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The young man's gaze narrowed. "Hoke," he said, "I know your secre t ! ' 

Big Money 

The Story Thus Far: 
T^O HIS iimsizenient and delight, T. Pater-
-*• son Frisby, American financier residing 
in London, is informed by liis secretary, 
young Berry Conway, that he—the penni
less Berry Conway—is the owner of Tlie 
Dream Come Trne. a copper mine which, 
because he regards it as worthless, he is 
anxious to sell. 

The Dream Come True adjoins Mr. 
Frisby's Horned Toad mine: and, as Mr. 
Frisby is well aware, it is worth millions. 
Hoping to secure it for a small sum, he 
sends the young owner to a "possible buyer" 
—one .1. K. Hoke (secretly on the Frisby 
pay roll), who promptly purchases the mine 
—foi' himself! 

Much shocked when ho hears the news, 
Mr. Frisby still sees a chance to make 
money. He consents to a merger of the two 
mines—and plans to clean up on the sale 
of stock. . . . 

Ann Moon, American heiress and niece of 
T. I'ater.son Frisliy, arrives in London ; like
wise, Kitchle Valentine, one of her friends. 
iVnn promptly gets herself engaged to the 
])enuiless, but dashing, Lord Biskerton 
(tlie "Biscuit," to his intimates), whose 
aunt—the tight-.jawed, penniless Lady Vera 
Mace—is her cliaperon. Kitchie goes to 
Valley Fields, a suburb, to visit her uncle. 
Ma.jor Flo<id-.Smitli. And the excitement 
begins ! 

Lord Biskerton is being hounded by liis 
creditors. How can he evade them until he 
is nmrried—and in funds? He seeks the 
advice of his dearest friend. Berry Con
way. 

"Simple !" says Jlr . Conway. "Say you 
have the mumps, change your name to 
Smith, and take a house near mine at 
Valley Fields until the storm's over!" His 
lordship acts on the suggestion instantly. 
And then— 

He meets the lovel.y 
Kitchie Valentine, a 
neighbor, falls in love 
with her, proposes—and 
is accepted ! . . . Mean
while, Miss Moon has 
not been inactive. And 
presently, following a 
series of strange adven
tures, she finds herself 
in love witli—and actu
ally engaged to—a fasci
nating young tnan who 
says he is a mendier of 
t h e r o m a n t i c S e c r e t 
Service. . . . The young 
nian's name is Berry 
Conway ! 

When Lord Biskerton 
hears the news—from 
Air. Conway, who does 
n o t d r e a m t h a t t h e 
Biscuit and Ann know-
each otlier—he is de
lighted. "Take her, my 
bov !" lie yodels. "I want 
Kitchie ! . . ." But Lord 
Hodd< ' sdon , t h e B i s 
cuit's father, and Lady 
Yeni Mace are slnickecl. 
^riiey decide to have Mr. 
Fi'isby buy off this ad
venturer that .Ann wants 
to marry. 

A' 
^ T H O U G H the l i t t le luncheon 

a r r a n g e d by Lord Bisker ton and 
his fr iend B e r r y Conway had 
been designed p r imar i ly as a 

celebrat ion of the i r jo in t felicity, they 
had scarcely settled themselves a t t he 
table before it lost th is care-free aspect 
and became undisguisedly a discussion 
of ways and means . The pecul iar com
plexi ty of the i r position had escaped 
ne i ther of them. Each had been doing 
solid th ink ing overnight , and the busi
ness note was s t ruck almost immedi
a te ly . 

" W h a t it all boils down to , " said 
the Biscuit , when the wai te r had left 
them and it was possible to deal wi th 

m a t t e r s more in t imate than the bill of 
fare , "is , Where do we go from h e r e ? " 

Be r ry nodded. This was , he recog
nized, the problem. 

" I am not say ing ," proceeded the 
Biscuit, " t h a t th is isn ' t the maddest , 
merr ies t day of all the glad new year , 
because it is. We love. Excellent . We 
a re loved. Capi ta l . No th ing could be 
sweeter . But now the question ar ises . 
How the dickens a r e we going to collect 
enough cash to push the t h i n g t h r o u g h 
to a happy conclusion? We mus t not 
fail to realize t h a t between us we have 
got ju s t about enough to pay for one 
m a r r i a g e ceremony. And we shall need 
a couple." 

