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Betterihan a
mustard plaster

Once when grandma’s
joints commenced to
ache and twinge, she used
to go to the mustard pot
and make a mustard plaster.
Now she goes to Musterole
and gets relief, but does
without the blister and the
plaster, too!

My, how good that
Musterole feels when you
rub it in gently over that
lame back and those sore
muscles, First you feel the
gentle tingle, then the de-
fightful, soothing coolness
that reaches in the twing-
ing joints or stiff, sore
muscles.

It penetrates to the heart
of the congestion. Thisis
because it is made of oil of
Mustard and other home
simples. And the hedt gen-
erated by Musterole will
not blister.

On the contrary the peculiarity
of Musterole lies in the fact that
shortly it gives you such a cool,
selieved feeling all about the
twingey part,

And Musterole usually brings
the relief while you are rubbing
iton. Alwayskeepa jar handy.

Many doctors and nurses recommend
Musterole. :
' 35c and 65¢ jars—$3.00 hospital size.
The Musterole Co., Cleveland, Ohio
BETTER THAN A MUSTARD PLASTER

Two Uses from
Every Electric
Socket

With 3 or more of these wonderful
little devices your Electrical Appliances
are twice as convenient. :
Rits any electric light socket. Doubles
the convenience of electricity. The
plug of unquestioned quality.
“Eyery wired home
needs three or more’’

37339

At your S
Dealer’s Qg s125 EACH

BENJAMIN ELECTRIC MFG. CO.
Chicage New York San Francisco

i _for comfort
_ Every pair 8uax‘anfeed
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Why Have Freckles

—when they are so eas’ly re- &
moved? Try the following &=
treatment:

Apply & emall portion of Stillman's
Freckle Cream when retiring.. Do
not rub in, but apply lightly.
oft in the morning with & good soap
Continue using the cream until the
freckles entirely disappear.

Start tonight—after two or three
applications you will see results.

After years of research specialisis
" have created this delightful, harm-
Jess cream which leaves the skin
without a blemish. 1fyour druggist
hasn’tit, write us direct. 50c perJjar.

Stillman’s Face powder - 50¢
Stillman’s Rouge - = = 25¢
Stillman’s Too.h Paste = 25¢

At Drug Stores everywhere. Money re-

funded if not satisfactory. Write for book-

ot— “Wouldst Thou Be Fair?” for helpful
beauty hints.

STILLMAN CREAM COMP_AN)’

Dept. 36 Auro
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' PROPERLY TRAINED EARN
$100 A WEEK UP Y5 ELECE
SCOLLEG E

(a Department of the Meyer Both Company)
offers you 2 different and practical training.
If you like to draw develop your talent
| Study this practical course — taught by the largest
| and most widely known Commercial Art Organiza-

tion in the field with 20 years' success—who produced
and sold last yearover 12,600 commercial drawings;
Who else could give you so wide an experience”
Commercial art is a business necessity — the de-
mand for commercial artists is greater every
year — today’s shortage acute. It's a
highly paid, Intensely interesting pro-
fession, equally open to both men and
women — home study instruction.
Get facts before you enroll in any
school. Get our special book, “YOUR
OPPORTUNITY' — for half the cost of
maliling — 4 cents in Stamps.

MEYER BOTH COLLEGE

OF COMMERCIAL ART
Michigan Ave. at 20th St. _
Dept.30.¢HIcAGO.ILL.

SEXUAL
KNOWLEDGE

JILLUSTRATED
By WINFIELD SCOTT HALL,M.D.,PL.D.
SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN

What every young man and .
Every young woman should know

l 0 What every young husband and

5 0 " Every young wife should knows
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Mailed in plain
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and most fatal situation in all his desert years.

But was it chance? Straight as an arrow he

had come across the barrens to meet a won-
derful woman who was going to love him and a des-
picable man whom he was going to kill.

Magdalene Virey had been brought to Death Valley
by her husband; he had installed her in a hut which an
avalanche must crush sooner or later. He knew it; she
knew it. Adam had rescued Virey who had been over-
come by the poison of the Valley and then, despite the
man’s resentful attitude, he had remained in the hope
of being of service to the woman.

For days he tried to persuade Virey to take his wife
away from Death Valley—away from certain death.
Virey was unylelding and Adam had made up his
mind to kill him when Magdalene interfered.

“No,” she said, “if you kill him it will undo all the
good you have done for me. Because it was I who
ruined him.” Adam promised never to kill Virey—un-
less Virey killed Magdalene. But one day when Virey
awoke her by waving a tarantula in front of her eyes,
Adam lost control of himself; he smeared the remains
of the spider over Virey’s face and gave him a beating.

Virey’s revenge was not long delayed. Ascending the
slope above the shack one morning he began rolling
stones in the direction of the shack. No longer did he
seek to frighten his wife; he meant to kill her.

Adam, hearing the commotion, ran from his camp
toward the Virey shack. Then a piercing split, as of
rocks rent asunder, a rattling crash —and the lower
half of the great gray slope was in motion. The
Adam leaped at the startling sound, and
bounding a few yards to a huge boulder, high as his
head and higher, he mounted it. He was too late!
A pall of dust, a gray tumbling mass, moved down
ponderously, majestically, to hide from Adam’s sight
the white form of Magdalene Virey.

3- DAM LAREY had chanced upon the strangest

ADAM was thrown prostrate.
clung to the boulder that rocked like a boat on
choppy waves. In the thick smothering dust he all
but lost his senses. Then with tremendous jolt the
boulder stopped. Adam felt what seemed a stream of
stones rolling over his feet.

As horror relaxed its grim clutch Adam began to
realize that miraculously he had been spared. In the
hot dusty pall he fought for breath like a drowning
man. The heavier dust settled and the lighter drifted
away.

Adam clambered to his feet. The huge houlder
that had been his ship of safety appeared to be sur-
rounded by a sea of small rocks, level with where he
stood. = The avalanche had spread'a deep layer of
rocks all over and beyond the space adjacent to the
camp. Not a vestige of the shack remained. Magda-
lene Virey had been buried forever beneath a mass of
stone. Adam’s great frame shuddered with the con-

With all his might he -

i
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vulsions of his emotion. He bent and bowed under the
inevitable. “Oh, my God! too late! too late! . . . Yet
I knew all the time!” was the mournful cry he sent
out into the silence. Dazed, sick, horror-stricken, he
bowed there above Magdalene Virey’s sepulchre and
salt tears burned his eyes and splashed down upon the
dusty stones, ;

Suddenly he remembered Virey. The thought trans-
formed him.

“He must have slid with the avalanche,” muttered
Adam. ““‘Buried under here somewhere. One sepulchre
for him and wife! . . . So he wanted it— alive or
dead!” )

A moving white object caught Adam’s roving sight.
His head, like that of a striking eagle, shot forward as
he peered with piercing telescopic intensity. - His
desert eyes magnified that white object. An upright
shape! A man! He was toiling over the loose stones.

“Virey!” burst out Adam, and with the explosion of
the word, its amaze, its doubt, its ferocity, all of the
desert stormed in him, and his nature was no different
from the cataclysm that had scarred the slope.

Like a wide-lunged primordial giant, Adam lifted his
roar of rage teward the heights—a yell that clapped
fierce echoes from the cliffs. Virey heard. He began
to clamber faster over the rocks and sheered off toward
the right, where under the beetling steep slopes every
rod was more fraught with peril.

Adam bounded like a huge soft-footed cat over the
hummocky spread of the avalanche, and reaching its
end, he took to the long bare slope. Swiftly he ran,

t)

and then, as the ascent steepened, he slowed to rapid
. stride, heading to the left, soon reaching another area

of broken stones. Virey’s only avenue of escape lay
upward and to the left. Once Adam cut him off there
he was-in a trap — treacherous loose slides of rock all
around him, and farther on a precipice.

