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THIRD INSTALMENT
“Did you drop that bolt in the

well?” Mrs. Durham bleated, in|

dismay.

“I ain’t sayin’ I did or I didn’t.
But remember, if this well ain’t a
producer, you’re blowed up, and it
ain’t a-goin’ to produce till ther’s
a Mrs. Tiller Maddox to see tolit
and to get her share! We bargain-
ed that out, long ago. Yes, an’ I
ain’t afraid of you goin’ back on
our deal, either. You don’t dast.”

“I—I’ll try again.

“You better do more’n #ry. Ill|
give you just one more chance. If|

she don’t come across, I want you
to go visit your folks Saturday ev-
enin’, and leave her here. Under-
stand?”

For a moment
stared at the speaker,
said:

“Tiller Maddox, you’re a dirty
dog!’l

“Say! I’ve took all the back talk
I can stand for one day. You heard
me. You do like I tell you, an’ you
needn’t to get back from your
visit till Monday.”

Mrs. Durham
then she

Not until Ben and Betty had|F

finished their shopping and were
on their way home did he tell her

about the trouble he had had with -

Maddox that morning.

“He let on he was fooling, but]| L

of course hell fire me the first
chance he gets,” Furlong predicted.

“QOh, Ben! Why did you do it?”

“We wepe bound to tie into
each other sooner or later. You
can’t choose a time to get fighting
mad; it’s as much as you can do
to pick a good footing.”

“Aunt Mary won’t let him fire
you. She doesn’t trust - him any
more than I do.”

“Say! What has he got on her?”

The girl did not look up frem
her driving. She fetched a2 deep
breath as she said: “I’d dearly like
to know. There’s something queer
about it.—Uncle Joe was a sweet,
.easy-going man and she rode him
with a Spanish bit. She never
would have let him take me in,
when my folks died, only I did
all the work. But he sure loved
me. When the o excitement came
they rowed and fought for months.
When ever he igot an offer she
claimed he was trying to give the
farm away and threatened to go
to law, I told you about that. He
stood it as long as he ceuld; then
he up and announced that I’d been
more of a daughter to him than
she’d been a wife and he aimed to
give most of his money to me any-
how, and thes he made that lease
with the Planet people. Thit’s how
Maddox came. I think she’d have
poisoned me, if she dared, after
what uncle said. When he was kill-
ed I supposed, of -<course, she'd
throw me out, but she didn’t. No
use to do it, I suppose, inasmuch
as he hadn’t left any writing. As
a matter of fact, she was better to
me than she’d ever beem. That’s
what makes me wonder some-
times—"

“Wonder what?*

“If he didn’t tell Tiller some-
thing. Something that makes her
scared of him. Sometimes she acts
like it’s only because of him that
she’s nice to me—I don’t know
what I'd do if she sent me away.
I haven’t got a red cent. There
isn’t a living soul I could—"

Ben passed his arm around the
slim, girlish figure and drew it to
him, “That’ll be about all for
you!” He kissed the cheek next to
his and Betty hungrily pressed her
face closer. “Good thing you
aren’t an heiress—and me with
less than a hundred dollars.”

“You behave yourself, or you’ll
wreck this car,” the girl warned
him. %

Maddox carried out his inten-
tion. He discharged Furlong on
Friday night, explaining that the
well was down, and the next
morning Bea broke the news to
his sweetheart. Betty was indig-
nant. She was for appealing to
her aunt, but he refused to per-
mit her. He promised to let her
heat from him in a day or so.

Betty’s face was flushed, her
eyes were shining, when she en-
tered the house after he was gone.
She was surprised to find her aunt
awaiting her, .

“Tiller came over the other
night when you was in town,”
Mrs. Durham began.

“Did he?”

“He talked a lot about you.
Tiller’s a fine man, dearie—"

Bogty broke eut irritably:

“Don’t Jet’s {start that all over
again,”

“Oh, your head’s'full of Fur-
long, I suppose! What’s he got?
Nothing. Not even a job. Now
Tiller wants to marry you and—
you better do it.”

“You know very well Tll do
nothing of the sort.”

“Maybe you won’t and maybe
you will.” Mrs. Durham’s lips set
themselves in lines of inflexibility.
“If you got a smitch of sense you
will. D’you want to be poor all
your life or d’you want to be
rich?”

“I tell you I won’t! I won’t!”
declared the girl. “The big black,
greasy brute!”

“Now don’t fly off the handle

Ben passed his arm around the
slim girlish figure and drew it to
him.

L ]

till 'm through. I’ve been pretty
good to you—"

“I’'ve earned my keep ever since
I came. You’d have paid more for
a hired girl than I cost.”

“Oh, hush up and let me fin-
ish, We allus fight like this. Your
Uncle Joe cared a lot for you and
—and I want to respect his wish-
es, When that well comes in this
farm’ll be worth—I don’t know
what. Anyhow, my heart’s set on
seeing you get a good home and
have everything. How’d you like
to live in a fine house in Dallas?”

“What ails you? Are you losing
your mind, Aunt Mary?”

“And you can have ’em if you
marry Tiller. Marry Furlong and
you’ll spend your life over a cook
stove.”

“How can Tiller give me things
like that?”

“Pll give ’em to you.”

After a moment Betty inquired,
curiously, “How much will you
give?”

It was Mrs. Durham’s time to
hesitate, her words came with an
effort. “I don’t know—mebbe a
quarter interest.”

“Humph!” The exclamation ‘was
one of scorn.