Be r ry nodded aga in . He had not 
failed to realize th i s . 

' •Because," said the Biscuit , " the re is 
none of t h a t one-port ion-between-two 
stuff with c lergymen. E a c h t ime the 
firing squad assembles, even though i t 
be on the same morn ing and wi th a 
b rea th ing space of only a few minutes , 
the vicar w a n t s his lit t le envelope. So 
we a re faced with the e te rna l problem 
of money and how to get it . Who , " 
he asked, looking across t h e room, 
"is t he red-faced b i rd who h a s j u s t 
waved a pa t e rna l hand a t us? I don' t 
know him. One of your city f r i e n d s ? " 

Be r ry followed his gaze. At a tab le 
nea r the door a s tout and florid m a n was 
s i t t ing , obviously doing himself well. 
J . B. Hoke, t h a t obese double-dealer, al
ways made of his lunch almost a holy 
r i te , and as a temple in which to per
form it he usual ly selected th i s pa r 
t icular r e s t a u r a n t . Fo r here he could 
get soup t h a t was soup, a s teak t h a t 
was a steak, and in addit ion t h a t whole
hear ted affection which r e s t a u r a t e u r s 
bestow on clients who come regu la r ly 
and a re res t ra ined from giving of the i r 
best nei ther by pars imony nor by any 
of these modern diet fads . 

J . B. Hoke had never dieted in his life. 

Nor was t he re a t the p resen t point in 
his career any reason for him to s t in t 
himself f rom motives of economy. 
Th ings were going well with Mr. Hoke. 
He had unloaded all his Horned Toad 
Copper a t four shil l ings, and the F i 
nancia l News informed him th is morn
ing t h a t it was down to one shilling and 
sixpence. At his leisure he proposed 
to buy it in again, possibly when it had 
sunk to a shilling, and then the in
format ion of the discovery of the ntew 
reef would be made public and he would 
have nothing to do but sit p r e t t y and 
watch her shoot skyward . The fu ture 
looked to Mr. Hoke as rosy a s his face. 

T T E R E G A R D E D Ber ry wi th eyes t h a t 
-'--'- bulged wi th greed and good will. 
The though t t h a t he was about to make 
a l a rge fo r tune out of a p roper ty for 
which he had paid th i s young m a n five 
hundred pounds diver ted Mr. Hoke. He 
bestowed upon his s teak a look t h a t was 
somehow deeper and more reverent t h a n 
t h a t which he usual ly accorded to 
s teaks, though his manne r toward them 
was a lways respectful . He was pleased 
to see t h a t today the white-aproned chef 
h a d excelled himself. J . B . Hoke had 
chosen t h a t s teak in person af ter a good 
deal of careful thought , and just ice had 
been done to it in the cooking. 

" T h a t , " said Ber ry , "is Hoke. The 
fellow who bought my mine ." 

" I s i t ? " The Biscuit scrutinized the 
ph i l an th rop i s t wi th in teres t . "Bought 
the mine, did he? Odd. He doesn't look 
like a mug . You don' t th ink i t ' s pos
sible . . ." 

" W h a t ? " 
" I was j u s t wonder ing whether t h a t 

mine was qui te such a dud as you 
though t it . I don' t like Hoke's looks. 
I suspect the m a n . He has the air of 
one who would be p re t t y rough with the 
widow and the o rphan if he got a chance. 
W h a t ' s become of th i s mine? Is he 
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By R.G.Wodehouse 

using it as a summer camp or some
thing?" 

"I believe it has been absorbed into 
a thing old Frisby owns—Horned Toad 
Copper." 

"How does Frisby get mixed up with 
it?" 

"Hoke's a friend of his." 
"Is he?" The Biscuit snorted. "Well, 

that damns him properly. What honest 
man would be a friend of old Frisby? 
A bounder," said the Biscuit bitterly, 
"whose only niece gets engaged to an 
admirable young man of good family 
and who, in spite of being given every 
opportunity of coming across with a 
small gift, sits tight and does nothing. 
You take it from me. Berry, these 
hounds have done you down." 

"Well, it's too late to worry about it 
now." 

"I suppose it is." 
"What we had better think about is 

how we are going to raise a bit of 
money." 

The Biscuit frowned. 
"Money!" he said. "Yes. You're 

right. What a rotten thing this business 
of money is. Half the best chaps in the 

world are crippled for want of it. And 
the fellows who have got it haven't a 
notion what to do with it. Take old 
Frisby, for instance. Worth millions." 