To the right over the ridge small stones began to
show, rolling and houncing, then shooting like bullets
off the bare slant below. Virey was out of Adam’s
sight now, but evidently still headed in the fatal direc-
tion. Like a mountain-sheep, surest-footed of beasts,
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Adam bounded
from loose rock
to sharp corner,
across the wide
holes, on and up-
ward. Exertion
and hot sun made him wet
with sweat, loosened his
joints,; limbered his mus-
cles. He surmounted that
slope to the bench above.

Adam heard the faint cracking
of stones. He hurried on, working
away from the left, until he was
climbing straight toward the splin-
tered, toppling mass’ of mountain

peak, a mile above him. All now,

in every direction, was broken rock,
round, sharp, flat, octagonal, every shape, but mostly
round, showing how in the process of ages the rolling
and grinding had worn off the edges.

At length he again espied Virey, far to the right,
and half a mile farther up, climbing like a weary beast
on hands and feet. By choice or by mistake he had
gone upward.to the most hazardous zone of all that
treacherous unstable mountainside.

Adam strode on. He made short cuts. He avoided
the looser slides. He zigzagged the steeper places. He
would attend to safe stépping-stones for a few rods,
then halt to lift his gaze toward that white-shirted
man toiling up like a crippled ape. The mountain
slope, though huge and wide under the glaring sun,
seemed to lose something of its openness. The red
battlements and ramparts of the heights were frown-
ing down upon it, casting a shadow of menace.

Red, sinister, bare, ghastly, this smoky slope under
the pitiless sun was a fitting place for Wansfell to get
his hands on Virey — murderer of a woman. Adam
thought of it that way because he remembered how
Virey had been fascinated by the story of Baldy McKue.
But mostly Adam’s mind worked like the cunning in-
stinet of a wolf to circumvent its prey.

But the time came when he halted. Placing his
hands around his mouth he expanded his deep lungs
and burst into a trumpet-like yell:

“Virey!” The fugitive heard, turned from his toil-
ing, slid to a seat on the precarious slope, and waited.
“I’LL BREAK YOUR BONES — I'LL WRING YOUR NECK!"

A wild and frightful cry pealed down to ring in
Adam’s ears. He had struck terror to the heart of the
murderer. And Adam beat down his savage eager-
qess, as he might have beaten a foe, so as to lengthen
the time till Virey’s doom. Not thus did the desert in
Adam speak, but what the desert had made him.

Agony, blood, death! They were as old as the rocks. -

Other animate shapes, in another age, had met in
strife there, under the silent beetling peak. Life was
the only uttermost precious thing.

Virey’s progress became a haunting and all-satisfy-
ing spectacle to behold, and Adam’s pursuit became

v
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studied, calculated, retarded — a thing as cruel as
the poised beak of a vulture.

Virey got half-way up a gray desolate weathered
slant, immense in its spread, another fan-shaped waiting
avalanche. The red ragged heights loomed above, and
below a mountain-side as unstable as water hung, per-
haps restrained, by a mere pebble. Here Virey halted.
Farther he could not climb. Like a spent and cornered
rat he meant to show fight.

Adam scon reached a point directly below Virey,
some hundreds of yards—a long hard climb. He
paused to catch his breath.

“Bad slope for me— if he begins to roll stones!”
muttered Adam, grimly.

But neither rolling stones nor avalanches could stop
Adam. The end of this tragedy was fixed. It had been
set for all the years of Virey’s life and back into the
past. The very stones cried out.

Adam began to climb the weathered slope, taking a
zigzag course.  Sliding stones only slightly retarded
his ascent. He stepped too quickly.

Virey set loose a boulder. It slid, rolled, leaped, fell
with a crack, and then took to hurtling bounds, starting
a multitude of smaller stones. Adam kept keen eyg on
the boulder and paid no attention to the others. Then
he stepped aside out of its course. As it whizzed past
Adam, Virey slid another loose upon the slope. Adam
climbed even as the rock bounded down, and a few
strides took him to one side. Virey ran over, directly
in line with Adam, and started another huge rock.
Thus by keeping on a zigzag ascent Adam kept climb-
ing most of the time, and managed to avoid the larger
missiles. The smaller ones, however, could not all
be avoided. And their contact was no slight matter.
Virey tugged upon a large rock, deeply imbedded, and
rolled it down. Huge, bounding, crashing, it started a
rattling slide that would have swept Adam to destruc-
tion had it caught him. But he leaped out of line just
in the nick of time.

Suddenly above the cracks and rattling clash rose a
heavy penetrating sound. Mighty rasp of a loose body
against one of solidity. Startled to a halt Adam gazed
down at his feet. The rocks seemed to be heaving.
Then a dreadful yell broke sharply. Virey! Adam
flashed his gaze upward in time to see the whole slope
move. And that move was accompanied by a rattling
crash, growing louder and more prolonged. Virey
stood stricken by mortal terror
in the midst of an avalanche.

Wheeling swiftly, Adam bounded
away and down, his giant strides
reaching farther and faster, his
quivering body light and supple,

his eye guiding his flying feet to surfaces that
were safe.

Then he halted to turn and see, irresistibly called to
watch Virey go to what must soon be a just punish-
ment. The avalanche, waving like swells of the sea,
seemed slowing its motion. Thin dust clouds of pow-
dered rock hung over it. Adam again became aware
of sound— a long-drawn, rattling roar, decreasing,
deadening, dyimg. Suddenly as the avalanche had
started it halted. But it gave forth grating ominous
warnings. Only an upper layer of the loose rock had
slid down, and the under layer appeared precisely like
what the surface had been — rocks and rocks of all
sizes, just as loose, just as ready to roll.

Virey could be plainly seen, :mbedded ‘to his hips in
the loose stones. Writhing, squirming, wrestling, he
sought to free himself from that grip of granite. In
vain! He was caught in a vise of his own making.
Prisoner of the mountain-side that he had used to de-
stroy his wife! He was turned toward Adam, face
upward. - There seemed a change in him, but in the
racking excitement of that moment, Adam could not
tell what.

Then that desert instinct, like the bursting of a flood,
moved Adam to the violence of strife, the ruthlessness
of nature, the blood-spilling of men. Madness of hate
seized him.

“My TurN!’ he yelled, in voice of thunder, and
bristling-haired, supple and long-armed, with strength
and laugh and face of a savage he heaved a huge
rock.

It rolled, it cracked, it banged, it hurtled high, to
crash and smash, and then leaping aloft, instinct as if
with mockery, it went over Virey’s head to go on down
over the precipice from whence it sent up a sliding roar.
Adam heaved another stone and watched it.  Virey
grew motionless as a statue.

“AHA THERE, VIREY!” yelled Adam, waving his
hands. “ALL DAY AND ALL NIGHT I’LL ROLL sTONES!”

Adam rose with the struggling men, an iron hand clutching each, and swinging them wide apart,
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Virey was mute. He was chained. He was helpless.
He could not move, nor faint, nor die. ~ Retribution
had overtaken him. As he had chosen the most deadly
and awful spot on earth to hide his wife and kill
her, so the nature that he had embraced now chose to
turn upon him. There was law here— law of the un-
known forces in life and in the elements. At that very
moment a vulture streaked down from the hazed
heights and sailed, a black shadow of wide-spread
wings across the slope. What had given this grisly-
omened bird sight and scent illimitable?

Adam did not soon tire at his gigantic task. The
rolling stones fascinated him. From dead things they
leaped to life. How they hurtled through space! Some
shot aloft a hundred feet. Others split, and rolled,
like wheels, down and down, the halves passing on
either side of the doomed Virey. But Virey bore a
charmed life. .

A time came when Adam rolled his last stone. Like
the very first one it sped straight for Virey and just as
it appeared about to crush him it veered to one side.
Adam stared grim and aghast. Could he never kill
Virey as Virey had murdered his wife and tried to kill
him?

