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HE easiest, cleanest, safest and most satisfactory method of remov-

I ing carbon deposits is with Johnson’s Carbon Remover. It will save
you from $3.00 to $5.00 over any other method without laying up
your car and with much better results. After one application your car
will run like it did the first 500 miles—quietly and full of “pep”’—and
you will secure the maximum power and speed from the minimum
amount of fuel. N

Johnson’s Carbon Remover is a harmless liquid to be poured or squirted )
into the cylinders. It contains no acids and does not affect lubrication \.
or interfere with the oil in the crank case. Millions of cans have been
A used. Recommended by many of the leading car Mfrs. including the
°  Packard and Studebaker Companies.
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y A dose of Johnson’s Carbon Remover—the engine Y
% laxative—will cure 80% of engine troubles. It will )
! increase the power of your car—improve acceleration

" —stop that knock—quiet your motor—save your bat-
teries—cut down your repair bills—and reduce your
$ gas and oil consumption.

P i I TR

Don’t wait until your motor is choked with carbon—remove it : R\EM’(OVER l‘ )’?

;,« every week or two with Johnson’s Carbon Remover. You can do I a f \

g J it yourself in five minutes—no mechanical experience necessary. i | \

Q The regular use of Johnson’s Guaranteed Carbon Remover s‘g‘h R

N will automatically eliminate most valve trouble and keep . gﬁGlNgE

.&i\.\ your motor clean, sweet and at its highest efficiency. | HOTOR CAR? :

)

7 For sale by Hardware, Accessory dealers and Garages. Send MOTORCYCLEy | §

| for our booklet on Keeping Cars Young—it’s free.

SPARK PLUGS

AND CUARANTEED

S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Dept. AA-6 Racine, Wis, | raoe B
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ADVERTISING

SECTION.

How “Silent Simms” Became a
Master of Speech

By Martin M. Byron

out Mr. Worden. * Why didn’t you keep
Mr. Truesdale here?
be back in ten minutes.”

Harry Simms gulped hard, and replied weakly,
“I did try to keep him here, Mr. Worden, but he
wouldn’'t stay.”

“What? Wouldn't stay even ten minutes? Why
yvou could have kept him that long without his
realizing it. Why didn't you falk to him about
the weather, about peace, about the price of potatocs,
about anything?”

This wasn't the first calling down T had heard
Simms get. He had been with the firm for eight
yvears and had reached the point where he was as
much a fixture around the office as the desk or the
chairs. He was so quict that the only things that
would start him talking were such momentous events
as the beginning of the war or the end of the war.
Even when his baby was born, Harry said only
three words—*" It's a boy.”

It wasn't long before we nicknamed him * Silent
Simms.”

Yet the “Silent Simms” of two vears ago is now
our Sales™Manager, regarded as one of the most
brilliant men in our organization, getting an annual
salary that runs close to five figures, and i1s slated for
the vice-presidency!

How all this happened in so short a time makes one
of the most remarkable stories of success I have ever
heard. But let Harry tell the story as he'told it te me
when T asked:-him point-blank gwhat sort of magic he
used in transforming himself.

“Well,”” said Harry, ‘‘“vou remembher when My,
Truesdale came in that day and I could not hold him
for ten minutes until the Chief got back? And when
the Chief came back and found Truesdale gone, ]19\\7
he bawled me out? That incident marked the 1urning
point of my life.

‘Tt was the most humiliating experience I ever went
through. T had been with the firm 8 years—was getting
$40 a weck—and was the office ‘ football.” I went home
that night determined to learn how to talk convincingly,
interestingly., and forcibly, so that I coculd hold people
spell-bound, not only for 10 minutes, but by the hour.
I did not want to become a public speaker—what 1
wanted was the ability to talk as a business asset, T
bought numberless books on public speaking, but they all
taught oratory, and were so complicated that I gave up
almost in discouragement. I continued my search, how-
ever, and was rewarded a few weeks later by hearing
about the work of Dr. Ifrederick ITouk T.aw, who was
conducting a course in business talking and public
speaking.

““ You may be sure that I lost no time in attending the

66 j 7 OU are exasperating beyvond words,” shot

You knew 1 would

lectures. [ went after them as eagerly as a hungry wolf
goes after feod. To my great surprise and pleasure 1

grasped the scoret of being convinecing talker—the secret
I had needed »il my lifc—almost in the first lesson.

‘““ Almost at once I lcarned why T was afraid to stand
up and talk to others. T learned how to talk to a number
of people at the saiice time. T learned how to make people
listen to every word I said. 11 ‘med how to say things
interestingly, forcibly i convincingly. T learned how to
listen while others talked. I learncd how to say exactly
what I meant.

‘“ And the whole thing was so simple that in a single
evening T learned the secrets that turned me into a very
dynamo of ambition. I knew that I had at last found
the road to Mastery of Speech. T began to apply the
principles at once, and found that my words were electri-
fying pcople. I began to get things done. It wasn’t long
before I was taken off my old desk and put at the city
salesman’s desk. You know how I made good. Secems
almost Jike a dream now. Then, a short time later, I was
given Roger's job on the road, in the hardest territory we
have. And when 1 began to break records there the Chief
wired me to come back and gave me Morgan’s job as the
sales manager when Morgan was put in charge of the
Seattle office.

‘“ This great change came over me simply as a result of
my having learned how to talk. I imagine there are
thousands of others who are in the same boat in which
T found myself and who could become big money-makers
irnlho_\:’ only learned the secret of being a convincing
talker.

When Harry Simms finished. I asked him if T could not
have the benefit of Dr. Law’s Course, and he told me that
only recently Dr. Law had prepared a complete course in
printed form which contained exactly the same instruc-
tions as he had given in his lectures. T sent for it and
found it to be exactly as he stated. After studying the
eight simple lessons I began to realize that Simms’ suc-
cess was the natural outcome of real ability to talk. For
my own success with the Course has been as great as his.
1 can never thank Simms enough for telling me about D,
Law’s Course in Business Talking and Public Speaking.

SEND NO MONEY

So confident is The Independent Corporation, publishers
of ** Mastery of Speech,”” Dr. Law’s Course in Business
Talking and Public Speaking, that once you have an
opportunity to see in your own home how you can, in one
hour, learn the secret of speaking and how you can apply
the principles of effective speech under all conditions, that
t'poy are willing to send you the Course on free examina-
tion.

Don’t send any money. Merely mail the coupon or write
a letter and the complete course will be sent, all charges
prepaid, at once. If you are not entirely satisfied send it
back any time within five days after you receive it and
you will owe nothing.

On the other hand, if you are as pleased as are the
thousands of other men and women who have used the
Course, send only $5 in full payment. You take no risk
and you have everything to gain, so mail the coupon now
before this remarkable offer is withdrawn.

FREE EXAMINATICN COUPON

' .
Independent Corporation
Publishers of The Independent Weekly

Dept. L-336, 119 West 40th Street, New York

Please send me Dr. Frederick Houk Law’s ¢ Mastery of
Speech.”” a Course in Business Talking and Public Speak-
ing in_eight lessons. 1 will either remail the Cou 1o
you within five days after its receipt, or send you $5 in
full payment of the course.

Name
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Dress Shirts

with Collars to Match
Astounding Value!

M OST extraordinary

shirt set ever offered.

We are able to offer this
amazing bargain for a limited time
only. This shirt set is easily worth
$10.00 and must be seen to be ap-
preciated. Don’t hesitate but send
coupon immediately and we will send
them subject to your approval.

Shirt set consists of three handsome  Easy Payments: Take 6 months
negligee dress shirts with three soft detachable to pay. We will open a charge account
collars to match. Patterns are the very latest for you. No discount for cash—not one
e stripe effects in guaranteed fast colors. Each shirt cut penny extra for credit. Just a small monthly

coat style with French double cuffs. Fine pearl but- payment which you will hardly miss. Get the
tons. Sizes 14 to 18. Packed three assorted patterns of habit of buying on credit. It is good, sound
one size to each set. Order by No. D-7. Only $1.00 down business policy. Every one uses their credit—
and balancc $1.20 per month. Total price §7.95. why shouldn’t you use yours? Act AT ONCE.

Send the Coupon! 5 == mm=——

® .
B Elmer Richards Company
Thousands will be sending in for this great bar- B  Dept. A107 West 35th Street, Chicago, Iil.

gain. It will be first come, first served. You may never
again get the opportunity of getting such a wonderful I Gentl :—1 enclose §. as first payment.
bargain. We are only able to offeryou such amazing value I

Please send me the 3 negligee shirts No. D-7. Size .......... If
I am not satisfied, I can return them and get payment back
with all_charges. Otherwise I will pay ¢1.20 per month uotil
total price of $7.96 has. been paid.

Elmer Richards Company g ..
Dept.A107 —West 35th Street, CHICAGO, ILL. B agirese

Post Office..........- S S S S S A R e

because of ourtremendous output. Don’t wait any longer.
Sit right down today and send the coupon. ACT NOW!

In answering this advertisement it ie desirable that you mention this magarine.
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The Purpose of this Department *

- Classified Advertising Rates

is to put the reader in touch imme-
diately with the newest needfuls for

in The Munsey Magazines :
Line Rate

i . o - 2150 | Combination

7 the home, office, farm, or person; : Minsey’s Magazine - 8150 | - o

%// , to offer, or seck, an unusual busi- - Tin Arcosy Cown'~y Lel o2

7 7 0,

7 //’ . ness opportunity, or to suggest a The Argosy . gy
7 5 . 175 discount

/ 7 / service that may be performed satis- All-story Weekly . }

\\\\\\

///////

Vi
i

.

factorily through correspondence.
It will pay a housewife or business
man equally well to read these
advertisements carefully.

July 12th Argosy Combination Forms Close June 19th.

**A New Force In Business '’ is a booklet that tells how
to advertise successfully in the Classificd Department
of the Munsey Magazines. Mailed anywhere on request.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

TO
your own

LIKE WEAR A

measure Free,

WOoUulLD YOU
BEAUTIFUL NEW SUIT made to
and make to $30 every week? You can be the best
dressed man in your town and earn a lot of extra money if
you write at once tor our beautiful samples and wonderful offer.
The Progress Tailoring Co., Dept. 2 (Im.x"u

AGENTS: BIG PAY AND FREE AUTOMOBILE introducing
wonderful new gasoline saver, punctureproof, five year spark
plugs and other economical auto necessities. Outfit free.
L ILIII\\L\ 57 b(.mon 1 Luumlllv Ky.

WONDERFUL STARTER FOR FORDS-No Cogs—No
Ratchets—Takes mno power from engine. Retails  §15.00.
Agents coining money. Exclusive Territory. Simplex Company,
Desk A, 9 S. (‘lin[(m Street, (‘hlugo

SELL PICTURES, BATHING GIRLS,
sixteen varieties  §$1, refunded if
Desk 8, St. Louis, Mo.

AGENTS.
sample 12c:
1wsulwf Club,

art poses,
dissatisfied.

$ $ Big Money for Agents and Salesmen. Rugh’s
Tnbreakable Tocket Mirror is the hest advertising medium for
Lotels, merchants and every business firm. Send stamp for sample
:md particulars. H. O. Rugh Dept. A, 9 S. (lmmu SL 5 tmuavo

$50.00 A WEEK AND YOUR OWN SUIT FREE.
A woaderful ofier  to advertise our classy tailoring. AlL
e 5 free; delivery charges prepaid. Self-measuring blanks
st.ie charts, samile book, ete., free. Send no money. Just write

yoeur name and address on a pusul American W, oolm Mills Co.,

Dept. 901, Clhiicago.

AGENTS: SELL GUARANTEED HOSIERY FOR MEN,
wotnen and children. Must wear 12 months or replaced free. All
styles, colors and faney stripes. You can sell at less than store
prices, Write for terms and samples. Thomas Hosiery Co.,
u'lUI North Street, l)uyt.uu, Ohio.

WE GET THE MONEY—NEARLY EVERY TIME. Rather,
uur system gets it. District managers, sub agents, side line men

$£40-53100 weekly picked up. Actually P-1-C-K-E-D up. Every
man a_prospect.  We protect territory. Write now.
Scrvice. 1546 Larrabee, Chicago.

