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SECOND INSTALMENT 
, Jim rose and followed the man 

out of the building. Hiram Morris 
here! In Alaska! It was incredi- 
ble. More incredible still was it to 

recognize in this bent figure of dis- 

couragement the once mighty man 

of Michigan, the colossus of Jim’s 
youth. 

Mr. Morris shuffled along the 
street, shaking his head and mut- 

tering to himself. As he passed the 
entrance to a bakery whence issued 
the savory odors of fresh bread, 

"pies, and spicy cakes he paused, 
lifted his face, and breathed deeply. 
He halted again before a restaurant 

inside the show window of which 
were displayed raw steaks and chops 
and cold-storage chickens upon a 

bed of cracked ice. 
Jim recognized the expression in 

that thin, eager face and he experi- 
enced a shock. Good God! the man 

was hungry! Hungry in Alaska! 
Nobody had ever gone hungry on 

the Yukon. What kind pf camp 
was this? 

Holding his voice to a casual 
tone, he said: "Excuse me, but I’m 
looking for a clean cafe. Can you 
tell me where the gamblers eat?” 

"Right here, I believe. It is the 
most expensive place in town.” The 

speakers’ gaze remained fixed up- 
on the window. 

l m a stranger nere ana i aon t 

know a soul. Won’t you join me?” 
Mr. Morris looked up now, swift- 

ly: in his eyes was a glitter that 
Rowan had seen in the eyes of fam- 
ished trail dogs. "Why, you don’t 
know me! Besides—I’m not dressed 
for a place like this. I thank you, 
but—” | 

"Come on. You’ll be doing me a 

favor.” Jim held the door open and 
waited for the ragged figure to pre- 
cede him, then he selected a table 
in one of- the booths and ordered a 

meal for two which caused his guest 
to say: 

"My dear sir, you can’t be fami- 
liar with Nome prices. A T-bone 
steak is seven dollars and—those 
fresh vegetables. Why, you’ve or- 

dered a millionaire’s banquet.” 
"Well, it is a sort of banquet 

with me. It celebrates an occa- 

sion.” 
"Indeed?” 
"I meet an old friend tonight: a 

man from my home town.” 
Mr. Morris was ready and will- 

ing to talk about Nome. He had 
failed greatly and he was at a gar- 
rulous age, but about himself he 
had little to say and it was some 

time before Jim managed to discov- 
er that he had been here for two 

years, mining, but without success. 

“You know how it is,” he ex- 

plained with a tremulous smile; "it 
takes time to develop a placer pro- 
perty when you have no capital. 
But I have a splendid claim and one 

of these days I’ll land in the pay.” 
The two men chatted on until 

their food was served, and, inas- 
much as the host had not seen fit 

to introduce himself the guest did 
not make himself known. It was 

not until the latter had eaten rav- 

enously, to his complete satisfaction 
and had lighted an expensive cigar 
of Jim’s selection, that the younger 
man said: 

"Perhaps you’d like to hear about 
that old friend I met. He was a 

big man in our town and I was a 

poor kid, but he gave me some ad- 
vice that I’ve tried to live up to. 

It came about like this: one morn- 

ing we were having a snowball fight 
in front of the school-house when 
he drove past in his cutter.” 

Mr. Morris peered curiously at 

the speaker. 
"I don’t know what possessed 

me, but I threw a ball at him. It 
was ice. It hit him, hurt him like 
the devil. I’d have been fired from 
school only for him. He—” 

"Where was this?” 
"It was in Dover. You took me 

to the principal and—” 
“Why, this is extraordinary! 

Then your name is—Rowan. You’re 

Jim Rowan’s boy. And you recog- 
nized me, after all these years!” 
Mr. Morris was deeply mov§d. 

"I couldn’t fail to recognize that 
scar on your cheek, sir, inasmuch 
as I put it there.” 

"My dear boy!” The old man 

took Jim’s hand in both of his. 
"How strange that we should meet 

like this! And how you fooled me! 
You had your little joke, didn’t 

you?” 
"Merely because I wasn’t sure 

you’d accept my invitation to dine 
if you knew who I was.” 

