- —— T Vg e e ———. . i~ g . . i .

-_'i'-" - il =

LA

L

b -f-_ﬂ-"‘!

The Leading Characters:
EDISON FORBES, a young resi-
dent of Scottdale with an inherent
craving for liguor is held for the
death of a woman who has been killed
by a bootlegging truck. Circumstan-
fial evidence points to Forbes and ra-
ther than tell the truth of the epi-
sode, he stands trial, which resulis
in a long prison sentepce. He is
soon pardoned, however, but back in
2 1 Scottdale he and
- 3 PATSY JANE, his pretty wife,
agree that public sentiment against
him would warrant their migration
up north where Eddie has a quarter
. section of land. While there they
\ form the acquaintance of
ISAIAH Sealman, a shifty neigh-
bor who is anxious to buy their prop-
erty. Eddie learns that the back tax-
es total over eight hundred dollars
and must be paid in five months to
avert forfeiture. Sealman makes a
generous offer which is refused—Ed-
die thinking the land must have some
‘ valoe unknown to him to warrant
b1 his neighbor’s interest. Things do
- - not go well. Eddie fails to get work
and succumbs to his old yearning by
falling in with a bootlegger’s gang,
getting drunk and being shanghaied
to Chicago. Upon his return he dis-
covers that Pat has left him and Wwill
not return until he has quit drink-
: ing. This he determines to do. He
g - secures work on a nearby ranch, run
' by Davenant, and after many tempta-
tions at last beats his enemy, John
Barleycorn. All this time he is slow-
ly earning money but realizes that
when the tax is due he can't possibly
have enough. Sealman renews his
offer.and is again refused. One day—
NANCE ENCELL, his former
sweetheart calls, finds him alone, of-
fers to pay the deficit but is re-
buffed. Then Nance kisses him—and
is seen by Patsy who had called to
attempt™a recanciliation with her hus-
band. Pat leaves without listening
: to his explanation. Broken-hearted,
Z Eddie tries harder than ever to earn
; the money and one morning early
while berry picking, notices fresh
tire marks on his property.

A

Eddie discovers that two men, one
of them the youth who deserted him
the night of the truck accident are
carting away the soil from a mound.
He stops them, whips the young cow-
ard and gets the address on a bag
they have used. At Long Portage he
learns there is only three hundred
and fifty dollars instead of eight
hundred for his first year's taxes,
which would enable him to pay, but at
o the bank he galso discovers that a
F check he gave Sealman for five dol-

lars for a pig has been raised to five
hundred, completely wiping him out.
Then he tries to see Patsy, but learns
that she is not at home.

A week slips by and just before
the fatal day on which his property
will be forfeited Eddie is instrumen-
tal in the wholesale capture of all the
rum-runners by the State police.
Somewhat encouraged at this turn of
affairs he drifts into the tax office
and there finds Nance Encell, the
youth he encountered on his preper-
- Ry and another stranger.
A Nance congratulates him—but Eddie
| eannot understand.
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done so. Peter Wimple grinned as he
recharged his pipe.

“Sort o' thought you'd do it,” he
said. “Your place is safe for a year
now. No one can take it away from
you. We'll fix up the papers tomor-
row, but I'll give you a receipt now.
I'm acting as his agent,” he pointed
with his penholder toward the dark,
scowling young man, “just as 1 was
for Mr. Brower.” It was plain that
he -did not share his principal's ill-
humour over the turn affairs had
taken; markedly plain.

Nance rose from her chair, saun-
tered to Patsy Jane, who stood with
averted eyes by her husband. She
linked her arm through Patsy's.
There was a motion of aversion and
resistance, but the smile on Nance's
wilful, attractive face only deepened.

“Come on outside, Patsy,” she com-
manded. When they were alone in
the vertibule she placed both her
hands on the other girl’s shoulders,
as she had on Eddie’s that Sunday,
“Don't be a fool,” she admonished,
with a gentle shake. “You have a
husband that’'s & real man, Pat.
You've had a lot to do with making
him. But you're taking chances on
' spoiling him now.

“l suppose you believe with stupid
old Scottdale that 1 was with your
husband the night that a woman was
killed?” She paused for a reply, but
, there was none. “You couldn't un-
derstand that a chap could be big
enough and generous enough to keep
another’s secret, even at considerable
risk to himself. You thought there
must be something disgraceful to
conceal.”

“That seemed so silly to me, know-
ing Eddie. You see I knew him bet-
ter than you did.” Patsy Jane made
a movement to free herself but the
supple, slender hands held her. “He
was doing a big thing and a brave
thing. I was about the only one that |
appreciated it. And I couldn’t go to
him and tell him how [ admired him.”
She tossed her head good humored-
ly.

