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8y GEORGE RANDOLPH CHESTER, Creator of “Wallingford,”

CHAPTER IL.
Belling a Cirous.

ITH the Orst blare of the
' distant music Blackle Daw
leaned eagerly forward lu

hls chalr and rested his
nemy on the rall of (he Booly House
poreh, looking up wnd down the maln
wireet of Bureville with the sparkling
oyes of youth pever ending. “Boom-de-
ri-a-n-hi-ahl Boomede-raiu-m-h-dab!” be
wing o unison with the atellent trom.
hones, beating time with both feet and
ane band, while Wallingford, standlog
aguinst the rall, looked down on him
with a Indalgent smile.

The band blarad louder as It turned

« from Court House square townrd Muin
altget. A horse and buggy, both slesk
und shioy, enmo doshing down Hooly
oireer and turned up Malo toward the
oncoming parade. ‘The driver was a
“oporty” farmer, whose nearness to the
s011 no elty clothes could conceal.

“I'bhat’s Ll Bogger," whisperad n pret.
Iy waltress, bending down betwden
Walllngtord and-Blackle. “His wife's
dead, and be's wold his farm and put
all his money In the bank He always
takes his dinner bere when be comes
1o town, and I've arranged to seat him
Lolween you two men."

“Protty good detective work for two
diys, Miss Faunle,” complimented
Wallingford, Wwith & smile Into the
upiiekllng brown eyes. “Have any froun-
hle getting o Job a8 waltepss ¥

"With o cireus comlng to owan?”
lnughed the blue eyod glrl who came
alt Just Belind Faonle Warden, “Of
oonrse not, 1 eonld have had 4 Job,
toa, onily you thought I had better not.”

"Getting Information nbout My Bog-
#or 18 8o easy IUs stupld,” went on the
brown eyed Fannle. "“All the giria
kuow him, for he's & country mnsber,
and they hate bim."

“What's bls bank roll 7" anked Wal-
lnglord speculutively.

“Lhey any everything up to two hun-
dred thouwand,” whispered Tannle,
“I've mifted 1t down pretty well, thoughi.
I think he has about §75,000."

"And forty thousand of that he stole
from uk when father died,” sald Violet,
with  traco of bitterness, She beld In
hee band o smull memorandum book
in which was a long lst of nnmes. At
(lie bead of the Hat was E. H. Falls,
and thls nnmo wns crossed off, The
aoxt nnme wis Klins Bogger,

Blackle reached over nnd closed the
book.

"Don't worry about Elns,” ha adyla.
ol ber, patting the hund which held
the book, "We're hero to ses that
Wiy rentitotes, peinelpal, tnterest and
oxpanses, [nn't Ll the village cotup?
Huo's the lfe of the party.”

Indeed, Elins Bogger wan nn active
diveraion, for now the eutlee police
foree of Hureville had stopped Nis
Bose, which stow] beautifolly prane

I

roll 1" wakeod Walling-
ford,

Ing while a hntred throats yollod de
Vlslee directions to the offleors nod to
Bogger, With o partlng choor from
the erowd Mr, Bogger, withi i rpah ongl
a clulter auld b whoop, dtove aronn
behing the Rooly Hduse to the el

.

“Boom do-rasnchidabl  Boom.dera.
anhdabl” sang Blackle Daw ngain,
apelighug to his feot with the ecstnuy
of n boy. “fee, liow I'd ke to be n
kil ughin and see this all for the first
| Hooray! Here come twenty of
P. T, Burnios pog drivers diaguised

&:%ﬂ-l. t day for Burevifle™

ehucklod J. Rufus affor the posalig of
Uig oalllope 40 the locul grocery wag-

SWihat's his bank
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ons. "Bul I'm wondering If It wus n
good plin to come after Ellas when
there's 8o much elve doing” He turn-
#d to smile nt Fannle, but stie had hoe-
rigd In to save ber three lwportant
nentn,

“Hush, Jimmy!" objected Bladkle,
renching down to buy a landful of
ballooos, =1 don't care for busihess
unless 1 can comblue pleasure with It
I'm glad we're here. 1 want to go to
[he efrous, 1 want to be an lnnocent
youll aguin and sbort change a ribe.”

