
  

THEE CENTRE REPORTER. CENTRE HALL, PA. 

THE REAL MAN 
By FRANCIS LYNDE 

CHAPTER XXI.—Continued. 
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“When I get through with the judge, 
I shall want to go out to the dam. 
Will you walt and take me?” 

“Surest thing on earth"—with 
prompt acquiescence. And then: “Is 
it as bad as you thought it was going 

to be, John?" 

“It's about as bad as it can be,” was 

the sober reply, and with that Smith 
went in to wait for his interview with 

the Timanyonl's best-beloved jurist. 

At nine o'clock, or a few minutes 

before the hour, David Kinzie, at his | 

desk In the Brewster City National, 

telephoned a message that presently 
brought Colonel Dexter Baldwin to the 

private room in the bank known to 

nervous debtors as “the sweatbox.” 

“Sit down, Dexter,” said the banker 

shortly; “sit down a minute while 1 

look at my mail." 

It was one of David Kinzle's small 

subtleties to make a man sit idly thus, 

on one pretext or another; it rardly 

failed to put the incomer at a disad- 

vantage, and on the present occasion 

it worked like a charm. Baldwin had 

let his cigar go out and had chewed 

the end of it Into a pulp before Kinzie 

around in his chair and 

launched out abruptly. 

“You and I have always been pretty 

good friends, Dexter,” he began, “and 

I have called you down here this 
morning to prove to you that I am 

still your friend. Where is your man 

Smith?” 

Baldwin shook his head. “I don't 

know,” he answered. “I haven't seen 

him since last evening.” 

“Has he run away, then?” 

The Missouri colonel squared him- 

self doggedly in the suppliant debtor's 

chair, which was the one 

placed for him. “What are you driv- 

ing at, Dave? he demanded. 

“We'll tackle your end of it first” 
sald the banker curtly. “Do you know 

that yon and your crowd have come to 

the bottom of the bag on that dam 

proposition?” 

“No, I don't.” ’ 

“Well, you have. You've got just 
one more day to live,” 

The Missourian fell nA 

phrase, 

swung 

og 

back upon his 

cl you'll have to show me, 

' asserted Baldwin stoutly. “But 

£0 You've your loaded : 

what are you aiming it at?” 

“Just this: I told you weeks 

the were 

many 

Cas on 

on. got gun 

ago 

that 
too 

carrying 

I don't 

k Dexter” 

no quitter; you ought to know 

the bl 

there are time 

foolhardy to hold on 

other people 

big for you. 

led off 
guns 

see you kil 

unt rejoinder, 

when 

The 

it I pet up 
«till 

was 
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proposition th 
waople a while back : 

today is the last 

is must accept 1 

to accept it at 

we refuse?” 

go to smash, 

of youn. As I've sald, this 
call” 

By this 
was time Baldwin's f 

k. 
h pele 48 WTrece 

“You've something 

sieeve, Dave: is it?" 

The banker pursed his 

riatling mustache 

ressive angle, 

up your 

what » inquired. 

and the 
assun 

£ OF a things, but 

which concerns you most, just 

“There are number 

the one 

we've got Smith's record 

8 an outlaw, with a price 

We've dug ont the whole 

row, is this: 

at last, He i 

on his head, 

He is a defaulting bank cash- 

and before he ran away, he tried 

kill his president.” 
Baldwin was frowning heavily, 

“Who told you all this? Was it this 

Miss Rict#ander over at the Hophra 
House, 

“No: 

of my 

to look him up. 

“And you have telegraphed to the 

chief of police, or the sheriff, or whe- 

ever it is that wants Smith?” 
“Not yet. I wanted to give you one 

more chance, Dexter, 

first. 

# bank, not a detective agency. 

go and find Smith and fire him: tell 

him he is down and out; get rid of 

him, once for all. Then come 

story. 

ier, 
to 

it was her father. I sent one 
young men out to the Topaz 

with Stanton.” 
i Baldwin found a match and tried to | 

was | relight the dead cigar, jut it 

chewed past redemption. 

“Let's get it plumb straight, Dave” 
he pleaded, in the qulet tone of one | 
who will leave no peace-keeping stone 
unturned. “You say you've got John 
dead to rights, Smith is a mighty com- | 
mon name. I shouldn't wonder if 

there were half a milllon 'r so John 
Smit taking the country over. How | 
do ¥ know you've got the right! 
one?’ 

