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Author of Whispering Smith,

CHAPTER XXVII,
- —] T
ope Forlorn,

There were hours in {hat might that
“each had reason lons to remember: a
‘might that scemed to hrlng them, In
#pite of thelr devotion, to the end of
their drean. They purted late, each
tryimg to soften the hlow us it fell on
b the other, carh professing a gourage
| which, in the fuce of the revelation,
] Laeither could clearly fo o,
| Ia the worning JeTrics brought
|1 ‘dewm to Do Spain, who hnd spent 8
i sleepless night at the oflice, a letter
from Nan.

De Spain opened It with neute mis-

l ®ivings, IHardly able to belleve his

~eyes, he slowly read:

| __ Dearest—A wild lhiope hins come to me.
i Perhaps we don't know the truth of this
1 “tecrible story as it really 1a.  Suppose we
should be condemning poor Unole Duke
without having the real fucts? Bassoon
was & wrotch, Henry, If cver one lved—
! ‘& curse to everyone. Wit purpose he
.. ! cenold sarve Ly repenting thio =iory, which

i o muat havo kopt vory goiet till now, I

1 doc’t know, hui there was some reason. §

| I must knaw (e whole toyu‘li- [ fesl that
K alone, can get hold of tt, and that you
would approve what 1 am dong i you
Were here with me in this !ttle room,
where I am writing at duybroik, to show
Fou my hearl.

Long before won get this [ shall be

wpeeding toward the gop 1 am going

& Uncle Duke to get from Ldm the ex-

i aet truth. Uncle Dule L heaaking=has
Besken—and now that the vers worst has

come, and wo ruust face it he will tell

‘ane what I ask. Whetler 1 can get him
tn repeat this to you, tu rone 1o you, to
“throw himself on your pity,. my dearest
wie, I don't know. Bur It Is for this 1
am guing to try, an) for this 1 beg of
yoir love—tta love of whicl 1T have been

&3 proind!—that vou will let me stay with
Bhn uwntil T gt least leorn cveryihing and
oan bring tle whole story to you. 1

an bring him, 1 will,

And I shiall bo safe with him—perfectly
i sxfe. Gale bas been (driven away. Pard-
&%, T know [ can trust, and he will ba
under the roof with me. Flease, do not
try to coma to me. It might ruin every-
thing Only forgive me, and I shall be
back with what 1 hopa for, or what I
; fear, very, very soon. Not till then can
E hear to Iook into your eves, You have
& better right than anyone In the world
ta know the whale truth, cost what It
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wmay. Be putient for only a little while
el wiih NAN.
‘ i’ 1t was Jotries who snid, afterward,
:.E e hoped nevir again to be the bearer
& i

W oa fetter suelr 48 that, Never until

e bl vead and grasped the eontents

il o Nun's uote had Jeffries seen the
g,’ mndle of resouree and nerve und
iﬂ sinew, that men called Ienry de

Spain, g0 to pleces. For onee, trouble
avechare him,

When o was able to speak he told
Jodries evergthing, "It is my fault,"”
fe said hopelessly.  “I was so erippled,
s stanned, she must have thought—I
<o it now—that I was muking ready
ta ritde out by daybrenk and shoot
ke down oo slght, It's the price a
i maty must pay, Jelfries, for the abll-
; ity to defond himself agalnst this
i Huach of holdup men and assassins.
Because they can't get me, I'm a ‘gun-
man—"'

“No, you're not a ‘gunman.’ "™
I “A gunman and nothing else. That's
u what everyhuly, friends nod enemies,
rockon me--g gumnan, You put me
hers to elean ont this Calabnsas gang,
i@t becausc of my good looks, but
‘pecnuse Cve been, so far, a fraction of
u second quicker on a trigger than
these double-d——d crooks."

Joffries, frown behind his pipe, re-
gurded De Spain’s random talk calmly.

