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a lot of high-sounding stuff out of some crazy
sales course.”

“You're a dear,” said Pamela softly.

“In your case it's sentiment,” Miss Whippel
said tartly. “In my case it's business.”

Teacup in hand, Miss Pamela Burwell per-

sisted:

“It isn't. It may not be the same kind of
sentiment but it’s sentiment just the same.”

Miss Augusta Whippel promptly arose and
went through the obvious motions of discover-
ing how late it was.

“¥ou’ll be sure to say that the reason you
are breaking your engagement is because you
feel he hasn’t any fighting spirit?”

Pamela promised with a little nod.

“And you'll write the letter when I telephone.”

“The’ very minute.”

Miss Augusta Whippel nodded.

“Good-by, Pam.”

Pam came around the chair and her very
blue eyes were troubled.

“You're sure,” she asked, “that Mr. Under-
wood won't get angry? He might not be feeling
well—or something.”

Miss Whippel, about to sniff, changed her
mind, and a thin smile twisted her wide lips.

“The morning your young man comes to see
him again he’ll be in an extra special 100 per
cent all-wool good humor,” she promised.

Miss Burwell twisted her hands. They sug-
gested her wonderment.

Miss Whippel let the smile ripple on until it
almost reached the proportions of a grin.

“I'd tell you why I am sure,” she confided,
*except that you wouldn't believe me.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You wait until you've been married for 18
years,” said her guest solemnly, “and youll
undestand perfectly.”

ISS WHIPPEL snapped the rubber band
on her notebook and stood up.

“If that is all I'll telephone Mr. Raymond.
He wants to see you about the Sherman steel
loan.”

“Darn Sherman! Always taking up time.
Why didn’t Raymond speak about it yesterday?
I saw him on the street.”

“Mr. Raymond apologized for that,” his sec-
retary cut in, and a wisp of amusement danced
in her lenses. “He said he didn’t recognize you
until he got past; he—he said your new gray
hat made you look 20 years younger.

“Oh, he did, eh?”

Scarlet suffused the ochre of the little
banker's face. He brought his fist down on the
desk

“I suppose that pleases you.”
“The—the gentleman who sold it to me sald
that it was very natty,” she remarked.

A tall woman stood in the doorway. Tall
and bulky. A silver fox fur covered her
Miss Augusta joined a nod and smile in a

bat, Mrs. Ui %
Mr. Underwood
That evening

“There are two kinds of marriage,” said Miss Whippel. “You have one kind in prospect. I'm married—differently; in a bus-
Laying out letter s instead of breakfast cloths.”

iness way.

the banking business. His jaw stuck out too far.

Miss Whippel smiled.

“How is the course in personality and sales-
manship?” she inquired pleasantly.

The young man did not smile in return.
In fact, he scowled.

piciously like treason; something like:
deuce with what Underwood lkes!”
“Still after the raise?”

The summoning buzser cut off any possible
answer. The young man rose. Miss Whippel
nodded and pointed to the door. When it

steadily,. “I'm Jeaving #t. I'm worth more
money. You won't pay it. Now—now the
money isn't so important. I'm through.”

Mr. Underwood swung round in his chair.

“So! You're through, eh? Well, you can't
bulldoze me, young man. You're fired! Now
go and find somebody else and tell them what
they need in the banking business.”

“I'd rather tell you,” said Carey, still steadily.
“I think the banking business needs fewer
poisonous little men who think because they
can crack the whip——"

“Get out!” shouted the banker.

“I'll get out when I please.”

About to reach for his telephone Mr. Under-
wood back.

“I jhave it now,” he snapped out. “There's
& woman in this.”

OR the first time since the interview be-

“A meddling old fool,” he went on, “who
thinks because she’s been here for 18 years and
wet-nurses my whole family, that she can run
this bank to suit herself. z

But Mr. Carey was at the door leading Mnté
the anteroom. His hand was on the knob of
the door. The diminutive president of the Fifth
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with me as the guest of honor. I was calling
ot this Mexican’s rancho to get an oid pros-

. Now they had been tor-
turing him to find out where these bonds were
cached. A tough pair, believe me! Seeing me
without my gun, and believing I was inter-
fering with their game they tried to murder
me

“The Mex rushed at me with a long knife,
but I smashed a chair over his cabeza—his head,
you understand. This made him retreat. I
backed into a cormer, snatched up a rifie

Greaser was born to be jailed, not shot, so the
rifie happened to be unloaded. I jumped on my
horse and made a hasty exit from the rancho,
thankful to be alive.”

' A ND this Madre del Oro,” 1 asked, “what

is it—a Jong ledge, or something of that
sort?”

“I believe it to be part of the same vein of
gold that crops out for 50 or 100 miles right
through that entire section. The Mother Lode,

were doomed never to enjoy their riches. Death
awaited them.
“memornlngthcywmnthcmbynm
of Apaches, led by a Mexican or a biackened
white man. The entire party were left for
dead, and their camp was set on fire. Mrs.
Kilburn, however, regained consciousness after
the attacking party had left. Seeing signs of
life still in her husband, she dragged him out
of the burning cabin.

Seeing Washington —7%en and Now

TH! Episcopal Cathedral, the Catholic Mon-
astery and Shrine of the Immaculate Con-
ception, all have their quotas of religiously

inclined sightseers. The vast new Shoreham

Hotel, hanging as it were from the ledge of a

cliff; Wardman Park Hotel, with “1,800 out-

side rooms,” the Mayflower,

George-
town University; Dupgnt Circle, where thil-
dren of the haut ton dig in the same sand-

his clothes
closet?”
(Copyright, 1991.)

“Mrs. Kilburn lived for 30 years after this
terrible experience. During these years she
made several trips back to get some $80,000 in
easily accessible gold. The rest of it—over
$5,000,000—remains buried in that canyon today.

“The place where it was hidden was unique
in this respect—it had a huge crevice or
chimney up the side of the canyon, the bottoms
part of which crevice was used by the Kilburn




