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•; SYNOPSIS

SR5EWORD.-Motoring through Ar
o -nsa party of earstrners, father an

seughter and a nrlte companion, stop t

itnes a cattle round up. The girl leave

i th'ar and is attaicked by a wild steel

A masterpiece of riding on the part o

goe of the cowboys saves her life.

CHAPTER I.-Clay UndsaY, range-ride

: an Arizona ranch, announces his Inten

Sio to visit the "big town," New York.

SCHAPTER II.--n the train Lindsan

becomes interested in a young wonai

litty mason, on her way to Neow Yorl

to become a motion-picture actress. Sh

i marked as fair prey by a fellow tray

eer, Jerry Duran , gang politician an.

' -prize fighter. Perceiving his intentlon
lnday provokes a quarrel and throwi

Durand from the train.

- CHAPTER III.-On his first day In New

York Lindsay is splashedi with water by

i janitor. That individual the range

rider punlshes summarily and leaves io

.to a fire hydrant A young woman who

sees the occurrence Invites Clay into her

S-bouse and hides him from the police.

SCHfAPTER IV.-Clay's "rescuer" Intro.

9aces herself as Beatrice Whitford. Lind

say meiets her fathic, Colin Whitford, and

'is invited to visit them again. He meets

Kitty Mason by accident. She has been

:diappointed in her stage aspirations, and
Sto support herself Is selling cigarettes in

a cabaret Clay visits her there.

SCHAPTER V.-Kitty is Insulted by a
gustomer. Clay punishes the annoyer.

Af'ter a lively mixup Lindsay escape
l

a

:utside, he is attacked by Jerry Durand
oDl a-companion and beaten insensible.

iCHAPTER VI.-Lndsay's acquaintance
.iitlh Beatrice Whitford ripens. Through
'oer hel I ntroduced into "society." His
i,,#Ide partner" on the Arizona ranch

JIhanle Green, comes to the "big town."

; 
CHAPTER VII.-The two take an apart-

gent together Johnnie securing employ-
ment at the Whitford's as "handy man."
An advertisement signed "Kitty M." con-

Stys the informatlgn that she is In trou-
be and implores Lindsay to come to a

certain house where she is imprisoned.
.Cly is dubious as to its authenticity,
but finally decides to go. He makes hli

' ay into what-be supposes is the right
~e he and finds himself in a young wom-

iin' bedroom.

*CHAPTER VIIL.-Naturally Indignant,
, tie*girl is reassured when Clay tells her

the reason for his unmeant Intrusion. She
':shows him how to enter the house he is

Mrter, through the roof. In the place he
J !omes on a party of "gunmen," obviously

wltaling for his appearance. Lindsay "gets
the drop" on the thugs, locks them in a
s'room, and escapes.

CHAPTER IX.-With a theater party,
'hich includes the Whitfords, Lindsay

- meets Kitty Mason, friendless and penni-
Sles. He leaves the party to take the girl
.to his apartment, there seemingly being
so other place available and Kitty in dire
seed of immdiate food and warmth.

CHAPTER X.-Beatrice resents Lind-
s'ay's interest in Kitty. Though not ad*
SBitting it even to herself, she is becoming

-attached to the Arizonan, as he is to her.
Se two part in anger.

:CHAPTER XI.-Hurt and Indignant,
Beatrice practically proposes marriage to
a, old admirer, Clarence Bromlield,
:wealthy man-about-town, and the third
acemnber of the party which we met at the

Sbeginning.of the story. Their engagement
is announced. Durand's gang kidnaps
-Kitty. Clay appeals to tile girl he had
met the night he escaped the trap Durand
had set for him. She tells him where the
girl to likely to be found.

CHAPTER XII.

-Two Men In a Locked Room.

% (ine sixth. :,-!) us of *;ie' 1o1< 1t
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otltoors on the unltained .frontior-

warned Clay that a1ll wts not well.

1'he machine haid swung to the right
,-•d w1S facing from the wind instead

f into it. Clay w\as not very well

acqualtted with New York, but he

did lnow this was not the direction"

I whichk he wantetl to go.
U Llndsay opened thle door and swung

0! on th running , Wird. "We're go-

IW'hroing. Stop the car !" he ordered.
TShe; nr n at the wheel did not turn.

