
■ -- 
FINAL INSTALMENT 

Hiram Morris was too sick to be 
moved. The doctor pronounced it 

pneumonia and for Rose and Jim 
there commenced a period of sleep- 
less anxiety. He moved her into 
his cabin and tried to force her tc 

take some rest, but as for him he 
did not remove his clothes and 
scarcely closed his eyes for nearly 
a week. 

Then Mr. Morris died. He had 
muttered almost constantly; the 
last words they heard him whisper 
were those of his favorite prophe- 
cy, "Some day I’ll land in the 
pay.” 

There followed the customary 
melancholy preparation and for- 
malities. There were still a few 
women left on the creeks near by 
and these did what they could for 
Rose. 

It was Rose who selected a burial 
place, upon the north "rim” of the 
creek—a high bench that paralled 

| the bottom and that looked out 

across the tundra towards the open 
sea. It was a spot that in winter 

was sheltered from the icy blasts; 
in summer it was brilliant with 
wildflowers, lush with tender gras- 
ses, and fragrant with blooms-r-a 
pleasant place for a gentle, brok- 
en old man to sleep. Other hands 
were ready to dig the grave, but 
this was a labor that Jim Rowan 

'reserved for his own. 

In due time he began it. For- 

tunately, the rim was well drained 
and, once he had picked through 
the thin crust of autumn frost, 
the gravel was dry and he made 
good progress. He had finished 
his melancholy task and was about 
to climb out of the pit, when he 
noticed a peculiar reddish tinge to 

the gravel beneath his feet. He 
took a heaping shoveful of it and, 
descending to the creek, he stamp- 
ed a hole through the ilce and idly 
"panned” it on the shovel blade. 

He was engaged thus when 
young Hayward and two of his 
men approached. Jim rose and 
leaned upon his shovel handle. He 
supposed these were the first ar- 

rivals for the funeral, but Hay- 
ward explained: 

"I came up early to have a word 
with you, Rowan.” 

"I thought you said about every- 
thing, the other night,” Jim told 
him. "I’m not in any humor to 
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"Oh, I was drunk! I made a fool 
of myself. Now that I know who 
you are, I’ve come prepared.” 

Jim stared incredulously at the 
speaker; harshly he inquired: "You 
don’t mean to say you intend to 
start something today?” 

"Certainly not. I came up to 

serve notice on you. I’ve learned 
how you met Mr. Morris and came 

out here, and I understand why 
you came. But Rose doesn’t un- 

derstand. She doesn’t know you’re 
The Michigan Kid; she thinks 
you’re just the old friend of the 

family, her little playmate from 
the home town. She doesn’t know 
it was you that offered forty 
thousand dollars for this claim.” 

"Right. She doesn’t know any 
of those things. I suppose you in- 
tend to tell her.” 

"I do. Unless you have enough 
decency left to behave like a 

man.” 
"How do you figure a man 

would behave?” Jim asked. “Of 
course it’s all hearsay with you, 
but I’m curious to know.” 

Hayward flushed. "Never mind 
that line of talk. I came to give 
you a quiet word of warning but 
if you want to get nasty, why, 
just write your own ticket. I’m 
ready to take you on now, or 

later.” 
"I see. That’s why you brought 

help.” 
The speaker’s color deepened. 

"Listen Rowan! I know what hap- 
pened to that Englishman, Thomp- 
son. He didn’t have any friends 
with him; the witnesses were all 
your friends. I’ve heard about a 

lot of your other fights, too—ifi 
you can call ’em that—and I’ve 
had a dozen warnings to lay off 
of you, so I provided my own wit- 
nesses. Now here’s what I’ve got 
to say—after the ceremony, you 
duck!” 

"And what will happen to 

Rose?” 
"I’ll attend to that. She has 

friends enough to see her through.” 
"If I don’t duck, I supose you’ll 

tell her I’m a gambler and that I 
offered to Buy her father’s claim 
for iqn times what it’s wo^th. 
That’ll certainly shock her. 

"Oh, you had a reason for that 
offer—more of your "Michi- 
gan’s” luck,’ probably! I under- 
stand you did most of the panning. 
Funny about that luck of yours, 

| isn’t it? Funny how everybody 
| loses when they play you. You 
■were crooked in Dawson and you 
1 couldn’t even play straight with 

Rose and her father. It’s perfectly 
obvious why you came out here in 
the first place. Hell! Men like 
you ought to be shot for looking 
at a girl like her!” 

"Well, Hayward, I’m not going 
until I get ready.” 

It was a dismal travesty of a 

funeral that occured late that 
afternoon. A clei^gyman and a 

half dozen of Mr. Morris’s ac-' 

quaintances had driven out from 
town, but even including them, 
there were not twenty people who 
f llowed the pine box as it was 

carried across the thin autumn 

snow and up to its resting place. 
Rose was a brave but a pitiful 
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He stamped a hole through the ice 
and idly "panned” the shovel of 
dirt. 

figure. During the final depress- 
ing rites Jim Rowan’s heart bled 
for her. He it was who let fall 
the first shovelfull of earth. When 
the grave had been filled in he 
saw that Hayward and the clergy- 
man had taken her back down to 

the cabin. 
Jim had secured a team with 

which to drive the girl in to town, 
and while the visitors were bidding 
her good-by he went to his own 

shack and began putting his few 
belonging together. 

