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“You'll change your mind when
you meet him. Might as well argue
with a tree stump."”

“But why bother with him?"

“Kay! He's my partner.”

“Oh, I didn't mean that. Why not
get your advice and know where
you're going, instead of staggerin
around blindly. Doesn't it ammm%
to just that?”

“In a way.”

“It seems guidance would help
both of you. A geologist could fig-
ure where that river ran a thou-
sand years ago."”

Hammond spoke slowly. “Maybe
that's an idea, Kay.”

“And you can trust Bruce to the
limit, Father did. As for the fee,
I'll see that he doesn't charge you
anything until after everything is
over." She laughed. *“He'd know
better. I'd slay him if he put in
a bill.”

““McKenzie Joe would have to
stay in the dark. He'd kick over
the traces.™

“Why tell him anything? Look
here, you're digging now at ran-
dom, aren't you?"

“Just about.”

“Then couldn't you just accident-
ally dig where Bruce told you to
look?”" )

“That's an idea too!"

“Then why don't you? You owe it
to yourself. And Joe too. He'd
benefit as much as you.”

He could think of little except
that she was close to him, vibrant-
ly warm, that her hair brushed his
cheek, that a soft hand stroked his
throat.

“I'll have to be terribly quiet
about it,”" he said at last, “Maybe
it'd be better if you'd sort of pave
the way to Kenning. Don't tell him
too much—just enough so that he'll
know what I'm talking about when
1 see him,” .

“I will, dear,” said Kay Joyce
softly. For a deliciously long time,
she remained close to him. Then
slowly she drew away, at last to
become solitary, somehow lonely, as
she looked out over the valley.

“Jack,” came after a Jong time,
“I've a disappointment.” Then with
jerky abruptness, ““We can't be
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“But Kay, that's impossible!™

“Please don't ask me a lot of
silly guestions about not loving
wou,” the girl said crisply. “I can't
stand it.”

Instantly he was beside her.

“What are you trying to say?”

“Nothing—of consequence. I'm
just terribly unhappy, Jack.”

“But why? You say you're crazy
about me. You know I worship
you. What's come over you, Kay?"
he begged. *“That night in Seat-
tle—""

“Can’t you understand? Mother
and I are broke, positively flat
broke!"”

“I know that. Timmy had a loose
tongue last night."

“Father left hardly enough- for
the funeral,” the girl went on bit-
terly. “He even dragged poor
Bruce down in the wreck; almost
ruined him. Bruce has been a saint.
He's kept Mother and me alive. But
just the same, the fact remains
we're broke, flat broke, penniless!™

“Well, what of it?”’ Jack demand-
ed impatiently. “I've got money."

She whirled, facing him.

“And am I to go through life,
calling myself a gold digger?”

“But you're not. That's absolute-
I’ si.lI)‘."

“Is it?"” she asked. “I was the
snooty banker's daughter. I
wouldn’t have anything to do with
you. Then suddenly, I haven't any
money and you've got a lot. “So I
marry you. What's the answer to
that?"

“The answer is that I'll marry
you any time you say.”

“That's the wrong answer, We're
both hot and crazy. Just the touch
of your hand makes me want to
drag you away into some Eskimo
igloo and never come out. But that
will have to pass, if we are to be
happy. We’ll have to go through a
lot; quarrel, adjust ourselves to
each other. Suppose it doesn't work
out?”

““That's what they all say,
That’s why we've got to wait.”
hhl:l: caught her eagerly, tight to

bring you something besides myself
—something I've earned.”

“But you can't work that claim
with your own hands.”

“You said you'd get me some
mm-ll

“That takes money.”

“I've got a little. 'A few hune
dred dollars. That will be enough.
Bruce gives Mother a little to live
on—because of Father."
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“I've got to hit it. I can’t have
you.umil I do. It will be my dow-
Ty "

Jack Hammond went down the
hill that night with the feeling of
having kissed the lips of nobility. A
modest man, it had been inevitable
that he should have faced moments
of doubt—all that now was dis-
pelled,

A few nights later, as McKenzie
Joe scraped the sandy mud off his
boots and prepared to start for
Jeanne’s store and a new tin of to-
bacco, Jack Hamond came out of
the semi-darkness of the cabin and
leaned against the doorway.

