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CHAPTER 1.
INTRODUCES MY HERO.
Warburton was graduated from West I
Point, ticketed to a desolate frontier
and would have worn out his
stence therebut for his guiding star,
which was always making frantic ef-

forts to bolt its established orbit. One |
day he was doing scout duty, perhaps|

half a mile in advance of the pay-
train as they called the picturesque
caravan which, consisting of a canopied
wagon and a small troop of cavalry in |
dingy blue, made progress across the
desert-like plain of Arizona. The
troop was socme ten miles from the post,
and as there had been no sign of Red
Eagle all that day, they concluded that
the rumor of his being on a drunken
rampage with half a dozen braves was
only a rumor. Warburton had just|
passed over a roll of earth, and for a|
moment the pay-train had dropped out
of sight. It was twilight; opalescent
waves of heat rolled above the blistered
sands. A pale yellow sky, like an in-|
verted bowl rimmed with delicate blue

and crimson hues, encompassed the
world. The bliss of solitude fell on
him, and, being something of a
poet, he rose to the stars. The
smoke of his corn-cob pipe trailed
lazily behind him. The horse un-
der him was loping along easily.

SUDDENLY THE ANIMAL LIFTED
HIS HIEAD
Suddenly ths animal lifted his|
head, and his brown ears went|
forward.
At Warburton H some hundred
yards was a clump of osage

there came
lowed by the evil

s he looked,
fol

orush,
a puff of smoke,

song of a bullet, My hero's hat was
carried away He wheeled, dug his
heels into his ho and cut back
over the trail. There came a second
flash, a shock, and then a terrible pain
in the calf of his left leg. He fell

over the neck of his horse to escape the
third bullet. He could see the Apache
as he stood out from behind the bush.
Warburton yanked out his Colt and let
fiyv. He heard a yell. It was very com-
forting. That was all he remembered
of the skirmish.

IFor five weeks he languished in the
hospital. During that time he came
to the conclusion that he had had
enough of military life in the west.
He applied for kis discharge, as the
compulsory term of service was at

an end. When his papers came he was
able to get about with the aid of a
crutch. One morning his colonel en-

tered his subaltern’s bachelor quarters.

“Wouldn't vou rather have a year's
leave of absence than quit altogether,
Warburton?”

“A year's leave of absence?”
the invalid.
I am.”

“If you held a responsible position
I dare say it would be difficult. As it
fs, I may say that [ can obtain it for
you.
ride a horse with that leg

“I thank you, Col. Raleigh, but 1
think I'll resign. In fact, [ have re-
glgned.”

cried
“I am likely to get that,

It wili be months before you can

| dering over IKurope,

| Paris the starting

| it was in Paris that he first saw her

“We can withdraw that, if you but
say the word. 1 don't want to lose
vou, lad. You're the only man around
here who likes a joke as well as 1 do.
And you will have a company if you'll
only stick to it a little longer

“I have decided, Colonel. I'm sorry
you feel like this anout it. You see, I

have something like $25,000 laid away.
I want to see at least $5,000 worth of
new scenery before 1 shuflle off this
morial coil. The scenery around here
palls on me. My throat and eyes are

always full of sand. I am off (o Europe

Some day, perhaps, the bee will buzz
again; and when it do I'll have you
go personally to the president,”

“Ag you please Warburton

“Beside ol 1. I have been read-
ing Treasure Island again, and I've got
the fever in my to hunt adven
ture, even a treasure. It in my blood
to wander nd do strar thin and
here I've been hamg all these
year with routine | wouldr care
if we had a ul fight « ¢ in a while
My poor lad travel vround the
world tl e ! I haven't seen
any tl I it but ‘he maps." i

| sions are those which are printed most

“Go ahead, then. Only, talking!
about Treasure Island, don't you and

your $25,000 run into some old Long
John Silver.” |

“I'l take care.”

