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THE LEADING CHARACTERS

EDISON FORBES, a young resi-
dent of Scottdale, with an inherent
craving for liquor, is held for the
death of a woman who has been kill-
ed by a bootlegging truck. Circum-
stantial evidence points to Forbes
and rather than tell the truth of the
episode, which would clear him but
cast another friend in a bad light, he
stands trial and is sentenced to a
long term in prison. The governor
of the state, an old friend of Ed-
die’s father, believes him innocent
and pardons him shortly after his ar-
rival at the jail. Back in Scottdale
he and

SCOOTS LIBBEY, a worthless
character, who has smashed his ma-
chine into another car, killing its lone
occupant, a woman. Forbeg’
panion and Libbey quit the scene
hurriedly, leaving the former alone
to face a constable who reasons that
Eddie, with the scent of whiskey
about him, must be connected in some
way with the accident. Accordingly,
Forbes is arrested.

PATSY JANE, Eddie’s pretty
wife, agree that public sentiment
runs too high against him. Ac-

cordingly they migrate up north to
some land that has been in the fam-
ily for years. Settled in their log
cabin.

ISATIAH SEALMAN, a neighbor,
pays the Forbes a visit and intimates
that there are some back taxes for
the young couple to pay. Sealman

offers to give Eddie a job after he|
goes down to Long Portage, a near- |

by town, and learns about the taxes.

The next day while walking about
their property they discover a mys-

terious mound that contains out-
crops similar to salt. At the tax
office Forbes learns that the back

taxes amount to over eight hundred
dollars and that the certificates are
held by a Chicago capitalist who- is
eager to obtain the property. KEddie
has five months to pay. A few days
later he helps a booze truck out of
the mud and is presented with a
bottle of whiskey which he hides be-
fore walking over to interview Seal-
man.

Not finding him in, Eddie im-
bibes too freely of his liquor and
as a result Patsy warns him that

the next occurrence of a similiar
nature will result in her departure.
Sealman hears of the trip to the tax
office and makes a generous offer for
their place, but Eddie, scenting some-
thing in the air, declines, Sealman
refuses him work and several weeks

pass. Then one day, Eddie’s resol-
ves weaken and he accepts a ride
aboard another liquor truck. He

drinks heavily.

CHAPTER XI
SHANGHAIED

Eddie lay for many hours in a
stuper so profound. it was deathlike,
For other hours he was in a delirium
shot through with the misery of real

illness. His head ached. His flesh
protested as though-it were being
torn from his bones. The bones

themselves seemed packed with pain.
He was immured in a violently mov-
ing hell which screeched and clatter-
ed beneath him, and tossed him un-
feelingly about.

It was early mght of the second
day before consciouness returned.
He was very week, and his head
throbbed violently. He was able af-
ter many attempts to sit up, bracing
himself against a wall or partition
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while he groped in the maze that net-
ted him,

First, he was in darkness, clang-
orous and complete. Second, he
was in a railway freight ear in full
motion. How he got there he
could not recall. Think as- he
would, his head between his hands,
he could remember nothing after the
first drink on the rum-cruiser.

He clinched still more
tightly, his head = bur-
rowing downward and
inward.

It was a long time before he could
stand up. His trembling fingers re-
vealed that he was prisoned 1n a nar-
row space running between the two
doors in the centre of the car. There
were cross wise partitions holding in
place a cargo that pounded and rasp-
ed with the motion told him the car-
go was hardened bolts about | four
feet in length.

He tried the two doors.
able to slide each of them a

He was
little

way. He could not open them, be- |

cause they were sealed. It was
apparent that they were now In the
outskirts of a most ideal railroad
centre. Pencils twilight from suc-
cessive streetlamps pierced the dark-

ness of the prison fleetingly. The
train rattled interminably over
switchboards. The droning sound of

their progress proved that long lines
of cars paralleled them on sidings.
Resolution overcame weakness.
He had to get out! He crawled up
the partition on his left. There was
space for his body between the top-
most layer of bolts and the car roof.
He wrigled forward, toward the little
door, high up, In the end of the car.
He found it, but it, too,  was lock-
ed. He could not budge it. He in-
ched backward to the centre of the
car, crossed the open space, and
mounted the other partition to the
piles of timber in the rear half. These
tiers were not piled so high. He was
soon examining rear end door. It

was fastened, but seemed weak. He

found a slender bolt which could be
handled as a battering-ram.
Half-sitting, half-crouching,  he |
drove it against the little door whlch
had been cracked across in the past
by shifting cargoes.
broken away two of the boards com-
posing it, so that he could reach. out,
twist off the seal and remove the
hasp. The door slid back easily.
He was free. But another prob-
lem presented itself. The train
puffed steadily onward. The
wheels made evil noises on the many
curves, and the cars leaned sharply
to the new direction. How could he,

Soon he had |
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in his weakened condition crawl out
the narrow doorway, find the grab-
irons and descend them to safety?
He was sure to fall between the cars
and be ground to pieces.