“Listen, Joe,"” he began, *“I've
been thinking about something.”

““Yeh?" The old prospector tossed
aside the mud-smeared stick and
stood waiting.

“We've been looking for that old
Li.wr bed in pretty haphazard fash-
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“Have we?"” asked Joe.

“Well, haven't we? We dig a hole
here and a hole there—just stab-
bing blind, in the dark. I've been
thinking that we ought to map out
a campaign. Suppose we swing
away over to the right, almost to

“We Didn't Come to Any
*  Decision.”

the end of our holdings on that
Number § lease, and start putting
down a series of test pits. Then, if
those don't work out, we can start
slowly across the valley—"

The coldly appraising look in Mc-
Kenzie Joe's eyes halted him,

“What crooked mining shark has
been telling you the wrong place to
dig?" he asked bluffly, and walked
on toward Jeanne Towers' cabin.

CHAPTER VI

All in less than two weeks, the
little settlement of Sapphire Lake
had become a village—and was ro-
bustly looking forward to the day
when it would be a town. Timmy
Moon's airplane had caused it

Not that he any longer held the
monopoly. Two days after his first
trip into Wrangell, another gypsy
had flown in from the Alaskan coast
and begun a canvass of the town for
business, Then a third had found
his way up from Vancouver.

For days Timmy Moon had been
chartered by Around the World An-
nie, feverish for artisans, wood-
workers, glaziers and their sup-
plies. Olson’s discovery of gold had
done great things for the morale of
the camp. Other placer miners,
who had been content with mere
panning, now were building rock-
ers, or going in for greater sluicing
operations.

The whole psychology of the
camp had changed, while hardware
and ishing stores in Wrangell
sold out their supplies and the hur-
rying airplanes roared onward to
Juneau and Sitka, there to load up
from new sources and rush back to
the mining camp.

“Yeh," said McKenzie Joe, as he
watched a ship drop to the lake and
taxi to a landing, “‘everybody’s in
a hurry. They could go for months
without glass in their windows—
but now they've got to have it by
the next 'plane. That's the trou-
ble with a new gold diggin's. No-
body wants to let it stay the way
you found it."”

Then suddenly he asked Ham-
mond, “You going to work with me
today on that upper shaft, or are
you still sticking to Loon creek?’

Hammond began to file the rag-
ged edge of a long-handled shovel.

“Don't you think it's up to us to
get as much gold out of that creek
placer as we can? We'll have to
be hiring men soon."”

The older man shot him a quick
glance.
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‘ve up,” .
,TWQI.I?" asked Hammond. “Didn’t
we talk it over the other night?”

“We didn’t come to any decision.”

Hammond felt that McKenzie Joe's
nature had become steadily sourer
ever since the first arrival of Tim-
my Moon's airplane and its pas-
sengers. Jack had resented that,
as though it were an implied insult
to the girl he loved.

“Look here, Joe. We've' got to
get our money out of this discov-
ery. We can't stay here forever.”

“Seems to me,” McKenzie Joe
said, as he
valley, “when we found this place,
we both figured it was where we
were going to settle down—that we
had a life job."”

‘“We're not going to have a year's
job, if we don't find that older bed-
rock. That Loon creek placer won't
be enough for us."”

“It's enough for me right now,"”
the older man said. I ain't ever
seen that much money before."

Hammond bent over the shovel
blade.

“Our ideas are different thgre.”

“You mean, you've let some-
body change 'em for you."

.Hammond threw down the shov-
el; it clattered on the wooden floor.

“I'm getting tired of that. If
you've got anything to say about Kay
Joyce, come out and say it.”

The other man glanced at him
over his shoulder.

“Did I mention any names?" he
asked quietly and moved away to-
ward the upper diggings, a new
test shaft, somewhat distant from
camp and rather deep in the for-
est, by which they sought the bed-
rock. Hammond did not follow.

Instead, with the shovel over his
shoulder, he headed for the placer
workings along the creek. It was a
rejuvenated camp through which he
moved. A roar sounded from the
lake and Timmy Moon's airplane
took off for Wrangell. From far
away came the sound of hammers
over at Around the World Annie's,
on the Alaskan side; a tiny town
had begun there; she called it
Whoopee. As Hammond walked on,
he passed a squat Siwash squaw,
gleaming in a new shawl of wildly
checkered design, an importation
by air.

