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#God, Man, You Cwn't Go Like That!"

wiliete he hod heen leaning. Hstrada,
sent by Rickard to find out why the
train not! il out, saw him the
samie Instunt os did Molly,  Sllent
mwnyed, waving them baek unscelngly,
ke a wan who s dronk,

“Gad, man, you can’t go like (bt "
erled Bstrada.

Who's geing ¥ demanded Stlent, hin
fongo thick with thirst and exhouy
ton. Tha whivtly blew agnin,

L owiin®  The tealn moved out on
the trestie, as the whistle Wew angrily
twice, Only Molly and Bilent saw s
trada go, Sllent siaggered unseeingly

tn the bank toward the camp, Molly
followlng,

The rivar wan humplog out yonder:
the rolling mess eame roaring, fank-
on, ngalnst (he dam,
© "Quick, for God's make, quick!"
yolled Mtiokard, Ein wignals sounded
#hort ahd sharp, “Dump 1 on, (hrow
the cars [nl*  Muarsholl was danclog,
his mouth full of oaths, on the hank
eilge,  Hroathlpssdy sll wotehed the
rrishing water fling 1self ayer the dam.
Fur wovorid hiaehod seconds thie steue
ture could nut be ween, Whon the
fonm fell n choor went up,  'The dam
wuk standing,  Sileat, iC was sopposed.
wine bringing in his traln,

Abpve the distant Jogged lne of
montining rose norerd ball, A new day
Begun, And uguln the Deugols foso; &
mountuin of water onme folllng dume

Thewe tealns ran steaming on the
ila,
"'t slop now to blust the big
poer,  Pour e on 1™ ordered Ricknrd,
There wan n losg walt before any
roek foll Marsha!l and Rickard wilt.
ol for the pour. The whistles blew
Then they diw what wis
wrong. The worning lght showed n
rock welghing severnl tonn which was
resinting the eforts of the prossing
erow,  Outl of the gloom sprang other
fgureg with erawbars,  The rock tol
tered, foll. The river tossed (L an
It wors & teonls ball, sent It
riMing down the lower face of the

bogun to go wild, The men
ing rockless
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tried to "elp B wasnT BT
“Who was it Marshsll had ran
down to see why the work peused
Rickard turnad shocksd eyes on his
chlef. “Bstrada™ The beantifal
mournful eyos of Eduardo were on
him, not Marshall's, horrifisd. Now bke
knew why BEwirads bad said, “I can't

It enme to Rickard as he gave the
shall than to him, “As nesr a son as

“We're burylug the lad,” sald Mar
The minute of fumers! had to be
pushed mside. The river would not

chnge.

where It touched the rim of the dGam.
Suddenly n chorused cry rose, The
river had stopped risng. The whisties
seremmned (hemselves hoorse,

And then a glel, sltting on the bank,
W two men grab each other by the
hand, She wuas too far nway to hear
their voloes, but the gun, rising red

the biackened fuces of hier brother nnd
Rickard,
bher crying.

—_—

CHAPTER XXXIV.

A Denertion,

When the afternosi waned and God.
frey did not eall on her Gecty was
roused to uneasiness, Hud she angersd
b by refusing (o mnke the definite
promise? Could It he love, the sort of
love she wanted, If hw could stay awoy
like this when they could have he
cam to Memsalvis, ovory otie down nt
the break, no Hardine rinnlog In evers
winute? Thelr frst chanee aod G-
frey slighting it!

He would sureely cotie that evening,
knowlng that she would be nlone | The
Hitle watch Tom had glven her for un
nlmost forgotten birthiduy set the pace
for her resenttient, Nine, ten, eloven !
How dnred he treat ber 507 She hiew
out the lnmps when gho found that she
wis dumking with anger nod undressed
in the durk. Ehe could not see him,
It he enme now, her self-control all
gour ! Bat she could not go to bed,
Hhe stood In her dorketied tent, slnken
by hor angry phesions

Bupposa thnt he were only teitling
with hert What wos that papor he had
theust In her hond? WL n candle
sho found the yellow paper. It was
u capy of o telogratn to Godfrey’s law-
yor.  “Sturt divoree procosdings ot
ones,  Any grounds poswsible.  Back
suon,  Godirey."

