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THIS PEGINS THE STORY

Aolaevitoh,
""“n-af.h-z“" y revo o
.'"‘” thia country on & FICHTC
T, working Mie passage
1 u

ta Jim
doard he pantner

soheme,
and ?o
a Peter Niohols,
y o? a group of ;}M
catate of Jonathan f :“
hose duty it ia fo geep o
s vam the houae. The m
ears breaks the gyuri‘:n
housekeeper. Bet nro ;:',_
do-well, has hoen misaing 4
.Poter f:»an that the nirangd
1Y calhr'. The atranger sends
ﬁ““ ] ta MoGuire, uppoinﬂng’:
measage nimu‘
M Poter mc'ehl:‘h::
iroovers
ir:' a-;}i”g‘ tella hm l'hi
- C?n”.c o in the Weat :‘EE
wer .:- aond later deserted ! m';
g let Aim die ‘of thirst o
s ‘ot v Horrible,'' aays Peter.
4 ERE IT CONTINUES

wAS, 1 reckon 1 dud-—t:u‘ ‘IOLI;
; cas left o A

me, OF what was it
" Jife under the “t.JiIt';.'h:rnur 8

" ' ra' dropd
.:uu.'r ‘ﬁn.:y brought me around,

ook,
f my head for a wee
't ::ﬁ:tt‘;\e lingo .nil‘t?:' ngg::
3 ‘o like a chilld.

went ﬂ:.‘;ihl;u elre to do. I.ugky lh:

w‘}th‘m me. 1 guess I wasn t wor
Mﬁf We went South. le{ Tﬂ;e
' for Hermosillo. Revolut nnlst"..
g ook nll my money—nhout tll"
n‘d dollnrs,  But it was wort::l 5&
'd saved my llfa'. l““;n:e;ofo nl
v, even | w y
h:l;kli:\clljl;.}‘. por any way of gettin

“ji;n Coast leaned torward, glower-
arpet.
.!‘l'ilulu}t—rﬁu:ln'l: want to go back hI"!é
fhen. The fear of (Jod was in me.
ke o |Il“tﬂh:lde 1Il'.;i't‘lerls'
‘-'].fhi:ﬁ joined the 'ma::a:;;tnn}‘n‘;ti
1 Id you n g
‘R E;{:nltn rleined us up all right.
g 1u ved my life. Instead of shoot-
'“::m n:nlnut a mud wnll.ltha; putthg:
ilrond. was
ar:v“r:n::. . l"m'nprd at Inst and
reached the roa:t.lwhm-. ‘lh:hi;:l ‘t:dw!l?;
ien. t wne ; 3 y
so:thhu.:“m 'tl:ne while T was thinkin
:}]i!ikr MeGuire and the copper miqa.
You know tho rest, Dete—the Argml-
tine deal that might of mndel me rlcll
gn' how it fell through. Don't it bea
bell how the world bites the under
(4

§ ne'er

h,'. hy didn't you go back to
‘ﬂ!?ill(‘lﬁ. :‘.ndF fight your claim with Me-
Guire?" asked Peter, aware of the sin-
fster, mirsing passoge in the story.

Oonst shot a sharp glance at his ques-

“There were two reasons—one of
uk'll;hyou won't know. The other war
that 1 couldn’t. I wam on the beach
an' not too popular. The only ships out
of Buenos Aires were for London, That
was the easiest way back to America
mayhow. So I shipped as a eattle hand.
thero you are. 1 lived easy in
n., That's me. KFasy come easy
There it was I wrote a man I knew
out in Bisbee—the feller that helped
stake us—and he answered me that Me-
Quire was dead, and that the mine was
a filyver—too far away to work, You
ma he must of showed the letter to Me-
Quire, and McGuire told him what to
. That threw me off the track. I.
%lﬂ! and went to France. * * *'
paused while he filled his glass
again,

" "It wasn't until T reached New York
that I found out McGuire was alive.
It was just & chanee while I was plan-
pln' another deal, T took it. I hunted
around the brokers' offices where they
wll copper stocks. It didn't tnke me
long to find that my mine was the ‘Ta-
mntule.' MeGuire bhad developed it
with capital from Denver, built a nar-
row gauge in. Then after a while had
sold out hin share for more than half a

million clear.""

