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“Oh, thats all right,” snswered)

Trask indifferently. “You're good

r t.. A hundredl do, so loRE a8
everything elee Is pald. * * * All
right, Spence; I' go you.”

Spencer Trumbnuil displayed his
first sign of animation. He hauled
himseslf out of his chair and reach-
od for Trask's hand.

“Oid Rellable Bill!™ he axclaim-
ol with enthusiasm. "I knew you'd
mee e through.”

“You did, eh? Well, I'm always
Jolng fooMsh things. But this time
I'm going to do 'em In your name.
‘Look out for me, Spence! Suppose |
got lost ab sea? Then you're & dead
| MAD~—OT WOrse than that, because
it you ever show up agsain I know
‘what your old man’ll do .  You.
You're taking a longer chance than
J am, son!"

#1'11 take It. You behaved Dbetter
¢han 1 did in the old days.”

“l pever had a thousand—and

—and & nurse,” sald Trask
significantly. “'l never had & chanea
to cut loose and burn up something.
Not that I'm kicking; It was good
for me 1 didn’'t. But just turn me
looss with a chance, and see what
I'm 1ikely to do to it!"™

“Do you ecall Deing
chance?"

“But I'm not.™

“You'll have to seem to be. I you

gick &

g don’t your murse’ll he wise to you.'

-

'
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Trask grinned contentedly. Now
that he had crossed his river he wWas
surprisingly satistied witLh himself.

“Oh. I'll seem to be sick,” he
aald. "I'11 give you your mOReY's
worth, Spence. 111 be the sickeal
young highbrow that ever shipped
a8 a firsi-clans passenger. [ suppose
it's tirst-class, lan’t It? Sure, 1'd for-
gotten that it had bedn engaged for
you. I'll play it to the limit, som.
Maybe I'll overplay 1"

Stagr Setiings.
Trumbull wrinkled his forehead

with & symptom of alarm.
“Oh. 1 won't overplay It wuntil

y. “But after that-—well, just wall
¢ill the news begins to come homse.
You're llisble
enough etorles
Bpence.”
l:I'."I‘I'Iull was now finding very keen
enjoymient In the prospect. mo-
mentarily he had forgotten the
ousand—and expenses
ﬂTII sudden shift of viewpoint
purprised himself even moTe than
ft 414 Trumbull, Why not? He
nesded a job, Here was a thousand-
dollar one. It wasn't permanent, of
course; It didm't establish tha
foundation of a career; it wasn't the
cornerstone of & reputation. But it
was better than haunting inhospi-
Rable offices, or reading want ads,
pr wondering why the world did not
meed the services of an electrical
engfeer, or even a plaln Jitney
"IHi ased some scenery,” he said

mwb o

“Of course. You ses, the loss
wou Jook s part the more siage stufl
you regquire. I don’t look alck. There-
dore I meed an invalid eetting. I
want & shawl.”

llmTH

,!E. salls,” added Trask reassu~ing-

to hesar
about

some sure-
yoursall,

“1 sadd it. A shawl. All invallds!

wear '"am. A nice ‘warm, woolly

..ghaw]. ] want several steamar TLEs
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.Oh, I'm going - through
with this now, Spence! And I want
s wheel chalr.”

- el edale?” -

“Cut .out the echo, son. I sald
what I wanted, I can't walk, you
h_"-ﬂ \.,__

“But 1 walk all right!™

“Mayde. But whea-I'm youn, why,
I don't. I'm going to play this thing
e ciatica

I
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By E. . RATH

Capyright, 1926, by G. Howard Watt.

She was a mute challenge to masculine attention,

right. It doesn't make any dilfersnoe
to me If you can 40 a hundred in
even time, I can't—not when 1I'm
you. I can't éven ‘toddle a yard in
& year. I'm not only a wreck; I'm
just a reminiscence. I'm -the living
mummy of a gilded young man. I'm
the ghost of a once iron bound con-
stitution, now sadly undermiped by
the electrolysis of the White Way.
l'm golng aboard that aship on
wheels!"

Bpencer Trumbull had sagged
back into his leather chair and was
staring Incredulously,

“You're not going to get me in
wrong, are you, Bill?" he inquired
anxiously.