“I didn’t care about the gossips, but?
I knew if I were talking to him it!
would make the case worse. And—
well, Pat, I was a little nasty, too.
You'd come in and taken him on the
wing. I felt sometimes as though I
wanted you both to suffer. That's all
the clinic stuff. Do you know whao
was really with him that night?”

“You know [ don't,” returned
Patsy.

Nance tilted her head toward the
room they had just quitted, and the
other girl's eyes widened in surprise.
“Not—" she began, and stopped.

“Yes. He told me so just the other
day. He was a pretty weak sister,
Pat. He let Eddie all but go to prison
because he didn't have the moral
courage to face his dad and the rest
of Scottdale. He hasn't much meoral
courage yet. But I'm working on
him"ﬂ' .

The color rose in Patsy’s cheeks.
She knew it was so. Many remarks
that Eddie had made, even while
guarding closely his secret, fitted in.
And she had distrusted and disbeliev-
ed him. She had joined in the un-
charity of feeling toward Nance.

“I'm sorry, Nance,” she said, sim-
ply.

The hands on her shoulders be-
came subtly caressing.
you weren’t to be blamed,”
ed. “Now that that's off my chest,
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with your language, young fellow.”

. Malone came out, he approached the
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it all the more fascinating. Did you |

know Eddie thrashed him the other
day "

“I'd heard something about ™

“That was a forward step. That
young gentleman thought for awhile
be was going to take yotr land sway
from you. He bought the tax title
from the Browers, you know. But I
wouldn't have permitted him. I you
two hadn't found the money, I'd have
paid it myself.”

“You're good, Nance,” said Patay,
gratefully.

“Get out!” ghe scorned. “It's bet-
ter fun to shoot straight. That's all.”

Meanwhile the city stranger had
drawn Eddie into Wimple's private
office. “Been waiting to See wheo'd
get that quarter-section, so 1 could
deal,” he began, briskly. “Mr. Forbes,
I'm Malone, of the National Power.
You know us. We furnish light and
power for the Great Lakes states,
manufacturing the juice from water-
power wherever we can. We're plan-
ning a big dam five miles below your
place on Portage Creek. We need
your quarter-section.”

Light flooded a landscape long
darkened. “Then Sealman—" began
Eddie.

“Yes, Sealman!”™ The other spat
out the name scornfully. “Maybe
you're surprised we're out in the
open, and Sealman’s the answer, We
tried to do it under cover, so we|
wouldn't be held up. ‘He was our
agent. But we found out bhe was
taking about half the options in his
own name. He was to be his
holdup man.
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“Some of the land he had
outright. He needs quite a
money, quick, and bhe ran in
of liguor to raise the wind. That

his booze the state police captured
today. So he fell down, and T've|

been over to the jail and gotten re-
leases out of him. *

on an average around sixty dollars |
an acte, and that's more than the
stuff is worth. Yours—"

“Will cost you a bundred, but I
reserve the mound above the water
line."”

“Ouch! You're certainly careless

“But you have to have it. That's
my price. It's a littie high, but it |
compensate for some of the things
that crook agent of yours did to me.
By the way, 1 reserve that mound on |
the southwest cormer, It must be|
away above your proposed water-
line.” =

The dark youth waited patiently in
the outer office. When Eddie and|

former sulkily. “About that mound,
Forbes—" he began, but Eddie cut
him short. .

“I'll deal only with headquarters.
You know why.”

It seemed to Eddie that, as bhe
read, Judge Randolph Perkins shifted
his thick white hand until it threw
a shadow on his face, making its ex-
pression impoasible of interpretation.
But when he had quite finished, the
jurist’s head went up and his big jaw
was thrust out.

. “This purports to be a confession
by one Herman Libbey that he was
driving the truck which collided with
a motor ear on the River road last'
summer, causing the death of Mra.
Maria Knowles,” he said, in measur-
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Sir Thomas Lawrence, Constable and

Raeburn, as well as works by
J
and
ericans, Wyant, Inness, Metchlf,

masters as Israels, Diax,
sarche, “iots; Pogu;

field, and others, are on
East Wing Galleries of the
tute until October 17.
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Highland Park
Transfer and Storage Co.

P. H. PRIOR, Manager

one of the

Iredale Fireproof Warehouses

EVANSTON — WINNETEKA — HIGHLAND PARK

MOVING—PACKING—SHIPPING
Baggage and Freight Transfer

- STORAGE |

374 Central Avenue, Highland Park

J¥r Economical Trensportation

. Telephone Highland Park 181-182°

World's Lowest

Ton-Mile

R |