“1 do feel hard over my father's
death,” he went on moodily, "“Who
wouldn't? If God meant me to forget
it, why did he put this mark on my
Face, Jeff? 1 did talk pretty strong to
“Nan about it on Musie mountain,

“I did feel, for a long time, I'd like
0 kill with iny own hends the man
‘that murdered my father, Jeff. My
smother musi have realized that her
Ibabe, If a man-chlld, was doomed to a
dife of bloodshed. I've been trying to
whink most of the night what she'd
~swant me to do now. Idon't know’what
1 ean do, or can't do, when I set eyes
-pa the old scoundrel, He's got to tell

the truth—that's all I say now. 1If he
\lies, after what he made my mother
suffer, he ought to die like a dog—no
amtter who he I8,

«T don't want to break Nan's heart.
“What can [ do? Hanging him here In
Sleepy Cat, 1f 1 could do It, wouldn't
thelp her feelings a whole lot, If I
.could msee the fellow—" De Bpain's
hands, sprend before him on the table,
«drew up tight, “if 1 conld get my fin-

on his throat, for n minute, and

5 ®atk to him, tell him what T think of
@i~ might know what I would want
' @0 do—Nan might be there to see and
fil 7 ‘Jmige between us. I'd be almost will-
W0 Ry Fugz to leave things to her to kettle her-
i weif. T omly want what's right. But,”
#he oath that recorded his closing
shreat was collected and pitiless, "if
sany harm ¢omes to that girl now from
sthiz wild trip baek among those wolves
.—God pity the men that put it over. I'll
out the w! accursed clan, If I

iawe to swing for It right here In

;
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rtances, that' De Spain should be near
er than Sleepy Cat to Nan. Moreover,
the period of walting she had enjoined
on him was almost complete,

Without giving De Spain the story
fully, the two men talking before him
let the discussion drift toward a pro-
posal on his part to go down to Cala-
basns, where he could more easily keep
track of any movement to or from the
gup, and this they approved. De Spain,
already chafing under o bhardly en-
dured restraint, lost no time In start-
ing for Calabasas, directing Lefever to
follow next day.

It added nmothing to his peace of
mind in the morning to learn definitely
from MeAlpin that Gale Morgan, with-
in twenty-four hours, had really disap-
peared from Calabasns. No word of
any kind had come from Music moun-
tnin for days. No one at Calabnsas
was awnre even that Nan had gone
into the gap ngailn, DBob Scott was nt
Thief River. De Spaln telephoned to
him to come up on the enrly stage, nnd
turned his nttention toward getting In-
formation from Music mountain with-
out violnting Nan's Injunction not to
frustrate her most dellcate effort with
her uncle,

As a possible seout to look Into her
present situation and report on it, Mc-
Alpin eould peint only to Bull Page.
Bull was a ready instrument, but his
present value ns an assistant had be-
come g mnatter of doubt, since prac-
tically every man In the gap had
threatened within the week to blow his
head off—though Bull himself felt no
seruples ngninst making an attempt to
reach Muslie wountiain and get boek
agnin. It was proposed by the canny
MeAlpin to send him In with a team
and lght wagon, ostensibly to bring
ont his trunk, which, If it had not been
fed to the horses, was stfill in Duke's
barn. As soon as a rig could be got up
I'age started out.

It was lnte November, A far, clear
alr drew the snow-capped ranges
sharply down to the eye of the desert—
a8 If the speckless sky, lighted by the
rgdiant sun, were but n monster glass
rigged to trick the crédulons retinn, De
Spaln, In the saddle In froat of the
barn, his broad hat brim set on the
Impassive level of the western horse-
man, his lips seeming to ecompress his
thoughts, hiz lines over his forearm,
and his hands half-slipped into the
pockets of his snug leather coat,
watched Page with his light wagon and
horses drive away.

Idling around the neighborhiood of
the barng (n the saddie, De Spaln saw
him gradually recede into the long
desert perspective, the perspective
which almost nlone enabled the watch-
er to renlize as he curtoined his eyes
beh!nd their long, steady Inshes from
the blazing sun, that it was a good bit
of n way to the foot of the great out-
post of the Superstition range,

De Bpain's restlessness prevented his
remaluing quietly anywhere for long.
As the morning advanced he cantered
out on the Muslc mountain trall, think-
ing of and wishing for a eight of Nan.
The deadly shock of Pardaloe's story
had been dulled by days and nights of
puin. His deep-rooted love and his
toneliness had quleted his impulse for
vengeance and overborne him with a
profound sadness. . He realized how
different his feellngs were now from
what they had been when sle knelt be-
fore him In the darkened room and, not
daring to plead for mercy for her uncle,
had asked him only for the plty for
herself that he had seemed so slow
to. give. Something reproached him
now for his coldness at the moment
that he should have thought of her
suffering before his own.