“No chance. Why, I'm going te
maks a reputation for you! I'm go-
ing to make youn the sickest youthn
that ever went down to the sea In
s ship—for a thousand and eox-
pensas. You'll get your money s
worth; I'm likely to throw ia ex-
tras. You'll be the Maln High
Prieat of the Anclent Order of In-
vallds before I get through. You'il
have all the dagrees that were ever
patented, with five pounds added.
You'll b&# a front runner from the
flag, and you'll breeza 1n twenly
jumps ahead of the fleld. Now that
I'm In it, 1I'll] make you famous,
Spence!"

“1 say, Bill, you know—""

“Shush! It's settled. Now let's gat
down to details. I'H get that whesl
¢halr If I have to go out on Fiftn

Avenus and let & bus rum over my
leg.”

Broakers Ahead.

Trask leaped out of his bed and
strede to the window. The club
frontad on 5th avenne, and he look-
ad down into a strest already sun-
1t, though It Was not yet 7 o'clock.
He gazed at the world and langhed.

“A nervous wrecki' he exclaimed.
-lHﬂ!.I

He turnped, carefully placed a cha'r|

in the cenire of the room.’ walked
away from It, took two quick stepa
forward and leaped over the back,

“And 1 can’'t walk,” he chuclkied.
“"I'm golng to be carrled out on
wheals!"

~Then he remembered Trumbull,
The room assigned to him adjolned
that of the youth who had been
doomed to Gavesion. He passed
through.ths open door and want over
to the bed where Trumbull lay
asleep.

“All aboard for Galveston!"™
shouted, shaking the sleeper. -

Trumbull sat up with a cry, rub-
bed his eyes and awore mildly.

“You scared the lifs out of me,"
he grumbled. "1 thought I was real-
ly going. W time is 17"
HH“rlr T- »
“A flne hour to wake a man!"™
“Better for you if you walked at
oftener,” sald Trask, with a grin.
“Come, man; out with you. This
is the happy day. This is when yon
go seafaring by proxy. Hurry up:
that nurse'll be here by 9 o'clock.”

T

In a Wheel Chalr,
Trumbull made a sleepy protest.
“Bhe salls at 11.” ecrled ‘Frask.

“1f you don't climb imte your clothes
and see me through I'll beat it out
of here and then you'll have to go
yourself."”

Trumbull rolled out of bed, growl-
ing.

“Ring tor the barber, BillL" bhe
vawned. “And some breakfast.”

Trask whistied while he dressed.
He was always cheerful in the morn-
ing, but to-day the world seemed
garbed In a parilowlar brightness.
He was on the threshold of an ad-
venture—an adventure that pald
cash and expensea

There was an object in the room
to which his ‘eye frequently turned,
aid every time he looked at It he
laughtd. The petlent wheel chair
stood in & cormer, motionless, yet
ready. He weht ovar to It and sat
back among the cushions. Then he
started it going. " i

Steering the ¢raft dothered him
for a minute; it had & way of turn-
lag sharp corners and doubllng up-
on its own trall, Yat he managed to
gulde it through the doorway lead-
ing to Trumbull's room.

“Some roadster, Bpence.” he anm-
nounced as he bowled acrosa the
cantre of the {loor sand rammed a
table. “Geared a,little low, perhaps,
but aale.* '

he

T

“I don't ses why you imaslsted on !

that thing,” sald Trombull, gasing
gt it with dn expression or atsomts

#

He started the chalr golng agaln,
and backed abruptly into Trumbull,
who was standing before a mirror.
frowning at his image. The image
and its maker collided, bumping
heads against the smooth glass,

“Good Lord, Bill,” cried the af-
ficted one. “What the blazes are
you dolng?"

“Threw har into reverse by mls-
take,” gurgled Trask. “‘Beg pardon.
You ought to wear bumpers. SBave
you & whole lot in the traffic,. you
know. Now, watch me.”

The chalr raced forward, curvad
perilously around a chailr, anid
chargad once more {n the direectioa
of Trumbull, who dodged with a yell.

“Practice that stuft aboard
ship!" hs shouted. "What do yon
think this a? A rink?"

Trask shot through the doorwary
again, scraping the varnish as he
passed and sprang out in nts own
room.

"“You™ do0," he sald, addressing
himsealf to the molionlesa wehlele.
“You may not have a hundred and
forty-lnch wheealbase, and your
turning radius may be somewhat
abrupt, but 1'll get the hang of yoa
presently, and I'll make you step

oo il Y

WEAR-EVER

il

ALUMINUM
ﬁ@ |
l: 4
lo

TRADE MARK

Clm A R e g =
-!'—"'I-dn-_-i_,-_-_lh

- Made ink
_._.-pér'a; -

5

like a Miller Special before 1 get
through."