Im siness
Promer

Miracle Motor- Gas amazes motorists.

3¢ worth equals gallon

.xwlmu Blimi sarbon. 300%  profit. Isom, ldaho, wires:
* Ship 300 1 ges. Made  §70 vesterday.”” Samples Free.
( has. A, Butler, bcucmx\ Dept, 72, Toledo, Ohio.

RELIABLE PEOPLE WANTED. 7}'hve our new, novel, big
value goods in stores and appoint agents. \\nnder Pudding
Powder—25 Big, Delicious Dishes, 25c¢; Orangeade Powder—10
Big Glasses, best drink you e 10¢. Many other good
things. Morr v (umpa v, 4417 L \Iddlsl)ll btn'c lhuago

FIBRE BROOMS OUTWEAR FIVE CORN BROOMS
Guaranteed one year. Sample $1 postpaid. Agents wanted,
nien and women .00 an hour Keystone Fibre Broom Co.,
618 I)uqucsne \ ay, Pittsburg, 1

AGENTS: MAI(E BIG MONEY SELLING SONG HITS
Tree coupon plan  helps lndl\e <1uu Kk sales. Send 25¢
for ten different songs; Je s Liberty Music Hnuae,
Dept. C, 184 W. W

INSYDE TYRES

a.

Inner Armor For Auto Tlres lmublcs mile-

age, prevents 90% of all puncturss and blow outs
use. Tremendous demand. Big sales. Liberal profits. Det L
American Auummhile v\ccm«)ries (‘0 Depr. 165, Cincinnati, O.

HELP WAN TED

RAILW AFFICINSPECTORS:
$110.00 A MONTH TO START_ and expenses. Travel if
desired. Unlimited advancement. No age limit. Three months
home study. Situation arranged. Prepare for permanent position.
Vrite for booklet (M30. Standard Business Training Institute,
Bufralo, N. Y.

CESSARY.

MEN—AGE 17 TO 45. EXPERIENCE UN
Travel; make secret investigations, reports. Salar expenses.
American Foreign Detective Agency, 320, St. Lou

FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN, BAGGAGEMEN, $140-%200.
Colored Porters, by railroads everywhere. Experience unnece SaTy.
636 Railway Bureau, Kast St. Louis, Ills.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE

) 40,000 ACRES OF HARDWOOD LAND for general f‘

stock, dairying, poultry and fruit in best part of

Fine water, no stone or s amp land, mild eclimate. )

per acre. Terms as low 5 monthly if desired. 10 acres up
Towns, schools, Be independent. Write for free

t, excursion nd dates.
First l\atlundl J{anl\ Juxldm;,,

AUTOMOBILE ACCESSORIES

Swigart Land Company,

book
12 Chicago, III

FORDS RUN 34 MILES PER GALLON wnn

our 1919
. carburetors. Use cheapest gasoline or half kerosene. Start
easy any weather. Increased power. Styles for all motors.

Runs slow high gear. Attach vourself. Big profits for agents.
Money back guarantee, 30 days trial. Air-Friction Carburetor Co.,
519 Madison Street, Dayton, Ohio.

$20.00 DAILY DISTRIBUTING PRIZE PEACE PICTURES,
“‘Liberty and Peace,” ‘“I'rue Sons of Freedom,”” ‘‘Human Lib-
erty Bell “Foch, e g.”” Honor Roll. Enormous demand.
Samples catalog. Consolidated Portrait Co.,
Dept. 2% Adams Street Chicago.

AGENTS. GET IN ON THE BIGGEST OF ALL. Ho-Ro-Co

. 1084 W,

plan mak 100 to 140 per cent profit. Products guaranteed
to satisfy or money back. Free sample case offer. \Write at
once. Ilo-Ro-Co Manufacturing Company, 118 Locust Street,

St. Louis, Mo.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

FRCE TO WPITERS a wonderful
making hints, stions, ideas;

little book of money-
the A B C of successful

Story and Movie-I’lay writing. Absolutely free. Send for your
copy now! Just address Authors’ Press, Dept. 19, Auburn, N. Y.

STORIES, POE S, .PLAYS, ETGC-,
ARE WANTED FOR PUBLICATION Good ideas
bring big money. Submit Mss. or write Literary Bureau, 110,
Hannibal, Mo.

STORIES WANTED FOR PUBLICATION AND PHOTO-
PLAYS. FREE EXAMINATION. A  fine opportunity for
beginners. Booklet on luuust New York Literary Bureau,
141 West 36th Street, New York City.

AUTO SCHOOLS

BE AN AUTO OR TRACTOR EXPERT Unllmtted opportunity
for civil and Government Work. 5000 successful graduates. Write
at once for our big free catalog. Cleveland Auto School,
1819 E. 24th Street. Cleveland, Ohio.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 48 COMPANIES' $10 TO 5500
EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. No correspondence course or ex-
perience needed; details sent free to beginners.
Producers league 388 \Vamwnght St. Louis,

S'I'AMPS AND RARE COINS

STAMPS——12 DIFFERENT FROM WARRING NATIONS.

Sell your ideas.
Mo.

10 cents; 10 different foreign coins, 15 cents; 10 Uruguay
Stamps, 10 cents. Lists free. We buy old stamps Buying list,
10 cents. Toledo Stamp (0., Toledo, Ohio.

Classmed Advemsmg Conhnued on Pa.ge 6.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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A Bigger Job ?ours——If You Master

Traffic Management

Reconstruction work to be done in
Burope and expansion of our foreign
trade means a greater demand than ever
before for men trained as traffic experts.
Great plants working overtime—raw
materials shipped in—finished products
shipped out—carloads, trainloads, ship-
loads, going North, East, South, West—
contracts placed not on price basis, but
for quick delivery—that is the condition
we are facing.

““We must have efficient traffic men’’
say manufacturers, jobbers, railroads,
ship owners. Hundreds are needed where
one is available. This is the chance for
ambitious men to rise to higher positions
—to get into an uncrowded calling—to
have the specialized knowledge which
commands big salaries.

Train by Mail Under
LaSalle Experts

This opportunity is yours now. Train
while you hold your present job., Only
your spare time required to become pro-
ficient in every branch of traffic.

Learn from men who have held or are
among those now holding the highest
positions in the field. Get practical train-
ing—the training which equips you to
step into one of the highest places. This
is what the LaSalle experts offer you.

They will explain every point concern-
ing Freight Rates, Classifications,
Tariffs, Bills of Lading, Routing, Claims,
Demurrage, Express Rates, Ocean
Traffic, R. R. Organization, Regulation
and Management, Laws of Carriers,
Interstate Commerce Rulings, etc. ete.

How many men are expert on even
one of these subjects? You will be made
proficient in all.

And here is something more—your en-
rollment gives you free the privileges
of our Business Consulting Service.
This means advice from our stalf
whenever you need help on any special
business problem.

Over 800 people here—300 business ex-
perts among them-—are ready to putyou

on the road that leads directly to ad-
vancement. (et the complete, combined
experience of many authorities, all given
in easily understood form.

No Large Fees

The total cost is small. Your increase
in earnings will soon pay it (see in next
column what McMullen, Wright and
other members say). Then also you can
pay on easy terms—a little each month
if you wish. No hardship in getting this
training. Any man can afford it. And
the time is now—when the great move-
ment in business is beginning. Give a
few hours weekly of your spare time for
a few months~—and get a larger salary.

Send the Coupon and
Get All the Facts

Your request will bring complete in-
formation. We will tell you just what
the course offers in every detail; all
about the opportunities open to trained
traffic men. We will also send you our
book, “Ten Years Promotion in One’”
which has shown thousands of men the
short road to promotion. If you are am-
bitious to rise—if you want to enter a
paying and uncrowded field of business,
get these facts. Sending the coupon
implies no obligation wupon you.
Mail it today.

B. S. McMullen was a freight checker on the
docks at Seattle,

Two years after beginning the LaSalle
Course in Interstate Commerce and Traffic
Management he was appointed General
Freight and Passenger Agent.

He said that it would probably have taken
him 8 or 10 vears to make this advanceif he had
depended merely upon work and experience.

LaSalle experts helped him to reach the top
in the space of months.

T. J. Wright, an Illinois member, reports
three promotions sinee taking the course.

H. S. Watson, of Michigan, figures his in-
creased earning capacity at 400 per cent.

Fred Hoffman, an Ohio_member, reports
600 per cent profit on his investment in one
Year,

Among the many LaSalle trained men who
are now Traffic Managers or Experts on Inter-
state Commerce are:

Wm. Ritchie, Vice-President and Traffic
Manager, Philadelphia Lawn Mower Co,

F. E. Combs, Traffic Director, Twin City
Traffic League, Benton Harbor, Michigan.

F. E. Hamilton, Traffic Manager, Retail
Merchants Association of Canada.

Mr, Hamilton says: “‘I cannot speak too
highly of this institution. The course is up-to-
date, authentic, and_easily understood. My
only regret is that I did not take it up five
years ago.”’

The success these men have made can
be paralleled by any other ambitious
man who will do as they did—train!

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

“The World’s Greatest Extension University’’

Dept. 632-IC

Please send me your catalog and full information on your Course
and Consulting Serviee in Interstate Commerce and Railway Traffic.
Also a _copy of your valuable book for the ambitious man, *‘Ten
This without obligation on my part.

Present Position..cecccveooescciocosinrsessones

[
I Years’ Promotion In One,”’
1]

Chicago, Illinois

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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Ciassified Advertising Continued from Page 4.

PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENTS. Highest references. Best results. Promptness assured.
Booklet free. Watson E. Coleman, 624 ¥ St., Washington, D. C.

PATENTS. If you have an invention write for our Guide
Book, ‘‘How To Get A Patent.”” Send model or sketch and
description, and we will give our opinion as to its patentable
nature. Randolph & Co., 630 F, Washmgton D. C

PATENTS. WRITE FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED GUIDE
BOOK, How to Obtain a Patent. Send model or sketch and
des(‘nptlon for our opinion of its patentable nature Free.
Highest  References. Prompt Attention. Reasonable Terms.
Victor J. Evans & Co., 762 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

INVENTORS — SEND SKETCH OF YOUR
INVENTION for advice regarding patent protection.
Twenty years’ experience. Hand-book on Patents sent Free.
Talbert & Talbert, Patent Lawyers, 4735 Talbert Building,
Washington, D. L,

TELEGRAPHY

Men and Women. You can learn railroad, commercial, broker-
age or wireless in two to four months. Salaries paid: Railroads,
$115-8175; commercial, $85-$300; brokerage, $150-$250. Short
hours. Time and a half for overtime. We make you a_telegrapher.
Our tuition covers an unlimited course. Hundreds of teleg-
raphers wanted. \Write for details. Chicago Telegraph Institute,
America’s Finest School, Dept. A, 1029 Consumers Bldg., Chicago.

TYPEWRITERS

NEW, REBUILT AND SLIGHTLY USED TYPEWRITERS
$8 up. Portable machines $10 up. Write for our Catalog 26-0.
Beran Typewriter Co., 58 W. Washington St., Chicago.

Becomea lawyer.Legally trained men
win high positions and big_success in
business and public life. Greater op-
portunities nuw than ever before
$3.000 to '$10,000 Annually
‘We guide you step by step. You can train
at home durmg your sparc time. We prepare
or bar examination in any state. Money re-
funded accordmg to our Guarantee Bond if dlssatmﬁed Degree

. conferred. 1 studen
Law coxt easy terms. I*eurteen volume Law lex’a.rv free if yon
enroll now. Get our valuable 120-page ‘‘Law Guide’’ and E:
dence’’ books free. Send for them—NOW.

LaSalle Extension University,  Dept. ,632-LA Chicago, Ill.

BUSH CAR-FREE

This Five Passenger 37 H. P. car. 116 in. whi. base. All bearings Timhken.
Delco Ign.—Dyneto Stg. and Ltg. Write at once for my great Free Offer an
48-page catalog. Agents wanted to drive and demonstrate. I'exntory open.
Prompt shipments. Cars guaranteed or money back. 1919 cars read

BUSH MOTOR CO. . H. BUSH, President, D

Bush Temple, CHIcAGO, ILLINOI§

wrine Black Beauty

Don’tbuy anordinary bicycle. Get
the Black Beauty—factory direct;
wholesale price. Magnificent wheel
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YOU LOOKING?