Fortune inclined to him in friend-
ly fashion. There was a long whis-
tle—train slowed, stopped. He
could hear blast from the locomo-
tive, and the men, calling to one

another.
a long freight shed, whose platform

was illumined by many are-lights.
Seals were being broken; there was
a rattling of hand trucks. The stop
was a permanent one.

He crawled out of the little end
door dizzily, found the grab irons,
and descended in the darkness' on
the side opposite the platform. He
was In a narrow aisle between two
lines of cars. He turned in the dir-
ection from whence he had came.

The terminal was Chicago. This
he learned from electric signs when
the yards broadened out beyond the
end of the train. He was several
hundred miles from Long Portage.
The first problem was food; the sec-
ond, to get back to Patsy Jane as
soon as possible. Remorse scourg-
ed him as he thought of her alone in

| the cabin in the wilderness,” worry-

ing over him, torn with suspense at
his absence.

He thrust his hands into his poec-
kets. Suspicion became a certainty.
The:rum-runners had drugged and
shanghaied him. To make results
more effective, they had robbed him
of the few dollars he had had. Their
motive was a mystery which could
be left to the future for solution.
Meantime, there was satisfaction In
the thought that he had opened an
account in the Long Portage State
bank, a few days previously, and de-
posited nearly all his money.

He carried a dollar bill for emer-
gencies in a small pocket of his

ftrﬂusers, and this had been overlook-

ed. When, on the windows of a
dingy store on the street beside the
railroad grade he was invited to ‘“Eat
Here,”” he descended. He spent sev-
enty cents for coarse filling food.
It revived him wonlerfully. When
he took to the grade again his aches
and pains had grown more subdued.
His head was clearer; he was no
longer so terrifyingly dizzy. Fortun-
ately the night was warm for April
After two hours of walking a lum-
beryard invited him. He crawled
through strands of barbed wire and
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| hung from his lip.

The train was standing by

laid down on some sheltered nlanks,
odorous with the scent of the north.
He slept soundly.

Winning his way home was not
easy. He was inexperienced in
stealing rides. He walked many
miles. Eating was a problem,
though not a serious one. When he
asked for food at back doors, he of-
fered so earnestly to work for it that
he was rarely refused. When the
work was efficienty and eagerly per-
forrmed, the gateful housewife, us-
ually gave him a package of food for
the coming meal.

He passea through Scottdale at
night on the bumpers of a fast
freight. It was early, but the lit-
tle town slumbered peacefully, its
arcs illuminating empty streets. Nos-
talgia and self-pity possessed him as
he clung to a brakebeam and rumbl-
ed through the place where he was
born. He yearned toward it, even
though it regarded him as a crimin-
al, an outcast and a failure.

He dropped from an empty car
at daybreak, the sixth day of his
absence, in the Long Portage yards.
He was tired and hungry and dirty;
but he could not wait. He hurried
up the cement sidewalk which flanked
the broad main street. His foot-

 steps clicked hollowly in the bush

that settles on the world just before
sunrise. He was well beyond the
town when the sun’'appeared on the
winding sandy track ahead of him,
sentineled in its arising by two stugs
of what had once been giant trees.

Fatigue slowed his footsteps in

the waist of the long tramp. He
saw no one; there was no frienly
motorcar to offer a lift. He scan-

ned the horizon ahead with increas-
ing eagerness as the sun mounted,
and signs told him he was approach-
ing the end of his journey. There,
at last, was the ridge marking the
western boundary of theird land,
from which he could see the cabin.

He hurried until he was almost
running. A sigh of thankfulness
welled up; Patsy Jane had not car-
ried out her threat. Smoke was

|riging from the chimney of the ca-

bin. All was right with the world.
With Pat beside him he could make
good and show the world that its
persecution was as unfair as it was
cruel. He would get a job. redeem
this home in the wilderness they had
both come to love. And he would
never drink again!
CHAPTER XII
A FIGHT

He began to note ominous signs.
The place had a down-at-the heel
and neglected air. There was an
unsightly litter by the woodshed.
Papers were strewn about the san-
dy yard. Something was wrong. He
veered cautiously to bring the garage
between the open back door and him-
self. He did this after a cry of
greeting had died unuttered on his

lips. This didn't look like Patsy
Jane. It was as squalid as a city
slum.

His teeth set themselves when he
noted the composition of the heuaps
about the woodshed. It was his own
furniture and bedding, bundled out,
upnsheltered. He applied his eye to
a crack in the rear of the garage. A
small car, much more battered and
rusty than his own with soiled gun-
ny sacks bundles on the sagging run-
ning boards wis within.