"I suppose so." 
"And is a bloke with a face like a 

horse and a spending capacity of about 
twopence a day. On the other hand, 
take me. You know me. Berry, old man. 
Young, enthusiastic, dripping with joie 
de vhu'e. only needing a balance at the 
bank to go out and scatter light and 
sweetness and—mark you—scatter them 
good. If I had money, I could increase 
the sum of human happiness a hundred
fold." 

"How?" 
"By flinging purses of gold to the 

deserving, old boy. That'.s how. And 
here I am, broke. And there is your 
foul bo.ss, simply stagnant with the 
stuff. All wrong." 

"Well, don't blame me." 

"TIT-HAT ought to happen," said the 
Biscuit, "is this: If I had the man

agement of this country, there would be 
public examinations held twice a year, 
at which these old crumbs with their 

Mr. Frisby drank and instantly 
peace reigned. Licking his lips, he 
spoke in a low, awed voice. "What 

was i t?" 

hoarded-w.fialth would be brought up 
and subjected to a very severe inquisi
tion. 'You!' the examiner would say, 
looking pretty sharply at Frisby. 'How 
much have yon got? Indeed? Really? 
As much as that, eh? •Well,.Jsindly in
form this court what you do w|j;h it.' 

"The wretched man, who seems to feel 
his position acutely, snuffles a bit. 'Come 
on, now!' says the examiner, rapping 
the table. 'No subterfuge. No evasion. 
How do you employ this very decent 
slice of the needful?' 'Well, as a mat
ter of fact,' mumbles old Frisby, trying 
to avoid his eye, 'I shove it away behind 
a brick and go out and get some more.' 
'Is that so?' says the examiner. 'Well, 
upon my Sam! I never heard anything 
so disgraceful in my living puff. It's a 
crying outrage. A ball.v scandal. Take 
ten million away from this miserable 
louse and hand it over to excellent old 
Biskerton, who will make a proper use 
of it. And then go and ask Berry Con
way how much he wants.' We'd get 
somewhere then." 

He contemplated dreamily for a while 
the Utopia he had conjured up. Then 
he looked across the room again and 
clicked his tongue disapprovingly. 

"111 swear Hoke swindled you over that 
mine," he said. "I can see it in his eye." 

'•There must be dozens of ways of 
making money," said Berry reflectively. 
"Can't you suggest anything?" 

The Biscuit withdrew 
his gaze from Mr. Hoke 
and gave his mind to the 
problem. 

"How about winning 
the Calcutta Sweep?' he 
a.sked. 

"Fine!" said Berry. 
"Or the Stock Exchange 
Sweep." 

"Why not both?" 
"All right. Both, if 

you like." 
"QTILL," said the Bis-

^ cuit, pointing out the 
objection frankly, for he 
was not a man to allow 
himself to build castles 
in the air, "we shan't be 
able to do that for about 
another ten months or 
so, and what we need is 
cash down and on the 
nail. We will earmark 
the Calcutta and Stock 
Exchange sweeps for a 
future date, but in the 
meantime we must be 
thinking of something 
else—something that will 
bi-ing the brass in quick. 
Any ideas?" 

"Invent a substitute 
for petrol." 

"Yes. We might do 
that. It would be sim-
plei', though, to save 
some old man from being 
run over by a truck. He 
would turn out to be a 
millionaire and wouM 
leave us a fortune." 

" T h a t would mean 
waiting," Berry j)ointed 
out. 

"So it would. Possibly 
for years. I had over
looked that. It seems to 
me that every avenue is 
closed. We might try 
the old secret game, of 
course." 

"I don't know that." 
"Yes, you do. I recol

lect telling you. The 
two blokes—Bloke A and 
Bloke B. Bloke A g-oes 
up to Bloke B and says 
'I know your secret!' 
And Bloke'B . . .7 

"I remember now. But 

suppose your second bloke hasn't got a 
secret?" 

"My dear old boy, everybody has a 
secret. It 's one of the laws of Nature. 
When you get back to the office, try it 
on old Frisby and watch him wilt. Be
come a gentlemanly blackmailer and 
earn while you learn." 

