PACE RIGHT

DONT MARRY THE MAN

By J
‘the Characlers

Kathleen Gregory: red-haired
member of the Gregory clan, goes
West tncognito to get a right-of-
way from MacDonald for The
Golden Girl mine,

Donald MaeDonald: young
owner of the rival mine, The
Stubborn Boy. instantly quarrels
with Kathleen,

Bridget: Kathleen's companion.

Yesterday: Kathleen learnas
that Old Balmy, a Gregory ahift
boes, I the only one in Neutrality
wrho disregards the feud between
the Gregorys and MacDanalds,

Chapler Nine
Into The Mine
RIDGET was standing before

The Gregory House, talking to
a large, sandy-haired man whom
Kathleen disliked instantly,

“Mp, Kit-Smyth, superintendent
of the Gregory mine,” Bridget aaid
in presenting him. “I've been talk-
ing to him about renting the old
Gregory place. It seems that's the
only house available, furnished or
unfurnished.”

“T belleve T'll be able to Inter-
eade with the owners,” explained
Kit-Smyth, smiling at Kathleen.
“They've allowed me to rent it,
before.”

Kathleen controlled her eye-
hrows which sought to shoot up in
surprise at a Gregory renting any
personal possession, regardless of
how little they cared for it.

“Of course we couldn't pay the
seventy-five a month, previously
paid,” Bridget continued. “How-
éever, Mr, Kit-Smyth said the own-
ers wonld consider less."”

“Could we move in immediate-
1y7" Kathleen hastened to ask.

Kit-Smyth pleated his upper lip
with thumb and forefinger, then
reached for his watch, “Hmmm,
eleven o'elock here, one o'elock in
New York, It 1 wire immediately
I should have the answer back by
late afternoon. Yes, I believe you
can, I'll semd my houseboy up to
help you air out and fire up, In
the meantime, why don't Km
i-oung ladies lunch with me? And

"Il take you down im the mine,
would you enjoy that?"

* Kathleen and Bridget gave eager
assent, then hurried to the hotel.

“It's too pat,” Bridget protested
as they reached their roam. “It
doesn't seam right that things
uhun.!d work into our hands like

is,

"Pat!" blurted Kathleen, "Don-
ald is his name and he certainly
isn't working into my hands, I've
had another row with him, He's
impossible, Let's talk about Kit-
ﬁ;‘nylh, what did you think of

m?"

“Mind if 1 reserve judgment?”
1 Bridget. “T don't lke to de-
upon first impressions,”

'ell Tdo,” snapped Kathleen,

“Uve noticed that,” laughed
Bridget, getting into & warm blue
Knil dress which turned her eyes
to twin bits of mountain sky,

Kathleen, turning to F;rldgel
Riley, ex-secretary of Angus
Grigory, President of The Golden
Girl. incorporated, in her place,
checked herself, Bridget had
grown beautiful, It was as though
some dormant radiance had been
awnkened, Intensifying each

chnrm.nﬁ_ feature. No wonder
Donald MaeDonald had been fas-
cinnted.

“You've had a second Impres-
slon of MacDonald, how did you
like Him?" she questioned,
abruptly,

Bridget's eves twinkled. “Hav-
ing lived with you for three weaks,
I understand him perfectly, You
two are very much alike you
know.--""

“Alike! exploded Kathleen,

"Yes, both autocrats, charming
to your friends and ciepmdnn!a.
but if you'll pardon the phrase,
hell on your enemies"”

Territying Speed
“RRIDGET DONAHUE RILEY,
no one has ever dared talk to
me the way vou do. | don't know
how or why ? take it

“I do." Bridget swung a cape
aver her shoulders. "It's because
you're inherohtly honest. Down
urnider all of that quartz there's a
ledge of pure gold in you. I've
been talking to Kit-Smyth, I'm all
A quiver with minrralngy.

"Come on, darling, 1 doubt if
the Crown Prince of The Golden
Gir] is acoustomed Lo being kept
waiting."

"Crown Prince,” chuckled Kath-
leen, "and you said you didn't
Judge by Arst Impressions,”

The road ta The Golden Girl
forked off the highway below Neu-
trality, then wound down on the
other =ide until it oame out at a
point nearly helow the cliff which
neld the house she had come to
enll The House of Hate,

Kathleen's first view of the mine
Brought with it renewed falth {h
the Gregorye. The greal groy
sheds, the towering derricks, the
ralltond siding with i train of
#re cars, all bespoke care, upkeep
and bust activity.

"The ore,” Kit-Smyth told them,
“is going down to the smelter. We
do only the mining here"

The superintendent was proud

TAPS SOUNDED FOR
GENERAL SONDS

BAN PRANCISCD, Nov., 74

Majl. Gen, Ceorge B Rinponds, 08, re-

tired Amoritan armay
My st Leiteran whltal after an
14 | ahtha
rotireed  OXlY
r 43 years wivioe
* was decomated by
governmenta At the
et et e was In
of the ninth COrps ares

ral Biinatiis saw service In the |

I Clhibne, Alsska arnd Prance
whet ¢ it n o meEmber of (he
grre v e i
reoar o o

British front.

frces, died 1o |

Bowman

jof his domain. Each building
glistened with {resh paint. The lab-
| oratory was, he sald. one of the
| best in the business, the emergency
hospital one of the most ient
and most seldom used.