And Mr., Robert packed up his kit
and sailed away. Not many months
passed ere he met his colonel again, |
and under rather embarrassing cir-|
oumstances,

CHAPTER 1I1.
INTRODUCES MY HEROINE.

Let me begin at the beginning. The
boat had been two days out of South-
ampton before the fog cleared away.
On the afternoon of the third day
Warburton curled up in his steamer-
chair and lazily viewed the blue Octo-
ber seas as they met and merged with
the blue October skies. I do not recol-
lect the popular novel of that summer,
but at any rate it lay flapping at the
side of his chair, forgotten.

At this particular moment this hero
of mine was going over the monotony
of the old days in Arizona, the sand-
deserts, the unlovely landscapes, the
dull routine, the indifferent skirmishes
with cattle-men and Indians; the pa-
zan bullet which had plowed through
his leg. And now it was all over; he
had surrendered his straps; he was a
private citizen, with an income suffi-
cient for his needs: It will go a long

way, $4,500 a year, if one does not
attempt to cover the distance in a
$5,000 motor-car; and he hated all

locomotion that was not horse-flesh.
For nine months he had been wan-
if not happy, at
least in a satisfied frame of mind.
Four of these months had been delight-
fully passed in Paris; and as his no-
mad excursions had invariably termin-
ated in that queen of cities, I make
point of his some-
what remarkable adventures. Besides,

And now, here he was at last, home-
ward-bound. That phrase had a
mighty pleasant sound; it was to the
ear what honey is to the tongue. Still,
he might yet have been in Paris but
for one thing: She was on board this
very boat,

Suddenly his eyes opened full wide,
bright with eagerness.

“It is she!” he murmured. He
closed his eyes again, the hypocrite!

Permit me to introduce you to my
heroine. Mind you, she is not my cre.
ation; only Heaven may produce her
like, and but once. She is well worth
turning around to gaze at. Indeed 1
know more than one fine gentleman
who forgot the time of day, the im-
portant engagement, or the trend of
his thought, when she passed by.

She was coming forward, leaning
against the wind and inclining to the
uncertain roll of the ship. A gray
raincoat fitted snugly the youthful,
rounded figure. Her hands were
plunged into the pockets. You may
be sure that Mr. Robert noted through
his half-closed eyelids these inconse-
quent details. A tourist hat sat
jauntily on the fine light brown hair,
that color which has no appropriate
metaphor. (At least, I have never
found one, and I am not in love with

her and never was.) Warburton has
described to me her eyes, so I am Pos-
itive that they were as heavenly blue
as a ah’s sapphire. Her height is
of no moment. What man ever tron
bled himself about the height of a
woman so longz as he wasn't under-
sized himself? What pleased War
burton the exquisite skin. He

was aly s happy with his compari
sons, and particularly when he likened
her skin to the bloomy olive pallor of
a young peach. The independent
stride was distinguishingly American,
Ah, the charm of these women who
are my countrywomen! They come,
they go, alone, unattended, courageous
without being bold, self-reliant without
being rude; inimitable. In what an
amiable frame of mind Nature must
have been on the day she cast these
molds! But I proceed. The young
woman's chin was tilted, and Warbur-
ton could tell by the dilated nostrils
that she was breathing in the gale
with all the joy of living, filling her
healthy lungs with it as that rare
daughter of the Cyprian Isle might
have done as she sprang that morn
from the jeweled Mediterranean spray,
that beggar's brooch of Neptune's

Warburton's heart hadn't (hrzllm] S0
since the day when he first donned
cadet gray. There was scarce any
room for her to pass between his chair
and the rail; and this knowledge filled
the rascal with exultation. Nearer
and nearer she came. He drew in his
breath as the corner of his foot-rest
(aided by the sly wind) caught her
rain-coat.

“I beg your pardon!
up.

She quickly released her coat,
faintly, and passed on.