"rpALKING of Frisby," said Berry, 
-'• looking at his watch, "I suppose I 

ought to be getting along. He's had an
other of his dyspeptic attacks and didn't 
come to the office this morning. He 
phoned to say he wanted me to bring 
the mail up to his flat in Grosvenor 
House. Rather convenient." 

"Why convenient?" 
"Well, for one thing, I want to see 

him, to tell him I'm chucking my job. 
And then," said Berry, "I shall be neai! 
the Park. I promised to meet Ann at 
the tea house. We're going to feed 
the ducks on the Serpentine." 

"My God!" 
"Well, we are," said Berry doggedly. 

"And if you don't like it, try to do some
thing about it. Are you coming along?" 

"No. I shall sit here and think. I 
must think. I nmst think . . . think. 
How the dickens, with your whole fu
ture clouded with the most delicate 
financial problems, you can waste your 
time feeding ducks . . ." 

"I don't look on it as a waste of time," 
said Berry. "Well, so long. See you 
tonight." 

He walked to the door, and was hailed 
in passing by Mr. Hoke. 

"And how's Mr. Conway?" asked Mr. 
Hoke. 

"I'm all right, thanks," said Berry. 
"Who's your friend?" 
"Man who lives next door to me down 

at Valley Fields." 
"What were you talking about so 

earne.stly?" 
Berry wanted to hurry on. 
"Oh, various things. The Dream 

Come True, among others." 
"The Dream Come True, eh?" 
"Yes. He seemed interested in it. 

Well, I must rush." 
"Pleased to have seen you," said Mr. 

Hoke. 
He returned to his steak, and for 

some moments became absorbed in it. 
Then a shadow fell on the table, and, 
looking up, he perceived his old friend. 
Captain Kelly. 

"lyrR. HOKE was not glad to see Cap-
-'•'-'- tain Kelly. Indeed, he had been 
going to some little trouble of late to 
avoid him. But his mood was too radi
ant to allow him to be depressed by this 
encounter. 

" 'Lo, Captain," he said amiably. 
Captain Kelly pulled a chair back 

and lowered himself into it with a tight-
trousered man's slow caution. 

"Want a word with you," said Captain 
Kelly. 

J. B. Hoke cut off a generous piece of 
-steak, dipped it in salt, smeared it with 
mustard, bathed it in AVorcester sauce, 
placed a portion of potato on it, added 
cabbage and hor.se-radish, and raised 
the complete edifice to his mouth. Only 
when it was safely inside did he reply, 
and then only briefly. 

"Yeah?" he said. 
The captain continued to eye him 

fixedly. 
"Begin by saying," he went on, "that 

of all the dirty, swindling hounds I've 
ever met you're the worst." 

Hard words never broke Mr. Hoke's 
bones. He smiled, indulgently. 

"What did you have for breakfast, 
Captain?" 

"Never you mind what I had for 
breakfast. I had a brandy and soda, if 
you want to know." 

"I guess it disagreed with you," said 
Mr. Hoke, detaching another portion of 

(Conivmtcd on page 48) 
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Robbers' Roost 
By Zane Grey 

The Story Thus Far: 
I—jAV'INC; lied from Wyoiuiii:,'. wliero (lie 
'^ ̂  Kiysi lie is wiiutcd by tile authorities, 
a youu:: mmi siviug tlio name of Jim Wali 
(ol)\iously an assvimed <JIIO) s<'ts a j<ib at 
tile Stai- itanili in a wild section of I'tali. 

Tiie ranch amazes the youth. Ahn<]St all 
tlie emiiloyees are gunmen and cattle rus
tlers. Uernie Ilerrick, the wealthy English
man who owns it, has, it seems, deliberately 
hired all the des]jeradoes for miles about, 
ho|iiiig thereby to insure himself against 
de|iredalions. He has e\eii employed Hani; 
Hays (whom he trusts and makes his 
suiierintendent) and Bill Heesenian, leaders 
of two hostile gangs who are eonstanlly 
on the verge of warfare. 

Hays tejis Wall (|uite frankly that he and 
his men are working for one purpose: to 
roll Herriek on .-i gigantic scale, l ie asks 
Ihe young man to ,ioin his gang; and Wall, 
realizing that to decline the invitathm 
would mean the loss of liis .iob, agrees to 
casi his lot Willi the I'obbers. 

