A Sweetheart At
Thirty
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THE RHEUMATISH
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The Famgus Frik Medicne

P.0. Boz 128, Pamhssomo, N.S.
“I suffered with Rhemmatism for
Bve years, having it so badly at times
I was unable to get ump. It was months vefore I heard
I tried medicines I saw advertised, [ the end of her affair from Violet.
pnd was treated by doctors buf M We ‘travelled .M';:H:n;“é' mail
ati i C us. spasm . 'We had
Rhem:‘m.usm always came back Elratane fo Paria: tram e
In 1616, I saw in an' advertisement SR 8 1
sy s ,and spent only a week there
that Fru.'lvz:uvsl would stop Rheumao- |soeing only a few of the fascinat-
tism and took a box, and got relief; ling bits of the city and spending
then took ‘“‘Fruit-a-tives’ right along
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of pure vitamine-bearing
cod-liver oil, to help
strengthen and build
up the vital forces of
the body. Build up
Y resistance dailyl
with Scott’'s Emulsion!
Scott & Bowne, Toronto, Ont. 22-23
o asans 69 0

most of the time shopping—since
for about six months and I bave ! bad to get warm weather cloth-
pever felt my Rheumatism since”. '

es
JOHN E. GUU.«DERSON.l
50c a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 250,
At deulers or sent pbstpaid. by
Fruit-a-tives Limited, Qitawa.

Then we had gone to.Italy, and
the charm of that country took
such a hold upon me, that 1 felt
I must be almost a new person
when I left it, for I had absorbed
so much of its beauty, so much
of its romance. Then north again
going slowly, and stopping often
l{in the cathedral country of
{France. Then again to Paris,
when we received some long de-
layed mail, an on into "Holland.

And it was at The Hague that
I found Violet's letter teiling me
the happy termination of her af-
fair—and other important news.
it was very nearly June then—
Francis and 1 nad been married
three whole months!

“Of course you-won't be a bit
surprised to know that Bud and 1
are engaged again,” she wrote.
“Both you and Uncle Francis
have known all along it would
1happ and I never denied it
would-except .to Bud himself. But
I felt that the few months I kept
\him from knowing were good for
+ him—he thought it was only a

‘wh'un on my part; he didn’t take
Piof. it. A. Tanton

.t ser.ously at all The conceited)
Voice Specialist, Teacner of Planc!

child never thought I could help
be:nz in love with him.”

C-gan and Voice. Studio 146 Great

George Bt
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Notning conveys thought-
fulness and cheer ke a
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“Well 1 couldn't. But after two
months he was very doubtful,
and in a properly humble frame
of nrind. So then I graciously re-
considered what I had said before
and now we'er engaged again.
n‘A.nd, this time its forever—until

|We are married,

“You were right and so was Hel-

en, in what she sald sometimes—
V' ( . But

Pulmonary Tuberculosis Bpacla!ln:l:;: fl?;d kv;x:tvgoznswfn:;p‘;&ance
120 Brighton Road, Charlottetown. o¢ mind that he never suspected
Gas Treatment in Selected Cases in me before, and I belteves likes
Telephone 207 me much more for it. As for my-

lsetr, 1 appreciate heing engaged
more too, since I denied it to my-
self these last few months. Helen'
says its always so—we appreciate
things more when we've been
without them for

W. Miles Garriso
A.B., M.D.

Dr. C. G Archibald

Graduate on N. Y. Post Gnduau!

a long. time.;

woman who judging from her mir-
ror, might be well under thirty—
slender, smartly dressed, really
distinguished looking in a gentle
rather sweet fashion. This was I

And really I wag 37. It had
been more than two years since
the Great Awakening I thought

of the women in Henly Falls who,

were 37—women who had let
themselves he wrecked by the
narrow mean life of that little
town. I thought'of Mark Upjohn
who grew noticeably fatter with
the months, and his pitiable little
wfe. I turned—Francis was to
meet me here and we were to g0
to tea, then for a drive before
dinner.

Francis was coming, tall, hand-
some, with a quick, elastic step
keeping the youthful slimness ol
his figure but adding to- it a de-
cision of motion that youth.rarely
possesses. His eyes lit up as they
saw me—they always lit up so
when we met atter even the short
est absence as mine must al-
ways glow with love and happin-
ess whenever I look at him.