Sometimes the most lasting impres-

he said, sitting

smiled

lightly on
says that

the memory. Mr. Robert
he never will forget that
first smile, And he didn’t even know
her name then,

| soup;

I was about to engage your atten-
tion with a description of the villian,
but on second thought I have decided
that it would be rather unfair. For |
at that moment he was at a disadvan- |
iage, Nature was punishing him for

a few shortcomings. The steward that

night informed Warburton, in answer
to his inquiries, that he, the villian,
was dreadfully s ick, and was heg-
ging him, the steward, to scutile the
ship and have done with it I have
| my doubts regarding this. Mr. Robert
is inclined to flippancy at times It
wasn't seasickness; and after all is
aid and done, it is putting it harshly
to call this man a villlan. 1 recant
Frue villlany is always based upon sel
fishi Hemember th my wise
ones

Warburton was mewhat subdned
when he learned that  the ifering
gentleman was her father

“What did you say the name was?"

now he
put the
to prowl

he asked innocently, Until
hadn’'t had the courage to
question to any one, or
around the pursets books,

“Annesley; Col. Annesley and
daughter,” answered the unsuspecting
steward.

Warburton knew nothing
the mental tragedy going on behind
the colonel's staté-room door. How
should he have known? On the con-
trary, he believed that the father of
such a girl must be a most knightly
and courtly gentleman. He was, in all
outward appearances, There had been
a time, not long since, when he had
been knightly and courtly in all things.

then of

CHAPTER IIL
THE ADVENTURE BEGINS.

It was only when the ship was less
than a day’s journey off Sandy Hook
that the colonel came on deck, once
more to resume his interest in human
affairs. How the girl hovered about
him! She tucked the shawl more snug-
1y around his feet; she arranged and
rearranged the pillows back of his
head; she fed him from a bowl of
she read from some favorite
she smoothed the furrowed
she stilled the long, white, ner-
vous fingers with her own small, firm,
brown ones; she was mother and
daughter in one. Wherever she moved,
the parent eye followed her, and there
lay in its deeps a strange mixture of
love. All the while he drummed cease-
lessly on the arms of his chair,

And Mr. Robert, watching all these
things from afar, Mr. Robert sighed
dolorously, The residue air in his
lungs was renewed more frequently
than nature originally intended it
should be, Love has its beneficences
as well as its pangs, only they are
not wholly appreciable by the recipi-
ent. For what is beiter than a good
pair of lungs constantly filled and re-
filled with pure air? Mr. Robert even
felt a twinge of remorse besides. He
was brother to a girl almost as beau-
tiful as yonder one (to my mind far
more beautiful!) and he recalled that
in two years he had not seen her nor
made strenuous efforts to keep up the
correspondence, Another good point
added to the score of love! And, alas!
he might never see this charming girl
again, this daughter so full of filial
love and care. He had sought the cap-
tain, but that hale and hearty old
sea-dog had politely rebuffed him.

“My dear young man,” he said,
“I do all I possibly can for the enter-
tainment and comfort of my passen-
gers, but in this case I must refuse
your request.”

“And pray, why, sir?”’ demanded Mr,
Robert, with dignity.

“For the one and simple reason
that Col. Annesley expressed the desire
to be the recipient of no ship introduc-
tions."”

“What the deuce Is he, a billion-
aire?”

“You have me there, sir. I confess
that I know nothing whatever about
him. This is the first time he has
ever sailed on my deck.”

All of which perfectly accounts for
Mr. Robert’s sighs in what musicians
call the doloroso. If only he knew
the colonel! How simple it would be!
Certainly, a West Point graduate
wonld find some consideration. But
the colonel spoke to no one save his
daughter, and his daughter to no one
save her parent, her maid, and the
tewardess Would they remain in
New York, or would they seek their
far-off southern home? Oh, the thous-
ands of questions which surged through
his brain! From time to time he

lanced sympathetically at the col-
onel, wi fingers drummed and
druommed and drummed.

“Poor wretch! his stomach must be
in bad shape. Or maybe he has the
palsy.” Warburton mused upon the
curious incertitude of the human anat-
omy.