RE YOU looking back or forward? Are

you looking back into the days of small
earnings or ahead into the days when you can
earn more? The way your face is turned is the
most important thing in your life today. Will
your future be an asset or a liability? Will it
cost you money or will it make money for you?
Turn these questions over in your mind and face the
right way now. Big pay checks go to the men who
know—the trained men—the men who make use of
what other men have learned. You can get into this
big check class_too. Right now your opportunity is
before you—on this very page.

HE GREAT books described here were

written for men who want to earn more
by other men who have reached the highest
point in their profession. In a short time you
can learn from them everything it has taken
these experts years and years to learn. These
men tell you what they know in the simplest
possible way.
Get the benefit of what they have done for you. Send
the coupon on the corner of this page now.

We will send you any set of books you select for Free
Examination. See the No Money offer below.

Here’s All the Help You Need

Carpentry and

Contracting
Five volumes, 2138 pages and
more than 400 illustrations.
Prepares for Contractor, Build«
ing Superintendent and Car-
penter Foreman. Regular
price,$25.00. Specialprice,$17.80,
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ivil Engineering
Nine volumes, 3900 pages and
000 illustrations, plates and
diagrams. Prepares for Civilor
Structural Engineer, Transit-
man, Estimator, Designer or
Chief Draftsman. Regular
price,$45.00. Special price,$29.80.

Telephony and
Telegraphy
Four volumes, 1728 pages and
2000 illustrations, plates and
diagrams. Prepares for Tele~
phone Engineer, Wire Chief,
Exchange Manager, Trouble
Man or Telegrapher. Regular
price,$20.00. Special price,$12.80,
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The coupon filled out is all you need. Tell us what engineers and experts for one y:
books you would like to examine and we will ¢
you at once by express collect. You won’t be under any obli-

Fire Prevention

and Insurance
Four volumes, 1500 pages and
600 illustrations, diagrams,
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$20.00. Special price, $15.80.
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ectrical Engineering
Seven volumesg, 3000 pages and
2600 illustrations, plates _and
diagrams. Prepares for Elcc-
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Superintendent, Substation Op=
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price,$35.00. Special price,$19.80,

Accountancy and

Business Management
Ten volumes, 3680 pages and
1987 illustrations, forms, etc.
Prepares for Certified Public
Accountant, Auditor, Office
Manager, Accountant, Credit
Man or Bookkeeper. Regular
price,$50.00. Specialprice,$24.80,
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Technical Society, worth $12.00.

Automobile

. .

Engineering
Five _volumes, 2400 pages and
2000 illustrations, Prepares for
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uable to car owners. Regular
price,$25.00. Special price,$17.80,

MachineShopPractice

Six volumes, 2300 pages and
2500 illustrations. Prepares for
Machine Shop Superintendent
or Foreman, Foundryman, Pat-
tern Maker, Tool Designer or
Tool Maker. Regular price,
$30.00, Special price, $19.80.

Sanitary, Heating and
Ventilating Engin’ring
Four volumes, 1454 pages_and
more_than 1400 illustrations,
etc. Prepares for Sanitary
Engineer, Heating and Venti-
lating Engineer, Master
Plumber or Plumber. Regular
price,$20.00. Special price,$13.80,

Steam and Gas
Engineering
Seven volumes, 3300 pages and
2500 illustrations, plates, dia-
grams, etc. Prepares for Sta-
tionary, Marine or Locomotive
Engineer or Fireman. Regular
price,$35.00. Special price,$21,80.

Law and Practice

(with Reading Course in 25
bound pamphlets). Thirteen
volumes, 6000 pages and 24 illus-
trations. Prepares for all Bar
Examinations. A wonderful
aid to business men. Regular
price,$72.00. Special price,$39.30,

Practical

°

Accounting
Four volumes, 1840 pages and
800 illustrations, plates and
diagrams. P. A. questions
and practical problems. Pre-
pares for Accountant, Book-
keeper or CostClerk. Regular
price,$20.00. Specialprice,$12,80,
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DONT SEND APENNY

» Snap up this chance to get two splendid garments for the price of
one. A most beautiful skirt at a stunning bargain and a petticoat absolutely
free. Not a penny to send with order. Only the coupon (no money) and you
get by mail, direct, this wonderful, stylish, well made skirt and also the free
petticoat—the petticoat included if you send right now. The number of free
petticoats is limited. So don’t wait. Mail coupon today.

Stylish Sicilian

Mohair Skir

Beautiful Model

Splendid Sicilian Mohair Cloth. Looks like silk.
Skirt gathered at back with double shirring.
Wide, detachable belt. Fancy trimmed pockets
finished with imitation buttons and button-
holes. Silk fringe trimmed pockets. Exact
copy of very costly model. You will be proud
to own this stunning skirt and amazed when
you see what a bargain it is. Just compare
it with what you see at stores. Choice of

Navy Blue, Black or Gray. Comes in all
sizes. No extra charges. Give waist, hip

and front length. Price only $4.98. Taffe- £
tine Petticoat FREE. Order by No. H1479."

One Taffetine Petticoat R

With Each Sicilian Skirt

Yes, free (but only one to a person), this splen-  Color black. This splendid petticoat is FREE.
did petticoat sent with the skirt. Good quality —Nothing to pay at any time. Simply order the
taffetine. Deep flounce, smartly trimmed with  Sicilian Mohair Skirt and you get the free petti-
clusters of air tucks, finished at bottom with coat right along with skirt. A chance you must
knife plaited ruffle. Elastic waistband. Front not miss. Send the coupon TODAY while you
length 82 to 42 in. Hip measures up to 45 in.  have the opportunity. No money now.
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CHAPTER I

THE SLINGS AND ARROWS.

E had noted it before, had Henry
H Baird. He noted it again now;
one’s first impression of that attrac-
tive Alan Moss smile was quite all wrong!
The second impression was the true one,
casting faint and ominous light upon the
murkier depths of the Moss soul.
Even this time, though, the smile had
fooled Henry for a moment. Flashed at
him over the side of the long, pale-blue sport
car, as he himself stood on the curb, its
white teeth, its twinkling eyes, had carried
their brief illusion of friendliness and can-
dor. Until Henry, catching himself, had
looked more closely, of course—until Henry
had noted again that the teeth were hard
and sharp as well as white, teeth made for
biting rather than for smiling; and that the
seeming twinkle was in reality a keen, sly
glint, betraying an inner wealth of pure,
unscrupulous malice. These things may not
have been apparent to most people, but cer-
‘tain deep, secret, personal stirrings had
given Henry Baird the vision!
Still, there was no denying that Alan was
good enough to look upon, in his limp, un-

1 A-S

dersized way. His skin was clean and tight,
his features regular, his clothes as perfect
as the car he drove and as expensive as the
huge portmanteau strapped so trimly at its
side. His voice matched the rest of him,
being crisp and clear to the point of sharp-
ness as he said:

“ You're not staying in town all summer,
Baird?”

“ 1 may get out for a while next month,”
Henry muttered.

¢ Not before that, eh?”

“ No.”

Mr. Moss nodded and surveyed upper
Broadway, its rolling cars, its tall apart-
ment-houses, its afternoon sunshine.

“ Manage to keep yourself pretty well
occupied, eh?” ¢

‘“ So-s0,” said Henry, with the tight-
lipped, evasive smile of the man who has
much in the business line that he does not
care to discuss.

He started a trifle, however, as Mr. Moss,
having considered the gloved hand that
rested on his steering-wheel, addressed it
directly:

“You've given up the idea of working
that Michigan copper property of yours,
Baird?”

177
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“1 never had any idea of working it
myself.”

“ That’s true, too. You told me that
you’d sold it recently, didn’t you?”

“ I'm considering an offer for it, although
T don’t recall telling you anything about it,”
Henry said quite pointedly.

Moss’s disarming grin turned on him sud-
denly, almost wonderingly, and then broad-
ened with the utmost good cheer.

¢ Quite so—I get you. 1 beg your par-
don, Baird; it’s no business of mine, of
course. I like to congratulate a man who
has cleaned up a million or so—that’s really
all.”

“ Well, T haven't cleaned up any million
—vet,” said Henry, with a strange, signifi-
cant smile.

Altogether on his guard now, he waited
for further impertinent queries. They were
not propounded by Mr. Moss. Mr. Moss,
indeed, seemed to have lost interest in
Henry for the moment; his gaze, directed
at the lower skies, grew absent, almost
rapt; his lips, pursed for a little, parted in
a faint, soft smile; he sighed audibly.

“ You’re headed out of town?” Henry
ventured, and there was the oddest little
sharp note of anxiety in the inquiry.

“Eh? Me?” Alan returned to earth and
stared at him for a moment. “ Oh, yes,
I'm running away for a while. There’s
nothing to keep me in New York, and it’s
very pleasant up—er—in the woods.”

“ What woods?” Henry said bluntly.

“T’'m going up Massachusetts way,” Moss
submitted mildly.

““Ah! You've got a place of your own
in—where was it? Rockridge?” Henry
asked the railing of the subway ventilator.

Alan Moss crossed his legs and fastened
a baby gaze on Henry.

“No, I haven’t a place there,” he said
blandly. * As a matter of fact, I'm going
up that way, though. I stop at the hotel or
—just visit around a bit. A good many of
the people you and I know are in the Rock-
ridge colony at this time of the year.”

“1 know they are,” mused Henry.

“ The Burgesses;” Alan suggested.

“ They’ve quite an estate, haven’t they?”

“ VYes, indeed. And Philip Darrow and
Mabel—that is, Miss Darrow, of course,”
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Alan said easily, and looked straight at
Henry Baird.

And this time Henry ceased his contem-
plation of the subway ventilator and looked
straight at Moss. Two seconds they stared
thus—five seconds—ten—while their eyes
narrowed slightly, and Henry’s color, at
least, rose a little. It was growing quite
uncomfortable and unusual when Alan, with
a slight effort, slid his gaze from Henry and
stared at the clock on the dashboard.

“ Good gracious! Is it all that time of
day?” he demanded. ¢ I’ll have to be hit-
ting the trail, Baird.”

“ You’re not going to try making Rock-
ridge to-night?” Henry asked.

“ To-night?  With this car?” Moss
laughed outright. ¢ Why, T’ll be up there
before nine o’clock. This affair travels
when it sees an open road, you know. I’ve
got an airplane motor under that hood,
boy!”’

(13 Ah?)) >

“Yep!” Alan agreed cheerfully, and bent
a loving and attentive ear as his starter
ground for a moment and then sent out a
soft whir upon the summer air. “ When
she drops below fifty-five or so on a State
road, I run her into the next garage and
give her a little expert attention. That’s
my speed, you know! How’s your car, by
the way?”

“ Well enough. It's not up to your
speed,” Henry said shortly.

“Yes, I do try to maintain a certain high
speed in every good thing,” Mr. Moss
chuckled, rather enigmatically, after a light-
ning, sidelong glance at Henry, as his emer-
gency-brake went out with a precise little
click, and. his gears meshed with no click
at all. “ Nevertheless, you might come out
and try to catch me some day, Baird.”

“ That’s quite true; I might!” Henry
said darkly.
~ The velvet clutch went in. The car
barely crawled into tremorless motion. Mr.
Moss grinned again at Mr. Baird, suddenly
and brilliantly and with a peculiar flash of
daring. “ Up Rockridge way, perhaps!”
Moss suggested.

“Yes, up Rockridge way!” Henry snarled
at him, in the most remarkably emotional
manner.
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- Then a canary-colored hand waved back
at him and a light-blue streak curved
around a taxicab and whizzed north, and
Alan Moss was gone from that particular

section, while Henry Baird, his hands

clenched and his teeth gritting, stared after
him. Alan Moss, with his good looks and
his good car, and his rather taking manner,
and his million or so tucked away in gilt-
edged paper, was gone up Rockridge way;
while Henry panted and directed a blazing
stare at the distances that had swallowed
him!