And this almost perfection of
joy was to go on—and on—always
And when the romance and pas-
sion of our .rst years together
cooled—if it did—there would be
something deeper, and as sweet
to take its place.

For we were not the sort to let
ours~lves sink dewn. to handle
carelessly the golden gift of love

that had been granted us. Almost!

too late I had found myself, pul-
led . myself away from the most im
possible  conditions made myself
'over, brought baclk  some of my
youth—and this was my reward.

AND WHAT I DID ANY WOM-
AN WITH ENOUGH WILL POW-
ER AND IMAGINATION CAN

DO. :
“Dearest,” Francis spoke from
behind the. bench, *“are you ready

for tea?
THE END
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Bud and 1”
{ There was a P.S on the letter
/that made me Jaugh—
*“You should see my
‘regular large diamond.
| Francis laughed at this too.
P ROF. HIRA.M BALL “They say atdthe o‘:tice Bud i?
doing very good work now, 8o
ENGL'%ZD,?&E.%T PRIZE suppose he’s been steadied by all
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ring—a

Violet until a. yecar after
through college—she'll be 21 then
22 when you have given her a friv
olous social season. She may not
have him then.”

“She will, I said,
|headl emphatically.
| And after he left me I went out
for a walk

‘olet's letter and other things. I
sat in a park in the centre of the
city, with white swans in the lake
and beyond a bit of old medieval
town.

It was June and the
was fully upon us. A fashiomably
dressed woman passed me, then
a nurse and a child—a golden

nodding my

|
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heart ache with
clattering

back in July. And in October we
were to open the house that
would . be our permanent city
home.

In my trunks were enough won-
Great gorfu} = cviothes . to  please
even the autocratic Mrs. Meade.
1 glanced at my gown, and the
soft kid gloves that made my
hands look so well

And this was I!
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of really
cough medicine. Eas:
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, severe cough or chest
ied ‘with soreness,
throat tickle, hoarseness, or difficult
bregthmﬁ, or if your child wakes up
during the night with croup and you
want quick hélp try this reliable old
home-made cough remed¥‘. Any .
gist_can supply you with 2V, ounces
of ex. Pour this into a 16-o0z.
bottle and fill the bottle with plain
granula sugar lymgi Or you can
use clar ra'td sxt:'l‘u-ea. oney, ori corn
, instea 6ugar s X -
m This recipe :nkenyrluty ounces
of really remarkable cough ren’od{.
It tastes good, and in spite of its
low cost, it. can be depended upon to
give quick and lasting relief.
You can feel this take hold of a
h in a way that means business.
It loosens and raises fhe phlegm
ﬂtog: throat tickle and soothes mi
eals the. irritated membranes tha
line the throat and bronchial tubes
with such promptness, ease and cer-
y that it is really rtunhhinz.
Y Pinex d
central

If you have s
cold ‘accompan;

d ¢ o,

s a special and highly con-
| compound of genuine Nor-
way_ pine extract, and is pro

the best known means of overcoming
severe coughs, throat and chest colds.
There are many worthless imita-
tions of this mixture. To a dis-
a) ntment, agk for “21, ounces of
nex” with full directions and don’t
accept anvthing else. Guaranteed to
give absolute satisfaction or money

alone—thinking of

summer

haired girl of two who made my
longing for an-
other one just like herself—and

we
| we were going to England, them

ied this week—and you just ought) Darken Gra,y Ha.i

to see them! They're worse than,
Use the Oldtime Sage Tea .and

Sulphur and Nobody Will
Know

1
'

|
b i
Ii Gray ha‘ir. however handsome,;
‘denotes advancing age. We all
know the advantages of a yoathful
|appearance. Your. hair is your!
and;

When it fades, turns

looks streaked,

gray,

fold. |
‘ Don't stay gray! Iook young!
|E1Lher prepare the recipe at home
jor get from any drug store a bot-
tle of “Wyeth’s Sage and Sulphur
Compound,” which is merely the
old-time rocipe improved by the
addition of other ingredients.
Thousands of folks recommend this
1eady-to-use preparation, because it
darkens the hair beautifully; be-
sides, no one can possibly tell, as
it darkens so naturally and evenly.
You moisten a sponge or soft brush
with it, drawing this through the
hair, taking one small strand at a
time. By morning the gray hair dis-
appears; after another application
or two its natural color is restored,
and it becomes thick, glossy and
lustrous, and you appear years
younger.