But Col. Annesley did not have the
palsy. What he had is at once the
areatest blessing and the greatest curse
of God—remembrance, or conscience,
if you will,

What a beautiful color her hair was,
dappled with sunshine and shadow! . .
. Pshaw! Mr. Robert threw aside his
shawl and book (it is of no real im-
portance, but I may as well add that
he never completed the reading of that
summer's most popular novel) and
sought the smoking-room, where,
with the aid of a fat perfecto and a
liberal stack of blues, he proceeded to
divert himself till the boat reached
quarantine. [ shall not say that he
left any of his patrimony at the ma-
hogany table with its green-baize
covering and its little brass disks for
cigar ashes, but I am certain that he
did not make one of those stupendous
winnings we often read about and
never witness, This much, however:
he made the acquaintance of a very
impurmm personage, who was pres-
ently to add no insignificant weight on
the scales of Mr. Robert’s destiny.

He was a Russian, young, handsome,
suave, of what the newspapers insist
on calling distinguished bearing. He
spoke English pleasantly but imper-
fectly. He possessed a capital fund of
anecdote, and Warburton, bheing an
army man, loved a good droll story.
was a revelation to see the way he
dipped the end of his cigar into his
coffee, a stimulant which he drank
with Balzacian frequency and relish.

hook;
hrow;

50

It |

Besides these accomplishments, he
played a very smooth hand at the great |
American game. While Mr. Robert's |
idmiration was not aroused, it was

rely awakened

Mr. hero had no trouble with the
customs  officials,. A  brace of old
Freneh dueling pistols and a Turkish
mitar were the only articles which
might possibly have been dutiable
The inspector looked hard, but he was
finally convineed that Mr., Robert was
not a professional eurio-collector

Col. Annesley and his daughter wer

« hand they had gone through al!
1922 before, Searce an article in thelr
trunks was disturbed,

|

Once outside, the colonel eaught th.
eye of a cabby, and he and kis daugh- |
ter stepped In.

“Holland House, gir, did you sny?"
asked the cabby,

The colonel nodded. The cabby
cracked his whip, and away they rolled
over the pavement.

Warburton's heart gave a froat
bound. She had actually
of the cab, and for one brief mcment
their glances had met. Secarce know-
ing what he did, he jumped into
another cab and went pounding after.
It was easily ten blocks from the pier
when the cabby raised the 1lid and
peered down at his fare.

leane! out |

“Do you want t' fclly them ahead?” |

he ecried » |

“No, no!” Warburton was startled
out of his wild dream. “Drive to the |
Holland Honse—no—to the Waldorf.
Yes, the Waldorf; and keep your nag
going?”

“Waldorf it is, sir!” The lid above
closed.

Clouds had gathered in the heavens,
It was beginning to rain. But War-
burton neither saw the clouds nor felt
the first few drops of rain. All the
way up-town he planned and planned—
as many plans as there were drops of
rain; the rain wet him, but the plans
drowned him—he became submerged.
If he could find some one he knew at
the Holland House, some one who
would strike up a smoking-room ac-
quaintance with the colonel, the rest
would be simple enough. Annesley
Annesley; he couldn’t place the name.
Was he a regular, retired, or a veteran
of the Civil War? And yet, the name
was not totally unfamiliar. Certainly,
he was a fine-looking old fellow, with

his white hair and Alexandrian nose.¢

And here he was, he, Robert Warbur-
ton, in New York, simply because he
happened to be in the booking office of
the Gare du Nord one morning and
overheard a very beautiful girl say:
“Then we shall sail from Southamp-
ton day after to-morrow.” Of a truth,
it is the infinitesimal things that count
heaviest,
[To Be Continued.]

PROOF HE LACKED BRAINS.

Young Man Demonstrated the Truth |

by Stopping to Argue
with a Buall,
A manufacturer advertised for a man
to fill the position of timekeeper at the
factory gate, and among those who ap-

plied was an old man who wanted to

secure the position for his son, who,
he said, had mel with an accident
which incapacitated him from follow-
ing his ordinary occupation.