1t was decidedly odd, of course, yet it
was no more odd than the way Henry left
the ill-fated spot where Alan had pulled up
beside him, five minutes back. Jaws set
viciously, gaze upon the pavement, hands
still clenched, Henry breathed heavily as he
turned down the side street, where stood the
apartment-hotel he called home, and made
strange sounds, causing several startled by-
standers to open their eyes and look after
him. Savage sounds they were, running
from a growl to a distinctly profane rumble
and back again to a growl; and they ceased
only when Henry caught the inquiring stare
of the day-clerk in his hotel lobby. There-
upon Henry relaxed somewhat, stared dark-
ly at his pigeonhole in the mail-rack and
found it empty, and asked briefly:

¢ Mr. Terral home yet?”’

“ You’ll find him up-stairs, sir,” said the
clerk. ¢ He came home half an hour ago.
There’s a gentleman with him, waiting to
see you.”

“ Who?”

“ Why, 1 think it’s Mr. Anderson, your
lawyer. He—"

More than this Henry failed to hear, for
he was darting into the elevator. The
blackness was disappearing from his coun-
tenance, too; hope kindled a new light, and
Henry was even smiling eagerly as he
stepped off at the seventh floor and strede
down to Suite 7C at the end.

And, then, having entered quite boister-
ously, Henry stopped short. Whitmore Ter-
ral, the rather insignificant second cousin
with whom he shared his rooms, was sitting
there, prim as ever, and Anderson, the
attorney, smoked comfortably in the big
leather chair—but there was no expected
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joyful glow on either of their faces. Ander-
son, in fact, sighed as he arose and shook

~ hands with Henry.

“1 thought perhaps — when they said
that you were here—" escaped Henry.

Anderson smiled dismally, shook his head
and sat down again.

“ You thought that everything was all
right, eh, and that I'd come to tell you,
Mr. Baird. I wish that it might have been
s0.”

He sighed again and considered his cigar.
Henry, having disposed of his hat and found
a cigar for himself in the dwindling box,
trimmed it and lighted it and dropped into
a chair with:

“ Well?”

“ Well, you’re not going to sell your
Michigan copper property this week—or
next week—or the week after,” the lawyer
said slowly.  Our Mr. Wiggins just got in
this afternoon, after looking the whole thing
over on his Western trip.”

114 ‘And’;”

“ The man Blackton still insists that the
title to the whole tract is his, and not yours,
Mr. Baird,” the attorney said slowly.
“ Wiggins talked with him, and although he
declined to show any of the papers that are
supposed to support his claim, he persisted
that they would be produced at the proper
time and establish all his contentions.”

N ‘[\nd__))

¢ Well, in the crude state of some of
those early Western land records, we may
have the very dickens of a job proving that
he’s wrong,” Anderson sighed.

CHAPTER 1II.
THE GOLDEN CLOUD.

4 UT who the devil is this man
B Blackton?” Henry demanded wildly.
“ Whoever heard of him until three
weeks ago, when it was practically settled
that Tilbury and Tilbury, here in New
York, were willing to buy me out for eight
hundred thousand cash? Where did he
come from? Did he just pop out of the
ground out there to grab off property I
bought for a song two years ago, with an
absolutely perfect title? Who—"
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“ There, there, Mr. Baird!” said Mr.
Baird’s attorney. ¢ Shouting isn’t going to
help matters, you know. The man has faith
enough in his claim to have carried it to the
courts, when you refused to buy him out.
Nevertheless, Wiggins says that he seems
reasonable enough in some ways. He is still
willing to compromise.”

“ Compromise for laying claim to some-
thing that’s mine?”” Henry cried.

“TIf you choose to call it that,” Anderson
smiled patiently. “ At any rate, he is still
willing to drop his claim for fifty thousand
dollars. You don’t care to pay that, I take
it :

“You take it dead right!” Henry said
hoarsely. “1 don’t care to pay it; I haven’t
got it to pay and—you’re not advising me
to pay it, are you?”

The attorney favored him with a wry
. smile, and munched his cigar.

“ Honestly, 1 don’t know,” he said.
“ You bought that tract of land for sixty
thousand or so, Baird. You took the gam-
ble and won, because the copper certainly
is right on the job. You've got a chance
now to sell out for eight hundred thousand,
cash. If memory serves, you had a mighty
_task getting Tilbury and Tilbury up to the
point of that cash offer, and it is thinkable
that they may not hold it open forever.
The principle’s rotten, of course, because
we’re virtually certain that the man Black-
ton is a fake, pure and simple. At the
same time, it might pay to buy him off
and—"

His voice trailed away as he regarded
Heriry. Henry’s gaze, so fiery a moment
ago, had settled with curious intentness
upon a golden cloud, heading toward the
sunset and just visible through the window.
Harder and harder stared Henry at his
cloud, while his eyes grew to little slits, and
his lips parted; and: “ Er—are you listen-
ing, Mr. Baird?” :

“ Eh?” Henry whirled about again with a
queer, dazed effect.  Er—of course I'm
listening. Why shouldn’t I be listening?”

The lawyer smiled faintly. In his corner
—he seemed naturally to fade into the more
shadowy spots—Whitmore Terral squinted,
removed his shell-rimmed glasses and pol-
ished them, and squinted the harder at
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Henry Baird when he had replaced them.
Whitmore, too, had noted that unaccounta-
ble preoccupation of Henry’s.

“ Your mind seemed to be straying,”
murmured the attorney. “ Well? You
don’t feel that it’s worth while to pay
Blackton his fifty -thousand and charge it
off to profit and loss?”

Henry shook his head slowly. But that
such a thing was manifestly absurd, one
might have thought that he was gazing
straight through the lawyer and at some
unpleasant shape far beyond; and there was
a distant, dismal quality in his voice now,
too.

“No, I don’t feel anything of the kind,”
he said absently. ¢ What then?”

Anderson shrugged his shoulders and
reached for his hat.

“ Things will have to take their natural
course, I presume. We may possibly be in
for a long wait, if the thing hangs over till
the fall term of their court out there. On
the other hand, it may very likely be possi-
ble for us to have Blackton’s suit brought
to trial in a week or two. I hope s0.”

“ And then?” Whitmore suggested anx-
iously from his corner.

“I'm no clairvoyant,” the attorney
laughed, as he arose. “1I can’t tell what
may happen then. Very possibly we’ll run
Blackton out of court in another week or
so, and Mr. Baird will sell his mine, if the
Tilbury offer still holds good. On the other
hand, it’s likely enough that—"

And now the unusual Henry had come
quite out of his unaccountable dream!
Now, quite fiercely, he turned upon his
attorney.

“No, it isn’t likely enough!” he exploded.
“ We're going to lick Blackton, and lick
him inside of that week or two at the very
most. D’ye hear? At the very most!”

‘“ Naturally, we hope—"

“ Tt isn’t what we hope; it’s what Zas to
be! That copper tract is mine to sell, and
T've got to sell it, and sell it quick! T’'ve
got to get my hands on that eight hundred
thousand dollars!”

“ But—er—why?”

“Why? Because—huh!” Henry said,
his tone dropping as he caught himself.
“ Well—er—because I have to have eight
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hundred thousand dollars!”
eruffly. :

Half a minute or so, Mr. Anderson waited
for further light. Henry, apparently, had
no idea of furnishing it; his hard, steady
gaze remained upon the attorney, as if
challenging him to deny the necessity of
that particular eight hundred thousand—
and that was all. And since Anderson did
not know Henry intimately enough to be
aware that the demon rum had never passed
his lips, he entertained certain private sus-
picions and shrugged his shoulders again
and put on his hat.

“ Most of us stand in chronic need of
about eight hundred thousand dollars, of
course,” he said dryly. “I'll do whatever
can be done, Mr. Baird; you know that, of
course; and I'll let you know just as soon as
anything new appears. Good afterncon.”

“ Well—wait just one second!” Henry
cried, and this time there was something
downright piteous in his tone. “ Always
supposing that things do go well, Anderson,
what’s the shortest possible time in which I
may be able to sell the property?”’

“ You may sell it to-morrow, if Blackton
drops dead or quits the case. It’s possible
enough that we may have him licked in—
say a month. But—"

“Can’t we lick him in less than a
month?”

“ Why, if they decided to rush the thing
through, we could lick him in a week, of
course,” Anderson said soothingly, and ac-
complished another step toward the door.

To some extent, Henry controlled himself.

¢ But for the immediate present that sale
is blocked hard and fast?”

“Very hard and uncommonly fast, I
should say, Mr. Baird,” the attorney con-
cluded grimly. “ Good day.”

The elevator-gate had clanged behind him
before Henry Baird and his second cousin,
Whitmore Terral, ceased gazing at one an-
other. There was a vast difference in these
two gazes. Whitmore’s was the gaze of
deep trouble, sanely faced, nevertheless.
Henry’s was the gaze of a stricken animal,
wounded and helpless and still infuriated
past bearing.

“Jt is unfortunate,” Whitmore mur-
mured. “ Very, very unfortunate.”

he ended -
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“ Unfortunate?” Henry echoed savagely.
“ What sort of sickly little word is that—
unfortunate?”’

o Eh?’)

“ Don’t gape at me like that, Whitty!
Do you realize that I’'m stuck here—stuck
fast—while %e and his aviation engine—"

3 What?)Y

Whitmore rose suddenly, drawing himself
to his full Height, a trifle more than five
feet. With deepest concern, he hurried to
his cousin, and there was that in his expres-
sion which calmed Henry suddenly and, in
great measure, permanéntly. When Whit-
more looked like that his tireless brain was
about to probe to tthe bottom of a situation.

“ What in the ‘world did you mean by
that?” Whitmore demanded.

“I didn’t mean anything at all,” his
cousin said readily. “ I'm so thundering
mad I don’t know what I’m talking about—
that’s all.” :

“ You spoke of—of an aviation engine?”

“1 was looking at that cloud, Whitty,
and it—Lord, T don’t know! I suppose it
suggested aviation to me. What T meant
to say was ¢ he and his claim,” or something
of the kind.”

“ Meaning—er—Blackton?”

“ Meaning Blackton, of course.”

Whitmore sighed lightly and considered
his cousin again; and reading his thoughts
was no simple matter now, unless one could
penetrate the back of a head. Henry was
staring out of the window once more.

“ Henry, there is something on your mind
—beside this copper matter, I mean?”
Whitmore said tentatively. ¢ I've never
seen you act like this before.”

“ You've never been around when any
one tried to trim me for eight hundred thou-
sand dollars before.”

“But even if the sale is delayed for a
while—"

“It isn’t necessarily fatal, eh?” Henry
said drearily. ¢ Well, perhaps it isn’t to
you, Whitty. You’re drawing down the
astonishing sum of fifty per week for being
private secretary to an elderly gentleman
who collects old china and writes letters to
his tenants. But I haven’t even fifty a
week, Whitty. I’ve got about two thousand
dollars’ worth of small bills that I see no
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chance of paying. I've got an elderly
automobile worth four or five hundred
dollars, if the market was good-—which it
isn’t. I’ve got just one hundred dollars in
cash, right here in my pocket, in the whole
world!”

“ I—er—didn’t know that you were quite
as low as that, Henry,” Whitmore said,
steadily enough. “But, even so, that doesn’t
account for your excitement.”

“Do I have to account for it?” Henry
muttered.

“ Henry, I—I beg your pardon, but you
—you haven’t been drinking?”

“ Don’t be an ass!”

Whitmore drew a deep breath and nodded
to himself.

“Is it a—a woman, Henry?” he inquired.

[43 Eh?77

“ A woman, Henry?” Whitmore repeated
steadily.

“A—pah! Hell! No! No, it isn’'t a
woman!” Henry snapped, and fixed his eyes
on the distant golden cloud.

And it was a queer statement, coming
from Henry, too. The very soul of honesty
and honor, Henry had told a flat lie that
time, because most certainly it was a
woman!

Not that this was any ordinary, everyday
women, you understand; this was the one
perfect flower of all the generations of wo-
man that have been born to earth since the
creation. This woman, let it be confessed
at once, was none other than Miss Mabel
Darrow — Mabel, the only daughter of
Philip Darrow, who has made a number of
millions himself and is really the whole
firm of Darrow & Co.