It was while riding In this way that
hig eyes, reading mechnnically the
wagon trall he was almmlessly followlng
—for no renson other than that It
brought him, though forhidden, n little
closer tn her—arrested his attentlon,
e choeked his horse. Somethling, the

[ ced

nek him (o hand to hold him during
rhwee dayy, to restrain the fury of his
resemtment, and. him from rlding
vl-husxlll' _t{ntw:hnt
Thema knew would mest om's & (ST | wod ity the Men That Put it Overs
¢ of tactful representa- | o0y (oiq him, had'happened. Pago
#dmonition from cool- |y 4 giopped his horses. Page had met
"'M| two men on porseback coming from the
mmm"‘m' dlnug.mfﬂ'
.y R b f aroun
M‘l‘g—mmmummm
7 Somea ] two horsemen, or
pin that had started back
ly ¢o retura to
th the remmant of thered with.
po make a demand role of

thiiz

waa a story in the incldent, but hia in-
terest lay In following Page's moves
ments, and he spurred swiftly forward
to see whether his messenger had re-
sumed the gap trall and gone on with
his mission, He followed this quest al-
most to the mountains, without recov-
erlng any trace of Page's rig. Ile
holted. It was certain now that Page
had not gone into the gap.

Perplexed and annoyed, De Spain,
from the high ground on which he sat
his horse, cast s eyes far over the
desert. The brilllant sunshine flooded
it as far as the eye could reach. He
scanned the vast space without detect-
Ing a sign of life anywhere, though
none better than he knew that any
abundance of it might be there. But
his gnze caught something of Interest
on the farthest northern horizon, and
on this his scrutiny rested n long time,
A soft brown curtain rose just above
the earth line ngainst the blue sky, To-
ward the east it dled away and toward
the west it was cut off by the Super-
stition peaks,

De Spain, without giving the weather
signs much thonght, recognized thele
Import, but his mind was Alled with
his own anxieties and he rode smurt-
Iy back toward Calabnsas, beenuse he
wins not at ease over the puzzies In the
trail. When he reached the depression
where the horsemen had, without any
uppiarent reason, turned south, he halt-
ed. Should he follow them or turn
north to follow I"uge's wanderings? If
Page had been scared awny from the
gap, for a time, he probably had no In-
formation that De Spaln wanted, aod
De Spain knew his cunning and per-
sistence well enough to be confident
he would be back on the gap road, and
within the cover of the mountains, be-
fore n storm should overtnke him, On
the north the brown curtaln had risen
fast and alrendy enveloped the farthest
peaks of the range. Letting his horse
stretch Its neck, he lLesitated a mo-
ment longer trying to decide whether
to follow the men to the south or the
wagon to the north, A woman might
hive done better. DBut no good angel
was there to gulde his declsion, and in
another moment e was riding rapldly
to the south with the even, Lrown,
misty cloud behind him rolling higher
into the northery sky.

CHAPTER XXVIIL.
De Spain Rides Alone,

IIe had ridden the trail but a short
time when it led him in a wide angle
backward anl wround, toward Cala-
bnsas, and he found, presently, that the
men he was ridlng after were appar-
ently heading for the stage barns. In
the north the rising curtaln hod dark-
ened, Toward Eleepy Cat the land-
seupe was alrendy obliterated, In the
south the sun shone, but the alr had
grown suddenly cold, and in the sharp
drop De Spain realized whiat was com-
ing, His first thonght was of the sonth-
ern stages, which must be warned, and
a8 he galloped up to big barn, with this
thought in mind he saw, standing In
the doorway, Bull Page.