BHesp'eded up.
His fare'wasted no timie in remon-

tlances.: A moment, and tile chauf-

fear threw on the lrilke shlr:rply. His

"e"n 1 WaS a good one. The blue nose
f a revolver was jalmlloile hard against

is rilbs. lie ihd looked round once

to fnd out what It was lrodIdllng him,-That was enough to conviice him he

had better stop.

"nder tle brake thle Inck wheels

k aded and hrought up against the
*b Claty, hangiig o on ly one hand,

Wsh flung hard to thle sidewalk. The
ab teetered, rtegalined its equilibri-

i, gatliered Impetus with a snort, and
-Ped forward ngnan.

At the cattleman clambered to hiset.het cnaught one full view of the

feur's triuplinhuit, vindictive face.
ef had seen it befiore, t a reception

sPeelally arrangedt for him by Jer-

I Du~lnd ine ilnIcmioralil night. It

SlOngedl to the Imo,e talklitlve of the

Wo ?gullmen he lin d sll.rp.ised at the
Ietended poker go#n., Ieh knew, too,

ithout bein)i tol thlit thls iman and

sin" J3im '"illins 'vre one and theine. Thie memory of' Annie's strlck-

' fae carried t!!s cou\ilction home

hit.

The ruin pelteld ,hwn Is ho moved
:tO1yatr tile lIr liter l,1hte, d s-treet that
:itersiwtel tihe Oe w. re lie ihad been

i poliwd. The lights ,1r 1 saloon caught
bhi eye at tlhe (oirnri . 11 went in,
g•t police heladql ters on the wire,
-and a'ltiedl tlhat ; (icr ;iisw\ering the

'desctipti oi of i1h o,nei used bI1y his ab-
d~etor lind b,1eet htilt;: inil, Central
.park bhy iffic.rs ;i; t • itI t thi tl downtown
|iPt were heing \n:lihehl.

IP r esently he piclk1it utp ianother taxi.
H e hIes liaid whi.ti.hr to go to the
address Anlit, ilthd gi\en himn or to join
the chase Ipltie'. Il itintly, he de-
elded to visit t h( i<ist.

Q1a'1 P H
id l i l s (

driver rind looked atthe house Ilnulirl is as h moved up
th Street h' \\wlitl(tel. M y of the
ttideinv C 

were usoe i to kleep lodgers
!: Others w-er erinlioyed for less
Sratable purposes.

overcoat button-i to his neck,

Clay walked without hesitation up the
steps of the one numbered 243. He
rang the bell and waited, his right
hand in the pocket of his overcoat.

The door opened cautiously a few
inches and a pair of close-set eyes
in a wrinkled face gimleted Clay.

"Whadya want?"
"The old man sent me with a rme-

sage," answered the Arizonan prompt--
ly. "Got everything ready for the
girl?"

"Say, who the h-1 are yonse?"
"One of Slim's friends. Listen, we

got the kid-picked her up at a drug
store."

"I don'. know watcher fairy tale's
about."

Clay put his foot agalinst the door
to prevent it from being closed and
drew his hand from the overcoat pock-
et. In tie hand nestled a blue-nosed
persuader. -

Unless the eyes peering Into the
night were bad barometers of their
owner's inner state, he was in a panic
of fear.

"Love o' Gawd, d-don't shoot " he

"Love o' Gawd, D-don't Shootl" He
Chattered. "I Aint Nobody but the
Caretaker."

chattered. "I ain't nobody but the
caretaker."

He backed slowly away, followed by
Lindsay. The barrel of the thirty-
eight held his eyes fascinated. By
the light of his flash Clay discovered
the man to be a chalk-faced little in-
consequent.

"Say, don't point that at me," the
old fellow implored.

"Are you alone?"
"You know it."
'"Is Jerry comin' himself with the

others?"
"They don't none of them tell me

nothin'. I'm nobody. I'm only Joey."
"Unload what you know. Quick.

I'm in a hurry."
The man began a rambling, whin-

ing tale.
The Arizonan learned that a room

hid been prepared on the second flbor
for a woman. Slim had made the ar-
rangements. Joe had heard Durand'i

lname mentioned(,-but knew nothing ol
the plans.

"I'll look the house over. Move
along In front of me and don't make
any mistakes. This six-gun is liable
to permeate yore anatomy with lead."

The cattleman examined the first
floor with an especial view to the ex-
its. He might have to leave in a hur-
ry. If so, he wanted to know where
he was going. The plan of the sec-
ond story was another point he feat-
ured as he passed swiftly from room
to room. From the laundry in the
basement he had brought up a coll
of clothes-line. With this he tied Joe
hand and foot. After gagging him,
he left the man locked In a small
rear room and took the key with him.