And she had gone away from Henry three

full weeks ago, and in each of these weeks

he had somehow survived seven centuries of
gnawing loneliness and yearning; and
through each of them he had looked forward
with straining eyes toward the big day when
the accursed mine should actually be sold
and, his poverty-locked lips free at last
after so many agonizing months, he should
dash to Mabel’s side and gamble his whole
future happiness on a single word when he
asked—oh, no, that lie was fully justified!
Whitmore never could understand a thing
like that!

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

And now, poverty-stricken still and likely
to remain so for a long time, Henry was
here in New York and Mabel was in Rock-
ridge, Massachusetts; and somewhere on
the road between the two Alan Moss was
spinning along. Darrow himself liked the
cheeky little rotter, too! So much had been
evident on several occasions when Henry
had met Moss in the Darrow home and—-

“TIt is not a woman, Henry?” Whitmore
repeated doubtfully.

This time Henry Baird did not even
bother to answer. Was it actually, humanly
possible that a—a thing like this Alan Moss
stood a chance of winning her, be his ob-
vious advantages what they might? Did
those eyes of Mabel’s really mean nothing
at all, when they looked so deeply into
Henry’s own—or had looked in that dead
age, three weeks ago? Henry caught the
sigh just before it escaped and went on
staring at his golden cloud.

The cloud was breaking into little frag-
ments now and drifting away in several
directions. Five minutes more and it would
have vanished completely—which, by the
way, is the mean little trick played by many
varieties of golden cloud.

CHAPTER III.

JABS FROM THE NEEDLEMAN.

T may be as well to glance briefly at
l Whitmore Terral.

He was small, as has been noted,
where Henry was distinctly big and broad
and splendidly upholstered with muscle.
People passed Whitmore fifty or sixty times
before they even knew of his existence;
Henry, on the other hand, caught one’s
attention at the first glance, with his rather
handsome countenance, his long and posi-
tive stride, and his general air of prosperity
and importance. Whitmore was very thor-
oughly educated, while Henry — well, of
course, Henry was very thoroughly edu-
cated, too, since he had been graduated
from the same college in the same year:
but it will have to be conceded that while
Whitmore had carried away many rare gems
of the mind, the most tangible evidences
of Henry’s flight through college were one
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sitver cup and two medals, now in the book-
case. In the evenings, Whitmore read
deeply and at great length, while Henry
wandered happily among congenial people
—and yet, as a rule, the pair got along won-
derfully well together.

Just now Whitmore sighed and returned
to the chair beside the living-room’s big
table.

“T wish you felt able to tell me what
troubles you, Henry,” he said simply. “ It
might be that I could advise you.”

Henry turned away from his window; the
cloud was all gone now.

“You can’t advise a man who’s carrying
around a personal hoodoo, Whitty.”

“ You have no personal hoodeoo, Henry.”

“ Well, I insist that I have,” Henry
snapped. ‘ He’s been with me for a solid
year now, working overtime. I’'ve had more
pure hard luck than—"

“ Rot!” said Whitmore.

“Rot be hanged!” Henry cried. ‘“There’s
no rot about it! Everything I touch crum-
bles to bits! Everything I look at fades
away and dies! Everything—"

“ Twaddle!” said Whitmore.

“Do you find an unusual amount of
twaddle in the way this copper sale has
fallen down?” Henry demanded grimly, yet
with a touch of sour satisfaction. ‘ Five
per cent of that is yours, you know, Whitty.
It costs you forty thousand dollars to see
the thing held up!”

This time Whitmore Terral winced.

“1 am quite aware of that, Henry,” he
said gravely. ‘T invested all that remained
of father’s fortune in the venture, and it
means much to me. Nevertheless, you do
not find me moaning about hard luck?”

“ Go ahead and moan, then!” Henry said
savagely. “ Youwll have to moan like sin to
beat me!”

“T chall not moan at all,” Whitmore
smiled soberly. “I am not a believer in
hard luck.”

‘“ What do you call it, then?”

“In your case, as a broad, general propo-
sition, I should say that it was a genius for

doing the wrong thing, Henry. Oh, not so.

much in the matter of this copper tract,
perhaps, but in other things. Let us con-
sider your case, point by point, and—"
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“ Whitty.,” Henry said, almest danger-
ously, “ let us can that didactic stuff! When
a man has absolutely nothing left on earth,
he deesn’t want to be considered point by
point.”

“ You have a great deal left,” said Whit-
more. “ You have youth and health and—
spotless honor, Henry!”

s Eh?”

“You have the blood of the Terrals in
your veins, Henry!” concluded Henry’s
cousin, with downright solemnity.

Henry grinned tartly at him.

“ Why, you haven’t sprung that one in
six or eight months, Whitty,” said he.
“ What’s the idea of it now?”

“To steady you, for one thing, perhaps,”’
sighed Whitmore. “ You're in quite an ab-~
normal state this afternoon. Your perspec-
tive seems entirely shattered, my dear boy.
You are magnifying a mere annoyance into
a positive calamity. Why, a little while ago
you seemed downright hysterical!”

Henry said nothing at all. On the book-
case, the little elock was just preparing to
strike the hour of six. There is not so much
traffic on the Boston Post Road at that time
on a week-day. At a guess, because he was
a superb driver, Alan Moss had about
passed the suburban districts by now and
was preparing for some real speed. Another
space he would run along the Sound, slow-
ing down through a pretty town, whizzing
on again, slowing down for another; then
he would head north and open her up in
good earnest and—he meant to visit with
the Darrows themselves this time, Henry
concluded suddenly ard with a start!

That had been the significance of his
mention of ¢ visiting around ” and of the
unusually self-confident grin! Ves, that was
it: he meant to stay at the Darrow place in
Rockridge, which Henry had never even
seen. And they expected him—Mabel ex-
pected him—and there would be a late
dinner waiting for him, doubtless to be
enjoyed alone with Mabel, because Henry
recalled all too vividly a dozen remarks
which indicated that Darrow spent most of
his evenings at the Rockridge Country
Club. And all of this while Henry sat in |
Suite 7C.

He clasped his hands and sighed shud-



184

deringly. He set his teeth. It seemed to
Henry that he must see Mabel Darrow
again or—yes, actually, literally, die! That
sort of thing really does happen when one
has postponed the first real falling in love
to the ripe old age of twenty-eight. Henry
groaned and—

“ But don’t take it so much to heart,
Hen,” Whitty said, quite kindly, and it
was evident that he had been talking for
some time. “I don’t mean to distress you
unduly, but that ridiculous notion of hard
luck must be exorcised—really! Remember
that the Terrals have never been whipped,
boy! Remember that the Terral honor—"

“ Yes, I know all about the Terral honor,
Whitty. I’'ve never soiled it at all, and I
never shall,” Henry said briefly.
nothing to do with being marooned here
with the last hundred dollars and no real
prospects for weeks.”

“It has much to do w1th just that,

Henry,” said his cousin, and leaned back
thoughtfully. “ Now, suppose that we
analyze, quite calmly—"
"~ He might have done just that, too, save
that the telephone bell selected just that
second to ring briskly. Henry started
nervously and gazed at it; Whitmore, on
the other hand, after noting the start and
frowning perplexedly, arose with entire calm
and stepped to the instrument. He listened
and grunted an affirmative; he turned back
to Henry.

“ Larkin!” he said simply.

CHAPTER 1V.
A VISIT FROM MR. LARKIN.

H? My tailor?” Henry smiled sadly.
“Tell him to go to blazes, Whitty.
I can’t afford any more clothes for a
while.”
 Are you sure you haven’t ordered any
lately?”
“ Quite sure. Why?”
“ Larkin’s coming up here with a bundle
for you, Henry.”
Henry scowled and shook his head.
“ He’s made some mistake or other,” he
muttered, without concern. It isn’t my
bundle, Whitty. I rather wish it was.”

& That has
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“ When it is barely a month since he
made you three new suits, Henry!” Whit-
more exclaimed.

In the hallway, the elevator gate had
rattled again. “The little buzzer on the door
of the suite whined energetically
kin and his bundle were with them.

He entered very briskly, did the little
tailor. He nodded at Whitmore and closed
the door after him with his foot, which was
an odd little thing to do and not at all like
the usual Larkin. As a rule, he carried an
air of fitting and flattering humility with
him: that seemed to have been left some-
where else this late afternoon.

Still, he smiled at Henry, who had ab-
sorbed none of these details, and Henry

smiled at him with a careless:

“ Not my stuff, Larkin. You’ve made a
mistake.” :

Mr. Larkin’s smile broadened.

“ I know it’s not your stuff, sic, but T
haven’t made any mistake. It’s mst linings
in that bundle.”

143 Eh???

“In a house like this it’s a bit easier to
get up-stairs without a lot of questions, if
you're delivering something,” the caller in-
formed him, and laid his package on the big
davenport and his hat atop the package;
after which he straightened up and looked
directly at Henry Baird.

Henry grinned absently.

“ 1 suppose so,” he agreed. “But you've
wasted your ingenuity this time, Larkin. T
don’t care to order any more clothes just
vet.”

*“ I hadn’t thought of asking you to order
any, sir,” the tailor informed him quietly.
‘It wasn’t about that that I called.”
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“ No, it was about the three suits T made
for you over two months ago, sir,” the caller
said significantly—and waited.

“ Oh, they were all right,” Henry assured
him.

“1 know they were, Mr. Baird,” Larkin
agreed, ““ but they’ve left a little balance on
my books that isn’t quite so much all right,
so to speak.”

“ What?”

“ A matter of three hundred and fifty
dollars, sir.”
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Henry’s smile faded and a scowl whisked
into its place.

“ Tt 'l be paid in due time, Larkin!” he
snapped.

“ Exactly, Mr. Baird. But that might
leave a sort of diversity of opinion, as you
may say, about just what due time means,”
the tailor said steadily yet smilingly.

“ Well, it means in this case that when I
get mighty good and ready to pay you,
you’ll get your check!” Henry thundered,
for on this particular afternoon he was in
no mood at all to bandy words with tailors.

And this, of course, was Mr. Larkin’s cue
to gasp a little and snatch up his package
and fade swiftly from the picture; yet he
must have missed his cue, for he did none
of these things. Instead, his eyes hardened
and his chin stuck forward a little, and he
kept on looking at Henry Baird.

“ Quite so,” said he. ““ And I've no doubt
you find that sort of thing very effective
with some people, but it doesn’t go with me
at all, Mr. Baird!”

“ What’s that?” cried Henry, unbeliev-
ingly, since his hearing seemed to have gone
astray.

The thing simply couldn’t be happening,
you see. Robbins, who had made Henry’s
clothes for a dozen years, or until his poor
old failing eyes really made a change of
tailors imperative, could no more have made
a speech like that than he could have
spread his elderly arms and flown away
toward the moon. Larkin wasn’t doing it,
either, although:

“ That’s exactly what I said!” Larkin

repeated. ‘It doesn’t go at all with me,

Mr. Baird!”

“ Well, upon my soul—" gasped Henry.

“ Now, I think if you’ll just drop that
bunk indignation, sir, we’ll get on much
better,” the unusual tailor rapped out.
¢ Let’s see where we stand, sir. This was
my first order from you, wasn’t it?”

“ And the last!” choked Henry Baird.

“ Like enough,” agreed Mr. Larkin, with-
out a single visible tear. “ You came to
me from Robbins, sir, and I didn’t ask you
why you’d made the change—although I
may say that sometimes I suspicion them
that are slow pay. However, I did your
work in the very best fashion.”

OF HONOR. 185

*Eh? = Ves”

“ And promptly?”

“1 presume so,” Henry said coldly, for
he was recovering himself and preparing the
icy blast of words that should send Larkin
running. :

“ And I'll tell you, Mr. Baird, that there’s
no finer woolens, and no finer linings, and
no finer workmanship than what you got
in them three suits,” the tailor pursued
energetically. “ All right. I did my part.
Now I'm asking you to do yours. That’s
e

“ Larkin!” Henry began heavily.

“I'm willing to give thirty days, sir;
T'll give sixty if 1 have to. But when a
gent doesn’t show any signs of paying
inside of sixty days, I come after the money,
and I get it!”

