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'CHAPTER Il~Continued.
SR
Web-ter ltrnck tbe upholstery of an
adjacent chalr a terrific blqw with his
stick—the effect of which was to cause
_everybody In tbte room to start and
p conceal Mr, Webster momentarily’
in & cloud of dust; the while in a bél-
_lowing baritone he sang:

“His father was & hard-rock miner;
He comes from my home town—"

“Jack Webster! The devil's own
kin!” shouted Neddy Jerome. He
swept the cards into a heap and wad-
dled across the room to meet this
‘Iatest assailant of the peace and dig-
nity of the Engineers’ club. “You old,

. *Worthless, ornery, no-good son.of a
‘Mzard! I've never been so.glad to see
/& man that didn’t owe me money. I've

" been - combing  the - whole: civilized
+'world for you, for a month, at least.
‘Where the devil have you been?”

John Stuart Webster beamed hap-
pily upon his friend. “Well, Neddy,’

" ‘you old stocking-knitter,” he replied
quizzically, “since that is the case, I'm

. mot surprised at your failure to find
me. You've known me long enough

to have-remembered to confine your
search to the uncivilized reaches.”

“Well, you're here, at any rate and
.T'm happy. Now you settle dowa.” '’

“Hardly, Neddy. “I'm young yet,
¥you know—only forty. Still a real live
man and not quite ready to degenerate
into a card-playing, eat-drink-and-be
merry, die-of-inanition, sink-to-oblivion
and go-to-h—— fireplace spirit!” And
Bp prodded Jerome in the short ribs
with a tentative thumb that caused
the old man to wince. He permitted
his friend to drag him downstairs to
the deserted lounge, where Jerome
prused in the middle of the room and
renewed Lis query: !

“Where have you been, I ask?”

“Out in Deatn valley, California, try-
ing to pty loose a fortune.” *

~ “Did you pry it?"

John Stuart Webster arched his eye-
brows in mock reproach. “And you
ean see my new suit, Neddy, my six-
teen~dollar, magde-to-order ghoes and
my horny hoofs’encased in silken hose
~—and ‘ask that guestion? -, Freshly
shaved and ironed and almost afraid

. %0 8it down '‘and get wrinkles in my
trousers! Smell that!” He blew a
eloud of cigar smoke into Jerome's
smiling face. The latter sniffed. “It
smells expensive,” he raplled.

“Yes, and you can bet it tastes ex-
peasive, ' too,” Webster ' answered,
banding his cigar-case to his friend.

Jerome bit the end of his cigar and
wspat derisively. “How much have you
made?’ he demanded . bluntly,

“It's none of your business, but T'll
tell you because I love you, Neddy. I've
made one hundred thousand dollars.”

“Chicken-feed,” Jerome ' retorted.
“Johnny, I've been combing the min-
eval belt of North and South America
for you for a month.”

“Why this sudden belated interest
in me?”

“I have a fine job for you. John—"

“King'ds X" Webster Interrupted,
and showed both hands with the fin-
gers crossed. “No plotting against my
peace and comfort, Neddy. Haven't I
told you I'm all dressed up for the
first time In three years, that I haye
monq!nmypocketlndmorein
bank? Man, m going to tread the
primrose path for a year befors I get
back into the harness again.”

Jerome waved a deprecatory hand,
figuratively brushing aside such feeble
and Inconsequential argument. “Are
ywu foot-loose?” he ;demanded.

“I'm not. 'I'm. bound in golden
cdains—"

“Married, ¢h? Great Scott, I might
have guessed it. So you're on your
honeymoon, eh?”

“No such luck, you vichy-drinking
feonoclast. If you had ever gotten far
enough from this club during the past
fifteen years to get' a breath of real
fresh alr, you'd understand why .Y
want to enjoy civilization for a week
or two before I go back te a mine su-
perintendent’s cabin on some bleak hill,
No, siree. 01d Jeremiah Q. Work and
T have had a falling"out. Dad burn
your picture, Neddy, I want some
class!  TI've been listening to.-a dago
shift-boss playing the accordeon for
three years—and he could only piay
three funes. Now I want Sousa’s
band. I've been bathing in tepid, dirty
water- In a redwood slulce-box, and
now I desire a steam room and a nee;
* dle shower and an osteopath. I've been
bossing Greasers and Italians and was
forced to learn ‘their langnage to get

results, and now I t to speak my

mother tongue to my old friends. &
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come and claim®my. property,”

“Neddy, I'll not werk for yq:. I'm
mad. I won't play.”