“She— said I'd — never kill — you!” panted Adam.
Then he took a stride downward, meaning to descend
and finish Virey with his hands.

As he stepped down the avalanche below grated with
strange harsh sound. It seemed to warn him. Halting,
he gazed with clearer eyes. =~ What was this greater
change in Virey? Adam bent and peered. The man’s
hair had turned snow-white!

Adam made another and a longer stride downward.
And that instant the slope trembled. Virey flung up
his arms as if to ward off another rolling stone. It
would never stop again on that slope. A shining red-
tinged dust-cloud shrouded Virey. And then the
avalanche, spilling over the declivity below, shocked

by giant effort he brought them back into solid and staggering impact
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powder,
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the whole mountain slope. Death Valley engulfed the
hollow echo and boomed thunder across to the battle-
ments of the Funeral Mountains. And when the last
rumble wore away silence and solitude reigned there,
pervasive and peaceful, as they had in the ages before
man, with his passions, had evolved to vex nature.

How Adam descended that treacherous and baffling
slope of avalanche he never knew. The thick red heat-
haze and the infernal shadow seemed to have befogged
his brain. His return to camp was as vague as one of
his desert nightmares.

When Adam had packed his burros, twilight in the
clefts of the hills had deepened to purple. He filled
his canteens, carefully screwed them tight, and then
drinking deep and full from the faithful spring that
he knew he would never see again, he rose ready for
departure. He started the burros down toward the
gateway. Breaking camp had reminded him that he
had not partaken of food that day, and ever thoughtful
of necessity, even though he had no hunger, he munched
biscuits as he walked along. The place behind him was
as silent as a grave. Adam did not look back. He
felt the gray obscurity close over
the scene.

sands. A gray dawn broke, and his entrance into the
light resembled climbing out of somber depths to the
open world. The valley of the white shadows of death
had been crossed. A green patch of mesquites and
cottonwoods gleamed cool and dark out of the gray
sands. The burros ran with bobbing packs, straight
to the water they had scented. Staggering on after
them, Adam managed to remove their burdens; and
that took the remmant of his strength. Yielding to a
dead darkness of sense he fell under the trees.

When he came to the day had far advanced and the
sun, sloping to the west, was sinking behind the Pana-
mints. Adam stumbled up. His thirst told the story
of that day’s heat, which had parched him, even while
he lay asleep in the shade. Hunger did not trouble
him. Either he was weak from exertion or had suffered
from breathing poisoned air or had lost something of
his equilibrium. Whatever was wrong, it surely be-
hooved him to get out of the lower part of the Valley,
up above sea level to a place where he could regain
his strength. To that end he hunted for his burros.
They were close by, and he soon packed them, though
with much less than his usual dexterity. Then he
started, following the course of the running water.
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was baffling and disheartening. And at last he divined
that a longing to return to Death Valley consumed him.

“Ah! so that’s it!” he muttered, in consternation.
“But why?”

It came to Adam then— the secret of the mystery. -

Death Valley called him!

“Death Valley again — for me — I shall go mad,”
soliloquized Adam.

At last his mind was slowly being unhinged by the
forces of the desert. Some places of the earth were too
strong, too inhuman, too old and too wasted for any
man.

Suddenly, a cry pierced his dull ear. Sharply he sat
up. The hour was near the middle of the forenoon.
The day was hot and still. Adam’s pulses slowly
quieted down. He had been mistaken. The water
babbled by his camp, bees flew over with droning hum.
Then as he relaxed he was again startled by a cry,
faint and far-off. It appeared to come from up the
canyon, round the low yellow corner of wall. He lis-
tened intently, but the sound was not repeated. The
insulating silence once more argued in favor of an
imagined cry. Was not the desert full of silent voices?
He set his grim face toward the east.

Around that yellow bend the can-
yon opened out wide, a gravel bed

Down at the gateway he saw that
the Valley was still light with the
afterglow of sunset. Diagonally and
far across the ashen waste he de-
scribed the little dark patch which he
knew to be an oasis, where the waters
of Furnace Creek sank  into the
sands. It looked twenty miles away.
And he marked' it in line with a
notched peak of the Funerals.

So he drove the burros from under
the gloomy overhanging bulk of the
Panamints out upon the open floor
of Death Valley.

So gradual was the change from
twilight to darkness that he would
scarcely have noted it but for the
dimming of the notched peak. Out
there in the open valley it was not
dark. It was really the color of
moonlight on marble.

He plodded on, driving the burros ahead of him.
Jenny was contrary. Every few steps she edged off a
straight line, and the angle of her ears and head showed
that she was watching her master. She did not want
to cross the Valley. Instinct taught her the wisdom of
opposition. Many a burro had saved its master’s life
by stubborn refusal to travel the wrong way. Adam
was patient, even kind, but he relentlessly drove her
on in the direction he had chosen.

At length the ashen level plain changed its hue and
its surface. The salt-crust became hummocky and a
dirty gray. Hard, brittle, sharp, treacherous, it re-
tarded travel.

Long hours and slow miles passed behind him. When
the burros broke through, Adam had a task for all his
strength. Once he could not pull Jenny out of a pitfall
without unpacking her. And the time came when he
had the added task of leading the way and dragging the
burros with ropes. Burros did not lead well on good
ground, let alone over this scored and burst salt-crust.

The heat and oppressiveness and dense silence in-°

creased toward midnight; and then began a soft and
steady movement of air down the valley. Adam felt a
prickling of his skin and a drying of the sweat upon
him. An immense and mournful moan breathed over
the wasteland, like that of a mighty soul in travail.

Out here in the open, the hollow roar that had
swelled and lulled through the canyons was absent.
An incessant moaning, now rising, now falling, attended
the winds on their march down the Valley. The gales
accelerated Adam’s progress, so that sometimes he was
almost running. Often he was thrown to his knees.
And when the midnight storm reached its height the
light of the stars failed, the outline of mountains faded
in a white whirling chaos, dim and moaning and terrible.
He lost his direction, and clung to the burros, knowing
their instinet to be surer guide than his. The hurros
dragged him on, and lower he swayed, oftener he
plunged to his knees, ploughing his big hands in the
salt and lowering his face into the flying sheets of
He gasped and coughed and choked, and
fought to breathe through his smothering scarf. And
at last, as he fell exhausted, blind and almost asphyxi-
ated, the hot gales died away. The change of air saved
Adam from unconsciousness.

Then followed a black and horrible interval in which
he seemed hauled across a pale shingle of naked earth,
peopled with spectres, a wandering lost man, still alive
but half dead, leashed to the spirits of burros he had
driven to their death. Up hill, always up hill they
pulled him, with his feet clogged by the clutching
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This Furnace Creek ran down out of a deep-mouthed
canyon, with yellow walls of gravel. The water looked
like vinegar, and it was hot and had a bad taste. Yet
it would sustain life of man and beast. Adam followed
the line of mesquites that marked its course up the
gradually ascending floor of the canyon. Twilight
caught him a couple of miles up the canyon where a
long wide thicket of weeds and grass and mesquites
marked the turning of Furnace Creek into the drab
hills, and where springs and little streams trickled down
from the arroyos. :

Up one of these arroyos, in the midst of some gnarled
mesquites, Adam made camp. Darkness soon set in,
and he ate by the light of a camp-fire. After he had
partaken of food he discovered that he was hungry.
Also, his eyelids drooped heavily. Despite these
healthy reactions and a deeper interest in his surround-
ings, Adam knew he was not entirely well. He en-
deavored to sit up a while, and tried to think.