Tombs Are Hollowed

In Heart Of Boulder!

BROCKVILLE, Dec. 21.—In com-
pliance with a wish expressed dur-
ing his lifetime, the body of Dr.
Charles Forsythe who died at Alex-
jandra Bay last summer, has been
{entombed in a unique vault hol-

lowed from a huge boulder in the

cemetery of that village. Many

§ years ago the wish that the boul-
% der should be employed for

this
purpose was expressed by Dr. For-

$2 sythe to his wife and following his
% death stone-cutters were empioyed

(to carry it into effect, a channel
{being made in the heart of the
boulder with room for two caskets.

‘The doors will not be perman-
ently sealed until after the'death
of Mrs, Forsythe,

Lady Astor Sends
- Canada Message |
For Christmas

)

LONDON, Dec. 21— Lady Astor,!
member of the House of Commons
for the Sutton division of Ply-
mouth, and the first woman M.P.
to sit in the Imperial Parliament,|
recalls the wartime, when her beau!
tiful home was given up to the Ca-|
nadian soldiers for use as a hospi-|
tal, in a special Christmas message |
to her friends in Canada, which!
she sends through the Canadian
Press,

The message is as follows:

“May we send our Losi Chriet.
mag wighes fry. “Chvatst: toall
cur Canadian frienis. We had five
Canadian Christmases hers, Al
though nobody wants the war Lack,|
I. personally, wonld like my Cana-!
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PART ONE
The Awakening .,__ Ras
CHAPTER 1

Groping in the .Dark

; The convict gang had a pleas.
ant place to work today. Their
road building . had -taken them
some’ miles-from the. scattered out
skirts of Walla  Walla, among
fields green with growing barley.
_ The  convicts themselves were
in a genial mood, easily moved to
wide grins; ‘and with a single ex-
ception they looked much like
any other road gang. Curiously
enough, whenever the warden's
|thought dwelt upon. the, inmates
(of his prison, there was always
lone wind-tanned, wivid face, one
brawny, towering form'' ‘that
seemed to demand individudl con-
sideration. The man who was list-
ed on the records as Ben Kinney
was dfistinctly an individual.

“That the queerest 'caseé we ' 'ey-
er had here at Walla ' 'Walla,”
Sprigley told his fellow guard, as
they watched the ' man’s pick
swing in the air. “Some ‘‘times I
wonder whether he ought to “be
here or not. Look at that face—
he hasn’t any more of a criminal
face than I have.” - \

The other guard Howard, scan-
ned his companions face with
mock care.

i

happened to -catch him. Maybe
you heard—he and Dago Frank
were in the act of breaking into
the Western Danish Bank. They
were in the alley, in the act of
Jimying a window, and all at once
Kinney straightened up as  if
someth'ng had hit-him and let
the jimmy fall with a thump to
the pavement. He put his hands
to his head like a man with a
headache. And next instant a cop
came running from the mouth of
the alley.

“Kinney was heeled,  but he
didn’t even pull his gun. Now let
me tell you another queer thing
You know, the chief has
a system here to keep track of ali
the prigoners. He had them all fill
out a card. Well, when this man
Kinney turned in his card, he had
iwritten ‘Ber’ on it, but the rest
was absolutely blank.

“Mr. Mtchell thought -at first
that the man couldn’t write. It
Iturned out though, that he ca3
| write—an intelligent hand, an
|spell good .too. Then Mitchell de-
jcided he was just sulking, but I'm
sconfident 1 know the answer. The

|

reasons he didn’t fill' out the card

\.a8 because ne couldn’t ' remem-
ber.”

“He couldp’t remember
or when he was born,
were his folks,
come from, or how he had spemt

where
who!

or

{nis life. Amnesia—that's what the

doctors called it—amnesia follow-
ing some sort of a mental trouble
In the end you'll see that I'm
right.”