Herrick's sister, Helena—twenty-two years 
old and beaiiliful—conies out from England 
to visit the ranch. She Is. obviously, no 
gii-l for Unit wild country. The thought of 
what may happen to her. among her 
liidthei-'s lawless hirelings, shocks .rim. Itiil, 
try as he may, he cannot com ince her that 
she is in danger--tliat she siioidd go hack 
to England before it becoini's too late. And 
then — 

Having ridden with hei' many times (cm 
Herrick's orders), having taught her many 
strange Western wa,\s, lia\ing had long and 
most fascinating talks with her. he huds 
himself ho])eleKsly in love with her! 

Hank Hays, too, is interested in the new 
:irri\al. Where\'er she gfies. he shadows 
I c r : and .Tim, watching him closely, feels 
sure that the girl is in iieril. . . . 

Itegai-iUng himself as no match for the 
culturcMl. sophisticated English girl. .Tim 
struggles to hid(> his feelings. Rut to no 
av.iil. While riding with Heliui one day. 
his emotions master him : he seizes her in 
his arms, kisses her madly, (ells licr of his 
love and what it means t<i him. 

Then coni<>s the unexpected. Hays' fol
lowers have succeiHled in selling almost all 
of Herrick's cattle. Now for the get-away ! 
AVitli r.rad Eincoln. Smoky Slocum and 
other inemliers of the gang, .Tim—certain 
that to remain would only mean heartache 
fiu- Helen—rides away from the ranch. 
H.ank and one "Sparrow," an aide, remain 
lu'hind. announcing that they will ,ioin the 
l>arty later on in a cedar grove above the 
head of I!ed Canyon. 

WIKMI the two men finally appear, some
one is riding between them : a prisoner—a 
woman. Tliev have kidnapjied Helen Iler
rick ! 

VII 

" 1 % T O MORE was said af ter Slocum's 
^ k profane outburs t . I t probably 

I ^ voiced the uni ty of the watchers . 
Hank Hays led his two followers 

to within a few feet of the cluster of 
r iders , when he leaped off and checked 
the g ray horse. Spa r rowhawk came 
r igh t on. J im ' s liji-htning-swift glance 

took the th ree in, the i r du.st-caked 
hor.ses, and flashed back to fasten upon 
Miss Herr iek . Her fea tures were not 
visible th rough the veil. The linen coat 
showed the wear and t e a r of contact 
with brush . To J im ' s incredulous amaze, 
she had on r id ing boots and overalls. 
She sa t free in the saddle, with nei ther 
hands nor feet bound. The g ray horse 
car r ied a long pack folded over the 
cant le . 

" W a l , you ' re all here bu t Jeff," began 
Hays . He had a bold front, a piercing 
eye. F e a r of man or beas t or God did 
not abide in him then. 

"Jeff'll be comin' by now," replied 
Smoky. 

" W e ain ' t got a hell of a lot of t ime 
to wai t , " said Hays . 

" W h a r you a imin ' f e r ? " 
" B r a k e s of the Di r ty Devil ." 
" B u t we was goin' a round an ' head 

the t hot hellhole." 
"No t ime . " 
Brad Lincoln t h ru s t himself forward , 

black of face, hi tching his gun belt. 
"Who ' s the thi rd p a r t y ? " 

"Wal , you can guess ," leered Hays . 
" I t ake it you've fetched Herr ick ' s 

s is ter ." 
"You ' re a b r igh t boy. Go to the head 

of the c lass ." 
" H a n k Hays , a f ter all you double-

crossed us , " roared Smoky. 
" W a l , if I d id—turn about is fa i r 

p lay ." 
" F a i r p lay—hel l ! You ' re a l iar . 

You're a cheat . You think vou can d r a g 
us in on a deal like th i s . I t hough t you 
acted powerful queer. So it was this 
gu r l you tr icked us fer? . . . You !" 

J im Wall s t rode forward and aside, 
his swift action menacingly signifi
cant . 

" H a y s , your .jig's up. She goes back !" 
he thundered . 

"You can all go to hel l ," the robber 
replied, s t r ident ly . "St ick or quit , if 
you want . Bu t if you give me a word 
edgeways I'll say somethin' . I fetched 
this gu r l fer ransom. She come willin' , 

-cause if she hadn ' t I'd killed Herr iek . 
He'll pay twenty-five, niebbe fifty thou
sand for her . I s t he t to be .sneezed 
a t ? " 

"So the t was your dea l ?" queried Slo
cum. 

