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EDISON PORBES, s young resi-
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dent of Scottdale with an inherent
craving for liguor is held for the
death of a woman who has been killed

who would let sentimental considera-
tion stand in the way of his making a
dollar. Home was a house that

by a bootlegging truck. Circumstan- | sheltered him, to be abandoned with-
tial evidence points to Forbes and ra- | °¥t regret if the abandonment would
ther than tell the truth of the epi-| bring money.

sode, he stands trial, which
long prison sentence.

In a

“1 feel, somehow, that Sealman was

resulis | :
mixed up in those two rum-runners

He is

soon pardoned, however, but back in | f€€ding me drugged whiskey,” mused

Scottdale he and

iEddiE., “They had no reason of their

PATSY JANE, his trusting wife, | ©Wn for getting me out of the coun-

agree that public sentiment against try.

I was sent out by freight seo

him is too strong so they migrate up | the motor-tramp could come in

north to some land that has been in]
the family for years.
they form the acquaintance of
SEALMAN,

[SAIAH

jump my claim. He was to keep me
While there | off L""ith his gun. It wasn't an aeci-
' dent that he was talking to Sealman

a shifty| °n the road that day after I drove

neighbor who is anxious to buy their | him out.

land.

he decides to refuse

of $1200 and try and get final title | surface. |
to his property—Sealman’s offer hav- | pondered fruitlessly.

Eddie learns that the back tax-
es amount to over eight hundred dui—1
lars but as he has five months to pay |

Sealman wants my place. He wants
it badly, because it has a greater val-
appears on

Sealman’s ﬂﬂ'ﬂr i e, ﬁum!.*hu“', th.ﬂ,n . ‘
I wonder what it is?™”

He

“Well, no mat-

Ing led him to think it very valuable, | ter. I'll hang on tighter. The reason

But things do not go well.
drinks heavily from some bootlegger's

potions, 1= forgiven

i‘:d‘j]{- i will come out.”

Summer advanced inexorably. The

by Patsy, but! fund in the Long Portage State bank

soon after falls in with the same gang | mounted surely, though much too

gets drunk, and wakes up in a freignt | <lowly.

Almost every cent

car in Chicago—many miles away.! wages from Davenant went into it.
Stricken with remorse he returns to| He could not possibly, of his own ef-
his cabin but finds his wife has left forts, earn all of the tax-money. But

and in her place a ruffian who orders '_ he was reasonably
A fight enswes in which |

him out.

sure that the
deficit would be made up from one of

“The iong and short of it is that |

the |

of his |

Eddre finally knocks his
stone cold.

After ejecting the introder findingl

that he seems to be in league with
Sealman, Eddie goes to Long Port-
age and sees Patsy,
for Kinnaise, a lawyer. .
nounces that she will not join him
until he definitely quits drinking. De-
termining to comply,
with Davenant,

tie that cheers. But one Sunday, Ed-
dre~walks
EoWfifers a

e o

cago—notwithstanding, F
them in greeting.

After a few preliminaries Eddie is
convinced of their present good will
and then atcepts a bottie of booze.
Putting it away, he plunges through
a dense underbrush, suffering the tor-

tures of temptation, which he manful-

ly overcomes. Arriving back at the|

ranch house, the battle is won:
has not touched the liquor and h
Joices at his fortitude. .

CHAPTER XVIIL

An Oid Sweetheart.

“Well,

sell this place yet?”
It was Sealman

morning.
“It’s not on the market.”

with plump fingers as he leaned
against the pgarage and watched
Eddie sharpening an axe on the
grindstone. “I  thought perhaps
with you working over to Daven-
port’s and your wife not here—"
He paused sigmificantly.

“TN hang on, just the same.”

“My last offer was fifteen hundred.
Things are going pretty well with me.
I might be able to borrow a little

to look the sleek one sharply in the
taxes, that's more
hundred you're
to pay. That's seventeen dol-
Why is this worth so

advantage.”

“Why mnot sell out and buy some
where land i= cheaper?”

