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MGenlemen, Mr. Harry Saunders,
the celebrated female impersonator,
will now appear before you."

Henson, lesning ageinst o pillar in
the background of the little mining
camp saioon theater, looked on with
disguet. All nbout him the cowboys
were riotously npplauding. He, Ben-
som, had tested the sweet und bitter-
ness of life too long to be stirted by
anyihing.

Mve years on & lonely mnch,
whither e had betaken himsalf after
that past which the west pever In-
quires about, varied by periodical in-
cursions fo such places of amuse-
ment ns this, bad been his portion.

Benson was tired of life. He had
again and aguin wmeditated self-de-
structions.  Each time he bad devided
to give the show another chance.

“Harrah! Bally for you, Harry!™
yelied the cowboys.

Benson Jooksd toward the slage

‘Harry Saunders was certainly imper-

sonating & woman well. His skim
dance was inimitable. His voice, his
gestures conveyed the fusion com-
pletely. Benson felt his disgust ris-
ing.

“Why can't he stick to the sex God
made him?" he muttered contemp-
tyonsly. “Touring the cotintry and

showing off in women's elothes, in-

stead of hustiing for & lving like—
like me."

And, glancing toward his patient
horse, tethered outskie the suloon
among a score of others, he thought
of the hard, browa earth from which
he had so painfully wrung a4 Iiving
during five years

it ke thought. too, of the distant

us, in their glory of blue and
(ritlise.. . When e sun rose; of the
{iegert wind, the lgneliness of the
wast speces,  There was peace at
T

“1 was n fool to have come here”
safl Hensom.

Nevertheless, he strode up 10 the
bar and orderad a drink, mare Lo sat-
isfy the munager than because he
needed it Aud all the while he drank
his mind wandered between thoughts
of returning to his solitude and
thoughts of death.

A prolonged spree, a slow debauch,
the guick revolver bullet at the end,
and who would care? Surely that
was the fine] atonement thal & man
conld make to & world which he had

*Put Him Down, Ben."

spurned, and which, in turn, had cast
him out )

As he mused Ne became aware
that the nuniber had ended. A group
of cowbhoys had surroundad Harry
Saunders as he emenged in male
garb from his dressing room, and
were clapping him on the back, ul-




tering coarse plegsantries. They hus-
tied bim toward the bar,

“Nrme it!” shouted the bartender,

“PFlvo fingers of Lunn's!" shouted
JAhe man who had the boy in ow,
naming a popular and very fiery
brand of rum,

*1 beg your pardon! T don't drink!"

The cowboys laughed. They in-
siated that he sbould drink. i secmed
to them both hospitality and a kind
of retribution upon a fellow who
could mnke up aa 2 girl

Harry's girlinhness was apparentiy

- a force of habit, for he stammered

and pleaded, and the more he did so
the more the men insisted. Finally
the managér of the troupe nterfered
but they shook him off. They were
determined that Harry shonld zwal-
Jow his grog, Then Harry began to

ory.

At firet discomfited, the cowboys
locked at oné another In consulia-
tion.  What was to be done with a
kid like that? They were s dis-
gusted s Bensom had been, One
lkww the fery spirit in his fare

“Dance, then!" yelled one, draw-
Ing his revolver and blaxing into the
floor between his fest. The boy
gprang Gve feel into the'air. But he
came down again and did oot dance.
Instend, be planted himsell deflunt-
ly upon the Aoor and doubled his
fists,

“Leave the kid alone! He's got
some Epirit!"” shouted one of the
kindlisr of the crowd.

Bul another ran upon him anpd
struck the boy a vicious blow on (he
face, Imocking bim backward into
Benson's arms.  lostantly the saloon
was in an uproar. The drunken cow-
boys were evenly divided in their
opinions of Harry and meant to en-
force them.

Then it wos that Benson, looking
into his face with the perspleacity of
sobriety, realized that Harry Saun-
ders was a girl. The “impersonation'’
had b een lm impersonation at all. He
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with Harry and before the cowboym
had realized that thelr quarry and
their object of protection respestive=
Iy was gone he had nntetherad his
horse and mounted >

He leaned over “Jump!™ he shout-"
e, and s bhe did so Lthe drunken mob
came pouring oMt, all now animated
by the same splrit of anger.

Benson leaned tow and holated the
girl Into the saddie in front of him
funt ng the lenders rmanged themselves
about hin.

“Put him down., Ben!" they yelled.
“He's got to sing and dance and
driok now, and then, maybe, we'll

‘teach him some more”

Benson spurred his horse, which
revled wildly, upgatling the two who
clutched at the bridie. Then he wad
off, galloping down the long, dusty
ropd toward lis tanch, miles In Lh=
distance. One or (wo shots were
fired; but véry soon he had got clanr
of the town, und. looking buek, saw
that he was not followed.

He preined in s panting steed to
4 walk and kpoke for the first time,

WEo are you? How did you get
here?” be demandsl “First. your
nams—unless you den't wont (o give
| A

The girl looked up af bim and the
awful fear upon her face dissppeared
when sho saw the kindliness on his.

"Ethel Saunders." shasald timidiy.
"Harry was my brother. He was the
impersonutor. He—be died.” o

"How did you get here!"™

“I had to come west. | was threat-
ened with tubervutosis, 1 could dance
mnd sing a Httle, but | bad never done.
80 in poblie, and 1—I didn't dare trost
myself in the mwining camps. So,
gince Harry hed been koown [
thought Pd take his place and pre-
tenid to be a boy. But 'm going homa:
naw. | ean't bear what happened to-
day.” She burst otit sobbing and the
discalored mark on  her cheek
showed like a finger of shame,

“I can take you to Lumiay's. The
coach will be thers thiz aftemoon,™
sald Beusow. “But the troupe—"




“They musin't know. [ tell you T
have done with It all. TI'm going
home. ™

“Where's your home?™

"Eoaus "

"People Lhere?" -

"Whant ig it 1o yon? No,
nobody.”

"Then you'll do-what to live?"

“The same old game'!" she eried
Bopeiesaly. “The same—but sick us
I am of it. what else can [ do?”

Begeon felt a swift and vast pity
for the helplessness of thia child,
thrust alons into the world, into the
west, helpless. A glanee st her face
showed him thut the rose of inno-
tence, seorched though it had ‘been
by the life there, still bloomed.

“Listen ™" he said, “1 guess life has
triated both of us pretty badly. But
I've got a lttle mach yonder, and—
will you try it with me? If yon
won't, Il take you to Lumleys.
Here's the oross-roads.”

But since she mude no answer, he
Ivoked at her again and set his hormse
townrd the mnch.
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THE GIRL wWNO PRIEERED A
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MACARONI

Macaronl i= a thing we have al-
ways wandered about.

We kmow, in a general way, that
it iz sent out from fAactories In boxes,
looking very neked and white; and
that It comes to the table wearing
cheeye, i

Aside from (hat, macaronl Is as
much of a mystery (o us as what the
man =says who goes past the house
yelling for 0l clothes.

We have alwave wondered about
the holes In macaronl. Are they set
up In rows and the macaronl wmp-
pediaround them? Or are they bor-
ed, while the young wmacaroni is stll
unible (o defend IssltY

Alsd, what 5 macaronl made of?
There's rubber, of course. We know
that. DBut what el=e? We have been
letting macaronl down our throat off
antd on now for 27 years; and yet If
soine  gtern-faced scientist should
suddenly stop us in the middle of a
four-inch plece and ask os i we
knew whil we were swallowing, wa
could only answer: "Maecaroni"™

This is wrong., How lobg must the
world go on withoul Enowing more
about itz macaroni?
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