“That’s what you were dolug the first
time | met you," mused Walllngford,
smiling at the look of perplexity In the
blue eyes of Vielet Warden. Bince
these two careless and jovial soldiers
of fortune had underinken to get back
the millions which lnd Dbeen stolen
from the Wanden orplinus Vielet and
Fanole had beeo In a constant state
of bewllderment over thelr new
friends. *You were thoe finest shell
worker, Binckle, that ever cleaued up
o connty fule, Buon nway, Mlss Vielel,
Hete comes Bogger"

There waos & wad serpmble when the
dloner bell rang, but Walllogford and
Blackte found senls walllng for them,
three tilted cholrs belng held frmly by
the Nipuds of Faonle Wiarden, ‘They
sut down, leaving the middle ghnie va-
tant. Fannle, keeplug n sharp ¢ye on
the door, ran to meel Elins the minate
he came In, led him to the yneant chale
fand seated him triomphantly,

Ellas was a apare man, cousidernbly
past middle nge, whose Jeathery face,
In & gueer pattern of bronae cheeks
fnd white jowls, betrnyed that lils now
uoatty gontee hod but cecontly been
whinkers, Hin sparse, long top hale
wus combed earcfully over the spot
which bad o tendency to become bald,
niid his neck moved abiout so uneom:
fortnbly in bis bigh collar that It was
gortnin he bhad wsot long endured the
things.

“Flne day for the clrcus,” he sald to
Walllngford In a  hasty, little high
pliched volee, baving Inspected sl the
Indies in the room,

Walllngford, laylng back to stody
Bogger, left the conversatlon to
Bluckle,

“Back In elghty-four, on July 17, to
be more exact, we had Just such anoth-
er dny for m circus as this, nnd none
uince untll now," Bluckle stated,

“You don't may!" exclalmed Ellas,
very much Impressed by Blockle's ac.
euracy. “You wmust be an old olrous
min, Is this your clrcus, maybe?"

“Not this one explained Blockle
upologetienlly, paglog no atteutlon to
Wallingford's frown; "It belougs to ty
friend, P. T. Barnes,” and be waved
lis hand sunvely in the direetion of
Whallingford. J. Rufus bowed In re-
Iuetant acknowledgment ns one bored
to be known of strangers, My, Bogger
Inspected him with beconiing awe.

“Must be a 1oL of mouey fu a clreus,”
suggested Mr. Bogger with a question
lug ghines at Wallingfonl

“Money!™ sald Blackie, with o wide-
Iy expressive wave of his hand, and
then he lowered bis volee to an ex
tremely confidentinl tone.  “Clecuses
mitke #o much monsy,” he went on,
“that over twenty years ngo it was
found necessnry to form the elreus
frust, not to muke more money, hut to
keop elrcumes from taking all the mon
ey out of cleculutlon, Now nobody fa
allowed to start & new clrens, There
fre only twenty-two, large nod small,
permitted fn the United Stutes, and the
only Wiy to get one 18 to buy one.”

“Thoy must cost o lot," guessed (he
ot iy,

“Well, no, returned Blackle, *The
price 18 stondardized.  Oleouses oy
from S25000 to $5,000,000, Tlis one,
for instance, s 0 850,000 one, belug
kuown In' the brsiness us a Cluss ©
show, and Mr, Birdes would lny him
Sl apen to severe penaltios If e nsk.
el moby for L

Wialllugtord looked fraperly gloomsy,
Ho wou roally wo,

There's so wuch money tn the busl
fens that no mun 18 permiited 1o own
# clecus  longer than ten  years,"
Blackie went on.  “Even If bo Dusn't
i tle euough to wult him by that e
he By compolled to well out and Blve
Bome one eldo b chanes”