The frightened blood resumed |ts
nori] Bow, If he had done this for
Wer then sha b not lost him.  Au ap-
pirent elopoment, why had she never
thought of theat before? That would
coent thelr bond, Fler sernplm coulid
grow ou the rond, O, she eould min-
nre Godfrey ! Bho woukil o with B,
Sho rememborsd (hat she must go (¢
bvd IF e weke (o boave soy looks o
e morming,

Whin Godlrey enme Lo her nesl af-
terftioon,  penttent, rofredbed Aftow o
g morsdng™  sloep, e found a
elinrming Kostess,  Hlie was sy about
bis telegrnm,  Enchnotingly dlstant
when he trfed to reteh her hand!

“1 enn't go witheut you," ho erlod
He L discaverod Ret interpirali tion of
hin toligram and It delighted bl he
begnn to belleve in lils own Intention,
"I know, You shirink from iU all, You
Wread the stops that will free o0, You
noed e beslda you to lp you, Lot's
cut the knot. Toulght 1*

"Not tonlght.  Muaybe (amorrow,”
whispered Gerty, and then sho mun:

Lo Rl her, TC won nll urmoged bofore
bo left the mmmnndn, They were 1o
leive together the next day. Her ob-
Jeat would be sccompllshed by thilr
leaving together, o would feel that
be owed her his nnie,

Of course Gerty must do It In the
conventionnl way! She would have
nsed rope  ladders had  they been
needed.  The conventlonnl oote wns
plupod to her bureay searf,

Innex was with Tom when he found
it They eama ln together from the
river, Nueither had notieed the odid
looks from the men a8 they passed
thréugh the encampment. A domen
men had seen Hardin's wife leave for
the North with Gedfeey,

Gerty's lefter told Tom that It waa
ull over, Hhe had tried to stand it, to
be true even through his cruelly, but
n feoling stronger than she won mads
her true to heeself, and so troe at last
o him|

4

It was worse than death,

off her hand when It
shoulder, Gerly's hand
him that way, He was
sultness,

oppressed hor, This was
know | Inarticulate,
herself that even a
Introder—hut she was
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lvwmmmthurlvu,

through the bunks of swoke, foll on |

Bhe did not core who suw |

nged o fow tenrs apd e wos ollowed |

could offer no comfort, Iig eyea told |

—

' l She forced hormlf towand the vol-

eabo's edge; and the swift eruption

eoarched ber, It war the pltluble wreek
[d dignity, of pride. Hiz wonls were
|lnmlewnt: bis wrath invelved his sis.

ter, erouching in toars Inmes shrank

from him, the man she dil not know.

The conrss streak wos nneovered n Il
| its repulsiveness. He turnel on Innes
suddenly, She was crying, o hoddied
beap on the couch.

“I've had enough crylng—between
you and Gerty. WIll you get out? T've
gol to have some sleep™

Through her sobs he could make out
that she was afrald to leave him.

“Well, then, Il go. I'm used (o hav-
ing to leave my own tent, A dog's life.”
He flung out Ioto the night.

CHAPTER XXXW,

* A Corner of His Heart.

The secand evening after the closure
Iickard wus dining with the Mar
shalls In thelr ear. Yhe Palmyra was
to pull out the next day. Hardin's
name was brought up by Tod Mar
Ishall. “She was light potatoes,” he
dismissed the women. “But she's
broken the man's spirit.”

Rickard, It was discovered, hod
pothing to say on the subject of the
elopoment.

“I'm sorry hin sister is not bere to-
| night™ begun Marshall mischlevously,

T @i ask her, Tod" Clandin has
tened to Interrupt hier lord. “Dut she
would not feave her brother her lust
evening.”