Mr. Morris confessed reluctant- 

ly:'T—I’m not sure that I would 
have accepted, Jim. You see, times 
have changed; things haven’t gone 
well with me and it hurts a man’s 

pride to acknowledge failure to his 
friends. I have some pride left. 
That’s why I’m not going back 
until I land inn the pay. Now that 

you know everything, I’m going 
to make a confession: I was—act- 

ually hungry when you invited me 

in!” 
"Hell of a camp, to let a man go 

hungry!” Rowan exclaimem, harsh- 
ly- 

"You see, I’m pretty old and 
I’m not very strong. It’s hard for 
me to* get work. However, a little 

poverty, a little hardship, doesn’t 
hurt anybody. It makes one enjoy 
good fortune when it comes. But, 
Jim, my boy, tell me about your- 
self. How did I ever help you? 
You must have struck it rich to 

be able to afford an extravagance 
like this—this banquet?” 

Rowan shrugged. "I’ve made a 

little and I’ve spent a little. You 
made me promise to fight fair and 
never hit a fellow when we wasn’t 
looking. I could have made more 

if I hadn’t lived up to that promise, 
but—” 

"Never mind. Crooked money 
isn’t worth having and money of 
any sort isn’t worth too high a 

price. This is a cruel country and 
it’s hard to get ahead. But you’re 
young and you’ve taken good care 

of yourself.” Mr. Morris’s failing 
eyes did not see that Jim’s flesh 
was flabby and that the bleach in 
his cheeks came from lack of sun- 

light. "That’s your early training.l 

I’ve no sympathy for these wasters 

who squander their money over 

bars and gambling tables.” 
Rowan nodded gravely; he spoke 

the literal truth when he said: 
"Neither have I.” 

"I’m out of date, perhaps, but I 
still retain my old-fashioned ideas. 
I daresay I don’t belong here.” 

"Why don’t you leave?” 
"How can I?” The question was 

accompanied by a crooked smile 
and a regretful shake of the gray 
head. 

“But your family—?” With a 

gambler’s caution Jim was leading 
up to the question that had trem- 

bled upon his lips from the moment 

he had first recognized Rose’s 
father. 

"Mrs. Morris died several years 
» 

ago. 
“Pm sorry. I haven’t heard from 

home in ages.” There was a mo- 

ment of silence, then with averted 
eyes and in a tone of indifference 
the younger man said, "Your 

Mr. Morris peered riously at the 
speaker. 

daughter Rose must be a woman 

now.” 
Hiram Morris looked up eagerly. 

"Yes. Yes, indeed! A lovely, sweet 

girl.” 
"Married, no doubt?” 
"No. But some day I hope her 

Prince Charming will come along. 
Poor Rose, she deserves a prince! 
She’d love to see you, I know, but 
—I’m afraid her pride is stiffer 
than mine. You understand. She 
feels our situation keenly—” 

"You don’t mean she’s—here?” 
"Why, yes! Where' else would 

she be?” She’s all I have.” 
Rowan felt himself grow dizzy, 

ill. Rose here! Dependent upon 
this poor, feeble old man whom he 
had surprised staring at a cafe 
window like a famished wolf! It 
was a moment before he could 
trust himself to inquire: "Where is 
she? What is she doing?” 

"She’s out on the creek. I came 

in to look for a man, a helper, but 
—I can’t pay wages and nobody 
cares to prospect a claim for an in- 
terest in it when there are so many 
claims to be had for the taking, or 

to be jumped. We’ve about reached 
the end of our rope. I saw the no- 

cice of that Michigan meeting and 
[ thought I might find somebody 
there.” 

"You did,” said Rowan. When 
Morris looked at him uncompre- 
hendingly, he explained: "You 
found me.” 

"Oh, my boy! You don’t under- 
stand—” 

"I understand perfectly. You 
want a working partner and you’ll 
give him an interest. All right, 
how much of an interest do I get?” 

"Why, I was going to offer a 

half—” 
"That’s too much, just for a pick 

and shovel stiff. I’ll put up the 

grub and outfit for all hands.” 
"Nonsense! You’ve done well—” 
“Not well enough so that I can 

afford to turn down a good offer 
like this. You’ve been here fewo 
years and you haven’t struck pay; 
I spent five years on the Yukon and 
never made a dollar out of mining. 
I left to look for something. Well, 
I’ve found it.” 

The next morning Jim Rowan I 

put a pack on his back and hit the 
trail. It was the first time in near- 

ly five years that he had felt pack 
straps, for The Michigan Kid had 
taken his exercise by proxy, and he 
was dismayed to discover how soft 
and how short of breath he had be- 
come. He felt a pang when he 
heard the siren of his steamer giv- 
ing the signal to weigh anchor, lor 
he was heartily sick of the north- 
land and hungry for the world out- 

side. He had worked long for this 
hour; he felt now as if some one 

had offered him a drink then snat- 

ched it away. 
And the worst of it all was that 

he had no doubt made a fool of 
himself! Rose would not—could 
not be the girl he had known; nor 

could the faint spark of a boyhood 
infatuation be fanned into the 
flame of a real man’s love, for 
men’s states change without their 
knowing it. He knew without 
asking that. Rose shared all of her 
father’s scruples and prejudices. 
Lucky for him that he had buried 
The Michigan Kid. 

