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HE red-haired child
Twu male, small, and

plainly pretending
that he was a restive horse,
He cavorted on all fours
ahead of Noel, suying
“Yuff!” repeatedly and
gettingin Noel'sway. Noel
slowed, burdened
with his suitcase
and fishing rods
and entangled in
thechain of hister- ™
rier. Several men
watched his prog-
ress down the plat-
form, grinning, and
from therearawoman
ordered Bud to get
out of the gentleman’s
road. But Bud gal-
loped on, shedding
green candy pellets
from some pocket in
his faded pink gar-
ment, and butted his
head on the leg of a
young man in a con-
ductor’scap. Then he
wept.

Persons in blue
shirts leaned from the
windows of the blis-
tered coach and spoke
kindly to Bud, who howled until a red-haired woman
marched up and righted him with two slaps. She had a
baby tilted over her shoulder and she told Bud: “You're
an awful nuisance. I got a mind to put you on the cars
and send you home to your papa.”

“Sure,” said the conductor, “‘I'll fetch him off down to
Addio. Get out from under, Bud. Here's somebody
tryin’ to get on the train.”

Bud made a distinct attempt to follow Noel’s dog up the
steps of the smoker, but was repressed. The tourist sank
into the first dirty plush seat, dropped his burdens and
looked through the window at Bud's mother, who was
pretty. She was the prettiest woman he'd seen in two
hours’ stay in the torrid city of Olean. She wore no hat
and stood talking in a sweet drawl to the conds while
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“’Get Out From Under,
Hero's Somebody Try
Get on the Train*"

race until I come for you. The agent at North Juniper is a
great friend of mine. If you explain who you are he will

give you a drink, perhaps.”
Noel returned l.he letter to his case and beheld the
near him. Gathering his energies the explorer

Bud sniffled, sitting on the platform. Two large men in
overalls strode up the aisle and descended to shake hands
with her.

She drawled: “Yeh, Mr. Carlson’s lots better. But the
folks at the hospital say he’d ought to stay here mebbe a
week. Hey, Charlie” —she spoke to the conductor—*you
tell Addio his pa’s gettin’ on all rlght and feelin’ good but
awful weak. Now, Bud, stop eryin’ or I'll send you home
to papa right off like a shot.”

Bud observed that he wanted to go home to papa. The
men laughed and one uked ““Hey, Sally, what's it feel like
bein’ a millio 's wife?”

“Get out,” said the pretty woman. *“Millionaire
nothin’, The lawyers write it'll come to 'bout sixty-
seventy thousand dollars. But it'll be months before we
get it. They got to sell off Mr. Moretti’s store and all.
Hey, Charlie, tell Addio to send up baby's other bottle.
He’s busted two.”

‘The conductor said ““Sure,” and halted a move on the
part of Bud to crawl under the coach. The engine lan-
guidly whistled.

Bud’s mother withdrew her son, wailing, up the plat-
form and called back: *“Hey, Charlie, tell Addio I bought
him some new und’clothes ‘s morning. And you fetch up
baby's bottle to-morrow. I'll come down and get it.”

The conductor yelled ““Sure,” the two men scrambled
into the coach and the train left Olean. Noel lit his pipe
and patted the terrier, which had assumed the weary
supeior expression of all West Highland terriers in public.
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Noel said, “Balliol, we're nearly there, old son,” and
thought of Bud’s mother.
An informal and popular character, certainly. Ier

family arrangements were too for reduction
though, and sweat was trickling from Noel's nose to his
pipestem. He wiped his face and pulled out of his ciga-
rette case the chart of this expedition, his friend Sanford
Rawling's letter.

Ile read: ““At Olean you hunt up the train to Oil City.
But don’t go to Oil City. Ask for a ticket to North
Juniper. No one announces the stations, so tell the con-
ductor to put you off at North Juniper. Do not be dis-
couraged by the appearance of North Juniper, Telephone
me and wait at the station with the stolid cyfGrafee{ yor,

beamed and said, offering his ticket: “You'd not mind
telling me when we come to North Juniper? I get down

“Sure, I'll tell you,” the official nodded, taking the
ticket; **but what the hell do you want to get off there
2

“I—I'm visiting a—friend who l.lvel about there.”

The conductor said affably, “Oh, yeh, The Rawlin’
boys, I guess? They’re the only lolk- live anywheres near
Juniper you'd be likely to be visitin'. Yeh. English,
ain’t you? I never seen a Britisher that was black-headed
before. Or dark-complected.

