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CHAPTER 1

With a nice sense of dramatic
values, the heel of Brooke Rey-
burn's shoe turned sharply as she
ran across the street. She went
down on one knee just as the traffic
light turned green. She had a con-
fused sense of an automobile bear-
ing down on her, the screech of
brakes, of panting cars, of arms
Lifting her to the sidewalk.
"Hurt?" a voiee demanded.
"I'm all right, really I am. It

was my silly heel that threw me,"
she assured breathlessly, even as
aha moved her knee experimental-
ly. It worked. It wasn't broken.
"Why wear such fool heels? If

you're not hurt, why did you
wince?" •
The man's voice was husky; his

eyes had a third-degree intentness
which roused a little demon of op-
position. Brooke retorted crisply:
"If you insist upon probing the

secrets of my young life, I think
I've skinned my knee."
She thought the man spoke as

she merged in the stream of pass-
ers-by. She passed the building to
which she had been hurrying to
keep an appointment when she
crossed the street. She wouldn't go
in yet, she'd better wait till her
still thumping heart quieted be-
fore she entered the offices of Stew-
art and Stewart, Attorneys at Law,
she had too much pride to appear
there breathless and shaken. That
had been a narrow escape, not only
for her, but for the man who had
snatched her from the path of that
speeding car, and—horrible thought
—she hadn't even said "Thank
you!'

If only she knew who he was she
could write to him, but he might
have been a stranger passing
through the city whom she never
would see again. In that case she
would have to bear always this
pricking sense of being ashamed of
herself, it would bring her sitting
straight up in bed when she thought
of it at night.
She stopped at a flower shop. Its

color and beauty were like a sooth-
ing hand on her smarting con-
science. The air had but a hint of
the crispness of early October.
Overhead a steeple clock chimed.

The sound reminded Brooke of her
engagement. She winced as she
moved.

After a furtive look about, she
examined her knee. Skinned. She
had known it. Shreds of her silk
stocking clung to the raw flesh. She
winced as her lowered skirt scraped
it. Her unknown rescuer need not

fear that she would forget that les-

son in a harry, she thought as she
entered the office of the junior part-

ner of*tewart and Stewart.
Where was Mr. Jed Stewart?

There was an open book on his
large fiat desk. The title fairly

jumped at her.

UNDERWOOD ON WILLS

Brooke's heart did a nose-dive.

Did that particular book on that

;articular desk mean that Stewart

and Stewart were preparing to con-

test the will in which she had been
earned residuary legatee?

Silly, she derided herself, wasn't

the firm executor of the estate of
Mary Amanda Dane? Hadn't Mr.

Jed Stewart notified her that the
will had been allowed, that she had
acquired a fortune, hadn't he asked

her to be at his office today at four?
It was her late shake-up and this
gloomy room which had started her
imagination on the rampage. Where
it wasn't knotty pine it was walled
with books impressively, if mustily,
bound in calf.
From outside came faint distant

noises in the corridor; footsteps
thudding, scuffing, springing past;
the incessant clang of elevator
doors. Inside, "Tick-took! Tick-
tock!" the wall clock marked time
for the quick procession of the min-
utes.
And the minutes were marching

along. Where was Mr. Stewart?
Was it part of legal procedure to
keep clients in suspense? The sec-
retary in the outer office had shown
her into this room, had said that she
was expected, that the junior part-
ner was in conference but would be
at liberty in a few moments.

Restlessly she crossed to the win-
dow. She slipped behind one of the
hangings to shut off the electric light
in the room behind her. What a
view! Roofs. Tiers of roofs alive
with pigeons. Patches of bright blue
broke up the pattern of gray clouds.
Weather vanes pointed to the north.
Innumerable wires etched gigantic
cobwebs against the sky. Skylights
shone like sheets of molten brass as
they reflected the sun.
Her eyes lingered on the roofs.

Beneath them business units were
pitched together. Honesty and
fraud; virtue and vice; ups and
downs; efficiency and stupidity; am-
bition and lethargy; each unit mov

tog in its own orbit and each think-

ing itself of supreme importance in

the complicated pattern of the busi-

ness world. She had been buffeting

her way in it for five years.
"Miss Reyburn ought to be here,

Mark, but I suppose like the ma-

jority of women she has no idea

of the value of a man's time."