De Spain regarded him with aston-
ishment. “How did you get here?” wns
his sharp question,

Page grinned. *"Cot what T was aft-
er, and ¢'m' back sooner'n I expected.
Half-way over to the gap, I met Duke
and the young gal on horsehack, head-
ed for Calabasas. They pulled up, 1
pulled up. Old Doke lonked kind o
ga'nted, and it seemed llke Nan was in
a conslderable hurry to get tn Sleepy
(nt with him, and he couldn’t stand
the saddle. Anyway, they was heading
for Calabasas to get o rig from McAl-
pin. I knowed MecAlpin would never
glve old Duke a rig, not If he was
a-drin’ In the saddle.”

“They've got your rig!” erled De
Spnin.

“The gnl nsked me [f I'd mind ne-
commaodatin® 'em,” explained Bull dep-
roentingly, “to save time” |

“They headed north!" exclaimed De
Spnin. The light from the fnst-chang-
ing sky fell copper-colored ncross hls
horse nnd figure. McAlpln, followed by
a hostler, appeared at the barn door.

Bull nodded to De Spain. *Sald they
wanted to get there quick. She fig'erd
on savin' a few milés by strikin’ the
hill trail in. Bo I takes their horses
and lets on I was headin' for the gap.
When they got out of sight, I turned
‘round—"'

Even as he spoke, the swift-rolling
curtalp of ‘mist overhead blotted the
sun out of the sky.

De Spain sprang from his saddle
with a ringing order to MeAlpin: “Get
up o fresh snddle-horse !"

“A horse!” cried the startled barn
hoss, whirling on the hostler, “The
strongest legs In the stable, nnd don't
lose a mecond! Lady Jane; up with
her!" he yelled, bellowing his orders
Into the echoing barn with his hands to
his mouth. “Up with her for Mr, de
Spain In n second! Marmon! Becker!
Lanzon! What in h——I are you all do-
Ing?" he roared, rushing back with a
fusillade of oaths. “Look alive, every-
body 1"

"Coming!" yelled one volce after an-

i

“Don’t talk to me! Do as I tell youl™
thundered De Spain.

McAlpin bowed his head.

“Ready!" yelled Page, buckling the
rifie holster in place, Still talking, and
with McAlpin glued to his elbow, De
Spain vaulted into the saddle, caught
the lines from Bull's hands, and
steadied the Lady us she sidestepped
nervously—MeAlpin following close
and dodging the dancing hoofs as he
looked earnestly up to eateh the lnst
word. De Spain touched the horse with

“They've Got Your Rig!"” Cried De
Spain.

the lines. Bhe leaped through the door
way nnd he roised a backward hand
to those behind., Running outslde the
door, they yelled a chorus of cries
after the swift-moving horseman, and,
clustered In nn excited group, watched
the Lady with a dozen great strides
round the Calabnsas trall and disap-
pear with her rlder into the whirling
snow,

She fell nt once into an ensy reach-
lng step, and De Spuin, busy with his
reflectlons, hardly gave thought to
what she was doing, and little more to
what was golng on about him,

No moving figure reflects the impas-
slve more thann a horseman of the
mountains, on a long ride. Though
never so swift-borne, the man, looking
neither to the right nor to the left,
moving evenly and statuellke ngalnst
the sky, a part of the wiry beast under
him, presents the very plcture of In-
difference to the world around him,
The great, swift wind spreading over
the desert emptied on it snow-laden
puffs that whirled and wrapped a cloud
of flnkes nbout horse and rider in the
symbol of a shroud. De Spailn gave
no heed to these skirmishing eddles,
but he knew what was behind them,
and forathe wind, he only wished it
might keep the snow In the alr till he
caught sight of Nan,

The even reach of the horse brought
him to the point where Nan had
changed to the stage wagon. Without
n brenk in her long stride, Lady Jene
took the hint of her swervhhg rider,
put her nose into the wind, nnd headed
north, Ide Spain, allve to the difficul-
ties of his venture, set his hat lower
and bent forward to follow the wagon
along the sand. , With the first of the
white flurries passed, he found himself
in a snowless pocket, as It were, of the
ndvancing storm. He hoped for noth-
ing from the prospect ahead; but ev-
ery moment of respite from the blind-
{ng whirl was n gain, and with his eyes
close on the trall that had carrlied Nan
into danger, he urged the Lady on,

When the snow ngain closed down
about him he calculated from the
roughness of the country that he
should be within a mile of the road
that Nan was trying to reach, from the
gap to Sleepy Cat, But the broken
ground stralght ahead would prevent
her from driving directly to it. He
knew she must hold to the right, and
her curving track, now becoming difi-
cult to trall, confirmed his concluslon.