Clay knew that he wavs in a precari-
ous situation.' If Durand returned
with Kitty and captured him here he
was lost. The man would mako no
more mistakes. Certainly he would
leave no evidence ngainst him except

Sthat of his own tools. The intruder
would probably not he killed openly.
He would ei.ier simply disappear or
he would be murdered with witnesses
framed to show self-defense. The
cattleman was as much outside the
law as the criminals were. He had
no legal business in this house. But
one thing was fixed In his mind. He
would be no inactive victim. If they
got him at all it would be only.after
a fighting finish.

To Clay, standing at the head of
the stairs, came a sound that stiffened
him to a tense wariness. A key was
being turned In the lock of the street
door below. He moved back into the
deeper shadows as the door swung
open.

Two men entered. One of them
cursed softly as he stumblesd against
a chair in th6 dark hall.

"Where's that rat Joe?" he demand-
ed in a subdued voice.

Then ctme a click of the lock. The
sound of the street rain ceased. Clay
knew that the door had been closed
and that he was shut in with two

desperate criminals.
What have they done with KittyT

Why was she not with them? He
asked himself that question even as
he slipped back into a room that
opened to the left.

He groped his way through the dark-
ness, for he dared not flash his light
to guide him. His fingers found the
edge of a desk. Round that he cir-
cled toward a closet he remembered
having noted. His arm brushed the
closet door. Next moment he was in-
side and had closed It softly behind
him.

And none too soon. For into the
room came the gunmen almost on his
heels.

"Jerry'll raise h--," a heavy voice
was saying as they entered the room.
"And that ain't all. We'll land in stir
if we don't look out. We just ducked
a bad fall. The bulls pretty near had
us that time we poked our nose out
from the park at Seventy-second
street."

Some one pressed a button and the
room leaped to light. Through the
open crack of the closed door Clay
recognized Gorilla Dave. The second
of the gunmen was out of range of his
vision.

From the sound of creaking furni-
ture Clay judged that the unseen man
had sat down heavily. "It was that
blowout queered us. And say-how
came the bulls so hot on our trail?
Who rapped to 'em?"

"Must 'a' been that boob wit' the
goil. He got busy quick. Well, Jerry,
won't have to salve the cops this
time. We niade our getaway all right,"
said Dave.

"Say, where's .Toey?
"Pulled a sneak likely. Wha's it

matter? Listen What's that?"
Some one was coming up the stairs.
The men in the room moved (autious-

ly to the door. The hall light was
switched on.

"Lo, Jerry," Gorilla Dave called soft-
ly.

He closed the room door and the
sound of the voices was shut off in-
stantly.

The uninvited guest dared not step
out of the closet to listen, for at any
instant the men might re-enter. He
crouched In his hiding place, the thir-
ty-eight In his hand.

The minutes dragged Interminably.
More than once Clay almost made up
his mind to steal out to learn what
the men were doing. But his judg-
ment told him he must avoid a brush
with so many if possible.

The door opened again.
"Now beat it and do as I say if you

know what's good for you," a bullying
voice was ordering.

The owner of the voice came in and
slammed the door behind him. He sat
down at the desk, his back to the,
closet. Through the chink Clay saw
that, the man was Jerry Durand.

From his vest pocket he took a fat
black cigar, struck a match and lit
it. He slumped down in the swivel
chair. It took no seer to divine that
his mind was busy working out a prob-
lem. 6

Clay stepped softly from his place
of refuge, but not so noiselessly that
the gangman.did not detect his pres-
ence. Jerry swung round in the chair
and leaped up with catlike activity.
He stood without moving, poised on
the balls of his feet, his deep-set eyes
narrowed to shining slits. It was
in his thought to hurl himself head-
long on the man holding-steadily the
menacing revolver.

"Don't you I I've got the dead wood
on you," said the Arizonan, a trench-
ant saltness in his speech. "I'll shoot
you down sure as h-l's hot."

Durand's face wore an ugly look of
impotent malice, but his throat was
dry as a lime kiln. He could not es-
timate the danger that confronted him

mor what lay back of the man's pres-
ence.

"What you doln' here?" he demanded.
"Makin' iy' party call," retorted

Clay enualy.
Jerry cursed him with a low, savage

stream of profanity. The gangman
enraged was not a.sight pleasing to
see.