"The t , an ' nothin ' else. Now w h a t ' r e 
you goin' to do about i t ? " 

" H a n k , on the face of it the t ' s difl'er-
ent. All the same you double-crossed 
us . " 

" S a m e as you did me. I swore 
to get even with you." 

J im interposed a g a i n : " H a y s , 
you ' re a d i r ty l iar . You didn ' t 
steal this gir l for ransom," he 
called out, fiercely. Then, t u r n 
ing to the de.iected figure on the 
g r a y horse : "Miss Herr iek , is he 
tell ing the t r u t h ? " 

"Yes, he stole me for r ansom," 
she replied, with emotion. "They 
broke into my room—one th rough 
the window, the other a t the 
door. They threa tened me with 
guns . . . . If I screamed they 'd 
kill me! If I didn' t come with 
them they'd kill my b ro the r ! . . . 
I agreed ." 

" W h a t ' d they do to H e r r i e k ? " 
"Oh, I didn ' t see. I don' t 

know whether they told the t r u t h 
or lied." 

" TIM, if you ' re so damn ' pe r t 
'-' to know everythin ' , I'll was te 

more time by tell in ' you," inter
posed Hays . " W e tied Herr iek 
up before we got the gur l . An ' 
af ter , we made him prornise to 
pay handsome. A n ' — " 

" T h a t ' s enough," snapped J im . 
"Give me a man or two. We'll 
t ake her back and get the 
money." 

"Hold on. Thet was somethin ' 
I had in mind," drawled Havs 
" B u t it didn ' t work. I had to kill 
P r o g a r . A n ' — " 

"Who ' s P r o g a r ? " 
"Wal , he's Heeseman 's r igh t -

hand man. Now it happened 
the t foxy Heeseman was plan 
nin ' the same t r ick I pulled 
P r o g a r a n ' a n o t h e r feller ketched 
us t ak in ' the gur l out. The other 
feller got away ." 

"The t ' s wuss t h a n eve r ! " 
screamed Smoky. "Heeseman 
will find out ." 

" H u h . I should smile in per-
t icular the t he will. We seen his 
outfit on your t r a i l ! " 

" S h e t u p ! Hosses comin ' !" 
" G r a b your rifles an ' d ig fer cover ! " 
The ensuing rush was quelled by 

Smokv's r ing ing o rde r : "Hold on! I t ' s 
Jeff!" 

"Lordy, look a t hiin come! No wonder 
he sounded like a s t a m p e d e ! " 

An opening in the grove showed 
Bridges p lunging upon them. Wild-eyed 
and snor t ing smoke, his big cha rge r 
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Brad Lincoln th rus t himself forward, hitching his gun belt. "Who's the third p a r t y ? " he asked 

The r iders above tu rned the i r 

t h r e w grave l all over the o thers . 
"Heeseman ' s outfit 's t r a i l in ' u s , " he 

announced. "Back about five miles 
when I left my post ." 

Smoky tu rned in cold fury upon their 
leader. "Now—yon! See w h a t you've 
got us up ag in ' . " 

F r o m t h a t speech, J i m calculated, 
da ted the beginning of a definite breach 
between H a n k H a y s and his l ieu tenant 
Slocum. 

" W a l , i t ' s no t ime to cuss me ," snarled 
the robber leader . 

"By Gawd, I wish I h a d n ' t come," 
replied Slocum, b i t te r ly . "Fe l le r s , g r a b 
your rifles a n ' t ake to cover." 

" n p H E R E a in ' t no cover, Smoky," as-
-^ serted B r a d Lincoln. 
"Th i s place won ' t do," interposed J im, 

sharp ly . "Miss Her r iek migh t be hit . 
We'd be t te r make for a canyon." 

"No sense in a fight, anyhow," re -
.joined Hays . 

"Bu t , man, we'll have to fight," rasped 
out Slocum. "Heeseman ' s r ld in ' l ight . 
We've got t h i s pack outfit. He'll ketch 
us shore. An ' I say le t ' s hide behind 
these t rees an ' wa i t fer h im." 

The re was no ga insay ing the l i t t le 
r ide r ' s wisdom, and J i m would have 
backed him up but for the g i r l . If she 
fell into Heeseman ' s power she would 
be as badly off, if not worse. 

"Jeff, a i r they comin '?" queried Hays 
of Br idges , who was s t and ing in his 
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