Rose had bloomed into exactly 
the sort of woman that Jim had 
expected, thereby disproving the 
cynical statement that our realiza- 
tions never equal our anticipations. 
She was a little more fragile than 
he had pictured her, but the reason 

for that was evident and it wrung 
his heart. 

Ten mifiutes after he'saw her, 
heard her voice, looked Into her 
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"Of course you realize the supplies 
came just in time?” 

eyes, he had ceased all regrets about 
that departed steamship. 

She was delighted to see the boy 
she had known, and with her own 

hands she prepared the simple sup- 
per for three. Later she sought out 

Jim as he was strolling about the 
claim. 

"Father tells me that you have 
bought a complete out3t of sup- 
plies, and lumber for another cab- 
in.” 

"Yes. They’ll be out tomorrow.” 
The girl lowered her eyes and 

said with some difficulty: "Of 
course you realize that they came 

just in time. It’s almost easier to 

take charity from strangers than 
from old friends. I’m sorry you 
made the sacrifice.” 

" 'Charity’? 'Sacrifice’? What 
sacrifice?” 

"Father says you were on your 
way 'outside’—after five years. I 
know what that means. 

Continued Next Week. 

Meehan Tied For Second 
Honors Among High 

Scorers of Nation 

Has Scored More Touch- 
downs Than Leader 

Red Meehan is again bringing 
glory to Catawba through his 
high scoring this season. At the 
time of this writing he holds the 
honor of being the second highest 
scoren in the country. frh e Asso- 
ciated Press sent out the following 
report: 

"Ray Zeh, Western Reserve 
fullback, leads the country in 

scoring, having a total of eighty- 
seven points. 

"Close on his heels are Ellis 
Meehan of Catawba in North 
Carolina and Stanley of Williams, 
each of whom has crossed the goal 
line fourteen times for a grand 
total of eighty-four points.” 

Zeh, however, has only eleven 
touchdowns to his credit, claiming 
the title ias a result of making 
good 21 tries for extra points. 
This puts Meehan three touch- 
downs ahead of the leading scor- 

er, but since "Red” doesn’t con- 

vert his team’s extra points, he is 
relegated to second place. 

Red was the nation’s second 
highest scorer last season when his 
arm was broken in the game with 
Presbyterian College. Last year’s 
highest scorer, Shepherd of West- 
ern Maryland, was formerly a 

running mate of Meehan’s in Key- 
stone Prep’s backfield. If Meehan 
should cop the title this year7 this 
would be the second straight year 
a Keystone man won the title. 

Red has received great honors 

in the field of sports, and the staff 
knows it expresses the feeling of 
the entire student body when it 
extends to our "champion line- 
bucker” its heartiest congratula- 
tions and wishes him the best ofi 
luck during the rest qf the season. 

NOTHING EXPECTED 

Fall—The doctor at the hospital 
turned the X-rays on my brain, but 
they found nothing. 

Murphy—What did they expect 
to find? 

HOUSEHOLD HINTS 
Housewives will find much val- 

uable information on the care of 
the home and the preparation of 
food in the American Weekly, the 
big magazine which comes regu- 
larly with the BALTIMORE SUN- 
DAY AMERICAN. On sale by all 
newsdealers and newsboys. 

How Cardui Kelps 
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 Cardui again and was 
soon sound and well. I have given 
it to my daughters and recommend 
it to other ladies.” Thousands 
of women testify Cardui benefited 
them. If it doee not benefit YOU, 
consult a physician. 
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JAPANESE OIL 
Mad* la Us S. A. 

Tka Aatisaptte Sc dtp Madielaa— 
DHhraat from ordinary Hair Ton let — 

Met SI. FKL IT WORK! At All Drugglttt 
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An Achievement of the “House of Magic" 

A GREAT NEW RADIO 
BY GENERAL ELECTRIC 

MODEL A-53 ... A table model that 
provides excellent reception of stand- 
ard, police and short-wave transmis- 
sions at an unusually low cost. Now 
metal tubes. Its walnut-finish cabinet 
possesses a distinctive charm that has j 
met with widespread approval. 