“You're it. I just tagged m

“I require a mt:—-bnt un!old your
proposition, Neddy. I was born a
poor, weak vessel consumed with a
cnrlosit.v that was eyer my ‘n‘dn‘.
Iunonlyprotutthatthuhmm'
to treat a friend.”

“Nonsense! My own brother wants
this job, and I have ‘refused to give it

| to him, Business is bu-tnm—nd T've

saved it for you™

Jerome leaned forward and lm his
finger * confidentially .on Webster's
knee; whereat the light-hearted wan-
gmr carefully lifted the finger,
rushed an - nfu qpock of dirt
tmmlt.andletltoownw “Be
serlotis, - you' ingrate,” Jerome pro-
tested, #Listen! 'T've, béen working
for two years on a dation up
near Telldride, and Just put it
@across. Jack, it's the biggest thing in’
the countq Colorada Consolidated
Mines * Company, Limited. English
capital, Jack. Pay ’em 6 per cent.

and they'll call you blessed, There's.

twenty}ﬂve'qhouand a year In it, with
a house and a good cook and an au-
tomobile and a chauffeur, and.you can
come to. town whenever you _please,
provided you don't neglect the com-
pany’s interests—and I know you're
not that kind of an engineer,”

. “Do I have to put some money Into
it, |Neddy?”

|+ 4Not necessarily, althouh I should |

advise it. I can let you. in on the
ground floor for that hundred thou-
sand of yours, guarantee you a hand-
some profit and in lll probability a big"
clednup.”
. “Lfeel mygelf ll!pplhz. Neddy. Nev-
ertheless, the tall goes with the hide.
I’mnotlnthohubuntukm;my
friends to guarantee my investments,
and if you say it's right, I'll spread |
what I have left of the hundred thou-
sand when I report' for duty.”. .
“It's beem a. tremendous job get-

ting this consolidation ‘over, Jack.
When—"
“In’ pity’s namel- Bpm ma. l’n

heard - all I want to hear about your |

confounded  consolidation.
News! Give me news!
beg for a, drink—

News!
I have to
Mose, you black

‘sinner, how dare. you -appear before

me without bringing a drink?”

Mose, the aged colored porter of
the Engineers’ club, fiashed a row of
ivories and respectfully returned the
democratic gmﬂng.

“Letter for you, suh, The secre-
tary told me to give it to you, Mistah
Webster.”

“Thank you, Mose. Speak up, Ned-
dy, and tell me something. Ever hear
anything of Billy Geary?”

'+ He was tearing the edge of the en-
velope the while he gazed at Jerome,
who was rubbing his fat hands to-
gether after the fashion of elderly men
who are well pleased with themselves:

“You have a chance to become one
of the greatest and richest mining en-
gineers in 'the world, Jack,” he an-
swered, “now that you've cut loose
from that young crook Geary. I don’t
know what's become . of him, and
neither does any else. For that
matter, nobody cares,”

“I do—and you can take the brief
end of thay bet for your last white
chip. Don't let me hear you or any-
body else say anything against Billy
Geary. That boy goes for my money,
every turn in the box. Don't make
any mistakes about that, oldtimer,”

Webster's face suddenly was seri-
ous; the bantering intonation in‘ his
volce was gone, and a new, slightly
strident mote had crept Into it. +But
Jerome waved his hand soothingly.