ALY WL i v
There had been quftg a northern

»charm. It makes or mars the face.| migration lately these late spring

days. The last of the waterfowl

of passage, and the thought amus-
ed him. And at the sight of a
small; stooped figure

“Now let me tell you how Lheyiabout this case?’ he asked quiet-

[vis’ted Ben Darby in his cell; and

started | pia

or where. he hagi}

| ggm

l For the moment that chance
meeting thrilled all the spectators
with the sense of monumental val-
ue. The convicts stared; Howard
the second guard, started absurd-
ly rather guiltily, when the old
man whirled toward him.

“Whdt are you doing with Ben
|Darby in a convict gang?”’ the old
|wanderer demanded.

‘What am I doin’'? Howard's as-
tonishment gave way to righteous
indignation *“I'm guardin’ convicts
that's what I'm adoin’.

The old man turned his  eyes
again to the tall trembling figure
of Ben.

“Ben, Ben!” he said, evidently
strugzling ' with =~ deép emotion.
“What are you doing here?”

Five years—for ' burgalry,” he
answered simply. “Guilty, too—I
don't know anything more. And
I can’t remember—who you are.”

“You doh’t 'know me?’ Some of
Ben's” own bewilderment seemed
to 'pass to him, “You know Ezra
. Melville—"

Sprigley stepped quickly to Mel-
ville's, side. “He's suffering loss
of memory,” he explained swiftly
“This js the first time he evér re-
called his own marhe.”

Melville gazed at him in incred-
ulous astonishment then turned
to Sprigley. “May 1T talk to you

& Qupary

ly. “It not to you, who can I talk
to? There are a few points that
might help to clear up—

Many and important were the
developments which arose from
their conference.

Melville’s northward journey
was postponed for some days, and
within a week this same white-
haired, lean old man was pleading
h's case to the governor of the
State of Washington. It came
about, from the same cause, that
a noted alienist, Forest, of Seattle

finally that the prisoner himself
was taken to the captial at Olym-

1a.

The brief inquisitation that fol-
lowed, changing the entire. cur-
rent of Ben Darby’s life, occurred
‘n the private office of McNamara
the Governor. The alienist from
Seattle conducted the examina-
tion.

e
0!
m of
finction in

Darby, your. late..father—and' T

— ot

£ho

th'nk. What d

‘Wojtt {Darby?’

Ben tried in vain to find an an-
sweL., A whole world of meaning
Inghd just beyond tho- reach of
his groping mind; but always it
eluded him. Forest suddenly
spoke to old Ezra Melville and the
lafter put a small cardboard: box
into his hands. §

“l want you to see what I have
here,” Forest told - Ben. *“They
Wwere your own possessions once—
vou sent them yourself to Abner

want you to see. if you remember
them.” 3 \
Bwvidently this was the climax
in the examination. Forest opened
the box, taking therefrom a roll
of white cotton. Thie he slowly
unrolled, revealing two small, rib-
boned ornaments .of gold or
bronze,

Ben's starting eyes fastened on
them. No doubt he recognized
them.

“The Victoria Cross, of course
he said slowly, brokenly. “I won
it ,didnt I—the day—that day at
Ypres—the day my men were
trapped—"

His words faltered then. The

wheels of his memory, starting in
to motion, were stilled once more.
Again the great darkness dropped
over him. Yet to Forest the ex-
perment was an unqualified suc-
cess.
“There's no doubt of it!” he ex-
claimed. He turned to McNamara
tho .Governor. ‘“His brain is just
as sound as yours or mine. With
the right environment, the night
treatment, he’d be on the straight
road to recovery.”

McNamara focused

an intent
en:st, “It is, then—as you guess-
ed.”
“Absolutely. The night
arrest marked the end of his
trouble; you might say that his
brain simply snapped - back into
health and began to function nor-
mally again, after a period of tem-
porary mania from shell-shock.
In other words he has been slowly
convalescing sincd that -'night;
under the proper stimuli 1 have
no doubt that everything would
come back to him.”

“And our  friend here—Melville
—offers to supply those stimuli.”

“Exactly. And it's up to you to
say whether he gets a chance.”