"You' dou't day!" oxclalmed Filns,
thoughtfully  stroking  the  whinkers
which were not there, and e gnzed at
Hiackio quite earnestly fop some mo-
ments. Then he went on with his
menl

“1'a ke to by n efrens,” sald be to
Bliekie aftor nwhile

“Citn you furnish A1 eredoptinlay
demanded Me. Daw, willh a teace of
severity, Aud now he saw that Wal
lngford  wis  litenlng  with  enger
thought fulness,

“Bverybody aronnd here knows Rilan
Hogger," returned the otber between
bltes of ple. “I've got the motey, too—
Ihat 1, to buy & Cliss O clecus. My
wife (ied Iant witter, and 1 sold the
tarm, I mnde a litte money on n vail
road deal, too," and his eyes narrowed
“"ﬂﬂ.m"“

Y1 won,” skl Blackle, with & glance
at Wallingfonl, “What yon want (s a
Liusioess that is safe, mAkes an enor.
mous profit and lots you have a lot of
Fun il ot the same tme. You're n sly
ol dog, 1onn see that”

UNot wo very old," quickly protested

»

Mr. Bogger.
ten yenrd of my age ot that”
sod went out.

“He belleves everstling anybods
tells him," whispered an eager volce,
and Faunle, her eyes shining with ex.
citement, darted away, leaving Bluokle
and Wallligford In chuekllng conversa-
tlon. When she cume back the men
were wilting for her.

“Where's Misg Violel? asked Wal
lingtond,

“Up ln my room."”

“Flpe!” approved Wallingford, “You
gitla ol np and go out 1o the grounds
% soon as you dan, Go Into the *kid
show'—that's the malo slde show, you
know=—and look wt the freaks untll we
need yow

Alreudy the conntey and villuge folk
were overflowlng (he grounds, though
it lacked san hour or more of opening
time, Loafing laxlly, inspecting the
erowd, slouched an enormous man with
i violent mustoche which gave bim a

"I pever pess for withio
He rose

“Everybody around here knows Elias
Bogger," said the other between bites
of ple,

mast feroclons cust of countenance,
fnnd to this rforblddiog cltisen Blackie
Daw sldled, grionlog ac bim ln walt
lug expectiney.

Texas Ed looked nround, and his
face Immedintely 11t with weleome,

“Hello, sport!” he roared, glving
Blackle's bund a visellke grip, "It's
been n coon's nge alnce I see you trim-
min' the geeks on the pumpkin clreult.
What's your grift nowadoys?"

"I got a pew game," explained Black-
le gravely, “I carry around a wad of
wet cliswing gum on the end of a
String and dsh coppers out of blind
men's cupy”

“Bute old  kldder' declared A,
“Bay, you ought to be with this outlit
Coursest grift you ever saw, Every-
body's n 1¢, from the manager down."

"Munager, ¢b? Ed, slip me all the
Info you c¢an, Whern's Barnes?'

YOl B T8 Inld up with rheumatic
gout, and go Joe Unger, bo's the mon-
ngor, has been buylng o farm In Con-
nestiou"

“"What does he look ket

“Like o tob of pork. Far be It from
me to say such, with me so affectionnte
foward my salury, but Unger's & fat
old Qo™

“Thunks, EA" Bluckle threw away
his clgurette.  “I'l post my pal vight
away and burry back. I want you to
shiliaber for a faney geifL”

“Wise moe” busked Bd, with loas
ure; "wise me"

Blackle hurrled off to the cane rack,
where he bad planted J, Rufus, but
Just as Lo peared his partner, and be
fore be could spenk, Walllngford waus
nstonlibed to see Blacklo ook back
over hls shioulder and sturt away on «
gallop.  Ellas Bogger wna the etplana-
ton. e was talking to Texus 5. and
the witebiful Faunle was not four peo
e away from bim,

“That wus my fall guy,” explnined
Blackle, arriving broathiess Just after
Bogger had departed, “What was his
llue of cont"