Sealman smiled. “I might ask you
the same thing,” he replied, and Ed-
die secretly acknowledged theé justice

_of the thrust. “This is my home. I
have an affection for it. [ don"t want
to live somewhere else ”

. said Ed-

'm mnot selling;

“You may lose it on the taxes
“The taxes will be taken care of

the time comes,” retorted Ed-
tell me you
Wonder if 1

¥
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who is working |
She an- |

he finds & job July Davenant raised his
a rancher, and for |

several weeks abstrains from the bot- |
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ﬁﬂﬁﬁhﬁ‘ was not so worthless a= he had deem-

{ spells of longing. But the “No” of a
Sealman combed his sleek b-enrdihmnzﬁ-hnrd resolution

apponent out ] Iwo sources.
|

One source was Davenant, and his
| confidence seemed justified, The city
. man, big, incisive and iron-gray, acid-
| tongued in reproof and treasuring
his words of commendation as tRough
they were Jewels, nevertheless showed

that he approved of Eddie. The I.utter:

' worked hard and

mtelligently. In

unthinkable event
failed him, there was
- -

In the
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ed 1t. Seeding, cultivating and the
j prevention of further burning-over
| by forest fires would build it up. He
[rr:-uld raise stock upon it, which would

land. There was more depth to the
| soil than he realized. All this would
take work, and plenty of it, but he|

Jane’s, was somehow bound up with |
| this scraggly oblong in the wilderness.
| The ligunor which the bootleggers
| had given him remained in his bag. |

| of a vanquished enemy. Sometimes |

to

chake it wuntil it
E:urg'lmi sullenly.

There was still|

drove the
| heasts of appetite speedily to their |
lair again. |

Things were moving, if not hap-
pily at least with sober satisfaction
the Sunday morning that Nance En-
cell drove to the door of the wilder-
ness cabin. He was squaring the un-
even walls of the living room, prepar-
atory to giving them a coat of paint,
when the imperious blast of a motor-
horn called him to the door.

The girl left her car and advanced
to meet him, hand oot-stretched.
“Hello, there, Eddie!” she called joy-
ously. “Gee, but it's goed to see you.”

“Nance!”™ There was more of sur-
prise than pleasure in his' manner,
which she noted with a humorous
grimace. “Where did you come from?”

“Just as glad to see me as though
I were the smallpox,” she commented.
“Oh, well, once it wasn’t so. Where
did 1 come from? Our place on the
North Fork.”

The Encells had, he recalled, a
lodge in the pleasant country due
north of Long Portage. perhaps
twenty miles from where his cabin
stood. It was not a long drive, even

for sandy wilderness roads. Only, he |

pay five | grace of a leopard unecoiling.
dollars a month. This, from Dave- |

nant, was the essence of eloquence. |ting. The slender hands, with amaz-
that

e .

|

'to go on. But she

from home, though Scottdale be-
longed to a past
She told him the news of the little
town, flavored with a humeor slight-
ly embittered, slightly iremie. “Now
tell me your troubles, buddy,” she
ordered, when Scottdale as a topic of
conversation was exhausted.

“None to tell,” he smiled. “Every-
| thing’s fine. I'm working at Dave-
| nant’s.™
| “Don't you think I'm toe old a
 friend to be kept omn the outside,
| looking in?" she shot back, with smil-
Ing earnestness that was impressive.
“Come across, now; tell your name.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
Patsy Sees

“Nothing to tell, really,”
| erated.
| “Bunk!" The word was freighted
with contemptucus impatience. *I
know what 1 know, Eddie. You know
I'm interested. I've been inguiring
| around. You've had trouble over this
' place. There is a lot of tax-mongy
| nearly due. You've been putting on
 some bouts with old John W. Bar-
| leveorn and losing spectacularly.

And Patsy's left out.'
| “You astonish me,” he said lightly,
though the red crept up in his
tanned cheeks. “Really, it’s all in the
way you say it. Those things are so
—and they aren't so. Mr. Barley-
corn and [ did do econsiderable
scrapping and I got mussed. But I've
licked him. He's out for keeps. There
'is some tmx money duoe. But I'll have
| it before the redemption period closes.
' As for your other assertion—well
| that’s quite wide of the mark, too
' Nance.”

Miss Encell rose from the long,
log, slab chair with the ease and
She
strode over to where Eddie was 'sit-

he rei-

ing strength in their fragile-appear-

the | ing roundness, closed on his should-

A

i d oT8. They confronted each other, her

-nn,

e is
' out. But that doesn’t help you much.

There's a lot of money dve on your

| land, aside from this year's taxes. |
' support them while it enniched the

You haven't enough to meet it, and
vou won't be able to get enough. Tell
the truth now. Will you?” !

“I haven't all of it,” he admitted.

he | was willing to work and to wait. He | “I know where 1 can borrow if 1
Té- | felt that his futpre, his and Patsy  have to.”