Then he became aware that some-
one was calling him. It was Jeanne
Towers, waving excitedly from the
doorway of her cabin store.

“I've almost sold out!” she ex-
claimed, as he approached. I'm go-
ing to send in another order tomor-
row. Larry Baine, he's the one with
the all-metal Junkers, is going to
bring me back a whole list of stuff
from Fourcross.”

“That's the way a business
grows,”” Hammond bantered. ““Two
hundred dellars for a claim, doubled
all in a couple of weeks.”

Jeanne laughed, tipping her
home-made gold scales with a toy-
ing finger.

Y“"Well, nearly doubled. I hope I
do it again.’

“And a dozen times after that.
Then I'll know where to borrow if
thot.'I .gold-mining business plays
ou L

He went on then, at last to reach
Loon creek. Kay was not yet there;
it was still breakfast time in most
of the camp. But Bruce Kenning
was moving along the stream, to-
ward one of his claims a quarter
mile beyond. A few hundred yards
up the stream, where the raw-boned
Olson scooped the earth by great
shovelfuls into his sluice, was Mrs.
Joyce. Hammond saw her there
often; now and then he had found
Olson sitting on the veranda of the
Joyce cottage, talking of wander-
ings in many lands in his search
for gold, while Mrs. Joyce gave
far more than her usual monosyl-
labic rejoinders. There was some-
thing about the man which seemed
to fascinate her. Suddenly he ceased
his musings. Bruce Kenning had
come beside him,

““How's the work going with Me-
Kenzie Joe?' he asked quietly.

3 Hammond shrugged his shoul-
ers.

“I haven't been able to get any-
where. He still wants to put down
one hole at a time and give the
rest of his life to it.”

Kenning frowned.

““You can't have that. I'm con-
vinced that the old river bed lies
over toward the British Columbia
hills.” He chuckled. *“I wish it
were the other way around—all my
claims are in the other direction.”

Hammond grinned. ““Well, you
can't say I didn't tell you.”

“Oh, you're talking about that
stuff I bought from Jeanne Towers.
I've added to that a great deal—
on the chance that somebody
around heré would want it. But
everybody's looking the other way.
Just as well. I'm obligated to turn
over some ess claims to an
English syndicate.”

““That’s beyond me."

“Something I took over out of
what was left when' Joyce died. I

velop the property. They just want
something cheap in a live mining
camp.”

“A stock-selling scheme, probab-

“I haven't much doubt of it. Be
glad to have the thing over."”

“So would 1.” Hammond felt he
could share Kenning's repugnance.
He was fired these with the
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N ROUMANIA, East and West
are so interwoven it is diffi-
cult to see where one leaves
off and the other begins.

Perhaps the countless invasions
which have swept her land may
glartly account for this strange

ending of Orient and Oceident.
Each invader, whether he be Ro-
man, Hun, Pole, or Turk, has left
his strong imprint on the nature
of the people.

Though Paris may be France, Bu-
charest is hardly Roumania. This
capital has almost nothing in com-
mon with the country. It is a gay,
cosmopolitan city, often, if not apt-
lv, called the Little Paris of the
Balkans

Its streets are crowded with
smartly dressed women, officers re-
splendent in their uniforms
and gold braid, and men and wom-
of the foreign colonies, who con-
trast strikingly with peasants in na—|
tive dresses and gypsies in rags
and tatters.” Its restaurants and
coffeechouses, always famous for
good food, are abuzz with the latest
political rumors and gossip.

The opening, in the autumn, of
parliament by the king is a bril-
liant event. For several blocks and
for hours, the palace guards in their
bright blue uniforms, high patent
leather jack boots, shining helmets
with white horsehair plumes, stand
smartly at attention until the mem-
bers of parliament, the diplomatic
corps, the army generals, and the
king have passed.

The great moments are the ar-
rival and departure of the king, in
an open landau. Footmen in satin
breeches, long coats of brocade,
and three-cornered hats, and a
ferocious coachman cracking his
whip at six milk-white or coal-black
stallions, on whose backs ride pos-
tilions in bright red hunting cos-
tumes, add to the striking medieval
picture.