“He's the richest mark that ever ask-
od the price of lemons,” lnaghed blg
Ex, gazlog In wondor after the depart:
ing Hogger. “He pointed out that fat
party over there and wanted to know
It e wis Barnes,"

“OL copree you wised him up?” wor.
rled Blackle,

“DId T not? I did not!™ veplisd 14,
with influtte scorn. *T told Klm it was
Baroes aod (hat he'd bad himaelf dyed
U bruvette to keep Prom looking ke
hils own lithographs, so people wouldn't
keep trying to boy blm out"

Blackle grioned In aheer delight and
turrled over to J, Rufus.

"I enn't belleve It yot, Bluckie" de
clared his partuer, “Ellng Bogger 14
elther the prise boob of the untverse or
elie ho badk we kidded to n standstiil”

“Take It from mo, be's the prize o).

lop,” protested Blackie earnecetly. “He
looks like n remittance from mother.,”

“He 18 if be buys my clreus,” chue.
kled J, Rufus. “Say, Blackie, you find
out where Barnes Is, and cook up some
scheme Lo keep lim out of the way for
en hour. Do that and I'il sell EH some
experience."”

“Go as fur ng you lke nnd sea if
Parues cares,” alrily responded Blackie,
“Old . T, basn't been with the show
& minute this sesson, and his manager,
4 fat burglar by the monlker of Joe
Unger, 1s grafting all the velvet. He's
#0 strong at it be basn't pald salaries
far three weeks."

J. Rufus strode straight across to the
main entrance, into which a solid
stream of molst humanity was alresdy
wedging. Wallingtord, brond of shoul-
dern and a bead taller than the mass,
pushed his way {mpatiently slong be-
tween  the swaylng ropes aod Wwas
about to push as impatienily past the
{loket taker when that gentleman, a
henvy framed thug, grubbed bim
rotighly by the shoulder.

“Pleket!™ be rmaped,

“Where's Joe Unger?' demnnded
Wallipgford, with m frown ns black ns
nlght.

The ticket taker glanced toward &
beefy man who stood Just beyond him,
his Buffalo Bill sombrero In hils hand,
mopping his head with a gray slk
bandkerchief. The heavy gentleman
mnlking no sign; the ticket taker turoed
fngnin to Wallingford,

“1 sald where's your ticket?' he de
munded. .

“You're fired!” Wallingford roared
with a flare of anger, shaking his big
forefinger in the tlcket taker's face.
“Get off the lotl And If somebody
don't hunt up Joa Unger for me with-
in mbout thirty setonda I'll fire the
lot of you, Where la he?"

“I'm Joe Unger” the beefy man
barked grufily, though much troubled.
“What do you want¥’

Wallingford turned to nn eye patch-
ed thug.

“Here, BIll, or whatever your nhme
18" he ordered In the volee of author-
Ity, “you take tickets til! I put a new
min_on the box. Now, Unger. how
wis yesterday's business?"

“Who wants to know?' demanded
Mr. Unger, endeavoring to nssert his
Customary caarship, but feeling b slip-
ping from WLlm.

“1 do” soapped Wallingford.

“And who are youi" lnquired Un.
ger, angry that his volca wus losing Ita
atrength.

“Seard!" sunpped Walllngford.

Unger repented (he nume feebly, but
had not the nerve to Ask who Sears
mlght be.

“If the fact that I'm Sears lsn't
enough for you I'll bave a Johony tin
plnte el you more,” declnred J, Rufus,
watching narrowly, and Dbelng  well
pleased with the offect of this threat
of n loom] officer of the law. “Now,
look here, Unger, the governor wants
to know why the business (s so rotten,
and I'm here to fAind but. What was
your take-In yesterday ¥

“Well” hesltated Unger, “It looked
Ilke raln over In Cattlesburg, and the
play fell off & Jttle. Thirty-three hun.
dred on the day."