Thoughtfully the executive
drummed his desk with his pencil
Presently a smile, markedly boy-
ish and pleasant broke over his
face. He turned slowly in his
chair.

of his

gaze first on Ben, then on the al-|
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“The reagon I'm goin’ to mke{mw and my canoe landing, ¥
vou where I'm goin' to take you s\ mile up, in ¢reek bed, is the po
for your own goced.” et and new cabin. And don't (]

“I'm° willing to take your wortllno one in Suowy Gulch know 3
for that, Mr, Melville,” Ben inter-| you gre and: where you golng.
posed quietly. Go ‘quick brother Ez and put

And I might say now’s as good| a stone, tor ‘me at Stowy . Gul
a time as any, to let up on the Your brother £
Mister. My name is Ezra Melville Hiram Melyil
and I've been known os ‘Ezram’ “And you haven't heard—
as long as I can remember, to my | ther your brother is still aliver
friends the Darbys in particular “] got'a wire the hotel man g
called me that, and you're a Dar- me. I reached me weeks . be
e the letter came, and I guess

“I'll say 'in the heginuing I{'must have -died soon after
can't do for you all I'd like to do| wrote it, I snppose you see
simply because 1 haven’t 'the | he means when'he says'to' oa
means. On this expedition to come | copy of ‘this letter instead of f
we'll have to go on the cheaps.|original.”
No Pullman's, no hotsis—sleeping| Ot course—hecause it con|

“Darby, I suppose you followed

““You don't remember this man?
Forest dsked him quietly, indicat:
ing Bzra Melville.

Again Ben's ' eyes studied the
drcll, gray face. With the vaguest
kind of memory. I know I've seen
him before—often. I can't tell any:
thing else.”

just a few applic-| had passed by now, but the nort"i-’

1 o 4
“No, we'll try to hold our young ations of Sage Tea and Sulphur en-'ern mjgration was not yet done.
. she’s hances its appearance a hundred- Ben thought about them as birds

advancing

toward him: up the railroad right

pick..

Because Ben had
the first time in an hour, his two
guards looked up to see what had
attracted his attention. They saw
what seemed to  them a white-

or more; but at first they were
wholly at loss to explain Ben's
fascinated look of growing inter-
est, %

As he paused to scrutinize the
conviet gang neither (nsolence
nor fear, one of which was certain
ly to be expected, became mani-
fest in "his face.

azed by the apparent fact that at
the first scrutiny of the man's
outline his carriage and his drol
wrinkled face, the prisoner Kin-
iney 'was moved and stired as if
|confronted by the nisen dead. *

turning Kinney's stare. Kinney's
mind seemed to be reaching, gro-
ping for some astonishing
that eluded nim.

es, toward him. “My God, aren’
you Ben Darby?” he demanded.

The convict answered him  a
fromr a great distance, his voie!
{cool and calm and with an dnﬂn‘t'
| certainty “Of course,” he sdi

| “ot course I'm Darby.”
|

Both guards were held and am-f§i

The old man himself halted, re-4

trythy

The old man ran in great stridi]

%

of wday he paused, leaning on his

: paused, for

THE OLD MAN RAN IN GREAT
| STRIDES TOWARD HIM
« “He's a good fniend of your fam-
ily. T should say he was a very
good friend, to take the - trouble
ahd time he has. ‘n your beha'f,
‘' Ben nodded. The explanation
was beyond him,
Forest leaned forward. “You re-
member the Saskatchewan River?
Ben straightened, but the dim
dmages in his mind were not clear
genough for him to answer in the
affirmative. “I'm afraid not.”
Melville leaned forward in his
chair. “Ask him if he remembers
winning ‘the canoe race at Lodge
(Pole—or the time he shot the
Athabaska Rapids.”
Ben turned brightly to him. but
s:ow!y'bshook his  head. “I can’t
remember ‘ éver he.
Kol o hearing of them
“I' think you would
Forest remarked, must
have been interesting experiences
Now what do these mean fo you?
Thunder Lake—Abner Darby—
Ed#th Darby—MacLean’s College.
Abner Darby! It was cunous

i

in
“They

time,”

iwhat a flood of tenderness swept
through Ben ag, whispering, el?e

repeated the name. Since his

was Darby, Abner Darby was‘fwlz
all probability his father; but hig
reasoning intelligence, rather
than his memory, told him so.