LOOMY and depressed, he rolled in his blankets.
And he slept twelve hours. Next day he felt better
in body, but no different in mind. He set to work mak-
ing a comfortable camp in spite of the fact that he did
not seem to want to stay there. Hard work and plenty
of food improved his condition. His strength of limb
soon rallied to rest and nourishment, But the strange
state of mind persisted. It took effort of will to attend
to any action. Dismukes must be in this locality some-
where, according to the little map, but though Adam
remembered this; and reflected how it accounted for
his own presence there, he could not dwell seriously
upon the fact. Dismukes seemed relegated to the
vague future. At night Adam walked under the stars
and could not shake off the spell: and next day when in
an idle hour he found himself walking again and again
down the gravel-bedded canyon toward Death Valley,
then he divined that what he had attributed to absent-
mindedness was a far more serious aberration.

The discovery brought about a shock that quickened
his mental process. ~What ailed him? He was well
and strong again. What was wrong with his mind?
Why did he face the west. at dawn, in the solemn
white-hot' noon, at the red sunset hour, and in the
silent lonely watches of the night? Why did not the
stars of the east lure his dreamy gaze as those in the
west? He made the astounding discovery that there
were moments, and moments increasing in number,
when he did not feel alone. Some one walked in his
shadow at noon-tide. He found himself whispering
vagrant fancies, the substance of which, once realized,

of stream in flood time, with a few
gray sages and a few green grease-
woods growing scantily. Adam went
on, and climbed up the gravel bank
on the left side to a bare slope
and from that to the top of a
ridge. It was hard, packed ground
covered by many pebbles of uniform
size and different color, all level
and imbedded as if a heavy roller
had passed over them.  Almost
before Adam could look up to see
around and afar he espied at his feet
two rude wooden crosses. He was
astonished. Then he saw faint out-
lines of two graves. Men had been
buried on this bleak ridge. One
grave had a footstone, the other only
a weather-beaten cross. What a
lonely place for graves! They had
been prospectors, probably, who had
perished there, and had been buried by others of the
party or by some one passing along. No other sign of
the presence of men showed anywhere on the ridge. But
sight of these wooden crosses bridged some gulf between
Adam’s mind and the past. His sluggish blood quick-
ened. The old exploring instinct awoke. He had heard
a distant cry — he had found lonely graves. What next?

Then Adam gazed around him to a distance. Down
toward the Valley he saw dust devils racing along the
bare flats. Away to the west gleamed a valley-wide
mirage, clear as a mirror. 5

Adam descended to a level, and strode on, looking
everywhere, halting now and then to listen, every mo-
ment gaining some hold on his old self. Once when he
stopped, he espied a wan little flower, smiling wonder-
fully out of the sand. It had low leaves, sage-gray in
color with the fragrance of sage, and a tiny golden
blossom. In the sunlight the leaves were very soft,

veined and scalloped, with a fine fuzz and a glistening

sparkle like that of a mullein.

Adam arose from the scrutiny of it and the fragrance
of it with a strongly beating heart. Only a tiny name-
less flower that few men would ever have seen! He
went on and on, slow and sure, missing not a rod of
ground, as if the very stones might speak to him.

Adam plodded along this wide gravel wash, with the
high bronze saw-tooth peaks of the Funerals on the left,
and some yellow clay dunes showing their tips over the
bank on the right. At length he came to a place that
suggested a possible sloping of these colored clay dunes
down into a basin or canyon. Climbing up the bank
he teok a few steps across the narrow top, there to be
halted as if he had been struck.

He had been confronted by a tremendous amphi-
theatre, a yellow gulf, a labyrinthine maze so astound-
ing that he discredited his sight.

And then Adam, with breast oppressed by feelings too
deep for utterance, retracted his far-seeing gaze, once
more to look over the whole amazing spectacle, from
the ecrinkly buff clay under his feet to the dim white
bottom of the valley. And at this keen instant he again
heard a ery. Human it was, or else he had lost his mind,
and all which he saw here was disordered imagination.

Turning back he ran in the direction whence he be-
lieved the sound had come, passing by some rods the
point where he had climbed out of the wash. And at
the apex of the great curve, toward which tended all
the multitude of wrinkles of the denuded slopes, he
found a trail, coming up out of the amphitheatre and
leading down into the wash. The dust bore unmis-
takable signs of fresh moccasin [Continued on page 46)
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NOT long ago I chanced to get into cou

versation with a man who had been
sleeping on a park bench in New York —
because he had no other place to sleep. The
next evening, as it happened, I was at the
Long Island home of a multi-millionaire who
also keeps a town house on Fifth Avenue, a
yacht, a shooting lodge in North Carolina, a
winter house in Florida and a rather elabo-
rate bungalow in the Adirondacks. At his
Long Island place, he has a $40,000 garage
and a high-art greenhouse in charge of a
horticultural expert who gets a salary of
several thousand dollars a year.

On my way back to town I thought about
the man on the park bench and about the
man with the estate on Long Island. Neither
one of these gentlemen, I reflected, has en-
tirely solved the problem of a sensible way
of living. One has a scheme that is a bit too
simplified; the other’s plan is much too com-
plicated.

If the man on the bench had one nice little
room that he could call home, he probably
would be happy. And if my Long Island
acquaintance had one comfortable little
home, just large enough to fill the actual liv-
ing requirements of his family, he would be
perhaps not happy but at any rate much
nearer happiness than he is now. At the
present time, his various dwelling places
actually require more of his thought than his
business. He has so many servants, and such
an elaborate landscape layout, that it takes a
real executive head to keep everything run-
ning smoothly. His house is so large and so
isolated — in order to give it the proper air
of luxurious privacy — that it is lonely for
his wife. The remedy, therefore, is to have
an almost continuous house-party. So, most
of the time they are worried over the big task
of looking after the comfort of a crowd of
guests, and they lead much the same life as
the manager of a resort hotel — only that the
regular hotel manager has a little more lei-
sure, because he doesn’t have to be in such
personal contact with his guests.

Being Rich

G
Fred C. Kelly

Now, the surprising thing is that neither
this Long Island man, nor his wife, cares
much about entertaining, or pheasant cul-
ture, or any of the things that go with a big
estate. They lean by natural instincts
toward the simpler things of Jife. Why,
then, do they lead the life they do, and take
on so many needless cares and responsi-
bilities? Just because it is customary for
people of great wealth to do so. Tf they
lived quietly, somebody might talk about
them and wonder why they didn’t put on any
more ‘‘dog.’ People might even begin to
doubt if they had eucugh wmoney to live
sumptuously, So they are obliged to do a
lot of unnecessary things because rich folk
are expected to do such things. Most rich
people seemingly haven’t the moral courage
to buck against custom, and therefore, when
they acquire a fortune, they feel almost a
sacred duty to put up a big dwelling house
about the size of Machinery Hall, at the
Chicago World’s Fair The fact that the
children are all married and gone from the
parental home, so that a five-room bungalow
would represent the acme of housekeeping
comfort, makes no difference. Thev must
have a big house as a sort of monument to
their ability to have such a house. And
having acquired the house, tFey must adopt
a mode of life in keeping with it.

The man earning, say. $4,000 a year, can
hzive just as good food, just as comfortable a
bed. and just as much fun as the man with a
million dollar income — and he enjoys the

/ wonderful advantage of not having to con-

form to any particular scale or standard of
living. He can do as he pleases, But wnen
he gets to earning $10,000 a year, he is likely
to be thrown with people who are earning
twice that much, and he may feel that he
ougbt to do the same things that his higher-
salaried friends do. For some reason, the
more money a man has, the more obsessed
does he become with the notion that he must
do whatever is done by other men of corre-
sponding wealth. People often depart from
natural desires and take up this Proper-
Thing-To-Do cult before they realize it.