The annoyed comment in the

room behind her snapped Brooke

out of her reflections. How like a

man to assume that she was at

fault. She would make a dramatic
entrance, and then—
"Glad she is late. I told you, Jed,

that I didn't want to meet her. It
was a beau geste for her to offer
me half of the money, all of which

should be mine by inheritance. I'll
make my get-away before she
comes. Let her move into Lookout
House pronto. I'm the only person
in the world with the right to con-
test Aunt Mary Amanda Dane's
will, and, much as I would like to
own the family heirlooms and add
her part of the house to mine, I
won't do that. I would have to
prove 'undue influence' or 'unsound
mind,' wouldn't I? How could I .do
that when under oath I would have
to acknowledge that my aunt had
said she would cut me out of her

'1 Told You, Jed, That I Didn't
Want to Meet Her."

will? The fact that I didn't believe
she would do it wouldn't cut any ice
with the court. Nothing doing. I've
had publicity enough over my do-
mestic' casualty to last the rest of
my life."
Brooke's hand dropped from the

hanging. That must be Mark
Trent's deep voice tinged with an-
ger. By "her" did he mean her-
self? So he thought her offer to
share with him merely a beau geste.
Should she have refused to take any
of the legacy? This was hardly the
tactful moment to make her en-
trance. He was going. As soon a
the door closed, she would appear
and explain to Mr. Stewart why she
had been at the window; meantime
she would be strictly honorable
and not listen. She stuffed her fin-
gers into her ears.
At the same moment on the other

side of the hangings, Jed Stewart
was saying:
"I never did understand why

Lookout House was cut in two,
Mark."
"It wasn't. Grandfather Trent had

two houses built exactly alike, one
for his daughter, Mary Amanda,
and one for his son, my father; the
Other House, the family called ours.
Not satisfied with that, he had them
set side by side on a 'rocky promon-
tory—he intended them for summer
homes only—with doors through the
library downstairs and the hall on
the second floor and connecting bal-
conies; he was a glutton for balco-
nies. Aunt Mary Amanda recently
has lived there the year round. )
inherited Father's house, but T
haven't lived there since—well, for
three years. It has been closed. I
haven't rented it because I thought
it might be unpleasant for my aunt
to have strangers near when she
was wheeled into the garden which

serves for both places. Now, see
what she does to me. She picks up
this girl and later, while I'm start-
ing a branch office in South Amer-
ica, leaves her her half of the real
estate and all her money. Well,
I'll be off. I have a date."
"Don't go, Mark. I asked Miss

Reyburn to come here this after-
noon to tell her what financial ar-
rangements have been made for
her, but principally to get you two
face to face so that we could
straighten out this mess about the
personal property in the house."
"Mess! Do you call a sound, un-

breakable will a mess? Aunt Mary

Amanda Dane warned me that if I

married Lola she would cut me off

with the proverbial shilling; then,

when my divorce became neces-

sary, she was more opposed to it

than she had been to the marriage.

Can you beat that for inconsistency?

I've always had a hunch that the

French man and wife who have

worked for and worked Mary Aman-

da for years might hypnotize her

into leaving all her property to them

—I warned her against them and
somehow they found out and have
hated me ever since—but I didn't
think she would leave it to a com-
parative stranger. In my opinion,

Clotilde and Henri Jacques are no
better than a couple of bandits;
they'll bear watching. I don't trust
the Reyburn female either, her fine
Italian hand crops up all through
that will, but I don't like the idea
of a girl living in the same house
with them. However, she'd prob-
ably think I had an axe to grind if
I warned her."
"Yellow journals and hectic fic-

tion to the contrary, lawyers don't
talk about the affairs of a client,
even to their best friend, fella."
"Don't blow up like a pouter pig-

eon, Jed. Of course I didn't ex-
pect you to tell me; equally, of
course, I wouldn't try to upset that
will. My aunt's High Church con-
victions wouldn't permit her to ap-
prove of my separation from a wife
who had been sordidly unfaithful.
I thought she might soften toward
me when Lola married the third
time, but evidently not. If she
wanted to bequeath her house, her
-money, and her jewels to a girl she
had picked up via radio, okay. But
why didn't she tell me about the
Reyburn female? Why not ask me
to meet her before I went to South
America? That's what makes me
suspicious. The secrecy of their
friendship. Was the girl afraid that
if I knew I would try to influence
my aunt against her? If I was so
dense, how do you suppose she got
wise to Mary Amanda's fortune? I
understand that she had supper and
spent a night with her once a week,
the night the companion-nurse had
off. She must have had a strong
motive to commute 20 miles after
business hours. She's a fashion ad-
viser in one of the big shops, isn't
she?"
"Yep. Worked up from a model.