YHer last evenlng? exclalmed Rick-
urd. “Is she golng awuy?®”

Murshall subdued his twinkle, *We
| are enrrylng her off. She ia to visit
Mrs, Marshall while I am on the
m.d.ll

Ricknrd gulped down his eoffee,
bolllng, “Mre Marshinll, will you let
ine run away carly? Why should he
give any exeuse? They kouw whnt ho
wos running uway forl

He made his wiy to the Hutle white
tent on the far shde of the trapeaium.
Innes, by the door, wins Wldding gomd-
by to Benory Maldonudo,

He forgot to great the Mexienn, She
stood waithug: her eyves fall of W,
Surely, the Kind senor knd something
[t smy to her? He hnd taken the white
(girt's hand., He woes staring into the
Lwhite girl’s eves, Bomething came to
Iher, 0 memors ke forgotten mukic.
| Bilently, she siipped away Ioto the
ulght.

Rickord would not relense Innes'
thaod ; her eyes conld not meet the
look In his,

“Comoe out and have & wallkk with
Ilim! You were not golng to tell me
'you were poing,  You were running
fway from me?”
| “You kuow thnt T love yon! I have
;!u-pu walting for this minnte, this
| WO, Wl these Tonely yeurs™
| Her hotd she kept furned from him,
He could net see the Hitle maternal
|Hmlle that ran arownd the curves of
(her mouth,  Those years, filled to (he
[artm with stern work, had not been
lonely. Lowmely momonls he hed bad,
i that wos all,

i *Nothlug for me¥"  He stopped, aud

mutle her face hitn, by taking botl of
her hands in il

| Sho wogld pot look at him o yet,
L would pol meot the look which plwny

| =l
i
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She Would Not Look at Mim Yet

compelled  her  will,  sinlifled
spesch, 8he had something to suy
firnt,

“We don't know each other; that is,
you dan't koow me!™

“Is that allY*
lila volee. "1 don't know you? Haven't
I weenn you duy by duy? Haven't 1
soen your melf-control tried, proved—
huven't 1 seen your Justice, when you
could not understand— Look st me!™

Bho shook her head, her ayes on the

They did not
He did not know

"Pear! I don't know whether you
love red or blue, that's a fact; Ibsen
or Rostand; bheat or coll. Does thnt
matter? 1 know you!™

An upward glunce hud enught him
snlling. Her speech was routed. *T'm
~~the—ouly girl here "

"Po you think that'w why I love
you*

“Ah, but you loved Gerty!™ That
slipped from her. She had not meunt
to say that!

“Doen that hurt?™ Abashed by her
own during, yot she was glad she haid
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CHAFTER ),

The First Wayfarer and the Second

A solltary figure trudged along the
narrow rond that wonnd its serpen-
tinous way through the dismal, forbld.
ding depths of the forest—a man who,
though weary and footsore, lngged not
in his swirt, resolute advance, Night
‘was coming on, and with It the no un-
rertaln prospects of a storm,

He came to the “plke” and there
was a signpost. A huge, erudely paint-
ed hand polnted to the left, and on
what wits intended to be the sleeve of
a very stiff and unflinching arm these
words were printed In scaly white:
“Hart's Tavern. Food for Muan and
Beast. Also Gasoline. Established
1708, 1 Mile®

©On the opposite slde of the “plke™
in the angle formed by & junction with
the parrow mountain road, etood an
humbler signpost, lettered so Indis-
tinetly that It deserved the compas-
slon of all observers bocause of its
bumility. Swerving in his hurried pas-
sage, the tall stranger drew near this
shrinking friend to the uncertain trav-
eler, and' was suddenly aware of an-
other presence In the roadwny.

A womnn sppeared, as if from ho-
where, almoat at his side. Ho drew
back to 1ot her pass, She stopped be-
fore the Nttle kignpost, and together
they made out the faint directions.

To the right und up the mountaln
road Frogg's Corter lny four miles and
a heif eway; Pitealrn was slx miles
back over the road which the man had
traveled. Two miles and a half down
the turnpike was Spanish Falls, & rail-
way station, and four miles ahove the
crofisronds where the mon and women
&lood peering throngh.the darlkoess b

For fie would deny [t7 She wondurea
If he were ungry, but she could not
look at him,

The minutes; dragging ke welghtod
hours, told her thut he was nol golng
to answer her. It cnme to her then
that she would nevéer know whether
Gerty's stary were wholly false, ap
partly troe,  She knew, then, that no
wheddllng, wife's of sweetheart's,
wonld teuse that story from him. 1t
did not belong to him.