The name of Edith Darby con-
Jured up in his mind a cliildhood
playmate—a girl with towzled yel-
low curly and chubby confiding
bittle hands..but these c¢im mem.
il ory-pletures  went. no, further:
there were no after visions of
Bdith as a young woman, blossom-
ing with virgin beauty. The third
name of the three, MacLean's
College, called up no memories
whatever, /

“They’ll strengthen in time, I'm
sure,” Forest told him. “Put them
out of your mind, for now. Let it

Jibe blank The alienist again lean.

ed toward him, his eyes search-
ing. There ensued an instant’s
pause, possessing a certain quali-
ty of suspense. Then Forest spoke
quickly, sharply. “Wolt Darby!”
In response a curious tremor
passed over Ben's frame giving in
some degree the effect of a vio)-
e:t m.!;wmf Damg' he repeat.
ed hesitantly. “Why do’
Mo’ that P L gl ‘ylou ‘cnll

R i T e

. i i

SR AL ¢ AP

e L e

“The vq‘g?_’ fact that you gnd“

teasily.
“Fairly well, I think.”

i “I'll review it, it I may. It ~2ems
ithat you have been the vict
‘Iu strange set of unfortunate
jcumstances. Due to the efforts of
jan old family fniend we've looked
jup your . record. You served in

1France with Canadian troops aud‘

hon-
the

{there you won among other
“org-‘the  highest honor - that
:Government ‘of  England can
award a hero Tkere you  were
shell-shocked, in the last months
iof the war,

“This good friend of yours has

“a plan outlined that he'll tell you

of later, that will not only be the
hest possible influence toward re-

cal'ing your memory, but will al-!

30 give you a clean new start in
V'te. :

“So you needn’t return to Wal-
'a Whalla, Darby I'm going to par-
n'e you—under the charge of your
henefactor, Melville, from now omn
‘ts up to you."

‘CHAPTER II
Hiram Melville's Will

There was a great house-clean-
ug in the dome of the heavens
Jne memorable night that flash-
ed like a jewel from the murky
desolation of a rainy spnng.

The Seattle citizenry, for the
Lfirst time 4n some weeks, recall-
ed the existence of the stars. A
mignificent moon rose in the east
too big and too bright to compete
with.

No living creature who saw it
remained wholly unmoved by it.

But to no one In the city was
the influence of the moon more
potent than to Ben Darby, once
known as “Wolt” Darby through
certain far spreading districts,
and now newly from the state cap
tal, walking Seattle's streets with
his ward and benefactor, Ezra
Melville.

Forest had given over the case:
‘t was Melville's time for experi-
ments tonight. All the way out he
had watched his patient, sounding
him, studying his reactions, aud
all that he had ‘beheld had gone
to strengening his own convict-
fons,

“I don't see any harm in tellin’
you that the guesses you've al-
ready made are right. Your name
‘s Ben Darby—and you used to
be known as “Wolf” Darby—for
reasons that sooner or later you
may know. Abner Darby was your
father, Edith Darby was your sis
ter that ain’'t no more. You weni
awhile to McLean's college, in On-
tario.

“Now, Ben, I'm going to put a
proposition up to you. I'm hopling
vou'll ‘sce fit to accept it. I don't
see that it makes a whale of a lot
of difference whether you - get
your memory back or not.

Loss of Appgtite%.
- That Tired Feeling

Thousands take Hood's Sarsapa-
rilla as their tonic medicine for
that tired feeling, nervous weak-
ness, impure blood, and testify
that it makes them feel. better,
eat and’ sleep better, -

Hood's (Sarsaparilla has given
entire satisfaction toc three gener-

eral debility, It restores the appe-
tite, relieves that tired feelr:&
enables «thg
fectious ]
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what the doctor said?” he asked]
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out in the hay when we're caught|tutes his will, your legal clai
out at. night.” Just the fact that you are his b
Ben tried to éut in, to ask ques- [ther would' be  claim enough,
tions, but the old man's words|should think, but this simpliti
swept his own away. matters for you. You'l bettd
“To  begin at the nake a copy of it and you cf

beginning,
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had him a few weeks ago—Hiram '
-Melville by name” Ezram went ony
‘“He wes o prospector up to al
: FASIEREAC SR At A .
(
1

a

i

|

('S0 YUU NEEDN'T RBTUKN 10
| WALLA  WALLA, DARBY, I'M
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place

called Snowy
iy town way up in
the Caribou Mountains. " an
Canada. Some weeks ago, Fgot a
letter from him, The letter's Tright
here. ¥

“I'm mighty glad that I've got
something at least worth lookin’
into to let you in ' on. I only wish
it was more.”