"We might as well go down

now,” he ventured.
| From a wardrobe room he
brought forth vellow slickers and
vellow hats resembling so'westers,
and when the girls had donned
these, led them to the collar of the
mine, a great gaping hole which
seemed filled with a rushing, Toar-
ing _noise,

“The skip," he explained. “Ele-
| vatars to you. They are evidently

passing in the shaft,"

As he spoke, one shot up towards

them atl such a speed that Kathe
| leen sluﬁmd back.

It looked like a mammoth ex-
press elevator to Kathleen and
seemed to stop on two levels, The
lower opened onto a chute on the
opposite side, Ore cars were rolled
oul to release their burden to the
waiting freight ear below.

Thet upper cage opened towards
them and two men in leather
coats and miners' cullmsts-pp!:d out,

"Muckers, prnbah ¥ #oing to the
commissary,” Kit-Smyth explain.
ed, and ushered the girls into the
compartment,

“Better tnke my arm on this first
trip," he suggested,

rid;ﬂ:l complied, but Kathlesn
set her heels aturdily, This was her
mine. She'd let no cage destroy
her morale.

And then the earth gave way
and with it daylight. Down they
ghot at a terrifying speed. Black
wills gave way to splashes of light
at regulnr intervals

“Stations"” elucidoled Kit-
| Smyth, “Every hundred feet,
l Pump statlons, You know we must

keep pumping constontly to keep
the drifts from flooding.”
"Angus!®

KATI!LEEN might have counted

twenty-five stations had she
been concerried with anything
other than keeping her breath in
Its accustomed place, She knew
she was suffocnting, She wanted,
terribly; to reach out for the assur-
ance of Kit-Smyth's arm, some-
thing more human than the iron
bar she elutched.

She had one moment of
ing fear as she visualized t

ﬂn ralyz-

them, cutting off the sky and the
sunlight , .. but principally the
alr. .. for all time,

“Air—"she ventured. "How does
one—"

“Pumps again," answered the
superintendent, “I'11 show yvou the
winch when we go top-side again.
Alr must be foreed through at a
terrifie pressure to break the damp
air; the foul air, It's poisonous.”

Kathleen offeredd n praver that
nothing would happen to t(he
pumps until she reached the sur-
face again.

*Relux." ordered Kit-Smyth.

Kathleen promptly stiffened and
knew that her heels had come up
through her ankles. She found the
enge had stopped with devastating
abruptness,

For a moment she waited, Took-
ing ahead. Surely this was fome-
thing Milton had drenmed about
when he wrote "Paradise Lost."
This queer low dark tunnel with
its dots of yellow light, gleaming
fantastically along the floor, The
dots she learned were electrie
lights; the gleam, the tracks along
which ran the ore eradies,

Again she refused Kit-Smyth's
arm and stumbled along in his
wake, The men were lunching in
the tunnel just off the “stope.”

Kathleen noticed now that the
walls and ceiling were heavily tim-
bered. This gave her some assur-
ance of safety untll she realized
how deep in the earth they were
and How many toma of rock lay
above them.

And then they came Into what
Kit-8myth called a "kidney" and
she felt hetter. This was an oval
opening, the coiling loat in dark-
ness, the floor plled with muek. A1
the tunnel end the muckers sal
hunehed aver tin buckets, ane a
little apart from the rest of the
shift,

Kit-Smyth had sald they were
working this spot and Kathleen
{forgot everything else. Scarcely
awnre of the silent audience she
| moved close to a wall and seanned
it elnsely, Without n light playin
on it, it looked like nothing at all,

S0 this was a gold mine! The
Golden Girl, the mine whose name
had been bestowed upon her,
Whore was the gold?

Hands clazped behind her back,
heels pinntﬂr sturdily, she staed
thinking of what Bridget had said.
Wanting to laugh at the visions
she had previously had, of a great

lowing cave and miners chipping
the gold off the walls in rocks,

And then ahe atiffenied in alarm;

"Angus!™ The man who had sat
apart was on his feel) was coming
towards her, ripping off his eap
with one hand, the otheér oaut-
siretched. “Oh, Angus, 1 knew
you'd come. 've been praving—"

With one swift motion Kathleen
ripped oft the rubber hat and her
curls eaught the gleam of a lamp,
revealed th nininity of her face

“Baimy!" Kit-Smyth's voice
rang out in warning.
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By GLUYAS WILLIAMS
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T WASN'T UNTIL FRED PERLEY, AT HOME WITH A COLD,

Bl

HAD FLOWN INTO HIS-THIRD TANTRUM ON BEING REPEATEDLY |

CALLED To THE DOOR BY STRANGERS WHO ASKED 10 SEE “THE
HOUSE, THAT HE DISCOVERED THAT HALLOWEEN PRANKSTERS HAD PUT AN
“OPEN FOR INSPECTION ” 516N ON HIS PORCH THE NIGHT BEFORE
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