Noel shyly told him, “I'm afraid I'm rather tanned.
Your American climate. I've been swimming rather a lot

and ——"

“Yeh? You folks ain’t got much climate in England, by
all accounts, Well, it's a hot summer. Got a fishin’ pole in
that case? Awful good fishin’ up at the Rawlin’ place.
M’ kid brother works there—in the sawmill. Sawed his
lef’ thumb off last Tuesday,” the conductor reported
proudly; ‘‘and two Danes stabbed each other Thursday.
Mr. Rawlins got near a thousand men on the place.
Pretty lively this summer. Y'ought to have a good time,”
the man assured him, and passed on down the isle. Noel
heard him explaining to men deeper in the coach, “An
English kid. He's goin’ to Rawlin's Hope to visit. Expect
he’s somebody Sanford Rawlin’ met in France.”

A furry thin man came from the next coach and bawled
down the smoker: ‘“Iley, Charlie, warn't that Addio
Carlson’s wife you was gassin’ at, back at the station?
Yeh? Well, what's she doin’ in Olean?"

The conductor bawled back: *“Old Carlson got took with
appendicitis last Sunday. He'sin hospital. Sally come up
to nurse him.”

The furry being now examined Noel, who was awed.
He went on, “ How much money's this Addio come into off
his uncle?"

A chorus answered,
seventy thousan’ dollas

“Ain’t that enough?" asked the interlocutor. He retired

“Sally says it ain't more'n sixty-
rs.”

ILLYUSTRATED

October 29, 192/

OMAS BEER

BY EDWARD L. CHAsE

shirts came lounging y,

to pat Balliol and \pn
compliment the terrier's
dignity. Noel smiled
and nodded; he was re
ducing sixty thousand
dollars to pounds Eng-
lish at the current ex-
change. With such a
sum banked, it appeared
that Addio Carlson’s
baby might break end-
less bottles. Certainly
Addio Carlson’s pretty
wife should
get some de-
cent frocks
d a smart
hat. Whowas
Addio? Some
well-known
farmer of this
wooded val-
ley, of course.
There were
stretches of bright farmland among theheavy
trees. One of Balliol's admirers dropped from
the coach at a tiny station and mounted a
thick plow horse hitched to a maple trunk.

“Better not let the pup run ‘round too
loose up at Rawlin’s Hope,” a lank boy ad-
vised. ‘“The rattlers are changin’ their skins.
They'll snap at anylhmz. Couple of lumber-
jucks got bit last week
“Rattlers?” Rattlesnakes? Does one find them so far
cast ag Pennsylvania? Ithought—Texas, or rather farther
west.

The lank boy hauled up his shirt and showed a pair
white marks on a freckled rib . “Ten years back,” he
said. “’N’ gee, pop filled me so full of redeye I was drunk
a week. Yeh, there’s plenty rattlers 'round. Addio
Carlson was sayin' the woods round Juniper's full of 'em.
Says one come in the station and tried to buy a ticket,
other day.”

An older youth yawned: ““Patch of slate right behind the
station at Juniper. Rattlers like slate. They lie out onit
and get w-rmed up. Say, is it true they ain't any snakes
in Ireland?"

They left the coach at various stations. Other me
replaced them. Noel felt himsell nowm( famous. He
was an English feller on his way to visit the Rawlin’ boys
up at Rawlin's Hope. As prospective guest of a lumber
magnate he was marked. Balliol had constant callers, snd
the woods changed to a valley, tortuous, floored by a
.hnl]ow pleasing river in which were bathing under
the’atrocious sun of this American noon. Cinders filld
Noel's collar. When he wiped his face the handkerchiel
came away grimy. The train went in jerks about bends
and the hills rose ever steeper.

At one o'clock the conductor said: “North Juniper's
next stop, friend, where you get off. Be thereina rmnnu

The train clattered around curve, Noel climbed
down the steps to a baked oblong of planks and saw his
trunk flop from the baggage car to the end of this empty
platform. The heat seemed to flow like invisible water
about him. He gasped, blinking, his eyes bruised by the
flung glitter of the window, from which a brown fello
jumped into the h(ht.