Mary Amanda Dane tuned in on
the radio one morning just as
Brooke Reyburn was giving her
fashion talk. She fell in love with
her voice, and wrote to the girl ask-
ing what the well-dressed invalid
tied to a wheel chair was wearing.
Miss Reyburn answered with such
sympathetic understanding that
your aunt invited her to Lookout
House."
"It's a fairy story brought up to

date. Only, • for the spell of a
witch, substitute the broadcast of a
girl's voice. The little schemer got
not only the money but Mary Aman-
da's jewels, many of which were
my grandmother's."
Brooke dropped her hands from

her ears after what seemed hours.
Still talking? Perhaps Jed Stewart
was talking to the office boy. She
heard him say:
"Your aunt said in her will, re-

member, that if she left the jewels
to you, you might—well, that Miss
Reyburn would appreciate them.
She relented toward you to the ex-
tent of naming you legatee should
the girl die without children; she
was canny enough to prevent her
fortune from falling into the hands
of her family. You wouldn't think
Brooke Reyburn a schemer if you
saw her; you'd know that she had
a background of cultivated living.
She has a vivid face with a deep
dimple at one corner of her lovely
mouth; her voice is sweet, spiced
with daring. She came out of col-
lege to carry her whole darn family
when her father died—he was one of
the tragic twenty-niners whose in-
vestments were wiped out—now, I
suppose, her brother, who is acting
in a stock company, and her sister
will chuck their jobs and settle
down on her. Her hair is like cop-
per with the sun on it; her eyes
change from brown to amber, and
when she smiles at me I feel as
cocky as a drum major at the head
of a regiment."
"Help! You're raving, Jed. Per-

haps you're thinking of marrying
her?"
"Marry her yourself, Mark, and

keep the fortune in the family."
"I! Marry that girl who hypno-

tized an old woman into leaving her
a fortune! You're crazy. Besides,
I am married."
"You haven't caught your aunt's

ideas on divorce, have you? You
don't feel tied to that woman who
ran away with that French count,
do you? You divorced her, didn't
you? You—"
"Hold everything! We were talk-

ing of the Reyburn girl. You have
nerve to make the suggestion that
I marry her. Men have been put on
the spot for less. I wouldn't marry
that schemer if—"
Brooke flung back the hanging in

a passion of rage.
"Nobody asked you to!" She

cleared her voice of hoarseness,
and flamed:
"Has it never occurred to you,

Mark Trent—" She stopped, her
eyes wide with amazement. Was
this really the man who had pulled
her from in front of that speeding
car? After the first flash there was
no recognition in his eyes, nor
any concern, rather a quiet mock-
ery, which, she felt, at the first word
of hers would turn into active dis-
like.
"Youl You—" Her breath caught

In a laugh that was half sob. "What

a mean break for you that you didn't

know who I was, that you didn't

let that car hit me! Then you would

have had the money."
She had never seen a face so col-

orless as Mark Trent's as--his eyes
met hers steadily.
"Lucky I didn't know who you

were, wasn't it? I might have been

tempted. Schemers somehow lead

charmed lives."
For a split second Brooke thought

that fury had paralyzed her tongue.

She made two attempts to speak

before she protested angrily:
"I'm not a schemer! I suppose it

never has occurred to you that the

'Reyburn girl' may have loved

Mary Amanda Dane? May have

been glad to spend one evening a

week in a homey old house away

from her whole 'darn family' in a

crowded city apartment?"

Failure of breath alone stopped

Brooke's tirade. There was plenty

more she could say, she was apt to

be good when she started. A laugh

twitched at her lips. The two men

facing her couldn't have looked

more stunned when she made her

theatrical entrance had a hold-up

man with leveled gun suddenly

stepped from behind the hanging.