“What's the matter with him?’
quired the manufacturer.

“He was tossed by a bull and his
left arm so badly broken as to necessi-
tate amputation.”

“H'm,” mused the manufacturer.
“That entitles him to consideration,
but I don't want a man with a great
amount of brains. He must not think
for himself but must do just what he
is told.”

“My boy will suit you, then,” replied
the old man, *“His brains will never
get him into trouble.”

in-

“Indeed! And why?"
“Because he's got none, sir, or he
wouldn’t have stopped to argue the

point with the bull.”
The man was engaged.

BEECHLR AND “THE ROOSTER"

Famous racher Knew How to

Deal with
His Pence.

Disturbers of

Ward Beecher
embarrassment by his
repartee is illustrated,

That Henry
spared much
quickness at

says Success, by the following story:— |

One evening, as he was in the midst
of an impassioned speech, some one
attempted to interrupt him by sudden-
ly crowing like a rooster. It was done
to perfection; a number of people
laughed inspite of themselves, and the
speaker's friends felt that in a moment
the whole effect of the meeting, and
of Mr. Beecher's thrilling appeals,
might be lost. The orator, however,
was equal to the occasion. He stopped,
listened till the crowing ceased, and
then, with a look of surprise, pulled
out his watch.

“Morning already!”
watch is only at ten.
no mistake about it,
the lower animals are infallible.

There was a roar of laughter. The
“lower animal’ in the gallery collapsed,
and Mr. Beecher was able to resume as
if nothing had occurred.

Vegetarian Eggs.

A vegetarian had an amusing ex-
perience the other morping while at
breakfast. His family was out of
town, and he went to a restaurant and
took a seat next to a stranger,

The vegetarian took cceasion to ad-
vertise his creed by telling the stranger
that all meat was injurious and that

he said; “my
But there can be
The instinctg of

was

|
!
|
|

“Backache,

“The Blues”

Both Symptoms of Orgamc Derangement in
Women—Thousands of Sufferers Find Relief.

How often do we hear women say: *“It
seemsas though my back would brealk,”
or “Don’t .spc.nk tome, I am all out of
sorts”? These sxgmh( antremarks prove
that the system requires attention.

Backache and ** the blues” are direct
symptoms of an inward trouble which
will sooner or later declare itself, It
may be caused by diseased kidneys or
some dcran"vnunt of the organs.
Nature requires assistance and at once,
and Lydia E. Pinkham' s\'ugut.tbl(,(nm-
vound instantly asserts its curative
powers inall those peculiar ailments of
women. It has been the standby of
intelligent American women for twenty
years, “and the best judges agree that
it is the most umwrsully success-
ful remedy for woman's ills known to
medicine,

Read the convincing testimonials of
Mrs. Holmes and Mrs. Cotrely.

Mrs. J.C. Holmes, of Larimore, North
Dalkota, writes:

Dear Mrs. Pinkham:—

“ I have suffered everything with backache
and female trouble—I let the trouble run on

| until my system was in such a condition that

I was unable to be about, and then it was I
commenced to use L. fdm Pinkbam’s Vege-
table Compound. If I had only known how
much suffering I would have saved I should
have taken 1t months sooner—for a few
weeks' treatment made me well and strong.
My backaches and headaches are all gone and
I suffer no pain at my monthly periods,
whereas before I took Lydia E, Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound I suffered intense pain.”