““Hey, Addio,” said the conductor, “Sally was down to
the station at Olean. Says you gotta send up the kid's
other bottle, Your dad’s some better but ain't well yet,
and ulu‘s bought you some underduds. How y' get-
tin’ on

The brow'n man drawled: “Fine. Hey, you give me-
yell in the lnomm and I'll have the bottle ready. A
body get off?" o

“Yeh, this gentleman's goin’ up to the R.nlm
S'long, Ad. Heard any more about your money?”

“Not yet,” said Addio, and stepped back 8s the trait
rolled off. He stood with his hands jammed into the
pockets of soiled yellow canves breeches and grinned 1
men hailed him from the smoker’s windows. He said.
e ) Sam! How you, Ed? Hear your wife's got a baby.
Carl!” and the high drawl lived against the train’
jumbled noises.

He looked after it, then turned his tanned face toward
Noel, fixing his prodigious brilliant eyes on Noel's feet.

“You goin’ up to Rawlin's Hope? That's kind of crazt
unless they promised to give you a job. They're full up-

to the forward coach after another stare at Noel. This Been turnin’ people away for a month. ond
rgilroad seemed more sociable than the one which had ﬁf} Oh, I'm merely going to visit. Mr. Sanf
ht Noel to Olean, Several young fellows in )| RaWhiAg—"
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Addio cried: “Oh, I getcha. You're that English feller
san Rawlin’ was talkin’ about yesterday. Yeh, ¢'mon
mdz and sit down. Come ahead.”

He shuffled his red carpet slippers across the planks to
the sill of & puultle- door, stumbled on it, said ‘Hell,”
and ushered Noel into a cell hotter than open air but dark
after the sunlight. Here he picked up a telephone from a
table where a telqnphxc apparatus chattered and com-
manded, “ Hey, Gertie, gimme Rawlin's. . . . Setdown
on the bed or somewheres. There’s ice in the box, there,
and the hooch is on the shelf right over. . . . Thatyou,
Mike? This is Addio. Gimme San Rawlin’, willyou? . . .
Aw, hustle!” He stared through a window at the brassy
river and told Noel, “San’s just as likely to be off fishin’,
but they can send down a car for you. . . - That you,

San? . . This is Addio. Hey, your friend from
hlhnd'uhzn. . .. Yeh. . . . Sure, I'll give hi
drink. . . . C’mon, guy, San wants to talk to'you.”

From somewhere Sanford Rawling said: “'I'll bedown es
fast as I can get there, Bretherton.. It's thirty miles and
they've been tearing up the road. - Addio can give you a
@ndwich. His wife’s away or you could have a decent
. I'll be there in an hour. I —" His grave vwee
ped and no sound succeeded it.

"lz’ll take San a hour or some to get here,” Mdm re-
marked from the ice chest by a battered osk bedstead.
*You better have some chow. M’ mother-in-law sends me
things.

ﬁmnd of roast beef and a pat of butter emerged from
the ice chest. Balliol set up an optimistic whine. 3

Addio lowered his astonishing eyes and said: * Hey, pu
who're you? Your dog? . . . West Highland mﬁer"
Never of 'em.” He stooped and explored Balliol
vith his nervous long hands. ‘“One of them low-lyin’
hounds, huh? Well, pup, how ’bout & dish of milk?"’

He spilled milk broadly on the oilcloth of the floor, filling
asaucer. Balliol, an economist, lapped it up before com-
mencing his lnesl Addio planted beef, bread and butter
on @ rickety table at the bedside. A thin erect blue scar
between his level black brows stirred as he smiled. He
shuffled to the shelf where the
whisky stood and knocked down
sbaby’s milk bottle which didn’t
break as it bounced off Balliol's
spine to Noel's foot,

Addio commented:

“Lucky,

m' wife in the mornin’. She's
nursin’ dad upat Olean. Hetook
appendicitis last week. She’sgot
the kids up with her. . . .
Hey, there's my call.”

He leaned, frowning, on the
table by the window and ticked
off some response by telegraph.
Against the brazen river and the
noon his face was sad in profile,
but boyish and comely still
under the random mop of black

He Jerhed -bout his head to

oel: “Notice anythin’
the wire while you
\u n.l.lun to San Rawlin'? 0il
City says somethin’s wrong up

this waj ‘
“ pped speaking
rather tudden

ly.”

Addio said “Humph!" and
picked up the telephone. After
a useless clicking of the catch he
nodded, “Busted wire, I guess,”
and tapped off a few words by
telegraph. His eyes roved and
he shrugged, flexing his tough
arms. “Wonder where? Well,
let’s catch some chow.”