Hix sllence feightencd her luto ar-
tHeulutenvss,  He must not think that
shie wna foollsh) It wos nal that, In
Itsell, she meunt, The worlds Josiled
e another In thelr soft swift rudh,
He—he hid mode o mistake once bes
[Tores He hadd liked the sort of woninn
e hod thought Gerty was,  She her-
wif wns not ke the real Gecty iy
Liwre thon she was liko the other, the
woman thot did not exist, He would
frdd thut they did not think alike, he-
v allke, that there webe dilfis
Lhs L LN

“Aren't you wmaking something out
af nolhlng, Innes?"

That volee eonld aiways chide her
loto wllonee]  Her sposeh lny elutiered
In vuing her words Hke useleed hroken
bideks falling from the wall she woa
riiding

He took her hand nnd 1ad her to a

plie of yock the Hyor hind not enten, |

Be pulled her down beslide him.

“len't It true, with us?

"It Is, with me" broathed Tooes
Thelr volees were low s though they
were 1o cligrell

"Mt you think s ln't, with met®
Rickenl stom] before hor. “Is It hes
canse 1tenst you, 1 wonder?
loving you, love to have the others
love yon, too? Don't yon suppose I
know how It is with the rest, My
[Lean; how It wis  wilh  Bstradan?
Should 1 be jealous? Why, I'g not,
| Pmoprond ! Isn't thet becuuse 1 know
you, know the fine stendy heart of
you?® Yon hated me ot rst—and 1 am

her prowd of that. 1 dou't love you |

enough?™ He kuelt at her feot, not
Hstening te her pleading. He bent
(down and kissed one foot; then the
other. “1 love them!® The fuce he

Theve wan rellaf 10 [aised to hor luses bad never scen he |

fore, He pressed 4 kiss sgalnst hee
|knee,  "That, too! It's mine, Tve not
w1 my prayers stoce 1 was o boy, 1
I‘ulnull say them aguin, here, you tench.
jing me” His kisges mn up bher arm,
 from the tips of her limp fingers. His
mouth, close to hers, stopped (here
He whispered

“You—kiss me, my girl 1"

Slowly, unseelngly. as though drawn
by an extornal will, her foce raised to
W ; slowly, thelr lps mel.  Mis srmw
(were around heri the world was blot-
ted out.

Innes, minutes ter, put her mouth

(against hiw ear, It was the Innes he
did wot know, thet he had seen with
shers, mischievous, whimsical, romp-
Ing #% 0 young boy.
I "1 love—red™ shé whispered, “And
went and sussblog. Bot 1 love bine,
on you; wmd eald, It It were with you
—and the rest of the diferonces—"

He cought her to him, “There are

dared.  Eho wigted Bleodo Lopn il got golng to be any differcnces!™

e e
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That 1, !

i the laconfe Stmipos réposed The vil-
| Inge of St. Elisabeth. Hart's Tavern
was oa the road to St. Ellsubeth, and
the man, with burely a glance at his
fellow traveler, started briskly off in
that direction.

He knew that these wild mountsin |
storms moved swiftly; his chance of |
reaching the tavern ahead of the del- |
uge was exceedingly slim. His long. |
powerful legs had enrried him twenty |
or thirty paces before he came to a
sudden halt, |

What of this lone woman who trav. |
ersed the highway? His first glimpee |
of her had been extremely ensual—
Indeed, he had pald no attention to
her at mll, #o eager was he to read |
the directions and be on his way. i

She was standing quite still in front |
of the signpest, peering up the road
toward Froge's Comer—confronted by
n gteep climb that led Into black wod |
sinlster Hmberlunds above the narrow
steip of pasture bhordering the pike.

The fierce wind planed her skirts to
her slender body as she louned agninst
the gale, gripping her huat tightly |
with atie hand and stmining under the |
welght of the hng In the other. The
ends of a vell whippad furionsly about
her Iead, and, even In the gathering |
darkness, he conld goe 6 8trand or two
of hnir keeping thom company.

Retracing his steps, he cnlled out to
her pbove the gale:

“Can I be of any auslstancs to yon?

