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WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE

It is 1868 and the Pacific Rail-|

road has reached its newest “farth-

est west”"— Benton, Wyoming, a town
described as “roaring” as each new
terminus, temporarily, was.

Frank Beeson, a young man from
Albany, New York, comes here be
cause he is in search of health and
Benton is considered “high and dry."”

Edna Montoyo, a fellow passenger
on the train from Omaha, impresses

nmg the beauty of her blue
J'I:’__!n-:'ﬂr

Equally s
a “smul™
A brakeman tells Beeson- that she
“has followed her man” th-Benton.

Jim, a tvpical western ruffian whom
she knows apparently well insults her
and is floored by Frank whose prow-
ess 1mpresses the passengers.

Col.™> Lunderson and “Bill” Brady
volunteer to entertain yvyoung Beeson.

Frank avoids being caught by any
of the numerous gambling games, but
is robhed of all h:i*:: money.

 want te speak with you!

tleman struck at me; he was nb-uutlufet]r lay not in words but in un- |
to draw on me, and by right [ might

have killed him. My apologies for
this little disturbance.”

He bestowed a challenging look up-| how annoying persistent imprint of

on m=, a hard, unforgiving look up-
on the ]udh ; and with a bow he turned
for his hat, and stepping leftl.y went
back to his table.

Now in the reaction [ foupht des-
perately against a trembling of the
knees; there were congratulations, a
hubbub of voices assailing me—and

‘style of her, _.H.p]]an:]___u': E”ﬂ of I:T‘H mﬂlsti:r through mine
astonished him _pyx-beling 2" L8R : """ -
r;f brandy Befnh!'"{-ﬂ-rﬂ‘nusf m"ﬂf and- have a drink.

“But vou'i retarm. You wwst
yre

It was My lLady, pleading -earnest-
lv. 1 still could scarcely utter a word

my brain was in-a smother. My
new friend moved me away from her.
He answered for me.

“Not until we've had a little con-
fab, lady. We've got matters of im-
portance jest at present.”

I saw her bite her lips, as she help-
lessly flushed; her blue eyes implored

At the “Bip Tent” Beeson meets :
the Lady with-the Blue Eyes. At.™M¢ but 1 had no will of my own and
“Honte’ "SOMCON turns: 1:IE-. i'::.- COT- I certainly owed a measure “f {‘DI..IT—
ner ‘|1- th!' "-'l-'lull'ln]hE {]Lll'l'n 1.|f ht':_’l.l"t*-: ;.‘-fh'_‘,.' Lik I}]I-.""- man w hll hd'i ----- |}J;.|;
and B!-t--+.~n. his whole 222 bet on it, & :
turns the card—which instead of be- We foundsa small table in a cor-
ing the queen is the eight “f b, ner. The affair upon thtf ﬂlm:-r was
\Nou ﬂ“ L ‘*fr fhe sfor i; :11.;&”_"“1]:"1 fkﬂ.:-'t hlﬁtﬂj“}‘—lf it l'ﬂl"]'}t-

A\WAKEXNIXNG

My fingers left it as though it were
a snake. The eight of clubs! Where
I had seen, in fancv, the queen of
hearts, there lav like a changeling the
eight of Lluh-, with ecorners bent as
rlr-h token of the tran=formation.

“We ran't both win, pentlemen,”
the Fgambler said. “But | am willing
to give yvou one more chance, from a
new deck

W hat response was | did net know.
nor care. My ears drummed and
seeing nothing [ pushed through into
the open, painfully conscious that I
was flat, penniless and instead of
having pla'»#] the knave 1 had play-
er the fool—for thé&—queen of hearts!

The loss of =some twenly dollars
might have been a trivial matter 1o
me once—but here I had lost my all,

whether large or small; and not only

that had been bilked out of it [ had
bilked m}"-ui!f out of it by sinking,
or pretended smartness, below  the

level of a mere artful dodger!

[ ht\(ui_ﬂ_} Lady :i]'H'EI.II'ZI.T'I..E' beside

me.

“I'm 50 sorrv.” she laid hand upon
my sleeve, You should have beens
content with small sums=, or followed
my lead. Next time -

“Therell be no ‘next’ time,” 1
blurted. “I am cleaned out™

“You don’t mean——?"

“l was first robbed at the hotel
Now here.