The truth is that the rich are not kidded
enough. It is really too bad that the masses
of the people do not get more good laughs at
the espense of the rich. Every time 1 see a
man riding by in an automobile with two
men on the driver’s seat — the extra man
alongside of the chauffeur being of not the
slightest use — I teel as if it would be a great
joke to have a gang of amateur comedians
with me, and point our fingers of ridicule at
the man, and laugh at him so uproariously
that he would feel somewhat silly. To have a
liveried man on one’s payroll to open a door
for us and perform similarly useless chores
as if we were a race of cripples, 1s not much
more absurd than it would be to have an
eight-hour shift of men with us wherever we
g0 in case we required sormebody to fasten
our shoes or offer us a match. One of the
great ends of all achievement is public ap-
proval. anybow. and when public opinion
frowns on too much magnificence instead of
applauding it, a lot of nonsense will be
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stopped. So that it comes down to this:
Whenever even the humblest person slaps
his thigh and laughs in genuine amusement
at a millionaire spending his monevy in a
selfish and wasteful manner, that person is
performing a genuine public sérvice.

Some fine daz, perbaps, 2 big fortune will
be a symbol of disrepute unless the possessor
can show that his money bhas, on the whole,
been for genuine good. Once a man finds
himself laughed at when he has two men in
livery on the box, or a larger house than he
needs, he may seek oth~— outlets for his
money. We should have a public opinion
which would make every multi-millionuire
rack his brain fer some great good that he
could point to with pride as a kind of alibi
for his riches.

In the long run, you can kid a man out of
more money than you can tax him out of.
Tax it away {from him and he becomes soured
and disgruntled — almost a foe to his govern-
ment; but keep tening him what a great
philanthropist he is, thus getting him to
loosen up, and he is not only pleased with
himself, but with nearly everybody else.

On the other hand, because rich people
often lose their perspectives and make asses
of themselves, there has been a tendency to
regard poverty almost as a badge of honor.
We often hear the old saying that poverty
is no disgrace. Now, the truth is that pov-
erty ¢ a disgrace, and the sooner we gel
away from a lot of maudlin sentimentality
about it, the less poverty there will be.
Poverty is a disgrace not only to the indi-
vidual, but to the whole community. Many
cases of poverty are traceable to causes a
generation or two back. But in a surpris-
ingly large number of instances, the cause —
whether laziness, shiftlessness, drunkenness,
immorality, or what not —is to be found
right in the individual who is suffering the
poverty. Whenever we pat poverty on the
back and glorify it, saying it vepresents ex-
ceptional honesty or morality, we help to
postpone the end of it.

The Wanderer of the Wasteland

[Continued from page 3]

tracks, of hobnail boots, and of traces where
water had been spilled. The boot impres-
sions led down and the moccasin tracks up;
and, as these latter were the fresher, Adam
began to follow them.

The trail led across the wash and turned
west toward where the walls commenced to
take on the dignity of a canyon. Bunches
of sage and greasewood began to dot the
sand, and beyond showed the thickets of
mesquite.

He came upon a spot where the man he
was trailing — surely an Indian— had fallen
in the sand. A dark splotch, sticky and wet,
had never been made by spilled water.
Adam recognized blood when he touched it,
but if he had not known it by the feel he
surely would have by the smell. Probably at
that instant Adam became fully himself again.
He was on the track of events, he sensed some
human being in trouble; and the encroaching
spell of Death Valley lost its power.

The trail led into the mesquites, to a wet
glade, rank with sedge and dank with the
damp odor of soapy water.

A few more hurried strides brought Adam
upon the body of an Indian, lying face down
at the edge of the trickling little stream.
His black matted hair was bloody. A ragged,
torn and stained shirt bore further evidence
of violence. Adam turned him over, seeing
at a glance that he had been terribly beaten
about the head with a blunt instrument. He
was gasping.  Swiftly Adam scooped up
water in his hat. He had heard that kind of
gasp before. Lifting the Indian’s head
Adam poured water in the open mouth.
Then he bathed the blood-stained face.

The Indian was of the tribe that had
packed supplies for the Vireys. He was ap-
parently fatally hurt. It was evident that
he wanted to speak. And from the incoher-
ent mixture of language which these Indians

used in conversation with white men Adam
gathered significant details of gold—of rob-
bers — of something being driven round and
round, grinding stone like maize.

“ Arrastra?” queried Adam.

The Indian nodded, and made a weak mo-
tion of his hand toward the trail that led to
the yellow wilderness of clay, and then
further gestures which, with a few more
gutturally whispered words, gave Adam the
impression that a man of huge bulk, wide of
shoulder, was working the old Spanish tread-
mill — arrastra— grinding for gold. Then the
Indian uttered, with a last flash of spirit,
the warning he could not speak, and falling
back, he gasped and faded into the uncon-
sciousness that meant death.

Adam stood up, thinking hard, muttering
aloud some of his thoughts.

“Arrastral . . . That was the way of
Dismukes — to grind for gold. . . . He’s
here — somewhere — down in that . yellow
hole. . . Robbers have jumped his claim —
probably-are holding him — torturing him to
tell of hidden gold . . . and they beat this
poor Indian to death.” .

There was necessity for quick thought and
quick action.. The Indian was not dead, but
he soon would be. Adam could do nothing
for him. It was imperative to decide whether
to wait here for the return of the water-
carvier or at once follow the trail to the
yellow clay slopes. Adam wore a gun, but
it held only two unused shells, and there was
no more ammunition in his pack. The In-
dian had no weapon. Perhaps the water-
carrier would be armed. 1f Dismukes were
dead, there need be no rash hurry to avenge
him: if he lived as prisoner a little time more
or less would not greatly matter. Adam
speedily decided to wait a reasonable time for
the man who packed water, and if he came,
kill him, and then hurry up the trail. There

was, in this way, less danger of being dis-
covered, and besides one of the robbers dis-
patched would render the band just so much
weaker, Adam favored this course because
of the possibility of getting a weapon.

“* And more,” muttered Adam, ““if he hap-
pens to be a tall man I can pretend to be
him — packing water back.” 7

Therefore Adam screened himself behind a
thick clump of mesquite near the trail and
waited like a panther ready to spring.

As he crouched there, keen eyes up the
canyon, ears like those of a listening deer,
there flashed into Adam’s mind one of Mag-
dalene Virey’s unforgettable remarks. “The
power of the desert over me lies somewhere
in my strange faculty of forgetting self. I
watch, T hear, I feel, 1 smell, but I dont
think. Just a gleam—a fleeting moment —
then the state of consciousness or lack of
consciousness is gone! But in that moment
lies the secret lure of the desert. Its power
over men'”

The hour was approaching midday, and
the wind began to rustle the mesquites and
seep the sand. Adam smelled a dry dust
somewhat tangy, and tasted the bitterness
of it as he licked his lips. Flies had begun
to buzz around the dead Indian.

Adam waited. The west wind began to
blow hard. TIts moan deadened the sound of
running water and the buzz of the flies.

All at once Adam’s whole body vibrated
with the leap of his heart. A tall hulking
man hove in sight, balancing a bar across his
shoulder from each end of which hung a
large bucket. These buckets swung to and
fro with the fellow’s steps. Like a lazy man,
he advanced leisurely. Adam saw a little
puff of smoke lift from the red indistinct
patch that was this water-carrier’s face. He
had a cigarette or pipe. He bent over occa-
sionally as if studying tracks in the trail, but

he showed no uneasiness ot caution. Adam
had been careful to walk to one side of that
trail. Manifestly the robber was interested
in the moccasin tracks left by the India.
As he approached nearer and nearer, Adam
received steadily growing and changing im-
pressions of the man he was about to kill,
until they fixed in the image of a long,
loosely-jointed body, a soiled shirt open at
the neck, bare brown irms, and cruel red
face. Just outside the ~esquites, the robber
halted to peer at the spot where the Indian
had fallen, and then ahead as if he expected
to see a body lying in the trail.