A fresh drive of the wind buffeted
him as he turned directly north. Only
at Intervals could he seée nny trace of
the wagon wheels. The delving snow
compelled him more than once to dlis-
mount and search for the trall, Bach
time he lost It the effort to regain it
[ wns more prolonged. At times he was
compelled to ride the desert In wide
circles to find the tracks, and this cost
{Ime when minutes might mean life.
But as long as he could he clung to
the struggle to track her exnctly, He
gaw nlmost where the storm had struck
the two wayfarers, Nelther, he knew,
was insenaible to Its dangers. What
nmaged him was that o man llke Duke
Morgan should be out In It. He found
n spot where they had halted and, with
s ntart that checked the beating of his
heart, his eyes fell on bar footprint
pot yet obliterated, beside the wagon
track, }

The sight of It was an electric shock,
Throwing himself from hls horse, he

g® | knelf over It in the storm, oblivious for

an instant of everything but that this
tracery meant her presence, where he
now bent, hardly half an hour before.
He swung, aftor o moment's keen scro
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limit of her strength and endurance,
the unylelding pursuer rode in great,
colling circles into the storm, to*cut

and putting his ear intently agninst
the wind for the faint hiope of an un-
sWer,

Suddenly the Lady stumbled and, as

be cruelly relned her, slid helpless and [

scrambling along the face of a flat
rock, De Spain, leaplug from her
back, stendied her trembling and
looked underfoot. The mare had
struck the rock of the upper lava bed:

shots from where he stood, It could
not be far, he knew, from the junction
of the two grent desert tralls—the
Calabasas road and the gap road, He
felt sure Nan could not have got much
north of this, for he had ridden In des-
peratlon to get abreast of or beyond
her, and If she were south, where, he
nsked, in the name of God, could she
be?

He climbed again into the saddle—
the cold was gripping his llmbs—nand,
watching the rocky landmarks narrow-

Drawing his revolver, he fired sigoal |

MAN WOULD NOT
LET SON WORK

Father Keeps Boy From Toil, and
Now He Faces Suit for

Support.
WANTS LIFE INCOME

New York Man Gives Him -Life of
Ease With $5,000 Yearly Allow-
ance—Cutting Off Income
L.Bl"l Son Helpless.

BUSINESS PAYS!

hundreds of young !
. m.-ﬂ'»ﬁ“m‘“ﬁ'n'm =

New York-—John Moller, Jr,, forty-
feven years old, is suing his father for |
support.  The spoiled son is helpless
In the great city of New York siopce

£5,000 n year,
ways has depended upon his father
for support und now 15 seeking $61.-
500 to support him for the balunce of
JNis life,

The son declures that he did not
wish 1o depend solely upon his father
for support. At the uge of twenty-one
he was anxious to enter husiness and
see i he conld not emulate the ex-
ample of “ig grandfather, Peter Mol
| Ter, who mode o fortune In sugne re.
fining.  Put Moller, Sr, would not
Hsten to the suggestion, says the com-
Maint, decluring that he wished his
on to be a “gentleman” and enter so-
rlety, "

Temptation Was Too Great.

To assure the young mun  ample
support while he lived a life of ease.
the father promised hWim an allowanee
of 85,000 0 year. The temptation was
too great and younz Moller hns been
spending the past 20 yoars as o “gens

Iy, tried to circle the dead waste of
the half-buried flow, With chilled,
awkward fingers he filled the revolver
agialn and rode on, discharging it every
minute, and lstening—hoping agalnst
hope for an aoswer, It was when he
had almost completed;, ns well as he
could compute, the wide circult he had
set out on, that a falnt shot answered
his continuing signals,

With the sound of that shot and
those that followed It hls courage all
came back. But he had yet to trace
through the confusion of the wind and
the blinding snow the directlon of the
answering reports.