“His middle name is ‘Montague,’'"” 
snapped the banker, “and the man 
who 1s wanted called himself ‘J. Mon- 
tague Smith) But we can identify 
him positively, Mr. Riehlander's 
dunghter can tell us if he is the right 

Smith, and she probably will if the po- 
lice ask her to.” 

Baldwin may have had his own 
opinion about that, but If so, he kept 
it to himself and spoke feelingly of 
other things, 

Business comes | 

The Brewster City National Is | 

You | 

back | 
here and we'll fix up that compromise | 
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the square-bullt man In the 
{chatr, “it's like pulling a sound tooth 
{to have to tell you the plain truth, 
You've got a mighty bad case of 
money-rot. The profit account has 

| grown so big with yon that you can't 
{ See over the top of it. You've horsed 
| back and forth between Stanton’s out- 
{fit and ours until you can't tell the 
|difference between your old friends 
{and a bunch of low-down, conscience- 
[less land-pirates. You pull your gun 
{and go to shooting whenever you get 
ready. We'll stay with you and try 

{to hold up our end—and John's. And 
{You mark my words, Dave: you're the | 
(man that's going to get left in this 

| deal ; the straddler always gets left.” | 
|And with that he cut the Interview | 

{ short and went back to the High Line 
offices on the upper floor. 

CHAPTER XXII. 

Witnesses, 

Driven by Starbuck 
new car, Smith reached the dam 
half-past ten and was in time to see 
the swarming carpenters begin 
placing of forms for the pouring of the 
final section of the great wall. Though 
the high water was lapping at the foot 
timbers of the forming, and the weath- 
er reports were still portentous, Wil- 

in fine fettle. There had 
been no further Interferences on the 
part of the railroad people, every man 
on the job was spurting for the finish, 
and the successful end was now falrly 
in sight. 

[| “We'll be pouring this afternoon” 
{he told Smith, “and with a twenty- 
{ four-hour set for the concrete, and the 
{forms left in place for additional se- 
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“Not for some time 

that will 

afternoon.” 

“Very well; you'd better stay awn 
as long as can, and then you'd 

i better communleate with before 
| you show yourself much in public, I'll 
have Jibbey looking out for you.” 

Smith sald “good-by” and hung up 
the receiver with a fresh twinge 

| dissatisfaction. Every step made his 
dependence upon Vera Richlander 
more complete, Corona Baldwin: 
what would she say to this newest al- 
lance? Would she not say again, and 

{this time with greater truth, that he 
was a coward of the basest sort: of 
the type that makes no scruple of hid- 
ing behind a woman's skirts? 

Between the noon-hour and the 
{ one-o’clock Hophra House luncheon, 
{ Mr. David Kinzie, still halting 
tween two opinions, left his desk and 
the bank and crossed the street to 

ithe hotel, He wrote his name on a 

card and let the clerk send it up. The 

boy came back almost Immediately 

| with word that Miss Richlander was 

{ waiting In the mezzanine parlors, 
The banker tipped the call-boy and 

‘went up alone. He had seen Miss 
Richlander, once when she was driving 

with Smith and again at the theater in 
{the same company. So he knew what 
ito expect when he tramped heavily 
into the parlor overlooking the street. 

None the less, the dazzling beauty of 
the young woman who rose to shake 

o 

wi at 

12 back 

: I have 

me 

comir 

1 pd 
arrive 

unt 
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to make keep out 
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vou 

me 

be- 

[ hands with him and call him by name | 
{rather took him off his feet. David 
Kinzie was a hopeless bachelor, from 

| choice, but there are women, and worn. | 
| en, 

“Do you know, Mr. Kinzie, T have 
been expecting you all day,” she said 
| sweetly, making him sit down beside 
{ her on one of the flaming red monstros- 
{ities billed In the hotel Inventories as 
| “Louls Quinze sofas.” “My father sent 
me a note by one of your young men, 

“Dave,” he sald, rising to stand over | 

swing- | 

in the brand-| 
at | 

i 

the | 

spl be in ge ahi . nillwayr onto Kinzie had | curity, we can ghut the spillway gates | 

& reser | 

few | 

al- | 

we |, 

i 

I could 

of | 

and he sald that perhaps you would— 
that perhaps you might want to—" 

| Her rich volce was at its fruitiest, 
and the hesitation was of exactly the 
proper shade, 

Kinzie, cold-blooded as a fish with 
despondent debtors, felt himself sud- 
denly warmed and moved to be gentle 
with this gracious young woman. 

“Er—yes, Miss Richlander—er—a 
disagreeable duty, you know. I want- 
ed to ask about this young man, Smith. 