“All right, old Johnny Pepper-box,
have it your own way. Nevertheless,
'm_ a little mystified. The last 1
knew of you two, you had testified
against him in the high-grade trials
at Cripple Creek, and he had pulled
out under a cloud, even after hia ac
quittal.,”

“Give a dog a bad name, and it will
stick to him,” Webster retorted. “Of
course | testified against him. As en-
gineer for the Mine Owners' associa-
tion, T had to. The high-grade ore
was found In his assay office, and the
circumstantfal evidence was complete,
and 1 admit Billy was acquitted
merely because I and-others could not
swear positively that the ore came
from any certain mine. It was the
same old story, Neddy. You can be
morally certain that high-grade ore
has been stolen from your fuine, but
unless you catch the ore thief fn the
act, how can you prove it? - I suppose
read the newspaper reports and
them, just as everybody else

,lntemt!nthec*a—-mt
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*Well, !ﬂ'nt lt. Jack. It's all ovcr
long mgo, and forgotten.”
. “It wasn't all over B0 Jong ago as
‘you seem ‘to. think. 1 ‘suppose you
knew ‘the Holman gang was after-
vhm ‘sent to the' penitentiary for
thoq same high-grade operations?
Billy Geary's  acquittal didn’t end my
a jugful!

owners themselves; and {t cost me my

good nmya.n a mining en-
”ﬁ:’ .dollars of
money ‘that I'd’ mm ‘together,

Of course you never knew this, Neddy,
and for that ' nmtter, neither does

| Geary. 1 wish he did, We were good

friends onee, I earulnly was mighty
‘fond, of that: boyJ"

..Bi drew. ‘the - letter from the en-’
velope and slowly opened it.

“And you never heard what became
of Geary?”’

“Not a word, Iwumobuywon-
dering what was to become of me, I
couldn't get a job anywhere in Colo-
rado, and I moved to Nevada. Made
a million in Goldfield, dropped it In
the panic of nm and had to start
again—"

“Borax. Staked a group of claims
down in Death valley. Bully ground,
Neddy. and/ 1" was busted when 1 lo-
cated them, ,Had to borrow money to
pay the filing' fees and iIncorporation,
and did my own assessment work.
Look " Webster held up his hands,
still somewhat grimy' and calloused.
“The Borax trust knew I was busted,
but théy never could quite get over
the fear that I'd dig: up some backing
and give them a run—so they bought
me out.”

“Somebody told me Geary had gone
«to Rhodesia,” Jerome continued mus-
ingly, “or maybe it was Capetown, 1
know he was seen somewhere In South
Africa,”

“He left the Creek. Immediately
‘after the conclusion of his trial. Poor
boy! That dirty business destroyed
the Jad and made a tramp of him, I

I)tell you, Neddy, no two men
ever Hved who came nearer to loving
each other than Billy Geary and his
old Jack-pardner, A We bucked the
marts of men and went to sleep to-
gether. hungry many a time during
our five-year partnership. Why, Bill
was like my own boy. Jerome, I curse
the day T took that:boy out from un-
 derground. and put him. in the assay
office to learn: the business. How
could I know that thé Holman gang
had cached the stuff in his shack?”"

“Well, it's too bad,” Jerome an-
swered dully. He was quite willing
that the subject of conversation should
be changed. ' “I'm glad to get the right
dope on thé boy, unyhow. Have an-
other drink?”

“Not untfl I read thil letter. Now,
who the dickens knew 1 was headed
for Denver and the Engineers’ club?
I didn't tell a soul, and I only ar-.
rived this morning.”

He turned to the last page to ascer-)
tain the identity of his correspondent,
and his facial expression ran the
gamut from surprise to a Joy that was
good to see. g

John Stuart Weébster read the letter
deliberately, after which he sat in si-
len€ contemplation of the design of the
carpet for fully a minute before reach-
Ing for the bell. A servant responded
Immediately.

“Bring me the time-tables of all
roads leading to. New Orleans,” he
ordered, “—also a cable blank.”

Webster had reread the letter be-
fore ‘the servant returned with the
time-tables.

“August, you go out to the desk,
like a good fellow, and ask the secre-
fary to arrange for a compartment for
me to New Orleans on the Gulf States
limited, leaving at 10 o'clock tomor-
row night” He handed the servant
his card. . “Now. walt a minute until
I write something.” He seized the
cable blank, helped himself, unin-
vited, to Neddy Jerome's fountain pen,
and wrote:

“William H. Geary, Calle de Concordia
No, 19, Buenaventura, Sobrante,
G A
“Salute, you young jackass! Just

recelved your letter. Cabling thou-

sand for emergency roll first thing to-
morrow, WIIl order machinery. Leav-

Ing for New Orleans tomorrow night,

to arrive Buenaventura first steamer,

Your letter caught me with a hundred

thousand. We cut it two ways and

take our chapces. Keep a light In the
window for your old
“JACK-PARDNER.”