Hlither and thither he rode, this way-
and that, testing out the location of
the slowly repeated shots, and slgnal-
ing at Intervals In return, Slowly and
doggedly he kept on, shooting, listen-
ing, wheellng and advanacing until, as
he ratsed his revolver to fire it again,
a cry close at hand came out of the
storm, It was a womnan's volce borne
on the wind, Riding swiftly to the
left, n horse's outllne revenled ltself
at moments in the driving snow ahead.

De Spaln cried out, and from behind
the furious curtain heard his dame,
loudly called. He pushed his stum-
bling horse on.
gecond horse, the background of a wag-
on, u storm-beaten man—all this
passed his eyes unheeded, They were
bent on a girlish Aigure running toward

The next Ingstunt Non was In bis arms,

—_—

CHAPTER XXIX.
The Truth.

With the desperation of a joy born
of despair she Inid her burning cheek
hysterically against his cheek, She
rained kisses on his lce-crusted brows
and snow-heaten eyes. Her arms held
him rigidly., He could not move nog
speak till she would let him, Trans-
formed, this mountaln girl who gave
herself 8o ghyly, forgot everything. Her
words crowded on hls ears, She re-
peated his name In un ecstasy of wel:
come, drew down his lips, lnughed, re-
joiced, knew no shamefacedness and
no restralnt—she was one freed from
the stroke of a descending knlfe.
moment before she hnd faced deunth

ghe rodlized this—but it was death, at
lenst, together, and her joy and teurs
rose from her heart In one stream,

De Spain comforted her, quieted her,
cut away one of the coats from his
horse, slipped It over her shoulders, in-
cnsed her in the heavy fur, and turned
his eyes to Duke.

The old man's”set, square face surs
rendered nothing of Implacability to
the dangers confronting him, De
Spain looked for none of that. He had
known the Morgan record too long, and
fuced the Morgan men too often, to
fancy they would flinch at the drum-
beat of death,

The two men, in the deadly, driviog
snow, eyed ench other, Out of the old
man's deep-set eyes burned the resist.
ance of o hundred storms faced before,
But he was caught now like a wolf In
n trap, and he knew he had little to
hope for, little to fear. As De Spain
regurded him, something like pity may
have mixed with his hatred. The old
outlaw was thinly clad. Iils open
thront was beaten with soow, and,
standing beside the wagon, he held the
team reins In a bure hand, De Spaln
cut the other cont from his saddie and
held it out. Duke pretended not to
sen, and, when not longer equal to
keeping up the pretense, shook his
head.

“Tuke It." suid De Spain curtly.

llNo'ﬁ

“Take It, I say. You and I will settle
our affairs when we get Nan out of
this" he Insisted.

“De Bpain!" Duke's volce, us was
its wont, cracked like a pistol. “I ean
say all I've got to say to you right
here”

OlNo.ll

“Yes,"” cried the old man.

. {TO BE CONTINUED.)

It Couldn't Be True.
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The dim outline of a |

him as he slid stifily from the saddle, |

A |

alone; It was still death she faced— |

tleman” In Newv York society. He
declures thut he 18 now to old to learn
nnything that will prove a meuns of
livelihood for him,

Moller, Jro, says that his allowanee
lwns: cut to $3,000 last January, two
{ duys after the tather was minrrled 1o

i

]

|
|
|

| 8pent the Last 26 Years as a “Gentle.
[ man.”

| an actress. In May the allowance
| was discontinued, says the son, and
| beenuse the father crushed his son's
| ambition to make his own way In the
| world the younger wnn declares he Is
‘ entitled to a Ufe-thime nllowance.

' BAKERS BOOST RYE BREAD

f Urges Its Use at Least One Meal Each
Day to Conserve White
Flour Supply.

1, Portland, Ore—Hnving agreed not
| to take baek dny-nld brend, wholesale
ihu!:t-ru of the Paeclfle Northwest took
nnother step In the foul sonservation
enmpalgn hy starting the expholitation
of rye hrend ns n wWir measure,

The hakers' move ndvises the nse
of rye brend for nt least one meal
[t-u-‘-h duy, se that the supply of white
{flour may be conserved, In recent
| demonstrations various wanys of using
rye flour were shown to be most pal-
ftable and the food value of the bread
nlso 18 suld to favor {ts general adop-
tion.