"I reckon heaven, h-1, and high
water couldn't keep you from cussin'
now. Relieve yore mind proper, Mr.
Durand& Then we'll talk business,"
murmured Clay in the low, easy drawl
that never suggested weakness.

The ex-prlze-fighter's flow of lan-
guage dried up. He fell silent and
sttod swallowing hs furious rage. It
had come home to him that this nar-
row-flanked young fellow •ith the
close-gripped jaw and the cool, steady
eyes was entirely unmoved by his
threats.

"Quite through effervescing?" asked
Clay contemptuously.

The gang leader made no -answer.
He chose to nurse his venom silently.

"Where's Kitty Mason?"
Still no answer.
"I asked you what you've done with

Kitty Mason?"
'That's my business."
"By G-d, you'll tell, or Ill tear

it out of you!"
Clay backed, to the door, found the.

key, transferred it to the inner side
of the lock, turned it, and put it in his
pocket

The cornered gangman took a
chance. He ducked for the shelter of
the desk, tore open a drawer and
snatched out an automatic.

Simultaneously the cowpuncher
ptessed the button beside the door and
plunged the room In darkness. He
side-stepped swiftly and without
noise.

A flash of lightning split the black-
ness.

Clay dropped to his knees and
crawled away. Another bolt, with its
accompanying roar, flamed out.

Still the westerner did not fire in an-
swer, though he knew just where the
target for his bullet was. A plan had
come to him. In the blackness of that
room one might empty his revolver
and not score a hit. To wait was to
take a chance of being potted, but he
did not wint the death of even such a
ruflian as Durand on his soul.

The crash of the automatic and the
rattle of glass filled the room. Jerry,
blazing away at some fancied sound,
lhil shattered the window.

Followed a long silence. Durand
wats resolved to wait until his enemy
grew restleSs and betrayed himself.

Thle delay became a test of moral

stamina. The contest was not one of
grit, but of that untlawed nerve which
is so much the result of perfect physi-
cal fitness. Clay's years of clean life
on the desert counted heavily now. He
was master of himself, though his
mouth was dry as a whisper and there
were goose quills on his flesh.

But Durand, used to the fetid at-
mosphere of barrooms and to the soft
living of the great city, found his
nerve beginning to crack under the
strain. What kind of a man was his
enemy to lie there in the black silence
and not once give sign of where he
was, in spite of crashing bullets? Was
it possible that he could have killed
the fellow at the first shot? The com-
fort of this thought whispered hope in
the ear of the ex-prize-fighter.

A chair crashed wildly. Durand
fired again and yet again, his nerves
giving way to a panic that carried him
to swift action. He could not have
stood another moment without scream-
ing.

There came the faint sound of a
hand groping on the wall, and imme-
diately after a flood of light filled the
room.

Clay stood by the door. His revol-
ver covered the crouching gang leader.
His eyes were hard and pitiless:

:'Try another shot," he advised Iron-
ically.

Jerry did. A harmless click was all
the result he got. He knew now that
the cowman had tempted him to waste
his last shots at a btt of furniture
flung across the room.

"You'll tell me what you did with
Kitty Mason," said Clay in his low,
persuasive vo\.•e, just as though there
had been no intermission of flying bul-
lets since lie had mentioned the girl
before.

"You can't kill me, when I haven't
a loaded gun." Dnrand answered be-
tween dry lll:s.

The-other man nodded an admission
of that point. "That's an advantage
you've got of me. You could kill me if
I didn't have a gun, because you're a
yellow, wolf. But I can't kill you.
That's right. Iut I can beat h-11 out
of you, and I'm sure goin' to do it"

"Talk's cheap, when you've got a
loaded six-gun in your fist," jeered
Jerry.

With a flirt of his hand Clay tossed
the revolver to the top of a book-case,
out of easy reach of a man standing
on the floor. He ripped open the but-
tons 6f his overcoat and slipped out of
it, then moved forward with elastic
step.

"It's you or me now, Jerry Du-
rand."

The prize-fighter gave a snort of de-
risive triumph. "You d-n fool I rl
eat you alive."

"Mebbeso. I reckon my system can
assimilate any whalin' you're liable to
hand me. Go to it."
,Durand had the heavy shoulders and

swelling muscles that come from years
of training for the ring. Like most
pugilists out of active service he had
taken on flesh. But the extra weight
was not fat, for Jerry kept alwn~ys in
good condition. He held his leader-
ship partly at least because of his
physical prowess. No tough in New'
York would willingly have met him in
a rough-and-tumble fight.