“No. No,” =he np;wrﬂ*:l. Jim zidled
to us. *“That wa=< a bungle Jim.”

“A wrong steer for once, I reckon.
By thunder, 1 want revenge on this
joint and | mean to get it. So do

you, don't vou, partner?”
to me.

As with mute, sickly denial I turn-
ed away it seemed to me that I sensed

he appealed

& shifting of forms at the monte ta-
“You wafth'

ble—caught the words,
here a moment™; agd close following
a slim white hand fell heavily upon
My Lady’'s shoulder,

It whirled her about, to face the
gambler. His smooth olive counten-
ance was dark with a venom of rage
incarnate that poisoned the air: his
syllables cracked.

“You devil! I heard ydu at the
table. You meddle with my come-
ons, will vou,” and he slapped her
with open palm, so that the impact
smacked. “Now get out o' here or
I kill you."

She flamed red,
rush of blood.

“Oh!™ she

all

breathed. Her hand

darted to the pocket in her skirt, but |

I sprang between the two. Forget.-

ful of my revolver, with a blow [ sent . |
| “Forget your lungs, light and liver
111 ; ‘

him reeling backward.

He recovered. With lightning move-
ment he thrust his right hand into
his waistcoat pocket.

1 heard a rush of feet, a clamor of
voices; and all the while [ was tug-
ging, awkward with my deadly peril
at my revolver.

His fingers had whipped free of
the pocket,
ond sight (for my eyes were held
strongly by his) the twin little black
muzzles of a derringer concealed in
his palm; a spasm of fear pinched
me; they spurted, with ringing re-
port, but just at the instant a flan-
nelled arm knocked his arm upward
the ball had sped ceilingward and the
teamster of the gaming table stood
agninst him, revoiver barrel boring
into his very stomach.

“Stand pat, mister. [ call you!™

In a trice all entry of any urrllﬂfl'l-i

ant emotion vanished from my antag- |

omist’s handsome face, leaving it olive |
tinted, cameo, inert. He steadied him- |

self a little, smiled, sarveying the|
visage, close to his.

have me covered, sir.

in a single

' tell

[ glimpsed as with sec-|

| don’t know what you've
My | don't km-h-th-h,uu-
the discard. ™ HI' compos- | me - you Are angry —

ed even that distinction. The place
had resumed its program of dancing,
playing and drinking as though after
all a pistol shot was of no great mo-
friend

remarked as we seated our-
ment in the Big Tent.
“You had a narrow shave.” my
seives,
He then proceeded to tell me that

the whole thing was erooked.

“And the woman is the main steer-
er,” he concluded. “That purty piece
who damn nigh lost you your life as

well as losin® vou
“You mean the
eyes ™
“*Don't you savvy.that your lady's
Montoyo's wife—his woman anvhow?”
“Montoyo? Who's Montoyo?”
“*The monte thrower! That
ieler who trimmed us,” he

vour monev'

lady with the blue

_ame
rapped
atlently.

“She's ha
breed, some

e Tl Somie

ind to Montoyo. He's a
Spanish, white, 37}
Injun. A devil, and a-
ik as they make "em. She's
white for him. but he usesz her
and some day he’ll kill her You'r
the fust gudevon =he's hooked,
to feed to him.”
all, or enovugh. 1 had re-
than 1 descrved.
Montoyo struck his wo-
don’t  know.,” the teamster
went on, “do you?”

“Yes. She had cautioned me
must bave heard her. And she
ed which was the right card.
understand that.”

“To save your face, and egg you
on'! Shore! Youar twenty dollars was
nathin’. She didn’t know you were
husted. Next time she'd have steer-
¢d you to the tune of a hundred or
two and cleaned you proper. You
hadn't been worked along, vet. ‘o the
right pitch o' smartness. Montoyo
must ha' mistook her! Well, now
what. are vou.goining to da?"

“T don't know,” 1 replied. “I must
find and carn enough to get home
with.” To write for fonds was now
impossible through very shame.
“Home's the only place for a person
of my greenness.”

