stiet, leaving Bart Rogers alone, once
more with his grief and his conjec-
tures. The motley collectlon of hu-
man riffraff that flocks to every oll
boom town wax present Inm full force
below in the stregt.

But up In hif room, Bart Rogers
watched dusk sod fhen night come
[with bardly a thought of the milling
|throbgs g0 near. He bad left word
| &t the desk that he was not to be dis
furbed by any one sAve a messenger
| from the office of Léon Barrows—eéven
| that afternoon as the one Allapldated
carrfage followed (hé hearse to the
| cemetery, a min had scrdmbled out
| from the sidewalk with an offer for
| his land *
| Not that Bart Rogers did not care
| to well, either. Right now, howaver,
he dld not want tc discuss the sale
| of land, or to bicker over prices. Fis
I thoughts were on a different thing, on
the loneliness of a mound he had left
behind that afternoon.

An hour he watched the money-mad
mob In a vacant, detached manner, st
last to rise at the sound of a knock
| onl the door. Old Jim was there, look-
ing querulously up at him, but this
! time he 4!d not enter.

“Lawyer Barrows seat me for you."

*Certalnly.”
hat and jolned bim: Siowiy theyydgp
scended to (he street, " thep foréed

|

:
YOUR EYES i |
:
5

But, |
it It'll help you any, Jim—I11 promise.” |

through a féw words, chuld control the

Bart reached for his |

EURAL ENTERPRISE

Go somewhere this

vacation

summer. Plan to make

[ it the happiest vacation you ever had.

Low Roundtrip Fares

are in effect throughout the sum-
mer season. It's amazing what

they will enable you tosee and do. !

f So go—this vacation. Know {

| Oregon. Visit Tillamook Beaches, %

Beaches, Moun

their way to the broad, wooden stalr.
way which led to the office of the at-
torney. There Old Jim tugged at his
arm, and when Bart turned toward
him, asked guardedly:

“What is It? What does he want
you for?'

“I dom't know. He told me thls
afterncon that he would want to see
me tonight. He sald he had seme
things to talk over with me.”

“Is It about money?™ There was a
sharp Insistence In the older man's
volce,

“l1 don’t know. I suppese so—about
what my father left and that sort of
thing. It all has tq be settled up
{ and—"
|  “Then be careful! Understand—be
careful! Deon't do or say a thing with-
out belng sure of your ground. Don't
make them any promlises—"

“They 1"

“Yes, they've been up there talking
for an hour. He called me from the
windew and sent me over to the hotel.
Lawyer Barrows didn't send me. He—"

“Whom do you mean? I doh't—"

But the question and answer were
ended by a flood of Ught from the of-
fice of Leon Barrews. The door had
opened, to disclose the attorney stand-
Ing there In walt. Old Jim ‘turned
hurriedly and descended the stalrs.
Rogers went forward, and walked to-
ward the desk, where sat the one
man Io the world he had regarded as
dn ememy. “Bull" Franniston!

CHAPTER IV

Argument
“You know Fraoniston, don't you,
Rogers? Barrows asked. “This, ac-

cording to the legal phraseclogy,” he
continued In his usual, sarcastic tones,
“ the last will and testament of

Franklin Rogers, recently decensed. I
Intend to probate It at Mannington to-
morrow. Therefore, I thought that
I'd better read It to you two inter-
| ested gentlemen tonight.”

“Just a minute!” Rogers rose heat-
edly. “I object to this man being
fere, 1—"

“Go abead and object, If it will do
you any good. [ put up the momey
for you and your father. I'm here, and
I'to going to stay here. I'm Interest

it read”
Barrows, meanwhile, had turned a
cold eye upon the younger man.

tilhued the biting words of the at-
torney, Ignoring Bart's protest, “I give,
dévise and bequeath all my real und
personal belongings with such excep-
tions as shall be noted below, all

the sole right and title to 160 acres of
land comprising the northwest quar-
ter of Sectlon 68, Township §,
74, to have and to hold, and with all

he will, except as follows:

piston, In recognition of his
ing friendship—"

“That's a Ne!”
won't belleve It)"

“~~in recognition of his unfalling
friendshlp and his succor In time of
need,” went on Barrows, “I give, de
vise and bequeath all oll apd mineral

land comprised in the northwest quar-

T4, the same being the Mdentical sec-
ten, townsulp and range mentioned In
the previous paragraph of this docu
ment. Updn acceptunce of this he
quest, with the right to experiment In
sedrch of such mineral and oll depos
s, and the free use of such land as
shall be necessary for such Investiga
tons, the rental of any needed land
for pipeage, derricks, wells, mines,
shafts and other equipment In case
of the discovery and production of any
oll or mineral, sald rental to the afore
®ald Barton Rogers not to exceed $2,500
per year, payable at the end of each
culéndar year, and with the agreement
and ddderstinding that all il and min-
| eruls which shall be taken from the
| groynd; or’ bemeath the gfound upon

IIM! baeyieusly desgribed land llmil

ed in this will, and I'm golng to hear |

“To my son, Barton Rogers,” con- |

moneys, goods, ehattels and effects, and |

Ilange |
rights and concesslons to do with as |

“To my good friend, Egbert Fran.
unfall- |

shouted Bart. *]

rights underlylug the surface of the|

ter of Section @8, Township 8, Range
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be the sole right and property of sald
Egbert Franniston, If Is ngreed and
understood that any and all debts (n-
curred by the testator during his Nfe-
time and by tbe sald Barton Rogers
before the death of the testator, at thils
time owing to the sald Egbert Franal-
ston, locluding notes, deeds, chattel
mortgages or any ocher paper of ja-
debtedness, shall be declared by the
sald Egbert Franniston to be null, vold
and canceled, and without recourse In
law." -

It was the joker in the will! The
thing which gave Barton Rogers ev-
erything—yet nothing!

“Let me read that again!” came
huskily from Bart.

“Ia case you dont understand
that—"
“I understand the words,” came

somewhat thickly. :

“But not the weaning? It's slmple
enough. Jost this: Franniston takes all
oll o that land and cancels the debts
you owe him, It was a bargaln which
sepmed to be all on the side of your
father. Fraoniston hgre will tell you
that I sald that yery thing to him the
day the will was signed three of
us were up hére In this office, !ﬂ
father thought Ll:r would be. the
place 1o the world where ofl would
be discovered, and told us so. I théught
the same thing Frannjston thought
differently. He sald that hie was wills
log to take the gamble and would Jénd
your futher v to $10,000 for it. That
you dide’t the :p_bﬂ-.r "

“I'm willing to pay up the rest to
sbow that I'm on theé sqoare” Frao-
| niston was lighting his cigar. Bart

Rogers turned on him. S

“Are you?" he jeered. “A weonder-

;r ful phllanthroplst, with milllons in
sight |” ,
“I didn’t know It when I madé the
| bargaln.”

| "I've got a different oplniop of that.
Besldes, I won't belleve this until I see
the slgnature and—"

“Look ¢n the bottam ef the page
then,” came acldly from Leon Barrows.
“Is that your father's writing?"

The eyes of the young man cen-
tered.

“Yea,” came at last.

Bart could not undarstand-but he
| did recognize the sighature as his fa-
| ther's,

Theén Barrows spoke aguln,

“Now look at the second signature,”
he sald, acridly. “Have you ever seem
that before?

“It looks llke the signature of Sher
Iff Graham.

“That's correct,” continued Barrows,
“and I'm oot gulng to argue with you
much longer about this, Rogers. It's

(Continued on page 6)
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