His wretched chin stuck farther forward.
His eyes shot a hot, unpleasant light that
had its own most peculiar effect on the icy
torrent about to leave Henry’s lips. If ever
an untutored savage of a tailor meant busi-
ness, it was this Larkin person; and, really,
the best that Henry could do was a hoarse:

“Very well! You've said enough. Go!
I'll see that you’re paid shortly.”

“ Well, T'll see that I'm paid right here
and now, sir.” . '

“You can't collect from me by any such
tactics, Larkin!” Henry said threateningly.

“Oh, yes, 1 can!” Larkin corrected
briskly. ¢ I'll tell you why. I’ve got a man
in my shop who used to work for Robbins,
and he tells me that you were fraquently
eight or ten months behind, and that you
owe Robbins money right now. That'’s
Robbins’s business; I run mine differently.
T've got a pretty good line on people like
you, Mr. Baird: either you’ve got no money
at all, and I know better than that, or
you’re—well, I may as well say it and end
any misunderstanding—or you’re trying to
be a dead beat!”

“ Why, you infernal—"" Henry began.

“So I ask you just once more: will you
pay that bill now, sir?”

“T will not!” said Henry.

“ Will you pay half of it now, sir?”

“T will®not!” said Henry, and the more
he strove to render his voice infuriated,
the more it sought to thin out.
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“Then T'll tell you quite honestly, Mr.
Baird, that I'm going to give you until day
after to-morrow to reconsider the thing—
and after that I'm going to sue you.”

‘o Wha‘t?”

“ I'm going to show you up!” the tailor
said angrily. “ I mean that, too! I'm going
to advertise you for just what you are,
Mr. Baird. Well?”

T think I’d pay him, Henry,” Whitmore
suggested unexpectedly, for in the excite-
ment he had quite lost track of Henry’s
financial condition.

“T’ll do nothing of the sort!” Henry
said thickly.

Larkin shook his head and gathered up
his hat and his package.

T thought I hadn’t made any mistake!”
he said unpleasantly. ¢ I’ve got five cases
like yours, and I'm going to make an ex-
ample of one of them. You’ll be i, I think.
Good evening!”

He nodded and walked straight out, slam-
ming the door after him. It may be that
he waited in the corridor to be called back,
because it was some time before the elevator
ascended to remove him; if so, he was
wholly disappointed. They did not call him
back; there was no occasion at all for any-
thing of that sort.

Instead, they gazed round-eyed at one
another, Whitmore was rather pale; Henry
himself was distinctly red, with a shiny film
upon his forehead.

“ He'll do it!” Henry said hoarsely.

“1 think he will,” mused Whitmore.

“ And you know what it means, don’t
you?” Henry pursued, with agitation that
soared by the second. “ It means that I’ll
be advertised as a plain pauper, Whitmore.
It means that everybody ’ll know I'm stone
broke. It means that Tilbury & Tilbury ‘Il
know it.”

o But'__”

“T’ve been putting up a considerable
bluff around that office, Whitty. I’ve been
posing as a rather wealthy person who
doesn’t really care whether he sells out his
copper property or not. That, chiefly, is
how I got them worked up to paying eight
hundred thousand dollars—and once they
find out that it’s a matter of life or death
to me—"
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He broke off, for his voice caught. He
laughed bitterly at Whitmore, then: “ Well,
do you believe in my hard luck now?” he
demanded.

Whitmore swallowed the rather scared
little lump in his throat and was himself.

“No, I do not!” he said tartly. “ The
thing’s an infernal nuisance, of course, but
it isn’t going to ruin us by any means.”

“ Have you got three hundred and fifty
dollars to choke him off with?”

“ No, I haven’t,” Whitmore said, with a
sad little smile. ““I haven’t put aside any-
thing these last months, you know; what
with the—er—rent here and one thing and
another. Still, that’s not important. You
can borrow that much, Henry.”

“ From whom?”

 Well—Peters might lend it to you.”

“Yes, and he’d tell every soul he met
about it.”

‘“He might,” Whitmore conceded. “Well,
why not—why not try Joe Plant, Henry?
He has plenty of money.”

“Who?”

““ Joe Plant, of course.
him a good many years.”

“Yes, and I’'d rather go to the news-
stand at the corner and try to borrow money
from the old man there!” Henry said, with
more than a touch of contempt for his
cousin’s intelligence. “Why, Joe Plant hates
me worse than I hate him!”

(43 Joe?H

“Of course. We passed a good part of
our boyhood punching each other’s heads.
He’s detested me since the first time he laid
eyes on me, and I feel about the same to-
ward Joe. Anyway, he’s not in town.”

‘ Where is he?”
~ “ Honeymooning, somewhere or other—
up Tolver Manor way, I believe. That’s
another count he has against me, you
know,” said Henry, and grinned suddenly.
“His wife—Evelyn.”

ol Eh?”

“Yep!” Henry chuckled. “I—I had a
sort of temporary obsession about Evelyn,
you know, a year and a half ago, and
Evelyn seemed rather taken with me, too,
Whitty. In fact, I'll admit to you now
that we were engaged for about forty-eight
hours, although it wasn’t advertised.”

You’ve known
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“ Henry!” said Whitmore, who did not
take these things lightly.

“ And then we both woke up, thank
Heaven, and Joe came along with his brute
cave-man stuff and won her and married her.
For which, by the way, I'm duly grateful;
I'm not strong for these ladies who feed
on emotion, and fancy the whole world
in love with ’em because they’re fairly good-
looking and vampish and—all that sort of
tommyrot, Whitty. But I’d never ask a
favor of Plant if it was to save my neck,
boy! Think up somebody else.”

“T try,” muttered Whitmore, and sat
down suddenly and buried his head in his
hands.

Now, it might have been supposed that
Henry, too, would have devoted his whole
brain to the canvassing of prospects. As it
chanced, he did nothing of the Kkind.
Drearily enough, Henry walked back to the
window and resumed his study of the sky,
which was darkening now.

By this time, he suspected, Alan Moss
was past Stamford, drawing nearer and
nearer and nearer to Mabel. Henry shut
his teeth hard and rammed his hands into
his pockets. And /e was here, dunned by
a tailor who threatened to— Henry started
visibly!

Astonishment came to his features—and
then a frown—and then a very curious, in-
tent expression which indicated deep, quick
thought. There is such a thing, of course,
as combining discretion and inclination,
business and pleasure. In fact, considering
his secret mental state, it was rather odd
that the inspiration had not come to Henry
within two seconds of Larkin’s departure.
His lips parted and he nodded to the outer
dusk; he smiled, quickly and eagerly.

“ Now it is just possible—" Whitmore
began.

“ Never mind whether it is or not,”
Henry said, so briskly, so differently, that
Whitmore blinked at him through the
glasses. ‘I can’t afford to take the risk of
going around and borrowing little sums of
money just now. It’s too beastly obvious
and it’s unnecessary, anyway. I’'ve got the
answer to the whole thing: T’ll disappear!”
“ You'll do what?”

“ Just disappear early to-morrow morn-
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ing, Whitty. I’ll take the car and strap on
the little trunk of clothes and roll out of
town for a week or two!”

He laughed, with real blitheness; and
while it may be too much to say that sus-
picion welled up with new force in Whit-
more, it is certain that he looked very nar-
rowly indeed at his cousin.

“Yes? And in—er—just what direction
were you thinking of rolling?” he asked.

“Eh? Oh, that doesn’t matter, so that
I'm out of the way,” said Henry; and gave
an excellent imitation of a man pausing to
give brief consideration to a matter of
really small importance. “T’ll probably
head up New England way. I’ll keep you
aqvised as to where I am, of course. I may
make—er—Rockridge by to-morrow night
—or, no! T’ll probably stop off at New
Bingham, twenty miles this side. - They’ve
got a pretty decent hotel there, I believe.”

“You have friends at New Bingham?”

“ Friends? New Bingham? No, certain-
ly not!” said Henry, and treated his cousin
to a smile of childlike innocence that con-
trasted almost uncannily with his perturba-
tion of five minutes ago.

‘ And suppose something comes up, in
this mine matter, that needs your atten-
tion?”

“You’'ll look after it, because I'll leave a
power of attorney with you, Whitty.”

And now Whitmore stared the harder.
And having stared, he came closer to Henry
and laid a hand on his arm.

“ Henry, old man,” said he, “ just what
is behind all this?”

“ Eh?” Henry scowled. * What the devil
should be behind it?”

“ Don’t bluster,” Whitmore said steadily.
“T know that there’s something behind it,
Henry; I feel it. You—you may have
thought I didn’t notice it, but you have been
far from yourself these last two or three
weeks. You've been irritable and — and
—preoccupied—and—jumpy!”

“ Piffle!” said Henry.

“ Manifestations of that kind usually
have a woman somewhere in the back-
ground,” Whitmore smiled, rather timidly
and apologetically. ‘ You know, I-—I hesi-
tate to say anything of the kind, Hen, but
you’re a—a handsome cuss and women
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seem attracted to you; and I've been won-
dering if—if—"

“ Well, you quit your wondering right
now!” Henry said sternly. “If I’'m not
here that little rat can’t serve a summons
and complaint on me, can he?”

s NO.”

“ Well, that’s why I'm leaving town. Are
you ready for dinner?”

“You believe that you can run away
from your—your ‘hard luck,” as you call
e
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“Trouble can. travel faster than any au-
tomobile, Henry!” sighed Whitmore. And
there he ceased for a little and took to
studying Henry intently. ¢ There’s a very
bright spot on each of your cheeks!” Whit-
more finished, irrelevantly.

“It’s a good thing you're able to find a
bright spot somewhere,” Henry submitted,
cheerily, for the last detail had settled itself
in his mind during the past minute. “ Let’s
eat!”

CHAPTER V.
WITH TROUBLE AT HIS HEELS.

EPEATEDLY, during that first forty
miles of rolling through the bright
morning sunshine, Henry Baird was

forced to grin at the white road ahead as
he thought of Whitmore.

Whitmore, you see, had spent the better
part of a vain evening in trying to point out
the folly of leaving town at all. He had
sought, with deep earnestness, to impress
upon Henry that, even when one travels
alone, one hundred dollars is very limited
capital for a motor trip. He had dwelt at
length upon several minor weak spots in
Henry’s rather elderly car, which might
give way and call for attention, which in
turn meant cash outlay; he had mentioned
the high cost of living and its bearing on
hotel rates; he had mentioned, as well,
about everything else that had occurred to
him and that might possibly have some de-
terring effect upon Henry—and the best
he had received in return was the calm
smile .of Henry’s unaltered determination.

So that now Henry bowled along with
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his back toward New York and his eyes
toward New England; and the very curious
thing is that life’s pathway had smoothed
itself out automatically and the future held
nothing but good for Henry Baird. That
persistent run of hard luck had been left
behind; he seemed to know it—that was
all. The man Blackton and his ridiculous
claim would be thrown from the Michigan
courts; the mine would be sold to Tilbury
and Tilbury for the full eight hundred thou-
sand dollars; and more immediately and
more important, Henry Baird would look
again upon Mabel before night.

Aye, with a little care Henry might look
upon her for two solid weeks! Rockridge
has an hotel of excellent repute and prices
not too exorbitant; there Henry would be
settled before dark. To-night, perhaps, he
would run over to the Darrow place and—
oh, just pop in unexpectedly, after he had
scrubbed off the road dust and extracted
his evening clothes or his white flannels
from the shiny little trunk, just now
strapped to the back of the car.

Henry sighed and slumped down com-
fortably behind his wheel. One hundred
dollars can be made to go a long, long way
—particularly if nobody suspects that it is
your last hundred. From clothes and shoes
down to collars and tooth-paste, supplies for
a good deal more than two weeks were in
that shiny black trunk. Five dollars a day
ought to suffice for the inn and, to the best
of his knowledge, there were few ways of
spending loose change, up at Rockridge.
Yes, carefully stretched, his hundred dol-
lars would— Henry aroused suddenly. That
loud report had been in his immediate
neighborhood! Henry slowed down and
craned over ‘the side for a view of his left
rear tire. ‘

Full of miles and hard service, its end
had come at last! Even as he stopped, a
jagged fragment as large as one’s hand
stretched out sickeningly from the flattened
wreck. Henry stepped out and stared at it,
with heart pounding rather more energeti-
cally. Henry spoke, too, although it were
better not to dwell too minutely upon his
words; in a broad way, they indicated his
opinion of the tire that had been; Ilater,
they sketched in the self-evident fact that
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there was no spare tire on the rear, nor had
there been for a month or so.