He guessed correctly that the oc-
cupant of the cabin was cooking a
late breakfast in the kitchen. The
door of the kitchen opened ¢to the
south and there was no window on
the west side, from which he ap-
proached. The sand stilled his
footsteps. He gained the door with-
out detection.

As his shadow fell across it, the
sole occupant of the small room look-
ed up from his task. He was a mean
faced, narrow-eyed man with a stub-

|| ble of beard on his lined cheeks. He

was in the garb of the motor-tramp,

| soiled cotton shirt, the sleeves roll-

ed up; khaki breeches, stained with
grease; worn canvas leggings, and
stubby brown shoes. A cigarette
He was in the
act of turning a strip of bacon in the
frying pan.

The man was startled, but his
quick recovery showed he was not
unprepared for a visitor. The fork|®
on which the bacon ‘was impaled |fededdededodeddedddedddddobddddd it
clattered into the pan and the man
dodged into the livingroom through
the door behind him. It was his in-
tention to close it, but he was not
quick enough. Eddie’s body crush-

into the narrowing crack.

hands and knees. The stranger re-
treating to a bunk in the farthest |

his hip.

Eddie came slowly to his feet. He
was careful to tonekafowr a drh rah
' was careful to take no forward step.
For the man’s eyes were deadly.
Here was a killer, who would shoot

cy 1if 1t seemed expedient to shoot.

“What are- you doing in my
house?” growled Eddie.

“Your house? Say, you got a
nerve!” was the insolent response.
“This old shack is empty, goin’ to
be sold for taxes, and you talk
about ‘your’ house! It ain’t yours
as much as 1t is mine.”

——

“You lie!” snapped Eddie. *“It's
mine. Get out of here, quick.”

The deadly eyes narrowed. ‘‘Bet-
ter not call me a liar, sport. Go

on, yuurself before I have to drop
you.’

Eddie moderated his tone and his
language. The stranger had the
upper hand. ‘“See here, my friend,
you're in wrong,” he said. “l own
this place. My name is Forbes.
They’ll tell you in Long Portage it’s
my pmpertg. I’ve been away; that’s
all.”

Since Eddie kept his distance and
seemed disposed to argue, the tres-
passer accommodated himself to the
situation. He shifted the rifle from
his hip across his body, holding it
slightly higher than before. It was
still reasonably ready for service.

“I’d say you been away,” was his
jeering comment. ‘‘No one’s lived
here for years. I was here last four,
five weeks, I brought that stove.

ed against it; his foot thrust itself

Seeing that he had faided, the mo-
tor-tramp withdrew his weight sud-
denly, so that Eddie was overbalanc-
ed and fell into the livingroom on his

corner, had snatched up a rifle. Now |
he covered Eddie, the weapon against |

without conscience and without mer-

and threw it out.”

““No one was here when I came,”
replied the man, doggedly. “I like it
here. I’'m goin’ to stay. You bet-
ter move.,”

His eyes had wavered about the
room as he spoke, and Eddie took
the slender c¢hance offered. He
flung himself across the room and
hard against the man’s stomach.

forced the tramp against the wall.

His adversary shifted his tactics.
His arms, holding the gun. were free.
Eddie- was under them. A hand near
either end, he raised the weapon to
crash it down crosswise on his as-
sailant’s head. Eddie sensed the
move, though he could not see it. He
clinched still more tightly, his head
burrrying downward and inward.

The weapon struck him a glancing
blow on the back of the head, the
main force expending itself harmless-
ly on his back. The trigger-guard
tore his scalp, however, and he could
feel the warm blood trickle down.
Now his right hand went up to the
other's throat, jamming his head
back against the logs. The tramp
was of necessity, compelled to drop
his rifle to avold strangulation.

He tripped Eddie and they fell.
But Eddie, rhore active, was only
briefly underneath. He turned the
tramp over with a thump, and strug-
gled to mount astride. A heave of
the other’s body broke his hold and
sent him flying.

Eddie had no clear picture of what
was happening. He was
in a white rage that prevented clear
thought. He was lumping against
this hard-faced man everything that
had happened in recent days, and
fighting for revenge for those hap-
penings.

Their scuffling feet pushed the
rifie partially under a bunk. Neith-
er dared stoop for it, They fought
with their fists. A wave of savage
blows on his face and body, but
he did not feel their hurt. He was
knocked down, and rose to. grip the
other man and hurl him against the
walls.

Another blow sent Eddie on his
head and shoulders. The stranger
with a grimace of triumph, tried to
leap upon him. A frantic foot-
thrust stopped the motor-tramp. The
bootheel caught him fairly, so that
blood flew from his smashed nose.