“Why sheould you want
me in on everything?” Be
clearly,

The direct question received
only a stare of blank amagement
from Ezram. “Why should, I—"
he repoated, seemingly surprised
out of his life by the question.
“Shucks and quit interuppting me
Maybe I'm getting a little to old
to do much. I want a buddy--some-
one who will go halfway with me.’

“Therefore I suppose you go to
the ‘pen’ to find  one,’ Ben -com-
mented, wholly unconyinced.

_ “I'm going to make this propos-
ition 'good,” Ezram went on as if
he had not heard.’ Listen to this:

Opening the letter he read lab-
oripusly:

Guich
a

to let
n asked

Snowy Gulch, B.C.
Dear Brother Ezra: v
I rite this with what I think is
my dying hand. It's my will too,
I'm at the hotel at Snowy Gulchs—
and not much more time. You
'{-}'317 :'ve ‘been hunting a claim.
; E-fqund Jtrrrich.g- pocket
anybody want, worth a qmt%:
million anyhow and in a district
where the Snowy Guich folks bel-
lave there ain't a grain of gold.
It's yours, Come up an get it
quick before some thieves up
hce jump it. Lookout for Jeffery
Neilson and his gang they n
some of my dust. I'm too sick to
80 to recorder in Bradlyburg and
rétord claim. Get copy .of ' this|
letter to carry, put this in some
safe place. The only condition 18
you take good care of Fenm's, the
bet I raised from a pup.. fnnt
find him and m
orre's’
et hoar. You geot supplies horges
At Snowy: Gulch*go up Poor Man
‘Creek through Spruce Pass over
10 Yuga River, Go down xl
er. st fivet faphds' along still
ce to first creek you'll know it

18

¥y gun at BM* o
1 f5lt myelt komg ahd fugt aa "H

leave it in' some safe place, And g
course this claim is what youg
fered to let-me in on.” i

‘That's it. Not much, but 4
what [ got. What I want toho
is—if it's a go.”
“Wait just a minute. Before
20” any’ further,’ tell me ‘what
vice I've done you, what ’oblj
tion you're under to me, that
es me a right to accept so ml
from you?”

It might have been in the mo
‘ight that Ezram's eyes glitte
perceptibly. “You're in my cha
he grinned. “I guess you ain't
any say comtin.”

“Wait—wait.'-Ben sprang to
feet, and caught up by his earm
ness, Ezram got up too. 'I #
appreciate the trust you put in
Ben, went on'slowly. “For my 0
part 1'd give everything I've g
,'nd all T'd hope to ever getl
with you. It's g chance such
never -dared belleve would

1 t0 me again—a chance to go 4

and get a new start in a counl
where 1 feel instinctively thaf:
make good.”

The dark ‘vivid eyes seemed
glow in the soft light. Forgve
“if T talk frank; and if it sound
I canits help ity Ben contit
“You've never been in prs
with a five yedr sentence hang
over you—and nobody giving
damn, y
i* “But { p&wt take all that tron
Létranget. ;You must know how if
A man can’t while he's young
strong; accept charity—" .

‘Good Lord, it, ain't
the old man shouted.
a8 much ‘pleastire out of it a8
His voice sank again; and b
was no line of mirth in his fag

“It ‘'was long ago, in Monts
Bzram went on, ‘after a pausf
knew your mother, ds a glrl
marriéd a better man, but I 4
her that every wish of hers |
law te ‘me.  You're her Sol
Nighti ds alwaye a time of O
tery in ‘Snowy 'Gulch—that
cluster 'of frame shacks lost
far, in the northern reaches of
Caribou Range.

Only @ few have any ided
sympathetic understandizg 1
it. Among these wa Be

ajril
“I'm_gol

F
Neilfon and she herself did
fully understand the dmm:r
longings that swept heﬂ"'1
the fall l::n! the mysterious
ness night. d
1t 'seemed hardly tfl:ﬁ“‘s:t:“ 3
sterp, rough land—the
tonr‘!ﬁd ¢ delloacy “of the
teatures. ‘ t
As she passed the door 0

thatel one of:the younger
had Leen lounging about the

trode ou .ageoated her:
e oing Home?" (he mas
“I'm going up to see yO Py
)} ‘oo you_ there, if Yo
mind?
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