She turned quickly. He saw that |
the vell wus drawn tightly over her
fuce,

“No, thank you." she replled, Hep
volee, despite a cortuln nervous note,
was eoft and elesr and gentle—the
volee and speech of o well-bred pee
gon who was younig and resolute, |

“Pardon me, bat bave you much far- |
ther to go? The storm will soen be |
upon uk, and—surely you will not eons |
slder me presumptpous—I don't Hke |
the tden of your being eanght out In—"*

“What I8 ta be done whout (19" she
ingquired, restgnedly, "1 wust go on.
I ean't walt here, your Kuow, to he
wnshed back to the ploce I startod |
from,"

He smiled,
determination.
“It I eun be of the lepst asuletnnee
to you pray don't hesitile to corunund |
me. T um e gort of tramp, yon wight
sny, and 1 travel as awvell by night as
1 do by day—so don't feel thut you are
putting me to any Incinventence, Are
you by any chance bound for Hart's
Tuvern? If 8o, T will bo glad to Ing

behind dind enrty your hng"

“Youn nre very good, but T am not
hound for Hart's Tavern, wherever
that may be.  Thiunk you, just the
e, You appear to be an um-mn-|
monly penteel tramp, and it ian't be-
eause I nm afrald you might mnké off
with my belongings” Siwe wdded the
last by way of apology,

He smilod—and then frowned an he
rasl AN unonsy
clovds now rolling otinonely up over
the monntnin eldge,

“By Jove, we're polug to eateh it
good nod hard,™ he sxiluimed, “Doetter
ke my ndvicee, These storms are ter
rible. 1 know, for I've oncountored |
bolf u dozen of them (n Uie pusi woolf
They fulrly tear one to pleces
nre o siranger In these parts?”
* "Yea. The rullway station in n few
miles helow here. I have walked all
the wa¥y, There wus no one to meet

She hnd wit as well ns

You

| e, You are o strunger nlso, so It ln'
| useless to Inquire If you know whether
this road leads to Green Fancy"
"Green Fancy? BSounds ntirnctlve,
I'm sorry 1 can't enlighten you" He

j
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H

look nt the black |

pocket and direcied Hs sleader ray
upon the simpost.
“It is oo the rond to Frogy's Con

| ner,™ she erplained nervonddy, “A mile
| and a half, so | am told. It lsu't on

the sigupost. It is a house, not a vil-
lage. Thank you for your kindness.
And I ain pot ut all frightened” she
added, ralsing her voloe slighly,

“But you are” be cried “You're
scnred half out of your wite Yon
can't fool me. 10 be seared mymel!
at the thonght of venturing Into those
woods up yonder.™

“Well, then, 1 am frightened,” she
confessed plaintively. “Almost out of
my boote™

“That settles IL," he sald flutly. “You
&hail not undertake it."

“Oh, but I must. I am expected. It

18 Smport—""

“If you are espected why didn't
someonie meet you at the station?
Seemss to we—"

“Hark! Do you hear—doesn't that
pound like an automoblie—ah!™ The
hosrse honk of an sutomoblle horn
rose above the howling wind, and an
instant later two falut lights came
ruthing toward them around a bend In
the mountuin road. “Better late than
never,” she eried, her wolee vibrant
once more.

He grosped her arm and Jerked her
out of the path of the oncoming ma-
chine, whose driver was sending It
along at a mad rate, regardioss of ruts
end stones and curves. The car cu-
reened a8 It swung into the pike, skid-
dad nlarmingly, and then the bhralies
were Jammed down, Attended by a
vast grinding of gears and wheels, the
rattling old enr ecame to a stop fifty
feet or moere beyond them,

“I'd sooner walk than take my
chances In an antedilovion rattietrap
Hke thut” sald the tall wayfarer,
bending quite close to her ear, *It will
foll to pleces before you—"

But ghe was running down the road
toward the car, calling out sharply to
the driver. He stooped over und took
up the travellng bag she had dropped
in her baste and excltement, It was
bervy, nmazingly heavy.

1 shouldn't ke to carry that a mile
and a half,” he sald to himself,

The voice of the belated driver eame
to his enrs on the swift wind, It wps
high-pltched gnd unwistakably apolo-
getie, He could not hear whiat she
wns snying to him, but there wnsn't
mueh dowbt ns to the nalure of her
remarks, She was roundly upbraiding
him.