“1 got a different report,” declared
Wallingford, looking e man squarely
In the eye. “You hnd to hunt the
clouds with n telescope yesterdny In
Cattlesburg, and the take-in s four or
five hundred out of the way., Thers's
golug to be n shakeup around here.'

Withln  Afteen minutes 1t was
“polsed"” all over the grounds that old
P. T.'s vight band min was with (hem,
and a genernl tightening up took place.
In stern disapproval of everything J.
Rufas let Unger lead him about and
Introduce him as “L. Monckton Sears,”
but when the manager began to ask
Wim personal questions Walllngford
shut him with:

“How's the snlary lst? Is 1t paid
np

*Well, not guite,” ndmitted Tnger.

“How far are wo behind? He was
very stern, I

“Oh, u week or 50" The mannger
lookedt nervously about him as If plan-
nlhg an escape,

*“I'hat means three op fonr, I sup-
I'H]Si‘."

"Well, three for & feéw of 'em.”

“T see.  Unger, you'r¢ a common
thief. I baven't made up my mind
what 'l do with you yet, but I may
pub you over just for snmusement, Tt
wltogether depends on how the old man
fotls after [ 2ell out for him."

The rellef I the face of Utger was
tromendons, “The old man going to
el ' be askod.

“Dopenda on  the price,” returted
Wallingtond, *“1 wnot a statement of
the past week's buslness and an 1o
volca of the plant In an hoor,  And, by
the way, If the expenses are too high
and the receipts too low there'll e po
wile, a0 then Pm Hkely to mnke souie-
body trouble”

“Belleve me,” promised Ungor fer
vently, “today's businesa will show o
grand little profpr

YSes that It does,"” warned Walllng-
ford, "Tell the trensurer whnt 1 want
and then hurry back to me In the an)
! tenk"  And, leaving Unger to al
tocnate hopes  and  fears, ho strode
away, hurrying Into the menagetie In
doarch of Blackls ang Bogger. He
found Blackle alone In frout of a llon's
cage. “Where's Bogger?™

"Bogger,” stated Blackle placialy, “ia
anchored o seat 1, section A, counting
the howse and estimating the today's
profits; and just behlnd him, never
moving her brown eyes from the back
of hls bead, sits cute Hittle Fannle War-
a'n'il -

“Where's Violel

"Busy” grinned Blackle “Sbe I ln
charge of the most motherdike dames
in the clreus, belng all dolled up Hko
the llon tamer's belde.”

When Blackle came with the anxions
Bogger, Walllagford was eaking Unger
over the coals at a great rate,

“Beg your pardon, sir wald Blackie,

tobching Walllngford on the arm, “but

my friend, Mr. Bogger, wants to amk
You & queation or two, Mr. Barnes,”

"I'm not Barnes,” declared Walllng-
ford gruMly.  “I am hls personal rep-
resentative and buslvesa execotlve. My
nnme's Sears,

“Unger, 1 never saw such a dirty lot
of uniforms. If | bave to sell this
clreus for Mr. Burnes [ want It In de-
cent shape. What are today's profita?”

“Over $1,000," sald Unger brighten-

Ing.

“A thousand!" Wallingford's face
was purple with fory, “Unger, I'm go-
Ing fo investigate this thing. If you
know what's good for you you won't
let me sée you on this lot today!”

Walllngford let the unfortunate Un:
ger go.

“If 1 aln't Intruding, Mr. Sears, let's
talk buslness as man to man. 1 know
the truth about your fix. You bave to
take §60,000 for this show today. I'm
here with the money.”

Wallingford glanced Incredulpously at
Blackle, but he put out his hand depre-
eatingly.

“I promised to sell it to a friend.”

“Oh!” Mr, Bogger gulped. He was
only stopped for a moment, however,
“I'll give you fAfty-five!"

“NO;"

"Slxtyl"

Walllngford hesitated.

“Make ft sixty-five, spot caah, and
we'll go right up to a Inwyer's and
draw up n bill of sale."