He was mystified when he could 
not lay his hand upon the little 
leather case with the old newspap- 

■r portrait of Rose, for that was 

about all that he really cared to 

take with him. He looked every- 
where for it before he finally gave 
up the search. 

Rowan had refused Hayward’s 
warning to leave, not because he 

expected Rose to reconcile herself 
to his past, not because he now re- 

tained the faintest hope of ever 

realizing his dream, but because 
there was something yet to be done, 
and moreover, because it was not 

his nature to come or to go at any 
man’s bidding. 

He was interrupted in his talk 

by the girl herself. She came to 

his door and with her she brought 
Hayward. 

"Jim,’ she began, ''Mrj. Hay- 
ward has been trying / to tell me 

something—” 
"What? Already?” A flame 

leaped into Rowan’s eyes as he- 
turned them upon the Bonanza 
foreman. 

"Yes, already! It’s best to have 
it out and over with,” the latter 
declared, doggedly. 

"I asked him to say it before 
you, Jim if—if he insists upon say- 
ing it at all.” 

"I merely started to tell her 
why she couldn’t afford to have 
anything further to do with you,” 
the visitor announced. "I tried to 

tell her that I love her and want 

to marry he/; that 111 give her a 

home and end all of her troub- 
les—” 

"What was it you said about 

Jim?” the girl insisted quietly. 
Hayward told her; frankly, bru- 

tally he repeated what he had pre- 

viously said. Jim listened in silen- 
ce. 

"Is it true?” Rose turned a 

strained, white face upon The 

Michigan Kid. 
"Most of it is. Not that about 

the killing of Thompson, of course. 

He shot himself because he had 
lost company money. 

“Rose, will you let me take you 
to town?” Hayward asked, earn- 

estly. 
Slowly the girl shook her head. 

"Jim has arranged to drive me in. 

I’m sorry you didn’t wait a while 
before—I’ve had a good deal to 

bear.” When the young man scowl- 
ed at Rowan and opened his lips 
to protest, she smiled faintly. “I’ll 
be perfectly safe with him. The 

Michigan Kid hasn’t been accused 
of killing women, has he?” 

"Very well. I’m sorry, too, that 
it had to come at a time like this. 
But I thought it best. I’ll see you 
tomorrow, Rose. Forgive me if I’ve 

been rough. It’s only because—” 
The speaker stammered, choked!* 
then he turned and went out into 
the chill twilight. 

When the crunch of his foot- 

steps had died out Rose inquired, 
simply: 

“Why did you do it Jim?” 
Rowan answered carelessly: 

"Oh, I’m just naturally a bad 
sort, I guess! No great amount of 
character. I wanted money, and 

gambling was the easiest way to 

get it. 
"I don’t mean that. Why did 

you come out here with father, the 
way you did?” 

"Well now, I’m not sure that 
I can explain unless it was because 
of that hunch I told you about,” 
Jim managed a splendid assump- 
tion of sincerity. "We gamblers 
play hunches, you know. And 

say, it just proves theres something 
in them. 

"A mighty queer thing happen- 
ed today, Rose. I didn’t mean to 

tell you yet, but your father was 

right. There’s pay on this claim!!” 
said Rowan. 

"Please don’t let’s talk about 
that.” 

"But, Rose, listen! While I was 

digging up there on the rim the 
gravel looked good. I took some 

of it down to the creek and tested 
it. I can’t begin to guess what 
was in it, but it was rich. You’re 
a rich woman. There’s no mis- 
take. It wasn’t a 'prospect,’ it was 

big pay, coarse gold! 
For a while the girl sat silent, 

then abruptly she hid her face in 
her hands. 

"Oh! The pity of it!” she crie4. 
"After he had worked so long and 
endured so much! Poor father! So 
patient, so gentle, so old—!” Tears 
stole through her fingers. 

“He told us he would land in 
the pay and we wouldn’t believe 
him. But I know he’s glad, for it 
was you he wanted it for, not him- 
self, and everything has come out 

just the way he would have had it. 
I—I’ll bet he’s happy at last.” 

" 'Michigan’s luck still holds 
good, doesn’t it? Half the claim is 
yours, Jim.” 

"Pshaw! That 'partnership’ ar- 

rangement was a joke. I’ve got 
money, lots of it. I could have 
made things a good deal easier for 
him and for you, but I didn’t dare. 
No, Rose, it’s all yours and you 
have nothing to worry about any 
more. You needn’t pay any atten- 

tion to what Hayward said, unless 
you want to. I know you like 
him and—he’s a mighty nice boy. 
He has courage and he loves you. 

"But, Jim, I don’t love him. I 
don’t even like him any more.” 

"Then that’s that!” Rowan de- 
clared, heartily. 

"I love somebody else.” The girl 
lifted h# tear-stained face. "I’m 
in love with a boy from our old 
town. I think I must have cared 
for him ever since I was a little 
girl. And I’ve been in his 

I _ 

thoughts, too. He has carried my 

picture constantly—” 
"Well, well! That’s certainly 

nice.” Jim could think of nothing 
else to say. 