So this was Mark Trent. She had

been careful never to go to Lookout

House when he was there, for fear

that he might think she had planned

to meet him. She had not realized

that he would be so bronzed nor so

tall, that his dark eyes were so un-

compromising, nor that the set of

his mouth and chin could be so in-

domitable. There was a fiery

strong quality of life in him which

sent prickles of excitement like red-

hot slivers shooting through her

veins. She knew now that she should

have appeared from behind that

hanging at Jed Stewart's first word.

Stewart's always ruddy face was

the color of a fully grown beet. He

coughed apologetically.

"Sorry, Miss Reyburn. Didn't

know you'd come. I'll slit the throat

of that secretary of mine for not te
ll-

ing me. So you two have met b
e-

fore? That's a coincidence."

"No coincidence about it, Jed. Ap-

parently we were both on the way

to this office to keep an appoin
t-

ment with you, when we 'met' in

the street almost in front of t
his

building."
Brooke's anger flared again at

Mark Trent's cool explanation. She

met the terrier brightness of Jed

Stewart's gray-green eyes. She had

liked him when she had come to

his office in response to the court's

amazing notification that she was

residuary legatee under the will of

Mary Amanda Dane. The black and

white check of his suit accentuated

the rotundity of his body. He

puffed out his lips as he regarded

her with boyish entreaty. She

laughed.
"The present uncomfortable situ-

ation only goes to prove, doesn't it,

Mr. Stewart, that listeners never

hear any good of themselves?

Though really I wasn't listening. I

stepped behind the hanging to look

at the marvelous view, and then—"

"You heard Jed say that your hair

was like copper with the sun on it,

and—"
"I stuffed my fingers in my ears

for a while, but I heard a lot more,

a whole lot more," Brooke cut in

on Mark Trent's sarcastic reminder,

"before I heard you refuse to marry

me."
"But that was before I had seen

you." The suavity of his voice

brought hot tears of fury to her

eyes. Before she could rally a caus-

tic retort, he picked up his hat.

"That's a bully exit line. I'll be

seeing you, Jed. Hope you'll enjoy

the house and the fortune, Miss Rey-

burn. Happy landings" He laughed.

"I'd better say, 'Safe landings!'

You're such a reckless person."

"Hi! Fella'"
With an impatient jerk, Mark

Trent shook off the hand on his

sleeve, rammed his soft hat over

one eye, and closed the door

smartly behind him. Stewart re-

lieved his feelings in an explosive

sigh and pulled forward a chair.

"That seems to be that. Sit down,

Miss Reyburn, while I tell you

about the allowance which will be

made you while Mrs. Dane's estate

is being settled."
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[Col. Fred Watson
AUCTIONEER
Gratis Phone 4207
Mlasonla, Mont.

"Ask the man for whom I have sold"
Sale Halm Made at This Office ..;
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Abnormal spinal conditions weaken
your general health.. If you suffer
Ill-health have your spine x-rayed

and see with your own eyes the act
-

ual cause of your suffering.

Manv are learning daily that
Chiropractic health service is able

to give relief from stomach disor-

ders, colds. headaches Investigate

and be convinced.
Cali 126 for appointment.

Foot troubles corrected-

Dr. F. W. Haight
CHIROPRACTOR

Hours: 10 to 12, 2 to 5. 7 to 8 ev-
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Charlo Items
Betty Joe Wood left Sunday for her

home in Rockland, Idaho. She has spent
the past three weeks with friends and
relatives in Charlo.
Leota Howell of Missoula spent the

week at her home in Charlo. Leota has
employment in the Barker bakery in
Missoula,
Frank Jamerson, a brother-in-law of

Mrs. R. C. Roark spent a few days last
week in Charlo. Mr. Jamerson accom-
panied by Mrs. Roark left Thursday
for Stevensville where they will visit a
few days with relatives before Mr. Jam-
rson returns to his home in Nevada.
Mr. and Mrs. E. P. Miller returned

Wednesday from a three weeks visit in
Canada.
Mr. and Mrs. Dick Robinson and H.

Nelson were week end guests of E. P.
Amery at Wildhorse Island on Flat-
head lake.
Mr. and Mrs. Wendel, Mr. and Mrs. J.