“That’s a windy cablegram,” Neddy
Jerome remarked as the servant bore
It away. “Why all this garrulity? A
cablegram anywhere generallv costs at
least a dollar a word.”

“‘That’'s my delight of a shiny
night, In the -season of the year,’"
quoted Johm Stuart Webster; *“and
why the devil economize when the boy
needs cheering up?’

“What boy?”

“Billy Geary.”

“Where is he?”

oluuG:lants” Ete.

“What ;have you been, doing lately?” |

Wsymam

woﬂthluﬂedwukodlme
ummcpnumm “8o he

*mf\ha. Just to celebrage the

discovery of your old pal, I'll tell you

‘what Tlldo. I'll O. K, your: voucher

for the expense of bringing young
Gen ‘back to the U.'S. A., and when
mhn,nmnbenptoyou
I a snug berth for him with Col-
orado Consolldated.”
"Noddy ‘sald John Stuart Webster,
‘1; my halidom, I love thee. You're
uthtrul. klndly stick-in-the-

f‘No if’s nor but's, T'm your hoss”
Jerome . Interrupted, ' and waddled
away to telephone the head waiter at
his favorite restaurant to reserve a
table for two,

My, Webster ‘sighed. He disliked
exceedingly' to disappoint old Neddy,
but— He shrank from seeming to
think overwell of himself by declin-
ing 'a twenty-five-thousand-dollara-
year job with the biggest mining com-
pany- in. Colorado, but—

“Rotten luck,” he sollloquized. “It
runs that way for & while, and then

it changes, and gets worse!”

When Jerome returned to his seat,
the serious look in WMI"I hitherto
laughing eyes challenged his immedi-

‘ate attention.

“Neddy,” sald Iohn Stuart Webster
gently, “do you remem my cross-
ing my fingers and saying ‘King’s X’
when you cameé at me with that propo-
sition of yours? It just breaks my
heart to have to decline It, but the
fact of the matter is, I think you'd
better give that job to your brother,
after all. At any rate, I'm not going
to take It.”

“WhyA” thé amazed Jerome. de-
manded.
head. Of course you'll take it.” '

For answer Webster handed his
friend the letter he had just recelved.

“Read that, old horse, and see if you
can't work up a eimnla.uon." he sug-
gested.

Jerome adjusted his spocuclu und
read:

“Calle de Concordia 19, Buenaventuka,
“Sobrante, C. A.

“Dear John: I would address you
as ‘dear friend John," did I but pos-
sess sufficient courage. In my heart
of hearts you are still that, but after
three years of silence, due to my stu-
pidity and hardness of heart, it is, per-
hdps, better to make haste 'lowly

“To begin, I should Iike to be for-
given, on the broad general grounds
that I am most almighty sorry for
what 1 went and done! Am I forgiv-
en? I seem to seé your friendly old
face and hear you answer ‘Aye,’ and
with this load off my, chest at last I
believe I feel better iready

“Jack, you poor,’deluded old plece
of whith meat, do you think for a mo-
ment that I held against you your
testimony for the operators in Cripple
Creek? I thought you belleved the
charges and that you testified In a
firm belief that I was the guilty man,
as all of the circumstantial evidence
seemed to indicate, I thought this for
three long, meagre years, old friend,
and I'm sorry. After that, I suppose
there isn't any need for me to say
more, except that you are an old fool
for not saylng you were going to
spend your money and your time and
reputation trying to put my halo back
on straight! I doubt If I was worth
it, and you knew that; but let it pass,
for we have other fish to fry.

“The nubbin of the matter is this:
There is only one good gold mine left
in this weary world—and I have it
It's the sweetest wildcat I ever struck,
and we stand the finest show in the
world of starving to death if we
tackle it without sufficlent capital to
go through. It will take at least thirty
thousand dollars, and we ought to
have double that to play safe. I do
not know whether you have, or can
raise, sixty cents, but at any rate I
am going to put the buck up to you
and you can take a look.