“It one of the three meals of the
dny were served with only rye bread
on the table, the supply of wheat for
flour woulfl be incrensed by 150,000,
000 bhushels," sald H, F. Rittmnn, ex-
president of the Master Bukers' asno-
clation:

SHOT WIFE FOR BURGLAR

Man Awakes to Find Bome One Going
Through His Jacket and
Shoots,

Chlengo,~—Chnrles  8ikorskl awoke
suddenly at midnight with the feeling
thnt some one wns In his room. He
reached under the pillow for his gun
and wulted. As the moon broke
through tha clouds he saw n form il
houetted ugainst the window, and the
person was golng through his trousers'
pockets,

“Can't be my wife” Bikoraskl mut-
tered ns he took aim and fired, “she's
left me,"

It was, though. Mrs, Bophie Hikor-
akl, twenty-four, who had left durlog
n quarrel in the afternoon and had re-
turned to get some funds, wns shot
(hree times i the abdomen, Bhe wans
seriously wounded,

+ Sikorskl was nrrested. He told po-
lice he thought the intruder was a

hurglar.

Pin Prick Caused Fatal liness.
Laurel, Del.—Mrs. George Cordrey
of thin place, pricked her finger with a
pin while cleaning fsh. Bhe devel-
aped blood polson from which shyp died
within three days.

—— -

his father cut off his allowance ..fi E
The younger man al- | B
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PATENTS R

Some young men Yould get along
battor {f they had less peint to thelp
shoes and n little more In thele conver-
sation.
Might Have a Bearing.

s 0 deel good I deawn on Son-
doy?"

“I dunno. They do say tha better
the duy the better the deed.”

BOAP 18 STRONGLY ALKALINE
and constunt use will burn out the
scalp. Clennse the scalp by shampoo.
ing with “La Creole” Halr Dresslog,

| and darken, in the natural way, those

ugly, grizzly hairs. Price, $1.00.—Adv.

Once Was Enough.
"My wife never rouses me up to it
the gruss before breakfast.”
“I% that so?'
“Yeos: she tried it once, and [ was
g0 sléepy that 1 rin the lnwn mowsrs
all over her flower beds."

— SR

Now She's Angry.

He—I wonder what the meaning of
that pleture 1s%  The youth it the
malden aee dnoa tender attitude,

She—Oh, don't you see?  He his
Just asked her to mnrry him, omd o =<y
19 necepting him. How sweet! Whit
doos the avtist endl the pletuve?

He (looking about)—On, 1 see, |
writton on a card at the hotten
“8uld,"

A Mean Advantage.

The “eanniness™ of the Rea(isd
peaple 18 aptly Htstrated in fhe ol
lowing :

@ The other day two boys of ahout
twelve yeggs of age quuireled and ©

Ishod up With Dlows,  In the tussie
one of the combatunts got. koekod
down, and while stil on the grommd
he queried:

"Wl ye
doon?”

“Nn," gallantly responded the vi¢
tor.

“Ah, weel,” quoth the vanguished
¥et coutlous youngster, “Fll he here
til ye'gang nwa'"—Tit-Bits,

hit a chap when hi's

One-Sided Recognition,

They passed on the street withou!
speaking, but thelr eyes had mutil
recognition and challenge.  Sho
uecomprnied by a female frienl, il
he had a male compunton, When they
hod passed the glrl said:

“That was poor Juek Jurgens. e
didn't speak, but you notleed his lock,
didn't yon? Poor hoy, It hurts we 10
think how he has never got over wmy
refusal to murry him,  Of course e
was all broken up ot the time, tmt |
thought he wonld” soon get over it
He's thinner, isn't he? 1 do hope that
he hasn't plunged into dissipation, He
conldn't trust himself to spenk, could
he? Oh, dear!"

Andd the mun was saylng:

“Did you see how that dnme pnve
me the eye? T soppose T should have
spoken to her, becanse T can't holp
thinking I've met her somewhere—her
face Is familiar, but T ean't place her”
—Clevelnnd Plaln Denler,
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