Ellas studled a lovg time. “Well,"
b concluded, “I'm satisfied sbout the
money part, 've asked six or seven
men around the grounds bere, and,
though they don't oll say the sama
thing, they've convinced me that
there's n fortune 1o it every day. Come
on, We'll go up to my bunk."

Mr. Bogger walked on the grounds of
the P. T. Barnes Colossal Aggregation
of Tented” Wonders as monatrch of all
e surveyed just as the torches were
being Iit in the hour before the evenlng
performance. He held his head very
high. He counld go ln nnd order an ele-
plant hitehed to his bugey If be Hked.

Just between the maln tent and the
cook tent “Daredevll Demo” accosted
bim, “They tell me you're the new
boss and bave the coin. I'm three
weels back, aod T want mine."

“Well" exclalmed Bogger, “I'll have
to look into this, How wmuch do you
get a week "

“Flve hundred and Aty dollars,” De-
mo ealmly told him.

Mr. Bogger nlmost dropped dead on

the spot. “A week, did you say?' he
gunped,
YA week. 1.get shot out of & cannon

to a platform up In the dome, grab »
bieycle, ride down n 200 foot chute,
Jump a forty foot gap and land o a
tank of water. Do I get my back
pay ¥

“I'Il see about it promlsed Bogger,
much troubled, and he started to turn
NWAY,

Demo grabbed him by the shonlder
and turned him nround with one swing.

“1 get It now!" he declared, "or I'l
cloke up your Boomin' show! 1 aln't
#o strong for thix outfit, anyhow, es-
pecinlly since a bay's golng to try to
run It. If T don't get my coin before
I go on tonlght, no show! And If these
rubes don't Aee my act they'll tear
down the tent. 1'im what brings 'em
hore!"

The "“Trelvo Trio of Aerinl Acrobats'
descended upon Mr. Bogger In a body
before Demo had fnlshed with him.
They were Swigs nnd knew but lttle
Eunglish, but they very energetically
conveyed to Mr. Bogger the fact that
they were three weoks in arcenrs Iy
sulary and wanted thelr money. If
they (ldn't get It, no show; nlgo n
sherif!

More came running, barebnck viders,
wngon men, tumblers, tralners, chariot
drivers and even some of the young

Thers Came a Mighty Tug at the Rope
Bogger Was Hul!inn.

Indlies of the spectaclo, nll with Bllaw
Bogger us their objective polnt, angd all
sereaming a mad demand for money!
Gazing about him In desperation, the
new proprietor saw Wallingford stand-
ing by @ big rear tent and rushed to-
ward bim for protection. J. Rufus
seomed to know Instinetively that Bog-
ftr wan lo growlng fear of his life, for
he lifted up the edge of the tent, shov-
od Ellns throngh and met the madden.
ol mob himself. The smile on Wal-
lingford's Jovial fuce deepeted, ns pres-
ently there eame from the Interfor of
that tent a hubbub of shelll cries. A
moment later Mr, Bogger onme out of

that tant on the dead run, followed by
R platoon of chorus ladies, sereaming
for vengeance. With them was Violet
Warden, all dolled up as n lon tamer,
1t took all of Wallingford's persnnsive-
néss to rescue Ellus,

*Ihnt was full of women dresaing!”
panted Mr. Bogger, “What did you
ghove me in there for?™

“Dida’t they know you were the pro-
prietor?” Inguired J, Bufus in astonlsh-
ment.

“Uome over to the big top,' Invited
Bluckle, “Fred Bristol's golng to try
out k new fiylng trapese net before the
perforimance,” and be led the way.
_The main tent was big and high and
dlm and mysterlous, with ({s one torch
Hghted. Away up In the dome g tiny
trapée swung on long strands, which,
from the ground, looked llke splder
webs. Upon a little shelf, far nway,
stood a slender, graceful man in pink
tights, and from either side of the shelf
atretched down long ropes. A mnn
with a coat and trousers on over his
tighls bureled up to Bogger and band-
ed him a rope.