P. Staffanson, Fern Staffanson and
Vivian Staffanson were Missoula busi-
ness visitors Monday.
Ernest Wible returned Thursday

from a three weeks visit in Illinois.
Mr. and Mrs. Al Beck of Deer Lodge

were Wednesday dinner guests at the
Harold Beck home. They were enroute
to Kalispell.
Mrs Edna Claypool and son, Norman

Claypool and Mrs. Dave Claypool left
Wednesday afternoon for Malta where
they will make their home.
Mrs. Clarence Hendrickson returned

Saturday to her home in Deer Lodge
after visiting friends in Charlo for a
week.
year Stott of St. Ignatius was a week

end guest at the Len Allred home.
Mr. and Mrs. Alvan Hathway of New

Deal were guests last week at the
Ralph Brower home.

Alfred Hendrickson of Missoula spent
Wednesday and Thursday of last week
in Charlo.
Mr. and Mrs. T. H. Dillon spent a

few days last week in Missoula.
Mr. and Mrs. A. A. Hertz and family

left Wednesday for a short visit in
New Ulm, N. D.
Mr. and Mrs. Alfred Kyte of Sweet

Grass were week end guests at the J.
Murdock home.
Mr. and Mrs. Lee Biggerstaff enter-

tained at dinner Tuesday evening.
Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Dexter were Mon-

day evening dinner guests at the G.
Girrard home in Ronan.
The first Parent-Teachers meeting of

the season will be held Thursday. Mrs.
L. L. F'ryberger will preside. The new
school house will be dedicate that even-
ing. Teachers will be presented, etc.
Mr. and Mrs. Ron Roark motored to

Stevensville Sunday. R. C. Roark. who
has been visiting in Stevensville re-
turned home with them.
Mr. and Mrs. Bud Burk returned

Saturday from Cardsten, Canada.
Rodney Deer left Monday for Lone-

pine where he will spend a couple of
weeks.
Charlo Ladies Aid met last Wednes-

day at the home of Mrs. Harold Beck.
A dinner was planned to be served on
Saturday evening, Sept. 18 in th M.E
church parlors. They will start serving
at 6:30.
Harry Williams spent the week end

with relatives in Missoula.
The Charlo teachers held a picnic

Friday evening at McDonald lake. Mrs.
Wlnestover, teacher at Ridgeway. Mary
Sullivan, teacher at D'Aste and Mr.
and Mrs. R. J. Christian were guests.
Mr. and Mrs. George Bancroft. ',M-

ore and George Bancroft, Jr., of Malta
were overnight guests Sunday at the J.
D. Harrah home.
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Coal...
SAVE on your fuel bill. Pool
your order for HOTKISS
and BEARICREEK Coal. All
grades and any amount. See

L. A.rGipe
or leave orders at Harris Hardware

and Brown's Feed Store.
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THE NATIONAL AND
INTERNATIONAL TAIL-
ORING COMPANY OF
CHICAGO, Ill.

—Announces--

A new fall showing of the latest and
finest in materials and styles in
men's suiting!.

Made to Your Measure

A PERFECT FTT GUARANTEED

We invite you to Inspect
these materials

HOLDING'S
Shoe Store

Drs. Dimon and Koehler

Practice of General Medicine and
Surgery.

Special attention given to eye. ear,
nose and throat work and. the fitt-

ing of glasses by Dr. Koehler.
Offices New Bank Bldg.. Poison.

• 

F. N. Hamman
Attorney at Law
Pcgson, Montana

Office Over City Library

A. C. RETZ

Funeral Director
Phone, Office 8

Residence 934

POLSON. MONTANA
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LOSE

GET,
GOLDEN PLY
BLOW-OUT

PROTECTION
BEFORE IT'S
TOO LATE

NTOU NIEVIIR can tell when •
.L blow-out will throw your car
out of control. The first thing you
know -BANG! a tire bursts and
you may be lucky to escape with
your life. Slow-out accidents kill or
injure thousands every year.

But now you can get Golden Ply
Blow-out Protection. This arriazing
Invention is • layer of special rub-
ber and full -floating cords, scientifi-
cally treated to resist the terrific
blowout-causing heat generated
inside all tires by today's high
speeds. Goodrich Silvertowns are
the only tires in the world with the
Life-Saver Golden Ply, yet they
cost less than other super quality
tires. Come in today and let u•
demonstrate this amazing new
Safety device.

Gadirich sium
am' sates' Silvertown01.V lolOW-OUT
POOMTIONI 

Helmer Motor
Company
Poison. Montana