Noel sat on the bed, as no
other seat seemed convenient,
and ate sandwiches of cool .
Addio dilated the woes of lines-

men in this valley. There were

landslides in spring from the
steep hills, and forest fires. Thi
spring the wires up to Rawling’s
Hope had been down for three
days and the whole plateau of
the vast lumber camp had been
cut off,

“Dad used to ride up in

m’ mother-in-law's flivver with
messages. He ain’t but one leg
and he'd stall the car and have
toget out and crank her and his
peg'd get stuck in the mud. "N’
then the bridge busted dow:

it's down the river a mile. -nd

m' mother-in-law couldn’t send

Addie Didn't Meve.

the flivver over—she lives across from here—and there
was hell”

“‘Rather,” Noel murmured. The three windows showed
no house. He saw a road mounting the slope behind the
station. Poles escorted the streak of dusty clay. South,
the four rails blazed, , and west was the rim of
bnuh that separated the track from the river. He asked,

“You've been station master here some time?”

*‘Oh, it's dad runs the station. Yeh. He's been agent
here twenty years. Worked up at Rawlin’s and lost a leg.
Tree fell on him. Mr. Rawlin’ got him this job. It's all
right, but kind of lonesome. Be glad to get out. Ain’t no
one to ulk w bnt {olk- on the cars, and there ain’t but four
locals a 'll be glad to move off. Y’ see, m’
uncle in Phll’dolphh d\ad md left me his money. So, soon
as I get it I'm goin’ to buy out the old guy that runs the
store up at Rawlin's. Bud's pretty near old enough to go
to school.”

“Oh, there's a village on Mr. Rawling’s land?”

“Sure; Fivesix hundred people in summer when
they 're cuttin’ trees, and plenty in winter. And there’sa
movje and & church. Awful civilized.” He appropriated
a slice-of bread for which Noel was relchln(, then lifted his
head and said, **Somebody whistlin’?

““I don’t hear anything.

Addio closed his eyes and solemnly frowned. Then he
nodded, “‘Yeh. It'sm’brotherin-law. Over the river.”

Noel saw a figure, a pink point, wading into the shallows
opponu the station. He said, “You've awfully good

“I (at to hlve " Addio frowned, hacking beef from the
roast. “I bet m' mother-in-law's been tryin’ to phone me
and couldn’t, 50 she's sent Ed. Funny. In winter, if the
river freezes, all-they got to do is stand on the other side
and say ‘Hey, Addio!’ just out lmld, lnd I can hear it like
they was standin’ on the tracks h

“Tan't ‘Addio’ the Italian of good by'?”"

Addio said, “Yeh. M’ mother was Italian. Name of
Fiora Moretti. Died off when I got born. Dad asked her
what to name me. She said ‘Addio,’ and checked out.

Neel Aimed tAe Recetver and Pired Three Timar

Dad bein’ a Swede thought it was some kind of name and
named me it. Wops are funny. Went down to Phil'delphia
to m’ uncle’s funeral—he run a grocery—and all his wop
friends kept talkin' it at me. I can’t speak a word of it.”

He folded his arms on his ripped blue shirt after
Balliol a fragment of beef, and brooded, shutting his eyes
once more. Noel finished his iced whisky and timidly
noted the tattooed 453 Inf. under crossed rifles on one of
the bronze forearms.

Addio mused: *“Well, it was uwhl.l nice of Uncle Rico to
leave me his money. There's Ed.”

Ed was a red-haired boy of fifteen or sixteen, bare, wet
and annoyed. He leaned through the window from the
Hey, Ad. who cut the phone wire?
Mamma was tryin’ to get you."

“It's busted somewhere.”

Ed grunted, “Sure, it's busted. You can see it. 'Bout

fifty yards down the track. Munm makin’ you a cake
and wants you to come over 'n’ get it.”