$34.50 
A SMALL DOWN PAYMENT 

$1.50 Per Week 

Yes, Europe is at your finger tips. The 
world is at your command with the 
n6w General Electric Radio Sets. 

, MANY MODELS TO CHOOSE FROM 

T. M. CASEY 
American Standard Broadcasts and For- 09a tvt iv/fn* c*- nr nn> 

eign Short-Wave • 5 Ail Metal Tubes. 320 IN. Main bt. Phone 204 

( 

Traveling Around America | 
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FOUR REASONS WHY 

HERB are four pulchritudinous 
reasons why Kelley’s Ritz Is 

one of the most popular nightclubs 
In the Canal Zone. They are star 

dancers In the club in Panama City 
owned by Miss Mary Lee Kelley. 
The happy smiles and starry eyes 
are doubtless due to the fact that 
the girls have passed the rigid re- 

quirements set down by Miss Kelley 
for the young ladies she Imports to 
the Canal Zone to entertain her 
guests. 

The entertainers 11ts In the club 
and almost as soon as they cross the 
threshold are presented with a 

printed set of rules and regulations 
which would make the house rules 

of an exclusive boarding school 

seem mild by comparison, tor al 

though Miss Kelley makes it her 

business to see that everyone has a 

gay time, nevertheless she expects 
her entertainers, her orchestra, and 

her clientele to uphold the reputa- 
tion which has made her club the 

popular night haunt of the swanky 
yet conservative type of travelers 
taking the weekly cruises from New 
York to South America’s West 
Coast, or the fortnightly cruises be- 
tween New York, the Spanish 
Americas and California. Miss Kel- 
ley Is herself one of the best known 
characters on the Isthmus and her 

club Is the yardstick by which 
night clubs down there are Judged. 

THE ARABIAN NIGHTS ^ 
The romance of the Thousanii 

and pne Nights glorified in glam- 
orous works of art by a distin- 

guished artist. Reproduced in 

FULL COLORS in the American 

Weekly, the magazine which comes 

regularly with the BALTIMORE 

SUNDAY AMERICAN. Your 
newsdealer or newsboy has your 

copy. 

Permanent 3 
WAVES 1 

at all times fl 
$1.50 and upB 
Shampoo and B 
Finger Wave B 

50c P 
V^UAuxi i jjc.au xx onuu-riL 

203 Wright Bldg. W. fcnes St. 
Phone 347-W 

All Work Guaranteed 

DR. N. C. LITTLE 
Optometrist 

Eyes examined and glasses fitted 
Telephone 1371 -W. 
107 Yi S. Main Street 

Next to KetchievBarber Shop. 

E. Carr Choate 
DENTIST 

Office Over Purcell Drug 
Store No. 2 

Phone-141 
Office in Mocksville is Closed 
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RADIATOR REPAIRING 
Let us check 

your radiator 
for spring driv- 
ing to give your 
motor m o t e 

power and pep. 
We flush, 

clean and repair 
aU makes of radiators. 

We sell or trade new or second 
hand radiators. 

We are the most reliable—see 
us. 

EAST SPENCER MOTO' 
Phone 1198-J N. 

EAST SPENCER 

■ E3._ 

IVomen should 
take only 

liquid 
laxatives 

■n 
f }• r~- 

MORE people could feel fine, be 
iT-*- fit and regular, if they would 
only follow the rule of doctors and 
hospitals in relieving constipation. 

Never take any laxative that is 
harsh in action. Or one, the dose of 
which can’t be exactly measured. 
Doctors know the danger if this rule 
is violated. They use a liquid, laxative, 
and keep reducing the dose until the 
bowels need no help at all. 

Reduced dosage is the secret of 
aiding Nature in restoring regularity. You must use a little less laxative 
each time, and that’s why it should 
be a liquid like Syrup Pepsin. 

Ask your druggist for a bottle of 
Dr. Caldwell’s Syrup Pepsin, and if. 
it doesn’t give you absolute relief, if 
it isn’t a joy and comfort in the way 
it overcomes any sluggishness or 
biliousness, your money back. 

MOTHER ... 
The Drudge 

Mother used to be a drudge 
there was no help for it. Some 
mothers are still drudges but they 
needn't be. , 

J \ Reddy 
^Kilowatt 

The Modern 

SERVANT 
f 

Has knocked drudgery out of 
housework wherever he has been 

given an opportunity. Always on 

tap, always "a-rearing to go," he 
is adding years of brightness and 
happiness to countless thousands 
of housewives who have taken the 
trouble to find out just what he 

r can do for them in the home. 

DUKE POWER CO. 
- 