Peter was studying Const lkeenly,
thinking hard. Tut the story held with
what he niready knew of the man's
Iatory,

"“That's when Mike MeGuire tacked
the ‘Jonathun K.' onto his name,"
Const went on.  **And that money's
mine, the good half of it. Figure it
out for yourself. SHay five hundred

» 8 per cent, fifteen years—I reckon
could worry along on that even if he
wouldn't do better—which he will.

""Well, Pete—to shorten up—1I found
reGu[re was here—in New York—and
lald for him, I watched for a while
and then one day I got wy nerve up and
led hin on “the street. You ought

t of men his fuce when T told him
who T wan and what 1'd come for. We
wete In the crowd at Broadway and
Wll!. people all about us, He started
e high and mights' stuff for n min-
ute until 1 crumpled him up with a few
I thought he was goin' to have

A atroke for 0 minute, when 1 maode my
ee for the Sve thon—then he tirned
and ran into the erowd pale aws
death, I loat himn then. But it didn't
matter. 1'd find him agnin, 1 knew
where hix office whs—and hin hotel, [t

a8 dead easy. Bt he bent it down
o It took me awhile to pick up the
ol Dt hero | nm, Pete—here 1

M—anfe in hnrbor at Inst. "
Cornt took the bills out of hia
4 Mowly counted them ugain,

w And wheu_ycu come hack from the
EL what wil] yon do?" arkel Poeter.

_II. now you're talkin', Pete. I'm
B to settle down and Hve respectn -
I.' T lke this country around here.

pocket

came from Jerwov, yoy know, in the
!E't place. T might Lutld n nire place
“d"f' B few horses and antomobiles
enjoy my ol NRE—run over to gny
'T' onee a year—down to Monte
hfﬂ In the season. Oh, T'd know
."" to live now, You het vou. I've
'oll':‘t f}l:v o It—those swells. They

e anything on me. I'll "
0 8 prine ing ne live
wg? blnckmail—— ** qoid Poter.
Ree here, Pefo—0- 1+

?enm It.""  Petor tind risen and
oy 0Nt coolly, *“'Blackmail! You
r.llt tell me that If you had any legul
‘h."m on MeGuire you eonldn't prove

1 mi hin' "
Rhrugged T 0 ¢ D* able to—— ' pe

"What i MeG;

8 MeGulre

Not about what he W
¥ that ey times

- 'l:I elbe—nomoy
® at

o t the mi

frightened ahout ¥
en you.  Heeconld
over,  It's some-
hing that happened out
ne that you dare mot
"Thlt 1 wort' "
&ﬁl*renbi_v. on't tell, lnughed Const
I'Oh.dt You dare not tell—that Me-
ind"" not tell,  Something that
o with his strange mesnage nhout

tD‘-'l'| on the knife, and your plaeard

L y
Right ¥ou are.”" mneered the other.

1 tell ou—hloody
And 1 know who

‘:l‘l"n |I=1-t_\' money,

s now i,
0 wre, Jim Conpt,"”

Qol';t Marted ap and thrust the roll
m to hln_ trousers pocket,
v don't know anything,' he
Il 4

ind had fol

THE VAGRANT DUKE

By GEORGE GIBBS

' Outeast,” “The Yellow Dove” “The Secret
Asthor of [The Bolindes :’“Mll.” Ete.

D. Aosleten & O,

happened out there at the mine In the
desert, but more than that he wanted
to know how the destinies of this man
affected Beth., And so the thought that
had been growing in bis mind now
found quiek utterance,
“I know this—that you've come back
to frighten McGuire, but yon've also
come back to bring misery and shame
to others who've lived long In peace and
hnp iness without you—-""

‘What——1" paid Const ineredu-
lously,

I know who |’w:m are, You'rs Ben
Cameron,'' sald Peter distinetly,
The effect of this statement upon Jim
Const was extraordinary. He started
back abruptly, overturning a chair, and
fell rather than leaned agninst the bed-
post—his eyes staring from a ghastly
fnee,

he

"“"What—what did—you msay?"’
‘You're Ben Cameron,’’ snld Peter
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gasped chokingly.
nagain,
That's