“Ho! Ho! if thet durned Injin I beat
didn’t crawl way down hyar!— An’ his
brains oozin’ out!” he ejaculated, hoarsely,
as he strode between the scratching mes-
quites, swinging the cross-bar and buckets
sidewise.  “Takes a hell of a lot to kill
some critters!”

Like a released spring Adam shot up. His
big hands flashed to cut off a startled yell.

“Not so much!” he called, grimly, and
next instant his giant frame was strung to
the expenditure of mighty effort.

At noon the wind was blowing a gusty gale,
and the sun shone a deep weird magenta
color through the pall of yellow dust. The
sky was not visible. Down on the ridges
and in the washes dust sheets were whipped
up at intervals. Clouds of flying sand
rustled through the air, and sometimes the
wind had force enough to carry grains of
gravel. These intermittent blasts resembled
the midnight furnace winds except for the
strange fact that they were not so hot, so
withering. Every few minutes the canyon
would be obscured in sweeping, curling
streaks and sheets of dust. Then as the
gale roared away, the dust settled and the
air again cleared.
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"The fury of the elements seemed to favor
Adam. Heat and gale and obscurity could
tend only to relax the vigilance of men.
Adam counted upon surprising the gang.
,To his regret, he had found no weapon on
the robber he had overcome. Wearing the
lman’s slouch sombrero pulled down, and
carrying the water-buckets suspended from
the bar across his shoulders, Adam believed
that in the thick of the dust-storm he might
approach near the gang, perhaps get right
among them.

} When he got to the top of the amphi-
theatre, and found it a weird and terrible
abyss of flying yellow shadows and shrieks of
wind and moan and roar, he decided he
would go down as far as might seem advis-
able, then try to slip up on the robbers
and get a look at them and their surround-
ings before rushing to the attack.

 The trail led down over hard-packed clay,
at first descending a slope, then keeping to
the center of a long winding narrow ridge.
Below, the slopes and dunes were lost in
opaque gloom. Adam descended from that
ridge into a wash between two slopes, narrow
and close, choked with dust and hot as an
oven. - It wound to right and left, a dry
stream-bed that gradually worked down
toward a lower level.

Down, and yet farther, Adam plodded,
amazed at the depth of the pit, the bottom
of which he had not seen. The plainly
defined trail led him on, and in one place,
huge boot-tracks, familiar to him, acted as a
spur. The tracks were not many days old
and had been made by Dismukes. Adam
now expected to find his old friend dead or in
some terrible situation. The place, the day,
the heat, the wind — all presaged terror, Vio-
lence, gold and blood.

At last Adam got so far down, so deep
into the yellow depths, that pall and voar of
dust-storm appeared above him. He walked
in a strange yellow twilight. ~And here the
sun showed a darker magenta.

Interminably the yellow-walled wash
wound this way and that, widening out to
the dimensions of a canyon. Here inter-
secting washes began to appear, and the
descent grew less evident.

When out of sight of the trail, he climbed
up a soft clay slope, and lying flat at the top
he peeped over. More yellow ridges like
the ribs of a wash-board! They seemed to
run out on all sides, in a circling maze. But
they were almost level. Here indeed was
the pit of the amphitheatre. With slow
desert-trained gaze Adam swept the graceful
dunes! All bare! Not a stone or a shrub!

The ridges about him began to show
streaks of brown earth and ledges of rock.
As he looked about he was startled by a
rumbling, grating sound. It was continuous
but it had louder rumbles, almost bumps.
The sound was rock grating on rock. Adam
thought he knew what made it. ‘With all
his might he listened, pressing his ear down
on the clay. The rumble kept on, but Adam
could not hear any other sound until there
came a lull in the wind above. Then he
heard a squeaking creak— a sound of wood
moved tight against wood — sharp cracks,
but of soft substances, then the ring of a
shovel on stone and at last harsh voices.

SO FAR, so good, thought Adam. Onlya few
yards of clay separated him from mining
operations, and he must see how many men

were there and what was the lay of the land, °

and how best he could proceed. The old
animal instinct to rush animated him, requir-
ing severe control. While waiting for the
wind to begin again, Adam wondered if he
was to see Dismukes. He did not expect to.

The elements seemed to await Adam’s
wishes. At that very moment the yellow
light shaded a little dimmer and the sinister-
hued sun cloaked its ruddy face. The gale
above howled, and the circling winds, lower
down, gathered up sheets of dust and swept
them across the shrouded amphitheatre.

Adam sunk his fingers into the soft clay
and crawled up this last slope. Reaching
the last foot of ascent Adam cautiously
peeped over. He saw a wider space, a sort
of round pocket between two yellow ridges,
that ran out and widened from a ledge of
crumbling rock. He crawled a few inches
farther, raised himself a little higher. Then
he saw brush roofs of structures, evidently
erected for shade. The rumble began again.
Higher Adam raised himself. Then he espied
a coat hanging on a corner post of one of the
structures. Dismukes’ coat! Excitement
now began to encroach upon his cool pa-
tience and determination. Higher he raised
hinaself.

The brush-covered structure farther from
him was a sun-shelter, and under it lay piles

of camp duffel. A camp-fire smoked.
Adam’s swift eyes caught the gleam of guns.
The day was too torrid for these campers to
pack guns. The nearer structure was large,
octagonal in shape, built of mesquite posts
and brush. From under it came the rumble
of rocks and the metallic clink of “shovels
and then heavy voices,

Still higher Adam pulled himself so that
he might see under the brush shelter. A
wide rent in the roof — a huge brown flash
across this space — then lower down a move-
ment of men to and fro — rumble of rocks,
clink of shovel, thud of earth, creak and
crack —a red undershirt — blue jeans —
boots, and then passing, bending men nude
to the waist — circle and sweep of long dark
streak — then again the huge brown flash —
it all bewildered Adam, so that one of his
usually distinguishing glances failed to con-
vey clear meaning of this scene. Then he
looked and looked, and when he had looked
a long breathless moment he fell flat on the
soft clay, digging his big hands deep, trem-
bling and straining with the might of his
passion to rush like a mad bull down upon
the ruffians.

THE brush roof was a shelter for an arras-
tra. In the center of the octagon a round
pit had been dug into the ground, and lined
and floored with flat stones. An upright
beam was set in the middle of this, and was
fastened above to the roof.  Cross-beams
were attached to the upright, and from these
cross-beams dragged huge rocks held by
chains. A long pole, like the tongue of a
wagon, extended from the upright and
reached far out, at a height of about four
feet from the ground. The principle of
operation was to revolve the cross-beams and
upright post, dragging the rocks around
and around the pit, thus crushing the ore.

The motive power sometimes was a horse.
but usually it was a mule. But in this in-
stance the motive power was furnished by a
man. A huge, broad, squat man naked to
the waist! He was bound to the end of the
long bar or tongue, and as he pushed it round
and round his body was bent almost double.
What wonderful brawny arms on which the
muscles rippled and strung like ropes! The
breast of this giant was covered with griz-
zled hair. Like a tired ox he bowed his huge
head, wagging it from side to side. ~As he
heaved around he exposed his broad back —
the huge brown flash that had mystified
Adam — and this mighty muscled back
showed streaks and spots of blood.

A gaunt man, raw-boned and dark, with a
face like a ghoul, stood just outside the circle
described by the long bar. He held a mes-
quite branch, with forked and thorny end,
which he used as a goad. ‘Whenever the hairy
half-naked giant passed around, this gaunt
man would swing the whip. It cracked on the
brown hack — spattered the drops of blood.

There were three other men shoveling,
carrying, and dumping ore into the pit. One
was slight of build and hard of face. A red-
undershirted fellow looked tough and wiry,
of middle age, a seasoned desert-rat, villain-
ous as a reptile. The third man had a small
closely-cropped head like a bullet, and a jaw
that stood out beyond his brow, a hard visage
smeared with sweat and dust. His big naked
shoulders proclaimed him young.