Still, it is only your craven soul that
permits itself to be stopped by minor ob-
stacles. It was bitter enough, to be sure,
since every penny expended on the road
must shorten his Rockridge stay; but the
carage down at the foot of the hill had a
window full of nice, new casings, visible
even at this distance. Henry smiled grimly
and bumped his way to the foot of the
grade.

He was the poorer by an even fifty dol-
lars when he resumed his tour and he had
ceased to smile so broadly. His bursts of
speed were less frequent, too, and his look-
out for sharp stones grew far more keen—
and when lunch-time came, well up in Con-
necticut, Henry turned his back upon the
alluring place, with its outdoor tables and
its hurrying waiters, and paused at the
humble little bakery, where he consumed
buns and sweet, fresh milk.

And now real hills were appearing and
Henry was in Massachusetts, with Rock-
ridge not more than fifty miles ahead. They
were harder hills than Henry had imagined,
too; he seemed to have all manner of diffi-
culty in getting up them to-day. That was
downright odd, because whatever else might
be said for it this old reliable car usually
negotiated anything short of the side of a
house without complaint. Henry found
himself frowning over the queer, unac-
countable skip in his motor. Poor gas was
probably the cause; he tried a new car-
buretor adjustment.

And the skip persisted and grew worse.
1t sounded more like faulty ignition now.
With another fifteen miles of increasingly
difficult going behind, Henry paused again,
took out his spark-plugs one by one and
scrubbed their points carefully. They did
not seem particularly in need of cleaning,
nor did their scrubbing bring any marked
improvement.

The first cold dread, as to the real cause,
came just as he passed the crossroads with
its “ New Bingham—fourteen miles ”” sign
and its little cluster of houses ahead. He
might try, hard as he chose, to deny it;
but the fact was that his motor had gone
through two full revolutions just then with-
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out firing in a single cylinder. Henry
pushed at his horn button; from the horn
came one faint, sad little squeak and noth-
ing more. Ahead, on the concrete garage,
loomed like the writing of Fate the words
“ Battery Service Station.” Henry stopped
and called, without enthsiasm, for the bat-
tery man. %

And presently this kindly person looked
up from the cavern he had been exploring
under Henry’s driving-seat and said:

“ How long’s this battery been in, broth-
err”

“ It must be two years.
take you to fix it?”

The kindly one smiled sadly.

“ Brother, there’s no fix to a battery
that’s run six months longer than it has any
license to run. This one’s stone dead, y’
know.”

“ Er—er—all worn out?” Henry gasped.

“ Absolute and complete!”

“ I'll have to—to buy a new one?” Henry
inquired, with a wan and slightly bewildered
smile.

“ You will unless you want to stop here
with us a spell, brother.”

“ How-—how much?”’ asked Henry Baird.

“ Forty-three fifty for this type—five off
for cash, of course—and it’s only luck we
got one of ’em in stock. That’s the old
price I'm giving you, too, brother. Shall I
stick her in?”

He waited, without much sympathy, since
Henry was so evidently a prosperous per-
son. Possibly he wondered why Henry
stared so fixedly at the sky-line to the north.
There was a matter of thirty-four miles be-
tween Henry and Rockridge.

No smile at all played about his lips as
he rolled out of the village with his new
storage battery under the seat; yet this
was more by reason of Henry’s deep pre-
occupation than because of any real sad-
ness. To some small extent, Whitmore had
certainly been right: Henry had not quite
succeeded in distancing his hard luck. One
or two of the tentacles had reached after
him from New York and stripped his pock-
ets of all but seven or eight dollars.

Still, while it altered his plans, there was
nothing wholly disastrous about that. One
good thing about a car of standard make

How long will it
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_is that it has a certain fairly fixed value at
all times. Henry would have to sell his
car at New Bingham and in some ways that
would be better, for it meant that he would
have much more loose money in his pocket
when he made Rockridge on an early eve-
ning local.

In a place like New Bingham, he fancied,
one should get a pretty good price for this
kind of car. Henry frowned meditatively
and spun along. About six hundred dollars
would be the right figure for a beginning,
he thought; he might have to shade that a
trifle, although not much more than fifty
dollars—and there, by the way, were the
spires of New Bingham, just over the hill.

Henry thrilled and put on a little extra
speed, entering the town with quite a swirl
of dust and coming to a rather effective stop
before the one big garage. A soured-look-
ing man shuffled out, evidently under the
impression that Henry wished to buy gas.

“1 want to see the boss,” Henry said
crisply.

“ Keep on looking,” the other advised.

“You're her”

“T'm him,”
smilingly.

“ Do you—er—buy cars?”

“H-m. Now and then.”

“T’d like to sell you this one!” Henry
laughed cheerily.

The soured one peered at him—and at
the car—and at Henry again—and then
seemed to back into his shell.

“ What you asking?”

¢ Six hundred, cash!”

SAsgY

“ Without the trunk, of course.”

Followed a period of deep silence, where-
in the native sent his eyes from front to
rear, from top to bottom, of Henry’s motor.

“T don’t see it.”

“ T might shade that figure a little.”

said the soured one un-

“ Uhuh? How much?”
“ Shall we call it five fifty?” Henry in-
quired.

“You pretty anxious to sell?”

“ Oh, no—no!” said Henry. ¢ But I'm
not going to have much more use for a car
this summer and—"

“Your car, of course?”

“ Well, naturally.”
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“ You're—touring, hey?”

- ¥es

“ And you just got the notion you’d sell
the car and quit touring, eh?” the soured
one asked curiously.

“You have said it,” Henry laughed.

The other backed farther into his shell.
He seemed rather to have forgotten Henry,
too. He stared down the main street for a
space and then up the main street; he
scratched a match on his “ No Smoking ”
sign and lighted his pipe. Keenly, he
peered at Henry Baird.

“ Give you one hundred and fifty, spot
cash!” he shot forth.

“You’ll give me—what?”

‘“ One fifty, and not a cent more!”

Henry Baird caught his breath. And
still—unless he wished to start out and
drum the town for another buyer, it really
seemed to lie between taking this criminal’s
hundred and fifty dollars or turning back
homeward again. One does not spend a
week or two in Rockridge on eight dollars.

“ All right! Tl let it go at that!” Henry
said bitterly.

The soured one did not even remove his
pipe, but his eye sparkled curiously.

“You won’t let it go at that around
here!” he stated.

144 Eh?)’

“You listen to me, you darned crook!”
the sour person said; astonishingly. “ You
ain’t the first one that’s stole a car and
brought it here to sell and you won’t be
the last, but at that I'm gettin’ darned sick
of it! D’ ye hear? I'm gettin’ sick of
being taken for a blasted fooll”

“ I—I—what are you talking about?”
Henry stammered.

“ That’s all right! Don’t you get red
and shout at me! I'm wise to ye and I
ain’t afraid of ye!” said the other and
backed away a pace. ‘ Nobody’s selling a
car like that at any such figure that come
by it honest. You beat it!”

“ Why, you—you confounded old—"

“ Say, listen!” cried the garage-man. “1I
have got rheumatism and m’ wife’s sick
and I'm having a time with help here and I
ain’t lookin’ for any more trouble or excite-
ment; but if you want to stick around a
few minutes I'll phone for the constable
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and let you prove this here’s your car. Get
me? 1 don’t want to see your tickets; I
know that one, too! The last chap we had
here with a stolen car ’d durned near killed
the owner getting his tickets away from
him. You going to wait here for the con-
stable?”

“ No; you blithering idiot!” said Henry
Baird, bitterly, as he climbed back behind
his wheel again.

CHAPTER VI.
'TWO HUNDRED CHANCES.

NOTHER sale was shattered; he
would do.no more peddling of his car
in New Bingham, because this pes-

simistic individual, in all probability, would
shuffle in to his telephone and warn any,
other garages that might be in town. For
that matter, if he chose to warn his con-
stable, Henry Baird was in no mood for
effective protest.

He had wronged Whitmore; Whitmore
was utterly right; there are certain kinds
of hoodoo which one cannot leave behind.
Henry owned a fine, healthy specimen of
the breed and—oh, what was the matter
with him, anyway? He looked around at
New Bingham’s chief residential street, with
its handsome houses set far back and its
lawns and smiling, hurrying people and
happy children. Surely enough, what was
the matter with him? In a world packed
with joy and opportunity and any number
. of other good things, it is only the weakest
kind of weakling who permits himself to be
depressed by a demented garage keeper.

Henry straightened up and even laughed
aloud, partly at the man and partly in
scorn at himself. He was very nearly
through New Bingham now and still head-
ing toward Rockridge and— What in the
world was the big festivity over there?
Henry turned toward it and slowed down.

The big white church appeared to be the
center, but there were tents and booths and
gay trappings all over the huge lawn and
in the big, smooth field behind as well.
There were people around by the hundreds,
too—women in gala attire and girls ‘and
girls and girls and still more girls, with a
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man or two here and there. There was a
band, off in the distance—and there were
even girls on Henry’s running-board and one
little sixteen-year-old was crying:

“ Come right in here at the big gate.
There’s no admission!”

Henry grinned doubtfully.

“ Er—just what is it?”

“ The fair for the new organ, of course.”

“ Well, I'm afraid—"

“ Well, just come in for a minute and
look around!” a musical voice beside his
left ear importuned. “ You can park your
‘car out behind the church and—oh, just
look at what we’re doing and—"

They had fairly swamped him now. He
seemed to be turning in, of no particular
accord of his own. A fat, pink hand reached .
over and jabbed incessantly at his horn-
button as he rolled slowly through the
crowd, bringing a scurrying and a chorus
of care-free laughter at every jab.

“You've come up from New York?” an-
other voice was asking him.

¢ Just to-day,” said Henry.

“ Well, then — just - stop here; this is
good enough — girls! Here’s somebody
come all the way from New York, just to
attend the fair! Mr. Singer!”

A plump, benign person, mainly in black,
detached himself from a surging knot of
femininity and approached with quiet,
kindly dignity. The same voice shrilled:

“ Oh, Mr. Singer! Here’'s—what’s your
name?”

“Baird!” Henry confessed, rather faintly.

¢ Here’s Mr. Baird, from New York. He
wants to help, too!”

A large, soft, white hand shook Henry’s.
A low, carefully modulated voice assured
him:

“ We're very glad indeed to welcome you,
Mr. Baird. Our girls have turned out won-
derfully for the new organ, don’t you
think?”

“ They have indeed!” Henry agreed.

“ We’d never have done a thing, if it
hadn’t been for Mr. Singer!” a new voice
informed him enthusiastically. ‘ Mr. Singer
just does absolutely everything that’s to be
done in the church here!”

“Oh, Miss Reece!” Mr. Singer pro-
tested benevolently.
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“ Oh, but you do! You know you do!
If it wasn’t for Mr. Singer—"

Here a chorus, coming from nowhere in
particular and for no particular reason,
drowned the words. The group surged
away from Henry. Mr. Singer smiled hap-
pily

= Our girls are Workers Mr Baird!” he
mused.

‘“ They-—er—ves, they do seem to be,”
Henry agreed. ‘ You’ve raised the money
for the organ, T hope”’

“ Well, we expect to raise it, before the
evening is out,” said Mr. Singer. “ Things
are going a little slowly as yet and IT—yes,
Miss Donaldson?”’

A statuesque blonde was beckonmg him.
He mumbled his excuses to Henry and hur-
ried away—and Henry himself settled back
with an astonished little sigh. Certainly,
he had been projected into a new atmos-
phere with something of a rush; and at an-
other time and under other circumstances
he might have drawn a good deal of fun
from Mr. Singer and the racing girls and
all the rest of it. Just now, Henry thought
—since there was no earthly reason for his
being just here—he would make an incon-
spicuous escape and—

“Won't you buy a chance on my crazy-
quilt?”’ asked a rather maddening combina-
tion of red hair and violet eyes, bounding
to Henry’s side.