‘‘Me—R-Ben Cameron!
damn good.” Me—Ten Cameron! Bay,
Peter, whatever put that Into your
head 7'*

““The way iou frightenad the old
woman at the kitehen door.'’
ver Oh!" Const straightened in reliof.
h‘I get you, You've been talkin' to
er

"Yes. What did you say to her?"
“I—I just gnve her a message for
MecGuire. I reckon she gave it to him,'

‘A message,"’

**Oh, yon needn’t say you don’t know,
Pete, 1t didn’t fetch him. So I put up
the plaeard."

eter was now more bewildered than
Coast, "Do you deny that you're Ben
Cameron?'' he asked.

Coant pulled himself together and

took up his coat,

“Deny it? Sure! I'm not—not him
—not Ben Cameron—not Ben Cameron,
Don't I know who I am?'' he shouted.
Then he broke off with a violent gosture
and took up his eap. '‘Enough of your
damn questions, I n{. I've told you
what I've told you. You ean believe It
or not, as you chooss, I'm Jim Coast
to you or Hawk Kennedy, if you like,
but dan't you go throwin' any more
of your dirty jokes my way. Under-
stand ?"’
Peter couldn't understand, but he had
enough of the man., 8o he pointed to-
ward the door,
"Go," he ordered.
of you—get aut!"’

L

"I've had enough
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RCH FOR SAM SMITHERS LET
'y 'ﬁﬁulffoumm AGAIN REFEREING T Ths
FACT THAT JOHA UJONES OF OCEAN C'T'r @oT

AO AEWS

OF The Boss.

——
MISSING SINCE THa
SECOND DAY OF mis
VACATION \WHICH
SUPPOSRD TO MAVE
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STOP! TOUCH AOT A HEAD OF THIS
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INJUSTICR -

Coast walked a fow paces toward the
door, then paused and turned and held
out his hand.

"'Oh, hell, Pete. Don't let's you and
me quarrel. You gave me & start back
there. I'm worry. Of course, you

knew. You been good to me tonight,
I'm obliged. I need you in my busi-
ness, More'n ever,''

‘'No,"" said Peter,

“"Oh very well, Suit yourself,'" said
Const with a shrug. '‘There's plenty
of time. I'll be back In a month or six
weekn. Think it over. I've mnde you
A nice offer—real money—to help me a
bit. Take It or leave it, as you please.
I'll get along without you, but I'd
mthgr have you with me than against
me,

“I'm neither,”" sald Poter.
nothing to do with it."*

Coast shrugged. *‘I'm sorry. Well,

"I want

fo long, I've tnt a horse back in the
dunes. I'll take the milk train from
Hammonton to Philadelphia,  You
won't tell, Pete?"

ll‘\‘o‘ll

‘'Good-night."’

Peter didn't even reply, And when

thoe man had gone he opened the door
and windows to let in the night air.
The room had been defiled by the man’s
very presence. Hen Cameron? Roeth's
father? The thing seemed impossible,
but every faet in Peter's knowledge
pointed toward it. And yet what tge
meaning of Jim Coast's strange actions
nt the mention of his name? And what
were the facts that Jim OCoast dldn't
tell? What had happened at the mine
that was too terrible even to speak
about? What was the bond between
thesa two men, which held the succesa-
ful ona In terror, and the other in
silenca?  Romething unspenkably vile.
A hideous pact
~The telaphone hell Jangled again.
Peter rose and went to jt. But he was
in no humor to talk to MeGuire,
“Hello,"”" he growled, “Yesn—he's

The Young Lady Across the Way Aunt Eppie Hogyg, the Fattest Woman in Three Counties

)

—_—
| =

AUNT EPPIE AND HER LITTLE

NEPHEW CAN GATHER MORE CHOKE CHERRIES
AN ANYBODY N THE NEIGHBoRMHooD BECAUSE.
THEY DONT HAVE To SPREAD A CLOTH To CATCH

The young lady across the way
says we mustn’t get the idea from
the divorce news, ete., that all the
actors aud musicians are lmmoral
and the fact is that there are a
great many virtuosos athong them.