“Why didn’t you fetch it over, Ed1”

“*Cause it nn’t dono yet. Hey, I pretty near walked on
a rattler comin’

Addio roee lnd strolled to the telegraph table. He
picked up an envelope and opened it, handing the contents
to Ed across the window sill. Balliol went to noee the dis-
carded cover. Ed squinted at the letter and announced:
o lt - lrom them lawyers in Phil'delphia. Want me to read
it, Ae

"‘Yeh "
The boy perched on the sill and read, singsong: “‘Dear
Mr. Carlson: In reply to your father's letter of July

eighth we must inform you that Ottavio Moretti
claim to any part of your late uncle’s estate. He -eem.
to be a remote relative and we are informed by Mr. Cas-
sani, a friend of your uncle, that Mr. Moretti once
employed Ottavio Moretti in his store. You need pay no
attention to threats or requests from Ottavio Moretti, He
appears to be a bad character and is known to the police
a8 a drug addict. He was lately discharged from the service
of an electrical company. Like many drug takers he
probably suffers from del\mom
and feels aggrieved —'"" The
reader giggled. *Fancy word,
huh? ‘—— aggrieved that your
uncle left him nothing. His
statement to you that he is the
rightful heir of your late uncle is
man-manifestly absurd. Should
Ottavio Moretti visit you again
or annoy you in any way please
inform us directly and we will
take steps to have him re-
strained. Yours very truly,
Acton and Bland, per’— per
someone or other. Is that about
the feller that come and talked
to you las’ week, Addio?"

*Yeh, that's him," said Addio,
taking back the letter. He
frowned at the ceiling, then
drawled to Noel: “Say, I got
to go get this cake. San Rawlin’
ought to be here pretty quicl
‘You don't mind stayin’ alone?"

**Oh, rather not,” Noel as-
sured him, and watched Addio
climb through the window. +

The red slippers shuffled over
the four rails and into the low
brush, speckled with stones of a
bluish gray. Addio explained to
Ed that this was an English fe
ler going to visit San Rawlil
while he shoved a flat-bottomed
skiff from the lhore‘ Ed civilly
rowed the boat

Balliol clnnbed on Noel's suit-
case by the window to observe,
his paws on the sill. He barked
moroeely.

Noel said: “Yes, old son, 2
'very decent sort, Addio is. His
table manners are 'a bit slack
and he never looks at one for
more than a second. Better
write the gov'nor about him.
‘Travel does enrich the mind.";

Noel wiped his face, took off
his coat and adopted a square
yellow telegraph blank. He sat
at the telegraph table and wrote:
“Dear Father: Have just lunched
with the son of the station mas-
ter at Juniper, Pa. He is an
Italian-Swedish-American of my
age or thereabouts, and appears
tobeilliterate. However, he has




come into fifteen thousand pounds from the
estate of his late uncle, who was a trades-
man in_Philadelphia. The thermometer
reads 96 degrees and Rawling is_comin
30 miles by mowr to rescue Il?ebl N&m of
these things wil probable to you
butIam —" n.l"’"iu ked three times,
Noel saw nothing of interest out~
side the window. He continued * —learn-
m a goodish bit about rural America.
ormality seems to be the prevalent tonc
of social intercourse. I have been left to
take care of Nonh Juniper while my host

goes to

““What's the matter, old son?” Balliol
had scrambled from his nnd hld \lt

his head on Noel 's feet, W

a moment Noel said, "Whus In.htened
you, Balliol?” He rested & hand on the
window sill and ducked hu black head
under the sash. The platform bore on its

cin trunk,
dotted with hgela There was nothing else.
Nerl ‘murmured, “Absoluuly nvthm
1t was a curious and mnﬂled tlckm(. lnko
a large watch somewhere at hand. It came
(r— the nnd tnd: or the red flowers of
nameless bushes beyond the rails. It
increased and was an ecstasy of pul lslna
nd-e. 2 lunou castanet. It waned and
ey g w T
said " and lit pipe. e
muscles of

threw the match to the edge "of the
platform.

A brown flicker passed from the lid of

his brown trunk. Something thumped the

and writhed. Something whirred.

down the window. The

and dip{‘ekd over the

white of the match like a poised

hand. Its dull gloes went in lovely curves

across the bl\uilue of the four rails. A

tall flower nodded as the body caressed its

into the brushwood.
Nols::a' “Oh, you filthy brute! You

He phked up Balliol for com &nny and
ve'ry large rattlesnake, name

F&t
E
B

§

i

unknown, u been -llnmn: himself on my

m W gone acroas the
into lome b\uhel I feel that he h
1shall never be jocose about

umaur
His father would believe none of thll

ne “sense, but Noel grinned, folding the
r er, over the fancy of travel in steel
2ches. Then he dnlmmedth table with

t  pen and hated the snake. A barele
A j t.rvtﬂn( up from the river might walk
Or Addio, sockless, in carpet
m }Xoel! chewed his pipestem and