The younger man was more slightly
built. He was a Hermes rather than
a Hercules. His muscles flowed.
They did not bulge. But when he
moved it was with the litheness of a
panther. The long lines of shoulder
and loin had the flow of tigerish grace.

The clear eyes in the brown face told
of a soul indomitable in a perfectly
synchronized body.

Durand lashed out with a swinging
left, all the weight of his body behind
the blow. Clay stepped back, shot a
hard straight right to the cheek and
ducked the counter. Jerry rushed him,
flailing at his foe blow on blow, intend-
ing to wear him out by sheer hard
hammering. He butted with his head
and knee, used every foul trick he had
learned in his rotten trade of prize-
fighting. Active as a wild cat, the
Arizonan side-stepped, scored a left'
on the eye, ducked again and fought
back the furious attack.

The gangman came out of the rally
winded, perplexed and disturbed. His
cheek was bleeding, one eye was in
distress, and he had hardly touched
his agile opponent.

He rushed again. Nothing but his
temper, the lack o4 self-control that
made him see red and had once put
him at the mercy of a first-class ring
general with stamina and a punch,
had kept Jerry out of a world cham-
pionship. He had everything else
needed, but he was the victim of his
own passion. It betrayed him now.
His fighting was that of a wild cave
man, blind, furious, damaging. He

He Threw Away His Science and His
Skill In Order to Destroy the Man

'He Hated.

threw away his science and his skill
in order to destroy the man he hated.
He rained blows on him-fought with
head and knee and fist, was on top of
him every moment, controlled by one
dominating purpose to make that

dahiclig flgure take the dust,
Clay was cool, quite master of him-

self. Before the fight had gone three
minutes he knew that, barring a
chance blow, some foul play, or a bit
of bad luck, he would win. He was
covering up, letting the pugilist wear
himself out, and taking only the pun-
ishment he must. But he was getting
home some heavy body .blows that
were playing the mischief with Jerry's
wind.

The New Yorker, puffing like a sea
lion, came out of a rally winded and
spent. Instantly Clay took the of-
fensive. He was a trained boxer as
well as a fighter, and he had been
taught how to make every ounce of his
weight count. Ripping in a body blow
as a faint, he brought down Durand's
guard. A straight left crashed home
between the eyes and a heavy solar
plexus shook the man to the heels.

Durand tried to close with him. An
uppercut jolted him back. He plunged
forward agairn They grappled,, knock-
ing over chairs as they threshed across
the room. When they went down
Clay was underneath, but as they
struck the floor he whirled and landed
on top.

The man below fought furiously to
regain his feet. Clay's arm worked
like a piston rod with short-arm jolts
against the battered face. Gasping for
breath, Durand suddenly collapsed.

Clay got to his feet and waited for
him to rise. His enemy rolled over
and groaned.

"Had enough?" demanded the west-
erner.

No answer came, except the heavy,
irregular breathing of the man on the
floor, who was clawing for air in his
lungs

"I'll ask you once more where Kitty
Mason is. And you'll tell me unless
you want me to begin on you all over
again."
'The beaten pugilist sat up, leaning

against the wall. He felt ashamed and
disgraced by his defeat. Life for him
had lost its savor, for he had met his
master.

"She-got away."
"How?"
"Thby turned her loose, to duck the

bulls," came the slow, sullen answer.
"Where?"
"In Central park."
Probably this was the truth, Clay

reflected. He could take the man's
word or not as he pleased. There was
no way to disprove it now.

He recovered his revolver, threw the
automatic out of the window and
walked to the door.

"Joe's tied up In a back room," he
said over his shoulder.

Thirty seconds later Clay stepped
into the street. He walked across to
a subway station and took an uptown
train.

Men looked at him curiously. His
face was bruised. and. bleeding, his
clothes disheveled, his hat torn. Clay
grinned and thought of the old answer:

"They'd ought to see the other
man."

One youngu fellow, apparently a col-
lege boy. who had looked upon the

wine when it was red, was moved to
come over and offer condolence.

"Say, I don't want-to butt in or any-
thing, but-hle didn't do a thing to you,
did hp"

"I hit the edge of a door in the
dark," explained Clay solemnly.

"That door must have had several
edges." The youth made a confiden-
tial admission. "I've got an edge on
myself, sort of."

"Not really?" murmured Clay po-
litely.

"Surest .thing you know. Say, was
it a good scrap?"