“Here, pal," be said; “hold this line,
will you®' and be throst it into Bog-
ger's handy, “Get n good gelp on it

The plok elad scrobat upon the high
mhelf drew the trapede far ncross aod
up to him with & tipe, All at once
there cate s mighty tug at the rope
Bogger wns holding, and it was jeried

from his clasp. A cry of horror burst
trom the throuts of a score of clrons
attaches, and down, down through the
dusty alr of the big tent, with its rows
upon rows of dismally empty benches
came whitling and sprawling a pink
figure! A sbriek burst from the pallid
lips of Bogger s It thudded upon the
ground. The elrcus wen, mostly acro-
bats, rughed to the apot where the pink
figure lay, conceallng it from wviaw.
There was a plerolog shrick from n
woman near the entronce,

"This' way out!" and Walllngford
shoved Bogger, running abead of hiin,
to av openlng and thrust him through.
Bogger had v a third of the length
of this Inclosure before be realized that
hie was once more In the women's dress.
Ing tent, and then the faces of the
furles spurred him on to such speed
ns his lega had nevor ylelded in his 1ife,

There was but one logleal end to sucli
blind speed, and that was a stumble.
A little dralnage dltch got him and
luld Lim low to Hsten to the beating of
bis heart and Imagine that trlp ham-
mer nolse to be the patter of pursulng
feet,  Walllngford and Blackle Duw
caught up with him presently, belped
biin with kind and comforting words,
when o sad proeession filed out of the
main teot.  Four men bore a stretcher,
upon which was a limp form, covered,
by the irony which was a chanee, with
one of the brond red ribbons over which
bareback riders Jjump. Quite n number
of men with bowed beads followed It
down to the rallrond siding, where the
elreus sleaping cart stood.

“It looks band" sald Walllogford:
“vory, very bad! 1 don't know whether
the man is—Is dend or not, but tn any
event you're up against It, Bogger.
Fred Briztol is one of the best high
trapeze men In the business, and It
means a Afty thousand dollar damnge
sult, which you'll probably loss."

“Where s he! Where Is he!* bellow-
ed n bulllike voles from out of the
dorkness. It was the voles of the big
lHon tnmer husbond of g pretty bare
back rider,

“Clreus, clreus!” monned Bogger, *1
wouldn't be n proprietor of n elreus for
. millfon dollors!"”

“You'll have to be the proprietor.”
sld Wallingford coldly, “It's a legnl-
Iy bluding transfer, and you're lucky
If you don't have manslaughtor agninst
yon a8 well as a damage sult”

"Whore I8 he!l” ngaln bellowed Texng
B4 out of the darkness.

“Plense, Mr, Bears, plense. 1 beg of.

you, let me out of this!" pleaded Bog-
Eer, with guivers of terrog In his volee,
“I'nice back your bill of sale and glve
me my money. Please!™

“And stand this damage sult my-
self ¥ Inquived Walllngford, with scorn.
“I should say not. A anle is n sale.”

Aguln the volee from the darkness,
this time nearer. Dogger Jumped,

“I'll discount 1" he offered, *“only
get me away from here! 1'I give you
anything yon sny!"

“Right ontside Is n boggy,” sald Whal-
Hngfoed.  “I'Il jump you In that and
tnke you to fown ns %00n A8 We come
to terms. 11l take your bill of sale and
tear It up and glve you $10,000 and
deny that you were the proprietor when
sou held that vope*

“Pen  thousand dollnrs!™ exclatmed
Dogger. "“Ten thousand dollars! Tt's
rabibery !

“There's that damnge salt,” Walling.
ford reminded him,

“You may win I protested Bogger,
"Give me forty thousand aud 110 set-
tle 1"

“Hete Dhe sl yollod Wallingford
lowdly to the angry busbond some
where in the darkuess,

“Don't!  For henven's sake, don't!”
Bogger hnlf sobbod. “Here's your bill
of sale! Glve me the money! Now,
where's that buggy ¥

In the tent of the departed Manager
Unger gnthered the tired but happy
connpirators, and, on the lttle folding
tuble J, Rufus Wallingford threw $50,.
000 I renl woney.