Mrs. Emma Cotrely, 109 East 12th
Street, New York City, writes:
Dear Mrs, Pinkham:—

“ I feel it my duty to tell all suffering women
of the relief 1 have found in Lydia E, Pink-

ham’s Vegetable Compound, When I come
menced taking the Compound I suffered
everything with backaches, headaches, and
female troubles. I am completely cured and
enjoy t,ho best of health, and fuwe it all
to you,”

When women are troubled with irreg-
ular, supprgssed or painful [u-rlodi.
weakness, displacements or ulceration,
that bearing-down feeling, inflamima-
tion of the female organs, backache,
bloating (or flatulence), general dc~
bility, indigestion and nervous prostra-
tion, or are beset with such sy mptoms
as zziness, faintness, ln»\ltude excite
ability, irritability, xmr\ouxuc:s, .slup-
l: :ssness, melancholy, “all gone” and

‘ want-to-be-left-alone” feelings, blues
and hopohssm ss, they should remem-
ber there is one tried and true remedy.
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound at once removes such troubles,

No other medicine has such a record
of cures of female troubles. No other
medicine in the world has received this
widespread and unqualified endorse-
ment, Refuse to buy any substitute.

FREE ADVICE TO WOMEN.

Remember, every woman is'cordially
invited to write to Mrs. Pinkham if
there is anything about her symptoms
she does not understand. Mrs. Pink-
ham is the daughter-in-law of Lydia E.
Pinkham, her assistant before her de-
cease, and for twenty-five years since
her advice has been freely and cheer-
fully given to every ailing woman who
asks for it. Her advice and medicine
have restored to health innumerable
women, Address, Lynn, Mass,

| Ask Ilrs. Pinkham's Advice—A Woman Best Understands a Woman's lls.
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BEST AXLE GREASE EVER HMADE

Something new and far better than the

| goods put out by the old monopolies.

the human diet should be strictly veg-

etarian.

“But," replied the stranger,
dom eat meat.”

“You just ordered
vegetarian “An eg
meat, because it
bird.”

“I sel-

o said the
practically
become a

is

44

eventually

-

birds,” answered the stranger quiete
ly.

“'Good heavens!" eried the vegeta-
rian, “what kind of eggs do you eat?”

“Principally boiled eg said the
stranger New Haven Reglster,

Getting Back Havd,

Mrs, Kutting What a charming «
butante you were, my dear, 16 yoars
wEe

Mrs, Knmback—Was (? And |
member what » lovel huperone
wade, —Cleveluud Leader,

he kind of eggs [ eat never become |

‘ u..e..!

| Use independent goods and ask your
dealer for Sun Light Axle Grease. If
he does not handle it, write us.

MONARCH MFG@. CO., Toledo, O.

{HOLD UP!'{

and consider

i POMMEL
SLICKER
LIKE ALL

TOWERY

CLOTHING,
'Ismnde of the best §
s, in Black or yellow
slantmtcnd sold by
relu ¢ dealers m'xnhue
47 STICKTOTH

One of our clients, a
prominent, successful Cleve-
land Manufacturing Com-
pany, is about to increase
their capital and will issue
$50,000 treasury stock. We
have arranged to handle this
issue for them, and will sell
it in lots to suit.

This is a stock of unques-
tioned merit, sterling value,
earns large dividends and is
desirable from every stand-
point. It will stand the
closest scrutiny and full op-
portunity for investigation
will be given.

The Company manufac-
tures a staple product, well
and favorably known
throughout the country. Its
equipment is superb and
they are leaders in their line,

We shall be pleased to
confer with you through
your local attorney, or you
may visit us personally.

S1GN OF THE F! FISH

IR CANADIAM (o
TOMNTO CAN.

MOTHER GRAY’S
SWEET POWUDERS
FOR OHILDREN,

or {
' Nllnuill'!' { 4 hours. Al
lh o malled ¥

?

5 .
City. S As 8o OLH.TlD- Lo Iol. N-'. |

BURROWS & MASON, Attorney:
413 Schofield Building,
Cleveland, Ohio.

WHOOPING COUGH

DUNMAMS 8B ECTFIC Shortons and Lizhtens
" . i

o7, hot | 4
Lickes Drug Co., er «+ CLEVELAND, O.

1t amy d with |
re cyes, Lse |

Thompson's Eye Water