"I'd hate to mix In a better one."
"Wish I'd been there:" The student

fumbled for a card. "Didn't catch
your name?"

Clay had no intention of giving his
name just now to any casual stranger.
He laughed and hummed the chorus of
an old range ditty.

(Continued next week)

NOTICE.

Public notice is hereby given that
the St. Tammany Parish School
Board will receive sealed bids for
the furnishing of a covered outfit and
the transferring of the public school
children, as follows:

1. Furnishing auto truck aad
driver to operate a school transfer
running between the residence of
John Peters, on. the Ponchatoula
Road, and the Madisonville High
School, both in the First Ward.

2. Furnishing auto truck and
driver to operate between Goodbee
Depot, on the B. R., H. & E. Rail-
road, and the Madisonville High
School, both in the First Ward.

3. To furnish outfit and driver
to operate the public school transfer
between Blackwell's Mill and the
Folsom School, both in the Second
Ward, and running over- the same
route as during the sessions of 1920-
21 and 1921-22.

4. To furnish truck and driver
to operate the public school transfer
between Lacombe Postoffice, in the
Second Ward, and the Mandeville
High School Building in the Fourth
Ward.

5. To furnish team and driver to
operate the public school transfer be
tween the eighth mile-post, on the
Columbia Road, and the Progress
school.

Notice is also given that cash, or
certified check, for $25.00 must ac-
company the bid, and that the suc-
cessful bidder will be required to
furnish satisfactory bond for one-
half of the contract price. Bids may
be made for one, two or three years.

Notice is also given that the St.
Tammany Parish School Board will
meet.in regular session in the office
of the Superintendent at Covington,
Louisiana, on Friday, July 7, 1922,
and in open session will proceed to
open bids and award contracts to-
the lowest responsible bidders. Re-
serving the right to reject any or
all bids.

ELMER E. LYON,
je3-5t Superintendent.

PROCLAMATION.

STATE OF LOUISIANA.
Parish of St. Tammany.

Pursuant to an ordinance adopted
by the St. Tammany Parish School
Board, State of Louisiana, at its

meeting held on the 19th day of May,
1922, I, N. H. FitzSimons, President
of said Board, hereby give notice
that, in compliance with said ordi
nance, a special election will be held
in and throughout Schodl District
No. 10 of said Parish of St. Tam-
many, on the 5th day of July, 1922,
for the purpose of submitting to the
taxpayers qualified to vote thereon,
the following protpsition, to-wit:

Shall School District No. 10 of the
Parish of St. Tammany, State of
Louisiana, incur debt and issue
bonds to the amount of Thirty
Thousand ($30,000) Dollars, to run
twenty years from date thereof, wit'
interest at the maximum rate of six
per cent per annum, for the purpose
of erecting and furnishing a school
building and purchasing a site if
necessary, in the Town of Abita
Springs, Louisiana?

The polling place for said elec-
tion and the'commissioners and clerk
appointed to hold same, are as fol-
lows: The Town Hall, which is the
usual polling place in the Town of
Abita Springs, Louisiana, and Jos..
Lamousin, Emile. Burkenstock and
Henry Cassaigne are hereby appoint-
ed commissioners, and R. C. Abney.
clerk.

At said election the polls will ope.i
at 7 o'clock a. m. and close at i
o'clock p. m., and only such property
taxpayers as are qualified as voters
by reason of age, residence and p ll
tax payment and registration as vot-
ers, as prescribed by the constita-
tion and statutes of Louisiana,'shall
vote. There can be no voting by
proxy.

Notice is also given that at 11
o'clock a. m., on Friday, the 7th day
of July, 1922, the St. Tammany Par-
ish School Board will meet at the:
courthouse at Covington, Louisiana,
and will in open session proceed t.
open the ballot boxes, examine and
count the ballots in both numael
and amount, examine and canvass
the returns" and declare the resu t
of the election.

This 19th day of May, 1922.
N. H. FITZSIMONS,

President of St. Tammany Parish
School Board.

"HIow We Cleared Our Summer
Home of Rats," by Mrs. Perry.
"When we opened our seaside

home last May, it was alive with rats.
They'd gnawed all the upholstering.
We cleaned them out in a week with
RAT-SNAP. I prefer this rat killer
because it comes in cake form, no
mixing. Saves dirtying hands and
places." 35c, 65c, $1.25. Sold and
guaranteed by Smith Hardware Co.
and Schonberg's Pharmacy.