“This is a pretty falr country, Jack
—if you survive long enough to get
used to it. At first you think it's Par-
adise; then you grow to hate it and
know it for hell with the lid off; and
finally all your early love for it re-
turns and you become what I am now
—a tropieal tramp! There is only one
soclal stratum lower than mine, and
that’s the tropical beachcomber. 1
am not that—yet; and will not be if
my landiady ‘will continue to listen to
my blandishments. She s a sweet
soul, with a divine dispesition, and I
am duly grateful.

“I would tell you all about the geog-
raphy, topography, flora and fauna of
Sobrante, but you ¢an ascertain that
in detall by consulting any stand-
ard encyclopedia. Governmentally the
country is similar to Its sister re-
publics, It's a cold day indeed when
two patriots, two vivas and a couple
of old Long Tom Springfield rifles
cannot upset the Sobrante apple cart.
We baven't had a revolution for near-
ly six months, but we have hopes.

“l am addressing you at the Engi-
neers’ club, In the hope that my letter
may reach you there, or perhaps the
secretary will know your address nnd

-ago and overlooked

‘“Johnny, you're crazy in the

slderable 3: a box:é«m

ularly, but now M I
thing I do not kuow of

whom I care to share it
own genial ‘self,

from you, ;
gbr numt.l’. 85
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- Jerome finished reading this mr!-‘
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able communication; ‘then with'
finite ‘amusement he régarded
of
®

1

Stuart Webster dver the tops
glasses as one who examines
and interesting species of bug.
“So Bllly loves that dear
eh?’ he sald with abysmal sa
“Jack Webster, listen to'a sane
and be guided accordingly. 1'was
this same little Bmlm
Iwnthmtorthmd‘!l.tnd!
wouldn't have been there three min-
utes it T could have caught a steamer
Of all the miserable,
squallid, worthless, ornery, stinking
boles on the face of @od’s green toot-

is

g.,
s

taf

~ftool, Sobrante is thé worst—

may judge it by Its capital city. Ar‘
you golng to chase off to this God-for~
saken fever-hole at theé behest of a lad
scarcely out of his swaddling clothes?
Jack Webster, surely you aren't going
to throw yourseif awa¥—give up the
sure thing I offer you—~to join Billy
Geary in Sobrante and finance a wild-
cat prospect without a certificate of
title attached. Be reasonable. What
did you wire that confounded boy 1™

“That I was coming.”

“Cable him you've changed na
mind, We'll send him some money te
come home, and you can give him a

“Cable’ Him You've Changed Your
Mind.”

good job under you. I'll O, K. the
voucher and charge it to your pen
sonal expense account.”

“That's nice of you, old sport, and 1
thank ‘you kindly. Il talk to Billy
when I arrive in Buenaventura, and if
the prospect doesn’t look good to me,
I'll argue him out of it and we'll come
home. “Let me go., I might come back.
But I must go. T want to see Billy.”

“You just satd a minute ago you'd
turned the forty-year post,” Jerome
warned him. “And you're now going
to lose a year or two more in which
you’ might better be engaged laying
up a foundation of independence for
your old age. For Heaven's sake, man,
don't be a fool.”

“Oh, but I will be a fool,” John Stu-
art Webster answered; aad possibly,
by this time, the reader has begun te
understand the potency of his middle
name—the Scotch are notoriously pig-
hedaded, and Mr, Webster had just
enough oatmeal in his blood to have
come by that center fire name honest-
ly. “And you, you poor old horse,
you could not possibly understand
why, if you lived to be a million years
old.”

He got pp from his chatr to the full
height of his six-feet-one, and
stretched 190 pounds of bone and mus-
cle, -

“And so I shiil go to Sobrante and
lose all of this all-lmportant money,
shall I?” he jeered.- “Then by all the
gods of the Open Country, I hope I
may. Dad burn you, Neddy, I'm not &
Methuselsh. 1 want some fun in life.
I want to fight and be broke and go
hungry and then make money for the
love of making it and spending it, and
I want to live a long time yet. I want
to see the mirage across the sagebrush
and héar it whisper: ‘Hither, John
Stuart Webster! Hither, you fool,
and I'll hornswoggle you again, as in
an elder day I hornswoggled you be-
l’om"'

Jerome shook his white thatch hooe
lessly.