And the grizzled giant, whom the others
were goading and working to death there in
the terrible heat, was Adam’s old savior and
friend, Dismukes!

Cautiously Adam backed and slid down
the clay slope, and hurried up and down an-
other.  When he had crossed several he
turned to the left, and ran down to the trail,
and followed along that until he reached the
spot where he had left the buckets of water.

There he drank deeply, and tried to re-
strain his hurry. But he was not tired or
out of breath. And his mind seemed at a
deadlock. A weapon, a shovel, a sledge to
crush their skulls! To keep between them
and their guns! Thus Adam’s thoughts had
riveted themselves on a few actions.

Swinging the cross-bar over his shoulders
and lifting the buckets, he took the trail
down toward the camp. He bowed his head
and his shoulders more than the weight of the
buckets made necessary.

He rounded the last corner.  There was
the camp, fifty yards away. He now could
almost straddle the only avenue of escape.

“That’s Bill with the water!” yelled the
red-shirted man.

Work and action ceased. The giant Dis-
mukes looked — then heaved erect with
head poised like that of a hawk.

“Aw, Bill, you son-of-a-gun!" called an-
other robber, in welcome. ““We damn neat
died — waitin’ fer thet water!”
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Health, the Greatest
Human Asset

Good health 1s essential to the
enjoyment of life and to the
efficient conduct of our busi-
ness affairs.
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Dyspepsia and other mild
forms of indigestion are often-
times the forerunners in un-
dermining the health of men
and women.
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Beeman’s Original Pepsin
Gum has been found gener-
ally effective in maintaining
good digestion.
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“You'v
" Me, Jim!”

"Todag good old Wright came to my office. All

day the

ferent.

“When I had to give up school to go to work I
came to the plant seeking any kind of a job. They
put me on the pay-roll and turned me over to

Wright, an assistant foreman then as now.

“Well, I soon realized that to get ahead I must
not only do my work well, but prepare for some-
thing better. So I wrote to Scranton and found I
could get exactly the course I needed to learn our
business. Itook it up and began studying an hour

or two each evening.

‘“Why, in just a little while my work took on a whole
Y began givng me the most particular
jobs—and asking my advice. Next thing I knew I was made
assistant foreman of a new department. I kept right on
studying because I could see results. Then there was a
changeand I waspromoted toforeman—atgood money, too.

**And now the first big goal is reached—I am superin-
tendent, with an income that means independence and all

new meaning. Wright

those things that make life worth living.

*“Wright is still at the same job, an example of the trag-
hat a truth he spoke when he
d today, ‘You've gone ’way past me, qlm.—and you

edy of lack of training. W

deserve to. Heads win—every time!’?’
The ional Corr d Sch

getting ahead in business and in life.

You, too, can have the position you want in the work of
your choice, with an income that will make possible money
in the bank, a home of your owni the comforts and luxuries

you would like to provide your family.

All we ask is the chance to prove it— without obligation
on your part ora genny of cost. That’s fair, isn’t it? Then

mark and mail this coupon.
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INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 2963-B, SCRANTON, PA.
Explain, without obli
position, or in the subject, before which I mark X.
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Eleetrio Lighting and Rys. ADVERTISING
Electric Wiring Window Trimmez
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one Way Past

oys had been dropping in to congratulate
me on my promotion. But with Wright it was dif-

1s have helped
mere than two million men and women to know the jog of

ting me, how I can qunl){fy for the

PLUMBING AND HEATING Railway Mall Clerk
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years of success-
ful teaching prove
our ability.

10 Courses in Com-
mercial and Illus-
trative Drawing
Endorsed by high
art authorities.

Students trained by members of s
our Faculty are filling high-salaried

ositions. :Artist’s Outfit FIREE

0 Enrolled Students.

Write today for Art Year Book.

ScHEL*APDLED ART

ArpuepAnTBLPG.NO. G  BATTLECREEX MICH.

LA.U ' BECOME AN LL.B.
This is the only law school in the U, S. which conducted a
dard resid hool and gives its students identically

the same instruction by mail. We are legally quah&d and
WS —
LL. B.—by correspondence. Over 450 lectures deliveredin
classrooms and especially revised for our students by alarge
i Our Law Library
consists of 24 volumes (bound into 12 books) of Students’
Standard Text Books, prepared at an enormous cost exclu-
sively for the use of our students by one of the largest and
most reliable law book publishers in America. Writtenguar-
antee to prepare graduates to pass bar examination. 60.00
coursein Oratory and PublicSpeaking given free. Thousands
of successful graduates. Only school of its kind in America.
Established in 1910, Write today for Illustrated Catalog
which will give you the Facts —the Proof— the Evidence.

Hamiiton College of Law, 504 Morton Bldg., Chicago

authorized to confer the Degree of Bachelor of

corps of prominent, practicing lawyers.

When answering advertisements
mention McClure’s

“Ho! Ho! .
another Injin.”

Adam walked on, shortening himself a
little more, quickening his stride. When he
reached and passed the shelter under which
lay packs and coats and guns he suddenly
quivered, as if released from dragging re-
straint,

The robber of slight frame and hard face
had walked out from under the shelter. He
alone had been silent. He had peered
keenly, bending a little.

‘“Hey, is thet you, Bill?”” he queried, with
a hard voice which suited his face.

The gaunt robber cracked his whip.
*“Fellars, air we locoed by this hyar dust?
Damn the deceivin’ light! . . . Too big fer
Bill — er I'm blind with heat!”

“It ain’t Billl” screeched the little man,
and he bounded toward where the guns lay.

Adam dropped the buckets. Down they
thudded with a splash. Two of his great
leaps intercepted the little man, who veered
aside, dodged and then tried to run by.
Adam, with a lunge and a swing, hit him
squarely on the side of the head. The blow
rang soddenly. Its tremendous power pro-
pelled the man off his feet, turning him side-
wise as he went through the air, and carried
him with terrific force against one of the
shelter-posts, round which his limp body
seemed to wrap itself. Crash! the post
gave way, letting the roof sag. Then the
smitten man rolled to lodge against a pack,
and lay inert,

Whirling swiftly Adam drew his gun. and
paused a second, ready to rush.

The robbers stood stock-still.

“My Gawd!” hoarsely yelled the red-
shirted one. *“Who's thet? . . . Did you
see him soak Robbins?”’

Dismukes let out a stentorian roar of joy,
of hate, of triumph. Like a chained elephant
he plunged to escape. Failing that, he
surged down to yell: “Aha, you bloody
claim-jumpers! Now you're done! It’s
Wansfell!”

“Wansfell!” flashed the gaunt-faced vil-
lain, and that gaunt face turned ashen
“Grab a shovel! Run fer a gun!”

Then the red-shirted robber swung aloft
his shovel and rushed at Adam, bawling
fierce curses. Adam shot him through. The
man seemed blocked, as if by a heavy impact,
then, more fiercely, he rushed again. Adam’s
second and last shot staggered him. But the
shovel descended on Adam’s head, a hard
blow, fortunately from the flat side. Club-~
bing his gun Adam beat down the man. ¥ho

. . Bill, ye musta run agin

went falling with his shovel under the shelter.
Both the other men charged Adam and the
three met at the opening. They leaped so
swiftly upon him and were so heavy-bodied,
that they bore him to the ground. Adam’s
grim intention was to hang on to both of
them, so neither could run to get a weapon.
To that end he locked a hold on each. Then
began a whirling, wrestling, thudding battle.
To make sure of them Adam had handicapped
himself. He could not swing his mallet-like
fists and he had not been fortunate enough
to grip their throats. So, rolling over and
over with them, he took the rain of blows,
swinging them back, heaving his weight upon
them. Foot by foot he won his way farther
and farther from where the guns lay. If one
yelling robber surged half-erect Adam swung
the other to trip him. And once inside the
wide doorway of that octagon structure
Adam rose with the struggling men, an iron
hand clutc'ing each, and swinging them wide
apart, by giant effort he brought them back
mto solid and staggering impact. He had
hoped to bring their heads together. But
only their bodies collided and the force of
the collision broke Adam’s hold on one.
The young man of hulking frame went
down, right on the shovel, and quick to
grasp it, he bounded up, fierce and strong.
But as he swung aloft the weapon, Adam let
go of the gaunt-faced man and hit him,
knocking him against the other. They stag-
gered back, almost falling.