MANDEVILLE TAX SALES.

Town of Mandeville vs. Delinquent
Tax Debttors.

By virtue of the- authority vested
in me by the Constitution and Laws
of the State of Louisiana, and Act
No. 224 of the General Assembly of
1910, I will sell at the front door
of the Town Hail in the Town of
Mandeville, Louisiana, within legal
sale hours for judicial sales, be-
ginning at 11 o'clock a. m., on

Saturday, .uly 8, 1922,
and continuing on each succeeding
day until said sales ar-completed,
all immovable property upon which
taxes are now due the town of Man-
deville, Louisiana, to enforce pay-
ment of taxes assessed in the year
1921, together with the interest
thereon from the 31st day of Decenm.
ber of said year, at the rate of 2 per
cent per month until paid, and all
costs. rhe names of said delinquent
tax debtors, the amount of taxes due
by each on the property assessed to
them, to bli offered for sale, as fol-
lows:

Mandeville Light Co., Ltd.-(Lota
8, 9, square 49, and improvements,
electric light plant consisting of 25
h. p. oil engine, dynamos, poles, elec-
tric wires, meters. Assessed $8000.
Taxes and costs $134.69.

Jos. Pugh-3 lots, square 1, Lake
street, ;pIl improvements. Assess-
ed $8000. Taxes and costs $134.69.

Peter Ross-Lots 2, 4, 6, 8, 10,
14, 16, 17, 18, 20. 22, 24, 26, 28,
30, 32, 31, 36, 38, 40, 40, square
88-A. Assessed $500. Taxes and
costs $11.48.

S. Roccaforte ard Others-Lot 10
square 8. Assessment, $125. Taxes
and costs $5.31. '

Chas. L. Rauschkall-2 lots sqr
17, and improvements. Assessment
$3200. Taxe3 and costs $55.85.

Eugene BJrashley-Lot 19 Division
of lot 66, W Mandeville. Assessed
$50.00. Taxes and costs $4.09.

J. I. Coilum-Lo:s 26, 28, square
97. Assessment $50. Taxes and
costs $4.09.

Mrs. Louise Durind--Lots 39, 40,
45, square 49, and improvements.
Assessment $600. Taxes and costs
$13.12.

H. H. Doxtater-E lots in square
39, and Improvements. Assessment
$450. Taxes and costs $10.65.

Wm. Gieseche-Lots 58, 60, sqr
40, and improvements. Assessment
$250. Taxes and costs $7.37.

Lizzie Lewis-3 lots square 53,
and improvements. Assessed $300.
Taxes and costs $8.20.

Mrs. Jennio Pugh-1 lot square 1,
and improvements. Assessed $1009.
Taxes and 2osts $19.68.

TERMS OF SALE.

On said day of sale I will sell such
portion of said property as each debt-
or will point ou: and in case the
debtor will not I.oint out sufficient
property, 1 will at once, without
further d'elay, sell the least quantity
of said property of said debtor which
any bidder will buy for the amount
of 'taxes, interest and costs due by
said deboor. The sale will be with-
out appraisement, for cash, in legal
tender money of thF United Stat.n-i
and the aroperty sold shall be re-
deemable at any time for the spac,.
of one year by paying the price with
20 per cnit Interc-st, costs and pen-
alties added.

J. N. MILLER,
Tax Collector.

NOTICE TO MORTGAGE CRED-
ITORS.

Tax Collector's Office
Mandeville, La., May 31, 1922.

In conformity with Section 63, Acl
85 of 1888, notice is hereby giver
to, all parties holding mortgages up
on-real estate in the Town of Man
deville, Louisiana, on which taxes foi
1920 have not been paid, that I wil
begin the sale of same at the Towi
Hall in the Town of Mandeville, La.
on Satu:day, July 8, 1922, at 1:

'clock a. .n., and that a number of
pieces of property so delinquent are

now being advertised in this news-
paper in confoimuity with the law,

preparat!t)ry to such sale. The at-
tention of mortgage creditors is
especially called to these advertise-
ments of tax sa'es and they are
warned to take such steps prior to
the sale as may be necessary to pro-
tect their rights.

J. N. MILLER,
Tax Collector.

"I Got Real Mad When I Lost My
Setting Hen," Mrs. Hannan.