“Well, I'm afraid—" Henry began.

¢ Just one/ They’re only a dollar! Just
one chance!”

And she laid the little printed ticket on
his knee and looked at Henry; and Henry
even grinned when he had handed her the
dollar and pocketed the slip!

“ And you’ll have to take a chance on my
banana-tree!” a thin, sparkling little girl
informed him from the other side. * Oh,
yes you will, if you bought one from her!
Yes, vou will, Mr. Baird! It's a lovely
tree and some time or other therell be
bananas on it—and it’s only a dollar!”

So Henry bought another chance; and
as the qparkhng little girl twinkled off into
the crowd again, Henry drew a long breath
and placed his heel on the starter-button; if
he meant to retain the price of an evening
meal, it was time to leave.

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

And she whe must unquestionably have

* been New Bingkam’s very loveliest daugh-

ter, had glided to the side of his car and
laid both fair hands thereon.

“ There are just two chances left for the
sun-dial,” she confided to Henry. “ Won't
you buy them? They're only two dollars
apiece!”

“I might—might—I might take one of
them!” Henry stuttered.

¢ Oh, do buy both!”

= But

“Do buy them"? pleaded New Bing-
ham’s prize beauty, and there was no deny-
ing that she was an almighty attractive girl
and that her eyes were little short of won-
derful.  It’s such a little thing, you know,
but it all helps with the organ; and Mr.
Singer has worked so hard and he counts
so much on us!”

There was a mere five-dollar bill, shrink-
ing timidly and alone into the very bottom
of Henry’s pocket. Yet she who had had
two chances left had none at aH, when she
had handed Henry his dollar in change!

Then she was gone and Henry was
breathing heavily. To all intents, he was
penniless now and—how had it happened?
He could not as yet understand. And why
must it have happened? That he was even
less able to grasp. It was merely the way
Fate played with Henry Baird, he assumed,
or—Henry sat up and blinked! Was it
possible? Yes, it really did seem to be
possible: Fate had relented and decided to
allot to Henry Baird at least one real in-
spiration!

A minute or more he sat quite still, re-
volving the idea and its possibilities, ob-
livious even to the vivid little brunette who
asked him thrice if he would not take just
one chance on the Spanish leather armchair
in Mrs. Fosdick’s booth. Then Henry de-
scended and pushed his way through the
throng until his hand rested upon the plump
arm of Mr. Singer himself.

“ May I have just a moment with you?”
Henry asked.

“ You certainly may, my dear sir!” said
Mr. Singer and, his head inclined attentive-
ly, led Henry to the shady side of the
smaller ice-cream tent. ‘ What is it, Mr.
Baird?”
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“ T want to help here!” said Henry.

“ Ah?” beamed Mr. Singer. * Whatever
you wish to subscribe to the organ fund—”

“T can’t subscribe — I'm too poor. I
really am, you know,” Henry said earnestly.
“But 1 have an automobile here that I
don’t use very much and I've been thinking
of selling it, anyway.”

“ And you wish to donate it?” Mr. Singer
asked, clasping his hands happily.

““TI’d like to, but I can’t even afford to
do that,” sighed Henry Baird. ‘ What
just occurred to me was this: we might
take the thing and raffle it off—say, two
hundred chances at two dollars apiece.
That would make four hundred and I'd be
very willing to take three hundred of it and
hand the other hundred to the organ fund.”

It is possible that the faintest shade of
disappointment passed over Mr. Singer’s
benign countenance; if so, it persisted for
no more than the smallest fraction of a

second. Then Mr. Singer was wringing
Henry’s hand.
“ My dear sir! You are very much more

than good!” he cried. ¢ In the name of

our congregation, I thank you most heartily

and—"” He wrung the hand again as his

eye drifted critically over the throng.

“You're willing to do this immediately?”
¢ Of course.”

“ There couldn’t be a better time,” mur-
mured Mr. Singer, briskly. * The young
ladies have sold off most of the chances on
the smaller articles and the larger ones we'’re
saving until evening. I believe that your
car, sir, will fill most beautifully a little gap
that I had hardly suspected until you made
your suggestion.” He beckoned and a nice-
looking boy hurried to him. ‘ This is our
amateur sign-painter, Harry Masters,” he
beamed.

“ Harry, Mr. Baird here is going to do-
nate his car to the fair; you go with him
and take it down to the middle of the back
lawn and fix up a sign and—oh, Miss Wells!
Just a moment! Miss Wells, we’re going
to sell two hundred chances on an automo-
bile at two dollars apiece. Will you call in
all the young ladies and see if we can’t sell
them out with a rush. T’ll write the tickets,
I think.”

He felt about in his pocket and found
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a pencil; he beamed around again, in search
of paper, and since there were several sheets
of the brown wrapping variety on the
counter of the ice-cream tent, he selected
one and folded it and tore it. “ You might
tell Harry the best points of the car, Mr.
Baird, and he will put them on his sign?”

He plodded tirelessly into the ice-cream
tent and settled himself at a table. Henry
hurried off with young Mr. Master.

And really, when one came to watch
closely, the speed and efficiency with which
they handled things at this particular fair
were downright amazing! A little space,
Henry watched the boy sketching in his
sign; then a tornado of femininity seemed
to swirl down on them, by way of inspecting
the car it was about to sell. A minute or so
it surged about; then it broke up and ran
in a dozen directions; and Henry, having
unstrapped his little shiny trunk and laid
it aside, strolled away for a further study
of the indefatigable Mr. Singer.

The gentleman was bobbing about in the
thicker spots now; girls ran to him, squeal-
ing delightedly—and ran away again, wav-
ing brown paper slips—and other girls ran
to him and handed him green bills, with a
yellow one here and there indicating that
some daring soul had risked as much as ten
dollars in chances! Stately ladies hurried
to Mr. Singer, too, and bright young men,
while Henry lounged and watched and fre-
quently refused to buy chances on his own
car.

And then, with a significant inclination
of his head toward Henry, Mr. Singer was
heading for the inner recesses of the ice-
cream tent again. Henry followed to the
last table at the rear, where Mr. Singer was
counting money. He beamed up at Henry.

“ There is your three hundred dollars,
Mr. Baird—thanks to our energetic young
ladies. And there is another good one hun-
dred toward our organ, thanks to you/”

He went so far as to wring Henry’s hand
again, very feelingly; and this time, when
he had tucked the mass of small bills into
his trousers pocket, Henry was able to re-
turn the clasp with real heartiness.

Not half an hour ago, ruin and despair
had been his portion. Now, following the
peculiar, jerky course that seemed. to he
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part of his destiny, events had straightened
out beautifully; he would spend, perhaps,
not one or two, but three or four weeks, at
Rockridge!

CHAPTER Vils

FATE'S FURTHER FREAKS.

HE projected organ’s one hundred dol-
lars was sealed in an envelope and
marked in Mr. Singer’s oddly scrawl-

ing hand. He considered it lovingly.

“T'm a wretched writer,” he mused.
¢« Still, T think that’s clear enough. You've
done a very splendid thing here, Mr.
Baird.”

“ Nonsense!” Henry said airily.

“ Oh, but I insist that you have. You
have friends among the congregation, per-
haps?”

“ Not ene!”

“ Then your act is just so much more
commendable, sir. Now, let me see. I sup-
pose we’'d better draw for the car at once.
I think T’ll find little Josie Wilbur and see
if her mother won'’t let her draw the winning
ticket. Youll be down there in the
meadow,, Mr. Baird, and tell the winner
whatever he or she may want to know
about the car? Most of our people drive,
but all cars have their own little peculiari-
ties.”

“T1 be there!” Henry smiled absently.

So Mr. Singer hurried away again; and
since the ladies up at the forward end of
the tent seemed wholly occupied with their
two freezers and their dishes and business
was decidedly slow back here, Henry dug
out his latest capital and smoothed out the
bills more carefully.

A few tens there were and more fives,
with two-dollar bills beyond number. He
assorted them, chuckling, and rolled them
into smaller compass; and for a little while
he stared at the white enameled top of the
table and pondered.

There would be an early evening train
for Rockridge. He would catch that, be-
cause all trains stopped here at New Bing-
ham, and have himself at the inn in time
for a rather late dinner, probably enough.
Then, since he had not been through the

-table.
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little mountain summer colony for several
years and remembered little of its geogra-
phy, he would make inquiry as to the loca-
tion of the Darrow place; and after that,
if it was within strolling distance, he would
stroll over.

He would collide with Alan Moss, of
course. He grinned unpleasantly at the
With three hundred dollars in his
pocket, he fancied, he would give Alan to
understand that. he had arrived for the
better part of the summer—and Mabel was
not markedly enthusiastic about motoring,
even in pale-blue sport cars, but she did
want to learn a real game of golf—and
Alan, trying to cover nine holes under three
or four hundred, was a sight to bring tears
from the angels, whereas Henry was rather
good in a small way.

For a while this afternoon, Henry had
been on the verge of real depression, but he
was able to face the future fearlessly enough
now.
right in the eye and grinned securely. He
was not banking on it at all, of course, but
some little inner voice informed Henry that
his luck had turned and that from this point
onward things would go rather smoothly.
Yesterday, what with Anderson and Larkin
and getting down to his last hundred and
all the rest, he had been rather groggy and
confused; now all things ahead wore a
brighter aspect. He was sure of a breathing
spell and in it, now that he had banished
that absurd ¢ hard luck ” thought, matters
would straighten out naturally and happily.

So Henry sighed pleasantly and gazed at
the roof of the warm little tent for another
spell and then strolled out into the crowd
again and looked around.

More than a little did he wish that Singer
had said nothing about waiting to instruct
the winner of his old faithful car. It would
have pleased Henry better just then to find
a hacking-car and load his little trunk
aboard and then get down to the railroad—
or, if he was willing to do it at any reason-
able figure, to let the hacking-car take him
straight over to Rockridge.

Yes, that was the idea, anyway, no mat-
ter what they charged! That would take
him into Rockridge before any evening train
and; in a car, he could make inquiries and

In fact, Henry looked the future
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get the Jocation of the Darrow home even
before going to the hotel. Henry frowned
thoughtfully at the gathering -and wondered
where one obtained a hacking-car without
going to the garage which had already ac-
cused one of being an automobile thief;
and as he wondered, the very girl who had
steered him into the grounds ran to his side
with a breathless:

“ Oh, Mr. Baird!”

“Who won it?”” smiled Henry. * You?”

“Your car?> Oh, I don’t know. I think
they’re just drawing now. It wasn’t that I
wanted to say. There’s some one looking
for you, Mr. Baird.”

Still Henry merely smiled on.

“ mean a stranger, you know. I think
he just came up from the train—there’s
the taxi he came in, over there.”

“ From the train? Looking for me?”
Henry frowned.

“Yes, a—a little man with glasses. I
think it’s business—or something very im-
portant. He—oh, there he is! See him?
The little man with the funny felt hat.”

Then she had flitted away again, out-
wardly a very good and pretty little fairy;
and actually — and the notion came to
Henry like a hammer blow—a messenger
of the blackest evil. Because the man with
the funny light hat was Whitmore Terral!

He was darting here and there, making
inquiries. Ah, and now he had collided
with Mr. Singer himself — yes, and Mr.
Singer, having shaded his eyes and located
Henry, was beaming and pointing. And
now Whitmore, having nodded his thanks,
was speeding toward Henry.

“ Henry!” gasped Whitmore.

“ Who'’s dead?” gasped Henry.

“ What? Nobody! I—”

“ What are you doing here?” Henry de-
manded, not quite flatteringly.

“T’ve come to find you. and it’s only the
merest luck that made it possible. I took
the chance and left the train at New Bing-
ham, Henry, and mercifully some boys
down on the main street there had noticed
your car and the shiny trunk and had seen
it come in here and—phew!”

He smiled wearily at Henry.

“ You'll have to find some way of selling
your car, Henry!”
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¢ What?”

“ Trarkin!?

“ Has he exploded again?”

* He—he came around again this morn-
ing, Henry, even before I should have
started for work. I had to phone Mr. Pat-
terson and ask him if I might take the day
off. He seemed so annoyed!”

“ Go on!” Henry said grimly.