“I thought you were a great mining
engineer, John,” he sald sadly, “but
you're not. You're a poet. You de
not seem to care for money.”

“Make it $10,000 and I will
guarantee to deliver the man
within 90 days.”
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Spencer, was badly * when
plug blew out of the boﬂtrﬁ
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Fayetteville—A huge wodam

latest big industrial enterprise

New Bern.—Louls Boyd, colored |
was shot and killed by Patrolman
Fred B.Rowe, following an assault on
the officer when he. attempted to

nnthourut.

mm—mmumuvmm
take another”™ tumble, @ precipitate
drop which left goods in neary every
shop in town not u great deal higher
in price then during the fall of 1916,

Statesville.—Prof. D. Matt Thomp-
son, who has been superintendent of
the Statesyille graded schools since
their establishment twenty-nine years
880, was struck and seriously injured
by an automobile.

Rocky Mount. — Burns reéceived
when & pot of boiling coffee was pc-
cidently overturned at the home of
#ts parents resulted in the death of

old son of Mr, and Mrs, George H.
Coltrane. ’ ¥

‘Wineton-Salem. During a briet
busineas trip to wmnon&lom Gover-
nor T. W. Bickett, advised some of
tis close friends that he has definitely
decided to locate in Raleigh at the
close of his term a#®North Carolita’s
ohdef executive, '

High Point, — Several burglaries
have been committed in High Point
during the past few weeks, but none
bas ceused more comment the
one when $75 disappeared ‘the
lockers of Desk Sergeant Ed Mungo,
at local police headquarters.

Belmont.—A large and appreciative
audience greeted the presentation of
“Edward the Oonquomr" at Belmont
Abbey college,

‘Raleigh.—Celebration of the 9th
birthday of Comrade Cathey of Ma-
con county, ‘the oldest soldier in the’
Oonfederate home Mn, was held st
the home,

Statesville.—~Thé North Camolina
fox Hunters’ assoclation’ will meet in
Btafesville on Tuesday, Decemiber 7,
for the purpose of effecting a perma-
*pent organization.

Reldsville—Tobacco breaks at the
local warehouses were quite heavy
the first three days of this week.
Prices show very little changes,
though it is thought some of the me
#um grades were lltth‘ tly off.

" . Hamlet.—~An exceedingly enjoyable
occasion was a gathering of a large
aumber of the Methodistd of Hamlet
at the church on Thankegiving night
when Rev. J. H. Buffalo, the retiring

tor, was pr ted with a chest
ot silver.

ed, of Washington, D. C., formerly of
Robeson county, North Carolina, was
bound over to superior court here in
the sum of $600 for doing an insur-
ance business without a license.

" 'Wilson~—It looks blue and is blue
for tobacco farmers, supervisor of
sales. reports for the week ending
November 24, four days sales, 2,636,
874 pounds which brought $628,033.29,
an average of $23.82 per hundred
pounds,

Fayeiteville.—Lower food prices in
Payetteville cafes is assured by the
action of the leading cafe here, which
ha scut prices of all foods on fts me-
nue 20 per cent. It is predicted that
others of the large number of restau-
rants in the city will follow.

Middlesex. — Fire completely de
stroyed the building and contents of
the Middlesex supply company, one of
the largest gemeral merchantile con-
cerns in this vicinity, causing a loss
estimated at $100,000, partly covered
by insurance.

Asheville.—The thirlyseventh’ an-
nual North Carolina Teachers’ assem-
bly is now_ history. The closing ses-
sion was featured by the address of
Dr. George A. Works, rural education
professor of Cornell university. [

New Bem.—Moses Harris, negro,
said to have been ome of the most
desperate moonshiners in this sec-
tion of the state, and who, officers
say, had bossted that he never would
be uhn alive, was shot ° " killed
by revenue officers & fow miles from
Trenton.

plant for the manufacture gun rollers | g
' to be 'used in mining operations s the |

by the Fayetteville Chnmbot. of Com-

arrest the negro for firing a revolver

Kenneth Bruce Coltrane, eight montis |

‘Wilson.—Rev. N. 8. Gillespie, color ’
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