She nodded and went on: “Patsy'
has left you, Eddie. All Long Portage |
knows it. She’s a stenographer in old |
Kinnane's office. She’s living at their

Forbes, are you ready to|It was a trophy of victory, the scalp | home. So—" '

Again the red flowed into his |

who asked the | he took the bottle out to look at it | cheeks. “And ywyou're still off on the |
questian on the following Sunday | quizzically,

wrong féot, Nance. Everything is all |
right, really.”

She shook him impatiently. “Can it,
Eddie; I know it isn't. Now, what [
came here to say was this; [—" and
then she stopped as if quite unable
shrugged and
plunged bravely ahead. “I have money
enough to wipe out those taxes and
never miss it. Won't you—"

It was now his turn to stop, em-
barrassed, for the eyes into which he
looked were slowly filling with tears.
“I'd like to do a little something—"
she began, again. “Sure you can get
it, Eddie?”

‘Sure, Nance. But I'm mighty
grateful to you, just the same.”

A smile broke through. “All right,
old independence,” she said, with haird
gayety. And before bhe realized

i

wizshed that she hadn't come.
“Well, aren"t you going to ask me
imT” she rallied him. 5
“Of course; T want you to see the

|

improvements I'm making.”
'and looked smilingly

. |

l Nance Encell was a superb and strik-

She stood in the center of the floor
aboat her.

ing figure, vividly blonde. Her blonde
hair was rough, not from lack of
care, but from an excess of the own-

of invitation and the
laugh. She turned on the instant, her
head high, got into the car, swung
it swiftly and was off on the road she

Eddie was confused, resentful. in-

Yet good taste kept him from saying
many of the things he yearned to say.

| “That wasnt just fair, Nance™

he

tossed her head. “I knew you
I

i

L]

o b

i

ifl’ |

i

i
:

:

f
:

iilg
PEEE

i

epoch im his life. |
' Eddie uried to busy himself with
| his task of smoothing and

But the work had lost its savor. He
wanted to get to Patsy Jane as soon
as possible, to explain Nanee's visit
| and her impulsive kiss. Yet for sev-
eral hours, pride held him back. For,

he told himself, Pat had taken too

much for granted and had run away

without giving him a chance. He

should let her get over her huffy fit,

that’s all. He should let her come to

her senses—.

By three o'clock he deemed that she

. should have come to her senses, for
\ he drove townward, taking the curves
of the sandy road at a reckless speed.

His visit was fruitless. Mrs. Kinnane

came to the door of her home in

answer to his ring. She said briefly

that Mrs. Forbes was away.

“Do you know when she’ll be back *" |

he questioned, disappointedly.
“No, Mr. Forbes. She said to tell
vou not teo wait.”

Summer reached its cre<t, and the
Long |

little, sheltered valleys about
Portage and out through the wilder-
ness were alive with huckleberries.
It was a good fruit season, for the
rains had been plentiful, and had come
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except in cases of seasonal emergen-
¢y, only eight hours daily. Eddie and
| some of the other hands rose at five
i:.nd before, to get in a good two hours
picking before breakfast. Then there
were two hours in the evening, after
which Eddie drove through the beauti-
 ful reluctant northern twilight to the |
|hn3.-tr at the railroad express office,
 with his pick. The fast night train de-
livered the berries, the dew of seclud-

ed valleys still on them, at the city |
| markets next day.

* There was a good patch of berries v - ~ .
on Eddie's own quarter-section, near| * ‘

the mound. This he saved until the GRANITE FURNISHED AND

last. When everything on the other ERECTED BY

side of the creek within easy distance
| was exhausted he drove, early one
morning, over to his own property.
The sand of the narrow road was
‘damp. He noticed with surprise the
clear-cut impression of motor-tires
' which, turning from the highway, al-
' s0 entered the southern field of his
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PIERCE-AR

A small down payment gives you immediate
| - Yowr present car accepted as cash

TOM HAY & SON .

With her round of social duties,

into the ¢ountry . . . the Runabout
is a fitting companion for a thousand
most easily handled of all types, it

The price of the Runabou h$2495 plus

—1this smart IRumzbaut

has a definite

- Handbuilc like all Pierce-Arrows—

like all other really fine things, for
that macter. Spanish leather uphol-
stery. Virtually any color combins-
tion your fancy may suggest.

wheels and cowl exrrn

Otber cars up to $80b0
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