{ We don’t know him very well here in 
| Brewster, and as he has considerable 
business dealings with the bank, we— 
that Is, I thought your father might 
be able to tell us something 
his standing in his home town.” 

“And my father did tell you?" 
“Well—yes; he—er—he says Smith 

is a—a grand rascal: a fugitive from | 
| Justice; and we thought—" David Kin- 
zie, 

{of dealing with men, was making dif- 
| ficult weather of it with this all-too- 
{ beautiful young woman. 

Miss Richiander's laugh was well re- 
strained. 

| earnestly to make It appear so. 
| “You business gentlemen are so fun- 
ny!" she commented. “You know. of 
course, Mr, Kinzie, that this Mr. Smith 
and I are old friends; you've probably 
seen us together enough to be sire of 
that. Hasn't it occurred to you that 
however well I might know the Mr. 

th my father has written you 
about, I should hardly care to be seen 
in public with him?" 

“Then there are two of them?" Kin- 
zie demanded. 

The young woman was laughing 
again. “Would that be so very won- 
derful with so many Smiths {n the 
world?” 

“But—er—the middle 
Richlander: that isn't 
very wn, I'm sure” 

i | rather 
But there are a good many Montagues 

our part of the world, too. The 
my father wrote u’ about al- 

ays signed himself ‘J. Mon 
he were a little L111 

Smit SEER 

name, Miss 

so inférn—so 

conn 

iy remarkable, isn't 11% 

{in 

man YO 

ash 

hen this Brewster Smith 

is in Law 
for embezzlement and attempte 
der?” 

“Excuse me,” 
ther very 
th 

wanted 

sald the 

paipable 

mother her amusement, 
ly know 

as I remember hiz Ii, 

this other Sm ith 

tague, was a typi- 

“He Says Smith Is a Grand Rascal™ 

cal soclety man-—the kind of man who 
wears clothes even he 
dines alone, and who wouldn't let his 
beard grow overnight for a king's ran- 
som. But wait a moment. There Is 
& young gentleman here who came last 
evening direct from Lawrenceville. 
Let me send for him." 

dress when 

She rose and pressed the bell push, 
and when the floor boy came, he was 
sent to the lobby to page Jibbey. Dur- 
ing the little walt, David Kinzie was 
skillfully made to talk about other 
things. Jibbey was easily found, as it 
appeared, and he came at once. Miss 
Richlander did the honors graciously, 

“Mr. Kinzie, this Is Mr. Tucker Jib- 
bey, the son of one of our Lawrence 
ville bankers. Tucker—Mr. Kinzie; 
the president of the Brewster City Na- | 

Then, before Kinzie could be- | tional,” 

gin: “Tucker, I've sent for you In 
self-defense. You know both Mr. John 
Smith, at present of Brewster, and also 
J. Montague Smith, sometime of Law- 
renceville and now of goodness only 
knows where. Mr. Kinzie Is trying to 
make out that they are one and the | 
same,” 

Jibbey laughed broadly. He stood 
In no awe of banks, bankers, or stub. 

{bly mustaches. 

“I'll tell John, when I see him again-— 
and take a chance on being able to 

{run faster than he can,” he chuckled. 
“Ripping geod joke!” 

“Then you know both men?” sald 
Kinzie, glancing at his watch and ris. 

| Ing. 
| “Like a book. They're no more 
[alike than black and white, Our man 
(here Is from Cincinnati: isn't that 
where you met him, Verda? I recol- 

lect you didn’t like him at first, be- 

about | 

well hardened in all the processes | 

She seemed to be struggling i 

| cause he wore a baard, They told me, 
the last time I wus over in Claoel, that 
he'd gone West somewhere, but they 
didn’t where, He the first 

man I met when I lit down here, Lit- 
tle world, isn't it, Mr. Kinzie?” 

David Kinzie was backing away, 
watch in hand, Bu was very 
pressing, he sald, and he must get 
back to his desk. He was very much 
obliged to Miss Richlander, and was 

only sorry that he had troubled her. 
When her father should return to 
Brewster he would be glad to meet 
him, and so on and so on, to and be- 
yond the portieres which finally blot- 

ted him out, for the two who were left 

in the Louls Quinze parlor. 

“Is that aboute«what you wanted me 
to say?” queried Jibbey, when the click 

of the elevator door latch told them 

that Mr. Kinzie was descending. 
“Tucker, there are times when you 

are almost lovable,” sald the beauty 

softly, with a hand on Jibbey's shoul- 

der. 