You find it fun in winter to hire
an open sleigh drawn by horses
bedecked with bells and red rib-
bons, and driven by a coachman in
a high fur caciula (cachoula), a tall
astrakhan cap, long velvet coat, and
wide girdle of metal.

The wide avenue leading up to
the Arc de Triomphe, past a pretty
little race course and the golf links
of the Country club is a miniature
suggestion of the Champs Elysees
in the French capital. Many stately
palaces and homes line its streets.
Roumania has gone modern in her

Good Musie, Many Churches.

There is much music other than
in the cafes. Bucharest boasts of
rather good opera during the winter
and a really fine symphony fre-

place.
The Parliament buildings and the
Roumanian Orthodox church stand
on the summit of the only hill in

Bucharest.

Bucharest is a city of churches.
From everywhere can be seen ris-
ing the rounded domes of the Rou-
manian Orthodox church. The
ple are religious, but matter-of-
about it. Despite the Slavie
ence, there is no mysticism
Religion is simply a part
| day life. The church is like
| tective father, and
with a simple faith.
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Because s0 many peasanis are
unable to read, signs om many
stores and shops are illustrated with
pictures of the articles for sale
within.

Around Bucharest the country is

Gypsy Girl on a Bucharest Street.

sent an amusingly shaky aspect
along the streets. Roumania is one
of the few countries now left in’
Europe whose peasants usually
dress in native costume.

The Roumanian peasant is lovable.
Always gracious, courteous, and
goodnatured, he is industrious, yet
somewhat inefficient. He works
hard in his fields and forests, but
always in a primitive manner, us-

ing the crude tools of his forefath-
ers.

lessly white. .

With an old-fas iron,
hot by a small charcoal. fire in-
side, she presses them. She, no

terms, the result of which was to
place the peasant in a more ad-
vanced position than he had ever
known.

The land was appraised on a
basis of reasonable value, and the
gentry given Roumanian bonds in

her currency has been among the
most stable.

In the Danube Delta country, dur-
ing the spring and summer, many
camps of gypsies are found. They
carve out of wood huge water
troughs, all variety and manner of
cooking utensils, waching equip-
ment, etc.,With their wild animal
eyes, scraggly black locks, wretch-
edly dirty, and clad in rags, gypsies
are a proof of the disillusionment
of reality.

In the Danube Delta Country.

The delta country covers a tre-
mendous area spreading between
the three branches of the Danube.

Most important of Danube chan-
nels is the Sulina, which carries
most of the river traffic coming
down from far-off Germany, Aus-
tria, Hungary, Yugoslavia, and
Czechoslovakia.

The European Commission of the
Danube, which assures free naviga-
tion of the river, struggles constant-
ly to keep the silt, washed down
from half of Europe, from clogging
up this artery-to the Black sea.

On the Danube's banks are two
important ports, Galiti and Braila,
which receive vessels of ocean
draft. Principal exports are wheat,
barley, corn, lumber, and some oil.

The bird life of the delta is won-
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BIT’I’ERLY does Miriam Hop-
kins regret the day last
year when she told an inter-
viewer that her judgment on
screen stories for herself was
infallibly bad. Whenever she
gets balky about working in a
picture selected for her, Sam
Goldwyn reminds her of her
own admission. Then he goes
on to point out that she thought
“Splendor' was a fine story and
that she did not like ““These
Three."” The latter was her
greatest success, ‘“‘Splendor”
brought nothing but complaints
from the customers.

Recently she completed ‘“Woman
Chases Man" and at the preview
the audience roared with delight so
continuously that it was necessary
to take it back to the studio and in-
sert some scenes to slow up the ac-
tion so that lsaghter would not
drown out the good lines,

—

If you have ever wanted to be a
screen star, if you have ever even
longed to visit Hol-
lywood, then “A
Star Is Born" is a
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.three or four ranking
stars in any studio are given little
portable bungalow dressing rooms.
parked right at the side of the set
where they are working, so Robert
Taylor was rather surprised when

moved them out.

He
ger is a knockout in the new
picture “All Baba Goes to Town.”

James Stewart is so worried for
fear M-G-M will change their minds
about lending him
to R K O to play
opposite Ginger
Rogers that he has
stopped having the
phone answered at
and
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