“There’s gratitude for you!
Mebbe if it’s a real big well I’d
do better. You—you’ve got to do
it, Betty!” the widow cried in dis-
traction. “If you don’t he’ll ruin
everything. He said so. If that
well don’t come in the farm isn’t
worth—"

“So! That’s why you're so gen-
erous. Now you listen to me. I
wouldn’t marry Tiller Maddox, not
for all the oil in Texas, not if it
was to save your life.”

“Wait! Don’t make
mind in a hurry. I—I'm going
over to Cousin Anna’s—" :

“When? What for?”

“Right after dinner. You think
it over while I'm gone, dearie. T
feel like you was my own kin. I

Pow Cardui ﬁ:lps
Women To Build Up

Cardui stimulates the appetite and
improves digestion, helping women
to get more strength from the food
they' eat. As nourishment is im=-
proved, strength is built up, certain
functional pains go away and wom-
en praise Cardui for helping them
back to good health. . . . Mrs, C. E.
Ratliff, of Hinton, W. Va., writes:
“After the birth of my last baby, I
did not seem to get my strength
back. I took Cardul again and was
soon sound and well. I have given
it to my daughters and recommend
it to other ladies.” . . . Thousands
of women testify Cardul benefited
them. If it does not benefit YOU,
consult a physician.
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want to do right by you and—"
“Rats!” said the girl.

The town lay hot and gasping
under the sun. There was no shade

.out-of-doors, for nothing grew in

the streets, not even grass; its cin-
der yards, its board walls and iron
roofs radiated waves of heat like

those from a stove. :

~ Late in the afternoon Ben Fur-
long entered the skating rink, paid
his admission at the turnstile, and
went through. Here, at least, was
a place to sit down out of the
sun,

Out of the whirling throng
upon the floor shot a figure; it
was Ben’s friend, the engineer of
the Maddox rig. He rolled up to
the bench where Furlong sat and
collapsed upon it.

*Whew! It’s hard work havin’
a good job in this town,” he pant-
ed. “Landed a job yet?”

“I’'ve got some prospects lined

too?”’

“Naw! Maddox laid us off for
for the day. Miz’ Durham brought
us in.”

“Did Betty come with her?”
Ben eargerly inquired.

The engineer shook his head; a
grin spread over his face. “Say!
You know how scared Tiller is of
nitroglycerine? When we left he
was hidin’ out in the brush like
a quail. The powder wagon came
an’ he took it on the run.”

“Powder wagon? What’s a pow-

der wagon doing there?” Ben in-

quired.
“Why, he aim to shoot the well.
He got a permit an’ the stuff’s on

up. What’s the matter? You fired,| the ground, ready for the men.”

He’s crazy if he shoots that

well,” Furlong declared. “What’s
he thinking about?”

“So T told him, ‘Leave her alone
an’ she’ll blow herself in,” I says
to him. She’s coughin’ now, an’
I bet as many wells has been ruin-
ed by that stuff as they is wells
that’s been made.”

“I'm going to see Mrs. Dur-
ham.” Ben rose, but the other ex-
plained:

“She’s gonme away over Sunday
to visit her kinfolks.”

“Who’s looking out for Berty?”

“I dunno. Tiller, I reckon.’

Furlong frowned. For a while he
listened inattentively to his com-
panion, then he rose and left the

rink, _
Conditions all ‘over the oil fields,

as he well knew, were unsettled,
and he did not relish the thought
of Betty out there alone in that
farmhouse; but even more disturb-
ing was the fact that Maddox pro-
posed to shoot the Durham well,
What ailed the man?

After some indecision Ben decid-
ed to warn Betty. it was none of
his business, to be sure, but a word
from her might induce the aunt
to go slowly and perhaps save the
cost of the well. It would be
criminal to leave her in ignorance
of the risks she ran. He tried to
hire a car to run him back out

(Continued on page six)
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SALISBURY'S NEWEST AND MOST MODERN SHOE STORE

ALL ABOARD FOR THE§GRAND

NING

IPPER SHOPPE

FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 1st, 9 O’CLOCK

DEAR LADIES: We are happy to bring this up-to-date shoe store to Salisbury and this vicinity.
beautiful shoes and the greatest values ever offered the ladies of this community. And just listen to the price--$1.99. You
can’t pay more. Any style, any leather consisting of Oxfords, Sport Shoes. Snappy Pumps, Ties, Walking Shoes, Dancing
Shoes, and those good Ole Arch Supporters. If you have ever worn the smart Darling footwear you will rush right in here
to get your share at this stunningly low price of $1.99. If you do not know them, we might tell you that smart women
love them because they are unvaryingly good looking and as flattering as the most expensive shoe you can imagine. . . All
new styles and leathers. . . All sizes. We are prepared to fit mother, daughter, and grandmother. Oh, Yes, we almost forgot
to mention our lovely line of hosiery, and that bag that you have been looking for. You will see that our hosiery and bags
blend so beautifully with our smart shoes---AND THEY ARE SMART SHOES. Come expecting 100 styles and patterns.
We cordially invite you te pay us a visit, we do se want to get acquainted. Very truly yours, The Darling Slipper Shoppe.

We will show the most

DARLING

SLIPPER
SHOPPE

216 South Main Street
Saklisbury, N. C.

SHEER is sheer and in this stocking it comes in
three weights. But all of them clearest because
of a new knitting process. They have double-pre-
tected tops and the famous flexible toe which al-
lows the stocking foot to adjust to the shape of
the shoe you wear. All sizes, all new shades and
all prices.

e T