“Prineipal, interest nnd exponnes.” ho
declared  with sntisfaction. T used
five thousand to pay off Texns Ed nnd
the acrobnt whe dropped the dumimy
from the trapese. and our other good
friends who helped. and 1 sot aside n
blg ehunk for a Sunday treat to the
whole clrcun, tnetoding the nnimals
This ten wo'll ke out for the ex-
penses of the gung. and the forty thou.
sand, Indles, goes to the restitution
‘r’u':‘q‘or the estute of the late Mr, War

“And that crosses off the nime of
Eltas Hogger,” ndded Blackles, bending
over Vielet, who hnd the Hitle book In
her Imnd.

(Continned noxt Saturday.)

A Galley o’ Fun!

POSTAGE AND PACKING
"When I was a gander-nec
youth,” peui.mini-remmiuemli re-
marked the Old Codger, “l had =
habit of answering advertisements

wherein  Wond Books, Gold
Boxes of Goods, and other rare baw-
gaing were offered absolutely free;
sll 1 had to do was to send a ocer-
rain number of cents to pay for poat-
sge and packing. Somehow. when I
received my loot, the Golden Boxes
lidn't glitter enough to injure my eye-
jight, the Wonder Books cansed me
1o wonder why anybody wondered at
them, the rare bargains ware more or
ieas raw, and, of course; the pou

ind packing cost more than
goods were worth.

THOSE OLD SONGS.

‘I eannot sing the old songs!”
Her voice rang sweetly clear;
[t filled my heart with happiness,

It calmed my every fear,

‘1 cannot sing the old songs!”
Gnrdzooks! But that's all cight!
For these are those she used to sing

From early morn till night:

‘Has Anybody Here Seen Kelly?”
‘Schoal Daya"

‘Put on Your Old Gray Bonnet.”
‘I've Gat Rings On l{y Fingera”
“Garden of Roses.”

"By the Light of the Silvery Moon™

Yip-I-Addy-1-Ay.*"

"1:}_|nl , Mesmerizing  Mendeélssuhn
une,

‘What's the Matter With Father?
Take Me Out to the Ball Game'™

She cannot sing the old songs
As in the days of yore—

I'm glad of that; I've hicard them all
Ten thousand times or more,

She cannot sing the old songs!
What rare, yood luck, by gee!

They may be dear to some furks. but
They are not dear to mel

TO OUR SUMMER APHRODITE.

Men come and go: changes harase;

Old ocean rounds his  seasons'
Blirge;

New customs age, #find pall, and
pass—

54l dost thou eut thine old-time
aplurge.

Dainty, superb; Venus or elf;
Faie, fond or frigid, bold ar cay;
Through time and fashion's change,
thyaelf,
Still dost thou work us prief—and
Joy.

A dryad laughing in the sea;
A mermaid musing on the shores:
A siren, lurine men to thee—
«Still art thou as thou wert of
yore. |

A narrowed skirt, an altered cap,
A freer reach of Hmb and aem,

A feill put off or on, mayhap.
Still leave thee maid of ruth—and
charm, .
A slren, Diana, Venus, maid.
Temptrens and angel, lure and
meed,
Hail'! As thy menerations fade

Still dost thou bloom to meet dulr
need.

Sn—

AIDS TO THE MEMORY.

*What's that string tied on youp
inger, Bilby!"

“That? M

*To remind you?"

“Yes, to remund me to—to—
PBless my soul, what was it to res
mind me of, now? Oh, yes, | knowt
My wife tied that string on my fin
s0 that if anything worries me U'ly
remember to forget itl"

THE INDI3PENSABLE BOY.

Clll!r.—l-lowhin yodu.r n;w office-boy

ti long these 5
“L::y:r.—s. fine! Ile'l got thingt.
#0 mixed up now that I couldn't gof
slong witheut him!

wife put that there.”