"He’s an unselfish boy. He did 
a great deal for father. I think he’d 

give his life for me. And yet he 
has never said that he loves me. I 

had to find it out by chance.” 
"Rose!” All the reserve, all the 

counterfeit cheerfulness of The 

Michigan Kid, fell away. It was 

Jim Rowan, the Dover boy, who 
stared at her with working face, 
and exclaimed in a voice suddenly 
grown hoarse, "You—found that 

picture!” 
"Yes; that night when I was 

looking for medicine. How long 
have you had it, Jim?” 

"Ever since the day you gradua- 
ted. I’ve always loved you, ever 

since I was a ragged kid and you 
drove by in your wicker pony cart. 

Rose dear, it was because of you 
that I gambled. I wanted money. 

[I think I’d have killed to get it— 
almost. I went through hell. Then 
when I had my money and had 
found you I went through hell 
again because—-well, because of 
the hell I’d been through. I—I’m 
not much of a man. I’m afraid 
you’ve made a mistake—” 

Jim did not finish, for the girl 
held up her arms to him and said, 
quaveringly, like a weary child: 

"Take me, Jim. Please! I’m—so 
tired!” 

So it was that The Michigan—- 
Kid’s luck held through to the 
finish. 

THE END. 

Sunday School Teacher: "What 
do you understand by the phrase 
'suffering for righteousness sake’?” 

Little Girl: "It means having to 

come to Sunday School.” 

MEN WANTED—Fdr Rawleigh 
Routes of 800 families in 
Southeast Davidson, Nadtheast 
Davie and South Stanly Counties. 
Reliable hustler should start 

earning $25 weekly and increase 
rapidly. Write today. Raw- 
leigh, Dept NCL-197, Rich- 
mond, Va. d-6-13. 

ODD QUEENS 
Not many royal queens left in 

the world, but plenty of other 
kinds to take their places. Read the 
interesting illustrated article which 
will be found in the December 8 
issue of the American Weekly, the 
big magazine which comes regu- 
larly with the BALTIMORE SUN- 
DAY AMERICAN. Your favorite 
newsboy or newsdealer has your 
copy. 
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—5 big coals 

Attention 11 
--cold’s coming 
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5 Big Names In Coal 

Campbell Creek | 
Pocahontas 

Red Gem 
Dixie Gem 
Great Heart 

JONES 
Ice & Fuel Co. 

Phone 203 
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ANNUAL 1 
CHRISTMAS EDITION 1 

TO APPEAR SHOP EARLY | 

FRIDAY, D CEMBER 1JTH 
In accordance with the usual custom The Carolina Watchman will on Friday, Decern- m 

her 13th, issue it’s annual Christmas Shoppers edition, which will be chock full of good g 
wholesome Pre-holiday news and stories, and which will also contain many hundreds % 

m- of bargains offered by the progressive merchants of Salisbury-Spencer- All who are M 

M interested in reaching the rural sections of the county are requested to get in touch g 
S with the advertising department, so as to secure the choicest positions and best ar- 

il rangements before the last minute rush. S 

IPhone 
133 For An Ad-Taker j 

Be wise--. 
-- The tight spirit - j 

Make Your j 
shop early Reservations Now shop early | 

JAPANESE OIL 
Mate la U. B. A. 

FOR HAIR AND SCALP 
DMNrwat froai Ondtawry Hair Towlei 

ITS 4 SCALP MEOICINEf 
Met II. FEEL IT WORKI At All OruggltU 
Writ* Mr FREE B«klet “The Truth Abeut 
The Hair.” HmUaaal Remedy Oa.. New Yerk 

DR. N. C. LITTLE 
Optometrist 

Eyes examined and glasses fitted 
Telephone 1J71-W. 
1075/i S. Main Street 

Next to Ketchie Barber Shop. 

E. Carr Choate 
DENTIST 

Office Over Purcell Drug 
Store No. 2 

Phone---- 141 

Office in Mocksville is Closed 

m\ "She 

Ki ™ 
-v H/ Thrill” 

if you telephone her 
"Meet Me at BLACKWELD- 
ER’S FOR LUNCH today.” 
BARBECUE, all kind short or- 

ders. Leading brands of beer. 
Tables for ladie9. Corre here for 

THE BEST ALWAYS 

BLACKWELDER’S 
20S S. Main St.—304 N. Depot 

So it was that luck helo through. 

Lady Took Cardui 
When Weak, Nervous 

"I can’t say enough for Cardui If 
I talked all day,” enthusiastically 
writes Mrs. L. H. Cald- 

well, of Statesville, N. O. 
”1 have used Cardui at 
intervals for twenty-five 
years,” she adds. “My 
trouble in the beginning 
was weakness and ner- 

vousness. I read of Gar- 
dui In a newspaper and 
decided right then to try it. It seemed 

bejjpre I had taken half a bottle of 
Cardui I was stronger and was soon 

up and around.” 
Thousands of woman testify Cardui bene- 

fited them. If It doer not benefit YOU. 

| 
eanrult r physician. 