“I'm glad it's what you wanted, be- 

cause it's what I was going to say, any- 

way,” returned the ne'er-do-weel sober. 

ly, thus showing that he, too, had not 

t yet outlived the Influence of the over- 
| night hand-grip. . 

| Since Brewster was a full-fledged 
city, its banks closed at three o'clock, 

| Ten minutes after the hour, which hap- 

| pened also to be about the same length 
{of time after Starbuck and Smith had 

reached town, Mr, Crawford Stanton 

himself admitted by the jar 
at the side door of the Brewster 
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the promoter entered unannounced. 
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accused him of timic 

encounter, 
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| fore and 1 
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the people represent, 
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morning-1 kept 
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nd-bodied banker righted his 
chair with a and his lips 

were puffed out like the lips of a swim 
mer who sees the saving plank drifting 
out of reach, 

“You are wrong, Stanton: altogether 
wrong!” he protested. “Baldwin was 
here because I sent for him to make a 
final attempt to swing him over to the 
compromise. You are doing me the 
greatest possible injustice !” 

Stanton rose and made ready to go. 
“I think that would be rather hard 

Kinzie,” he flung back. 
body loves a trimmer. But in the pres. 

{ ent case you are not going to lose any- 
{ thing. 

myot snap 

to do, 

as 1 promised you we would.” 
It was at this crisis that David Kin- 

zie showed himself as the exponent of 
the saying that every man has his 

i modicum of saving grace, by smiting 
| pon the arm of his chalr and glaring 
| up at the promoter, 
3 

that you've got to remember, too, Stan. 
[on,* he argued hoarsely. “You've got 
to hold Dexter Baldwin harmless!" 

Stanton’s smile was a mask of pure | 
you no definite | malice. “I've made 

promise as to that; but you shall have 
lone now, 
win in two and throw 

ranchmen backers out of the Timan- 
jyonl, That's what you get for playing | 

i 

[same time. When you look over your 
| paylog teller's statement for the day, 
| you'll see that I have withdrawn our 
[account from your tin-horn money 
shop, Good-day.” 
' (TO BE CONTINUED.) 
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We'll take your stock at par, | 
{ without 

“There's another promise of yours | 

I'll promise to break Bald. | 
him and his | 

| fast and loose with two people at the | 
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Booze Hits Army Camp. 
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any drinking for 

almost three months, rum has cropped 

up as the principal annoyance to the 

officers the United 

lance camp at Allentown 

raided a keg party of about a dozen 

soldiers the river bank. whom 

five caught When officers 

returned to get the kegs as evidence 

they were gone 
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aion . 

' 

¥ 
. 

of States 

Officers 

on of 

were the 

After a Grade Trap Again, 

The Public Service Commission has 

ordered an inquiry of {ts own volition ! 

into the condition of two grade cross. 

ings at points where the tracks of the | 

Black Lick branch of the Pennsylvania 

Raliroad’s Clearfield division cross a 

State highway In southern Cambria 

county 
This is the second occasion on which 

the commission has proceeded against 

a crossing on its own initiative, the 

other case being at Mr. Dallas. 
The commission arranged a hearing 

In this case 

ambu- | 
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near Hazleton 

much damage to the 
AMOus giant chestnut farm at 

Valley, Perry county 

Three brothers called in the draft at 

received notice to appear be 

exemption board, and none 

will ask exemption 

The usual order of “men scarce” was 
reversed at Conyngham, where it was 
impoasible to find a woman to subeti- 

tute for a girl telephone operator 

Fourteen per cent larger average 
of wheat asked of Pennsylvania 
farmers 

Hazleton malls, cut off by cancella- 
tion of passenger trains, will be han 
dled by fast freights 

Peaches have sold In Hamburg at 25 

to 50 cents a basket 

F. B. Eshleman, of Cordelia, planted 
| thirtysix early Irish Cobbler potatoes 

in the spring, and the yield was five 

| bushels, most of them big ones weigh- 
| Ing twelve ounces or more 

Several hundred washerwomen in 
| Lawrence county have gone to work in 
rallroad yards and roundhouses 

Activities are being gradually re. 
| sumed at the North Bristol plant of 
| the Chester Shipbuilding Company. 
| Immense quantities of lumber are ar 
| riving and other supplies preparatory 

| to building operations 

yngham 
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| A point of injerest about the filing 
| of nomination papers by candidates at 
| Doylestown is that the Democratie 
party failed to secure a candidate for 
the two-year term for Director of the 

{| Poor, so that John W. Birkey, of Now- 
| portville, is left without opposition. 

»  