I went into the hen house one
morning and found my favorite set-
ter dead. I got real mad. Went to
the store, bought some RAT-SNAP
and in a week I got six dead rats.
Everybody who raises poultry should
keep RAT-SNAP." Three sizes, 35c,
65c, $1.25. Sold and guaranteed by
Schonberg's Pharmacy and Smith
Hardware Company.

-ROCL.TAMTION.

STATE OF LOUISIANA,
Parish of St. Tammany. j

Pursuant to a resolution pas.-ed
by the St. Tammany Parish Sho.)l
board of St. Tanmmany Parish, Lou-
isiana, at a meetiag held on the I19th
day of Mqly,, 1922, i' N. H. FitzSim-
ons, President of said Parish Schcol-
Board, td hereoy give notice that,
in compliance with said resolution, a
special election will be held in School
District No. 6 of the Parish 9f 't.
Tamma'r•, Louisiana, on the 5ta day
of July, 1922, for the purpos.e ci
submitting to the property taxpayrs
qualified under thre constitution ard
laws of the St'tte of Louisiana to
vote at said election, the follow.ng,
proposition, to-wit:

To levy a epecial tax of four
mills on the dodar on all the prop-
erty in fchool District No. 6, Par-
ish of St. Tammany, Louisiana,
subject to state taxation, annunl-
ly, for aperio, of ten years, for
the purpose of giving additional
aid to the public schools.

For the purposes of said special
election the polling place will be the
usual polling place of he Sixth Ward
of the Parish of St. Tammany, Lou-
isiana, and the following commis-
sioners and clerk of election of the
polling place have been appointed to
serve at this election: Emile SingTe-
tary, Randolph Parker and Charlie
Kennedy, commissioners, and Alonzo
Crawford, clerk.

At said special election the polls
will open at seven o'clock a. m., and
close at six o'clock p. m., and the
election will be conducted in accord-
ance with the laws of Louisiana ap-
plicable thereto.

Notice is also given that at 11
o'clock a. m. of the 7th day of July,
1922, the said Parish School Board
of the Parish of Louisiana, will meie
at Covington, La., and in open ses-
sion proceed to open the ballot box,
examine and count the ballots in
number and amount, examine and
canvass the returns, and declare the
result of said special election.

This 23d day of May, 1922.
N. H. .FITZSIMONS,

President of St. Tammany Parish
School Board.

SUCCESSION NOTICE.

Succession of F. Edward Vix.

No. 221

Twenty-Sixth Judicial District Court,
SParish of St. Tammany,

Louisiana.

Whereas, Mrs. Elizabeth V. Smith
has petitioned the Court for letters
of administration on the estate of
the late F. Edward Vix, deceased, in-
testate:

Notice is hereby given to all whom
it may cornecrn, to show cause with-
in ten days, why the prayer of the
said petitioner should not be granted.

By order of the Court.
W. E. BLOSSMAN,

Clerk of Court.

NOTICE TO VOTERS.

In accordance with the Registra-tion Law I will open the registratioil
office at the following named places
on the dates given below:

Slidell, Ward 9, June 19.
Pearl River, Ward 8, June 20.
Bush, Ward 5, June 21.
Abita Springs, yard 10, June 22.
Ward 6 Polling Booth, June 26.
Madisonville, Ward 1, June 27.

GEORGE R. DUTSCH,
jelO- Registrar of Voters.

Servant Girl Wouldn't Go in Cellar.

Fearing Rats.

Mrs. Tepper, Plainfield, N. J., says
"Rats were so bad ilour cellar the
servant girl wouldl x'go there. I
bought some RAT-SNAP and it clean-
ed all the rats out. Absolutely pre-
vents odors. Comes in cake form,
no mixing. Cats orq dogs wont' touch
it. Three sizes, 35c, 65c, $1.2..
Sold and guaranteed by Schonberg's
Pharmacy and Smith Hardware Co.

Advertising in The Farmer pays.

ASPIRIN
Name "Bayer" on Genuine

/A\

Take Aspirin only as told in each
package of genuine Bayer Tablets of
Aspirin. Then you will be follow-
ing the drections and dosage worked
out by physicians during 21 years,
and proved safe by millions. Take
no chances with substitutes. If you
see the Bayer Cross on tablets, you
can take them without fear for
Colds, Headache, Neuralgia, Rheu-
imatism, Earache, Toothache, Lum-
bago and for Pain. Handy tin boxes
Druggists also sell larger packages.
of twelve tablets cost few cents.
Aspirin Is the trade mark of Bayer
Manufacture of Monoaceticacidester
of Salicylicacid.