“Let me make

=it

Ly

ot
Now | saw
ceiverd o maore
“Just why
man., |

and hs

show-

1 don'"t

you a proposition,”

1e

-
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further degradation of Lcti:_u! th; mIRPHY & mALL
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 have to turn bull whacker or muleu'
skinner! It's a hard life; you're not ! g
:Iﬁtttd for i1t—never, never. Leave | €
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| yr 0 C A R w M E
er.
Pt T Piano Tuning and Repairing
“Montoyo? He is no hushand of @  Highwood, Illineis Phone Wighumen paoe
|e-quwutai action. | 'mine. 1 could kill him—I will do it | GOOOOLOOOOGOCOOLOOOO0T .
“Good night,” | bade thickly. Bear- | yet, to be free from him.” i
‘m.g with me a satisfying but some- “My good name, then,” | taunted.
R e PIANO TUNING
moist Rlue eyes under shi ring  more than I'd fear a man.” . 1
hair, I roughly stalked on and out,’ “But I'm not asking you to marry | All work guaranteed. Charges Reasonable. Estimates Free
free of her, free of the Big Tent, her me,” she said. “I'm not asking you to Pi'an O 3 < > 3
’ .
lair! love me as a paramour, sir. Please H' F' PAHNKE’ Tuner
In the morning as | left the hotel understand! Treat me as you will; National Association 1
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e : went wrong. And Montovo strick! is the lin_and sheet metal work we
ed abs=olotely loose from her and that T SOET
= : 2 5 ‘ me me, in public! Oh, why could- dh, in constraefing Pipes, leaders, cor-
she could do nuthmg with me. - 1 was n't 1 have killed hins® You'll : : i = h )
minded 1o tear the note to fragments, [l.. | = I': ‘ : P h”'u o RS S0rwaIh.  ATCDOS: 0 I.IHIIII!.
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he said. “I'm on my way to Salt Lake

with a bull outfit and I'm in need of
another man. ['ll give you a dollar
and a half a day and found.”

“You are teaming west, you mean?”

1 asked.

“Yes, sir. Freightin' across, Mule-
whackin'.”

“But I never drove spans in my

life;: and I'm not in shape to stand
hardships,” T faltered. “I'm here for
my health. 1 have——"

“Stow all that, son,” he interrupted.
and stand up a full-sized man.
my opinion you've had too much doe-
torin’. A month with a bull train,

a diet of beans and sow-belly, and

you can [ook anybody in the eye and
him to go to hell! This roarin’
town life—it's no life for you! It's
a bobtail, wide open in the middle.”

“Qir,” 1 said gratefully, “may T let
you know in the morning? Where
will T find you?

We arranged to meet next day and
I returned to the hotel, having paid
in advance.

Gazing neither right nor
strode resolutely for the exit, but at

the door [ was halted by a hand lliid; ,

upon my arm, and a quick utterance.
“Not going? At least say good-
night?™ .
[ barely paused, replying to ber,
‘Good night!™

2till she would have detained me.

“Oh, no, no! Not this way! Itn-

a mistake. [ sweer &8 you 1
to blame. Please ot wé I
.l,__.

I twitched free. With soch as she;
:| & vampire and yet & woman, A man’s

left, 1
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Made in all sizes.
ment or institution.
in contact with the clothes,

If 1t Is Done With Heat, You Can Do It Better with Gas

NORTH SHORE GAS CO.

TELEPHONE HIGHLAND PARK 1M

Installed in Your Basement Eliminates

A disagreeable trip through rain and snow to the garbage can.

- e - —e

Faets to Consider aho'llt

THOR CYLINDER WASHER

Washt;s Absolutely Clean and Safe

Cylinder in which clothes are placed is smooth as glass.
Cannot harm dantiest fabrics, Cleans everything from
rag rugs to silk lingerie safely and quickly.

.. THE CANTON CLOTHES DRYER

‘Small enough for the bun galow,

Dries — bleaches — st erilizes.
A small $5.00 down payment and easy
puts one of these dryvers in your laundry.

inflamable accumulations of paper, oilv rags and all rubbish.

property and that of your neighbors withonen benfires. 3

ge enough for the largest apart-
Only pure,

radi

A bacement free from

The danger of fire to vour
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Takes the Last Bit of Work out of Irumn;

"THOR GAS HEATED IRONER |

Folds to Size of Kitchen Chair | Ly /
The New Thor Folding Ironer is almost human in the
work it will do. It irons everything beautifully—shirts,
soft collars, lingerie, ruffles — as well as flat pieces —
and presses trousers.

ted heat comes
onthly payments