It was soon after that the strang-
er stooped to the fireplace for a
bludgeon. It was a sizable stick
that had burned in two, leaving one
piece more than a foot long 1In
length and pyramidal in form. He
caught it by the smaller end, as if
by a handle. His face was contort-
ed into the snarl of a maddened
huskie dog as he threw it with all his
might at Eddie’s head.

Eddie dodged just in time, the
missle grazed his temple, struck the
logs and rebounded in front of him
so that it was almost under his feet.
The throw left the stranger off bal-
ance. A heavy table stood against
the wall at Eddie’s left hand. He
jerked it in front of him. With both
hands in its nearest edge and the full
power of his 160 pounds behind it,
he drove the table ahead of him along
the floor.

It caught the stranger across the
thighs, jamming him against the
wall.
die seized him by the hair and drag-

table.
with one hand and his knee. He be-

labored the tramp with the other fist.

behind the blows and the man’s

struggles threatened to free him.
The bludgeon of pine was near.

He swept it from the floor at the

second attempt and swung it like a
war club in a wide are. It struck|

the ear. He fell forward across the
table again, out completely.
(Continued Next Week).

Boy’s Washable Suits. . .
Tennis Shoes from . . .
Straw Hats from. ... ..
Dress and Work Shirts.
Shoes from
Pants from
Brooms only
Porch Rockers
3 Burner Oil Stove.

Bring your Eggs,
and Calves at market prices.
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A PARIS

Department Store
Sandy Bottom

Every Monday, Wednesday
and Saturday.
Office Hours 9 a. m. to 5

p. m.

Dr. Julian T. Power

Optometnist
CHESTERTOWN, MARYLAND
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This place is as much mine as it is|

WATCH OUR

yours.”
“You know I'd been here,” re-
plied Eddie. “You saw my stuff,

The latter, an instant too late, saw |

his danger and tried to swing the
gun. But Eddie was inside, his
arms around the other’s body. He

|
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WINDOWS

Soon showing the

most complete line
of School Supplies
we have ever had.

TOULSON’S DRUG STORE

IWE Have It Or Will Get It

PAGE SEVEN

INSURANCE

ALL CLASSES OF INSURANCE
WRITTEN AT THE LOW-

EST CURRENT RATES

RELIABLE COMPANIES

INSURE FROM ONE DAY TO
% " Special Attention Given to In-

—FIVE YEARS—
surance on Graia in Roth Barn and
Shock.
W Prompt and Careful Attentlnn
given All Business. Write or Call on

JAMES G. BECK, Agent
CHESTERTOWN, MD.

g5 0Ofhce n . Eastern Shore Inn

Raspberry

W ater Ice

Gill Bros. will have for a

special for the week end

Raspberry Water Ice, it is

made from nice fresh Rasp-

berries and is certainly grand.

We will have only a limited

number of gallons so you had

better come early.
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GILL BR@S

Chestertown, Md,

Phone 290

With a growl of triumph, Ed- |

ged him face downward across the |
He held the table like a vise |

| But he could not get enough power |

the man, as he straightened, helow'; P
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{ Summer Sale %
atiidsubzzfzirijds to sell out j: |
Ladies Vests only ....... 5¢C i
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In Office at Chestertown

S PECI AL
25% Discount on all Silk and

Parchment Shades,

Bridge Lamps.

Floor and

JULY 21-AUGUST 21

Owen C. Smith

PHONE 189

CHESTERTOWN ,MD.

NOW YGU CAN WAX-POLISH ALL
YOUR FLOORS AND LINOLEUM

Easily—Electrically—ten
times faster than by hand

Gleaming waxed floors are no longer a luxury— NOW
you can have their radiant glow in every room. The new
Johnson’s Wax Eleetric Treatment makes WAX the most

economical of floor finishes.

This treatment takes only a

few minutes—there is no hard work—no stooping or

kneeling—no messy rags and pails.

roughen your hands !

It won’t soit or

And it saves you all the bother

and expense of frequent refinishing.

This Johnson’s Wax
anyone can use 1t.

cleans as it waxes.

Electric Treatment is so easy
Just spread on a thin ccat of John
son’s Polishing Wax with a Lamb’s-wool mop.
Then run the Johnson Electric

Thi

Polisher over the floor and let ELECTRICITY do all the

work"®

his Electric Floor Polisher is much easier to run,

Than a vacuum cleaner—it glides along silently, smoothly
leaving a path of beauty behind it.

It makes nodifference whether the floors are old or

new—of wood, linoleum, tile or composition.

Nor how

they are finished —with varnish, shellac, wax or paint.

You can RENT

THIS ELECTRIC FLOOR

PCLISHER FOR $2.00 A DAY and in just a

short time give all your floors and linoleums
this beautifying wax treatment.

JOHNSON'S WAX
Flectric Floor Polisher

JOHN BARTLEY

Maryland

Chestertown