Swift on that advantage, Adam swung a
fist to the bulging jaw of the man with the
shovel. As if struck by a catapult he went
down over the wooden beam and the shovel
Hlew far. Then Adam blocked the doorway
The other fellow charged him only to be
knocked back. As he reeled, his comrade,
panting loud, straddled the long beam.
Just then Dismukes with quick wits heaved
forward on the beam, to which he was
bound, and the claim-jumper went sprawling
in the dirt. Dismukes celebrated his en-
trance into the fray with another stentorian
yell.

Adam awoke now to a different and more
intense sense of the fight. He had his an-
tagonists cornered. They could never get
by him to secure a gun. And the fierce
zest of violent strife. the ruthless law of the
desert, the survival of the strongest, the
blood lust would have made him refuse any
weapon save his hands. He stood on his
feet and his hands were enough. Like a
wolf he snapped his teeth, then locked his
jaw. As he swung and battled and threw
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these foes backward a strange wild joy
accelerated his actions. The smell of sweat
and blood, the heat of panting breaths in his
face, the feel of hot rippling muscle all
tended to make him the fiercer. His sight
stayed keen, though tinged with red. He
saw the beady evil eyes of the big robber,
like hot green fire, and the bruised and
bleeding face with its snarling mouth, and
as he saw, he struck out hard with savage
thrill. He saw the gaunt and sallow visage
of the other, bloody-mouthed, with malig-
nant gaze of frenzied hate, of glinting intent
to kill, and as he saw he beat him down.

Then into his pulsing senses burst a terrible
yell from Dismukes. The gaunt-faced man
had fallen into the pit of the arrastra, and
Dismukes had suddenly started ahead, shov-
ing the beam before him. The big rocks
dragging by chains from the cross-beam
began to pound around on the ore. Jar and
rumble! Then a piercing scream issued from
the man who had been caught under the
rocks, who was being dragged around the
arrastra.

Adam saw, even as he knocked back an-
other rush of the other man.

“Grindin’ gold, Wansfelll”” roared Dismukes.
“More ore, pard! . . . We're grindin’ gold!™

The huge prospector bent to his task.
Supreme was his tremendous effort. Strength
of ten men! Blood gushed from the cuts on
his brawny back. Faster he shoved until he
was running. And as he came around, the
ferocity of his bristling face, and the swelling
of the great chest with its mats of hair,
seemed to prove him half man, half beast, a
gorilla in a death-grapple.

Again the big robber lunged up, to lower
his head and charge at Adam. He was past
yelling. He did not seek to escape. He
would have given his life to kill.

“More ore, pard Wansfelll” yelled Dis-
mukes, as with whistling breath he shoved
round the terrible mill of rumbling rocks. A
horrible long-drawn cry issued from under
them.

Then the sweep of the long beam caught
the charging man. Down to his knees it
forced him, and catching under his chin, was
dragging him when the upright post gave way
with a crash. The released beam, under the
tremendous momentum of Dismukes’ mas-
sive weight and strength, seemed tc flash
across the half-circle, lifting and carrying the
man. A low wall of rock caught his body, and
the beam, swinging free from its fastening,
cracked his head asif it had been a ripe melon.

; (To be continued)

Stronger Than Death

[Continued from page 2})

two. You’ll miss me. You'll be punished.

_Perhaps when you return you'll be sensible.”

““Good-bye, then,” he said.

.She hesitated, then came to him for the
parting kiss. Her eyes were full of tears.

“Don’t you think I love you, Allan?”

His devil prompted him to reply:

““As much as you can.”

Sharply pushing him from her, she left the
room.

He departed for London.

His condition was so wretched that, when
he arrived at the London hotel, the clerk
asked him if he required a physician. “What
is this that’s happened to me?” he asked

himself. “What a mess! What a future it
would be! But can I give her up?”
Later he reflected:

‘At any rate, she’ll write.”

This thought nearly calmed him.

Days, weeks, a month passed. Such a
month as a man would spend sitting in a

rison-cell, waiting, every moment, for the

Footfall of a messenger who might bring
either a pardon or a sentence of death. A
month of silence.

“But it’s I who was in the wrong; it's I
who should have written! What have I done
to her? She may be ill!”

He rushed back to Paris, prepared to find
her pining away from grief.

She was not at her hotel. She had gone to
dine at a restaurant. As he approached the
restaurant, he saw her, about to enter a
motor-car, with Wirdsmal and the tenor
Calincourt, en toilette, a necklace of dia-
monds revealed between the folds of her
cloak. In that costume she had never dined
in one of the public rooms. It had evidently

been a private dinner-party. She was
radiant. Her smile was as dazzling as if pro-
duced before a drop-curtain, above a sudden
clustering of bouquets.

She did not see him standing there on the
pavement.

He returned to London. Thence he took
ship for the Orient. On that voyage he was
supposed by everybody to be convalescent
from an illness.

In moments of relapse, he wondered,
“How did it all come about? Why wasn't 1.
content to take the best she could offer?”
And after reflection, “I was mad! Surely
such things don't happen to other men. No,
this is the penalty for being a romantic.”

So it was that he developed a hatred of
romance. :

He engulfed himself in his work. He
gained a reputation for freedom from senti-
mentality, except where social conditions
were concerned.

He had transmuted romanticism into hu-
manitarianism. In the words of his dinner-
companion at Mme. de Lammennais-
Rypperda’s he had “sublimated his intoler-
able yearning.”

Still, now and then dizziness stole over him
when he chanced on her name in a newspaper.
His eyes, before he could avert them, embrac-
ed the article from beginning to end, drank in
its whole import. So he learned that she had
married Wirdsmal, and. after Wirdsmal’s
death, the tenor Calincourt. Then he
read that she had retired from opera.

If only that might have happened in his
time!

But this very evening, while passing the
Opéra on his way to the house of Mme. de

Lammennais-Rypperda, he had said to him-
self, with a pleasant sensation of calmness and
fortitude, “Not a twinge! Nothing but in-
credulity at that old-time madness. How
long has it been since I made myself over,
became another man? "

The saturnine maid, softly approaching the
alcove, peered into the gloom.

“ Madame still sleeps.”

Sitting down on the edge of a shadowy
chair, she folded her hands discreetly in her
lap. They listened to the ticking of an
invisible clock.

“You and madame have been here long?""

“A month. With our present means,
monsieur, there was nowhere else to go.”

“And this state of affairs?”

“Since the divorce from Monsieur Calin-
court. But for a long while it has all been
had. Monsieur knows nothing about it? ™

The maid, her face covered with a shadow
that resembled the mask of an attendant in a
torture-chamber, began in a calm, dry voice
to reveal the secrets of these years.

“When I came to madame, in the second
vear of her marriage to Monsieur Wirdsmal.
they were already unhappy together. If, in-
deed, they had ever been otherwise! Yet
madame was then at the height of her career.
Signor Sassotti had just written for her his
opera ‘ Scheherezade’.”

“The old perfume!” Allan uttered aloud.

“Madame’s perfume? Pardon, I think
not. To my knowledge she has used only two
perfumes. In the days of Monsieur Wirds-
mal it was M’ Aimez-Vous. In Monsieur
Calincourt’s period it was Crepuscula. But
Scheherezade? If that was a perfume of
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