They ate breakfast In Trumbull's
room. Trask's merriment "was a
puzzle to his palid friend, who had
pot recovered from the shock of a
saven-o'clock awakening.

“You mustn’t be too gay about
this thing, Bill,” Trumbull cautlon
ed. “You can't burlesgué it. You've
got to play 8 real pari; create a real
illgsion. ;

“Watch me. I could play Hamlet
in that'wheel chmir, Spence, I'm
working up a positive affection for
it. How long doesa it take to get to
Galveston?"

e ——

Enter Keeler.

“Oh, about a weak, 1 Euess.
didn’'t look it up.”

“Only a weak? Why, I'll be let-
ter-perfect with this jitney in a day.
Am 1 supposed to rum it myself, or
does the nurse push me around?®”

“You don't geed It at all”
grumbied Trumbull. “It's only an
affectation. I wish you'd cut it out
and walk sboard.”

Trask shook his
lemnuity.

“It's my anchor,” he explained.
“l need It. 1 wouldn't undartake

1

head In s0-
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job without it. T might forget my-
salf and do the high hurdles. No.
gir; 1 need that chair. It's to remind
me that I'm sick. Isn't it almos:
time for that hurse?™

There. was a knock at the door
and a boy in uniform sald that Mr.
Keeler had called to see ¥r. Trom-
bull.

“Kealer®™

“Yea, uir.”

“Maybe it's ths stralt-jacket
man,” suggested Trask. “It's nearly

o

time."

“SBhow Mr.
Trumball. |

As the boy disappeared Trask
bolted into his own room and ro-
turned, zig-sagging recklessly im the
perambulating chair, There was &
rug across his knees. His face was a
viaage of woe, save for the light in
his eyes. As he brought the Jugger-
naut to & halt he sagged back lkmp-
ly, uttering an ostentstious sigh.

“Don’'t forget, pnow,” warned
Trumbull. “And for Heaven's sake,
don't spill the beansl™

Trask merely winked.

Another knock and ‘Mr. Kealar”
was announced He entered softly,
with a step of caution rather thau
of hesitancy, closed the door behind

Wealer up,” eaald

the | him and stood with his back agalinst
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. His first survey took note of the Ilnd at the sands of them wers
room itself, rather than of iis ‘of & surprising size—Dhalry, knot
cupants, a scrutiny whioch he com- | heavily knuckied. ,
pleted with an almost imperceptibl |
nod. . N
“Mr. Trumbull?” he asked in o | A Masterful Servant,
half whisper. . The mas was dressed fua
Trumbull pointed to the figure in | His black suit, his black tie and
the ehair, and mow, for the nrst|derby that was still on his
timé, the visitor appearsd to noti:e Seemed to prociaim him a8 &
the four-wheeler and its occupant. |son in mourning. His eancer
The newcomer started. There wss |8 queer mixture of  dejection
a searching quality in his gray frm-pnlw?f-r-"i!amﬂ. mingied In a po -
as they regarded the half-recumbent  ality that exhaled an intention to b
form of Billy Trask and then drif*. i.."!:l'-w.:-"r and servant =t Lha
od to a survey of Trumball himse}l®. | Lim0
“My name's Keesler,” he “80 vou'ra my crﬂﬂﬂ
“From Dr. Van Norden. I'm ca. rTrsnk indifferantly
ing for the patiemt.” _ “Yea, slr. But—"
Again Trumbull pointed. Kealer paused uncertainly
Trask was studylng his ‘keeper “Bat what?" demanded Traak,
through half-closed eyelids. He saw “Well, you see, sir, 1 didn"t o=
a man of middle height and perhaps | pect to find You ia & chalr, -
of | doetor didn't say anvthing abouat

ag-

sald nurse, "

30 years. There was an alr
sturdiness in his dulld that bo- | that™
lted his meek polse. Sometniug m| “Probably forgot, or 4idn‘t think
his shoulders an@ the set of his it was necessary. What did he say
head suggested combat. Yet hig ¢yes |about me, anyhow?™"
were friendly, even conclliatory, hi= “Er—nbthing much,
round, smooth-shaven face was any- | course, theres were some
thing but sinister; m oul h=--~and
chin wera firm, but not
some.

His arms hung almost to his knees

sir. [ '-
instrae-

hils

fons, sir. T might say, sir, that those

guarre!- ILHH are——well—just matters bee
{weoll~us professional men.* ;

(To Be Continued.) "
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