Urged to nctign by thoughts of his
own plight he hurrleéd to her side and
sald:

YExcase me, pleage. You droppid
gomething, Shall T put It up In front
or in the tonneau®"

The whimstenl note I his volee
bromght n quick, responsive luugh from
her lipn.

“Thunk you so much, T mm friehi-
fully careless with my valuables,
Would you wind putiing It In belind?
Thanks!™ Her tone altered complele-
Iy ug she oardered the wan (o turn

the car around—"And be quick about
" he addod,

The first dropa of raln pelted down
fram the now thoroughly black dome
nbove them, striking In the road with
the sharpuess of pebbles. .

“Lucky 1’8 o limousine,” gald the
tall teaveler, “Boetter hop I, Well
be getting it hund in & second or two."

“Youn must ket me toke vou on to the
Tavern in the cor,” she sald. “Turn
nhout is fair play. I cannot allow you
to—*

“Never mind about me,” he broke In
c¢heerlly. He hod been wonderiog If
she wonld make the offer, and he folt
hetter now thai she had done so, “I'm
seountamed to roughing it I dop't
mlnd o sosking. I've had bundred of
'em-i'

“Tust the same yon shall not have
one tonight,” she announced firmly
"Get in bebind. T shall sit with the
driver”

If snyone had told him (et this
rattling, ditapidated sutomoblle—ten
yoare old, st the very lenst, bo wauld
hove sworn—wase capable of covering
the mil¢ In less than two minutes he
would bhave laighed In his face. Al
most hefore he renllzed that they were

an the way up the straight, dark road-

the lights in the windows of Hust's
Tavert cime Into view, Once more
the bounding, swaying car came to a
stop wunder brakes, and he was relax-
ing after the straln of the most hale
rulélng ride be had ever experlenced.
Not a wond had been spoken dur-
Ing the trip, The front windows were
towered, The driver—an old, hatchet-
faced man—had uttered n single word
Just before throwing In the clutch at
the crossronds In rvesponge (o the
youhg wolnan's corisp command to
drive to Hart's Tavern. Timt ward
was uttersd under his breath and It
Is not necessary to repeat It hore.
The wayfarer lost no time lu cllmb.
Ing out of the cnr. As he lespod to the
ground and ralzed his groen hat he took
# second look at the antomoblle—a ook
of mingled wonder and respect. It
wns an old-fashloned, high-powered
ear, enpable, despite Its antiquity, of
astonishlug speed In any sort of go-

Ing.
“For heaven's sake” he begun,
shouting to her above the roar of the

utndnndnh.'m'tmmmini

like that over thome—"

“You're getting wet,” she eried out,
a thrill in her volce, “Good night—
and thank you!" :

“Look out!” msped the unpleasant
driver, and In went the eluteh, The
man I the road Jusaped hostily to one
slde as the ear shot backward with a

=i (He Fl Tength of Hart's Tavers,

' A buge oldfrsdbicned motern hung

above the portal, ereaking and strals.
ing In the wind, dragging at lts stout
supports and threatening every o
stant to break Joose snd go frolicking
away with the storm.

He lifted the latch and, belng a tal
man., lnvoluntarily slooped a5 he
possed through the door, a nocdless
precaution, for gaunt, gigantic moun-
talpeers had entered there belore him
and without bending thelr arrogant
hends,

TS

CHAPTER IL. ")

The First Wayfarer Lays His Pack

Aside and Falls in With Friends

The little bull jn which he found
himsell was the “ofice” through which
!l men must pass who come as guests
to Harts Tavern. A steep, angular
stalircaso took up vne end of the room.
Set In benenth Its upper tura wus the
counter over which the business of the
house wos transacted, and bolind this
a man was engaged in the peacefal
occupntion of amokiog a coracob pipe,

An open door to the right of the
stalrway gave eptrance (0 4 room from
which came the soupd of u deen, scne-
rous volce mployed In what turned

ont to he a comversational solo. Te*

the left unother door led to what was
evideatly the dinlng room, The glance
that the stranger sent (n that direttion
revealed two or three tables covered
with white cloths,

“Can you put me up for the night?™
he Inquired, advancing to the counter,

“You look llke a feller who'd want
n room with bath,” dmwled 1he man
beliind the counter, surveying the ap:
plivant from head to foot, “Which we
pin't got,” he sdded,

“I1l be satisfied to have o room with
a bed,"” sald the other,

“Sign  here,” was the lacoole re
Aponae.