“By

opened his suitcase and shook his
molver from a bag of chmou
sicin. It balanced splendid], &d
and leuedhimw luthe{ennto m
ly. He raised the window sash an
thrust a om the sill, blmkm' at the
Tmmediate llow-

brosh and { yel
faced man nood up among the bushes su
% m;’.‘ﬁ Ve and cried: “Tasy!
ipe an “Isa)
There’s o L ki g Y

‘The nvolv-r mn'ﬂﬁ”% hand.
Somsething crashe e man
M “Mal’ occhi!” and fired again.

v\ndo'rne -muhed above Noel's

lay. nb ing his Th l‘-‘i:kﬂogrt.t'l‘d

e Wi 3
brolen, was -pﬂlin ‘its scent onyth: oriT
cloth. Glass ra o Noel crawled below

the window -ill alliol sat (::ing at the
vhﬁ a8 it spmd Now there was no

""Noel erouched under the table and
v.w He knew s few word.l ol Italian.
“ meant * eye eyes.” That
didn’t help. Of co h the un-

leasant

Pl tavio Moretti Addlol remote
relative. A drug addict. Mad. Noel
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(Continued from Page 17)
reached for his pipe, -moldq-m(l
of bright glass. He found lthupn-
Pposterous, nndd ted the pipestem on a
-lmve of his blue shirt.

To be sure! thk hair, tanned face,
blue shirt. The swine took nn for Addio.
He, m.i(ht be killed for Addi

y cable, from New York The Hon-
onb!e Noel Hugh Vincent Bretherton,
only surviving son of Baron Bretherton, of
Sholes, was !ound killed at North Jum
Station, in the state of Pennsylvania.
pollee have, 88 yet, no clew to the ldentlty

Mr. Bretherton's assailant. Mr. Breth-
erton was twenty-six ym old. He was
eduuwd -t Hn.rmw and served, during

Oh, pu.ll youml.( ther!  Noel stared
at the rear window. No The fellow
eou!d see him as soon as he started up the

roa
p through the platform window
Bltek up the revolveﬂ Make a fight lor iﬂ
course this fellow had cut the teuphvne
wires! Cold murder, planned. The
was mad. Drugs. Wh didn't he come in
to see the eﬂoct of his two shots? Balliol
pattered over and sni \ﬂedN 1's hand. The
ulecr:{h instrument chattered suddenly.
Why the devil did.n't thq{mch one to uu
the telegraph? Noel ed and rl\l
a blank lmm the :‘lgro( the tab
‘wrote:

just tned to lhoot he is II\
:lldh::l nh.m;d Otuv:&' Morem', t::
addict who has a inst the sta-
tlon-master's son. ‘e seemed rather tall
His hee was yellow Ho wore & black or
darl I have lost my revolver. If he
Lills m thll should help the police. Iam
in a trap here. Sanford Rawhn( -hould
nrrlv very soon, w The ma

if he sees 8 motor comi u:f dﬂwn the llm
{rom the hill. It is gh: H
o

e Noel's hnm shiver.
at the window sill anc thought of his
olver. Why not? The *1an hadn't hit
hlm in two -hou at close rany Bnlhol
gray skull and barl .:ed
'l'hem was & noise of crackli
Noel said, “ Here he comes, old son.”
The sound wavered and hung in the air.
Noel stared at the opening four feet away
and crouched. The fellow would _Fee
through. Jump and get his revolver. That
was it. He was ulaw about it. Reconnoi-

Tha th rlil.m
And then the man yelltd "Ahl Dio!”

He yelled twice, hideously. Then feet
rattled on wood and receded. Balliol
barked md leaped at the window sill. Noel

led him down. The fellow was runnis s
away. Noel said “What the deuce?"” ane
ns \Me jurnped through the window

an
It was true. The man ran south between

the rails nearest the shore. He went in

E‘ strides, his arms flung wide, and his
pping black coat sped about the curve.

Yet there was no one in sight.

up the road behind the station and across

the nve;. He looked blankly "A“t BsniHol,

ad darkened
the breut of_his shirt n-d his mouth felt
unpleasant. He went back into the station
and drank a tumbler of ice water. Then
came out to stare again down the rails,
jerked up his head and saw a bright low
motor car descending the lane !rom tln
hill. Tts driver waved an a:
the revolver and still held it when S-n{ord
Rawling halted the car at the end of the
rlldorm and swung his lean legs, lhod in
leathe iters, over the door.
Ne young_Rawling because he
wasn't talkative or ill at ease. [
age and said in his level grave
tenor “ That crazy relation of Addio’s been
gain?’