THEM WHEN THEY FALL.

By Fontaine Fox
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s 15 CORNBILK,
SUNPLOWER LEAF,
' PowWDERED MULLEM
ne A uTne muimee,

WHAS YOURW 2

Tae BLENDERS v~

gone. T let him go. You told me
to, * = = Yes, he talked—n long
whils, * * * No  He won't be back
for A month, * » e We'll talk that
over Iater. * * * N, Not tonight.

“I'm going to bed. * * No. Not
untll tomorrow, I've had about enough
of this, * * * A}l pight, Good-night,*

And Peter hung up the

tver, un-
dressed and went to bed EETIE

OHAPTER XTI
Contession

In spite of his perplexities Pater slopt
soundly and was only awakened by the
Jangling of the telephone bell, But Petar
whnted to do a little thinking before he
saw MeGuire, and he wanted to ask the
houseleeper o fow Questions, so he told
MeGuire that he would see him before
10 o'clock. The curlous part of the tele-
phone conversation was that MeGuire
mnde no mentlon of the shooting.
C“H'm," sald Peter w0 himself as he
hung up, “going to ignore that trifling
ineldent altogether, (s he? Wall, we'll
&ea nbout that. It doesn’t puy to be too
clever, old ecock." His pity for Me-
Gulre was no more. At the present mo.
ment Peter folt nothing for him except

L]

MOVIE FAN—Much Enjoyment

an ablding eontempt which eould hardly |
be modified by any subsequent renlu-!
tions.,

Peter ran down to the ereek In hia
bathrobe aund took a quick plunge, then |
returned, shaved and dressed while his
coffee bolled, thinking with a fresh mind |
over the events and problems of the
i night before. Curiously enough, he found

. -
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“Q O-00-00- ’QOO_']

WHAT HAS
[HAPPENED- FANT

‘HOO-00-00 ‘}

ONDER WHAT'S
THE MATYER WITH
THAT Poor kD!

WHAT'S THE MATTER

OH= TILLIE I SAW THE

SWEETEST MOVIE—
ALL ABOUT- ETC- £TC

Mi5S FILLUM = wHO,
HURT YOU- HEH

that he considered them more and more
in thelr relation to Beth. Perhaps it
was hin fenr for her happiness that latd |
stresw on the probability that Jim Consat
was Ben Comeron, Beth's father, How
otherwise could Mrs. Bergen's terror be
nceounted for? And yet why had Coast
been so perturbed at the mere mention
of Ben Cameron's name? That was

_::'ut you've got holding over |

renlly strange. For a moment the man
[ had )nmlrn-ll at Peter as though he were
'aeeing a ghost,

If he were Ben Cameron, why
shouldn't he have ||n-kmm'h:1|gf'j| the
fuet? IHere was the weak point in the
[armor of mystery.  DPeter had to ad- |
mit that even while Const was telling
his story and the conviction was grow-
ing in DPeter's mind that this wan
Noth's father, the very thought of Beth
herself seemed to make the relationabip
grotesque, This Jim Coast, this pic-
tureaque blackguard who had told tales
on the Brrnm-‘l-n that hndlbrou;ht H
flush of shame even to Peter's cheekn—
this degenernte, this selieming black-
maoller—thief, perhaps murdarul-, ton,
the futher of Beth!  Ineredible!  The
merest contnct with such a man must |
defile, defame  her, And i'el i this
were the faet, Coast would have n
father's right to clnim her, to drag hor
down, a prey to hiv vile tongue and
drunken humors ns she lm:l once been
when a child. Her Aunt Tillle feared

! ot know as
this. .::;l' nt“l.‘lllil 31“ ot J.
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ETEY—That Camping Trip
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By C. A. Voight

=90 HARMLESS ~— I D
HATE To SHOOT ONeE =
~ Now \F THEY \wAS
REAL \WILD AND
FERocovs |

- WAL= COME ON~—
THEN'S BEAR TRACKS

TIGUT Aloke \WiTH THEM
DEER TRACKS
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