“Can 1 have sopper?

“Faod for wan and beast,” sald the
other patlently. He slupped his polin
upon 4 orucked eall bell and then
looked at the fresh nume on the page,
"Thomne K, Barnes, New York” he
redd alowl. He eyved the noweoper
onre more, "My nume '8 Jones—Puts
nam Jones. I vun this plaee. My fo.
ther un' grandfother run it hefare me,
Glnd to meet you, Mr. Barncs, We
wied tochave o hostler Lare named
Burnes. What's your idear fer footln'
It thiz time o' the year?"

“I do sometting like® (Lis every
spring. A month or slx wieks of It
puts me in fine shape for n vacntlon
lnter on,” supplicd Mr, Barnes whims
slenlly,

Mr. Jones nllowed n grin to stea!
over his senthed face, 1le relpserted
the corncob pips and took o couple of
pulls at It .

“1 nover been to New York, hut it
must be a heavenly place for 4 vaen-
Hon, If o fellér ¢'n Judge by whit somae
of my present boarders have to say
pbont I, It's a sort of play unctor's
puridise, ain't 107"

YIt I8 puradise fo every actor who
litippens to be on the road, Mr. Jones,"
sald Barnes, slipping his big paék
from his shoulders and lettiog (¢ sllde
to the flaor,

“Heur that feller In the taproom
talkin'? Well, he In one of the lend-
Ing netors In Now York—In the warld,
for that matier, Ieo's been talkin®
whout Brosdway for nenrly a week
now, steady.”™

“May T inqnire what he 18 dolng up
here in the wilds?"

YAt present Jie nin't doing anything
except Inlk. Lust weok he wor treddin®
the bourds, as he puts It himself, Busts
e, Up the fue, Showed lnst Saturs
day night In Hornvilie, eiglitesn mile
north of here, and bameglately after
the performnnce him and lls whole
troupe started to walk back to New
York, a geod four bundred mile, They
started out the buck way of the opary
honse and nobody missed "em till next
mornin’ except the sherlf, nnd he
dliln't mies ‘em I they'l gol over
the county line Into our bailiwlek.
Fowr of 'eto are still stoppin' here
just because I nin't got the heart to
turt "em out ner the spare money to
by ‘et tickets o New York, Here
romes one of 'em now. Mr. DMlling-
ford, will yeu show this gentlemmn to
roon eleven and earry his bagguge up
fer Wim? And maybe he'll want a
piteher of warm water to wosh and
chave In" He turned to the new guest
and smiled apologetically. “We're a
little short o' help Just now, Mr.
Barnes, and Mr, Dillingford has kind-

Iy consented to—"
| “My word!" gasped Mr. Dillingford,
staring At the register. “Bomeons
from litle ol New York? My word,
elr, you— Won't you have n—eér——
little something to drink with me be-
fore you—"
| "He wants something to eal.” Inter
rapted Mr, Jomes sharply., “Tell Mr.
|Bacon to step up to his room und
take the order™
| “AH right. old chap—nothing easter,™
(Aald Mr, Dilllngford genlally, “Yust
celimb up the elevator, Mr, Barnes, We
do this to get up an sppetite,. When
did you leave New Yark?”

Taking up a Vighted kerosene lamp
unil the heavy pack, Mr. Clarence Dik-
lingford led the way up ilie staies
{Ho wng n chubby Individusl of Indefl
Inite age. At & glanee you would have
sald be was under twenty-one; n see
ond look would bave convineed you
that" he was nedrer forty-one

Depositing Barnes' pack on a chalr
fn the Httle bedroom at the end of
the hall upstairs he fuvoesd the guest
with g perfectly ynchashod goin,

(Comtinned next S|aturday)
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