“Very much so. Add.iol one to hll
motl\cr-m-lul 's place, 80 d all tl
ben fits. off dovm that way !or

mson or other. I dare say some-
thin(l htened him.” Noel made his
re] and Rawlin rubbcd his brown nose
glove, ponderi;

"l h:u keeping you here, Bretherton,
but we'd best wait until Addio comes back.
We re l“ awfully lond of the bgy and this
lunatic may come alonj [mm oun{tho
telephona s ollt o' order? ‘1 ougl c one

)oku ‘s see if they" ve gotit

EVENING POST

‘The telephone was still useless. Rawlis nx
smoked, making friends vdth Balliol, an
Noel, flushing, destroyed his letter to his

father. He pnt his. molver in his coat
imself & sandwich of beef
and was -zm( thu when Rawling said,
““Car on the trac

It wu hnd pumped along the
inner from thc ‘south by a single man.
lt slid to & stop by the platform :nd the
ic nodded to Rawling. :

“How you. sir? Say, whml Addlo‘l"

“Over at Mrs. Moultry's.

The mechmie sat down on tl\e vehicle
and drawled, polntins uth: “Why, Mike
and me was sent up from the Junction to
see where this b) in the tel’phone wires

is.
a piece. Looks like a. Eyctaliln. He ain't
been dead i i

ale, hul
R.nwlmculd “I'd better go look at Inm
S'?' here, Noel. Koep out of this su
hand car rolled off. Noel mlked
dizzily into the mtwn :nd dropped mto
the one chair. Casual! A man dead o
snakebite on a baking mck bsnde s nver
e man might have butchered him.
“Ah! Dio!" The snake cared nothing
about the matter, The man had walked on
lt ltblt Theymeeh-nsm(-knu in this
ible season and snap At any-
“Ah! Diol" Noel was sick.
u (m in his hands uld let BAlllol
unn"rl.rded‘ Someone g

&. tling ragtime. Probably

wllnx, lrelh from a view of death. Noel

¢°t up and walked to the windw Addlo
{rom the ri He

hup white cakeon a plltw bdore his blue

chest and his hea wu tilted up to the sun

carelessly, ding wouldn't
botlmhuu;t low breeches swung
e rush and his red slippers
Pr e barren eoil by the rails.
, you, still here?”
ulled" lml ‘Then hescreamed,

“ Look out! Jumpl!™
Addio stood mﬁ between the rails. The

y like & neatly coiled brown kﬁe
four lset to thc left of his bare anl
he w] n. Addio didn’t
move orlook dm Hem be para]
oel croal “Right! Jump!” and tore
at hu pock The head waved delicately
above the coil, and Addio didn’t move.
Noel aimed the revolver and fired thm
GO which mpeared eases end yekon
lor in which ap) scarlet and yel ow,
mdxo ‘walked from it slowly and came to

Ho ssid: 1 guems that did for him, Sey,
ol g Yoy mnt T it
jump right or on'

near him. T'm a lot obliged.”  Ang he

Noel |urcl|ed back to th. table and put
his face in his hands agai

He Hved, !or [y tlme, msn confusions.
The band Irilhhl::-

man buried
Another mechanic uld Noal cordially that
it was a pretty good shot. He was aware
that Rawling stood on the platform talking

gently to Addio and eating a slice of the
pmerved white cake. Presently Noel was
sitting beside R.nwlm. in the motor and
Addio planted Balliol on the floor of the
machine,

He said: ““'Fraid I've been a whole lot of
trmlglhn :: you. Wurht exhn'ct m}{ faul cd

“ -uq\nu- right,” gas)
and stretched out his hand. But Af i
ignored it. He stood with his hands in hi

e}a and nodded, grinning hndmneny.

drove the car away and Noel said,

“ Yon romised l should h:ve a frightfully
quiet time here,

“You shall. We'll go fishing to-morrow.
Addio used to fish with me a lot before the
war, He misses it, ﬁoo rkid. Well, he’s got

have p

&3

2 good wife and he’ hnty of monty
now. And he's learned
well. I suppose those are comp'n.nom, "

ompensati
"Hudn't you noticed? Oh,
why you tried to shake hands’ with lnml
I was wondering. He's stone hl.md. you
know. Hkhu'p losive. The

tell him
He'll m [y lmuh out of it, mmr k{d.“
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